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  BOOK ONE


  As much is lost by a card too many as by a card too few.


  SPANISH PROVERB


  1


  Dead man to the grave, the living to the loaf.


  SPANISH PROVERB


  Dr. Dion Ugalde had shocking dreams.


  They came in that state between sleeping and waking. He knew the moment he got his head to the pillow whether they would come. His mind became suddenly too active, his inner eye filled with quickly changing scenes, his arms that on a good night gave him no trouble multiplied to four and wherever he put them and however he bent, stretched or curled them, they were in the way. His legs on these nights were never in the right place for comfort and he got cramps in his feet, wiggled his toes, stretched and bent his legs and threshed himself wide awake again.


  Then he tried once more, rolling his pupils up under their sockets as they are in sleep. You can’t force sleep, he told himself, trying to force sleep.


  Maria-Angeles said, “You can’t sleep, my love?” Gently, careful not to rush his fears.


  It had been like this since his daughter Christina was born. Then he spoke for the first time of “hostages to ‘them’ ” and his waking nightmare began, never, he told Maria-Angeles sometimes, of danger to himself; always of danger to Maria-Angeles, and Christina and when the boy came, to all three of them; never danger from torrent or flood or storm or any natural thing nor from machines made by man; always from man himself. Man was the maker of his terrors.


  So, she understood and never rushed his fears, and when he tossed, she lay awake and waited, pretending sleep till it was time to speak.


  “You can’t sleep, my love?” she said, opening the responses that seldom varied and were always gentle for they were gentle with one another, a homelike gentleness; simple.


  Soon he would say, “A little air would do me good,” and get up and dress and go out, but first there were the responses.


  “Don’t worry about me, love. You get your sleep.”


  “Think nice things. Lie down and try to relax.”


  They were very ordinary responses for they lived very ordinary lives. The extraordinary was in the past, deforming the present.


  “Yes,” he always said. And, “Don’t think about me. Get your sleep.”


  “You were dreaming again.”


  “Yes.”


  “Let me cuddle you.” A square-built country doctor in Navarra, and his wife a little overweight.


  He lay down and turned on his side and she folded her body against his and put an arm around him. “Thank you, love,” he said and tried again and had too many arms and the wrong legs and with the intimate understanding of the years she turned away and pretended to sleep. In a little while, he whispered, “Are you asleep, love?” and she said nothing. “A little air would do me good,” he whispered and got up softly and took his clothes to the bathroom and dressed and slipped into their son’s room to touch him. He was not there.


  “Maria! Maria! Mauro’s not home. It’s two in the morning.”


  “He wrote that he’d be late. Don’t you remember?”


  Yes, he remembered, “I’m sorry, love. I’ll go out and watch for him coming. I’ll hear his bike. I need the air.” The real world returned slowly after his shocking dreams.


  The house of Dr. Dion Ugalde stood on the west side of the church of the parish of San Juan. The house of the priest stood on the east side of the church. The young Ugalde, newly qualified by the medical authorities and licensed by the Minister of Health, had had everything he needed except a practice; he had a profession and a devoted wife ready to go where he would go. He wrote the competitive examination for the vacant practice in the village of Burguete and the parish of San Juan, and won. The church sold him the house to the west because the priest, who lived in it, wanted to live in the house to the east.


  Dr. Ugalde stood in the moonlight looking up at the roof ridge of his house. There was a cross of iron on its front edge. He glanced, as he always did on nights like this, at the roof of the priest’s house. There was no cross of iron on the roof ridge. There was a television mast as tall as the belltower of the church. When the doctor brought his young wife to Burguete, his first and only practice, he thought of removing the cross of iron. It may be that he also thought of offering it to the priest for his roof ridge; if he did think of that, he no longer remembered. But he remembered talking to his wife about removing the cross.


  “Remove a cross?” she said. “Now? Would that be wise? People might wonder, don’t you think?”


  “Yes.” It was enough. The Civil War was over by then but Spanish flesh still broke, Spanish hearts still bled; revenge still soured the sky and the soil; three denunciations were what the peace that followed the war required for a summary execution, but one was often enough. People must not be made to wonder. Ugalde said: El muerto al hoyo, ye el vivo al bollo. Dead men to the grave, the living to the loaf. Quietly he practiced medicine and earned the loaf. In quietness and the loaf is your survival. In the years since then two priests had come and gone and a new clock was needed in the stone circle below the belltower. It said twenty past two now and in the field beyond the river behind the church the herd of goats was almost silent. The sound of Mauro’s motorbike rising and dipping off the hills into the valleys would disturb them. But there was no sound of a motorbike.


  He went on up the street, past the post office where no stamps were sold but the bitterness from within reached out to touch him. He could hear Señor Hispavox and his wife crying at him, “You killed our son, you butcher. You should be in jail.” They never forgot. They never forgave him what no power on earth could prevent. He had watched them sideways and nervously for over twenty years. It was frightening the way in life enemies stumbled on one’s past; terrifying, the way they could use it.


  Past the grocery store where stamps were sold and Tomas Martinez and his wife were grateful for what a half-trained nurse could have done for their son. Past the dark Hotel Burguete where he sometimes took the Prior of the monastery of Roncesvalles to dinner. Past the dark Bar Ibañeta where wine was four pesetas a glass and everywhere else in Navarra only two or three. In the morning long after the legal opening hour, telephone linemen and road maintenance men would be throwing pebbles at Jesus Santos’ bedroom window calling him to get out of bed and serve them his sour white wine—the sourest in Navarra—before they took to the roads. It scours the morning-mouth, they said.


  All up the street, to the end of the village, the houses of neighbors, perhaps friends—but how did he know that, and what are friends? Does the craft of survival admit the dangerous luxury of friendship? And the houses of some enemies, for all medicos make mistakes that are impossible to prove and some patients know it and some are too dependent to know it. The vet’s house was on the left at the high end of the village street. The vet was an immense man in winter sheepskins, a barbaric survival striding down the street or riding his horses from farm to mountain farm like the plundering Visigoths from whom—they said—he was descended; and in summer wildly elegant in goatskin jackets that he cured, cut and sewed himself.


  When Ramiro Urbina came to the district as the partido—adminstrative district—vet, he called on the doctor. He read from the brass plate on the front door when Ugalde opened it, “Dionisius Ugalde, Medico. I hope I’ve killed more goats, sheep, horses and donkeys than you have killed patients, for I’m a sick man.” He was big and loud and dramatic, and there was a light in his house tonight. Why? It must by now be more than half past two. The jeep that was normally parked by the side of his house was not there. Urbina was out. Where? Not at a calving. The farmers could attend to that as well as he could and it was not the season. His wife was waiting up. Ugalde could see her, sitting by an upstairs window, in the dark. Why? Urbina was out, in an autumn evening, to attend to some sick beast? He had a woman somewhere? More than one? Ugalde stopped his thoughts. This was the sort of village thinking he had always feared most; in a village, a hair out of place told a story or started one. Only behind the shutters and the heavy street doors of their houses were village people private and alone. Their houses were like fortresses. Houses ought to be like fortresses. Men need fortresses; some men more than others.


  Roncesvalles began beyond the vet’s house. There is nothing there but the time-and weather-worn pilgrims’ cross where the avenue of trees begins that darkens the way to the monastery, and across the road from the monastery, a simple pension that takes the summer pilgrim overflow from the monastic beds. There is also, of course, Roland, the heroic nephew of Charlemagne, who held the Pass of Roncesvalles against the Moors and the treachery of the courtier Gan and died with a multitude of Moorish corpses around him and rose again in poetry and song. But, the Prior insisted, the Moors never reached Roncesvalles—it was the Basques who killed Roland in an ambush in quite a petty action. The Prior is a good man, but born in Toledo, they said in Burguete, and how can he know the facts? There are 360 people in Burguete, most of them Basques. Sixty-three of them even speak Basque, including Dr. Ugalde, who had been at great pains to learn. It was the vet Urbina who taught him and who taught his son Mauro also. The doctor learned the language with calculation, his son with passion. Mauro’s passion to speak Basque puzzled Ugalde and amused the vet. For the parents came, didn’t they, from somewhere in Castile? Didn’t they?


  The doctor hadn’t forgotten the new Civil Guard barracks set back on the left from the long avenue of trees on the monastery road. Deliberately, he did not think about it. There was another new barracks eighteen miles through the hills at the Zubiri crossroads, on the bank of the Rio Arga, on the road to Pamplona. When he thought of the barracks, he thought of closed doors—the door to France closed by this one at the mouth of the Pass of Roncesvalles, the road to Pamplona closed by the one at Zubiri. The only doors Ugalde wanted to close were the doors of his fortress.


  It must be three by now and no sound of Mauro’s motorbike. The sound of solidly shod feet reached him down the dark avenue. They came slowly. One set of boots crossed the road, then all were silent. They were standing on the grass, behind the trees, he knew. He often met them here.


  “Stop.”


  Dr. Ugalde stopped. “It’s Dr. Ugalde,” he called.


  “Come forward.”


  He went forward.


  “Stop.”


  One pair of boots was behind him in the road. The other pair did not move.


  “It is you, doctor,” the man behind him said. “Walking again?”


  “Insomnia again.”


  The two Guards laughed and came together beside him, resting their weapons. It was almost a ritual and they wanted to talk. “It’s our duty to walk. You could give yourself a pill and sleep, doctor.”


  “I like to walk. Anyway, I’m waiting for my son. He’s very late tonight. I worry. The roads from Bilbao … that motorbike of his.” His talk with them always fumbled.


  “How long till he’s a doctor, too?”


  “Four more years.”


  “A lifetime and a fortune away.”


  They were men like other men. Some of them had sons, and, he supposed, they must all have had mothers. Ugalde thought so, often, thinking survival thoughts and said so when Mauro told him of things not printed in the papers. How do you know these things, Mauro? he asked him. Student talk? And they laughed about it, each qualifying his laughter with his unshared thoughts.


  “A fortune away anyway,” the doctor said to the Guards. “Good night.”


  He went across the monastery fields, around the leaning fence and the floodlit electrified fence of the new political prison that was Colonel Basa’s special pride, and climbed the wooded hill beyond. From a passage between the trees he could sit and watch the road that passed the graveyard two far hills away. He could not see the road but he would see the single light of Mauro’s motorbike top the hill and drop into the deep valley out of sight like a firefly. Then he would hurry home.


  But the first lights came in half an hour and they were car lights. He listened hard for familiar sound. At this time of night it wouldn’t be a tourist heading back to France. It was somebody local and the signature of the car’s sound could always be read at night. It was Ramiro Urbina’s jeep. The goat herd bustled. The jeep was loud on the hill crests, muffled in the valleys, then it came into the sound-tunnel of Burguete’s single street and stopped. The goats settled.


  It was three quarters of an hour before the single light leaped onto the crest of Cypress Hill as they called the graveyard and dipped quickly into the valley and Ugalde was hurrying before it was out of sight. Relief and the joy he always felt at his son’s homecoming sent him running. He was winded when he reached the house. The motorbike was in the square hallway, its engine still warm. Mauro was already in bed, reaching for sleep.


  Ugalde took him in his arms. “I was worried. You’re very late.” Dr. Ugalde’s father loved and was loved; but he was a man of great reserve. Dr. Ugalde loved and was loved and took care to show it. They all showed it freely.


  “There’s no need to worry. I gave a fellow in my class a pillion ride to Pamplona. I was very careful. We ate in Pamplona together.” Mauro held his father tightly in the dark. It was more than an embrace; he seemed to be clinging to his father. Ugalde took it as a sign of their mutual happiness, and accepted it gratefully. It was Mauro’s first trip home this term. “You mustn’t worry. I’m careful,” he said.


  “I know you are. I shouldn’t worry. Where did you eat?”


  “La Vasca, on San Augustin.”


  “Is that fellow who runs it still saying Hemingway always ate there?”


  “Every time.” They laughed at that. Inconsequent, relieved small talk in the locked-up fortress. All of them were in place. All was well.


  “Sleep.”


  “You sleep, too.”


  Dr. Ugalde went to bed beside Maria, at peace. It was past four o’clock. He moulded his body against hers and sighed and put an arm around her.


  “That’s nice,” she said sleepily. “He’s home.”


  Morning was cold and brilliant. There was hoarfrost on the grass and on the trees. Winter was coming. It was coming early by the signs. Soon brilliance would be something that spilled through small gaps in heavy clouds to be crushed as the clouds closed. Then the snow.


  But the kitchen was warm. They breakfasted at the heavy table near the big stove. The Ugaldes were warm, inside and out. They were together. The smoked hams and strings of garlic and onions slung from the beam were like symbols of rooted strength and stability and the immutable life of the countryside and the village.


  Maria Ugalde tended her men. She knew her place. Waiting on her men she was wife and mother and queen. Their love and respect for her were tangible. Their laughter was music. Their love and respect for one another were her strong center. She moved quietly from table to stove, stove to table and sat again, admiring her men. Mauro’s long absences intensified her feelings. Dion was grey-haired and russet-skinned and square in the body and still immensely strong. He walked in the mountains, brought home trout from the Urrobi and the Irati, and wood pigeon from the forests, and he sought her still like a lover, gentle and patient and often. She smiled at the thought of that. It was Saturday. He would sleep well tonight, after he made love to her. Mauro was strong like his father, handsomer, slender, taller, dark as his father had been; he smiled more readily, gaily, she thought. Her pride was boundless. She touched them often.


  Mauro gave her a scrap of paper from his pocket. “I moved my lodgings this week. That’s my new address. People called Mendez. It’s across the Viscaina Bridge and up the hill in the Portugalete district, in a block of workers’ flats opposite the new church of San Adrian.”


  Maria said, smiling, “You know I don’t know one part of Bilbao from another. Are they nice people? What do they do? Do you get good food? Have you a nice room?”


  “I know where it is and one question at a time, Mama.” Ugalde laughed at her indulgently. “Leave him. He’s a man out on his own in the world.” But he was glad she asked her questions. Now he didn’t have to.


  “Yes. Yes, of course, my love. What are they?”


  “Who?” Mauro said, making her work for answers.


  “The people you live with. How big is the flat? How many of them—the family, I mean?”


  “Three bedrooms, five in the family—grandfather, grandmother, husband, wife, child.”


  “Where do you sleep?”


  “In the living room in a bed that folds up into a thing like a sideboard.”


  “But why did you move there?”


  “To join a friend.”


  “Another one? In that flat? Where does he sleep?”


  “We share the sideboard.”


  “Is he clean?”


  She broke up their breakfast time with laughter. They chattered their domestic small talk and cleared away together. Mauro dried the dishes for his mother. Ugalde went back to the table and tilted his chair to listen to their talk. He had a good son and a good wife. Once he had a good daughter but neither his simpler skills nor the sophisticated skills of the specialists in Pamplona and Bilbao nor the men in Madrid where before the end they flew her, could save her. What did the Basques say in their outlandish language that had no source and no kin? Oren guziek dute gizona kolpatzen, Azkenekoah du hobira igortzen. All the hours shower blows on man, the last sends him to the tomb. When Christina died words had no meaning, tears no point. But they lamented, and wept, and shook themselves when they had wept enough. He shook himself now. Mauro was home. No sad thoughts. He loved Mauro with a great deep love that brought him sometimes close to tears. But no tears now. He loved Maria with an old devotion that refreshed itself often. He liked to tell her she was like an onion, fresh under every layer. She liked to tell him he was the horned pride of the herd. But that was pillow talk; not elegant or fragrant but a village of goats and gardens has its images that might not suit Madrid. He listened to their chatter, warm in his fortress with his family.


  “What do they do for a living, Mauro, these new people you live with? Mendez?”


  “Mendez, yes. He’s a mechanic of some sort, I think.”


  “Would I know the plant he works at?” Ugalde asked, merely to ask something.


  “He isn’t working at the moment. Out of work.” Mauro polished hard with a dishcloth inside a very dry cup.


  “Is that why you went to live there?”


  “Not really. I went to join my friend. But it helps the Mendez. They need the money.”


  “You didn’t like your old lodgings?”


  “Oh, yes.”


  “There was a pretty daughter there, wasn’t there?”


  “I didn’t get her pregnant and run away, if that’s what you think.” It was nervous anger crushed down to the sound of irritation. “Anyway, there was no daughter.”


  “Mauro, we didn’t think such a thing. Such a thing to say.”


  “Leave him, Mama. He’s telling us he’s a man out on his own. He can live where he likes.”


  “It’s not much of an issue.”


  “It’s no issue at all, Mauro. It’s your business.”


  It passed, like a wispy cloud, trailing a small chill that dissolved in their warmth.


  Ugalde said, “Would you two hurry? Basa’s coming this morning.” He touched his son as he passed on his way out of the kitchen.


  Mauro waited for the door to close and said, “Why does he bother with Basa?”


  “Because they’re friends. The colonel’s a very nice man.”


  “How can the officer commanding the Civil Guard in Navarra be a nice man? What does a man like that want with my father, anyway?”


  “Want with him? Friendship, I suppose. What do you want with the young man who shares the sideboard at the Mendez?”


  “He’s not in the Civil Guard.”


  Maria peered hard into a cupboard, looking at nothing. “Mauro,” she said patiently, “your father is the doctor here. That means he’s the police pathologist, the district health officer, the vaccinations officer …”


  “I know all that. So is every other country doctor in the province. Does Basa cultivate them all?”


  “They’re not all as nice as your father, who also happens to like Colonel Basa. They simply like one another, Mauro, and a man needs a friend.”


  “I’m sorry.”


  She turned and kissed him. “Fathers are also big boys out in the world on their own. Or do the sons become fathers and rule over their parents?”


  “I’m sorry.”


  “Say no more.”


  “Do you like Basa?”


  Her look was direct. “Yes.”


  Ugalde opened the kitchen door. “Colonel Basa’s here. Come with us, Mauro.”


  “Where?”


  “He wants to show us over his new building.”


  “Building? Is that what he calls his political jail?”


  “No, he calls it a jail. I call it a building. I’ve learned to be tactful and if you don’t come, I’ll lose your company for a couple of hours.”


  “I’ll come.”


  “Good. He particularly hoped you would.”


  “Particularly? Can you guarantee we’ll get out of his Summerhouse?” It was the villagers’ ironic euphemism. “Basa’s Summerhouse” they called it.


  “I’ll guarantee it. You don’t mind too much?”


  “No, no. Let’s inspect the colonel’s jail. You’d better wear a coat, Father. It’s quite cold.”
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  Whether the pitcher hits the stone, or the stone the pitcher, it will be bad for the pitcher.


  SPANISH PROVERB


  The corridor of the cell block was wide and grey. The walls were gunmetal grey. It did not seem that a razor blade could be fitted between the steel cell doors and their steel walls. The doors had no handles. The only things that made them distinguishable as doors was the number on each, the thin seams of their outlines and the 180-degree lens peepholes, head-high in each of them. Even the lamps set in the high ceiling above heavy glass covers gave off what Ugalde thought to be grey light.


  The place was surgical-clean. It smelled of hospital disinfectant.


  Colonel Basa walked ahead, his right arm draped companionably across Mauro’s shoulders. Ugalde came behind, puzzled by the colonel’s fatherly assumptions. His view of the corridor was blocked by the enormous colonel and his own tall son. The doctor was, and felt, the smallest of them all. He felt very, very small. He was troubled by this feeling of unusual smallness.


  “The doors have no handles,” Mauro said.


  “They can be opened only from the control room.”


  “Where do they eat?”


  “Room service,” the colonel said pleasantly. “Look in number five.” He stopped them at the door.


  “Don’t they object to being stared at, sir? What about their privacy?” Mauro asked.


  “Their what?” the colonel asked.


  Mauro put his eye to the peephole. He could see the entire cell. There was a young man in it. He sat cross-legged on the floor, with his back to the far wall. His arms were folded across his chest, his head lay back against the wall, his eyes were closed. There was no furniture, no equipment of any kind in the cell. Above the young man’s head, about as high as his hands could reach if he were standing, there were two steel rings bonded in the wall, about six inches apart. While Mauro watched, the young man stretched slowly, his arms above his head. He opened his eyes. He was crying.


  Colonel Basa did not look through the peephole. Mauro thought and at once dismissed the thought of telling him the young man was crying. It was not really a thought dismissed. Neither his mind nor his stomach would let him tell Colonel Basa the man was crying. The tears were the prisoner’s tears alone.


  Colonel Basa said, “Come along to number eleven.” He draped his arm again across Mauro’s shoulders and moved them casually along the corridor. There was no hurry. The cells would not go away. Ugalde came behind.


  “Take a look,” the colonel said, nodding his encouragement.


  Mauro took a look. There was no furniture. There was a young man, older than the one in number five. This one might be twenty-five. He was standing, his feet a few inches from the base of the far wall, his back against it, his hands stretched above his head, his wrists in locked clamps linked by short chains to the rings in the wall. His wrists bled. His forearms were swollen. His face was sunken. His eyes were closed in pain.


  “He is being punished?” Mauro asked. “For what?”


  “For silence,” the colonel said. “Look, Dion.”


  Dr. Ugalde did not step forward. “Mauro will tell me.”


  “I’d appreciate it if you’d see for yourself.”


  Ugalde wondered whether in his shrunken state his eye could reach the peephole. That would make him look ridiculous. He felt a little dazed; a sense of unreality lay like a filter in his head.


  His eye reached the peephole with inches to spare. Still, his sense of smallness did not diminish. Basa stood beside him, his size overwhelming.


  No cot, no chair, no wall tap or handbasin, no bucket, no window. Only a young man, chained upright, straining to ease his bleeding wrists and swollen forearms. His face was a shadowed mask of weariness.


  “His wrists need medical attention,” the doctor said tentatively.


  “All he has to do is talk.”


  “I should have thought …” the doctor began again, searching for tact, “in such a new building … modern facilities? Where do they go?”


  “Most of them have buckets most of the time. This one—in his trousers for a while.”


  Mauro said with his hand on his father’s arm, in a voice that cried diversion, “The building’s well heated.”


  “We can control the heat separately in every cell,” Basa said, “and in winter we can make them very cold. Did either of you recognize the one in No. 11?”


  “No.”


  “That’s Vincente Hierro, the leader of the Fifth Assembly, the military wing of ETA. You both speak Basque so you know the initials mean Basque Homeland and Liberty.” It was an odd footnote. Every Spaniard knew what the initials meant.


  “I’ve never even seen the man’s picture,” Ugalde said.


  “Neither have I,” Mauro said in a flat little voice.


  “But perhaps you can explain something to me, Mauro. You belong to their generation.” There was a note of dominical supplication in Basa’s tone, like a schoolmaster appealing to the good student in a bad class. “Why? The Basque provinces are rich and prosperous—the richest and most prosperous in Spain. Yet these young men commit crimes to separate the provinces of Viscaya and Alava and Guipúzcoa and some of Navarra from the rest of Spain. Nobody in the Basque lands except these young men and women want it. But they go on, even when their own people are against them. Do you know why?”


  “I suppose it’s the way they think,” Mauro said.


  “Obviously. But that doesn’t tell me why.”


  Crablike, Mauro said, “It must be a very individual thing.”


  “What does that mean? Maybe that’s the wrong way to put it. I should have said, Does that mean anything?”


  “It seems to mean a lot to them. They’re in here.”


  “Maybe you think they have the Spanish disease?”


  “What’s that?”


  “Gambling. Do they gamble with their lives?”


  “Maybe.”


  Hierro was left to his shackles.


  Basa motioned them along the corridor. “Come and see the rest.”


  Ugalde walked behind. He followed them through the kitchens, a small one for the prisoners, a larger one for the staff. “All our meat is bought from Criado’s meat shop in the village. It makes for good relations. The staff gets meat stew on Thursday. The prisoners don’t get meat, except on Saint’s Days,” Basa explained. Then, through the staff rooms, the control room, the radio room, the interrogation rooms, the offices. The great arm around his son’s shoulders looked to Ugalde more and more like a coil. Basa’s voice washed over him, endlessly explaining and vaguely, somewhere in his mind, he wondered, since the place had been open for six months, why Basa chose this day to show them over it and why he chose to show them two young political prisoners? Ugalde had never expected to see the inside of the place and the invitation surprised him. What surprised him more was Basa’s proprietorial father-figure behavior with his son. Basa had met Mauro often on a fleeting basis and paid him small attention. And now? Ugalde drifted after them, still shrinking.


  They finished their tour of the building and went out into the compound.


  The brilliance of the day was harsh. Ugalde screwed his eyes against it.


  “Come up with us, Dion,” Basa called and did not look behind.


  Mauro hesitated, trying to wait for his father and the coil around his shoulders pressed him forward. Ugalde saw it and was irritated and a little jealous and stayed behind.


  “There are two fences,” Basa explained, needlessly loud. “The inside fence is eighteen feet high, with another foot angled outwards. This inner fence is electrified. Beyond it we have another eighteen-foot fence, canted outwards like an airport noise baffle, and covered with red danger signs. It is not electrified. A goat cannot jump it, adventurous children cannot climb it. The public is safe.” His left arm encompassed the fences.


  We know all that, Ugalde told himself. We watched the place being built.


  “The patrols,” Basa said as two guards approached them. “Four patrols, in pairs. They are never out of one another’s sight, from before or behind.” The patrols went by, heavy with weapons.


  And why tell us this? The whole village knows it. Half the village has timed the patrols on their rounds, worked out their pace, their positions, their system. Twelve feet in from the electric fence, right-wheel in the corners—they had worn hard-earth paths for the whole world to see.


  “Night and day,” Basa said, gesturing. “Floodlights at night.”


  We have seen them from the beginning. At first the priests at the monastery couldn’t sleep because of the lights and the pulse of the generator.


  Basa pointed to it over in the northeast corner of the compound. “We have our own power. We have outside power, too, if we need it, of course, but we can’t be cut off.”


  Everybody had heard it night and day till the sound became a part of them like another heartbeat; they accepted it now and absorbed it, without awareness.


  “They can’t get in, except our way,” the colonel said, “and they can’t get out, except our way. It is not a place to get into—unless for a conducted tour.”


  Basa turned, and waited, and called, “Come up with us, Dion,” and the cold sun hid his face. He draped his long arms over their shoulders and steered them, like oxen under the yoke, toward the front door of his prison and into the prison commandant’s office.


  The prison commandant was about his business somewhere else in the building. Basa sat down behind the desk. His head looked out of place on his great frame. It was narrow; the face was pale and angular, the forehead high, the eyes dark and shadowed. His cheeks were not yet sunken but they were sinking. Ugalde always thought he had the face of a scholar worn down by the classroom. It had no business on that powerful body.


  Basa’s little smile as he looked at Mauro was that of a headmaster with a pupil he liked. He surprised them both. “Your father is my good friend, Mauro,” he said.


  “Yes, sir, I know.”


  It was not the sort of announcement Ugalde would have made and it was not in character with the Basa he knew. The colonel was in a queer mood today, a new mood, at least an unfamiliar mood.


  “Tell me frankly what you think of our new jail.”


  Jumping about a bit, from friendship to jails? Mauro wanted to say, I didn’t know you cared what anybody thought, or, There are no rats in this one, or, You’d better ask Vincente Hierro. He said, “I’m not much of a judge of jails. It’s very clean.” That was something positive.


  “The prison commandant, Captain Rubio, thinks he’s a bit of a philosopher. He’s a Seneca man. He keeps these quotations on the wall above my head. What do you think of the first one?”


  Mauro and his father looked up. Seneca, on a printed card on the wall, said: If you know how to use it, life is long enough. A philosophical policeman leading a little seminar. It was peculiar.


  “I’d have to agree,” Mauro said.


  “How do you use it, Mauro?” A priest, also?


  “Study. At this stage, medical studies. That’s my right use of life, sir.”


  “Nothing else?”


  “Visits home. Just now, nothing else.”


  “You use your motorcycle?”


  “It’s the cheapest way.”


  “You had an uneventful trip this time?”


  Ugalde watched them with undefined uneasiness. Basa had never pried before.


  “Not entirely. We came by Tolosa up into Pamplona …”


  “We?” With the lifted eyebrows of an interested elder.


  “Yes. One of my friends at the university comes from Pamplona. I gave him a pillion ride.”


  “From Pamplona? Maybe I know him?”


  “José Duarte.”


  Basa wrote on a pad. “The trip wasn’t entirely uneventful, you said.”


  “No. We had a flat rear tire a few miles on this side of Tolosa.”


  “No spill?”


  “No, but neither of us was very good at fixing a puncture.” Tell him, Mauro thought. He knows already. “The Auxilio en Carretera came by and saved us.”


  “The Civil Guard has its uses. I hope they were pleasant?”


  “Yes. Quite pleasant.”


  “What time was that?”


  Tell him. He knows already. “We lost the tire about ten-thirty. They came along about ten-forty-five. We were on the move again by eleven-fifteen.”


  Ugalde was oppressed by the room. It was close, and getting closer. Mauro was under control. He was proud of him. But he was also under examination.


  “What do two healthy young men do in Pamplona? Do you see girls?”


  Now he doesn’t know. Tell him what you want him to know. “We drank and we ate.”


  “Give me an idea what two young men do in Pamplona on a Friday night. It’s some time since I spent my time that way. You got to the city about … about what time?”


  He wants you to account for your movements. Give him an accounting. “Midnight. We parked the motorcycle and put the chain on it in San Augustin because we were coming back there to eat. Then we went to the Iruña in the plaza and had a drink.”


  “Saw friends?”


  He wants witnesses. Give him witnesses. “Friends of José’s. Maria Raventos and her father and mother. We had a few drinks—white wine—and some coffee with the Raventos …”


  Basa wrote on his pad.


  “… we were there for over an hour. Then we walked about a bit and went to the New London bar. It’s over the plaza beside the La Perla hotel. We’re up to half past one now.”


  Basa did not react. “Then?”


  “Then we went down the steps to San Augustin and ate at the La Vasca.”


  “That’s the little Basque place? Is the food good?”


  “Very, and cheap and plentiful. My father—we used to eat there often. Then I took José home. I was home myself just after three.”


  “Three?”


  “Yes.”


  “You said the Iruña? The café-bar?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “In the plaza?”


  “Yes.”


  “Not the Iruña Zarra down the hill?”


  “On San Miguel?”


  “No, Blanca de Navarra.”


  “No, sir. Why?”


  “At four this morning, a time bomb went off in the dining room of the Iruña Zarra and wrecked the place. There was nobody in the building.” Basa sat back in his chair. “But the place was thoroughly wrecked.”


  Mauro was very still. He said nothing.


  “Julio! You’re not asking Mauro if he was involved in this?” The doctor was out of his chair.


  “Sit down, Dion. Leave this to us.” Basa said to Mauro, “The Civil Guard man who fixed your tire reported after the word went out about this explosion. Every student who was in or near Pamplona last night will be questioned. I wanted to know what you would say to my men or the people in Bilbao—whoever sees you—before you said it to them. This account is the truth, Mauro?”


  “Of course, he’s telling the truth!”


  “Sit down, Dion. Mauro can speak for himself.”


  “Yes,” Mauro said sharply.


  “Mauro,” Basa said, “your father is my good friend. When you are questioned, tell the simple truth.”


  “Yes, sir. I have to pick José up in Pamplona on the way back. Should I go to your headquarters then?”


  “Don’t do anything. Wait for them to come to you in Bilbao. They’ll come, I promise you. Your father told me you stopped in Pamplona and I have to report that I know you were in the city. But wait till they come. The bombing will not be generally known about till the television and radio people and the press get permission to report it on Monday. Why would you go to my headquarters or anybody else’s till you read it in the papers?”


  “Because you told me what happened, sir.” It sounded grateful. It felt pleasantly malicious.


  “Yes.” The colonel smiled dryly. “In my corps, my dear young man, friendship is not allowed to count. Wait. Always avoid unnecessary complications.”


  “For anyone, sir?”


  “For anyone, Mauro.” Basa’s dominical smile degenerated. He was grinning. “I will file my own report in my own terms. If you are asked about our conversation, I questioned you.”


  “Thank you, sir.” A pleasant confidence warmed Mauro.


  Ugalde stood up and was glad Basa did not. It made him feel a little less shrunken. “We’ll go now, Julio,” he said. “Thank you.” A man needs a good friend in place. He has a right to be grateful for that.


  “I’ll drive you home.”


  “No. I need to walk.” He wanted to say, I want my son to myself.


  “Well, I have things to do here this weekend and you’ll want Mauro to yourself. I’ll see you later on Sunday before I go back to Pamplona.”


  He walked with them to the electrified gates. The lethal charge was switched off, the inner gate opened. Ugalde shivered as he stepped across the bar embedded in the ground. Mauro stepped on it with deliberate care. He felt the power of the demolitionist in his feet. The outer gates opened and they passed beyond them.


  Basa watched them from inside his prison compound. They did not look back. His wave to their backs was a slack salute.


  He went into his prison and sat down again at the prison commandant’s desk. His long gaunt face was melancholy.


  Ugalde and his tall son walked across the fields toward the monastery road, across the narrow guardless bridge over the river, and they did not speak.


  In the avenue of trees, Mauro stopped in the middle of the road.


  “You call that man your friend?”


  “He is my friend, Mauro. He just proved it. More than that, apart from you and Mama, he’s the only friend I have.”


  “He has things to do here this weekend, he says. What things? To draw more blood from Vincente Hierro’s wrists?”


  “That could be.”


  “And you still call him your friend?”


  “In my time, I have done worse. If we all got our due, many of us would face the hangman.”


  “You? What did you ever do to hurt anybody? You never did anything but good. What makes you talk that foolish stuff? I know you. And I know him. You have no right to have any dealings with him.”


  “Don’t shout, Mauro.”


  “I want to shout. How can you …?”


  Dr. Ugalde seized his son by the lapels of his coat. “Shut up, boy,” he said in his face. “I’ll tell you how I can and why I can and then you’ll be silent till I choose to tell you more. Do you hear me?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  Ugalde let him go. “Now, walk on and forgive me for my anger. I had to shut you up. You were shouting loud enough to be heard at the barracks.” But they stood, face to face, and did not walk on.


  “I’m sorry, Father.”


  “I love you, Mauro. You know how much. Walk on.”


  They walked between the trees past the Civil Guards’ new brick barracks, and, out of earshot, Ugalde said, “Long, long ago, your mother and I made a contract with life. We had reasons, Mauro, very good reasons. ‘Give us one another, obscurity and peace, and children to love and bring up, and we will give back our skill and our service.’ That’s what we pledged. We have kept the pledge. We had Christina for a while. We still have you. We have loved you with all our hearts. Our contract with life has preserved you. We have died for you. You do not understand what I mean by that. You will, in time. Make your own contract with life, Mauro, but don’t despise ours. It assured your past, it has provided your present, and it has offered you your future. Just remember that you can serve some men, but you cannot save the world.”


  Mauro stood in the avenue of trees and gaped at his father. “I don’t know what you’re saying.”


  “Walk on.”


  They walked in silence and apart. Presently Ugalde took his son’s arm. “I know you don’t know what I’m saying,” he said, “but think about this. I do not live under Basa’s shadow. I live under his cover. What that means, I will tell you one day. But till you are qualified and licensed and have a practice and no longer need me, let it rest. Keep out of trouble with them. Do not disturb the hornets. Just keep it in your head, night and day, that your grandfather was Luis Arrabal. You can be sure they know it. You can be sure Basa knows it. This Hierro you saw just now was a midget beside Luis Arrabal and Basa knows it. But today he warned you. And he has never mentioned to me, or to Mama, that she is the daughter of Luis Arrabal. Basa has forgiven us for Luis Arrabal. He does not hold us to blame for him. Do not threaten us with talk or anger. Will you be quiet, and careful?”


  “Yes, Father.” Ten paces on he said, “But I am proud of my grandfather.”


  “But not of your father?”


  “You were in France when he was fighting”


  “Yes. Safe? Hiding, perhaps?”


  “I do not think that. You were born gentle.”


  There was no more talk. They came to the house.


  Ugalde said, “I have two house calls to make. If you would like to fish the Urrobi for the last time this year, tell Mama and she’ll pack some wine and food. She’ll come too.”


  In the kitchen, Maria packed cheese and bread and cold chicken and a flask of coffee and a bottle of wine.


  “Mama,” Mauro said, “Grandfather Ugalde was a gentle man, wasn’t he?”


  “A very gentle man.”


  “Like Father?”


  Maria closed the basket. “Your father is a very gentle man,” she said and put her arms about him. “But he is more. Your father is an iron man. Like Luis Arrabal.”


  “How can that be? Luis Arrabal died fighting.”


  “Mauro. Your father earns about $8,000 a year as a country doctor. We bleed to send you to Bilbao to become a doctor. When you no longer need your father, he will tell you many things. If he does not—ask me. Till then, wait and do not run into danger.” She stood back from him.


  “What do you both mean?”


  “When you no longer need us, ask us.”


  “When will I not need you?”


  They fished the pools of the Urrobi and the afternoon ached on. It was cold. There would be no more sport this year. Maria watched her husband and her son as they worked apart along the banks of the river, and she could not read their thoughts.


  At home, when the afternoon died, the strain dissolved in their need for one another and they talked. But night came and Dr. Ugalde’s dreams came, not of malevolent nature or of malignant machines, but of men and their deformities threatening his household in grotesque events; and late in the morning Mauro had to leave.


  “Come home again soon,” Maria said.


  “The first minute I can.” Mauro held his father hard. “Don’t think unkindly of me,” he said.


  “How could we do that? We love you.”


  But Mauro thought they looked older than when he came and tired, very tired.


  In the early afternoon, when Colonel Basa came to Ugalde’s he was carrying a black briefcase.


  3


  Every man is the son of his works.


  SPANISH PROVERB


  Colonel Basa’s black briefcase lay before him on the prison commandant’s desk. He took from it three files, started to open the one on top and closed it again with a tired gesture. On its right top corner there was printed DIONISIUS UGALDE, MEDICO. That’s all it says on the little brass plate that declares his life to the village, he thought, and shuffled the files. The second one said, MARIA-ANGELES UGALDE (ARRABAL) and the third, MAURO UGALDE. The thickest of the three files was Maria’s.


  He put them back in the briefcase and locked it in the office safe. Then he went out into the prison and down the grey steel corridor to look through the peephole at cell number eleven.


  There was a cot in the cell now, and a bucket. The young prisoner was no longer wrist-locked and chained to the wall. His wrists were bandaged. He lay on the bed staring at the ceiling with hostile, bloodshot eyes.


  Basa hurried back to the office and called the prison commandant in the control room. “Captain, I want a pot of coffee, some sandwiches and two cups,” he said. “Then bring No. 11 to me in your office.”


  A guard brought the coffee and sandwiches, then two guards and the captain brought No. 11. He stood with careless indifference in the middle of the room.


  Basa dismissed the guards and the captain. “Please sit down,” he said to No. 11.


  The prisoner did not sit down. His eyelids blinked with extraordinary slowness and he stared into Basa’s face.


  The colonel wondered if the man controlled the blink. “What is your name?”


  The prisoner stared and did not answer.


  “Your name is Vincente Hierro.” Basa poured two cups of coffee. “Sit down and have some coffee with me.” He pushed a cup across the desk.


  There was neither movement nor sound from the prisoner.


  “Can’t we at least talk together?”


  Nothing.


  “All I want from you is conversation.”


  Nothing.


  “Thirty years is a long time to stay silent.”


  Nothing.


  “As you please.”


  Basa took a book from a desk drawer, sat back in his chair and read. He read and drank two cups of coffee and ate half the sandwiches in twenty minutes. The only sounds in the room were the sounds of turning pages and poured coffee and a cup set gently into a saucer. The prisoner stood still and grey, like a statue cut from soapstone. His slowly blinking eyes did not shift their stare from Basa’s face. Basa did not look at him till he had eaten all the sandwiches. That took him another twenty minutes. Then he read ten minutes more, sitting very still, and the only sound was of turning pages.


  The colonel looked up and smiled at the prisoner.


  Nothing but the slowly blinking stare.


  He read very slowly for an hour and did not look again. Without taking his attention from the last page of the book at the end of the hour, he pressed a button on the desk.


  The two guards and the captain returned and took the prisoner back to his cell. When the office door closed Basa swung his chair round to face the wall, slid aside a panel and the sign: If you know how to use it, life is long enough. A television monitor stared without blinking from its recess. He reached behind him and counted under the lip of the desk, along a row of buttons till he reached number eleven. The prisoner appeared on the screen, walked to his cot and lay down. The sound of his body weighing on the bed in the wired cell was like a long sigh. His chest was heaving. Basa could hear his breathing. Sweat shone like grease on his face. He closed his eyes, took control of his breathing and laid his arms along his sides on the bed, palms down. Soon his jaws sagged slowly open and he snored.


  For a moment Basa watched No. 11. Then he closed the panel, shut off the monitor and stood up.


  “Repose after victory,” he said aloud.


  The saying was not his own but he used it with admiration and regret. Five years earlier he would not have ordered No. 11 out of wrist irons, against the wishes of the prison commandant, and would not have offered him coffee, sandwiches and conversation or tolerated his insolent and victorious silence for an hour and a half. There would have been little anger in his response that long ago; merely a stony, dutiful rigidity and, now and then, irritability about young men who were “a bull’s arse of a nuisance,” but by no means a menace. The irony of it was that as this breed of young men became more menacing, Basa’s admiration for them grew with his bewilderment. “They’re proud and brave,” he told Señora Mercedes Aloys on their first afternoon in bed, “but why don’t they have sense? They can’t win.” Then, since he had just made vigorous and sustained love for the first time to a vigorous and substantial widow, he turned on his side to sleep, and heard her say happily as he dozed, “Repose after victory” He wondered in his drifting mind whether she thought the afternoon victory had been his or hers. There had been something of a contest in the beginnings of his relationship with the señora. The contest was over,


  That was three years ago, the same year that Basa met Ugalde when he came to Burguete to keep an eye on the investigation of the death in peculiar circumstances of a member of a French angling party. Tourist deaths in peculiar circumstances were full of potential political embarrassments. The provincial governor had climbed on Basa’s back before the petulant French could climb on Madrid’s back and Madrid could put its spurs in the provincial governor’s flanks. Basa had spent a lifetime in the corps, shrewdly and skillfully lived; he had few enemies and the few were of small consequence. He had no intention of allowing some stupid escapade that turned to tragedy among a group of drunken Frenchmen to become a political embarrassment for the provincial governor who might in consequence turn into a political enemy. Basa had cornered carefully for twenty years in a regime in which dangerous hairpin bends were the rule.


  Ugalde was the local police pathologist and a good doctor. The victim did not die from the wounds he suffered in a brawl in a small roadside bar. The doctor ruled that the Frenchman died of alcohol poisoning. But, as one survivor to another, tactfully Ugalde suggested, “to cover yourself, Colonel,” that a pathologist from Pamplona, and another from France “nominated by French officials,” should check his conclusions. The dead man was a minor consular official. Basa took Ugalde’s advice and was impressed by the terms in which it was offered. The affair died in a mist of French embarrassment and regrets. The members of the fishing party were all minor consular officials.


  Basa liked the country doctor. He met him at a moment when some obscure and unrecognized need to like somebody, was pushing him toward unaccustomed friendship. First came the Señora Aloys whose husband died a few months after the death of Basa’s cold and abrasive wife; then Ugalde, who had obviously conducted himself with a humane concern for the colonel’s personal survival. Such disinterested concern was outside Basa’s professional experience. That it was disinterested he was quite certain. All the signs said so. The doctor was obscure. He asked no questions. He was of no consequence in society, had no expectations and wanted no change in his humble way of life. He had no factional interests, no political connections, he was an interesting and companionable nonentity. There were hair-raising facts in his wife’s dossier, but it was also clear that there was nothing of the fearsome hawk of a grandfather in this quiet nest. This good couple wanted and sought obscurity. So they should, with Arrabal in their lineage. And they should be allowed to have their obscurity and enjoy it.


  Basa and Ugalde drifted half-consciously into friendship, carefully, slowly, lured by mutual liking and mutual loneliness and protected by a sensible reticence. Ugalde’s friendship with Basa became part of the doctor’s protective coloring. The colonel was power; he was the shelter rather than the shadow of the regime. Basa’s friendship with Ugalde was important to him, though for a long time he did not fully admit this to himself. The doctor was, like the señora, harmless. The colonel, without worry and for the first time in his upward progress in the corps, had two people on whom he could turn his back. That was restful; and he was right. He was at the age, he knew, when he needed some restfulness in his life.


  One thing bothered him a little. He didn’t like Mauro Ugalde. He knew men did not always like the children of their friends. That wasn’t the problem, though. The difficulty here was that Mauro was a fool. A bull’s arse of a fool. A cow’s cunt of a fool. His anger surged and that was not the state of mind in which to talk to good friends for whose comfort and peace of mind he was willing to take a risk with the watchdogs of the corps.


  He took the black briefcase from the safe and phoned the control room. The control room phoned the sentry in the concrete gatehouse. Colonel Basa walked across the compound to the electrified gates. They opened, robbed of their potency, and he went out; the harmless gate in the harmless fence opened. It seemed to him in his mood to involve a lot of trouble merely to leave this place. He could do it. Vincente Hierro could not. And would not. Hierro would be tried for bank robberies and a successful kidnapping with extortion, for illegal political activity, for belonging to and leading an insurrectionist organization. He would be convicted. He had killed no one; that is, he had committed no blood crime: thirty years. He would be fifty-five when he got out. Why don’t they have sense? Basa wondered sadly.


  He crossed the four-foot-wide bridge that had no guard rails, through a herd of goats he had been too preoccupied to see or hear coming the other way. The young goatherd smiled at him with distant mockery he mistook for shyness.


  “Buenos dias, señor,” the boy said.


  “Buenos dias,” the colonel said. He had learned a lot about farm kitchens and farm people, riding horseback with Ugalde through roadless mountain valleys where the doctor made house calls; house calls made between casts in streams and pools. Farm wives cleaned their catches, fed them, served them wine from skins and goat and sheep and cow’s milk cheese fresh from cool caves. The country people were the traditional enemies of the Civil Guard. Hadn’t the corps always existed to keep them in order? But through Ugalde’s eyes Basa had seen a different peasantry here. These were not like the hard, poor and dangerous peasants of the arid south who were bitterly grateful for bread while these people ate meat and fish and plenty of it and were properly proud of their cleanness and their cooking. “Buenos dias,” he said again to the young goatherd’s back.


  There was the night Ugalde took him up the mountain to Carlos Echiverri’s farmhouse where the men of the high farms were gathering for one of those machismo feasts from which women were excluded. The men cooked, drank, ate, washed up, talked, sang and danced to the music of Carlos’ homemade fiddles, and at the head of the track far down the mountain where they had left Ugalde’s car, the colonel, well-wined and dined and expansively relaxed and hazy in the head, said happily at three in the morning, “Dion, I feel marvelous—like a boy out of school.” And Ugalde said, “We ought to feel that way sometimes, Julio. Enjoy it.”


  “Buenos dias, amigos,” Basa said again to the country people in general. He owed Ugalde for a peculiar gift—a sort of interior rest. Ugalde and Mercedes Aloys, he corrected himself.


  When he reached Ugalde’s house, the doctor took him to the kitchen. The colonel had learned to like kitchens and the Ugaldes lived in theirs.


  Basa laid his black briefcase on the kitchen table. He wished he could burn it in the stove.


  “Esplendido, Julio?” Ugalde asked him, and kept the black briefcase in the corner of his vision as he poured the brandy. It was a new thing, lying there by Basa’s elbow.


  “Please.”


  The brandy was Spanish. The doctor could not afford the costlier French brandy but he preferred the Spanish. Basa had learned to like it. He had no interest in sport and could not talk about the bullfight as a ballet. He talked of wine and brandies. “The French is a more intellectual brandy than the Spanish,” he liked to say. It was his affectation. “The Spanish is an emotional brandy—it has more of the whole man in it. More sex …” He thought that day of telling Ugalde about Señora Mercedes Aloys, the widow of the industrialist Aloys. But he could not. What began as an amusement had become a friendship. And Ugalde for his part had never spoken of his intimate domestic life with his wife. These were softer, deeper, more vulnerable things. Basa knew that now and said nothing about the señora.


  “I’ve never seen you with a briefcase before, Julio.” The thing lay there like a creature in one of his shocking dreams. “It makes you look very official.”


  “I am official today, Dion.” He had intended to waffle his way toward it. He was forced into it at once by a country doctor’s innocence, he thought. “I came to talk about Mauro.”


  “Coffee, too?” Ugalde said and went stone-faced to the stove.


  “Please.”


  Ugalde poured the coffee. “Then I’ll get Maria.”


  “There’s no need, Dion. Just you and me.”


  “Maria,” Ugalde said, “nothing is hidden from Maria.” He felt like cold stone.


  “We could clear it all up …”


  “Maria is Mauro’s mother, Julio. I’ll get her.”


  Basa sat alone in unhappy anticipation. Talking about a stupid youth to a father who was a close friend was bad enough. A mother was much worse; and these two were so close. He wished that had been his own married state and felt lonely; in a way, excluded.


  The Ugaldes did not return quickly. When they did, Maria had fixed her hair and changed her dress. She came to the table slowly, her hands folded under her breasts, full of dignity, her face composed. They’re an iron pair, Basa thought, always under control. And in spite of the slight impression of plumpness, Maria was almost beautiful like this. She’s Dion’s strength, he decided. Her little bob was almost a curtsey. She waited for her husband to sit down at the table and sat close to him.


  “There is something about our son, señor?” It seemed to come from a great height. Señor, not colonel. He was to be treated as a man, not as the provincial commander of a police force nobody loved.


  Waiting for them—and thinking about their son—had dissolved Basa’s small skills as a counsellor and friend of families. He intended to say only that he thought Mauro was acting unwisely, but his resentment overruled his tact. The stupid young fool was the occasion of possible strain between the colonel and his friend. And a man needs his friends. “Señora,” he said, “there may be nothing but there is the appearance of something. I think your son Mauro is acting foolishly and I want his father to stop him.”


  Maria heard it in tone and substance, weighed the emphasis on “your son” and “foolishly” and felt their spite. “What has our son Mauro been doing, colonel?” she asked gently, demoting Basa in her scale of human values. “He’s always been a quiet, responsible boy.”


  “He has left his old lodgings and gone to live with the Mendez family in the Portugalete district of Bilbao.”


  It was old news. Very innocent news. An image of human vultures from his shocking dreams made a haze in Ugalde’s head. Basa would not know this about Mauro unless the Civil Guard of the province of Vizcaya had been in touch with Pamplona about it. And if that were the case—it was the only possible case—yesterday’s tour of the political prison and this black-briefcased visit had another dimension.


  “We knew this, Julio,” he said. “He told us. He joined a friend who lodges there.” No haste. No panic. He has something to tell. Let him come to it.


  “This Mendez is out of work,” Maria said.


  “Your son told you so, señora?”


  “Of course. We don’t know these people.”


  “This Mendez is in jail, señora.”


  Maria’s foot touched Ugalde’s, under the table. “Since when? And for what?” she asked with reasonable astonishment.


  “Since early yesterday evening. He is one of the leaders of the illegal strike at the Bilbao shipyards.”


  “Mauro can’t have known that,” Maria said firmly. “He thinks about nothing but medicine.”


  Basa was willing to believe it. The boy was just a bull’s arse of a fool. It was unfortunate, in this case anyway, that the appearance of guilt was almost if not quite as dangerous as guilt itself—sometimes it was just as dangerous. “I’m sure you’re right,” Basa said, “but mistakes are hard to erase once they’re officially noted.” He took Mauro’s dossier from the black briefcase. “And his has been noted. Mendez was arrested during a violent street demonstration last night. Six strikers were shot…. You’ll get some of the details in tomorrow’s papers and broadcasts. Get him back to his old lodgings, Dion, before he hurts.”


  “I’ll go. I’ll move him. Thank you, Julio.”


  “I have a copy of his Bilbao dossier. There’s nothing in it but this one folly. And, of course, his family history.”


  “You mean his grandfather, colonel?” Maria asked.


  “Yes.”


  “I’ll go. I’ll move him. He doesn’t think about politics.” Ugalde would have left at once for Bilbao.


  “Other people think about politics,” Basa said.


  “I’m not sure what you mean, Julio.”


  “Bilbao has asked my records office for a full report on your son’s background.” Basa took out the Ugaldes’ dossiers. He said, leafing intently, “His family background—not his grandfather, but his parents.”


  “I see.” Everything inside Ugalde seemed to settle and calcify. What does a man do? he thought desolately. I hide the truth from my son because there is no amnesty and he might by a slip of the tongue betray me and when after all the years amnesty comes, I am still not covered, for there is no amnesty for blood crimes and I still cannot tell him, for my survival is his survival also. And in his ignorance and innocence my son is foolish and his folly opens my life for a new inspection. What ought I to have done? Deceive him? Prepare him? Trust him? He didn’t know. They had been over this so often. They always came to the same conclusion: Let him be free of it; put no burden on the young. Poor Mauro. All we prepared him for was to make the kind of mistake you cannot make in Spain. “Ask, Julio,” he said and his voice sounded in his head like dropped stones.


  “I’ve been through your dossiers with a flea comb,” Basa said. “You realize,” he said with his head down, apparently reading, “that I am breaking rules …”


  “Thank you, Julio.”


  “They’ll go through these in Bilbao with their own flea comb. You know that.”


  “Yes.” Ugalde added a politic word, “As they should.”


  “Yes. Anything that needs explanation must be explained. You understand?”


  “Yes.”


  “I’m uneasy about this, Dion. I may find myself adding to your dossier by collaboration with you who are the subject of it. If one of my men did this …”


  “You must do what you think right, Julio. Friendship ought not to …”


  Basa looked up smiling. “But it will. I have few real personal debts. Two, in fact. One of them is to you. Shall we begin?”


  “Please.”


  “The real problem I find when I study these records is you, señora.”


  “You will explain that to me, colonel?” Maria’s composure was a generation old.


  “Your father was Luis Arrabal, once the doctor of Ramosierra.”


  “Yes.”


  “He left Ramosierra in 1936 when the Civil War began …” He paused for a moment to consider and omit a passage in the dossier that described Arrabal as a notorious Republican bandit. Then he went on, “… and died in Huesca during a battle with the Civil Guard.”


  “He died in Huesca. He was buried in a summer pasture in the mountains.” She looked steadily at him, her face without expression.


  Basa made a note of it. “That does not appear to be known.”


  “I have seen his grave.” She did not add, “We pay the shepherds to tend it every summer.” She wanted to add, bitterly, that they had not dared to go near it over the years.


  “It is believed that all his men died with him, señora. How could you know this, and who buried him?”


  “One of his men did not die. He buried him.”


  “Who is this man and where is he?”


  “Dead.”


  Basa gratefully passed on. “They will think a great deal in Bilbao about the fact that Mauro is Arrabal’s grandson.”


  “Julio. Like me, my son has no political opinions,” Ugalde protested and quoted a proverb in support. “ ‘In last year’s nest there are no birds this year.’ ”


  “We must show clearly that he is your son, Dion, and not Arrabal’s grandson. Arrabal is a shadow over your son now that he has involved …” He smothered his impatience with Mauro. “You were born in Ramosierra, Dion?”


  “Yes. My father was the mayor.”


  “A neutralist in a divided town? That it what the record says.”


  “The people trusted him. He was wise. It kept the peace.”


  “This is where the problem arises, Dion. The formal record says you were in France, a student, when the Civil War began.”


  “That is so. It has all been documented. Where is the problem?”


  “I find, among the papers in your dossier, a copy of a list of your family killed when a shell struck your house in Ramosierra.”


  “My family was destroyed by that shell.”


  “Except you?”


  “My father, mother, two sisters, two brothers. I was in France.”


  “Studying medicine?”


  “Not at that time. My French wasn’t good enough then to take my first year in medicine. I went to Paris to live with my mother’s brother who was in business there. He had three sons. The professor of one of my cousins gave me French lessons for a year. My uncle paid for the lessons. This was all documented when I came home to Spain and applied to the Ministry for my license to practice.”


  “It’s all here, Dion. Your uncle’s written testimony is in your dossier. But so is this handwritten certificate listing the dead in your father’s house. It is signed by the local doctor—Luis Arrabal. You are listed among the dead. I take it that was done in the pain and confusion of the moment? A mistake?”


  “No!” Maria’s strong denial surprised Basa.


  “It’s obvious that nobody has bothered to examine this list over the years, señora. The contradiction has to be cleared up, for now that there’s reason to examine the list, somebody will.”


  “Then they should know the story, señor.” She needed him. Señor, she called him, restoring his human status. “It is one we often talk of in this room.” Rehearsing, rehearsing, rehearsing. They had spent years deciding, re-examining, rehearsing the tone and texture of just such an explanation. Far into many nights they had talked about what touches the Spanish heart and mind. There was the man who had been sought for years as a “Republican bandit” and one day he wrote, from France, that the daughter he had not seen for as many years was dying and he wanted to see her. He fought for conscience, he wrote. He would come, and go again. They met him at the bridge over the Bidasoa and took him to his daughter, and took him back to the bridge, and let him go. A man of conscience, who will suffer for conscience, can be understood; and admired. And shot, if he came again. And there was also the Dramatic, and the Romantic, and the Tragic … the Spanish heart is fierce and vengeful and complex and generous.


  “Señor,” Maria said, her hands folded under her breasts, “my father, Luis Arrabal, and Dion’s father disagreed about everything and loved one another. Dion loved his own father but he loved my father also. It was Luis Arrabal who made him want to be a doctor. When the shell hit Dion’s house I was fifteen and he was in France. He was to come back when he qualified. We were promised. The day the shell hit the house, I was walking with my father to Dion’s house. Our fathers were going to play cards for wine. There was only one shell that day. When it struck we ran to the house. There were pieces of people in the ruins. My father said they had all been in one room. He was like a madman. We shovelled the pieces we could find into sacks and buried them in the garden. People came and helped. The priest came and mumbled from his book. My father had no love for priests. He howled while the priest mumbled. His friend was dead, and all the family, all but Dion. Then my father made a list of the dead and we walked to the town hall. Against the door, he added Dion’s name to the list and signed it. ‘Now he will never come back,’ he said. ‘He will not come for a girl when his family are like butchered goats. He will leave Paris and come to me in the mountains and fight and die. We will record his death here. One of these days he will go unrecorded into a common grave.’ My father wanted to change the land, señor, but he was as fatalistic as a Moor. That is what happened, señor. I waited for Dion. He did not go to the mountains. He studied. But he came back for me, and I was waiting there. And now we are here. And still there are questions.”


  “They were fearful times,” Basa said, not knowing what to say.


  “Savage,” Maria said savagely.


  “There may still be people at Ramosierra who would remember you were not there, Dion?”


  “The town was fought over by armies. It fought itself, too. Neighbors slaughtered neighbors. After it was over, neighbors denounced neighbors. There could be somebody. We do not know. I went once more, for Maria. There is nothing there. We do not go …” But there was nobody who could tell. He knew that. Let them search. All the searching was done long, long ago. All the measures to still memories were taken long, long ago.


  “It’s enough. I’ll explain the list. I suppose putting Dion’s name on it was the kind of gesture Luis Arrabal would make.”


  “I loved my father, señor,” Maria said hoping she sensed one man’s understanding of another. “He left that night, mad with rage. We never saw him again. Those times were like that.”


  “Of course, of course,” Basa fumbled. “I’m sorry, señora. They were savage times. They are over. Certainly, they’re over. Go and get your son out from among these people, Dion.”


  Ugalde walked Basa to the street. “All this paper, Julio,” he said, “all these dossiers. Tell me, does the State also know how often we draw breath in a day?”


  “About forty-two thousand times in a normally active day,” Basa said and began the walk back to his prison. Mercedes Aloys had the balm he needed. It would help also to thrash that bull’s arse of a boy with a riding crop. By God, that would be satisfying. He felt apprehensive and was unable to define his apprehension. It reared up in his head into anger. Something was threatened, something important to him. How it was threatened he wasn’t sure. Whether it was threatened he wasn’t sure. It was a fear. A need menaced by a fear. It was that boy, that Goddamned boy. That stupid Goddamned boy. He had known so little friendship in his professional career, so little warmth. What he had known meant much to him; till now he had not known how much. That Goddamned stupid boy.


  Stupid. Dion had taken it well—at the time. When he thought more about it, how would he take it? And how would Maria-Angeles take it? That woman, he thought, is strong. Stronger than Dion.


  Ugalde went back to the kitchen. Maria had not moved from the table. Her hands were still folded under her breasts. “My legs are trembling,” he said and touched her head. “A very small push would put me down.”


  Maria said nothing, feeling her own heartbeat.


  He sat across the table from her, watching her face. How beautiful she was. Her hair was drawn tight against her head, gathered at the nape of her neck. But there was nothing severe about her face, only a terrible composure; her skin was clear, and her eyes dark; liquid, he thought, because he had read that somewhere. He thought of her as a girl long ago. Then, she was merely pretty, full of young liveliness; now she was ripe, full of love and strength and resourcefulness and courage. He remembered the times when he wilted in the anonymous silence of their lives. In those times she took his hand and held it to her face and said, “Dion, we have one another. That is always enough.”


  One another once meant Dion and Maria-Angeles and Mauro and Christina. It meant Dion and Maria-Angeles and Mauro now. They were one. That was what their contract with life had given them. That was enough. Mauro had the future.


  “Dion,” she said softly, “is Mauro an Arrabal?”


  “He’s ours,” he said.


  “Has he done something?”


  “I don’t know. He’s living with a man who has a cause. In Spain, that’s a crime.”


  “They’ll not have him,” she said and rose and left the kitchen and came back quickly with a Bible. “Hear me, Dion,” she said and opened the book and read: “ ‘And he said, take now thy son, thine only son Isaac, whom thou lovest.’ ” She read the story of Abraham and Isaac, of Abraham’s readiness to sacrifice his son because God required it of him. “Not even for God,” she said and closed the book. “Not even for God. He is not a sacrifice. He is ours.”


  “There may be nothing, Maria,” he said.


  “Nothing or everything,” she said. “He is ours. Abraham?” she said contemptuously. “He was not a man.”


  “Don’t worry, my love. I am not Abraham.” He went around the table and held her head against him.


  “Don’t you think I know that?”


  “And Basa is not God.”


  “Go to Mauro, Dion. They’ll not have him—no matter what, they’ll not have him. They took yours. They took mine. They have had enough.”


  4


  Some men expect to find bacon where there are no pegs in the smokehouse.


  SPANISH PROVERB


  Up in Portugalete, in the block of workers’ flats opposite the new church of San Adrian, there was no elevator. The Mendez lived on the top floor, the eighth.


  It was much warmer in Bilbao, sitting in its deep saucer by the sea, than it had been when Ugalde left Burguete. It was the sort of day on which a man is too warm in an overcoat and chilled to the spine without one. He climbed the stairs slowly, sweating, nervous of what was to come.


  The stairs were wide and their walls painted a sickly green pocked with big white holes, dug, he supposed, by the children who lived here. Even in the poor light given by one naked bulb for each half-flight, his faint shadow passed him, fell behind and passed him at every turn. By the time he got to the fourth floor, he felt haunted by himself. It was ten o’clock at night. There was no sound of children in the flats, no adult voices. He could feel its habitation; the silence was not hollow like the sound of an empty building; the silence was solid. Nobody passed him on the stairs.


  He imagined himself to be the wife, or the mother, or the grandmother of workers, climbing these stairs with an armful of groceries or infants. Up, and up, and up, to the fourth, fifth, sixth, seventh, eighth floors. But then the wives, mothers and grandmothers of workers have fine strong legs. So have the splendid horsewomen of Hernani, but they have elevators in their town apartments and they do not carry armfuls of groceries or infants. The strong-legged daughters of workers do that for them. When he booked into the Carlton Hotel in the Plaza Federico Moyua and went to his room, Ugalde sat by the window, trying to compose himself for the coming confrontation with his son. Across the street, in the old apartment blocks with pleasant balconies and fashionable shops on the ground floor, he watched the maids, in pink and pale-blue uniforms closing shutters or drawing blinds for the strong-legged horsewomen of Hernani who brought them to town to close shutters and draw blinds and carry groceries or infants or both. Workers’ daughters, who glanced across at him, and hung their heads quickly, thinking threatened thoughts at the sight of a man and his bed, and shut the louvred shutters to keep him across the street. No doubt they squinted at him through the slats. Meanwhile, their mothers climbed.


  Ugalde and his shadow came to the eighth floor. His breathing rasped against the solid silence.


  Mendez. A stooped old man opened the door a little. Once, he had been fat. His shoulders and chest were shrunken. His distended belly hung over the band of his trousers. He was house-pale. “Señor?” he said in a whispering breathless voice and did not widen the six inches through which he was visible. A white-haired old woman stood behind him as if in support. Her fingers touched her cheeks.


  “I am Dr. Ugalde. I believe my son lives here.”


  The old man peered, searching his face. “Dr. Ugalde?”


  “Yes. Mauro Ugalde is my son.”


  A plate smashed in the apartment to the left. Only the silence followed the crash, no voices rose in protest or rebuke. The old man’s eyes turned left. His wife’s head turned left. They listened, with Ugalde, to the silence. “I’d like to see my son, please.”


  “Dr. Ugalde? Could I see, please … something?”


  Ugalde identified himself. “Come in, señor, come in.” The old man whispered his welcome and opened the door. He glanced quickly at the bag in Ugalde’s right hand. Take your medical bag, Maria said, doctors are always respected. “Come in, please, doctor,” the old man urged respectfully.


  The old woman bobbed and smiled and preceded them, beckoning, to the kitchen.


  “It’s the only room …” the old man began his apology for the kitchen. There was ironing on the kitchen table and an iron still plugged in. The old woman stood behind the table, with her back to the wall and the palms of her hands pressed against it. “I am Miguel Mendez, señor … the grandfather, you know? Please sit down.” The old man sank, breathless, onto a chair.


  “My time is short, Señor Mendez,” Ugalde said and did not sit down. “Where is my son?”


  Mendez pointed across the lobby. “That is his door. He is there, at his studies.”


  “May I go to his room?”


  “Please, doctor.”


  But Ugalde turned again at the kitchen door. The old man struggling for breath in his chair, the old woman with her frightened smile and her back and palms pressed to the wall, the unnatural silence in the large building, his own presence in it, and Mauro behind the door across the lobby, about to be surprised or shocked, all worked together to stir the sense of the unreal that turned so many of his waking hours into a kind of nightmare. “Señor Mendez, where is your son?” He had not intended to ask the question. He didn’t think he intended to ask it. It had not been in his head—it came to his mind and his lips out of the unreality.


  Old Mendez tried to stand up and sank back weakly into his chair. A little sound that might have been a whisper or a giggle escaped from his wife’s lips. “He is in jail, doctor. I have myself no political opinions.”


  Fleetingly, the thought tripped through Ugalde’s head that old Mendez was quoting him to himself. He had said that, in exactly those words so many times to so many people, Basa among them. But maybe every survivor said them? Maybe, in one sense or another, for one reason or another, the great mass of the people of Spain said them? “I suppose that means you had political opinions once?” His own voice sounded strangely distant. He didn’t want this conversation, yet he initiated it and continued it as if he couldn’t help himself.


  Old Mendez gripped the table’s edge and pushed himself upright. “I fought for the same cause as Luis Arrabal,” he said. “At the end of the war I was thrown into jail and condemned to death. Ramon Arcan at the time was a leading young Falangist in Bilbao and he wanted to marry my sister. She said she would if he got me a pardon and release.” He shrugged and his head sank. “It turned out to be quite a good marriage.”


  “Why did you bring in Luis Arrabal?”


  “Because your son told me Arrabal was his grandfather. Arrabal is one of my great men.”


  “Does your son share your views?”


  “He cannot share what I have not got.”


  “Your former views?”


  “Our sons, doctor, must look at what is there to see, and make their own judgments. I was a schoolteacher when the Civil War began. I have been an odd-job man since it ended. I have swept the night streets. My son lives with that knowledge. He loves his father. What would you say to my son, doctor, if you were his father?”


  It was a long speech for a man with what Ugalde suspected was emphysema. The old man coughed and his wife ran to him around the table, holding his head, rubbing his back and saying soft, incomprehensible things.


  “Señor,” the old man spluttered, “the police were here this morning before Mauro got back. They searched his things. You should know. They said they would be back.”


  “Thank you.” He paused again at the door. “Why is this building so silent?”


  “The police come often to my home, doctor.”


  Ugalde crossed the lobby and knocked on Mauro’s door, wishing he knew what he was going to say to his own son.


  The door opened so quickly and violently that Mauro must have been waiting behind it since the bell rang. With a strong face ready for the police? His face was set, hard and hostile. It melted.


  “Father.”


  They held one another. Old Mendez struggled from his chair and closed the kitchen door.


  “I thought I wouldn’t see you again till Christmas. What brought you?”


  “You did. And the police.”


  “Yes.”


  The apparently meaningless word angered Ugalde. “Yes? What does that mean? They have been to me. They have been here searching. They are coming back. They have opened a dossier on you. They have opened again the dossiers they have been keeping for years on your mother and me. What does ‘yes’ mean?”


  “Only that I knew they were here this morning.”


  “And what did you know about Mendez and his part in this illegal shipyard strike before you came to live here?”


  “Nothing.”


  “Did you know-how could you not know?—when you were home this weekend?”


  “Yes.”


  “Pack.”


  They stood, comb to comb, like cocks. “What have I done?” Mauro demanded.


  “Made a damned menace of yourself and drawn dangerous attention to your mother and me.”


  “How could attention harm you? You’ve spent your life doing good.”


  “Have I? You had questions about me when you were home. I came here to move you back to your old lodgings. Then I’m going to tell you the truth and you’re going to live like a mouse. Pack.”


  “They won’t have room for me at my old place …”


  “I’ve been there. They have room for you. Pack.”


  “What happens to these old people? They have nothing.”


  “Do they matter more than your mother? Do they matter more than your future? If you want a future, you have to get out from among them. If you don’t pack at once your money stops. That’s final.” It was all wrong. He hadn’t wanted anything like this. Now that it had taken this turn, he pushed it to the limit. “What made you think you could stay here with Mendez in jail for things you know are regarded as serious crimes? Are you a fool?”


  The kitchen door opened and old Mendez crossed the lobby slowly. “Forgive me, doctor,” he said humbly and laid a shaking hand on Mauro’s arm. “Mauro. Obey your father.”


  The kitchen door closed behind him again.


  “Pack,” Ugalde said. “For God’s sake, just pack. We’ll talk later.”


  Mauro packed, sullenly.


  Ugalde knocked on the kitchen door and went in. The old couple were sitting at the kitchen table, not talking. He said, “Señora, I know I am depriving you of income by removing my son. But I hope you understand …”


  “Of course, señor,” she said. “We have a son and a grandson.”


  “Then, please, allow me to compensate you for this loss. It is not a gift but compensation for lost income.” He pressed five thousand pesetas into her hand. “It is not much. But it is all I can afford.”


  Old Mendez struggled to his feet and took the money from his wife’s hand. “Doctor,” he said, “you mean well. My son’s wife will find work. My sister’s husband, the Falangist, will help. He has helped before.” It was the ultimate slap in the face for Luis Arrabal’s son-in-law. “We do not need your money.” He gave it back to Ugalde. “We have our family.” It was a rebuke for insufferable intrusion.


  Ugalde felt humiliated. He had bruised the old man’s pride and laid himself open to rejection. “I’m sorry.” He took some of Mauro’s baggage and began the long journey to the ground.


  Mauro said, “You had no right to do that.”


  “I know. When you have a son there are several things I have done that you’ll know not to do. We’ll come to that.”


  They drove in silence till they reached Eiffel’s Viscaina Bridge. Waiting to drive aboard, Ugalde said, “I have questions to ask you. I want the truth.”


  “Yes, Father.”


  “You told Basa you reached home on Friday night at three in the morning. You reached home after four. Why did you lie to him?”


  “Lie? I didn’t lie. I suppose I just made a mistake. If you say I was wrong, I was wrong. That’s all.”


  “A bomb went off at the Iruña Zarra. Did you have anything to do with it?”


  “No.”


  “Have you any connection with this Basque Homeland and Liberty crowd?”


  “Of course I haven’t.”


  Ugalde looked at his son. Mauro’s head was down, his face was dark and angry. He had never been a liar; he had never shown any interest in politics. He looks so young and vulnerable and wounded; it breaks my heart to accuse him or doubt him: Ugalde believed Mauro. “I’m at the Carlton,” he said. “Room three seventeen. Come there at ten in the morning. We’ll drive to the sea and I’ll tell you things I ought to have told you when you were old enough to hear them. I’m sorry, Mauro. I’ve been wrong, stupid and very unfair to you.”


  Mauro leaned over quickly and kissed his father. They bought their ticket and drove aboard the bridge.


  That night at the Carlton, Dr. Ugalde had shocking dreams.


  Mauro was staked out on the ground in the field below the monastery of Roncesvalles. He was fourteen. His face was open and unformed and innocent, and masked in speechless, heartbreaking terror. A group of Civil Guards with broad brutal faces formed a circle around him and urinated in his face, hooting their malignant pleasure. Ugalde could taste the urine in his nose and mouth. He screamed soundlessly and could not move to help his son. He was failing again as a father. In all his shocking dreams he failed as a father and his family was the victim of his failure and other men’s monstrous malignancy. Wildly, he swept upright in bed, spitting urine.


  He did not try to sleep again till the small hours. Just before he tried again, a shovel clattered on the street below. He went to the window. An old man pushed a trolley down the street. It had on it two garbage cans, a long-handled shovel and a yard brush. Now and then the old man stopped and brushed gutter refuse into a heap. Then he shovelled it into one of the cans. There were no buttons on his flapping jacket and a chilly rain fell. The old man drew a long piece of rope from his pocket, wrapped his jacket tightly around him and bound it with several loops of the rope.


  Ugalde stared down hard at the ragged creature. He opened the window and leaned out over the balcony. No, it was not old Miguel Mendez. But he could hear old Miguel’s breathless voice: “I have swept the night streets.”


  Forgive me, Mauro, forgive me, Ugalde said. In the morning we shall drive to the sea and I’ll tell you the truth.


  Repentant, he went to bed and slept soundly.


  In the morning they drove to the sea, along the road that runs by the right bank of the Rio Nervion. When the journey began, Ugalde was relaxed and happy. He had been wrong. He had told his son so. He would tell him everything. Mauro would understand and act responsibly. It was a family matter. Families close ranks. If only this faint undercoating of anxiety would go away.


  “We forgot about your motorbike last night. That was my fault.”


  “It’s all right. My friend brought it over first thing this morning.”


  “What’s his name, by the way?”


  “José Duarte.”


  “The one from Pamplona?”


  “Yes.”


  The talk was small, and occasional. Driving through Las Arenas, Mauro said, “Look at these big villas. A lot of them are offices now, but that one … see? That’s a big Falangist moneybag.”


  An old woman walked by, leading a panniered donkey laden with small milk cans.


  “But look at her, Mauro. The big villas are becoming offices and the milk woman with her donkey and little cans isn’t so common anymore. Spain’s changing—for the better.”


  “It has a long way to go.”


  “Wait.”


  “For what?”


  “Changes.”


  “Changes don’t come by waiting.”


  “You’ll see.” Mauro was young. The young are impatient. Words are cheap. Change was already here, in a big way, all around him. Mauro would see it. Mauro would see it, wouldn’t he? They were having a day off together; things had been put right; Basa would take care of the other end of it. Don’t spoil it by unworthy doubts. Going down the steep hill into Bermeo a file of panniered donkeys met them, ridden close to the road bank by old and middle-aged women; some of them looked heavier than the donkeys. “And look at that, Mauro. The past in the present. What you have to remember is that these hill farms couldn’t have been worked without those donkeys—and they’re still useful. The past and the present are indivisible.” He felt quite philosophical, dominical, almost contented. It was a good day.


  “A few tractors would help.”


  “See! You don’t think! Tractors would roll over in those fields. Look up there.” The fields tumbled down the hills on their right. They laughed at one another. Casual talk on a day off. Father and son, enjoying one another. The sun shone; the clouds were only occasional.


  The waters of the Bay of Biscay pounded the base of the high cliffs, roaring with the mindless and unresting power of thousands of miles of relentlessly rolling sea. They could hear its pounding up here on the high road. They drove down into Bermeo and parked on the fringe of the plaza at the head of the harbor.


  Old men sat together on benches, talking. Clusters of middle-aged and young men moved along the harbor, talking; they moved into the bars open to the weather, as other clusters moved out. The fishing boats, red and blue and green and yellow and white (some of them “red, white and green, the Basque colors, in that order,” as Ugalde had heard it said), were moored in the middle of the harbor in ranks. They rose and fell on the easy movement of the water, like courtiers dancing a pavana in a walled garden.


  “Why aren’t they out fishing?”


  “They’re on strike,” Mauro said, looking out over the harbor.


  “On strike? Since when?”


  “Last Friday.” He had turned his back to his father.


  “Let’s have a drink.” Is he laughing at me? Maybe; but in fun, not derision. That was fine. Sons should sometimes be amused by their fathers. That was healthy, a sign of a sound relationship. He felt magisterial. “They’d better make striking legal if everybody’s going to do it.”


  “You’re learning.”


  Did he mean that? It was true but did he have to say it openly, and how deeply did he mean it?


  The bar they chose was crowded, the counter weighed down with food: baked milk, baby mackerel, cheese, chicken, sausage, squid, crusty bread. The bartender set up a row of glasses lip to lip and poured along it for a group approaching the bar, not lifting the bottle till the last glass was filled, not spilling a drop.


  Two glasses of white wine. Two pesetas a glass. Two more glasses of white wine. It was time to talk. Three glasses of white wine. It was hard to talk, after so many years of cunning and determined concealment. “Let’s go out to the end of the harbor, Mauro.”


  They were alone at the end of the harbor, far beyond the ship chandler’s shop. Mauro sat on an iron bollard, watching his father who looked back up the harbor at the dancing fishing fleet.


  “What I’m going to tell you, Mauro,” he said, “could cost me my life. The Civil War amnesty was declared in 1967. It did not cover my case.”


  “Your case? It covered everything but blood crimes and you weren’t even in Spain.”


  “I’ll tell you things you know and things you don’t know.”


  By the thread one comes to the ball of yarn.


  SPANISH PROVERB


  Your mother and I, Ugalde said, were born in Ramosierra.


  It was a faction town, full of venom and memories. My father was mayor because no faction was strong enough to force one of their people into the job. So my father was mayor for a long time.


  He was the gentlest and the fairest man ever born in Spain. Everybody trusted him. He knew the Civil War was coming. That is why he sent me to France to study the language before my medical studies could begin.


  Your mother’s father, Luis Arrabal, was a very different man. He was big, my father was small. He was bold, my father was gentle. But they loved one another and I loved them both. My father was shy. He loved me and never embraced me. When I have children, I said, I’l1 let them see my love. Luis Arrabal let me see his love. He was the doctor. He made me a doctor. He laughed a lot, sang, drank, danced—lived, the way people mean that.


  The war had already begun the day I got on the bus to begin my journey to France. The whole family and Luis Arrabal and your mother, who was fifteen then, saw me away, waving. All but Luis thought I was going to France.


  Twenty miles from Ramosierra I got off the bus. Everything I had was in a pack. A man met me on the roadside, a mountain farmer who made the best goat and cow’s milk cheese in Old Castile. I stayed at his farm for three days, till Luis came. I said to Luis, I am going back to tell my father I am going to fight. I’ll not cheat him this way. He said he could tell him. I said, No, I would do it, face to face. He knew. He didn’t argue. That night we went back to Ramosierra and I stayed hidden in his house till it was dark the next day. Then Luis and your mother went, not to play cards for wine with my father, but to bring my father to me.


  That was the night the shell struck. It might have been an accident. Some drunken gunner, maybe. The Nationalist troops were to the south of the town. It was their gun.


  They brought me the news. Luis Arrabal was mad, full of the most terrible rage. I was full of shock and grief that turned to rage. I can still feel it, after all the years.


  We left that night. The whole town knew I was by now in France. But there was in Ramosierra a man who kept a bar. One of his customers was a shopkeeper who came to the bar every night and drank till he was in a stupor. He never went home till the bar closed. And while he was there, the man who owned the bar slipped out and went to the shopkeeper’s house and his childless wife, and she took him to bed.


  The killing in Ramosierra began that night. It had started before Luis Arrabal and I slipped out of his house. Small fighting, then. Factions killing factions. Raiding houses mostly that night, killing Falangists, at first. We heard a little gunfire from different parts of the town. And as we came out of Luis’ house, we ran into the bar owner on his way to the shopkeeper’s wife.


  “You didn’t stay long in France,” he said to me, and hurried on. He was a Falangist, like the shopkeeper and his wife. That night, I hated him.


  Luis said, “I listed you as dead in your father’s house, because we’ll both die before this is over. That man knows you were here, and alive. If you do not die, he will remember.”


  It was that sort of time. Men went mad. We followed him to the shopkeeper’s house and waited till they had time to get to bed. Then we went in and killed them.


  Mauro said, rising, “You killed them?”


  We killed them. I had no gun at the time. But my father, mother, brothers and sisters were dead—all at once. A Nationalist shell killed them. It didn’t matter whether it was fired by accident or not. What mattered was that it wiped out my family. I had no gun. I would have killed the two of them. I did. I was there.


  Mauro sat down limply. “It sounds strange, hearing it in your calm voice. It doesn’t sound like my father’s life. I don’t think I can take it in.”


  I was not calm then. I screamed at their naked, dead pelts. It was bloodletting. Theirs for mine. Like almost every other Spaniard except my dead father, I wanted blood. I wanted it to run in the rivers. We drenched the land in blood.


  “Is there more?”


  A great deal more. A year more. That night we rode bicycles up the rough road as near as we could to the mountain farmer’s place. We carried them the rest of the way and buried them in a haystack. The next day we went deep into the mountains. There were men there waiting for Luis. All the time he had been getting ready. They had arms, ammunition, medical supplies, most of it stolen through information Luis got for them. Those mountains were our training ground. Luis had studied tactical manuals, German, English, French. We ambushed mounted Civil Guard patrols till they didn’t dare to ride the roads or walk the mountains except in troops. Luis was leader and medical officer. I was medical orderly. But that was Mola country and it got more and more dangerous for us. They killed our farmers and took their stock. We had been living off their sheep and goats and cheese. There were too few of us. We could get supplies only when we ambushed, and soon they were too strong for our band. We broke up and went north. That is how we came to Biscay and the Basque militia. The Battle of the Iron Ring was on. Mola announced that he would now end it. It took him longer than that. We were sent to Irun to keep open a gateway for supplies, if any ever came, from France. That is where the Luis Arrabal you know about was born.


  They moved troops from Navarra and Aragon to close the door to France. They brought the Italian flyers with them and heavy artillery. We had no planes. We had no artillery. We were short of rifles. Barcelona offered us a thousand rifles—but they had no ammunition to go with them. From France, through the Basques there, we did get knives. We became very expert with knives.


  They drove us yard by yard in daylight off the ridges around Irun. At night, when their planes were no use to them, we drove them back. But in time, we were off them for good. They mounted their artillery on the ridges and bombed us and shelled us in Irun all day, every day. At night we crept out among them and spread terror. One day Luis crossed the river into France and came back with cards on which had been printed only one word, in red: ARRABAL. We all carried a few on our night raids and wherever we killed, we left one. We left them as much as a mile apart on the same night. Arrabal was everywhere; the Arrabal was born.


  But yard by yard they came on. Then the French Communists took the prominent Falangists they’d been holding out at Fort Guadalupe, and shot them. Systematically, we set Irun on fire, leaving channels for the enemy to advance through. They could not come through fire. They came through the gaps in the fire and we lay in the shadows of the fires and in the ruins and killed them and there were always more to come. We had a great lust to kill them—till we had nothing left with which to kill them.


  “It’s time to go,” Luis said.


  We swam the Bidasoa to the French side. The bridge was for the refugees who jammed it. French men and women and children stood on their bank of the river and watched us; they had stood there and watched the slaughter. They came there in buses, from as far away as Biarritz. They were like spectators at a bullfight or a game. The French are a peculiar people.


  Mauro stared in awe at his father.


  Ugalde looked out over the ships in the harbor. He didn’t see them. He was enclosed in his story. He saw nothing but times past. He did not hear the rising and falling breast of the sea, only the sights and sounds of the past.


  In those days, he said, the Basques on the French side of the mountains were still Basques. They fed us, clothed us, sheltered us—and armed us.


  We knew, from the men who went to Barcelona from Irun to plead for arms, what was going on there—we knew about the political intrigues, the assassinations, the in-fighting, we knew about Killers’ Alley where the Russian Communists sent the Spanish Communists and Anarchists they wanted rid of and had them shot facing the beautiful sunsets on the Bay of Sitges. “It is not for us,” Luis said. “We’ll fight only for Spain. Only for Spain, for Spain, for Spain …”


  I can hear him …


  Later we knew it was the Anarchists who took the bourgeois to the cliffs over the Bay of Sitges and shot them cleanly so that they fell off the cliffs already dead. It was the Communists who tortured and killed Anarchists and bourgeois because they were Anarchists and bourgeois. “It is not for us,” Luis said. “We’ll fight only for Spain …”


  We killed only Falangists.


  The arms the French Basque farmers got for us were poor. We needed to arm ourselves better and we needed money. There were nine of us to feed and arm in Luis’ first band. Luis decided we should look at Lesaca. It is seventeen kilometers from the frontier to Lesaca by road—the road was little better than a cart track then. It is only six kilometers straight down the mountain. Luis and I went down the mountain.


  We went, father and son, to look for work. Today, the work is in Huartes’ factory. Then it was on the roads or the quarries or in the small mines on the slopes of the mountain behind the town. There were payrolls there and the Bank of Guipúzcoa brought the money on Fridays to a room it rented in a house in the little plaza. There was a Civil Guard barracks and stables just outside the town with a ten-man detachment. Many men of the town were away because of the war. We got work in a quarry. We worked for a week and found out all we needed to know-how the Guards patrolled, where the dynamite at the quarries was kept, with the detonators and plungers, what time the money arrived and how it was brought. The men worked six full days a week. On Sunday we went walking, with bread and a bottle of wine, and slipped up the mountain against the frontier to meet the others.


  Then we worked five more days—till Friday. We had dynamite from three different quarries, detonators and three plungers as well as wire, all hidden away. On Friday night our men came down the mountain and slipped in around Lesaca. Two went up the road from the village, two went down, to ambush the two-man patrols. One took dynamite to the bridge across the river in front of the town. There were four of us to do everything else, and five Civil Guards in the barracks. The other Civil Guard spent the night outside the house the bank used to keep the money for the men’s pay on Saturday.


  We planted dynamite at one side of the barrack building, and behind it, where the stables were. The barracks was a wooden building. The horses heard us but the Guards didn’t. Then Luis and I went to the plaza. The other two men lay by the plungers in the long grass behind the barracks, waiting for us to come back.


  We watched the Guard in the plaza for a long time. He walked up and down, up and down.


  Luis taught himself to be very good with a knife. All he and I had with us there in the plaza were knives. He balanced his knives and practiced for hours every day. “They are quiet friends,” he said. When he touched me I went around the plaza and came in from the other side. The Guard heard me and faced me and called to me to stop. I heard the thud of the knife and the man’s small cry. We carried him to the field behind the barracks and went back to the house. Now we had the dead Guard’s hat, his ammunition, his rifle and his revolver.


  Luis knocked on the door. He had the Guard’s hat on his head and his ammunition slung over him. He knocked harder and we were afraid the town would be up and about. But the woman came, shouting curses and Luis shouted to her to bring the bank clerk for there was a messenger here for him from San Sebastian. When she opened the door, abusing us, we were in. We got the clerk, he opened the safe; we put the money in a bolster and tied the woman and her husband and the clerk sideways across the same bed.


  “Tell them it was Arrabal,” Luis said. “Keep the name in your heads—Arrabal, Arrabal, Arrabal. Tell the Civil Guard and the Falange it was Arrabal.”


  The man said, “We’re not Falangists.”


  The clerk said, “I’m not a Falangist.”


  “Then stay quiet and we’ll not be back,” Luis said. “Tell them it was Arrabal.”


  We went back to the field by the stables and brought out the horses but this time they heard us. It was my job to set the straw on fire and the Guards were running. Two of them were killed by the dynamite at the side of the barracks, the other two were shot running for the stables. The barracks was on fire, but one of the men held two horses and we went inside and collected four rifles, four revolvers, two boxes of ammunition for the rifles, one for the revolvers. We took bandolera and holsters and belts. Then we collected all the guns and ammunition and bandolera and holsters off the dead Guards and lashed them on the two horses. We ran for the bridge and the man waiting there blew a hole in the middle of it. We met the rest of the men on the mountain. They had guns and ammunition taken from the ambushed Guards. It was almost light when we crossed the frontier. It was our first raid. We were well armed now. All that day we watched them hunting on the mountain. From then on we watched them often.


  They said we were bandits. We were soldiers.


  The Nationalists were through to the Bay of Biscay but they still had to take Bilbao. They were pushing toward Barcelona, along the line of the mountains. By the time they were half-way across Huesca we had fifty men and the arms for them. We knew those mountains. We lived in them, in caves, in shepherds’ huts on the French side, in holes we dug in the ground, in farmhouses over the frontier.


  Ugalde paused a long time, lost in his memories.


  That was when I learned about the human race, he said at last. The farmers knew about the banks and the money. At one time they staked sheep where we would find them to butcher. Now they wanted pay for everything they did for us. Even water, when the streams dried. Now they sold it to us. When the snow came and life was very grim, their prices went up. We always paid what they asked. They never betrayed us. They wanted the money.


  We never attacked in groups of more than ten at a time. Sometimes we used five groups, each attacking in a different place on succeeding nights, some east, then west, then west, then east. There was never a pattern they could follow. They thought we moved a lot and very fast. That’s how some of the legends were born—how could we move so fast? We didn’t.


  When the snow came we used the storms to cover our tracks. We drew the Guards up the mountains in blizzards and led them into ambushes. We always chose the time and the place. And while some of us led them into traps in mountain storms, others of us were down the mountains attacking their depleted barracks. We killed and butchered their horses and ate them in bad times. And Luis was our brains and often he was our courage. But as the Nationalists spread toward Barcelona, bank clerks and mine managers got braver, too. Yesterday they were Republicans. Now they were Nationalists.


  So if they delayed us or refused us, we killed them. Harmless clerks. Bald managers trying to be brave. There is no amnesty for killing them. And whomever we spared, we told them. “Tell them it was Arrabal.” We spread the name like terror. We believed in spreading terror. It was a lust. That’s how Luis became a legend. We spread fear of Arrabal. It was like a weapon. The Civil Guard patrols were afraid, no matter how large they became. Fear, not death, is a fighting man’s first enemy. Fear beckons death.


  But we never tried to fight the Nationalist army. That wasn’t fear, it was prudence. The Civil Guard was our meat; fewer, not so well-armed, isolated, vulnerable. Banks were our meat, blocking roads, blowing up bridges to obstruct the army as it moved deeper into Huesca and toward Lerida and Zaragoza. And the farther we got from the French Basques the fewer friends we had.


  The spring it was now, and we had been eating French mutton for weeks. We talked about cheese till we were going mad to taste some. Luis sent three of us down the mountain to a farmer who had sold us eggs and cheese several times before. We sat half a day above his farm, watching. We saw nobody but the farmer and his wife. So we went down.


  We were in the kitchen with the man and his wife, eating her bread and cheese, and drinking wine, when something fell or was dropped in a room off the kitchen. There was no way out of the room except through the kitchen and when we beat on the door with our gun butts, a young man came out, very frightened. He was the farmer’s son, they said, home on leave. He had been with the Aragonese at the taking of Irun, he told us when we questioned him. But at the time, there was no leave. We paid the farmer and said we were taking the son with us. There was pleading and wailing and the woman said suddenly, “Tell them the truth.”


  “I’m not on leave. I’m not going back,” the son said.


  They’ll come for you or send the Civil Guard to find you, we said. Your family will feel their weight.


  There was a lot of talk about that and the mother said, “Go over the mountains with them.”


  We took him to Luis.


  He was with us for three weeks and we came and went in the night without his knowing. Sometimes the men he met in the morning were not the men he met the day before. Sometimes some of the men he met were wounded and Luis and I attended to them. Once in those three weeks, a man died. Paco, it was, a little man from Burgos who hardly ever spoke.


  It was after Paco died that this young man told us about the money. He was part of a transport detail that carried the army payroll as the Nationalists pushed toward Barcelona and out to the south. It was from this detail, when it made a stop, that he had gone into a bar by the front door and out by the back door and walked away from the army. Six weeks ago. The transport was due again, by the same route, in two weeks.


  We told him nothing and asked him everything. He drove the money truck. There were six men in it, four behind with the money, one up with him in the cabin. The escort was small through country they looked on as friendly and their own—one transport in front with ten men, one behind with ten men.


  Luis sent out messengers to bring in all the groups across the mountains. They were to come closer, to assigned points, and wait. They were not to be seen near our camp.


  The talk went on. The route was talked about, casually, like travel talk. Slowly it came out, kilometer by kilometer. It was obvious what we wanted to know, but he gave no sign that it was obvious to him. Men went out from the other camps to look at chosen points on the route.


  Luis said one night, “If we took that load, we would never need to kill another bank clerk.”


  The points on the route were judged, when the scouts came back to their camps. The place was chosen. “I’ll see it myself,” Luis said.


  He took me and the young man with him. We had no arms, only knives. The young man had nothing.


  The place we went to see was a tight bend in the road, with a sheer drop of eight hundred feet on one side, and a steep slope, well-treed, on the other. The bend was like a cage, with men before it and behind it on the slope.


  When we came back to the camp, men began to drift away at night. They took dynamite, wire, plungers, and arms and ammunition and came back without them. “It is the place I would have chosen,” the young man said to Luis.


  “You can help,” Luis said. With the farmer’s son, we had fifty-one men but he didn’t know that. There were twenty-six men with the convoy. That was the figure he gave us.


  “Go down and get more cheese—all you can pack,” Luis told me. “Take seven men.” The young man prepared to go. “Not you,” Luis said.


  “I’d like to see my parents,” the young man said. “And I can pack a good load.”


  “Not you,” Luis said and put him under guard.


  “Tell that farmer and his wife their son left us and went into France,” Luis told me, “and tell me how they take it.”


  They took it calmly. “He’ll be safe,” the farmer said. His wife said nothing.


  We were in place at the ambush two nights before the money convoy was due. Four men had picks and shovels. They hid them on the well-treed slopes. We all had Civil Guard cloaks, many with bullet holes in them. We slept in the cloaks, under the trees. It was very cold. Luis was restless. He kept scouts out all night and all the next day, searching the slopes above us and on either side of us. We were alone in the world, above a narrow road and a gorge in spring flood. We ate mutton and cheese and had water in our canteens for two days. Our arms were recovered and passed out. We had rifles, revolvers, bandolera heavy with ammunition, ten men had pouches full of hand grenades. There were two machine guns, still stripped and hidden. We had enough dynamite to close the road before and behind the convoy.


  The night before the ambush the pick-and-shovel men buried the dynamite in the road and covered the wires. Luis kept the scouts out. We were alone. All the next morning he kept them out. Nobody passed on the road. The slopes were empty of everything but birds and trees. The machine guns were set up. We were alone, waiting. The scouts were in, lying with us among the trees. The farmer’s son asked for arms.


  “No arms for you,” Luis said.


  The young man shrugged. He had no cloak. He was very cold. He stamped his feet and flapped his arms. “Stop that,” Luis said.


  We heard the heavy engines laboring up the hill on the bad road. They came slowly. Luis went forward above the entrance of the tight bend to watch them come. “They’re too far apart. They won’t all be in the bend together,” he said and came back to wait. There was nothing else he could do. He couldn’t tell them to close up on one another. The machine guns faced into the bend from each end. “Tell the far gun to cover the last truck all the way up the hill,” he said and I went to tell the gunners. They lifted the heavy out-of-date gun on its stand and faced it about. I watched the trucks making their grinding progress up the long hill to the bend. There was a machine gun mounted on the roof of each cabin. The farmer’s son hadn’t told us that. The sides of the trucks were shoulder high. The soldiers were out of sight; they must have been sitting. The engines sounded as if they were dragging the trucks up the hill; the trucks seemed to be almost too heavy for them.


  They’re armor-plated, I told Luis.


  “They’re also open. The grenades will deal with their crews.”


  I said to the farmer’s son, You didn’t mention the machine guns.


  “They must be something new,” he said.


  “Why?” Luis asked him.


  “I don’t know.”


  “For your sake that had better be true.”


  The young man looked away. His fingers were locked and white.


  Luis said to the gunners covering the exit from the bend, “Move your gun away back—about a hundred meters. Let them out of the bend so that we can close the gate behind the third truck. Wait for my signal.” They picked up their gun and scrambled back along the slope.


  The first truck came into the bend. It was creeping. We lay above the road and watched it. We could see clearly into the cabin. “Look at them,” Luis said.


  The two men in the cabin were not Nationalist soldiers; they were Republican soldiers. Republican prisoners of the Nationalists. We looked down into the high walled truck. It was empty. There were no Nationalist escorts.


  “I listed you dead in Ramosierra,” Luis said. “This is the place. We’re in a trap.” He said to the farmer’s son, “You’re not their son, are you?”


  “No.”


  “Stand up.”


  The young man stood up. His lips were bloodless.


  “Your face to the tree.”


  “My face to you, if you please.”


  “As you please.”


  “Dion,” Luis said, “tell the machine gunners to let the first truck pass.”


  I ran to do what he said. When I came back the young man was lying, curled on his side. The haft of a knife stuck out from his chest. He seemed to be staring at it.


  Luis said, “They are up the mountain behind us, waiting to hear our guns. And on our right and left. They trapped us. If they hear our guns or the engines of the trucks stop, they’ll close on us. I don’t think they can see us and they can’t hear us, so we’ll pass through them in their own transports. Get the men aboard and down—no heads up. Don’t let the trucks stop.”


  He was smiling. Danger was his drink. But he kissed me. “My son,” he said and held me and I knew what he expected, or feared, or thought.


  We were running like foxes. We were always silent at our work. We knew what to do. I jumped after Luis into the cabin of the second truck. Men ran up the road after the first. The most agile were up over the sides of the trucks, hauling the heavier men. The machine guns were hauled aboard. The trucks went on, not stopping. The men lay on the floor boards.


  Luis said to our driver, “Where are they?”


  “We don’t know.”


  “How many?”


  “About five hundred. They’ve been teaching us to drive these things for a week. They left the staging camp a week ago.”


  “They could have gone anywhere.”


  “I asked one of them. He said, ‘We’re going to finish Arrabal.’ ”


  Luis said, “Who’s Arrabal? Speed up.”


  They pulled the second truck up behind the first. Luis jumped out and ran forward, talking to the driver. The pace increased. Luis came back, waving the third truck up close. “Keep up with him,” he said to our driver.


  He kept repeating, as he peered ahead, “Where are they? Where the hell are they?”


  We were dropping off the high ridge. The gorge rose to meet us, the sheer drop widened. In half a mile the road ran along the edge of a little valley with the river boiling along its length.


  “This is the place to run for it,” Luis said. “Out! Across the valley and into the trees.” He said to the driver, “Keep going.”


  Then the front truck blew up. We saw the bits rearing in the air, wheels, bodies, slabs of steel plate, half-tires. “Out!” Luis screamed. “Stop!” he screamed at the driver.


  We were tumbling off the road into the little green valley with the river running through it, and above us from the trees and across the river, rifles, machine guns and grenades were pouring death over us. They cut Luis down by the legs. I tripped over him and lay beside him. “Go, go, go,” he yelled and I couldn’t go. He was all the father I had. His thighs were gaping open. His blood poured. I dragged him among rocks and lay down beside him. “Lie on your face,” he said and smeared his blood over bullet holes in my cloak. “Lie on your face,” he said and lay on his. His blood poured into the ground.


  They came, counting our bodies. “Which is Arrabal?” a voice kept screeching, but nobody knew.


  “We can’t get an accurate count,” another voice said. “We can’t count the bits from the first truck. There are forty more or less whole bodies.”


  That was good enough. They left us where we lay. It was a battlefield.


  There couldn’t have been much blood left in Luis’ body. I heard them haul the blown-up truck off the road. There was the sound of transports, men yelling, men singing. They went away.


  I couldn’t carry Luis far. After a while I cut up my cloak and made a rope that kept breaking, and dragged him up the mountain. That would have killed him anyway. He was dead when I got him to the farm. I had only my revolver. Dig a grave for him, I told the farmer and his wife, and they cleared the soft snow off a place in the middle of a summer pasture and buried him.


  The young man was not your son, I said to them. They swore that he was. I shot them in their kitchen while they fed me. That was what it was like in that day. I took all the food I could carry. Then I forked straw in from the byre, turned out the oxen and set the byre on fire and set the house on fire, and climbed.


  Jesus Gaya, one of the men from our camp, was already in the camp. He said he knew of four other men who scattered. He had a hole in his shoulder. I tended him for four weeks and we divided the money in the cache. We took equal parts. He walked toward the Mediterranean, to reach Barcelona and fight again. I walked down the mountain into France. Luis was dead. The money wasn’t worth much in France, but it got me to my mother’s brother in Paris. When the time came later for my uncle to provide the proof that I lived with him, he produced the necessary documents from a corrupt petty official for a payment. And in his own sworn statement, he lied. Survival is a long series of lies.


  All spring and summer I worked at my French. In the autumn, I started medicine. It was a strange world. But your mother was waiting in Ramosierra, if she was alive. And I could not bear the thought of exile. I worked and waited to come home to your mother and to Spain. And she was there in Ramosierra, and we made our contract with life and we have kept it. That is all.


  Ugalde came back slowly from the mountains and from Paris to the harbor of Bermeo. His son clung to his hand and said nothing.


  “I think we should have something to eat,” Ugalde said.


  “Why didn’t you tell me?”


  “I think you can understand.”


  Mauro did not speak. He held his father’s hand. They walked together up the harbor and Mauro stopped outside the Artxanda, a café overlooking the basin. His face was flushed, his eyes unnaturally bright, and he formed his words with difficulty. “Father …”


  “Yes?”


  “I am proud.”


  “Of what? My blood crimes? That was in a civil war, Mauro. And that was when sides were more or less equal. You could put up an argument for what is done in war. But these young people in the Fifth Assembly—to do what they do when there’s absolutely no chance of winning! The state has all the power, all the ground is theirs, and what the Fifth Assembly can put against it is like a fly against a tank. Hopeless. The hopeless is useless.”


  “The fishermen, the shipyard workers and the steel workers are all on strike—against the law. Climates change. The strikers are part of the climate. They’ll force change.”


  “But they ally themselves with violence. Flesh against guns is not the way to win. It is only when strikes get violent that the State uses violence against them.”


  “What is the way?”


  “Let them create the climate that changes power. To keep power you have to change the terms on which you hold it. If the strikers were passive they would have more power. They would win the people. Their violence frightens the people.”


  “Our condition gets worse.”


  “It gets better.”


  “We’ll not agree, but my only interest is medicine.”


  “Keep it that way.”


  At the table, Ugalde said gloomily, “Mauro, when I say this thing, let the whole matter be at an end. I am not proud of my past. I am Spanish. That means I belong to a race whose national sport is to make a ritual of bloodletting, the blood of horses, and of bulls, and of men. When the Anarchists of Europe discovered the dynamite bomb, they used it for a little while. The Spanish Anarchists went on using it, with animal ferocity, into this century, and this stupid Fifth Assembly uses it today. Mauro, you’re a Spaniard and Spain is a desperado among the nations. Look at it. Its mountains are naked rock, like snarling teeth on an angry dog. Look at our cathedrals, drenched in bloody images and tears and sorrow. In the summer our rivers are beds of rock without water. Didn’t one of our kings build his own mausoleum—and live in it? We’re a people who need a restraining hand or blood will run in the streets again. Never forget where and what you are. I think somebody wrote something like that about us.”


  “One little right? That is very desperate? The right to withhold your labor?”


  “In Spain, there are no little rights. There is ¡Viva Yo! Hooray for me! Other peoples say You and Me. We know only Me—fiercely, proudly, arrogantly.” He waited a moment, “Destructively.”


  “Don’t things sometimes have to be destroyed?”


  “Not by violence. Political violence is this age’s most popular justification for mere crime. And if you get anything by violence, you have to keep it by violence—doesn’t the past forty years in Spain tell you that? From the Right or the Left, it has been true in every case. The gun for liberty—then the gun to keep you from exercising liberty.”


  “That’s just a theory, a sort of scare theory.”


  “I haven’t said what I want to say to you. Maybe if you’re hearing about your father and not about society in general, or the Fifth Assembly or an abstraction like the State, you’ll see my point. Mauro, the first time I killed, I was hysterical. The second time I killed I was afraid. The third and fourth and fifth and on and on through that one year, I was angry and full of hate and I wanted revenge, and I lusted for their blood because they had taken mine. But when I got to Paris, and the climate was not the climate in which our band lived in the mountains, and I had to think more and more of the things of the mind, I discovered something.” He paused for a long time.


  “What?”


  “I liked killing.”


  “You? No. You’re inventing that for the sake of the argument.”


  “No. Oh, no. I could remember the times when I gave a clerk or a manager three seconds to produce a key and I was saying to myself, I hope he won’t, or, I hope the bastard takes four seconds. It made everything simpler. Just kill. The appetite grows. Under the veneer, we’re savages. Violence lets the savage loose. It solves everything—except what to do with its consequences. These ETA youngsters who rob banks for Fifth Assembly funds—do you think it’s the funds or the success that matter most after the second time? No, it’s the power. They can do it. They like doing it. And in the end you become the thing you fight against. There was no difference in the end between our band and the Civil Guard. We were the same. We did the same. We felt the same.”


  “So there are no good causes?”


  “I didn’t say that. I’m only saying, keep away from this one. The separation of these Basque provinces from Spain is not a good cause.”


  Mauro could forgive his father his middle-aged pedantry. “Nonetheless, I love you deeply and I am proud of what you’ve told me,” he said. “Like it or not.”


  How does a man reject his son’s pride in him? Ugalde did not try. He wanted to get home, to Maria. He was uneasily assured. By one o’clock in the morning, he was home.


  The sight and touch of her sweetened his mind. “It’s well,” he said. “He knows and he understands. I’m afraid he doesn’t agree with us about everything; but medicine will keep him out of any trouble. He’s got a stiff course—stiffer than it was in my day.” Having done what he could to reassure himself and Maria, they went to bed.


  “We haven’t since last Wednesday,” she said in the dark, to welcome him home.


  “In the morning,” he said, “and whenever you like, all day tomorrow. Tonight, I’m weary.”


  She was relieved and went gratefully to sleep. But he did not sleep well. There were uncertain things lurking somewhere in his mind. Not things he could control by discretion and restraint and silence. Things just out of reach; like the dangers in his dreams.


  BOOK TWO


  If the Abbot sings well, the acolyte is not far behind.


  SPANISH PROVERB
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  Many who go for wool come back shorn.


  SPANISH PROVERB


  It was an innocent enough excursion for a group of friends on a Sunday; down the coast to Castro Urdiales to look at the medieval church of Santa Maria and the ruins of the Templar castle; and maybe to look at the sea if there was time. Then inland among the mountains to Valmaseda and lunch in some meadow there. Its innocence, Reis said, was as obvious as a virgin’s giggle.


  Two cars. Haro had the use of the family car for the day and Mauro rode with him. “You’ll have to get your father’s car,” Mauro had told him, “we can’t talk on my bike.”


  Abril, the mechanic from Fabrica Echevarria S.A.—the steel workers at Echevarria were also on an illegal strike; three illegal strikes now running at once, the ship builders, the steel workers and the fishermen—and Pureza, the girl from the hire-car company, drove ahead with Reis. Reis was the rich one, in his father’s wine business. Caballero Andante they called him. He pranced through their lives and their operations as if he were riding an Arabian stallion and had a cloak slung over one shoulder. It was how he liked to be thought of.


  So they met outside the Omega watch shop on the corner of the Plaza de Federico Moyua where the Calle Elcano runs into the plaza across from the Carlton Hotel. There was nothing about that to merit anyone’s attention: all the young people met at the Omega corner on Sunday mornings, and the buses came from six-thirty on and took them to the mountains to walk, and play games and talk, and eat their pack lunches. It kept them out of mischief: the harmless Sundays of Bilbao’s harmless young.


  But first: Pureza, who was gay and virtuous and never allowed Mauro to quite remove her pants, must go to Mass. That could be dealt with on the way. They would stop at Somorrostro. Mass there, Pureza said with pious economy, was usually half an hour. And it looked high-minded, five young people, four young men and a pretty young woman stopping on the road for Mass, on a Sunday excursion. It was a reasonable reflection of the Methodist Catholicism of the Basques, old and young.


  The church looked a bit like a desert mission on a movie set in New Mexico, with its gently canted tile roof and a shingled cloister around three sides, supported by thick tree trunks. A thin rain fell and the cloister filled up with waiting worshippers, not anxious to sit inside when they could stand outside in the unscented air. Then the bell stopped and like school children at the end of a recess they went in, slowly, in order.


  Mauro and his friends found chairs in one row. The black cassocked priest came to the lectern and read a verse of a hymn. Then he sang two lines of the hymn, in Basque; the choir in the loft sang the same two lines; the congregation sang them; like a singing class in school. The priest went through the verse, two lines by two; then the choir, then the congregation. At last, they sang the whole verse, together. It was a pleasant melody, a folk melody, like a lullaby. In their loyal Catholicism they had never heard of Methodism.


  A powerful smell of garlic drifted back from the woman in the row ahead.


  “My God,” Pureza whispered to Mauro, reading the meaning of a new priest, all in white, “it’s an hour this morning.” They slipped out of their row and tiptoed through to a side door.


  “We’ve been to Mass,” Mauro said, satisfied. “Virtue made manifest.”


  They drove virtuously. Mauro said, “When they pick a bank for us, I wish they’d think more about the escape routes than they do about the manager’s sex life.”


  Haro laughed. “Tell me about his sex life.” They had touched the hem of the church’s garment and the real world of the moment flowed back into place.


  “All I know yet is that he has two sex lives, Home and Away. I’ll get all the details when I make my confession in St. Yago’s at Valmaseda. I’ve never taken a notebook to confession before. I’ve never been to confession on a Sunday before. Has anybody? I hope my confessor knows more than two ways out of the town.” But before that, the Sunday excursion to Castro Urdiales.


  They walked in Castro Urdiales. Pureza, whose work for the car-hire company involved her in summer-conducted tours, gave them a tour of the old Gothic church. “You will notice,” she declaimed professionally and gathered other Sunday drivers and their children to them, “that the altar in this ancient fortress-church was set on a circular stone platform well away from the rear wall so that the priest could celebrate from behind the altar. The Church is under the impression that by ordering this to be done in all churches today, it has reformed something. It is often difficult for those in authority to realize that the benefits they think they confer upon us, were familiar to the cruel Middle Ages.”


  It got a nervous titter from some of the hangers-on who drifted quietly away. The young make bad jokes. They were like partly grown children, showing off at a picnic. Pureza kept a sly eye on Mauro to confirm his response.


  She entertained her young friends and took them behind the church to the windy headland on which stood the ruins of the Castle of Santa Aña de los Templarios. “The thing to note here,” she intoned, “is that in the standing remains of this castle, which was a castle of a religious order of buccaneers no more virtuous or law-abiding than England’s Sir Francis Drake, there stands a lighthouse. At night, it lights the way to a great modern mystery. Down there.”


  She pointed down to the head of the harbor and they climbed down. “Here is the mystery.” Under the causeway leading to the castle, a concrete wall had been built, five feet thick and twenty feet above the level of the sea. It enclosed a small pointless body of water as big as a tennis court. The enclosed water surged with the powerful motion of the sea outside. Pureza took Mauro’s hand and climbed on top of the wall. “That wall,” she said dramatically, “was built to keep the sea out of this small area, so that it could be filled in. The wall is founded on bedrock. There is no way for the ocean to come in here. Yet, look at it.” A wave hit the outer wall and the little pond surged and rose and angrily tumbled. “It comes in just the same.” She jumped down from the wall. “Nothing, it seems, can stop a determined force.”


  I’ll marry Pureza when I can, Mauro thought, and said that it was time to go. She clowns and larks about but under it she’s loving and strong; she’s Arrabal stuff, like Mother, he thought, and wished she were back with him in Haro’s car. He wanted to talk to her about the heart-leaping beauty of the road up from the coast to Valmaseda. When she rode on the back of his motorbike, they could only shout. He talked to Haro instead, and the things he could talk about with Haro were—well, not the things he talked about with Pureza.


  “The Assembly needs money. There’ll be three bank operations far apart on the same day. They agree that we’ll keep five percent of whatever we get in Valmaseda for our own expenses in the group.”


  “There won’t be much in the bank at Valmaseda, will there?”


  “Maybe not, but there’ll be dirty notes and there’ll be three bank jobs on the same day.”


  “Who goes in?”


  “Us. You and me.”


  It was in his bloodstream. He could feel it running. He had thought all week about Luis Arrabal and Dion Ugalde and his euphoria swelled. It was in his bloodstream. In the course of a few days Dion Ugalde and the country doctor of Burguete had been separated in his mind. The country doctor was the man he called Father and kept far from him when the business of the Fifth Assembly was on his mind or in his hand. At such times Dion Ugalde was his constant companion, a different breed of man. He had examined the arguments the country doctor presented in Bermeo. He understood them. But it was not true that overwhelming power could not be weakened to a point where other forces could destroy it utterly. In the Bilbao area alone, three illegal strikes were going on. Six shipyard workers had been shot and two dozen jailed, but the workers were still out. The climate was changing and changing quickly and time and again in history tiny groups that would not be turned aside, gathered to them the great upsurging will of the masses and put down the mighty from their seats. The country doctor would see it done. Dion Ugalde would cheer it.


  He also gave some thought to the danger he represented to the country doctor and his wife. But there was no danger. His unit had been active for eighteen months, unscathed, unsuspected and successful. He would not be caught. He put it from his mind; no, he did not, he strutted a little in his mind, then put the thought of danger from it.


  “We’ll win, Haro. The time isn’t far away.”


  “Then we should do something about industrial pollution,” Haro said. “Look at that river.”


  They were driving beside the Rio Cadagua, grey with foaming filth from the pulp mills and furniture factories at Valmaseda that fouled the tight, green and beautiful mountain valleys below the town. Streamers of colored and dirty plastic clung to the highest branches of the bushes on the bank, right up to the flood level of the spring spate.


  “Whoever likes can attend to that. I want nothing but the life of a country doctor. You’d make a good politician, Haro.”


  “It’s funny. I don’t think I’m all that interested in politics.”


  They didn’t pursue this oddity. They were in Valmaseda, searching for a place to park, as far apart as they could put two cars. They were not to meet in the town.


  Mass was over. The bars were crowded. Children played around the church doors, sat in the stone bishops’ seats on either side of the main entrance, or bought collecting cards from the tables set up opposite the church to sell pious literature. The square was littered with the blue and green envelopes in which the collecting cards were sold. It was a shabby square. In a crowded bar the municipal policeman drank with his neighbors, breaking the law.


  “That’s the great thing about the authoritarian state,” Mauro said authoritatively when they left the bar, “it can’t depend on its servants. That’s what’s wrong with the Civil Guard—the State can always depend on them.”


  Haro went back to the bar. Mauro went into the church. He read the names on the confessional boxes. Father Carraseal, Father Bernaola. Father Bernaola was away in Burgos at some conference or other. Mauro did not know and was not allowed to know the name of the priest who would be in Bernaola’s box. He knew only what to say to the man who would be there. Out of the world of play into the other world.


  He went in. “Father,” he said.


  “My son.” The voice was boyish. Mauro wondered if the man on the other side of the screen was really a priest. Or a bank clerk running dangerous risks?


  “All the hours shower blows on a man,” Mauro said. “The last sends him to the tomb.” He took his tiny notebook and a pencil from his pocket.


  The priest said, “The bay is of one mind, he who saddles him of another.”


  “When you corner a cat he turns into a lion.”


  “God gives the wound and he will give the medicine.”


  “What do I need to know?” The thought of a bank clerk dominated his mind. He caught himself and added hastily, “Father.”


  “His name is Miguel Fuertes. He is tall, thin, fifty years old, stoops a bit and has heavy black hair. He lives in an apartment over the bank, with his wife. His private door is at the back of the building.”


  “Slowly, please, Father.” The cold ghostly sounds of the church rustled causelessly under its vaulting, like eavesdroppers passing the word of sin in the sanctuary.


  The priest slowed down, but he was nervous. “Be quick,” he whispered sharply. “He has a woman in Bilbao. She is well off, a spinster of about forty, Marie Agesta. She was a customer of his at another branch of the bank. She lives in one of the old apartments above the expensive shops on Calle Elcano. Her apartment is number four. Her name is on the door. He spends every other weekend with her. He is at home this weekend. He will be with her next weekend. He sits, on his Sundays at home, in the bar straight across the square from the front doors of the church. Playing cards for drinks. He is there now, the tall one, thin, unhappy looking, and he stoops.”


  Several sets of footfalls echoed in the church—adults and their children. The steps of the children stopped outside the next box and a woman’s voice said sharply, “No! Don’t go in there.” The steps moved on.


  Mauro struggled with his pencil, trying to write legibly in his bending book.


  The priest was hurrying again, repeating himself nervously. He wanted Mauro away from him.


  “Please, Father, slowly.”


  “I’m sorry. Write quickly.”


  “I’m doing my best.”


  “I’m sorry.”


  “Does his wife know where he is when he’s in Bilbao?”


  “She says he goes to spend every second weekend playing cards with old friends. She doesn’t think a bank manager should play cards. Maybe she really knows. I don’t know.”


  “There are only two roads out of Valmaseda, Father. Both have junctions, north and south, too close to the town. Advise me.”


  “Have a car waiting for you on this side of Antuñano, beyond the junction to the south. It is on the left fork from the junction. Walk there, across the mountain. It is not more than three kilometers over the mountain. Then go back to Bilbao by way of Arceniega and Amurrio on the N-six twenty-five. Have a woman driver. The Civil Guard up here is more tolerant of women.”


  “Where do I leave the money?”


  “That depends on the time you bring it.”


  “I’ll be in the bank at midnight, next Sunday night.”


  “The town is sleeping at midnight, ready for Monday morning. Leave it inside the south door of the church. It will be unlocked. I’ll wait inside till two. If you are later than that, take it with you. It will be collected.”


  “No. I’ll not carry that much money at night.”


  “Then be here before two in the morning. I’ll not wait longer. I’ll have to account for my movements as it is. Will you please hurry?”


  “Where is the safe?”


  “In his office. A small room at the back. He’ll have every key in the bank in his pockets. You’ll have no trouble.”


  “I hope not.”


  “Make your confession.”


  Mauro groped for something to say. “1 have carnal desires, Father.”


  “Haven’t we all. Pray for the Homeland and go with God.”


  He prayed for the Homeland and collected Haro. They went to the bar across the square. The wine here was two pesetas dearer than in the other bar—five pesetas for a poorly filled glass. And the place was almost empty. It was a better class bar, cleaner, well furnished and with a dining area down three steps at the far end.


  Four men were playing cards at one of the tables. A fat woman and a man came into the bar and ordered drinks. Ten pesetas worth. They drank quickly and offered the woman behind the counter a thousand-peseta note. In the attendant commotion, Mauro said, “There he is. The skinny, stooped one at the far side of that table.” The man looked melancholy. “Perhaps he is losing,” Haro said.


  They watched him with clinical eyes through two drinks and the long, loud disputation about the ethics of drinking first and afterwards offering a thousand pesetas for a ten-peseta order. He’s a nervous man, they decided. He gnawed on his fingernails.


  “We’ll have to walk over the mountain,” Mauro explained. “You’d better go and tell Pureza to take your car and wait for us on this side of Antuñano. We might as well walk it now. We’ll have to do it in the dark a week from now. And tell the others to go with her and time the run from Antuñano to Bilbao through Arceniega and Amurrio at a careful speed. We want to know everything before the night.”


  Haro went to find the others.


  When he came back, they walked around the bank and past the back door. A Yale lock. The man would probably have a dozen Yale keys in his pockets. It would take time, and they’d take chances, finding the right one. “We’ll do it as we’ll do it on the night,” Mauro said, “and we’ll time it. Pureza has to know roughly how long she’ll have to sit in the road waiting for us.”


  “She’ll drive? Not Reis?”


  “The Civil Guard is more tolerant of women,” Mauro said wisely. “We don’t need a crack driver. We need a good talker.” Dion Ugalde was big in his mind. In his time, they knew everything about the ground before they tried to operate on it. Prepare everything. He was full of the wisdom of that.


  Not the straightest route to the church from the bank. The Civil Guard, walking through, would walk the wider streets. They found the narrow twisting way they needed and came to the church. However they came, they had to cross the square. The Church sat like a fortress in the middle of it. If the Guards came through, they would have to wait for them to pass. There had to be no risks. They had to anticipate everything. “Speed and silence,” Mauro said sagely.


  From the church they walked north, back out of the town. The nearer of the two bridges across the Cadagua was back to the north. Another risk: The river was to the right of the road here, the narrow-gauge railway to the left. The Civil Guards walked two by two between them. They would hope for a dark night and walk beyond the narrow-gauge tracks, risking sprained or broken ankles in the dark.


  They came to the bridge and crossed the river. They would come up here on Friday, in daylight, and hide the guns on the hill on this side of the river. A bike wouldn’t be stopped during daylight, unless a search was on. Carrying a gun any night could be deadly. He explained to Haro. “We’ll need four small handguns—the smallest they can find for us. We’ll use two at the spinster’s place and dump them in the garbage. The other two we’ll use up here. They’ll get two guns back and their share of the money.” It was a reasonable price to pay for the contents of Fuertes’ safe.


  They took to the mountain. It took them two hours, scrambling, one leg short, one leg long, keeping to the trees, to reach Antuñano and walk back on the road to where Pureza was waiting. She was right to stay farther back from the village. Mauro congratulated her on her choice of place. “I stopped here because I needed to use the trees,” she said, and demanded that they eat whatever food they had in the car. They ate cold chicken and bread and drank wine in the car. It was drizzling now. “It will take us at least three hours to get to you in the dark after we leave the bank,” Mauro said. “Four from the time you drop us at the north bridge. In that time you’re bound to see a patrol.” That was something else to work out in the next few days: What was her story if they came on her, parked in the small hours of the morning?


  “I’ll drive slowly to Amurrio and back a couple of times,” Pureza said, working it out in seconds.


  “Don’t run out of gas,” Haro said, “and take care of my car.”


  When they had eaten, Pureza drove them back to Bilbao the way they had come. “I have to know the road,” she said. Mauro sat up beside her, thinking hungrily of her mouth and the thighs that so adequately filled her slacks. Haro sat behind them, thinking sulkily that the least he could be allowed to do was drive his own car.


  It was pouring when they reached the city.


  And Mauro, after all, wore two hats. In those periods between service to the Fifth Assembly of the Basque Homeland and Liberty movement which the rest of the world knew as the ETA, he had other important things to do. There were texts to master, tests to pass, lectures and labs to attend and papers to write. And a little loving. Two hats, not three, because the loving could be fitted in with his service to the Fifth Assembly. Pureza and Mauro shared two passions; the consummated passion for the Basque Homeland, and their unconsummated passion for one another. Pureza was pretty, shapely, gay, intelligent, loving and sensible. She drove Haro’s car to the door of her apartment block, surrendered the driver’s seat, took Mauro up to the apartment she shared with three other working girls who were all doing their Sunday walking in the mountains around Ceañuri and whose bus would not be back till six. At five Pureza said fondly, “That’s all. We still keep the rest for our wedding night and there won’t be one unless you put your head down. I want to now, Mauro—but I want my big night too.”


  And Mauro said desperately, “Four years from now, Pureza?”


  “I love dreaming about it.” She adjusted his dress and hers, showed him the door affectionately, and Mauro flagged a little blue bus and went to his lodgings to put his head down.


  He kept it down until the small hours of Monday morning and in lectures, labs and in his room, until ten o’clock on Tuesday night. Then he got his bike out and rode it around the city, street-touring, casual, a student out to take the air and clear his head after a spell of intense and airless concentration. With his foot on the curb, he read the posters outside the Ayala theater, looked in the windows of expensive shops, sauntered his bike down Allende into Balparda, through the Plaza de Zababuru into Amezaga, around the Plaza de España into Calle Navarra. Plaza-touring. Deep breathing the damp night air. Another look at theater posters, this time outside the Arriaga theater, a turn around the Cathedral-Basilica del Señor Santiago, and why are the streets behind great churches almost always little streets? While he thought of that he rode down one of the little streets onto Ribera and in between the market and the church of San Antonio Abad; in behind the church. His bike was safe from observation in the yard between the church and the river. He walked back across Ribera into narrow Somera, stood in the doorway of number twenty, watching the street for a time, then, reassured, ran upstairs to the second floor and put a large old iron key in the large old iron lock. The plaque on the door said only


  GASTRONOMIC CLUB


  Laughter met him at the door, with the odors of good cooking. Haro and Reis and Abril were working in the kitchen, Haro cooking squid in their own ink, Reis making chickpea stew and Abril pollo a la chilindrón. Each worked on a separate stove; there were three, very old-looking, white enamelled and generously chipped.


  “What did you bring?” Haro asked him.


  “Nothing. I was at the books until I left.”


  “Who’ll you eat off?”


  “Abril’s chicken. All right, Abril?”


  “You do me honor. I make the best in Vizcaya.”


  Around the kitchen were racks of pots and pans, carving and serving knives and forks, dishes of every sort, and drawers of cutlery.


  They ate and drank in the second, larger room, sitting on stools around a low table made from packing cases. There was another long table down one wall. This second table was scarcely wider than the shaky bench in front of it. The end wall carried a row of racks in which were bottles of red and white wine. By the door of the room, a round device like a roulette wheel sat on a large box. Metal sluices had been cut into the wheel. Mauro put coins in the sluices and the coins slid down through holes at the ends of the sluices, and clattered into the box below.


  Their talk was gay and inconsequent, the talk of young men enjoying what Basque men take immense pride in—their cooking.


  “How long did you stay with Pureza?” Haro asked.


  “About half an hour. She sent me home to my books.”


  “Waiting’s harder than work.”


  “If I could win a state lottery we’d get married and put an end to this waiting.”


  “A fat bank would do as well.”


  Reis said, “Why are Basque women like that? They say the women in Malaga pull you on like an old boot.”


  Abril said nothing and did not join in the laughter. He shovelled and swallowed industriously, served Mauro and himself twice, wiped his dish with torn bread, and drowned it all with great draughts of white wine. He stretched and yawned and said,


  “Basque working men don’t talk about their women that way.” Abril liked to listen to their bourgeois chatter and tell them what Basque working men did or did not do.


  “What do they talk about?”


  “Wages, soccer, trade unions and castrating the rich.” He glanced at Reis and the little glitter in his eyes might have been resentment or amusement. They were never quite sure.


  “Why would you castrate them? Why not just line them up against a wall?” As often as not, when Reis asked Abril a question, it sounded like an attribution of intent. “Wouldn’t that solve a lot of the problems you’ll face in the future?”


  “It’s their beautiful soft wives we’ll put up against a wall.” When Abril made a long statement, it was his pedantic habit to state first the full intention of the narrative to follow.


  “Where did you learn this technique, Abril?” Reis asked him. “Did you take classes at some workers’ self-improvement club?”


  “Once,” Abril said, “I was in Pamplona. I went there with a factory bus party …” he waved factory at Reis like a cape, “to see Bilbao play Pamplona. Two of us walked into that big rich men’s hotel—what is it, Mauro? Hotel de los Tres Reyes? Three Kings! My God, it’s a king’s palace. There were two families hanging about the lower lobby, two fathers, two mothers, two lots of children. We stood close to them to hear what people like that talk about. By God, they have nothing to talk about. Nothing! The families were cousins. They were driving up into the Pyrenees above Huesca to some posh lodge they owned. And those two women! God, they were queens. Christ, they were beautiful. The way they walked! They were proud looking, and arrogant and they strutted but it didn’t look like strutting. It was just … just … the way proud beautiful women should walk.”


  It was rhapsodic provocation. He smiled coldly at Reis. “Our working women have big tits and big arses and they’re stumpy and they lumber along like oxen. But those rich beautiful women. That’s why we wouldn’t shoot their men.” He looked at them in turn and there was no humor in his voice. “I’d like to do up a flock of women like that and make their castrated men watch it. Those women would spit on me, they’d treat me like dirt, even under me they’d be arrogant and I’d feel them strutting on their soft backs, and I’d enjoy them all the more because they were spitting at me from under me and I was spitting up them.” He drained another full glass. “That’s what working men think about your beautiful rich women.” His red sleep-walker’s eyes were savage.


  Haro said, “Sometimes I wonder why you let us into the Fifth Assembly, Abril.”


  Abril said, “Sometimes I wonder myself.”


  In Mauro’s head the voice of the country doctor of Burguete murmured at him, “Spain is a desperado among the nations … its national sport is not a game but a ritual of bloodletting.” He shut down thought.


  They were suddenly somber, their heads down, thinking about Abril and the beautiful strutting rich women in the Hotel de los Tres Reyes, and their castrated husbands, whose part in the new and better society was to serve as witnesses to ecstatic acts of social hatred. But Abril was only one. And he had not been chosen by them; he had been sent to them by the Fifth Assembly.


  “I’m sorry,” Abril said contritely, as if to correct a blunder. “I got you the four handguns for Sunday, Mauro.”


  “Where are they?”


  “Under the …”


  “Here?” They all shouted at once and something hard and heavy hammered the door.


  They knew the sound. They had heard it five times in the eighteen-month life of their eating club. They had the old iron lock put on the old door because every member of an eating club should have his own big iron key. Each time they heard the hammering they said the same thing: “Maybe this time his gun will go off and kill the bastard.” But their rule was: humble courtesy.


  This time there was a lethal difference; four handguns under a bed. Their stillness was deep and brief.


  “I’ll open,” Mauro said, “clear away and wash and for Christ’s sake, sing.”


  They scrambled with the dishes to the kitchen. Plates clattered, taps hissed into sinks. Reis hissed at Abril, “You stupid bull’s arse. Why did you bring the guns here?”


  “Where the hell else? He asked for them, didn’t he?”


  “They always wreck the beds.”


  “Leave it and sing, for Christ’s sake,” Haro pleaded. They sang.


  Mauro opened the door.


  The two policemen came slowly in, like a team of cart horses coming abreast into a small stable. They were broad, wrapped-up men with wide dark-red faces that seemed to Mauro to spread across the room like slabs of battered teak. The one who now went forward into the living room they had come to call Skull. For some reason none of them could remember, they called the other one Begoña. Reis suggested once it was because he reminded them of the Virgin of Begoña but Haro claimed it was because so many thirty-ton trucks on the highways were dedicated to the Virgin of Begoña. They had never heard the sound of his voice. He stood back now in the living room doorway, his feet apart, his shoulders almost touching both sides of the door frame. Skull spread himself in the middle of the living room, just beside the low table on which there were still four wine glasses. He put one booted foot on the edge of the table and pressed. It tilted on its side and the glasses slid to the floor. Two of them smashed. “Come out here,” he yelled above the singing.


  They came out of the kitchen, Reis and Haro with drying cloths, Abril with suds to his elbows. Only Abril made no attempt to smile.


  Skull had a routine. It did not vary. It began with the table. It ended with the beds.


  “Always singing,” he said, “always washing dishes.” He never smiled. The whites of his eyes were very white. He seemed to look and not to see. There was in the eyes what Haro called the alertness of a dead fish.


  “We’ve just finished eating,” Reis said unnecessarily, as if he had to say something, with four guns gnawing at his mind.


  “Permit,” Skull said, lowering over the room like a Biscay storm. The room was small enough. Alone, he would have made it seem crowded. He always asked for their permit. They always brought it from the kitchen drawer where they kept it. Then they always took it back. The third time he came they anticipated him and brought also the membership list. “When I ask and not before,” he said, not to be deprived of exercised power.


  “How many members?”


  “Twenty,” Reis said. Skull had created a mould for them. Reis always answered that one.


  “Where are they?”


  “The place is too small for us. We break up into groups with our own nights.” That one was Reis’ also. Skull had said, “You,” or “you,” the first time and the second time. He seemed to remember who should answer what. They had tried switching. Skull said, “You, not you.”


  “Where’s your membership list?” That was Haro’s part. He brought it from the same kitchen drawer. He always took it back.


  Skull did not hand it back. He read it as he always read it and dropped it on the floor. Haro moved to recover it. That was his part.


  “Leave it,” Skull said tonight. Any change in a familiar and hostile police routine is frightening to its victims.


  The four guns haunted them. The change haunted them. Why tonight? They had become so accustomed to his routine that the deviation drained their confidence. Mauro stood between Begoña and Skull, breathing too heavily and too regularly. Reis, Haro and Abril stood across the toppled table from Skull listening to their own breathing. Their lips were tight. They could feel and hear the breath in their nostrils. Only Abril stared without turning his sight from Skull’s face and thought, “You, we’ll hang.”


  “Papers.”


  They produced them. First Haro. Then Reis. The order had not changed. Not so far. The formula also held.


  “Reis?”


  “Yes.”


  “You are employed at the wine company?”


  “Yes.”


  “Namesake?”


  “No. My father is the owner.”


  Then the long slow look that might conceal special knowledge or might be a mere technique of intimidation. Who ever knew?


  “Ugalde?”


  “Yes.”


  “Student?”


  Then the demonstrative gathering of saliva and the spit, very precisely, beside Mauro’s boots. A salute to all students.


  “Abril?”


  “Yes.”


  “Mechanic?”


  “Yes.”


  “Ahhh …” Another deviation. He looked around them, slowly, turning to stare at Mauro. Back to Abril.


  “Were you at work today?”


  “No.”


  “Why not?”


  “There is no work.”


  “Why not?”


  “The workers are on strike.”


  “Strikes are illegal?”


  “Yes.”


  “Are you on strike?”


  Abril drew a long noisy breath, “No.”


  “Are you at work?”


  “No.”


  “Why not?”


  “I don’t want to be a cripple.” He stood like a courtier on trial.


  “And that means?”


  “What would I do? Go in by myself? To do what? Nothing. There is nothing to do. And they would cripple me if I did.” His breathing clouded his words. It rustled in his throat like hatred.


  “Who are ‘they’ ”?


  “The workers.”


  Skull bent forward from the hips, his great bulk moving like a falling tree. “Hit me,” he said.


  Only Abril’s eyelids moved.


  “Where do you live?”


  “Here.”


  “Why?”


  “I take care of the place.”


  “Do they pay you?”


  “No.”


  Things were normal again. Skull swung suddenly and walked to the third room, a tiny bedroom. He played his part like an actor in a long run. They followed him. Begoña pressed in on them and pressed them aside. He stood in the doorway, filling it, blocking their view. They saw Skull’s head and shoulders bobbing and weaving, and heard the crash of upended cots. Then he came out, smiling.


  “This is where you sleep?” he said to Abril.


  “Yes.”


  “Which cot?”


  “The left one.”


  “Why are there two cots?”


  That was Reis’ question. “In case one of us drinks too much.”


  Abril again. “Do you bring women in here?”


  That was new. They could hear their own heartbeats.


  “Women?” Abril said in a curious voice. “I’m an acolyte.”


  Skull leaned forward and stared blankly, then his face lit as if he had understood something obscure and had the answer. “I didn’t know acolytes had no balls,” he said. He seemed satisfied.


  They were gone, marching, leaving the door open behind them. The walls of the room stepped back. Mauro closed the door. Abril did not join the rush to the bedroom. He stood white-faced in the living room, his hands opening and closing. His red eyes were tightly closed like the eyes of an enraged woman about to scream her rage. He could not hear the clatter of iron cots being righted. He could see Skull’s face.


  “They got them. They got them.” Haro came out of the bedroom trailing Reis and Mauro like shadows. He seized Abril by the shirt. “They got them, you stupid cow’s arse. They took them.”


  Abril gripped Haro’s hands and slowly twisted them loose. “They got what?”


  “The guns, you Goddamned fool,” and resentfully, as if Abril owed him an explanation, “Why would they do that? Why didn’t they take us? What’s the game this time?”


  “They’re probably waiting outside for us to run for it,” Reis said, “then they can shoot us down.”


  Abril sat down. “They didn’t get them,” he said wearily, creeping out of his private world.


  “They’re not under the bed!” Haro shouted.


  “For Christ’s sake, stop shouting,” Mauro said.


  “They never were under the bed.”


  “You said …”


  “I didn’t get time to say. Lift the wheel.”


  Reis lifted the money wheel. The guns were underneath it, on the lid of the box.


  “Leave them there,” Mauro said.


  They all sat down, stiffly, slowly as old men sit down and were very still. An alarm in the kitchen ticked like a church clock.


  “Jesus Christ,” Reis said.


  “I’m sorry, Abril, I’m very sorry,” Haro said abjectly.


  “That one,” Abril said in a small gentle voice, “I will do with a knife.”


  Then Mauro spoke of Sunday’s business.


  Their planning was meticulous, as if they now felt more vulnerable than they had done before.


  It rained all day on Sunday. In the evening, at eight o’clock, Haro took the family car and picked up Pureza. Pureza took the wheel, and they picked up Mauro. Haro wore a hat. Normally he affected a beret. Mauro wore a hat and carried an umbrella. Their hats sat oddly high on their heads and looked too tight at the band. Abril stood under his own umbrella in the Plaza San José where they picked him up. They changed seats, Abril up front with Pureza. This was no Sunday excursion. This was the somber business of the Fifth Assembly. Such business must be managed with foresighted cunning. Revolutions are not accomplished by careless dilettantes. Pureza parked the car just beyond the portico of the Carlton Hotel. Haro walked under Mauro’s umbrella into Elcano and along the street to the doorway of Señorita Agesta’s apartment block. He said, “If my stomach doesn’t settle down I’m going to have diarrhea.” Why can’t your system get used to this sort of thing? he once asked Mauro.


  Pureza and Abril went into the hotel, crossed the lobby and walked down the corridor to the bar.


  Pureza carried all their movements vividly in her mind, and saw their actions in pictures, in their proper relation to one another. “Nice orchestration,” she said to Abril, covering her nerves. She would never have used the word diarrhea to Abril. Abril said, “Coordination.” “You mean synchronization,” she said too cheerfully. “I mean just what I said.” He had come to regard Pureza, who was seconded to their unit for some operations, as a silly bitch. He was close to saying so now, under the strain.


  Reis was on his way to Sommorrostro where he was to wait for what they called “the strike force,” now expertly and precisely deployed, with watches set. It had all been timed on Friday: Pureza and Abril knew how long it would take them to reach the bar, order two brandies, dig out a coin with which Pureza would walk to the phone to dial at exactly the right minute Marie Agesta’s number. Unless somebody else had the phone. What other people could do to your operation was sometimes enough to make you …


  “Señorita Agesta?” she said.


  “Yes.”


  Meanly: “Tell my husband to put on his clothes and come downstairs. I shall be waiting at the street door and if I have to come up for him, your neighbors and mine will hear what I call you.” Her poised finger slammed the button. She went back to Abril in the bar. If people knew what we’re doing, she thought, they’d think we were cold, confident young criminals. Her nails were digging holes in the palms of her hands.


  When Señor Fuertes opened the door and lurched out in terror of his wife and the ruin waiting for him at the street door, he saw two gloved hands flash down from under the brims of two hats, and two men in stocking masks, one incongruously carrying an umbrella, pushed him back into the apartment.


  “Please? What?” Fuertes said, and saw the guns, and the umbrella and the stocking masks and the hats surmounting them but it was the umbrella that added a peculiar element of terror. It suggested perversions. “Please,” he said pathetically. Señorita Agesta stood in the lobby as still and silent as Lot’s wife, her mind locked. “Please,” Señor Fuertes said again meaning nothing, unable to say more. Their safe and private world was suddenly smashed by random terror.


  It had been incredibly easy; well executed. Mauro was always a little frightened by the vulnerability of the innocent, of the unarmed and unexpecting against the armed and ill-intentioned. It was a disarming concern in the mind of a revolutionary.


  “Go into the señorita’s bedroom,” a disembodied voice said from behind a mask, and two guns waved.


  “Please,” Marie Agesta whispered. It was the only word she could remember.


  “We’ll not hurt you,” the voice said, “if you shut up and do what you’re told. The señor’s wife is also upset.” There was a sort of sad comedy about this pair. They were not, Mauro was sure, thinking about their lives. Fuertes was thinking about his job and exposure. Marie Agesta was thinking about shame and disgrace. Mauro was sorry for them. Abril always laughed about the people Mauro was sorry for.


  The little parade trooped into the bedroom.


  Mauro put his gun away and took the bandaging tape from his pocket. He taped their mouths. The only sounds the pair made were little rabbit noises and they were quickly smothered.


  “Strip to your underwear, both of you, and lie on the bed.”


  They stood, doubly horrified now, but unwilling. Señorita Agesta’s eyes pleaded: Not rape, they said. Haro slapped her smartly across the backside. “You do it or we will,” he said. “We have no designs on you, señorita.” They did it, quickly, and lay down, and were taped, their hands behind them, their fingers also so that they could not pick at their bonds. Their ankles were taped together, their knees together; their feet were taped, their legs bent back and taped to their thighs so that they could not roll and hop. Then they were wrapped in the bedclothes and these were tied around them. Mauro gathered up their clothes and took them into the living room.


  In the kitchen they found white plastic garbage bags and put their stocking masks and Marie Agesta’s clothes into one of them. The white garbage bags were already accumulating under the lamp standards along the street. The garbage truck would come for them soon. They unloaded the guns and wrapped them in a heap of the señorita’s clothes taken from a cupboard and with them filled the white bag. Noise from the street took them to the window. Two men were carrying to one of the lamp standards a white lavatory bowl topped by a fixed white cistern. They laid their burden carefully down among the white garbage bags.


  Fuertes’ pockets had to be emptied. They took all his neatly labelled keys, put everything else back, found the señorita’s keys in her handbag, and left the apartment carrying the garbage and the umbrella. The white bag was deposited in the heap under the lamp standard. They had crossed the street to the side entrance to the Carlton Bar when the garbage truck came round the corner. They watched it from well inside the hotel door. The heap of white bags was flung into the machine which packed and ground them. Two of the garbage men lifted the white throne, swung it joyfully, and let go. It smashed in the street. Two other men brushed the pieces into heaps and shovelled them into the grinders. Then they went down the street, from lamppost to lamppost, disposing of things not wanted.


  It had been incredibly easy; beautifully executed. And the guns were well out of the way. Not a flaw. They had a brandy in the Carlton Bar with Pureza and Abril and listened to a group of businessmen chattering about business and the increase in the number of Japanese seen now in Spain, always in groups “like assault parties.” At ten they left the bar and drove to Sommorrostro. There Abril transferred to Reis’ car and went ahead.


  Next, the bank. At midnight. Driving slowly, with time to pick up the guns from their hiding place across the bridge on the north side of Valmaseda and with Señora Fuertes sound asleep in bed, they’d be in and out and away; a smooth and easy operation, with high profits for the Fifth Assembly. And Mauro noted, with a little self-criticism, that that was the first time in several days he had thought about this bank robbery as a Fifth Assembly operation. It is not just robbery, an excitement, he told himself firmly, and thought it better not to share the odd thought with Haro who might wonder why it had been necessary to reassure himself about that.


  Pureza dropped them at the bridge. “Give me a kiss,” she said to Mauro, and he thought her wonderful and daring and cool and did not read in her eyes either anxiety or fear. “Take care,” he said, as if she were going for coffee. “Kiss me again,” she said, and he did not read her need for reassurance. They were operational. This was no time for a young woman to have doubts—or feelings. Nor was it a time to suppose she had any. Two black cotton bags, one for the unit’s cut, the other for the Fifth Assembly’s money, were stuffed down the legs of his trousers, held by the waistband. “Off you go, Pureza,” he said and obediently she drove away. They crossed the bridge.


  “This isn’t the spot,” Haro said, clawing in the dark among the stones.


  “It is exactly the place,” Mauro insisted.


  “Use the torch.”


  “And send signals? Search the place.”


  They searched. Perhaps it was the place, perhaps not. The guns were not in it. They searched up and down the rain-sodden bank and could not find the guns they had planted on Friday.


  “Christ!” Haro said furiously. “They’ve got to be here.”


  “They’re not,” Mauro said, battering down his fury from the top of his mind into the pit of his stomach. “So we’ll go without them. We don’t need them.”


  But where were they? Who found them? Who was hidden somewhere in the dark waiting for someone to come and get the guns? They sat still in the dark, listening, looking, waiting. There was no sound but the sound of the trees and of the incessant rain and of the rushing river. “We’re running over time,” Mauro whispered. “We’ll have to abort or go ahead. Which are you for?”


  “If there’s anybody watching, we’re dead anyway. If there’s not, we’re sheep without guns.”


  “Against a sleeping woman we won’t even see? We’ll go.” Cold nerve, Mauro instructed himself, is half the battle. The way his stomach had suddenly begun to burn and bubble made him think of diarrhea and this he could not share with a friend who was a subordinate and had the same problem. Leaders did not have their subordinates’ problems. That would not be leadership.


  They came out of the bushes and crossed the bridge, their backs tingling, their ears stretching like cat’s ears. “If they’re here, they’ll watch us right to the bank,” Haro whispered.


  “Keep going,” Mauro said quietly, trying not swallow on his words. Lead.


  In the little streets they stopped again and again, waited, listened and heard nothing. The town was asleep. The Civil Guard walked the roads, but not yet through the streets of the town. Nervous, but increasingly confident and tensely alert, they came round behind the bank. Mauro hauled the black bags out of his trouser legs. “Shoes in them.” They stood on a dry step and put their shoes in the bags.


  The key turned softly, the door opened sweetly, the manager’s office was through a door beside the back stairs. It let them pass like a thumb through butter. Their hooded torch exposed the manager’s desk, the huge old safe, the door into the bank. They locked the office door behind them, unlocked the door into the bank, checked, on hands and knees, behind the counters in the public office, and came back to the safe.


  It opened easily and the heavy old hinges squealed. They listened to their own breathing and the floor above them groaned. It groaned across the length of the ceiling and back, and across again and back, and across and back. Señora Fuertes was not asleep. She was very wide-awake, walking up and down the floor. By the weight and pace of her tread, she was either angry, or anxious, or both.


  “Stuff the bags,” Mauro whispered, “never mind dividing it up. Just stuff.”


  They stuffed. There was a lot more money than they had expected. It was soiled, done up in neat piles, bound with paper strips pinned into place. The bags filled up. They would be impossible to conceal if anybody saw them.


  The phone rang upstairs. The stuffing stopped. Handfuls of paper money were suspended in the air. The woman above must have been caught across the room from the phone. They heard her run. She was heavy. Her voice was shrill. Mauro had a picture of a large shrew. What she was saying they could not hear. That she was angry they could tell.


  “That’s enough,” Mauro said. “We’ll go.”


  They closed and locked the safe while the voice above shrilled on. It stopped with the heart-freezing sound of a car swinging in behind the bank. The woman was thumping heavily down the stairs before the back door bell rang.


  “Into the bank.” They took their loot and crept into the public office. Mauro locked the door behind them. “Lie under the counter.” They lay, stretched out on the floor. It couldn’t be Fuertes. He was too securely bundled up. Could it? Some friend of the señorita’s might have come. With a key to her apartment? It’s the unknown quantity that destroys well-planned operations. And puts good operators in jail.


  The voices carried from the back lobby, the woman’s angry, the man’s, it seemed, trying to explain what she didn’t want to understand.


  “But I called you two hours ago,” the woman shouted. “The barracks just called back this minute and it’s one o’clock now. He’s always home by ten.” Christ! That was something they hadn’t checked. She’d called the Civil Guard. They lay under the counters, their substance draining into the floor.


  “Señora,” a patient voice said, “a man isn’t missing because he’s late.”


  “How late can you be driving from Bilbao—three hours? He’s dead on the road. Why aren’t you searching the roads?”


  “But there’s been no accident, Señora.”


  “He is never late. He’s that kind of man.”


  Somebody tried the door of the manager’s office and their thumping hearts pounded, banging and rustling in their ears. No guns; but in their state they couldn’t have squeezed the triggers. They lay with their faces on the floor pressing them down, without the energy to hope.


  “Don’t be stupid. He’s not here.”


  “Have you a key into the bank, señora?”


  “I have no key.”


  “Why haven’t you phoned his friends in Bilbao?”


  “I don’t know them.”


  “But you must know where they live, what their names are?”


  “I do not.” That seemed to make her angrier, as if her ignorance implied what she suspected and preferred to conceal. “Do something,” she shouted.


  “Has he been worried lately? Depressed? Anything like that?”


  “No. He’s a nervous man. All he does is go and play cards with his friends.” She was saying more than she wanted to say, covering her suspicions. She was close to wailing tears.


  “Are you sure you have no key into the bank?” The door handle rattled in the room beyond and the sound rattled in their roaring ears.


  “I have not. Why would I have? My husband is the manager, not me. What would he be doing, locking himself in there? He is not here.”


  “When we hear anything, we’ll let you know.”


  “You’ll let me know! That’s all you have to say? While I wait?”


  For a moment all sound died away when the door closed. The woman must be standing, fuming or crying. Then she thumped her way upstairs; the car started and drove away. The place settled. She would hear every creak, every whisper, listening for her husband. She would not sleep till he came. He would not sleep when he came.


  They tested every step on the way to the back lobby. Mauro took Fuertes’ car key and his door key from the ring and slipped the rest of them under the stairs. They were hidden but not well concealed. They would be found. Their presence there would raise questions, start false trails. There were no more problems. Planning paid. They shod themselves again and reached the unlocked south door of the church without impediment, threw one of the Fifth Assembly’s black bags inside for the young priest to gather, and walked to the north bridge, keeping to the trees beyond the narrow-gauge tracks. Their walk was free and easy. Over the bridge and onto the mountain.


  The rain was a steady downpour, the slope under the trees was treacherous, the trees strained but did not stop the rain, their shoes shipped water, their clothes drank it, and the one black paper-filled bag they had kept absorbed the rain and grew leaden. The wet cotton neck of the bag slipped from their fingers. They had to carry it in their arms. It was awkward and their arms ached; their legs were heavy and chafed by wet trousers, their feet were a dragging hindrance; water ran from their hair down their necks and under their clothes. They spoke of their hats and the umbrella, but they were in the car with Pureza. They agreed that the thought was a silly one and did not speak again. And when they reached the Antuñano road after three hours of wearying misery, they were lost. They had overwalked the village. They could not walk on the road carrying the money. They could not walk through the village. There was nothing for it but to take again to the trees and walk around the village. They dragged themselves slowly for almost an hour and came to the place where Pureza was waiting. Two Guards paced slowly in the headlights, walking toward the car. She shut off the lights and the Civil Guards, their guns ready, took up their positions on either side of the car. Their voices carried to the trees.


  “Are you in some trouble, señora?”


  “Señorita,” she corrected them cheerfully. “No, I am not in any trouble.”


  “Then why are you parked here, at this time of the night?”


  “Because my friends are over there, in the trees,” she said.


  The Guards looked into the dark where two bank robbers stood watching, afraid that their breathing, and the sound of their tongues licking rain from their lips, would carry to the road.


  “What are the señoritas doing in the trees?” A little embarrassment for the señorita would also be a little entertainment.


  Pureza was not embarrassed. “The señors,” she said.


  “The señors? And what are they doing in the trees?”


  “Precisely what, I cannot be sure. I can only tell you what they said.”


  “What did they say?” That should be good for a laugh at the barracks.


  “They said it would be more comfortable in the trees than in their trousers.”


  The Civil Guards looked steadily at one another across the top of the car. One of them said solemnly, “There is truth in that.”


  “Yes.” She was pretty. She was smiling. She said, “I’m afraid I’m going to have to follow their lead. As soon as they get back, I’ll be in there myself.”


  “A safe journey,” they said. Their guns disappeared under their cloaks and they walked slowly on. Pureza got out of the car and walked into the trees.


  “Over here. To your right,” a voice too close whispered intensely.


  “God! You scared the pants off me! How long have you been here?”


  “We got here with your friends.”


  “Is that the loot? There’s a lot of it.”


  “Is it safe to go?”


  “If we go quietly. By now they’ll be in a dip back there. You’re sodden.”


  “Let’s hurry.”


  About five kilometers along the road they met Reis and Abril in the other ca Reis reported, “You’re all clear to Arceniega. Then you’ll meet two lots between Arceniega and Amurrio. What’s ahead of us?”


  “Two beyond Antuñano,” Mauro said. “It’s a good night. They don’t want to be bothered. When they take their hands out from under the capes, they get wet.”


  “How big a haul?” Abril asked them.


  “Big. Tomorrow.”


  They went their ways, circumspectly, back to Bilbao. “God I’m glad that’s over,” Pureza said. Mauro read nothing in the relief in her voice.


  “Haro,” she said, “you can’t go home in those clothes. Your mother’s going to ask the wrong questions.”


  “Christ, Pureza, do you have to be the den mother? We’ve just robbed a bank and you have to bring my mother and her questions into it.”


  “Was I mistaken, Haro? Doesn’t your mother care?” Mauro heard her resentment.


  “How the hell will he live with your tongue, girl?”


  “Horizontally,” she said, living up to Mauro’s expectations. “You’ll both come to my place, have baths and I’ll get your clothes dried and ironed before morning.” She was gay and brave and amusing, and very practical.


  “Fuertes first,” Mauro corrected her. “Take off your panty hose and cut them up for us. We forgot two sets of stocking masks.”


  “I didn’t,” Pureza said, “you’ll find them in my purse.” And Mauro thought, She’s great. And Pureza saw it in his face and was pleased.


  So they tidied up the operation. They made Señorita Agesta and Fuertes scrub off all skin traces of adhesive. Mauro said, “Your wife is very upset, señor. She has all your other keys. She says you owe her something and will you please hurry home. But don’t move from here for half an hour. We have a man outside to make sure you don’t. The door will be left open. He’ll hear you phone. We haven’t hurt you. Don’t make us.”


  It was an impeccable operation. Not finding the guns was a stupid blunder. Next time, they’d watch that. Otherwise—impeccable. Fears were out of mind. Mauro felt like a leader.


  “Goodnight,” Mauro said gallantly to the prisoners.


  In the morning, Pureza’s friends in the apartment found two young men wrapped in blankets, asleep on their living room floor. Their clothes were arranged neatly on the floor beside them. Pureza had gone to work, without sleep.


  Mauro heard one of the girls say, “You know, when Pureza has five children, she’ll still be a virgin.” He didn’t open his eyes.


  Haro slept on and did not return the family car until well after eleven that morning. His father waited at home for word of him, harried by anxiety. When Haro arrived, his father’s wasted anxiety turned to fury at the sight of his undamaged son.


  “If I can’t trust you at your age, then by God you’ve had the car for the last time. Why the hell don’t you try to grow up and be responsible? When are you going to grow up?” Again and again and again. Not to a bank robber or a revolutionary, but to a large son who was still to his father a small boy.


  Haro sat humbly and apologized again and again and again till his mother could no longer stand the repetitious storm and left the room.


  “Father,” Haro said meekly and with cunning, “I was with a girl. She was … you know … very demanding. We didn’t sleep till the early hours of the morning. Then we overslept. I’m sorry.”


  “For God’s sake, don’t let your mother find that out. She thinks you’re still twelve.” His father laid a hand of instant understanding on Haro’s bowed shoulder as he passed on the way to the car. He stopped at the door and came back a pace. “Were you able to cope with her?” The little smile was in the words, not on his lips.


  “Oh, yes, sir. She thought so too.”


  “Good.”


  “Father?”


  “Yes?”


  “You didn’t make a police call did you? You know, an accident call?”


  “I did. I’ll tell them what happened. They’ll laugh at me. But don’t let your mother know. She’s a woman.” And the child is father to the man, which makes for manly understanding. ¡Viva Yo!


  It was a very successful, a well-planned, a precisely executed operation. And nicely covered, from the police and from anxious and unreasonable parents.


  But at six on Tuesday morning the police came for Mauro.


  6


  To her harm, the ant grew wings.


  SPANISH PROVERB


  They came at six, ringing, hammering, rousing the whole household and the neighbors on the floor. The landlady stayed in bed, sitting up. The two students from the Universidad Comercial, who shared a room and a bed, sat up. Mauro sat up. The fuddled landlord went to the door.


  They did not offer to identify themselves. “Ugalde,” one of them said. They followed the landlord to Mauro’s bedroom door and took root outside it.


  “Police,” the landlord whispered. “What have you done?”


  “Nothing.” His racing heart trembled in his voice.


  “Then why are they here, getting my house a bad name?”


  “I don’t know.”


  Fear turned the landlord’s usually indifferent nature to malice. “In case you’re not coming back, leave enough money for a week’s rent and the cost of sending your stuff home. I don’t want you here.”


  They took him to the Camino de La Salve, to the Vizcaya provincial headquarters of the Civil Guard.


  “Why are you doing this?” he asked them, building buttresses for his courage.


  They neither looked at him nor answered him.


  The distinction between Dion Ugalde, Luis Arrabal’s chief lieutenant, and the country doctor of Burguete, who was his father, dissolved in his blood. He was afraid for himself and stricken at what he had done to his father and mother. He closed his eyes to hide what they revealed and saw his father in his little surgery, with its old bookcase of old medical books, the glass cabinet in which he kept his instruments, the narrow cot on which his mother changed the linen every day, the peculiar heavy old desk with the fence around three sides—and his father sitting at it. Faithful, loving, patient and now betrayed by the son he loved so dearly and sacrificed for so willingly. He felt his father’s heartbreak, his mother’s anguish.


  If there had been any way out of this, it was past. His father was right. It was lunacy. It couldn’t succeed. The end product could be only useless suffering. He felt his parents’ suffering.


  They took him to a small room with only a chair, a table and a bench in it. A door in the opposite wall led somewhere. It was a desolating thought. Where is somewhere? It was seven o’clock.


  “Empty your pockets,” they said.


  That’s what they do when you’re not going home, he thought. God have pity on my poor parents. He emptied his pockets: papers, the Gastronomic Club key, some money, a student card, a note from Pureza that said, “Come early on Sunday.” His fingers were treacherous, fumbling. His hands sweated and pulled the linings out of his pockets. The police stood, waiting, as patiently unfeeling as concrete. They sealed his possessions in a large brown envelope and took it away.


  “Stay,” they said as if to a retriever. It was a quarter past seven.


  “Oh,” he said childishly, “they forgot my watch,” and stood up, to be pathetically cooperative. There was nobody to tell. What would they do if he opened a door? Think he was trying to run away, and bash him? He sat down again.


  Nobody came. He heard footfalls, voices, laughter, but nobody came. He watched his watch obsessively. It was eight o’clock. Two hours since they hammered on the door. By nine he was limp. His imagination scurried over the landscape of possibilities. Would Basa have him in Burguete? Would he be in wrist irons? Would they send him down to Burgos and the rats? His limbs melted. Nine o’clock. He lay back against the wall. His father was in the room. I’m sorry I’m sorry I’m sorry. His mother stood away. What have you done what have you done to us all? Forgive me forgive me forgive me. His watch told off the time second by second, endlessly. When the grip had left his fingers and his father and mother refused to be conjured, the door that led somewhere opened. It was eleven.


  The young man who came in was a lieutenant in uniform. He was smiling. His eyes were very large and brown. He had a big nose and rich lips and very large teeth. “I hope I haven’t kept you waiting?” he said pleasantly and held out his hand.


  Mauro tried to say, No, but his mouth and throat were too dry. He made a sound and took the man’s hand. His own lay in it like warm, wet liver. The man dropped it, but he kept his smile in place. Mauro tried to stand up but his legs refused. Sitting upright was difficult.


  “How long have you been here?”


  “They picked me up at six this morning.”


  “Six? You mean six?” He appeared to be shocked.


  “Yes.”


  “Have you eaten?”


  “No.”


  “Come in here.” He wheeled and led the way through the door that led somewhere. It led into another small room with a couple of chairs, a desk, a filing cabinet and a desk chair. The place had a soldierly austerity. “Sit down.” The man pushed a button, ordered a guard to bring sandwiches and coffee and said, “I am sorry. I am truly sorry. This is unforgivable. You were not ‘picked up.’ I said I wanted you brought here because I wanted to talk with you. I am Mieza—José Mieza, Lieutenant Mieza.”


  Mauro’s thinned blood thickened a little. His head felt a little light from the relief that ran through it. Had they anything? “I am Ugalde,” he said and restrained an involuntary giggle. “Mauro Ugalde. Medical student.”


  The lieutenant was leafing through a file on his desk when Mauro made this announcement. He raised his head a little, and his eyebrows, and said, “Yes, I know.”


  He returned his attention to the file. Then he said, “Since six? Do you need to pee?”


  “Yes.”


  A Guard took him to a washroom and brought him back. “Better?” the lieutenant asked caringly.


  “Much.” Mauro’s bladder was better, his legs were better, his head was stronger. The lieutenant wasn’t hostile. He was humane. That didn’t prove anything, but the Civil Guards weren’t known for their gentle manners or methods. What was next? He waited for several minutes and the lieutenant read and leafed.


  “Pamplona,” the lieutenant said. “The Iruña Zarra. That’s been dealt with.”


  “I’m sorry? I didn’t follow.”


  “The Iruña Zarra.” The lieutenant spoke very distinctly, slowly. “The dining room that was bombed in Pamplona.”


  “Oh. I see.”


  “They got the people who did that.” Casually. Sharing information.


  “I see.”


  “Two engineering students have been arrested.”


  “I see.”


  “One thing I did want to ask you about this. You were questioned about it, I see here.”


  “Yes, by Colonel Basa.”


  “That’s my point. Why by Colonel Basa? Why not by a sergeant, or a junior officer like me?”


  “Well, Colonel Basa is my father’s friend. He was in Burguete that day. I suppose he just did it because he was there. I suppose it was handy.”


  “You have some nicely placed friends,” the lieutenant said, looking at the papers.


  “Oh, he is not my friend. He and my father …”


  “Yes, of course, I understand. But that being so, he would look on you in a kindly spirit.”


  “He is very kind.” The sandwiches and coffee came. More reassurance came with them.


  “Tuck in,” the lieutenant said as if the idea pleased him. “I’ll clear this up while you eat. There was a young man with you in Pamplona that night.” It was a statement.


  “Yes, José Duarte. His home is in Pamplona, we shared lodgings here in Bilbao.”


  “Yes, you moved. Tell me about that.”


  “My father insisted. He drove over here and ordered me back to my old lodgings.”


  “Your father insisted? Why?”


  “Well, the people we lodged with are called Mendez. The son of the family was involved in the shipyard strike. He was arrested. My father thought I should not be there.”


  “Good for him. You told him this Mendez was an agitator?”


  “No.”


  “Then how did he know, away up there in Burguete?”


  “Colonel Basa told him.”


  “Ah! Colonel Basa told him? He’s a very good friend. I met him several times. He’s a very fine man. I met him at something in Burgos last time. I’ll be in touch with him, of course, but when you see him again, give him my greetings, will you? A personal greeting means more than a mere word in a covering letter.” So, that’s the game, Mauro thought. He wants friends at court. “So your father came here and moved you?”


  “Yes. We’re very close.”


  “You didn’t think of moving yourself?”


  “I did. But I didn’t.”


  “Why not?”


  “The old Mendez—the grandparents—needed the rent money. They’re really very nice old people.”


  “You have a kind heart. But, you know, policemen don’t always see the nicest side of people. They more often see the side that counts. For example, do you know the story of the Mendez grandfather? If you don’t, it might interest you.”


  “I don’t.”


  “Well, Grandfather Mendez was once a schoolmaster. That was when the Civil War started. He fought for the other side, and was condemned to death after the war for blood crimes. He had a very beautiful sister who was pursued by a then-prominent young Falangist in Bilbao …” The lieutenant told the story old Mendez had told Ugalde of his pardon and his sister’s marriage to get the pardon. “The old man had a sense of humor,” Mieza said. “When he married and had a son, he named the boy Vladimir—after Lenin.” He said, smiling, “An unrepentant and humorous Communist. You kept poor company.”


  “I’m afraid so. Duarte asked me to join him and by the time I found out who they were, I had a lot of sympathy for the old people. It’s just that I wasn’t thinking about politics.”


  “Well, all’s well that ends well. You’re comfortably settled now?”


  “I thought I was, but my landlord didn’t like the police coming for me this morning. I got my marching orders. He said the police coming gave his house a bad name.”


  “Never mind that. I’ll talk to him. You can’t keep changing lodgings.” He stood up. “Well, I was obliged to see you to clarify the Mendez business in my own mind and before the arrests were made, I was supposed to see you about the Iruña Zarra affair. We’ve got that lot cleared up. Did you leave anything in the waiting room?”


  “They took everything but my watch when I arrived.”


  “They did what? Why, in God’s name?” He rang and the large brown envelope was brought. “Just check it while I’m here. I’m so sorry about all this. Sometimes we make such stupid mistakes.” He was quite distressed.


  Mauro broke the seal and poured everything onto the lieutenant’s desk. “Everything’s there, thank you.”


  “That’s an odd key. What on earth is it?” Mieza picked up the club key and examined it.


  “That’s the key to our Gastronomic Club.”


  “So you’re a cook?”


  “A few of us get together.” He took the offered key and put it in his pocket.


  “I come from Granada,” the lieutenant explained. “I’ve heard a lot about these Basque gastronomic clubs, of course, but I’ve never been to one.”


  And I’m not asking you, Mauro thought. “Ours is a very poor one,” he said. “I mean, our furniture, our equipment, everything is poor. We made the furniture from packing cases. We can’t afford much, but we love to cook.”


  “The cooking is the thing, I understand.”


  “Yes.” The subject stalled.


  Lieutenant Mieza walked with Mauro to the front entrance. He was relaxed, casual, one young man talking idly with a much younger man with whom there were links of acquaintance, distant but real—Colonel Basa of the Civil Guard. That was a good connection. That’s what Mieza had on his mind: connections! Mauro stilled his rising sense of triumph and listened, nodding, smiling, yessing, noing, being pleasing.


  He refused a ride back to his lodgings. “About my landlord,” he said.


  “Don’t worry about it. I’ll have a man over there before you get back. And, yes—I’ll have a good word to say about you in my report to Basa.”


  Mauro flagged down a little blue bus and half-way home got off it. His excitement wouldn’t allow him to sit. He drew great breaths; the cool air tasted strong and sweet. He swung his arms, striding; life roared in him. The fear and shame and regret of the long hours before eleven were driven far back in his mind and every vigorous step drove them further. There was nothing to fear. They knew nothing. That Mieza wanted to please Basa. “A good word to say about you to Basa.” They have eyes and ears everywhere. You can’t move but they know it; everybody believes that. Well, there you are: I was right in their jaws, fresh from a bank robbery and they hadn’t a clue. Whoever messed up Mieza’s orders was getting his arse kicked right now. That young police politician probably said, “Send a car for him,” and they picked him up at six in the morning, emptied his pockets, kept him sitting there without a pee for almost five hours. That business about his watch, too. They didn’t forget to take it. That was a technique—let him sit and watch the hours passing. For a moment, anger swept up in him and he walked faster.


  But the thought of ambitious, conniving, stupid Mieza restored his good humor. And Luis Arrabal and Dion Ugalde repossessed their heroic world, and the doctor of Burguete was his father in his silent world, and the talent ran in his bloodstream. He looked in the faces of the people passing and smiled at them, and they looked blankly back, puzzled. Who’s that? their eyes said. Do I know him? Who am I? he asked them in his head. You don’t know what I am. I blew up the Iruña Zarra in Pamplona and then toured Colonel Basa’s Summerhouse, and then I talked to him about the bombing and he hadn’t a clue. And I robbed the bank at Valmaseda, and talked to Lieutenant Mieza afterwards at Civil Guard headquarters and he’s going to commend me to the colonel. It’s in the bloodstream. The people around him were like an alcazar in which he walked, shielded and succored. Their very ignorance was a defence behind which he could move with ease and immunity. The vocabulary of Abril’s ideology came nowhere near his mind. The words that floated in it, like little orgasms, were: “cover, operation, execution, tactics, escape …” These were exciting words. He wanted to yell “ARRABAL!” and see what effect it had on the people. Instead, he spoke into the face of a pretty woman as she passed. “¡Viva Yo!” Hurrah for me! he said and she pointed a forefinger at her temple and circled it slowly and did not smile. He laughed, and saluted her and said to himself, “Pretty bitch,” and turned into his lodgings, high on his triumphs.


  Out of the fermenting air, into the staleness of his room; here was another world to subdue, and Mauro erected enclosures around his worlds with a certain panache. So he worked hard and singlemindedly on his texts till nine o’clock when his alarm went off. The alarm was a Christmas gift from his mother, and a joke they shared. She bought it one weekend when they went for a brief respite across the frontier to Bidaét. The alarm was Russian, “Made in Rostov,” the face said and it went Bong, bong, bong twelve times before it began to rattle like a crippled tank. Big Boris, they called it. He took a child’s delight in the bongs and always heard them to the end before he shut the thing off. He heard them out now, thinking how nice it would be to see his mother at Christmas—would he tell her this time about Pureza?—shut off the last bong in the middle, kissed the clock, smiling, went for his motorbike and rode through the fermenting air back into Dion Ugalde’s world.


  Street-touring on a Tuesday night.


  Weaving, dodging, backtracking, curb-crawling. It was unnecessary, of course. Skull and Begoña harassed them often at the club; it was registered officially; now Mieza knew about it. He had even handled the key. Yet it wasn’t unnecessary. Vigilance was always necessary. Are they watching us? Following me? It is necessary to know. He was not followed.


  He had laughs for them tonight. He had been into the fiery furnace and look, no singeing, ARRABAL!


  He turned his key in the lock.


  Their mood was celebration.


  They opened bottles of Rioja and drank while they prepared to cook, and drank and sang and broke away briefly to dance while they cooked and the new people in the apartment below hammered the ceiling with a broom handle. And Abril did a few of his Basque high kicks and high leaps in the little space he had and provoked more ceiling-banging and dropped out morsels of information.


  “New people below. The girl was kicked out this morning.”


  “Why?”


  “Using the premises for immoral purposes, the order said.”


  “Did you go in there?”


  “We were friends if that’s all you mean.”


  “Is that why Skull asked you if you ever brought women in here?”


  “I don’t know why Skull asks us anything. Yes, I do. Because he’s a thug who works for a thug state.”


  Reis asked, grinning his horseman’s grin, “Did you sleep with her, Abril?”


  “Do I ask you who you sleep with, Reis?”


  “Skull must have known you went in there. He’s watching you.”


  “Not unless he stood outside her door and watched me go in and out.”


  They considered the geography of the house and agreed.


  “Who are the ceiling bangers?”


  ‘I don’t know their names. A couple. She’s built like a wrestler. She was up here borrowing sugar at five.”


  Mauro said sharply, “Why didn’t she borrow it from her next-door neighbor?”


  “She said this was the only door that answered.”


  “Everybody in the building was out?”


  “How would I know?”


  “If your little whore …” Haro said.


  “She is not a whore.”


  “I apologize,” Haro said. “If she was kicked out this morning, how did these people get in so quickly?”


  Abril made a face of exasperation. There had been enough questions. This one was the limit. “You don’t know a damn thing about the poor, do you, Haro? This is a poor-people street. The poor breathe down one another’s necks, waiting for a place to live. That couple was probably next on a long waiting list. Maybe they accused her. Poverty and riches have the same effects. They make people cruel. They probably have friends in the building. Their friends probably saw me going in there. Sometimes I did her shopping for her. She’s a waitress. Long hours, you know? They probably told the landlord. He probably got an order on moral grounds.” He looked at Haro. “He probably called her a whore,” he said.


  They danced no more, but they sang and cooked and drank and sang and ate and Abril dropped another fragment of information.


  “The priest at Valmaseda transferred the bag you left for him, Mauro. I transferred ours. The leadership is pleased with us. They say we’re a crack unit, ready for a big operation.” He said it proudly, like a Boy Scout who had been commended by his Scoutmaster. Haro saw it in his face and was amused. All Abril’s attitudes were so working class, he thought. And what else? He’s incurably working class. As if it were a terminal disease. That’s why he’s the link with the next link in the Fifth Assembly; it’s never one of us. Mauro can be the leader of the unit, but never the link. Mauro and I can go into the bank and lift the money. But Abril delivers it to his link. Everything goes from us through Abril. Everything comes to us through Abril.


  “Did they tell you how much we got?” Haro asked.


  With his mouth full of chicken and grinning, Abril said, “One and a half million pesetas in dirty notes.” He often talked with his mouth full.


  “That’s twenty-five thousand dollars,” Reis said. The wine company did business with New York and exchange figures came unbidden to his mind.


  “We were to get five percent for our expenses. How much did we get?”


  “Thirty thousand pesetas,” Abril said and crammed his mouth.


  “That’s not five percent,” Reis said. “It’s a miserable five hundred dollars.”


  “What do we need it for? The Assembly needs every peseta. They’re buying guns. They have to get about. The leaders have to live. The men who’ve been driven over the mountains have to live. Their families have to eat. What do we lack? What do we need more money for?”


  “Rioja,” Haro said, feeling the tension. “Thirty thousand pesetas is enough.”


  “It’s not enough,” Reis said. “They promised us five percent. When they make a contract, they should honor it. I hope you protested, Abril?”


  “I didn’t. I agreed with them. We don’t need any more.”


  “What we need is beside the point. They offered us five percent. That’s a contract.”


  Abril rinsed his mouth with red wine and said impatiently, “What are we? Bank robbers or revolutionaries?” Christ. It was the richest member of the unit—probably the richest man in the whole Fifth Assembly—who talked about money, contracts, percentages, as if they were a fucking business. That was par for the course the rich always steered. Give us our cut.


  Mauro asked, “Where is it, Abril?”


  “At the Siglo tobacco shop. We can draw it in small amounts.”


  “It’s already a small amount.” Reis was sullen and a little drunk. “It’s not the money I care about, it’s their word.”


  “Right.” Mauro pushed the nervous subject out of reach and told them of his visit to Lieutenant Mieza and the celebration was on again. They laughed at the stupidity of the Civil Guard, at the political cupidity of Lieutenant Mieza; they laughed about their now obvious superiority, they laughed about the excitement of it all, and they were all a little tight. They drank more wine and ate and sang and drank and laughed, but Abril was withdrawn now, listening and thinking more than he laughed, and more than he drank.


  His thoughts smarted. He liked them, but they were what they were: bourgeois. Once, when he called them that, Reis hoisted his long nose in the air and said, “What does that word mean, Abril? The fact is it no longer has any meaning. It’s just a resentful sound …” Well, “whore" wasn’t just a sound and Haro let it out very easily about little Eulalia who was a waitress and wasn’t even awake when they knocked on her door this morning and gave her the eviction order from her miserable room and kitchen downstairs. What Mauro and Reis and Haro didn’t know was that she came upstairs with her squashed suitcase and sat here crying for a while and he took her to a friend’s home where she’d be allowed to stay till she found another room near her work. If she hadn’t already been fired for being late for her work.


  What would Haro know about how she felt? He was a commerce student who’d go into his father’s business and get rich. What he wanted was to be one of the current national heroes—a driver of racing cars. He’d have been content with that adulation. But he didn’t have quite enough of what it took behind a wheel and he couldn’t live without excitement and danger in a society where the excitement of participation belongs to guttersnipes who become bullfighters, or working boys who become soccer stars or rich men’s sons who become racing drivers. And he couldn’t talk freely and safely or lash about him with his tongue at politicians unless he did it in a field or on the top of a mountain. Haro was here because he wanted his own freedom to say and do as he pleased, as a substitute for a chequered flag. He needed excitement. He got it in secrecy, conspiracy and robbing banks. Maybe he didn’t know this himself—but Abril was sure of it. Spain sat heavily on Haro. But it was sitting on Haro, not on Spaniards. Not on Basques. Only on Haro.


  Reis was not really different. He couldn’t breathe. He had been on many business trips with his father to London and New York and the theaters and newspapers, and magazines and books and talk intoxicated him. Nothing, it seemed, was beyond question. Everyone, it seemed, was up on his hind legs, challenging everything. It wasn’t that Reis was committed to anything he read or heard. He was committed only to his own right to challenge restraints on himself. At the club he told them of dinner parties with his father’s London and New York customers—mere businessmen like his father, who said outrageous things about society, about religion, about their political leaders, about law, and policies as if it was mere small talk, as if it was as natural as breathing and of no great threat to authority or order. And the club was useful to Reis: He could talk here as freely as Englishmen and Americans talked without his father’s alarmed rebukes, cautions, restraints. Englishmen and Americans are not Spaniards, his father said. We have no talent for the way they live. Word and action are one with us. We are not Europeans, he said, we are Spaniards. As if a Spaniard was something less than an Englishman; more dangerous to himself and others. And that itself a notion to be defied.


  Reis needed to defy. Abril suspected that Reis thought the free-flying mouths of Englishmen and Americans made very little difference to the shape of their societies. Socialist-talking businessmen—in England, particularly—who lived like kings, couldn’t expect their privileges and advantages to suffer any diminution or they wouldn’t talk as they did. Abril was certain Reis wanted the Anglo-Saxon liberty to say and do what he pleased—in a Spanish society that would be different from its present structure only with respect to the mind and the mouth. He was quite persuaded that Reis believed the free word was a personal pleasure only. He needed to defy. He cheered the strikers because they defied. He came to the Fifth Assembly because it defied. It was a convenient sort of defiance, dangerous in a way, and that was satisfying, but clandestine; and that was a form of insurance against the consequences of, say, standing up in church and denouncing the chief of state. For that, you were arrested on the spot.


  Mauro was a different specimen altogether. The Fifth Assembly chose him. The word came from Burguete, from the link with a unit in the mountain farms. “He’s Arrabal’s grandson and he’s ready.” So Pureza was cast like a lure and Mauro was in. But Abril knew now that there wasn’t much to choose between the three of them: Reis and Haro were bourgeois iconoclasts. They hadn’t a real political idea in their heads; they were frustrated egoists who wanted to hit at something and the biggest target was “the State,” or “society” or “the regime,” or “oppression”—there was no consistency even in their vocabulary and they declined to learn Abril’s. They were stubbornly bourgeois; not because they rejected Abril’s vocabulary on some other ideological ground, but because it was “foreign” and their own, they were sure, was better. There was something silly, they thought and told Abril, about a Spanish working man using all those strange words, “like a parrot,” as Reis put it, “who’d taken a course at the London School of Economics.” And Mauro? He was a bourgeois romantic. He wanted to be another Luis Arrabal out of his time and context.


  The important thing about them was not, however, that they were or were not ideologists but that they were useful. Trained, indoctrinated cunningly according to their weaknesses—by which the Fifth Assembly strategists meant the things in them that made them willing to act under orders—they could be used. And Abril was their link, a proletarian with an ideology and a vocabulary that belonged to it. “Don’t force the language if they can’t swallow it. Don’t use it at all,” Abril’s link told him at last. “Use them” There were more important things than vocabulary to bother about.


  Abril watched them and listened to them as if they were children. He was twenty-five. But they were useful children, tools in the larger cause. They had much to lose and valued what they had and understood nothing of its relation to the purposes of the men whose cause they joined and all but a very few of whom they had ever seen. Reis was the eldest among them. “Twenty-eight,” Abril liked to tell himself with a proletarian sense of superiority that arose out of a known and defined purpose, “and emotionally retarded.”


  “You’re very quiet, Abril.”


  “I’m listening.”


  So it came to review time. At some point, usually within two weeks of an operation, when all of them had had time to reflect on it, they reviewed the operation and considered its flaws.


  “Review time,” Mauro said, and called them to order.


  They were, Abril sometimes thought, like the Catholic social workers who took parties of working-class boys to the mountains or the sea for charity holidays. There were times for teeth-cleaning, foot and hand inspecting, praying, sleeping, eating—and reviewing. Still, Abril was not the unit leader, he was the unit link and the unit manipulator. Mauro was the leader, so he led. That was one thing the Assembly knew about its handful of bourgeois units: The bourgeois “knew how to lead.” “Leave them their illusions,” was the word from the link. The problems of a bourgeois unit led by a proletarian had been experienced and examined and judged to be not worth the problems the bourgeois created. So Mauro was the leader.


  “The Pamplona operation,” he said, “was an almost unqualified success. The problems were of two different sorts. One was our fault, the other was inherent in the tactical approach. First, the inherent problems.


  “I had to meet my contact in the plaza and pass him the key to my saddlebags where he was to put the explosives. I also had to get rid of José Duarte, who was my extra cover, since he lived in Pamplona and I lived in Burguete and it was natural that both of us should be there on a weekend trip home. But at the Iruña café-bar we ran into his friends and they delayed us. I could see my contact through the big windows. He circled the plaza three times before we got away. Then I had to slip him the key as I passed him in the street. He was carrying the bomb in a paper parcel and wanted rid of it.


  “Then Duarte decided he had to eat. So we went to the La Vasca restaurant where my bike was parked. Duarte held us up badly and I had to ride him home, repark the bike and plant the bomb.


  “When I got down to the Iruña Zarra dining room it was packed. Fifty engineering students and fifty student nurses were having some sort of celebration, eating, drinking, singing, walking about, making a lot of noise. I placed the bomb and left.


  “My contact waited for me on the road home and said the explosion would be at five. It went off at four. He mistimed the thing. We could have had a disaster on our hands instead of a punishment. We could have killed and mutilated a hundred people. This sort of thing we could have avoided with more care.”


  “Was the contact a regular explosives man?” Haro asked.


  “No. His business is with goats.”


  They discussed the matter till they had picked it clean and Abril listened to their solemn proposals concerning the making of bombs and agreed to pass them to his link and did not tell them the response would be, “Piss. Why don’t they stick to what they know?” And they spent time on the two misplaced handguns at Valmaseda. It was important, they always agreed, to eliminate every unnecessary risk by guarding against stupid error.


  “Reports,” Mauro said, and Reis tried to return to the Valmaseda money. “They cheated us of three percent,” he complained.


  “It’s done,” Mauro ruled. “Forget it. Abril?”


  Abril had a name he was under orders to raise with them.


  “Señora Aña Anson,” he said.


  It was a familiar name. It spoke to them of Pamplona painters and sculptors and musicians and writers whose work had flourished or failed to flourish under Señora Anson’s patronage and promotion. And it spoke to them of great wealth and great beauty and an industrial magnate whose plants manufactured cable buses and sewing machines and dishwashers and the common hardware of the kitchen. They had in their own kitchen in the club, some of the products of one of his plants. All these and low wages were what came to mind when they thought of Señora Aña Anson and her husband who was nearing seventy in her fortieth year.


  “She must have married him for the money,” Haro said.


  “There’s plenty of it,” Abril said. “She’s had a ten-million-peseta price tag put on her by the council. The way the Assembly proposed to get it is the matter I’m ordered to report on. We have been given our next operation.”


  It was pleasant to discuss Señora Añson and her beauty and her cultural enterprises and her pictures in the papers; it was nervous work talking of Señor Anson and his money. The assignment came so casually, almost indifferently, as if there could never be doubt; that small or large, operations would never be questioned.


  “We are to take Señora Anson. They will demand ten million pesetas for the señora—and Hierro out of jail,” Abril said coldly.


  Mauro shivered on his stool. The thought of a kidnap had never touched his mind.


  “What’s our percentage?” Reis asked after the shaken silence. And Abril read the bad joke and thought, They’re frightened.


  “It’s too big for us,” Mauro said, not thinking of the money.


  “We don’t have to collect the money,” Abril said. “Only the señora.”


  “It’s too big for us,” Mauro repeated doggedly.


  “The Assembly says we’re the right unit for the job,” Abril reported faithfully, free from all useless questionings.


  “It’s not our kind of operation.” Mauro was inhibited by an immediate and stubborn reluctance. He had given the issue no thought. There had been no time for thought. He reacted. All his instincts told him it was a mistake. These things were too complicated. They were not like the Valmaseda operation, scouted, planned, executed and out with two bags full. Then forgotten and next day, labs and lectures. A kidnap was a job for the professionals—for those men who lived beyond the frontier and crossed it for one operation. Or for men whose lives were planning and promoting revolution; organizing, always on the move, always under cover. Young men who have to show up in class or account for their absence, young men who have to explain to their fathers why they haven’t been seen in his offices for two, three, how many days? This was not their work. The nature of their lives made them vulnerable, probably made them incompetent, certainly made them unsuitable. He spoke his mind.


  “We can handle it, Mauro,” Reis said cheerfully. Mindlessly, Mauro thought.


  He said, “There’s a far more serious question. You might get the money, but you’d lose the sympathy of every man, woman and child in Spain. You don’t kidnap women.” It was the first time he had allowed the word kidnap out of his mouth. It chilled him.


  “We don’t decide,” Abril said. “The Fifth Assembly decides. We obey orders.”


  “Are we ordered?”


  “They’ll come here next Tuesday night. They’ll go into it.”


  “Who?”


  “I don’t know who they’ll be. They want three keys. I’ll get them made from mine.”


  “You don’t kidnap women,” Mauro insisted.


  “That’s not for us to say. Anything we can argue, they’ve already argued. They know the arguments and the answers. It’s all been worked out.”


  “Abril,” Haro said quietly, “you have a fine proletarian sense of your station in life. Obedience comes naturally.”


  “I know why I’m here, Haro. I know why I’m in this. Do you know why you’re in it?” Abril picked up a stack of dirty dishes and carried them to the kitchen. When he came back, he said into their nervous silence, as if he had done nothing to interrupt himself, “Next Tuesday we’d all better know. I don’t know who they’ll be, but the men who come to set this one up—they’ll be pros. And by God, they know why they’re in it.”


  It had a harsh and threatening sound.


  For the second time in his life, Mauro’s separate worlds failed to stay separate. The doctor of Burguete would not be separated in his mind from Dion Ugalde, Luis Arrabal’s chief lieutenant. The tried and trusted mechanisms of self-deception ceased; comforting, flattering or exciting fantasies that had colored the dreary days were suddenly aggravations threatening his security, and dreary reality was unexpectedly welcome. But dreary reality was depressing: it was the dimension of the new assignment; it was his mother, Maria-Angeles Ugalde, who took on a peculiar likeness to Señora Aña Anson; it was an assignment so large and complex and unpredictable that the prospect of failure threatened his father and mother with disastrous consequences he had not allowed himself to consider before.


  He wrote two tests in the days that followed and was alarmed by his performance. His test papers, like his texts, threw up the word “kidnap.” He wrote his weekly letter to his parents and found himself forgetting in the middle of sentences how they were meant to go on. He found “kidnap” falling from the point of his pen when his mind—he thought—had thrust it out. He made four attempts to write his letter, struggling cheerlessly to be cheerful and, desperate for something to say, asked permission in his fifth and final attempt, to bring Pureza to Burguete for some part of the Christmas holiday.


  And he went with Haro to the library of the faculty of commerce to search the files of newspapers they kept there for references to Señora Aña Anson. There were plenty. The señora, it was clear, was a fine horsewoman. There were pictures of her riding fine horses, opening exhibitions, reading orchestral scores with visiting conductors (“Do you think she really can read music?” Haro wondered. “When a woman looks like her, she doesn’t even need to read Spanish,” Mauro said), and smiling incessantly with and at groups of dignitaries who had agreed to do for culture what she wanted them to do. Yes, she was beautiful. She was very beautiful. She was gracious. She was generous. She was wealthy. She was half her husband’s age, and childless. Was that her aged husband’s fault? A childless woman is a pitiful thing. If she is beautiful and rich and wears clothes that define what they cover with provocative exactitude so that men and women with blood in their veins can see in her what women desire to be and men desire to possess, then she is doubly pitiful for she has an old man in her bed who can neither value nor possess her to that end which is the purpose of her life: childbearing. In picture after picture, with painters and writers and sculptors and musicians, her smile was frank and friendly with an unassuming openness, but in others there was about her eyes a withdrawn and private light.


  “What she needs is a young and potent lover,” Haro said. “She’s sad.”


  “Don’t talk that way,” Mauro said impatiently, and knew it was what more than half the women in Spain would say; what his mother would say, what Pureza would say. Once he overheard his mother say of one of his father’s patients in the village (a young waitress in the bar halfway down the street by the town hall, whose breasts were full, legs exquisite, hips eloquent, cradle empty and husband sickly), “She doesn’t need you, Dion. She needs a night on the mountain with a man like Ramiro Urbina, the vet. He’d give her twins.”


  And his father laughed and said, “It’s genetics, not big genitals that make twins.”


  If Señora Aña Anson in her fortieth year were to flower and bring forth, men would wonder, and women would believe she had taken a potent lover to give her a child; and the women would frown for their men and smile little smiles of triumph with other women and rejoice with and pray for the brave and determined señora who refused to allow her womb to be denied.


  It was a mistake, a stupid and destructive mistake to take a woman for ransom and in exchange for Hierro; it was a monumental blunder to take this woman. “And that is what I’ll argue,” he told Haro.


  On Saturday, he took Pureza on the back of the bike to the fishing village of Elancove. It roosted against the cliff above its little harbor built of massive cut stone. The one cobble-stoned, narrow street wound along the face of the cliff like a goat path. The houses were accessible only by narrow precipitous steps, and Pureza stood on the steps and touched the houses on either side with her outstretched hands. She was gay, affectionate, amusing.


  “Come down,” he said. “Let’s go along beyond the harbor and have lunch. I want to talk to you.” Talk was his reason for bringing her here today. He was nervously impatient to unburden his spirit. He would have been prepared to speak his deepest fears to his mother but that was impossible. He couldn’t trust them to Haro or Reis. What he felt and feared didn’t need a hand to shake but a breast to suckle; or a womb to hide in.


  Down in the harbor a fisherman cleaned a large fish on the sea wall and threw the guts into the water. The crying gulls planed down. The man’s wife came out of her house with a bucket of water and a brush and scrubbed the sea wall.


  “That’s not the kind of domestic service you can expect from me,” Pureza said. She took his hand and skipped around him, spinning him. “I have different domestic joys planned for you,” she promised him. In a different state of mind and spirit he would have asked for them now. He hid his impatience of her sportive and untimely mood and hurried her along.


  The striking fishermen with small glasses in their thick, broad hands stood in a clump on the concrete pad outside the bar door and with knowing, smiling eyes watched them scramble out of sight along the rocky base of the cliff beyond the harbor. Mauro could not hear their comments but he knew them. Pureza could not hear their comments.


  “Dirty-minded bastards,” she said.


  They ate their sandwiches and drank their wine lodged out of the wind’s way among great rocks. “Stay where you are,” Pureza said. “In a little while a couple of those bullocks will sneak along the cliff and look down to see if you’ve got my slacks off yet.”


  Mauro stayed six feet from her. Their backs were braced against confronting rocks. The wind’s whistle and moan were shut away. Now that they were apart and safe in a place where talk could be free, he wasn’t sure how to reach his dangerous subject.


  “Pureza,” he said. “I can’t think of anything these days but you and me and a practice in a country town.” He began where all his disturbed emotions took him and always took him when he was afraid; to a place to hide, a dream of repose, a breast to suckle.


  “That’s nice,” she said and lobbed pebbles for him to catch, like a pet.


  “Is that all you have to say?”


  “What would you like me to say?”


  “That you can’t think of anything these days but me and you and a practice in a country town.”


  “That’s what I do think.”


  “There’s nothing more important?”


  “What could be more important?”


  “You got me into the Fifth Assembly.”


  “You think that’s more important?”


  “No.”


  “Then what’s bothering you?”


  “It would sound ridiculous if I said I couldn’t tell you.”


  “It would be ridiculous. It would mean you don’t trust me. It would also be about the Fifth Assembly.”


  “It is.”


  She caught her own pebbles for a moment tossing them high. “What is it, Mauro?” She watched the pebbles. “Do you want out?”


  “No. We’ve never swapped information unless they put you on one of the club’s operations.” It was impossible … it was also unwise … to say, I want to be sure I can trust you, I want to be sure the Fifth Assembly isn’t more important.


  “Is it a bank?”


  “No.”


  “Is it dangerous?”


  “Very. And complicated.”


  “Bank jobs aren’t?”


  “Do you think they are?”


  “I’m always so afraid that I want to run away. If you weren’t there, I think I would, I’m quite sure I would.”


  That was an opening. He probed it. “Then why do you do it?”


  “Haven’t you seen that yet? When I fell in love with you I wanted to stop. I stayed in because you stayed in. I wanted more than anything to impress you. To tell you the truth, I thought you wouldn’t want me if I wasn’t brave and bold and a great joker. Mauro, do you want out?”


  “No.”


  “I trust you, Mauro. I love you. Shall I tell you what I really think?”


  “Yes.” They were on the right track, going the way he wanted to go. She would take them, it seemed, to where he wanted to be.


  “You’ve told me a lot about your family, how close you are. I think you’re too close and you got into the Fifth Assembly as a kind of assertion of your freedom—from boyhood to manhood. Something like that. I think we both did the same thing for the same reason. My parents bullied me and I joined something I couldn’t tell them about to spite them. You did it to … just to be a bit free of them. Is that silly?”


  “No. But there’s more to it than that. I think I want to be more like my grandfather than my father. I love him very much, don’t misunderstand me. But Luis Arrabal—well—”


  “So you don’t want out?”


  “No.”


  “Then tell me what’s bothering you, Mauro. I think you’re frightened.”


  “I am. If I’m caught, the world will fall in on me.”


  “Then, by God, I want to know. I’m going to know, Mauro. If not, take me home and forget me.”


  “They want Hierro out of jail.”


  “A jail break? It can’t be done. They’d shoot Hierro as soon as it started.”


  “Not a jail break. They want Hierro and ten million pesetas for Señora Aña Anson of Pamplona.”


  Pureza jumped up. She leaned over him, unbelieving. “A kidnap?”


  “Yes.”


  “You?”


  “Yes.”


  “No!”


  “They’re sending men to the club on Tuesday night.”


  “You? No! A woman? No! No, Mauro, no!”


  “I’ll need all the arguments you can give me.”


  “No arguments, Mauro. You just refuse. You won’t do it.”


  “They’ve already decided that.”


  She sat down beside him, holding tightly to his arm. They were quiet. They did not see the fishermen watching them from the top of the cliff. Then she cried.


  “No, no, no,” she said. “The club can’t do it. There are always delays and where are you and Reis and Haro if you’re held up somewhere? How do you account for yourselves? It’s stupid, Mauro. And it’s wrong. Not a woman. But not you anyway. It’s impossible. It’s too complicated. Oh, God. It’s wrong.”


  And too dangerous, he thought. I’m frightened. Country town banks are easy, but this. The complications made his head swim.


  “I asked my mother if you could come to Burguete for Christmas. Will you come?”


  I asked my mother. The words advanced his deflation. He was out of his depths. He felt too young, too dependent, too far from solid ground, too vulnerable. The thought of a country practice and Pureza in bed and in the kitchen was a kind of womb.


  “What did she say?”


  “She hasn’t had time to say.”


  “I’ll come.”


  “On Tuesday night, I’ll refuse.”


  “Yes,” she said listlessly. “Please let’s go home.”


  “I don’t want to leave you.”


  “I don’t want you to leave me. The girls are away for the day.”


  “Dry your eyes. The men at the bar will think I tried to assault you.”


  “You’ll refuse, Mauro? And stick to it?”


  “I’ll stick to it.” Will they allow me to stick to it?


  “I love you so much, Mauro. I need you so much.”


  It was astonishing that anybody should love him. He did not feel like a leader. He felt like Dr. Ugalde’s boy, Mauro. He wished he could talk to his father and touch him and tell him how he loved him, how he needed him.


  “You’ll love my father and mother,” he said.


  “I know that.”


  He was at Somera early on Tuesday night, standing in a doorway, watching number twenty.


  Reis came first, almost dancing with a swinging step, whistling; he looked about him to spot observers and, seeing none, waltzed a little, made a joyful Basque leap, high-kicking in the air and went inside. That was Reis. Mauro smiled at Reis. Abril would call him a “bourgeois dilettante” and Abril would be right. Reis would get rich and in time he would see every side of every question and he would be a rich and cynical old man, and tolerant of the oddities of others. He’s probably the best of us, when the story is all told, Mauro thought.


  Haro came soon after, walking with purpose, bent a little forward from the waist, as if another inch would help him at the finish line. Haro would die rich and rigid. Radical now, reactionary later. He saw them with a clarity he had never allowed himself before. With his head on the block, his eyes were open.


  There were silence and emptiness in the street.


  Then a short man as broad as a house, a beret on his head, walked up the street from Ribera. He walked with a powerful waddle and did not hesitate as he turned into number twenty. It had all been scouted. They had passed this way before. It was ten minutes before the next one came, from the other end of the street. He was a man of middle height, bareheaded, without a top coat, walking slowly with his head up as if he listened to the street. He stopped to light a cigar, turned his back to the light wind from the river, checked behind him and stepped briskly into number twenty. The third one was not far behind and from the same direction; a youth. He stayed by the door of the house, lit a cigarette, and began his vigil. Skull would not take them by surprise. They knew everything, foresaw everything, prepared for everything. They were the professionals. Their lives were concealment, evasion, deceit, mobility. Mauro wondered how men could live that way, without being able to relax, be careless, be indifferent. He did not want to live that way. He did not speak to the youth at the door but, bracing his spirit against the apprehension that harassed it, crossed the street and went upstairs and turned his key.


  Reis, Haro and Abril were in the kitchen preparing food. Let all things be equal and the same as they were. Food as usual in spite of the señora. Nothing must ever be as it was not. That would be noticed. The two men sat on the bench by the narrow table against the wall. They faced the room and looked to Mauro like farmers waiting in patient discomfort at a bus station. They stood up, watchful as boars in a thicket and did not smile and did not speak. Abril came from the kitchen and waved his hand inclusively. “They’re here,” he said by way of introduction. Nameless. Namelessness is a strange condition, Mauro thought. How many people can they trust? But trust was a powerful word. It made him think of his father and mother and their trust, which embraced him. The thought fortified his resolution. He went into the kitchen to help the cooks.


  “It’s good,” the thick one said in a throaty grunt and lacking a name for him, Mauro christened him Boar. The other one he would name when he spoke. Boar shovelled Reis’ potaje de titos into his mouth. He looked at the other one who nodded vigorous agreement and said nothing. He was spooning the dark mess of Haro’s squid. Mauro ate Abril’s pollo a la chilindrón. They ate in throttled silence and drank sparingly.


  “That was good,” the Boar said when every pot had been emptied. He took a long draught of red wine. “Good,” he said with deep-bellied satisfaction. “I like good food. Now.” He pushed his dish away.


  “When we clear away,” Mauro said, asserting a leadership he had come to assert.


  They sat in a half-moon at the low table. The two men sat on the bench, their elbows behind them on the narrow table. “Now,” Boar said and Mauro marveled at his enormous chest.


  “You are assigned,” Boar said, “to a vital part of the Anson operation.”


  I should speak now, Mauro thought, but there is nothing to speak to yet. He waited, and waiting, felt something drain away, as if by silence he had already given ground.


  Boar had peculiar speckled eyes, of what color Mauro could not determine. It was their heat that awed him, and they surveyed the young men around the table as if to dissect them.


  “Maps will come later,” Boar said. “The purpose of the action is to exchange the Señora Aña Anson for ten million pesetas and Vincente Hierro.”


  “It is a mistake,” Mauro said and the tremor in his throat was audible in his head.


  “Discussion will come later,” Boar said. “What discussion is necessary.” He looked steadily at Mauro and remained silent for a long moment. “The situation is simple. This coming Saturday, the señora will open an exhibition of paintings at San Sebastian. They are the work of a young painter of Pamplona. He is Martin Celaya. She believes in him.” He smiled a faint little smile and waited for his irony to be grasped. “In the evening she will preside at a dinner given by her at the Hotel de Londres y de Inglaterra in Celaya’s honor to the cultural notables of San Sebastian. She will leave there with her protege and go to the Anson bloodstock farm at Hernani where they plan to remain till Monday morning. The Señora Anson is, as you know, a famous horsewoman. They plan to ride horses on Sunday. The horses are better housed than the poor of Bilbao.”


  “How do you know she’ll be there?” Mauro asked aggressively.


  “We read it in her engagement book. We have eyes in her house in Pamplona.”


  “A servant?”


  “There are three women servants at the Anson farmhouse in Hernani,” Boar said, ignoring Mauro, “and a manservant. You will arrive before the señora and the painter return on Saturday and put these servants under restraint. You will then wait for the señora and the painter, put the painter under restraint and remove the Anson woman to a safe place where you will hold her until the money is paid and Hierro is released across the frontier. The maps will show you in exact detail where you will be and where you will go. We shall study them now …” He reached into his high boot and pulled out the maps.


  “No,” Mauro said.


  Boar laid the maps on the table with slow, deliberate care. He opened and spread them. Then he turned to Mauro. “You have something to say?”


  “The whole thing is a mistake. You can’t kidnap a woman. You’ll alienate all Spain.”


  “That has been considered. The decision has been made. You have been assigned your part.”


  “I won’t do it.”


  Boar took a piece of paper from his inside pocket. He spread it on the table and read from it, “From the bottom,” he said, “the Valmaseda bank, the Iruña Zarra bombing, the bank at Ondárroa, the Civil Guard barrack explosions at Pedernales. Do I go on? You appear to have an excellent service record. Did you take part in these operations?”


  “Yes.”


  “And seven others?”


  “Yes.”


  “You took orders and accepted responsibility?”


  “Yes.”


  “You made no attempt to pick and choose the operations you engaged in?”


  “No.”


  “And now you do?”


  “Yes.”


  “You are not free to do so.”


  “It’s a stupid operation. You’ll alienate …”


  “Is that your only argument?”


  “Are you trying to make enemies?” The Boar’s cold condescension, and the power that flowed from him, made Mauro shout. The man was like a rolling boulder on a slope.


  “I shall try to put your mind at ease about that,” Boar said. “It has been considered. There are times when the objective makes a temporary alienation of public sympathy well worth risking. The public mind is fickle. There will soon be some government action which sweeps what support we have back to us. The temporary loss of sympathy is the price we have to pay for ten million pesetas and for Hierro, whom we need now. His release will be a major psychological victory. The effect on future arrests will be phenomenal. They will hesitate to make them knowing what we are capable of doing. They cannot guard all the wealthy women of Spain. It has all been discussed. It is decided.”


  “And if they won’t pay? If they won’t release Hierro? You lose everything by having to release Señora Anson without your price. You are made to look incompetent.”


  “That is why we chose a woman. That is why we chose this woman. Her husband has the price. The government will not keep Hierro. This public opinion that concerns you so much will not let her husband or the government sacrifice a woman.”


  “Sacrifice a woman?”


  “Sacrifice.”


  “What are you telling us?”


  “If the industrialist Anson does not pay, and if the government does not release Hierro, the señora will not go home. They might, you could argue, hang Hierro. But the wealthy women of Spain outnumber the leaders of the Fifth Assembly. It has all been decided.”


  “You’d kill her?”


  “We won’t need to kill her.”


  “Answer the question! If they don’t pay, will you kill her?”


  “Who holds her will kill her.”


  “And we are assigned to hold her?”


  “That is the decision.”


  “I’ll not do it. They won’t do it.” Mauro swept his arm across the table at his friends. “Reis?” he demanded.


  “No,” Reis said. “I will not.” His hands were locked and white.


  “Haro?”


  “I’ll not do it.” He glowered doggedly at Boar. “I’ll not do it.”


  “Abril?”


  “I’ll do what must be done.” Abril looked directly into Mauro’s face. “They shot Mendizábal to death. They trapped him in Guecho when he was the leader of the Fifth Assembly before Hierro. They shot six shipyard strikers the other day. They are not squeamish about spilling our blood. Their blood spills as easily as ours and it is red like ours. It looks the same on the street.”


  Boar smiled. “That is very dramatic,” he said, “but there will be no need for blood. They will pay. They paid for Huarte. They did not hang the prisoners in the Burgos trials when we took the West German consul to stop the hangings. They will not sacrifice the Anson woman. Public opinion will not let them.”


  “But they caught all the men who took Huarte and they killed Mendizábal who led them,” Mauro said.


  “Mendizábal was too bold. He did not hide his face. I am not a bold man.”


  “I’ll not take any part in it.”


  “Young man,” Boar said, and the patience had left his voice. “You have been assigned. You know. Do you think you can be privy to such knowledge and walk away?”


  The silence was audible.


  Boar said, “They trapped Mendizábal in Guecho and shot him to death. How did they know where to find him? Three days after they shot him to death, a young priest was found, dead by the knife. Do you think we should leave ourselves vulnerable? Do you believe we have no recourse? Priest or pope—there is no immunity, just as there was no sound at that priest’s end. He was the one. Such necessities we find distasteful.”


  Reis dropped a pencil he was twisting in his fingers. The small noise sounded like a cannon. “I’m sorry,” he said pointlessly.


  “We shall now get down to details,” Boar said.


  There was no more discussion. The three young men sat numbly on their stools, confused and afraid in this first encounter with the other side of their radical penny. Boar frightened them. They felt his power. But even more frightening was what they could not see—the tentacles that could reach them, soundlessly.


  Abril sat, smiling. And Boar filled the room with his size and his sound.


  “We shall all become familiar with our responsibilities,” he said, and put a light to his list of Mauro’s operations, smiling at him. “Nerves,” he said. “You’ll get over them. You have done excellent work.”


  He leaned over the maps. “Hernani,” he said. “You will make yourselves familiar with the ground—every yard of it. You will do that separately, not in a group. You will take the woman from this house, to this house, only fourteen kilometers away.” His voice droned on, laden with infinite detail and authority. Over and over again. There were no more questions. He nodded to Mauro. “You will be in charge of the woman. Your gallant feelings qualify you.” He nodded to Abril. “You will be in charge of this part of the general operation. Your sentiments equip you.”


  Reis said, very softly, as if not to disturb a sleeping dog, “What is your part?”


  “My unit will handle the dangerous part. We shall collect the money. Hierro will carry it from his cell where they will deliver it to him and bring it under escort to the frontier. There is irony in that, is there not? That will make a good story around the world.”


  7


  Do not go looking for five feet on a cat.


  SPANISH PROVERB


  Sick with misery, Pureza sent word to the car-hire company that she was not well. The message she got in reply said she could have four days without pay and would need a doctor’s certificate when she came back to work.


  Mauro raced to and away from classes, missing some, pleading indisposition, not opening a book. He had become to himself a ridiculous scrambling figure, the bold bourgeois romantic caught between the common but pressing necessities of student life and the oppressive bondage of his fantasy world.


  Pureza rode behind him to Hernani and out to the valley where the Anson horses ran. They climbed the wooded hills that enclosed the rich green meadows and sat among the trees, watching,


  “That’s the Anson house,” Mauro explained. “The manager’s house and the stables and barns are down the valley around the corner, out of sight. Nobody but the four servants comes near the house after six o’clock. It’s all been scouted. That part will be easy.”


  “It won’t work, Mauro,” Pureza insisted miserably.


  “It has to work.”


  They rode the fourteen kilometers into the higher hills to the house where Señora Anson was to be held. It was a large house, secluded and inhabited. “They’ve hired it and put a couple in it. Their job is to front for us. Then they’ll slip back into France. The cars will be hired in France, driven over the frontier on Saturday and driven back as soon as we get her to this house. Their calculation is that keeping her so close to the Anson place, the Civil Guard will be fooled. They’ll expect us to run for the frontier, so they’ll try to close the mountain routes.”


  “Will they?”


  “Probably. It’s the first thing they always think of.”


  “Maybe they’ll change their way of thinking this time. God, I’m sick, Mauro. It’s not going to work. You’ll be in jail for thirty years.”


  “I’ll make it work.”


  “And what do we do afterwards?”


  “I don’t know. We have to make it work first. Then we’ll think about afterwards.”


  They went back down the twisting road toward Hernani. The road to Arano turned left off it, a narrow road, four meters wide. They rode along it for a way, and back to the Hernani road.


  “Our orders are to stay three hundred yards apart,” he said, “Reis and Haro in the first car, me in the middle with the señora taped, lying in the back seat, Abril and another man I haven’t seen, in the third car. Another pro, I suppose. They’ll have the guns. Automatic pistols.”


  They went up and down the road many times, always turning into the road to Arano and pulling in quickly to the side.


  “Nobody’ll know she’s gone till the word is phoned from Hendaye by the men who are supposed to take the cars back. Their job is to call a link in Pamplona and the husband will get a call from there. Then the pressure comes on. All the papers in Europe are to be told so that our papers and television can’t suppress it.”


  “Why don’t we run, Mauro? To France? I have enough to get us to England.”


  “We have to go through with it. We have to make it work. After that, we’ll see.”


  “We couldn’t even earn a living outside Spain. My God!”


  They went up and down the road on Wednesday and Thursday and Friday. They knew it yard for yard, from the stock farm to the holding-house beyond the Arano road. “This is the spot. We drew our money from the Siglo tobacco shop this morning,” he said. “This is my share. Hire a car from Hertz and be exactly here on this spot, headed out.”


  “I never knew till now what it’s like to be sick with fear.”


  He didn’t kiss her when she leaned against him. He put an arm around her and gave her a comradely squeeze. He felt no sentiment. He was frightened, and doubtful, and desperately determined. “We’ll come out of this,” he said and wondered how. All the damage was done. Even success wouldn’t undo it. And success was a very long shot. The more he thought about it, the less likely he believed it to be.


  They rode down into San Sebastian and took the superway back to Bilbao. “Sleep well,” she said hopelessly and went to her room and cried.


  On Saturday morning he sought again the security of the womb and phoned his parents. They were having breakfast.


  “Mauro, Mauro, this is a wonderful surprise. Can you afford it? Did you get my letter about Pureza? Will she come at Christmas?”


  “She wants to come, Mama.” But Christmas is an eternity from here.


  “Did you get my letter?”


  “Not yet.”


  “Was there some special reason for calling?”


  “Nothing special, Mama. I wanted to tell you I love you.” I want to cry “Help me, please” and you can’t.


  “We love you dearly, Mauro. Are you working hard?”


  “Very. May I speak to Father?”


  “Yes, dear, yes, dear.”


  Ugalde said at once, “Is anything wrong, Mauro?”


  “No, no, Father. I just wanted to talk to you.” I want to tell you what I’ve done to you and I can’t.


  “You’re all right?”


  “Yes, yes. Father?”


  “Yes, Mauro?”


  “I wanted to say how much I love you.”


  “I wanted to hear you say it. Are you sure all’s well?”


  “Yes, yes. I love you and Mama more than I know how to say. I wanted to tell you.” I want to warn you of the disaster that hangs over you and I haven’t the courage to tell you.


  “You’re sure you’re all right?”


  “Oh, yes.”


  “We love you, Mauro.”


  “Thank you both.”


  It was a mistake to call. His father knew something was wrong. He had made a ruin of all their lives.


  “Forgive me,” he said when the phone was in its cradle. He wanted Maria to open her womb and shelter him; but he didn’t know that.


  And Ugalde said to Maria-Angeles, “Things aren’t right. Or he’s desperately lonely. He’s never done that before.”


  “We get lonely without him, Dion.”


  “Yes. Oh, yes. Yes, we do.” He went to his surgery to think, and to hide his foreboding from her.


  They went separately by bus to San Sebastian and separately walked from the bus station to the fishing fleet harbor. A high wind blew and it was raining. They converged under the old archway, beyond the harbor car park. The wind increased. The Bay of Biscay beat past Santa Clare island lying in the mouth of La Concha bay, and tried to climb the sea wall. The rain turned to lashing hail. But they stood apart under the archway and did not speak.


  The red and green and brown and white houses of the fishermen were stacked one on the other, against the side of Monte Urgull, where the statue of the Sacred Heart towered over all, like one of the heavenly host holding a watching brief on the mess below. The fishing fleet rode idle and secure in the harbor, still on strike. Mauro looked out through the hail and thought, “A week ago I cared about them. Now I don’t even care about Reis and Haro over there.”


  Abril came down narrow, cobbled del Coro with a man none of them knew. He asked for a light from Reis and passed him the car key with his matches. The key had a tag attached to it, with the number of the car written on it.


  Abril let his cigarette go out and again approached Reis as he walked out into the hail. Reis walked on into the storm and didn’t speak to him. Haro left the shelter of the archway, following Reis.


  Where do they meet? Mauro wondered, watching Abril. They come and go, and know how to find one another and we never know. He received his key, with his matches, from the other man and did not leave his shelter till the hail stopped. When he moved, he did not walk to the carpark but went through the back of the arch.


  “Where are you going?” he heard Abril say and looked back. Abril was facing the harbor, not looking at him.


  “To eat.”


  “Go to your car.”


  “Go to hell. I’m starving.”


  Bar Clery was no more than twenty steps away. He went through the archway and into the restaurant. He was angry. He thought he hated Abril. Go to the car! By God. Do this, you bourgeois puppet, do that, you stupid tool. Go to hell, you bloodthirsty bastard. It was good for him. He felt a little fortified, a little readier for what was to come; a little fear was displaced by a little angry courage.


  Abril and the other man came into the restaurant, sat down at a corner table, ordered drinks but not food, and sat like warders till Mauro had eaten. There were so many silent lurkers among them, like tentacles reaching out from an unseen body. They made him shudder. When his bill came, he wrote on the back of it, signed what he wrote, put it in his pocket and left.


  Abril and the man came after him. They caught up with him in the carpark.


  “What’s the matter with you?” Abril asked him impatiently.


  “Nothing now. I’ve eaten.”


  “What were you writing in there?”


  “That’s none of your business.”


  “Anything you do is my business now.”


  “Abril,” Mauro said, “I just grew up. Why don’t you try it?”


  Abril had no more time to waste. He issued an order in a leader-voice. “It’s time to go. Get your car and fall in behind Reis and Haro.”


  “No. I have things to do first.”


  “What things?”


  “My things. Now will you fuck off, Abril? We went through it all twelve times and then we went through it another twenty. I’ve been over the ground every day, ten times a day. I’m doing something I don’t want to do and I’m beginning to hate the sound of your voice and the look on your face. I’ll be in place, dead on time. So fuck off.” Mauro walked away, feeling strong. Another small victory. Abril did not try to follow. That too was a sort of victory. Mauro walked to the Hotel de Londres y de Inglaterra and went in.


  He didn’t know yet what he was going to do or whether he would do anything. There was a vacant coffee table by the windows looking out on La Concha bay and he sat down. The lobby was L-shaped and the glass-cage elevator was on the elbow of the L. It rattled up and down, loading and unloading the three or four passengers it could carry. He watched the elevator and the floodlit statue of the Sacred Heart in turn, waiting, and he gave no thought to why he was waiting.


  The señora’s guests arrived. He supposed they were her guests. They had an air of cultural self-importance. He watched them without interest, not wondering who they were until what seemed to be the last of them had been pointed to the dining room. It was time to go.


  She came out of the glass elevator as he passed it on his way to the street; the Señora Aña Anson, the painter Celaya and some fat local dignitary. As if this was what he had intended since he came, he blocked her way.


  “Señor, if you please,” the fat dignitary said, pushing gently with possessive anxiety.


  “Señora Anson,” Mauro said.


  Her smile, he was sure, was genuine. It was for him. Her pictures were far from true; they told nothing of the impact of her real presence. “Señor?” she said as if it mattered that he was there; as if it delighted her that he was there.


  And he could think of nothing to say.


  “You,” she said, “spoke to me.”


  “I am Mauro Ugalde,” he said.


  “Yes?”


  “I want to thank you …” but for what? For anything? I want to shout run, don’t go near your farm. “I want to thank you for bringing the Celaya exhibition. Thank you, señora … that is all …” He turned away, conscious of attention, and foolishness and a suddenly burning face and heard her say, “Señor … please. Señor,” she called but he was through the door, hurrying to the carpark. “That’s a pity. I was about to make you shake his hand,” she said. “Ugalde? Something Ugalde?”


  “Mauro Ugalde, I think. He took me by surprise.”


  “Yes. Yes, of course.” She was staring at nothing, listening, as if to voices in her head. “Yes,” she said. “Yes, of course.”


  “Señora,” the fat dignitary urged. There were guests waiting for his entrance.


  “Yes, of course,” the señora said again, her mind on something else. “I hope I can remember what I was going to say.” But she stood where she was, staring at the glass door.


  “Is something the matter, señora?” the fat dignitary asked unhappily, thinking of his spoiled entrance.


  She did not hear him. “Why should I?” she said strongly. “Why should I? But I must, mustn’t I?”


  “Señora?” The fat dignitary was puzzled. The painter was puzzled. The señora was talking to herself, on some private matter.


  “Yes, of course,” she said and they went in to dinner.


  They parked the three French cars out of sight among the trees in the parkland surrounding the Anson farmhouse and walked the hundred yards to the front door.


  The little man who opened the door looked like a Pekinese dressed as a waiter. He stared at two destructive guns and saw with his peripheral vision the five faces that shone with eerie menace through the stocking masks. He did not speak at all. His mouth hung open, his large brown eyes stayed wide. He backed obediently into the hall.


  “Ring the women in here,” Abril said when they pushed the man to the drawing room.


  The three women came as summoned and had no more to say than the little manservant. It’s odd, Mauro thought, in the movies people always scream but in real life their minds die, their mouths fall open, and they stare, full of throat-paralyzing fear. He had seen women gag in an effort to scream. The four servants were herded to the little man’s room upstairs, taped and tied, and left to recover at leisure.


  There was nothing to do now but wait for Señora Anson. They stuffed their stocking masks into pockets and made themselves comfortable in the drawing room.


  It was a large white room with a very high ceiling and heavy black furniture. Three immense logs burned slowly in the great fireplace. Three long deep couches fenced it in. Abril and the man sat facing the fire. Reis and Haro slouched sullenly on their left. Mauro prowled the room.


  “Is there any wine in that big sideboard?” Abril called to him.


  “Scotch whiskey, French brandy, sherry, liqueurs, everything else you can think of—but no wine.”


  Abril got up and examined it himself. “You know,” he said masterfully, like a general on active service, “the price of this one piece of furniture would keep a Basque worker’s family for three years.” He opened it. “Look at this booze. Only the best, and all we could drink in a week. Haro,” he said, “find some red wine.”


  “Find it yourself.”


  “Haro,” Mauro said, “I could use it. Let’s find it.”


  They found it in a small cellar under the kitchen. “You want to run his errands, Mauro? That’s not the way you talked on Tuesday.”


  “I want to pass something to you.”


  “What?”


  “I’ll put it in your pocket just before we get back. If he sees it he’ll kill both of us.”


  “Then I don’t want it.”


  “You don’t believe we’ll get away with this, Haro.”


  “Putting the servants away was easy enough.”


  “Putting the painter away and taking the señora will be just as easy. The bad bit begins when they try to collect Hierro and the money.”


  “They’ll collect.”


  “When? We’ll be up the road with the señora. They’ll be over the frontier waiting for Hierro and the money. We have to stay. We have to go back and try to look normal. The longer the delay of the payoff, the worse everything gets and all the time the police delay, they’ll be searching.”


  “There’s a three-day limit on any delay.”


  “The Assembly will extend it. Maybe they’ll extend it twice—they want Hierro and that money. And the more they extend it, the less likely they are to get anything. Then we kill her? You and me, Haro? Do we?”


  “They’ll collect.”


  “Or the Civil Guard will find us before they have to pay. Or they’ll not pay—they’ll stall while they search. And the three days will pass and the extensions, and then we kill her? You and me and Reis, Haro?”


  “For Christ’s sake, Mauro. I’m sick enough already.”


  “I couldn’t kill her, Haro. I’ve met her.”


  “You’ve what?”


  “I went down to the hotel and spoke to her in the lobby.”


  “What in God’s name for? What did you say?”


  “I don’t know. But I won’t kill her. I won’t let Abril or that other bastard kill her—and I couldn’t kill her any more than I could kill you.”


  “Christ! You make me feel I’m already dead.”


  “We’ve got to stop them, Haro. They’re lunatics to try this. We’ve got to stop them and argue with them afterwards. They’ll see reason when the whole thing’s over and out of the way.”


  “We’ll be out of the way. They’ll kill us instead of her.”


  “Here.” Mauro pushed the Bar Clery bill into Haro’s pocket. “Read that when you get into the car and not before. Just do what it says and you and Reis meet me when and where it says.”


  “They’ll kill us, if we try anything.”


  “No, they won’t, Haro. But we’re all done if they go through with this and it fails. We’re all ruined for life. We’ve got to try, Haro. For our own sakes.”


  “I’m not trying anything.”


  “All right. Hang with them, Haro, for sure as hell they’ll hang—if the Civil Guard even bothers to take them alive.”


  “Christ! Are you trying to scare the shit out of me? Stop it, Mauro, for God’s sake, stop it!”


  They walked back to the drawing room.


  “I didn’t really expect to see you today, Mauro,” Abril said. “You must have done a lot of sound thinking.”


  “When this is over, we’re going to do a lot of thinking, Abril. Better thinking than the sort that set up this stupid operation.” Mauro sat as close as the furniture allowed to the man with Abril. He felt perversely unpleasant. “Do you ever speak?” he asked insolently.


  “When necessary.”


  “Have you a name?”


  “Not for you.”


  “You don’t live in Spain. You slip over for operations. Where do you live?”


  “Don’t ask any more questions.”


  “Take orders but don’t ask questions?”


  “Right.”


  “From you?”


  “Tonight, from Abril. Tomorrow, from me.”


  “And if we don’t.”


  “You will.” His assurance was cold and untroubled.


  “Believe me,” Mauro said deliberately, “you can give orders to Abril. You’ll not give them to us.”


  “I was told you were nervous.” The man was smiling. “Quiet down. Nervous people are a nuisance.”


  “How many of you people only speak to threaten? You know what you remind me of? You know what you’re really like? The Civil Guard. Why don’t you join them?”


  “Shut up.”


  They drank the wine in hostile and uneasy silence. When it was finished Abril said, “Wash the glasses, Mauro. Rub them up well or they’ll read them like a book. Wash the bottles, too.”


  In the long silence, Mauro had stopped thinking about consequences. The mere presence of Abril heated his anger. He let it grow. His mind was battened down. Everything in him was focused on purpose, like a man who has determined to beat down a brick wall with the crown of his head. He was as settled in his purpose now as he had been jubilant that the blood of Luis Arrabal and Dion Ugalde ran in his veins; as determined as he had been contrite when Lieutenant Mieza sent for him; as set on his simple goal as he had been abjectly repentant when he cried on the phone for his mother’s womb. A cold calmness settled on his spirit. There were no more questions in his mind. He didn’t ask himself how long the condition would last. It was one of the questions he never asked himself.


  “Certainly,” he said agreeably and looked at Abril with the clinical curiosity with which he watched smears under a microscope. There was a certain pleasure in it. He took the glasses and bottles to the kitchen, washed and polished them and arranged them in a V-formation on a kitchen table. Then he laid the bottles in a row pointing into the base of the V. It made an arrow on the table.


  When he came back to the drawing room the phone rang. “Leave it,” Abril said. It rang twelve times, and stopped, and rang again, eight times.


  “They’re on their way,” Abril said.


  They put out all the lights in the room except two mellow wall lights on either side of the fireplace. Mauro, Reis and Haro took up their positions behind the large couches. Abril and his man stood in the dark behind the open double doors of the room. All of them put on their stocking masks.


  The wood in the fire hissed. Now and then it crackled, sparks showered out on the wide black granite slab in front. There was no other sound.


  Crouching out of sight near the fire, Mauro could look through the gap between two couches and through the open doors of the room, out into the wide flagged hall. The front door was unlocked. He would see it open.


  It was almost half an hour before it opened. He could hear Haro swallowing in a dry throat.


  She walked slowly past the painter as he held the door open for her, looked around nervously and said, “Leave the car. Carlos will put it away.”


  “You must be very tired, señora.”


  “Yes.” She was not listening to the painter. She stood in the hall, looked to her left and right, and walked slowly towards the drawing room doors. The painter came, a pace behind and to her left, like a courtier attending a queen.


  Slowly she came through the doors and walked to the center of the room. She stopped, her hands clasped together.


  “Are you all right, señora?” the painter asked her anxiously.


  “Do not move from where you are,” Abril said.


  The painter shuddered visibly in the dark and made a small sound. Señora Anson stood perfectly still. “Yes,” she said, “of course.”


  “Back away from the señora, Celaya,” Abril said.


  The painter backed away. Mauro, Reis and Haro stood up. Señora Anson did not move. She looked steadily at the three masked faces and was afraid, but her control puzzled Mauro as much as her nervous approach to the drawing room had puzzled him. Perhaps it was the absence of light? She seemed to come, expecting something. Or she had expected Carlos, the little Pekinese waiter, to appear with the sound of the car and he had not come and the room was dark? “Take what you want and leave,” she said.


  “We came for you, señora,” Abril said. “Put Celaya with the others.”


  “Have you hurt my servants?” she asked sharply.


  “We’ll not hurt anyone, señora,” Mauro said.


  Reis, Haro and the other man took the painter upstairs. Mauro took tape from his pocket. “Please accept this, señora,” he said, “it will not hurt and it will not be for long.” He came out to her and cut the tape. She did not move when he placed it over her mouth. He took her hands gently and pulled them behind her. She did not resist. “I am sorry, señora,” he said, “I’ll take them off at the first possible moment. I don’t want to bind your ankles. Are you prepared to walk with me to my car without causing any commotion?”


  She nodded. Her unwavering look unnerved him. Anxiety appeared to have left her. Nervous, yes; she could not be otherwise, but she was thoughtful rather than afraid. She’s studying me, he thought. She’s trying to see through the stocking, for God’s sake. When he spoke, her eyes had a listening look.


  “Please sit down and rest, señora, till the others come.”


  She sat down with what Mauro thought of as regal grace on the couch in front of the fire, very upright; he wondered if her regal bearing came from practicing sitting down with her hands clasped behind her. It was a silly thought and he looked quickly for Abril as if the man might overhear his mind. Abril was wandering about in the hall, paying no attention.


  Mauro sat down beside Señora Anson. “Forgive me, señora,” he said, “and please do what I tell you when I tell you.”


  She looked steadily into his face.


  “Please,” he said. “When I tell you.”


  There was no response. She turned her face away.


  Abril wandered back into the drawing room. Mauro got up quickly.


  “Getting to know one another?”


  Mauro did not reply. Abril came around the couches and stood in front of Señora Anson. “Do you sleep well at night, señora?” he asked her.


  Her head turned slowly. She looked at everything but did not see Abril.


  “Does it disturb you that one of your horses has more spent on it in a week than a shipyard worker earns to pay his rent and feed and clothe his family?”


  She examined her sideboard with careless interest.


  “We have put a price on your head, señora—ten million pesetas and Vincente Hierro, in three days and no longer. Are you worth that much to your old husband?”


  “Go back to the hall,” Mauro said, “or the stables.”


  The others came back and cut off Abril’s reply. “All the lights out,” Abril said, “and we’re on our way.”


  They walked to the cars. Mauro walked beside Señora Anson, his hand on her arm. “Can you lie comfortably on the back seat?” he asked her. She did, without consenting to his care or existence.


  Haro came from his car to Mauro’s open window. “We read your note. We agree. We’ll do it. But they’ll kill us afterwards.”


  “We’ll face afterwards when we reach it. Wish me luck.”


  “What’s the conference?” Abril shouted from the third car.


  “Matches.”


  “Get moving.”


  Their convoy started down the long driveway. Mauro allowed the first car its three hundred yards, but Abril stayed tight behind him. They turned left into the road. Abril did not drop back.


  “Señora Anson,” Mauro said, “this is going to be a very rough ride. If the car behind drops back up where the road winds very tightly, I want you to try to sit up. Otherwise, you’ll be thrown hard onto the floor. If I tell you to move quickly, please do it. If you don’t, we’ll both be shot to death.”


  He watched Abril in the rearview mirror dropping back very slowly as the road began to twist as it climbed.


  “Sit up now, if you can, señora, and keep low and tight in a corner. Don’t let your head be seen from behind. Most of the time now we’ll be out of sight but I haven’t much time to play with. He’ll stay only three hundred yards behind us.”


  He heard her struggling to sit up.


  “Brace your feet against the front seat and be ready to be thrown about.”


  He felt the pressure of her feet behind him.


  The Arano road was five kilometers ahead. They drove the next four in silence.


  “A kilometer up the road I’m going to turn hard right and put out the lights. When I tell you, push with your feet and your back.”


  He drove a little faster, widening the gap. They were always out of sight now. “In a moment,” he said. “Push!” he shouted.


  The car swung hard. He braked hard and heard her scrambling as the lights went out. The car slid along the bank on the right side of the road and two wheels climbed and tilted the señora in a heap. Pureza’s car was there for a moment in the dying lights, headed out, then it was gone. They did not move till Abril passed the end of the road. Pureza came out of the ditch, threw the back door open and dragged Señora Anson out. She had never before been hauled out of a car by her armpits and bustled clumsily into the back seat of another one.


  They came back onto the Hernani road slowly. Mauro pulled off his stocking mask and threw it away. “Señora,” he said, “we’re trying to help you. In a couple of minutes they’ll know two cars are missing at the house where you were to be held. They’ll come after this one because you’re in it. If we take off the tapes will you trust us? Will you nod?”


  “She’s nodding,” Pureza said, and took them off.


  “Now I’ll have to drive this car, señora, and you’re not going to be comfortable. We have to get through Hernani.”


  The señora did not speak.


  “The only danger you’re in is from my driving,” he said. “Unless they catch us. Both of you watch for lights ahead.”


  He gambled everything on the road down. Trees and banks leaped at them on corners and tight bends and slid away. Mauro alternately sank his foot and braked harshly and sweated and time and again was near to panic when his speed outstripped his driving skill, and the tires screamed for him. There was no sound from the back seat beyond an occasional hissing intake of breath. At times only chance saved them from destruction as he misjudged corners and the rear end whipped, sliding the car left and right across the road. Twice they bounced off high banks and were thrust across the road and he had no skill to do anything but hope the car would settle facing in the right direction. It was a brutal and clumsy performance. And why hadn’t Abril come? He was a better driver than Mauro. But he did not come and they went through Hernani sedately and took the road to Irun.


  “They have problems now,” Mauro said with immense relief. “They don’t know where we’re going and there are too many roads we could have taken.”


  “In that case, pull over, please. I shall come up beside you,” the señora said like a captain repossessing the bridge, and Mauro did as he was told.


  She settled herself beside him and wearily closed her eyes, but only for a moment. Mauro and Pureza watched her like mice measuring their future against a hunting cat. The señora drew up her legs and turned on the front seat so that she could see both of them. “Well,” she said, “put on the roof light.”


  Mauro turned it on. She did look tired. There was a faint puffiness under her eyes and in them a petrous light he was not able to read. While he watched it with deepening anxiety it dissolved into something he thought might be amusement. But her mouth was set, her hands clasped tightly in her lap and she searched their faces, one, and then the other, again and again, and said nothing. They waited nervously as if for some sort of permission they could not define.


  “That will do. Turn it off.”


  “Señora …”


  “The light,” she said and he turned it off.


  “There has obviously been a change of plan,” she said with faint condescension. “Where are you taking me now?”


  “But … home, señora. To Pamplona.”


  “Why?”


  “Why? But señora, don’t you want …?”


  “Don’t make assumptions about what I ought to think or want. Tell me what I want to know.”


  “Because this should never have happened.”


  “Why not?”


  He had imagined it otherwise; that perhaps the gracious señora of the hotel lobby would be a little grateful? Might even be friendly? As a child he had often been made unhappy by the way anticipated events failed to conform to his prefabrication of them. He was still inclined to write the scenario of things to come. Somewhere in his mind he sheltered the notion that the beautiful woman with the horses and painters and musicians, the woman whose smile in the lobby was so obviously for him, would receive him as something less but not too much less than the prince who hacked through malignant thorns to set her free. “Because it was wrong to think of kidnapping a woman.”


  “A woman? Kidnapping Señor Huarte was quite all right?”


  “No!”


  “But banks? You people have no reservations about robbing banks? You are the people who do that, are you not?” She made “the people” sound like a euphemism for creeping things. “That man at the farm said I was to be exchanged for Hierro and money. You are his Fifth Assembly crowd, are you not?”


  “Señora,” he said dismally, “it’s a long story and a very stupid one and we ought to go.” There was one way to escape from the increasing asperity of her tongue; if she would let them go.


  “Were you so poor? Did you lack so much?”


  “No.”


  “You?” She spoke to Pureza for the first time.


  “It’s hard to explain,” Pureza said lamely.


  “Are you lovers?”


  “What does that mean?” Pureza said in a voice of protest.


  “I thought it was well understood.”


  “We are not lovers. We are going to be married,” Pureza said resentfully.


  “Were you in this plot from the beginning?”


  “No. When Mau—when he refused to do it, they said they would do to him what they did to the priest of Guecho who informed on Mendizábal. So he asked me to help him get you away.”


  “They stabbed the priest to death, did they not?”


  “Yes.”


  “And now they will kill you both?”


  Mauro said, “We ought to go, señora. They could come by here and see us.”


  “You are Mauro Ugalde.”


  “Yes, señora.”


  “How did you know that?” She frightened Pureza.


  “He told me. Did you come to warn me?” the señora asked Mauro.


  “I don’t know. I think I just came to look at you,” he said simply. It was a relief to say to her something that was simple and human and truthful.


  It pleased her. She smiled for the first time. “Will you accept my thanks?” she said and Pureza thought, He flattered her; she’s vain.


  “For what?” Mauro said uncomfortably, burdened with guilt.


  “You have been fools. You are also brave. Thank you. Now, if you will, I should like to go home.”


  “Yes, señora.”


  “The snow had come when I left Pamplona. Have we chains?”


  We? “Yes,” Pureza said, “in the trunk.”


  “Let us go then.”


  The road to Pamplona from Irun runs along the Rio Bidasoa that marks the frontier for about ten kilometers. Then the line retreats to the peaks of the Pyrenees. They went cautiously, expecting to meet the snow and did not meet it, till they had climbed into the Bidasoa mountains. By then they were almost friends.


  From time to time the señora curled a little tighter and rested her head on the back of the seat, catnapping. It seemed to refresh her. “This has been something of an adventure,” she said in tones like those of a young mother encouraging her young children. “What plans have you when you’re rid of me?”


  “My father is the doctor of Burguete,” Mauro said. “I’m going to drive over there and talk to him. I’ve got to talk to him. I’ve done so much that’s … he’ll know what I ought to do now.”


  “Yes, that would be wise.”


  So she would not call the Civil Guard? Mauro and Pureza relaxed. Señora Anson relaxed. The stiffness between them melted under the touch of her forgiveness.


  He talked of his father and mother, of their quiet life, his father’s practice, his own and Pureza’s plans for a life not unlike it in some small town. “We’re going to spend Christmas with my parents,” he said.


  “Then you certainly are going to marry.”


  “When I qualify. You must be exhausted, señora?”


  She was tired, but not exhausted. They met the snow at Sumbilla. It was wet and treacherous and they roused the innkeeper at the Villa Pancho with her name. “There are things that cannot be put off any longer,” she said and asked for the bathroom. The innkeeper led her to his own and pointed Mauro and Pureza through the bar to the public lavatories. When they came back to the bar, there was coffee which they were not allowed to touch until the señora returned. They ate bread and cheese and drank a great deal of coffee and the señora said it was a great blessing on a night like this that the Basques were such acceptably, even incredibly, clean people. She had restored her appearance in the innkeeper’s bathroom. Yes, she was very beautiful, and generous, and brave. And the innkeeper’s wife came from her bed, washed and dressed, and hovered and poured more coffee and cut more bread. “I love eating,” the señora said, “and it doesn’t show.” They were friends. One hundred pesetas, the innkeeper said and Mauro tried to pay, but the señora would not have it. “You are my guests,’’ she said and gave the innkeeper the keys of the car and asked him, please, if he would put the chains on the rear wheels, and gave him another hundred pesetas for his trouble. He went out into the slush.


  The snow sat like icing on the crossbars of the telephone poles. They passed a car trailer, jackknifed with its cabin in the ditch and a sheer drop across the road, and the señora was full of folksy enthusiasm for the things that came and went in the headlights. At Narvarte, ferns stacked like hay, at Oyaregui a glimpse of sheep in a field of maize, but she was silent when a large police sign said HIELO and they slowed to a crawl and the car shifted on the ice and the drop on the right yawned like the abyss, full of blackness. Their progress through the Velate pass was slower than a turtle’s. Mauro was afraid of the tight and endless turns that gave him no rest and when they were through it, as if she knew something must be said to unstring his nerves, she laughed at the pigs, lying in a crowded heap at the door of the roadside inn at Venta da Arraiz. Then the worst was over and they crossed the watershed. They were on the mesa on which Pamplona stands; the rivers no longer fed the waters that ran to the Bay of Biscay.


  “When we see you safely home, we’ll go on to Burguete, señora,” Mauro told her again, as if to retest her intentions.


  “If the passes are open on a night like this.”


  “They usually are.”


  “But you must come in and rest. And my husband will want to thank you.”


  “There’s no need to thank us. He can thank Pureza if he feels he must thank anyone. She had nothing to do with the thing and she ran a big risk helping me. But me—I should thank you. And I do.”


  “For what?”


  “Anybody else would turn me in.”


  “Would they?”


  “And I’d deserve it.”


  They came companionably into Pamplona. There had been companionable moments on the journey when Mauro half-regretted Pureza’s presence. There was a warmth about the señora, something in her smile, in the way she looked directly into his face when she smiled, a focused and excluding look that took possession of him and built a screen …


  He searched the approaches to her house. Reis and Haro were not parked where they were meant to be. Abril went after them? Caught them? Killed them? “My friends were to be here,” he said. “They were to take the road through Leiza. Abril must have caught them.”


  “Oh, dear,” she said as if of some inconvenience, “there is all the more reason for you to come in and rest.”


  It was a rich house, too rich for his blood or his experience of houses. The señora retreated from him, not because anything in her bearing toward him changed but because she was in her setting and it was not his. He took Pureza’s hand and felt close to her, in need of her. “Come to my husband’s library,” the señora said, “and I will bring him to you. And while you wait, there are drinks on the table.”


  She closed the door and left them, standing hand in hand in the middle of the large oak room.


  “She was good luck for us, Mauro,” Pureza said. “We’ll need even better luck with Abril and his people and maybe you were right. Maybe it’s going to work.”


  “It’s going to work. There has to be a way to make it work. We’ll find it.”


  The library door opened. Colonel Basa came in and closed the door behind him. “Good morning, Mauro,” he said. “Señora Anson called me from the inn at Sumbilla. She and her husband have asked me to thank you again on their behalf.” His scholarly face was melancholy.


  “Colonel …” Mauro began. His legs were as shaky as his voice.


  “You are under arrest.”


  “Colonel, my father and mother …” He looked and felt pitiful, without marrow in his bones.


  “I had them in mind when I sent your father to Bilbao to see you. You, it would appear, did not.” Basa opened the door and the Guards came in.


  “Please, señor, please,” Pureza cried like a child whose world is falling, “I have nobody but Mauro …”


  “Where you will be for a long time to come, you will not need anybody. You may take them,” Basa said to the Guards. “They go to Burguete.”


  They had to hold Mauro by the arms. He staggered as he walked.


  Basa said savagely, as Mauro passed, “You stupid, clownish bull’s arse. What have you done to them?”


  “Mauro, Mauro,” Pureza cried.


  Mauro did not hear her. He was listening to the voices of his father and mother.
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  There is no point in saying “tus, tus” to an old dog.


  SPANISH PROVERB


  The Ugaldes never had much mail. A letter a week from Mauro, bills, twice a year a note from Maria-Angeles’ cousin who lived across the frontier in Pau, once a year from Dion’s cousins in Paris—that was about all. Mauro’s weekly letter was conspicuous.


  “There’s no letter from Mauro,” Maria-Angeles told Ugalde.


  “Look again. He never misses.”


  There was nowhere to look. This morning there were no bills, no circulars from the Ministry of Health, the Ministry of Education or any other ministry. There was no mail at all.


  “It’s late, that’s all. He’s probably had tests he had to prepare for. It’ll come tomorrow.” But Mauro’s phone call was still in his mind. He met the postman in the morning.


  There was no letter. Not the next day, or the next. Ugalde phoned the medical school and gave up. It would have taken a week to get an answer to a simple question: Has Mauro Ugalde been attending classes? He was ill; that must be it. There was no phone at his lodgings. But if he were at his lodgings he would be well enough to write. He called the hospitals. There were Ugaldes in hospital, but none was Mauro Ugalde. His friend José Duarte might know, but the Mendez had no phone. He phoned the priest of the church of San Adrian who sent a messenger across the street to the Mendez flat. José Duarte no longer lived there. He phoned Basa. He had never asked a favor. One can turn to a friend for help, when the matter is of the heart. Basa could not be reached. Colonel Basa was involved in something very important and had left orders that he was not to be disturbed. His subordinates were not prepared to disturb him.


  Ugalde got into his car, kissed his wife, drove the car halfway down the street to the truck garage and got them to put on his chains. It had snowed all night. The snow ploughs had not yet come through and he would not wait. He set out for Bilbao.


  It was a slow, grim journey. He pushed the car through deep snow down into and up out of the valleys, all the way to the road junction at Zubiri. From there it was easier, but, through Pamplona, traffic police warned him that almost to the border of the provinces of Navarra and Alava the roads were icy. He was through Vitoria before he could travel easily and it was past midnight when he reached Bilbao.


  He went straight to Mauro’s lodgings. His motorbike was in the back hall of the building. He was here. With that assurance, Ugalde went to the Carlton Hotel. Now that he knew Mauro was here, it would be unreasonable to rouse the house. He went back, early in the morning.


  “No, doctor, your son is not here. He has not been here for six days. Since last Saturday morning.” The landlord was uncomfortable. The police were interested in young Ugalde. The police said, “Leave him where he is.” Why did they care? Maybe he worked for them? Nobody had spoken freely in Mauro’s hearing since the landlord got Lieutenant Mieza’s message.


  “He left no word of where he was going?”


  “None.”


  “He left his motorbike here.”


  “Yes.”


  “Has he ever done this before?”


  “No.”


  “Is there nothing you can tell me?”


  “The police were interested in him.”


  “What does that mean?”


  “They came here for him at six one morning. I didn’t want any of that in my house and told him to leave. Before he got back here to collect his things, a Lieutenant Mieza of the Civil Guard sent a man to tell me he was not to be disturbed. That’s all I know.”


  “What do you think …?”


  “I don’t think. I don’t talk.”


  “I have the right to see his room and his belongings.”


  “He owes me a week’s rent.”


  “I’ll pay it. I’m going to his room.”


  “When you pay.”


  Among Mauro’s possessions he found an address book and a key. They led him to Reis’ father and Haro’s father and Pureza’s apartment at all of which he found alarm and despondency to match his own. Reis’ and Haro’s fathers could find no key to match Mauro’s in their sons’ rooms. But they knew what it was. The three men went to the Gastronomic Club. They found nothing there that told them anything of consequence.


  “It’s not much of a place,” Reis’ father said with distaste.


  “If it wasn’t that your sons are missing, I’d think my boy had run off with this Pureza girl,” Ugalde said miserably.


  “They don’t need to run off with them now—if what my son tells me is anything to go by,” Haro’s father said.


  It didn’t seem to Ugalde to be an appropriate comment. He let it pass and hoped the son was quite unlike his father.


  Ugalde told them nothing about the police and went to find Lieutenant Mieza. He waited an hour in the little outer room where Mauro had waited for almost five hours, before the lieutenant could find time to see an unexpected visitor.


  The lieutenant was cool. Yes, I saw your son. No, I did not arrest him. Yes, I talked to him about the Mendez family and the Pamplona bombing. Yes, I told his landlord not to disturb him. Why? The boy had work to do. He ought not to spend his time searching for lodgings. Pureza? Yes, I believe she worked with a car-hire company. I’ll find out which one, if you’re interested. I cannot tell you more.


  But at the car-hire company they knew nothing about Pureza. She called in, sick. She did not return. What sort of girl? A very fine girl. We’re sorry to lose her. Yes, her job has been filled. That was all.


  Ugalde paid Mauro’s landlord two weeks’ rent in advance to maintain a place for him when he returned, and went home. He phoned Basa again. No, doctor, the colonel is not available. He is in Burgos. I should like to call him in Burgos. He is not available.


  “Since the Saturday he phoned, Mauro has been missing,” Ugalde said to Maria-Angeles. “God in heaven, where where where?”


  “Just to know something,“ Maria said in despair. “What trouble was our dear boy in, Dion? He was calling for help and we failed him. He couldn’t ask us. He didn’t trust our love. God have mercy on us.”


  They settled into black desolation.


  The next morning Ramiro Urbina, the vet, rode his horse down the street to the doctor’s house.


  “I’ve just come down the mountain, doctor. Carlos Echiverri needs you badly. He’s very sick. I’ll ride up with you. The snow’s deep.”


  “I can manage.” Ugalde didn’t want company. He had nothing to talk about but Mauro and he didn’t want to talk about Mauro with anybody but Maria-Angeles.


  “I’ll come,” Urbina said with startling firmness.


  “Why?” He had never liked the man. He had always resented his little ironic smile that said, I know things you don’t know and what they are, you can stew about and that’s enough for you. Ugalde had often wanted to hit the little smile.


  “I like Carlos.” There was the little smile.


  “It’s all the same to me.” Everything was all the same to him. There was no word from Mauro. We have no point without Mauro, Maria-Angeles said. We survived for Mauro. Where is he, where is he, where is he? Was he suffering, was he sick, was he afraid? Carlos Echiverri’s sickness did not matter to Ugalde. He rode up the mountain out of duty, habit, thinking only that while he was away, word might come. He would have to hurry home. He pushed his horse.


  “The talk is that you’re looking for Mauro,” Urbina said.


  “Telephone exchange talk,” Ugalde said shortly.


  “They hear things.” Urbina looked up into the sky, smiling.


  “They listen. They don’t always hear what is said.” For over a quarter of a century their lives had been intensely private. Nothing that mattered to them was known to the village. Now a few panic phone calls had exposed what must look to curious outsiders like an open wound close to the heart of the family. He was angry and humiliated.


  “The talk is you can’t get to Basa.”


  Ugalde kept his silence. He could see the faces in the village that would smile at that news, and his flesh tingled. A sense of defeat lay heavily in the pit of his stomach.


  His horse labored in the snow on the farm track. The habit of calculation took over. Let the beast make its own pace. Carlos could wait. He wanted to come down the mountain quickly. A spent horse was no good to him today.


  He hitched his horse in the byre with the oxen and went through the door into Carlos Echiverri’s kitchen. There was no one there. He opened the door to the bedroom behind the kitchen. It was empty.


  Urbina came from the byre door into the kitchen. “Where is he?” Ugalde asked him irritably. “Or his wife?”


  Urbina shouted at the foot of the stairs, “Carlos!”


  Echiverri came down the open stairs. “Thank you for coming, doctor,” he said halfway to the ground. He was wearing a blue turtle-necked sweater, baggy blue trousers and boots. They were unusual bedclothes.


  “You’re not sick, Carlos,” Ugalde said, surprised.


  “No, I’m not.” Echiverri stepped down. “Find a place to sit, doctor,” he said. His effort to smile failed.


  “What the hell is this, Carlos? I climbed this damned mountain. For some kind of joke?”


  “No joke, doctor. It’s serious. You’d better sit down.”


  “Sit down. I think you’ll need to,” the vet said.


  “By God, I think you’d better explain.”


  “Oh, for Christ’s sake, sit down and let us explain.” The vet allowed his disdain to fly like a flag.


  “There’s no need for that,” Echiverri said. “I’m sorry, doctor.”


  Ugalde sat down on a stool near the kidney-shaped stone fireplace. Echiverri and Urbina crowded in behind the narrow two-plank kitchen table and sat on the bench.


  “I always knew you were a clown, Urbina,” Ugalde said. “But you’re a surprise, Carlos. You’re wasting my time. If you have an excuse make it, for I’m leaving now and next time you call me I’ll bear this stupid escapade in mind.”


  “You’re looking for Mauro?” Echiverri asked.


  The question was like a blow in the face. A mistimed Basque prank that angered him became suddenly a sinister mystery that threatened him. The faces of the two men filled his eyes and were no longer familiar.


  “I can see,” Carlos said. “But you’ll not find him.”


  “What is this, Carlos? What are you doing?”


  “Basa has him.”


  “No, no. That couldn’t be. Mauro …”


  “Mauro bombed the Iruña Zarra,” Urbina said as if he knew the casual announcement would strike Ugalde like a kick in a vital place.


  “No, no. This is a very cruel joke, Carlos.”


  “It’s no joke. The bomb was made in Burguete.”


  Urbina said, “They have him for that, and a bank at Valmaseda, and a list of others, and some dynamite jobs on barracks.”


  “No. Have you gone out of your heads?”


  “And last Saturday, doctor, he was part of an operation to kidnap and ransom Señora Aña Anson. They got him on the job.” Urbina was grinning.


  “You’re a liar. You’re a pair of pewerted bastards.”


  “He’s in Basa’s Summerhouse.”


  Ugalde crouched on his stool. They watched him crouch. He was crushed and they knew he feared what they said and believed what he feared.


  Urbina said, “He’s been with the Fifth Assembly for over a year and a half.”


  Ugalde’s shoulders sank lower. He couldn’t doubt it. Somewhere in his mind the fear had been there since the morning with Mauro and Basa at the Summerhouse. He tried to look steadily at them.


  “How would you know this?”


  Urbina said, “We got you up here to do business with you.”


  “Business? What sort of ‘business’ are you in?”


  “Trading. Your son was to transport the Señora Anson to a holding-house. Instead he bolted with her and drove her to her home in Pamplona. Basa arrested him there. But that’s not all. When his treacherous associates, Reis and Haro, got to the Anson house after they also bolted, the Civil Guard picked them up. Even that’s not all. When two of the men on the team reached the holding-house under the impression that your son and his friends would be there before them, what do you suppose they found? The Civil Guard waiting for them. Five people waiting in the house were already under arrest. The conclusion isn’t difficult to draw. Your son acted as a police spy—and your friend Basa was not grateful.”


  Ugalde’s face was hidden in his hands. Leave him alone, Lieutenant Mieza told Mauro’s landlord and thereafter, who talked in his hearing?


  Urbina said, “So we will trade with you, Ugalde. Your son for Vincente Hierro.”


  “I don’t understand you.” He said it wearily, his head full of confusion. He wasn’t sure he had heard Urbina properly. He wasn’t sure he had been listening to Urbina. He had been hearing Mauro’s landlord and Lieutenant Mieza.


  “If we could get at Mauro, we would kill him now,” Urbina said. “If Basa gets him a short jail term as a police spy, we intend to kill him when he comes out.”


  Ugalde raised his head slowly. Urbina had cleared its confusion. “There is not enough man in you for that, Urbina,” he said. “I wouldn’t piss on you if you were on fire in the gutter. Never, never, never again make a threat against my blood. I will kill you with pleasure.”


  “There was not enough man in you to fight with your wife’s father,” Urbina said contemptuously. “You hid away in France. So any threat you make worries me a lot.”


  “So it should, so it should,” Ugalde said with heat in his belly. “Let me hear your bargain.”


  “You and your son are the only people who have been favored with a tour of Basa’s Summerhouse. You know all about the inside of that place. I sat in the trees and watched the pair of you with your friend. You have the knowledge we need. We will provide the men. You will provide the plan. And we will bring Hierro and all the others out. In return for this, you can have your son again.”


  Ugalde looked into Urbina’s face for a long time. “You are in this, Carlos?” he said, not looking at the farmer.


  “Yes, doctor.”


  “I would not take this man’s word for the condition of a dying goat,” Ugalde said, his look still on Urbina. “But you are an honorable man, Carlos. Is this clown a man of power in the Fifth Assembly?”


  “No, doctor.”


  “What authority has he?”


  “None.”


  “What authority have you?”


  “Here? Absolute—subject to the council.”


  “Is what he said true?”


  “Yes, doctor.”


  “You want my answer?”


  “Yes.”


  “When?”


  “In two days. In not more than four days. Hierro is to go on trial in Burgos before a military court in two months’ time.”


  “And this?” He waved a finger at Urbina. “What is his part?”


  “One man among many.”


  “Come to my surgery in three days, Carlos. But do not bring this incompetent goat patcher.”


  “Yes, doctor.”


  Ugalde left them behind the table. He got his horse from the byre and sat forlornly hunched in his saddle. His horse took him home through the deep snow.


  “How is Carlos?” Maria-Angeles asked when he came in from the stable.


  “Go to the kitchen and make coffee and open a bottle of brandy,” he said, “and I will come and tell you.”


  And when he came and told her, she sat at the end of the table closest to the stove, her hands folded under her breasts. Her eyes were hot in her frozen face and when Ugalde got to Urbina’s claim that Mauro was a police spy, she whispered, No, no, no, like an icy wind among frost-stiff leaves.


  That was all she said till she heard him out. When he had finished she kept her silence for a while. She stared without sight through the kitchen window at the white wall of the house next door, and he recalled her sitting like that in Arrabal’s house in Ramosierra the night his family was destroyed. She was a girl then, fifteen, but all the things she now was were already in her, waiting their full stature. That night, she said to the darkened room they sat in, “They have taken everything already,” and in her mind and in her heart she settled to wait for the time of vengeance which always came.


  She did not stir now, except with her voice, rustling the brittle leaves.


  “Dion.”


  “Maria?”


  “They have had enough.”


  “Yes,” he said, and the wormwood and the gall he had buried down the years stirred in his belly like a small fire in a dry wood, waiting for the wind.


  Dr. Dion Ugalde had shocking dreams. They came in that moment between sleeping and waking.


  Eyesfront.


  They are laughing at us, mocking us. Look straight ahead at the sea and pay no attention to their vulgar cackling. He wanted to say it. He could not say it.


  Dr. Ugalde, in a striped bathing-suit whose legs reached almost to his knees, marched briskly across the sand toward the sea. He gripped in his right hand the hand of his daughter Christina who wore a fragmentary bikini and was almost as tall as her father and that was not right for she died when she was small and twelve years old. She was laughing and did not seem to hear the people on the sea wall laughing at them. Her hand was in the hand of her brother Mauro who was wearing the most recent thing in men’s bathing trunks; not like his mother who held his other hand and wore a sort of shift that came down to her knees half hiding the bloomers that were fastened with a little skirt of their own around her ankles. Each walked a half-pace behind the other like a one-legged formation of geese.


  Dr. Ugalde’s nerves were drawn out. It was not wise to swim today in La Concha; he knew this and wanted to say it and was thrust on by some nervous force. He tried; he could not say it. His wife rejoiced in the sun on her face and the warm sand under her feet; Dr. Ugalde shivered and his feet were icy. Christina chattered about her happiness at her private school and had never been to one. That was strange and disturbing, the doctor thought, for he could never afford to send her to a private school. Mauro whistled a Basque tune. They were happy. Dr. Ugalde marched on against his will and worked his mouth trying to speak to them. His family was not conscious of his distress or of any danger.


  San Sebastian’s La Concha beach was crowded, yet their progress to the sea was unobstructed. People melted before them, almost from under their feet. People were everywhere and nowhere, laughing at the ridiculous quartet marching across the sand. Their laughter was a whirring sound that covered every octave within the range of the human voice, the high shrill like a concert of tin whistles, the low like pounded oil drums, all turning circles in the doctor’s head. Don’t you hear them, don’t you hear them? he cried soundlessly in his head and his family said nothing. The loudest and deepest laughter came from the statue of the Sacred Heart of Jesus standing as high as a mountain on the Northern headland that sheltered shell-shaped La Concha from the Bay of Biscay. That was shameful, the doctor thought helplessly and, in the time he thought it, the bright day died and night came down and the Sacred Heart floated on its tourist floodlights, high in the black sky, and the laughter became hostile shrieking, circular in sound and shape, the Sacred Heart the loudest and most menacing of all.


  Don’t go in, don’t go in. The doctor’s voice broke loose from his constricted throat and escaped too late; his family also broke loose and ran in the dark, gaily, to the sea. It is night, it is night, he screamed; they didn’t know and didn’t hear. He was angry, at the laughing crowds, at the Sacred Heart, at his stupidly unheeding wife and children; most of all at them for they were his and ought to listen even when they couldn’t hear. Couldn’t they heed the laughter? Couldn’t they feel the terrible coldness of the water in which he stood up to his ankles, fully dressed now, calling impotently? Couldn’t they see the four trawlers roaring in from the ocean, ploughing the water, quartering like a pack of hunting torpedo boats the tiny area the family swam in till it was churned and broken and white? The swimmers saw, and dived, and surfaced and dived as the trawlers bore down and they screamed to Ugalde for help and his feet were rocks in the sand, frozen, his arms wouldn’t move from his sides; his voice was trapped again; his mouth was open, wailing without sound and the fireworks display began and the flying light and the laughter drowned the night and his family’s cries, and the floodlit Sacred Heart floated above La Concha beach, immense and hooting clownishly.


  The doctor died with a peculiar drifting motion of his terrified heart. It is the only way, for a father who always fails his family.


  He swept upright in bed, his arms extended toward the sea, a high pitched moaning in his throat. “Maria,” he whimpered, “Maria,” still calling her to come from the sea.


  “You can’t sleep, my love?” she always said. She had said it often. Tonight she said, “I can’t sleep either. Shall we dress and go out?”


  “Yes,” he said, “I want to be near him.”


  Wrapped up and heavily booted, they sat in the snow among the trees on the hill above Basa’s Summerhouse.


  It lay in its floodlit pool down there, like a hypnotist’s point of light, encircled by night. Ugalde’s eyes and mind and heart were focused on it. It drew him and drained him. He took out a small torch and held it in his hat. “Hold it for me.” Then he drew in a notebook the floor plan of the Summerhouse, from memory and the prison as he looked down on it. He made many notes.


  “Is he able to sleep?” she said.


  “What?”


  “Is he sleeping?”


  “I hope so.” He willed thoughts to his son: Don’t drown in guilt because of us. Things will be hard enough for you. Think of yourself, not us. Keep your will strong. Don’t let guilt weaken your will.


  “Basa will see he has a bed and a bucket,” he said aloud.


  “You believe that? Now?”


  “He acted like a friend. He tried to warn Mauro. He tried to warn me.”


  “Why hasn’t he come to tell us, then?”


  “I don’t know. Maybe he can’t.”


  “Can’t?”


  “Face us. Tell us.”


  “Then he’s a coward. He left us to rot, sick with fear.”


  “Yes.”


  “Would a friend do that?”


  “I don’t know. Only the mindless and heartless have an easy time in Spain.”


  “The law requires that they admit arrests.”


  “I know. In our Spain, ‘Laws go as kings like.’ ”


  “God curse our Spain. I hate Basa.”


  “I know. I’ve always known. You hid it from him and from Mauro. But we know one another very well, my love.”


  “He was useful,” she said, excusing his friendship.


  “He was more. Much much more. I needed his friendship. I think he needed mine.”


  “You couldn’t talk to him honestly.”


  “No. Only to you, Maria. Not even to Mauro. In Spain a man can talk honestly only to his wife or to revolutionaries.”


  “Not even to them,” she said bitterly, “Mauro and his friends couldn’t.”


  “So that is our Spain,” he said, putting away the torch and his notebook and pencil, “even for Basa, the King’s Good Servant. He trusted me. Maybe he still trusts me. But when I open that place down there, his masters will make him suffer.”


  “As much as we have done, I hope.”


  Her forehead was pressed on her drawn-up knees. She was wrapped about herself for warmth in the cold night air and as if to encase her passion to prevent it from exploding prematurely on the place below. “Mauro, Mauro, Mauro …” she whispered and her hands clutched at the snow. “Luis Arrabal would blow that place away with a ton of dynamite,” she said.


  Ugalde put a consoling arm around her and drew her closer. “Maria,” he said gently, “Luis is dead.”


  “Yes.”


  “Mauro is in there. I’ll take him back my way. Without blood. Then we shall go.”


  “I can be some Frenchwoman’s Spanish seamstress or her Spanish cook.”


  “I’ll get work as a lab technician—I’m too old now to be reexamined by the French. And Mauro can live.”


  “You always said you couldn’t live outside Spain.”


  “It’s a funny thing, isn’t it? You can always justify what you have to do. For half a lifetime I justified our silence and saw right in things I knew to be wrong. But they have Mauro in there for doing what I told him were the wrong things in our time. And I have crossed over. I shall betray friendship with a good conscience and so long as Mauro has a future, I shall live outside Spain, content to be alive.” He bit his lip. Not you, he thought, not you. Not with a good conscience and not content. Only with vague bitterness and lonely regret.


  “Not you, Dion, not you, my love,” she said. “Not with a good conscience and not content. Only for your son. Not right or wrong, Dion. Blood. They have our blood. That is all. They have taken too much of our blood. We know one another very well.”


  “Yes,” he said and pulled her to her feet. “Come home now. We’ve watched with him. He’s asleep.”


  A coldness settled in him, like unfeeling iron in the will. Maria would rage inwardly against them. He would see them under the microscope, clinically. For half a lifetime he had taught himself to think clinically, feeling strongly only for little Christina, and Mauro and Maria-Angeles; living carefully, coldly, looking over his shoulder warily, like a defenceless animal among enemies, he sometimes told himself. Castrated, he told Maria, the minute he crossed the doorstep of their domestic fortress. Survivors, that was all. And when the safe passage of time made life seem less dangerous, he felt for Basa, friend and cover. But Basa was a problem now. He put him from his mind with the same will that for half a lifetime he had put so much from his mind. Only in his shocking dreams had his will been overwhelmed.


  He was scheming clinically as they walked down the avenue of trees from the monastery. They passed the new barracks and he looked at the one window with a light in it and felt nothing. But he thought of the Civil Guards as he would think of cattle, and involuntarily, his arm went around Maria-Angeles. His father, his mother, his brothers and sisters, and Luis Arrabal. They had had them all. That was enough.


  9


  Never put your thumbs between your back grinders.


  SPANISH PROVERB


  “No,” said the colonel’s clerk, “Dr. Ugalde hasn’t called. Five days now.”


  “Mother of God,” Basa muttered and slapped a file on his desk.


  “I’m sorry, colonel. I didn’t hear …”


  “File that! Did you hear that?”


  He needs a doctor, or a psychiatrist, the clerk thought and took the file away. The colonel had not been right in his head for some days now.


  Basa sent for his car and drove to the house of Señora Mercedes Aloys. It was not his custom to go to the señora’s Pamplona house in daylight and in uniform. He went at night, circumspectly, in casual clothes.


  On the day the colonel’s wife died, he opened all the windows in his house “to welcome in sweet air.”


  Three months later Señor Aloys died. He was a small man with a large masculine wife, who, the café talkers said, looked like a farmer in drag. Aloys, they said, had never succeeded in opening her womb because she never allowed him to approach it. Basa met them formally and briefly only at those official functions his office required him to attend. He had no other social life. He was required to attend the funeral of Señor Aloys. He spoke briefly to the señora. Neither of them had much to say. It was not an occasion for saying much.


  Two months later the señora sat before him in his office. For a large and, as some said, a masculine woman, she asked very sweetly for help. The settlement of her husband’s considerable estate was being delayed by the inability of his lawyers to find certain important documents. Her late husband, she said, was a rather strange man in certain small ways. He hid things. The colonel had always been kind. Would he help her by conducting a professional search of her houses; the Pamplona house, her apartment in Barcelona and the house near Sitges?


  The colonel could not recall his kindnesses. He had never been close enough for kindness.


  “Officially, señora?”


  “Unofficially, señor.”


  He argued a little. For a large woman, she could be extraordinarily feminine. “There are other things, colonel. Records. Diaries, Things like that. They are likely to be with the legal papers. I would not wish the lawyers to see them. My late husband kept—he told me—some very personal notes.” She looked away shyly. “On some very personal matters we did not see alike.”


  Ah. The approach to her womb? The woman was frigid. Aloys was playing games from the grave? Or he wanted her to fear so when he told her of the notes he kept? Marriage, the colonel thought, is a long series of acts of aggression or revenge. His own had been, until he shut down all awareness of his abrasive wife, and tried to live as if she did not exist.


  “I could arrange a search of the Pamplona house, señora. But even unofficially I could not help you at Barcelona or Sitges. Protocol, you know?”


  “They are, I am sure, in the Pamplona house. If you found them there, you would, of course, hand them over only to me?”


  “Of course. You would always be within call?”


  “I shall stay in the house while you search.”


  Basa took a team of experts to her house. On the second day of the search they found a safe cunningly let into the library floor and covered by rich carpet. But where were the keys? Another expert opened the safe and Basa withdrew some legal looking papers and a small diary. He thanked his men and dismissed them and went to find Señora Aloys in the large house. She was not upstairs in her apartments. Her maids could not find her, the cook had not seen her, her manservant knew nothing of her movements. But presently he came back to report that the señora’s favorite car and her driver were also missing. The señora, it must be, had gone to call, or to shop and since he had expected her to be about the house, no doubt she would return quite soon.


  It was interesting. She had watched them lift the carpet from the library floor. Then she had left them. There had been time since then to bring a man from headquarters on the Avenida de Galicia and time for him to open the safe. She knew there was nowhere left to look, and she had been gone all this time.


  He sat down to wait and to read. The legal papers he did not understand. The diary he understood very well and he listened as he read, in case the señora should appear quietly and suddenly and hear his laughter. Little Señor Aloys was indeed a vengeful man. Had he hoped his lawyers would search, and find, and read? And talk?


  Señora Aloys was not frigid. “She is cycled like a mare,” the señor recorded. Vengefully? Plaintively? “In her seasons she is too much for one man.” He had recorded the dates of her seasons over the last year of his life. The limits of his capacity were recorded, her complaints, her demands after he had reached the point of exhaustion. “I am afraid of a heart attack,” he wrote, perhaps despairingly, perhaps mockingly. His prose did not reveal his intention, only his plight.


  Little Señor Aloys died suddenly, of a heart attack. The dates of the señora’s last recorded season and her husband’s death coincided. Basa folded the diary in the legal papers and returned them all to the open safe. He sat down to wait, pleasantly entertained.


  The señora swept in suddenly and found him half asleep. “How can I thank you?” she cried when he took the papers from the safe. The diary dropped to the floor. “Ah!” She did not look at it when he retrieved it. But she looked transformed. She had been to her hairdresser’s. She was remarkably feminine for a big woman. “You will come to dinner,” she insisted charmingly and with his policeman’s memory running over the seasons, he negotiated a date.


  “Do I look odd?” she asked him as he left.


  “Odd? By no means, señora.”


  “You are looking at me oddly.”


  “Not oddly, señora. I was, if I have your permission to say it …”


  “You have …”


  “I was thinking what a marvelous woman you are.”


  “You may repeat that.”


  She first took him to her apartments and to bed on the Sunday afternoon on which she said, “Repose after victory.” Señora Aloys was not cycled like a mare. Little Señor Aloys had planned revenge for something else. She was constant in her needs. But he learned this five years ago, and in the time since then he had learned a great deal more about her; about her intelligence, her constancy, her loneliness and her wisdom. He staggered his leave and they spent its segments together at her houses in Barcelona and Sitges; and at night, in her Pamplona house. They were by now deeply domesticated, but he never talked with her about the Civil Guard. He talked a lot about Ugalde. She encouraged his friendship with the obscure doctor; it was like ballast to their own constantly deepening relationship—another layer of his growing humanity.


  “I want to talk to you,” he said abruptly as he walked into the library and appeared to take command of the room with his back to the fire; much as he did at staff meetings in his Civil Guard headquarters. “And I don’t know how to begin.” His melancholy face was drawn tight.


  “It sounds difficult.” He had never been like this before. He was nervous or angry. She came from her chair by the window and sat meekly by the fire. Big as she was she had a gift for domestic meekness when she thought it useful. It had never occurred to her to think of him as the head of the house but that he was her head she was in no doubt. She wanted to keep it that way and all her skill went into her purpose. He had never discovered what private malignancy had existed between her and Aloys; he never tried to discover and she offered no clues. Whatever it was, he saw no justifying traces in her. He put all the blame on Aloys. He knew more about her tactical skills than she suspected, but they did not offend; they flattered him. She wanted him; to be wanted for himself had become overwhelmingly important. He had no money, she was rich. He had no social standing beyond his dubious office, she was a social lioness. There was nothing he could give her except himself. That was what she wanted. It was his security, more important, more satisfying than his power.


  “Colonel Carballo was here from Madrid,” he said. “He told me I have been detailed for promotion. It will certainly be my last. They are moving me to the capital.”


  “When?” she asked, shuffling the acceptable reactions in her head.


  “February.”


  “Why don’t we sell the Sitges house and buy a house in Madrid? You’ve never liked that house and I don’t care much for it. If,” she said gently, “that would please you.”


  He heard the “we” and let it pass. But it soothed him. “It would not please me. You hate Madrid. So do I. I’m beginning to hate my job.”


  “But the corps, I’m told, doesn’t like its judgments to be questioned. You can’t ask politely to be excused?”


  “To them that would be choosing where I serve.” For most of his service he had thought of the corps as us. “They’ve already chosen my successor here.”


  She trod softly on “them” and said, “After your service, you’d think they could afford to be generous—well, a little more flexible.”


  “Flexible?” His long narrow head fell back and he glowered at the ceiling, his lips tight. “Flexible? My God—that’s what has me in this state.” He pushed a chair across the fireplace and sat down, close to her. “Look. This isn’t why I came. It can wait. I haven’t even been officially informed.


  “What is it, Julio? Something terrible?”


  He said, “I have Mauro Ugalde in jail.”


  “My God! For what?”


  “Common crimes, crimes against the State, membership of an illegal and subversive organization.” Then he added, “It’s the Fifth Assembly.” He looked across the fireplace at her. “Kidnapping,” he said miserably.


  “Kidnapping? Who did he kidnap?”


  “Aña Anson.”


  “But Julio,” she said incredulously, “I saw her this morning.”


  “You didn’t notice that wherever you see her there’s somebody near her?”


  “I only saw her for a minute or two.”


  “I hope they’re not noticeable. They’re mine.” He told her the story.


  “How are his parents?”


  She asked it, he thought, like a mother. It was so often too late for so much, he had too lately discovered. “They don’t know. That’s why I feel like a Moor. That’s why I came. There are things about this affair … it’s in evidence we have. I shouldn’t be talking to you about it at all but my God … and I was ordered to let no information out till Madrid has had a long look at the whole thing. They’re thinking of making a big thing of it—a scary political thing. How the corps smashed an insolent plot with ramifications. So Dion is searching for a missing son and he’s been trying to reach me and I’ve been hiding from him and he’s stopped trying to get me and what does that mean? Flexible? Promotion? I’m not being promoted. Do you know what Carballo told me? That I had been friendly with Mauro Ugalde’s father. That my reports of an examination of the boy conducted by me leaned in his favor and were slack because of my friendship with his father. That we could have had him and his friends sooner if I had not been wearing blinkers. That the boy laid claim to my friendship when he was examined by some lieutenant in Bilbao. I’m not being promoted, I’m being kicked upstairs with a new rank and the functions of a senior clerk of some kind, after a lifetime’s service in the corps. Why? Because I …”


  “Julio …?”


  “I am directed not to have any communication with Ugalde—that’s why I’ve been hiding from him. He suffers and I hide—under orders.”


  “Julio …?”


  “Yes?”


  “Have we their permission to meet?” She placed the blade softly, between flesh and bone.


  “Permission?” His sallow face was florid with anger. “Permission? Do you know what Dion asked me one day? ‘Do you also know how often we draw breath in a day?’ Do you know what Carballo told me? That I must behave with the utmost social discretion with respect to the Señora Mercedes Aloys. They know how often we breath in a day. There is, he said, some concern about the difference between your social standing and my official standing. There could be embarrassments for the corps. Oil and water, by God! I can visit every whorehouse in Spain. I can have a tarty mistress so long as she’s kept because even a senior officer of the corps has a right to work off an erection … but a woman like you … how could your kind of woman actually and honestly love a policeman?”


  “Without difficulty,” she said. “If you’re the policeman.”


  “What am I to do?” He sat wearily down. “By God, I hate some of my superior officers. I think I hate my job.”


  “I know.”


  “How do you know?”


  She had waited for this opportunity for a long time and had not expected that such an emotionally ripe occasion would fall so suddenly at her feet. They had wounded his pride and cut at his professional and personal self-image. She played her cards face down on his distress and came and sat at his feet, her arms resting on his thighs. She was not incongruous, sitting there, a big woman in a small woman’s place. She took one of his hands and held it. “You’ve thrown thousands of young men into jail,” she said.


  “Yes.”


  “And never thought much about it?”


  “Not much. A little regret, sometimes. But not much.”


  “When your whole life was the corps and nothing else, you were a hard man, Julio. You were the hammer that can fall on any Spanish head.”


  “I was dutiful, I would say.”


  “Hard, I would say. A hammer. And lonely?”


  “Very, sometimes. When I had time to be lonely.”


  “I’ve watched you become a humane man, Julio. That’s your trouble. You’re caught between the hammer and the head it can fall on. When the Duchess of Medina Sidonia wept for the hungry poor and walked with them in their own villages, the hammer fell on her head and she was thrown into jail. Perhaps if we all had that young woman’s courage …”


  “You’re talking subversion to a Civil Guard provincial commander.” But he smiled.


  “I know the policeman I’m talking to. And when the strikers of the Bilbao shipyards walked for wages they could live on, the hammer fell on their heads. And when a Civil Guard commander loves a rich woman and an obscure doctor with a foolish son, the hammer falls on his head. Your career in the corps is over, and you know it. Because you love the wrong people. The Civil Guard doesn’t tolerate rivals. Nobody is asking for much, Julio—not you, not Mauro Ugalde. Not revolution, just an end to castration.”


  “You think this way?”


  “Most of us think this way—except a handful of fools. That’s the trouble with the men who hold the hammer—they can’t prevent our thinking, only our speaking and writing. So they never know what we really think. The people who run the Spanish State are like the crew of an Iberia airliner. They issue those little cards that say either déjeme dormir or despiérteme para las comidas—let me sleep, or, wake me up for meals. And some of the meals are meager.”


  “Now answer my question. What am I to do about Dion?”


  She came to it at last. “Tell that poor man where his son is, retire from the corps—and marry me.”


  “My pension on an early retirement wouldn’t heat your houses.”


  “Not machismo, Julio, not you. You don’t need it. Leave that for the men who doubt their manhood. I love you.”


  She was forty-five and an amazon; he had passed fifty, and was tall and gaunt, with a sorrowful face. She knelt by his chair and he bent and kissed her. They did not look ridiculous.


  “Book a room in your name at the Tres Reyes for tomorrow,” he told her. “Insist that you have the number of the room when you book it. Then drive this afternoon to Burguete and see Dion as a patient. Tell him to come to the room at two tomorrow afternoon. Tell him I’ll be there. I can’t face Maria-Angeles. There is a great furnace burning in that little woman and I’m afraid of it.”


  “I’ve never conspired against the State with a Civil Guard commander. The penalties are very severe.”


  “The Duchess of Medina Sidonia bore them bravely,” he said.


  “But will you marry me?”


  “Yes, I’ll marry you. I want to marry you.”


  “And to hell with machismo? Money is only money.”


  “And to hell with machismo. Money is only money.”


  “And retire from the corps?”


  “Yes.”


  “When?”


  He fumbled. “Maybe they’ll allow me to finish this case. There are men involved I want to find. Maybe Mauro Ugalde knows what I need to know about them. If I could find these men … well, it would restore my credit in the corps.”


  “Is that important to you?”


  “How could it be otherwise? I’ve given my life to the Civil Guard.” A little flame of anger ran through him. “And this stupid boy destroyed it in a day. He destroyed me, he hurt his father and mother. He’s a stupid lout.”


  “You hate the boy?”


  “You can’t hate a fool. I loathe the big-headed bastard.”


  “You won’t help him for his father’s sake?”


  “For his father’s sake I will—if I can. But without credit, how can I?” He brushed it all away impatiently. “If I can, I will. There’s a man, older than these young fools, a professional. I want him. I want to finish with credit.”


  “Will it take long?”


  “How can I tell? If they let me finish the case, we’ll marry the day I retire. All right?”


  “Yes. But no machismo, Julio?”


  “No machismo. My pension will pay our light bills for a year.”


  “Hurry,” she said, a little like a large girl.


  When he had gone, she sat by the fire, smiling at the flames. She felt ten years younger. There would be a head of the house. The señora was a Basque; a house is not, if it has no head. Nobody is asking for much; only the answer to their own needs.


  Basa drove back to the Avenida de Galicia with a mild but pleasant sense of lightness in his heart. By the time he had walked the corridors of his headquarters and sat down behind his desk he had already begun an uneasy self-questioning. Did the lightness that had quickly faded come from the welcome promise of a wife and home, or was it only the promise of a safe escape from the prospect of humiliation after a long and successful career in the corps? He didn’t know. And when I say to Dion that his son is in jail, the son will still be where he is. And what will Dion say to me then? He didn’t know. His experience had not prepared him to deal with doubts and emotions that took him along strange and new paths. All he knew, by instinct and training, was what the corps knew—that doubts are dangerous. He did not feel younger. People are not asking for much; only the answers to their own questions.


  When the Señora Mercedes Aloys was beckoned into Ugalde’s surgery in the afternoon, the mountain farmer Carlos Echiverri was leaving it. He was smiling.
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  A good hope is better than a bad holding.


  SPANISH PROVERB


  Ugalde started the engine and waited for the gauge to register. He had enough gasoline in the tank to get him to Zubiri. Filling the tank there wouldn’t give him much time, but it would at least be a natural occasion to look at the Civil Guard barracks across from the filling station.


  “Tell him nothing, Dion,” Maria said firmly at the car window.


  “Don’t worry, my love,” he said, patting her hand.


  “Why would the man send that woman to tell you?” She had asked it many times.


  “As I said, Maria, I don’t know. I’ll ask him.”


  “Don’t trust him.”


  “No.”


  She bent to kiss him. “Mauro is in his jail, Dion.”


  “Have I forgotten, Maria?”


  “He is cunning.”


  “Am I not?”


  His mind was on Basa, on the strangeness of his messenger and his message, on what they would say to one another. Maria’s anxious insistence irritated him. She knew it. “I’m sorry, Dion. I’m his mother, that’s all. Forgive me.”


  He squeezed her hand. It was fear and lack of sleep and unyielding tension. “Rest, my love. Don’t fear for Mauro—or me.”


  “No.”


  The snow was packed on the road, but he drove slowly, thinking; trying to think inside Basa’s mind. He had done little else since he got his message, tracing the growth of their friendship over the years, picking at incidents or oddities that would tell him things about Basa that friendship and companionship had obscured. But as a survivor he had examined Basa piece by piece and as a whole so many times, there was nothing left to discover. The man was a policeman. His own son had committed crimes that were crimes in any society, not just in Spain. There might be more provocation to commit them in Spain, but they were still crimes. Basa had his duty. “Don’t trust him,” Maria said in his head as if he had already been seduced from his obligation to his own blood by a clever adversary. “He is cunning.” That woman who came, the large Señora Mercedes Aloys, and the place of the meeting—these were strange things, unlike Basa. The provincial commander of the Navarra Civil Guard surely didn’t need to behave like a fictional John Miro whose adventures he read for relaxation? “Don’t trust him.” Surely, in spite of the familiar illegal practice of concealing arrests until it suited the Civil Guard to reveal them, Basa could have told him, of all men? In spite of all he knew, there was something not to trust. He was angry again when he turned off the Pamplona road into the filling station at the Zubiri crossroads.


  The filling station and the barracks were both new. “Fill her,” he said to the young mechanic. “I’ll stretch my legs.”


  “Doctor,” the young man said. And, “Any news of your son, señor?”


  Ugalde stopped in the act of getting out of his car. The station was new, he had never bought gasoline here before, he did not know the narrow, unformed face of the young man who stared solemnly down at him. “None,” he said and walked away. Did everybody on the road from Burguete to Pamplona know that the son of the doctor of Burguete was missing? He looked back at the mechanic, busy with his pumps, and said, “Where do you live?”


  “Saicós, señor.”


  Saicós was less than a kilometer over the hill and up the dirt road that joined the Pamplona road at the station. On and off the main road, they knew about Mauro. Ugalde walked away.


  The new barrack looked exactly like the new one at Burguete. Its back was to a little bend in the Rio Arga. Between them, the two buildings blocked the roads to France and Pamplona and he did not intend to take Maria over the mountains with snow on the ground. They had to come this way when he opened Basa’s Summerhouse and if anything went wrong up there, the men here would learn of it quickly and close the road. He wished he knew more about what went on in the building. Did their telephone wires have to be cut? Would cutting them create more difficulties than it solved? With snow on the ground, and at night, sound would travel far from Burguete. Would it travel this far? How far was it? Fifteen kilometers? Sound played odd tricks in the snow, along the valleys, but it would not travel this far he decided. Providing Basa’s Summerhouse and the Burguete barracks could not communicate, they would all be well off the ground before these men knew anything about it.


  “You like the barracks?” the mechanic asked him when he came back to the car.


  “It serves its purpose, I suppose. It’s not meant to be pretty.” He paid for his gasoline.


  “I have hot coffee, señor,” the mechanic said. “It’s a cold day.”


  They went into the station and drank coffee, gazing in gloomy silence at the brick building across the road. There was nothing else to look at and nothing to talk about. “Everything’s modern,” the mechanic said suddenly. “The radio room is on the second floor, in the back right-hand corner. Very modern.” He set his cup on the counter, stepped down into the shop and bent over the engine of a car. “I’m sorry about your son, señor,” he said.


  Ugalde stared at the bent back. There was a kind of deadness in his mind, a puzzled weariness. Why did the man say that? About the radio room; as if he knew what was going on in my head? Or wanted to know? It wasn’t just the men in uniform you had to fear, you had to fear the people who wore no uniform, who looked like you and talked like you. That was why the talk was always about soccer, or the bulls, or pelota, or racing drivers. Nothing? Carlos feared them, Urbina feared them; they believed Mauro was one of them.


  “Thank you,” Ugalde said. “And for this coffee.” Nervously he went to his car, fighting against a backward glance.


  He was into Pamplona by midday. The shops were open from nine-thirty until one, and from four until seven, and he had a little shopping to do for Maria that could be done quickly before he went to meet Basa. It was like Maria irritatingly to urge care against cunning while she pressed a shopping list into his hand. But he couldn’t find the list. It had been in his left trouser pocket with his paper money. He supposed he must have dropped it when he paid for the gasoline. One or two items from it were still in his memory, but the small loss upset him like an ill omen. He bought the things he could recall and had forty minutes to spare.


  He drove, the lost shopping list on his mind, annoyed with himself that the trivial necessities of a day’s living push in on the major pressures that need all a man’s attention and found himself turning off the Avenida Zaragoza into Galicia. Startled by his own unawareness he parked outside the Bar Estadium directly across the street from Basa’s headquarters and sat behind the wheel, without resolve, as if he had been drawn here by a force that neutralized his mind. Then with a growling snort of self-assertion he got out of the car and went into the bar.


  “Brandy.” There was nobody else in the bar. He sat on a stool and watched the windows of the Civil Guard headquarters, almost as if he expected to see Basa looking down at him from one of them. Todo por La Patria, the inscription said above the door. All for the nation. A young Civil Guard paced over the snow in the paved area between two small lawns. A bronze bust of the Duke of Ahumada stood in its plinth. The Duke wore a pointed bonnet of snow like a night cap and looked faintly preposterous. Ugalde left the bar quickly and went across the street. The young policeman smiled. “Buenos dias, señor,” he said agreeably.


  “Buenos dias,” Ugalde said. “The duke looks ridiculous in his night cap.” He was warm inside, full of sudden and resentful defiance. It came, it seemed, from nowhere.


  “Yes. Should I knock it off?”


  “No, no, don’t spoil it. There’s little enough to laugh at. Where are you from, young man?”


  “Seville, señor.”


  “How long since you saw it?”


  “Two years. I’m going on leave in April. My father and mother are there.”


  He had a wide, neat black moustache and the olive skin of his kind. His face glowed with happy expectation.


  “You look forward to seeing them?”


  “Oh, yes, señor.” It was longing. “Much, much, much.”


  He’s a boy, Ugalde thought, who loves his father and mother and longs to see them. He is not to be feared.


  “Are you a soldier, señor? You speak like a soldier.”


  “Once, long ago,” Ugalde said, “I fought for Spain.”


  “Todo por La Patria,” the young man said, his eyes bright, his smile shining, his hand placed over his heart. The way American senators do when they look silly on ceremonial occasions, Ugalde thought. But this young man did not look silly. “Yes,” the doctor said. “All for the nation.” He said it enviously. He loves his parents, he loves his corps as Basa loves his corps; there is no dissonance in his spirit; everything is clear to him: All for the nation. His parents also, if the nation called for it? They said, didn’t they, that in the training of a Civil Guard, it was taught that if two prisoners are escaping and one of them is your father, shoot him first? All for the nation.


  “Love your parents most of all,” Ugalde said foolishly. Lucky young man. Who would fear such a pleasant and innocent young man? He wanted to embrace him and turned away. Envy and pity mingled. He crossed the street and got behind the wheel. The young man stood, smiling. He waved; a sort of salute. Ugalde waved, and backed and drove out of Galicia into Zaragoza. He had a country and no country. He had a family, a son to be loved. I am too weak to serve my country as it ought to be served. How ought it to be served? I don’t know, he said aloud like a man struck by sudden pain, and his will hardened. But I can serve my own with one mind.


  He was ready for Basa and came burning to the Jarcines de la Taconera and parked and went briskly into the Three Kings Hotel and took the elevator to the seventh floor.


  The face discreetly back from the doorway shocked Ugalde. Basa’s face had always been lined and shallow, sinking under high cheek bones. It was the face of the men of his southern race, darkened by the shadow of some distant Moor. But his face was gaunt and grey and the eyes were weary, without light.


  “Dion,” Basa said as if he could think of nothing else to say.


  “Julio.”


  Ugalde sat down in an armchair by the big window that looked out over the snow-dusted, honey-tiled roofs of Pamplona. This was a cynical game and he had a game plan. Say yes, say no, say nothing. But the gaunt face swept his plan from his mind for a moment. He almost said, “You’re a hard man to reach,” but that, however heavy with accusation, could be almost friendly. He crossed his legs and said nothing.


  “You look tired, Dion.”


  “Yes.”


  Basa sat on the edge of the bed, his forearms resting on his thighs. He fidgeted with the fingers of one hand. “This is a strange situation, Dion.”


  “Yes.”


  “The lady who came to see you … we are going to marry.”


  “I see.” Landing on his feet, he thought, and kept his gaze on the twin towers of the cathedral beyond the roof tops. “Congratulations,” he said, and his tone was sour.


  When he opened the door, Basa had carefully framed in his mind the explanations he would make of his silence. They were not there now. He tried to reframe them: I have been ordered not to. But he could not begin with a self-excusing statement, one that appeared to appeal weakly for sympathy from a man who was kept in suffering ignorance about his missing son. His pride would not allow it. A man does not appeal for sympathy. A man may ask simply for forgiveness, but he does not use a woman’s emotional devices to win sympathy. He heard Mercedes Aloys saying, not machismo, Julio, not you. No, he said to her and to himself—I will keep my pride. He began again: I am caught between … No, it is the same.


  He said, sitting upright, “Dion, I have arrested Mauro.”


  Ugalde uncrossed his legs slowly and locked his hands in his lap. He sat very still. Guard every word. I know, he wanted to say, you have had him for a week and you would have let us rot in misery. How do you know, Dion? The Fifth Assembly told me! What have you to do with the Fifth Assembly, Dion? Come, join your son in jail. The hills rose white and cloudy beyond the mesa, climbing to the high mountains and the frontier.


  “I am not sure that I heard you. Did you say you have arrested my son?”


  “Yes.”


  “For a crime or an opinion?”


  “Crimes, Dion. Bank robberies, armed attacks on Civil Guard barracks, membership in an illegal and subversive organization. Kidnapping.”


  “Kidnapping?” Ugalde turned to look at him. “Kidnapping? When Huarte was kidnapped I read about it in the papers. I read about the West German consul. This one must have happened today. I have not seen it in the papers.”


  “Last Saturday, Dion.”


  “But you arrested Mauro today.”


  “Last Saturday.”


  “And still no word of it in the papers?”


  “No. Those are my orders. My superiors say, no word—yet.”


  “But for Maria-Angeles, rotting in fear for her son—there could not have been a word? To ease the misery?”


  Basa could say it now. It explained, without appealing for understanding. “My orders were explicit. I was to have no communication with you. That is why …”


  “Of course. And a friend … what is a friend? You let us rot, Julio, because you were ordered to. And what is the purpose of this peculiar meeting? Was this ordered? In a hotel room?”


  “No, it was not.”


  “You are defying orders today? My God! You could have sent the lady to me last Saturday? What is the difference between this day and last Saturday? A miracle of grace has happened?”


  He could protest that last Saturday he was in a towering rage with Mauro for what he was doing to his father and mother. He could say that today he was bitter because the corps, as jealous and possessive as a nagging wife, presumed to put a grim finger on his love for a rich woman, after all his years of devoted service, and had misinterpreted his disinterested friendship with Ugalde to his professional discredit and that professional humiliation waited for him with ruthless and unfeeling certainty round the corner. But Dion was angry and how can you explain to a man who is angry with you that a wounded conscience and a gnawing sense of injustice make the obligations of friendship easier to fulfill? How can you explain that this meeting in a hotel room is a breach of discipline and a blow struck for your own pride?


  So they passed by one another, like two men pacing backwards and forwards on a sidewalk, looking sidelong at faces that seemed familiar; not trusting enough to speak.


  “No miracle of grace, Dion. I have loved you well, that’s all. I couldn’t let this go on any longer.” It’s part of the truth, he thought. All I can afford.


  Ugalde got up and crossed the room. He did not want to be near Basa. He believed him and believed in his pain; his own persuaded him. He was afraid it would soften his will.


  “Is he guilty, Julio?”


  “Yes.”


  “Before he’s tried?”


  “Yes.” Who should know better? he asked himself. Wasn’t I? “In the clothes closet there, I have tapes of their planning sessions. I want you to listen to them.”


  “Tapes? How would you get tapes?”


  “A Lieutenant Mieza in Bilbao called Mauro in and when they took his possessions, his gastronomic club key was among them. They bugged the place without really believing they would get anything important—and on the tapes in the flat below they had the plan to kidnap Señora Aña Anson and give her back in return for Vincente Hierro and ten million pesetas.”


  “Let me hear them, please.”


  Ugalde went back to the window and sat down. He listened, half-watching the honey-colored roofs that climbed tier on tier to the cathedral towers. To the left, a high building was under construction. The workmen went about their business behind great cane mats that sheltered them from the wind. Below, in the street, traffic policemen changed shifts, walking in line in their white helmets, black coats, white belts and gloves, with white traffic coats carried neatly under their arms. Workmen spread by cold, cold hand sand and gravel from the wide baskets suspended from their shoulders. The slippery streets shone in the cold sun. The voices on the tapes argued on. Mauro’s voice stirred him to a singular excitement. He wanted to cry out support for his son’s arguments against the man with the coldly bullying certainty in his voice. And when a disembodied voice threatened Mauro with what had happened to the young priest of Guecho, Ugalde shifted urgently in his chair, restraining his anger, his eyes blind with a wish to have been there to answer the threat.


  “He didn’t want to. He was coerced by threats of murder,” he said when the tapes ended.


  “He didn’t do it.” It was good to come to something that enabled them to touch one another as they passed. “He robbed them of their plan.”


  Ugalde asked carefully, “What does that mean?”


  Basa told him.


  “So the State owes him some gratitude?”


  Basa wanted to say, It owes me some also but states do not feel gratitude. “There are the other crimes, Dion. He admits them on the tape.”


  “How long will he get?”


  “The Señora Anson wants to testify for him and the girl and his friends. She’s a brave woman. She knew she was to be taken. She went into it with courage. We asked her to. She said she would. The State owes her something. As for me, I’ll do all I can.”


  “What can you do?”


  What was there to tell? That anything he said in Mauro’s favor would make his own cause worse; would appear to confirm the charge that an unwise friendship outside the corps had marred his judgment and bent his obligation to the force? “I can speak for him,” he said. “I have given my life to the corps. It should count for something.” It tasted sour in his throat.


  “How long will he get?” Ugalde asked again.


  “If favorable testimony is taken seriously, anywhere from three to ten years. We should hope for three. Perhaps.”


  “And when he comes out, the Fifth Assembly will kill him?”


  “You heard how they spoke on the tape.”


  “Julio, I want the truth.”


  Basa smiled sadly, “What is that?”


  “Was my son a police spy?”


  “Most certainly he was not. I have told you the truth.” About that.


  “Will you speak for him at his trial?”


  “Yes.” But he’ll be safer in Aña Anson’s mouth.


  Ugalde was close to tears. “Thank you, Julio.”


  Basa embraced him. “I’m sorry, my friend, I do not understand this life. I have become a bewildered old man.”


  “I have loved you well,” Ugalde said.


  “In my country,” Basa said, “they say ‘He loves you well who makes you weep.’ I do not understand that either, but I feel it.”


  “Where is he?”


  “Burguete.”


  “Has he a bed, a bucket? You’ll not let that camp commandant …? You’ll look after him, Julio?”


  “I’ll look after him.”


  “How is he?”


  “He seems well. And angry.”


  “He has an angry inheritance. When may I see him?”


  “You may not see him. Those are my orders.”


  “Goodbye, Julio.” Ugalde brushed past him clumsily. “Do not send for me again.”


  “I can’t. Those are my orders.”


  “In future, stick to your orders.” He rushed from the room and slammed the door behind him.
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  One does not ask pears from an elm tree.


  SPANISH PROVERB


  It was snowing again. It was snowing too much too soon this year. With the sort of luck I’ve been having, Ugalde thought, it won’t snow for days before and after we break Basa’s jail—that night the weather will be still and white and as easy for tracking as the reading of large type.


  That was why the barracks at Burguete and Zubiri were so important. That was why they were always on his mind. How do you shut them up without killing? If they, or Basa’s Summerhouse, get one chance to speak, the Civil Guard and the army will be so thick on the ground there’ll be no chance for anybody to get away. Everything’s modern, the mechanic at Zubiri said. This was no Arrabal raid of the simple hit-and-run days.


  There must be no killing. The thought rhymed in his head. It had to be done without killing. And it came to him all in one piece, how it would be done. It would amuse Basa if they were on the same side. Even his obsession, “timing,” fell away as a problem. The thing was perfect, simple and obvious. Everything’s modern—doctors as well as radio techniques. He felt near to omnipotence and could see no possible objection that anyone might raise.


  He was wrapped up, hunched on his horse like a Mongolian nomad, the snow gathering on him as he climbed the mountain to the farm of Carlos Echiverri. There was no hurry. Urbina would be there. He was curious about anybody else who might be at Carlos’ machismo supper. They would eat and sing and dance and drink first. He could do very well without that; he was in no hurry even to talk to them till he had gone over the scheme that came unbidden or out of some psychic reservoir, and understood its details and its needs. It would smash Basa’s professional pride; it would take them in and out without leaving a trace. I’m a bewildered old man, Basa said. Not that old, but plainly wounded and far more moved and distressed by having Mauro in jail than Ugalde had believed possible. Gaunt. Like a mask, his face was. I had to run from it, Ugalde remembered.


  He shook the snow and the thought away. The thought was disabling. He wrapped his will around him like a defence against friends, and turned his horse from the dirt road onto the track to Carlos’ farm. If they reject my plan, I can do it alone, without them, and leave Hierro in jail, he thought. It was a threat to use when the arguments began. He could hear the music of the homemade fiddles across the deep silence. Higher up the slope the dim lights of Carlos’ windows were like a cluster of candles. The snow was up over his horse’s hocks. The beast was slow, stepping high, laboring. He gave it time. The meeting itself made him nervously impatient. There’d be argument and his life had been spent without argument; decisions were made, serious decisions, in mutually loving survivors’ talk with Maria-Angeles. This would be different. He took more time in the byre, giving his horse a long rubdown with straw. There were four other horses. Two of them were Urbina’s, two belonged to Carlos. Who used one of Urbina’s horses? The men were dancing when he opened the kitchen door, Urbina making a great leap in a small space, facing the door to the byre.


  “The savior is come,” he shouted as he landed, signalling silence.


  Ugalde felt the venom boil in his belly. That was the man who seduced his son from the invincible family front. He was sure of it. The Basque language lessons he gave them were Urbina’s cover, and he had never seen it, never even suspected it. And Urbina had been laughing at him all the time. He hated the vet for his own blindness and the man’s disdain. This was the one he felt like killing, for Maria-Angeles’ pain, for his own suffering, for Mauro’s folly, even for Basa’s dilemma. Mauro was his vulnerable flank and this man found it. Survivors ought to forego children. He had never thought so before, but wasn’t poor old Mendez in the same boat, fighting for breath and life and his son in jail—for what? For wanting a trade union to be run by and for its members. His offence—how could it be an offence among reasonable men?—was righteous compared to Mauro’s. And who could help old Mendez? Ugalde stood in the kitchen doorway, blinded by his thoughts.


  Carlos elbowed Urbina aside, “Welcome to my house, doctor. Come in and eat. We kept food and wine for you.” He took the doctor by the elbow and steered him toward the kidney-shaped stone fireplace. “Get warm first. The dancing’s over.”


  “I had more leaps to show you,” Urbina protested petulantly.


  “Leap out of your skull,” Carlos said sharply, and the vet sat down at once on his bench behind the kitchen table. Where the power lay was made clear.


  Ugalde ate and drank crouching on a low stool, his earthenware dish of chickpea stew balanced on his knees. Carlos took a pair of bellows from among the pots and dishes keeping warm on the top slab of the fireplace and blew on the fire. It was unnecessary; the fire in the knee-hole well was blazing. Then he pulled a stool close to Ugalde and sat on it.


  The other three men were across the kitchen, Urbina behind the table, leaning on his forearms, watching the doctor; Paco, from the truck garage in the village, sat on a homemade chair in front of the table. Paco? That was interesting. How often have I patched Paco’s hands when he’s cut them at his work? Ugalde wondered. They were like the political police, this Fifth Assembly crowd. Who were they? Who knew? The third man sat on a stool near the door into the byre. Yes, they were like the secret police. Everything’s modern, this young man said to him when they drank coffee in the service station down at Zubiri. Like calleth unto like and the politicals and the Fifth Assembly circled one another like wolves before a fight. Poor Mauro, a lamb between wolf packs. Only the fire made a sound in the kitchen. Only Urbina appeared to watch Ugalde. The others stared patiently at the stone-flagged floor, and at the onion and garlic strings slung above, and at the homemade fiddles back on their hooks on the beams, and with their peripheral sight, at the doctor, nearing the end of his chickpea stew. He put his dish on the fire-top, took a long draught of red wine from an earthen pitcher and set the pitcher at his feet. Carlos washed his dish and spoon and put them in a heavy cupboard against the wall. They waited for Carlos and the silence remained. Ugalde studied their dark, weathered faces. Paco was a handsome man with grey hair under a beret, and a short moustache. The young man from the Zubiri service station had a narrow sharp face and a blue chin. His black hair was greased straight back. It shone, under the old lamp hanging from the beam above his head, like black leather.


  Ugalde felt his strength grow. There were no doubts in his mind. He knew exactly how to open the Summerhouse without a shot. It would be done his way. He would make small concessions to their experience, whatever it was, but it would be his way. He knew where he intended to begin and how he intended to proceed. He said to Urbina, “What experience have you of this sort of thing?” His right hand stroked the back of his head and his fingers dipped under the collar of his heavy coat on which melted snow was still drying. His tone was the edgy tone of a man trying to pick a fight.


  “Experience? You are asking me?” the vet said, pushed upright in derision, his big hands flat on the table.


  “Any?” Ugalde said, his hand on the back of his head.


  “Tell us about yours,” Urbina said, “in France.” The theme seemed to stay on his mind.


  Ugalde bent suddenly forward and his right hand whipped from the back of his neck past his right ear. A knife slammed into the doorframe of the bedrom behind the kitchen. It was no more than two feet from Urbina’s head.


  Only Urbina moved. He was flat on the table, his head turned, watching the knife quivering in the frame.


  Ugalde stood up and took off his coat. Inside it, just under the collar and nestling in the sheepskin lining was a white sheath sewn against the white lining. He laid the coat along the back of the fire-top and walked across the kitchen to the doorframe.


  “Doing that makes me feel juvenile,” he said as he wrenched the knife from the wood. “I haven’t got a melodramatic nature.” He could feel his stomach trembling. I planned that, I provoked him for an excuse to scare him and shut him up and it was cheap and childish, he thought. After half a lifetime of gentle care, his own display stirred feelings of self-dislike. He went back to his stool and laid the knife at his feet. Do it as you planned it, he told himself. Mauro is the prize; these men are the tools. “My father-in-law taught me to use a knife,” he said. “If you will look at the supports on the stalls in my stable you will see that I have kept in practice.” He said to Urbina, who was upright again, “Urbina, bring your clownish mouth under control. You got my son into the Fifth Assembly. Why you did it I don’t know, but I suspect your patriotism is as thin as your courage. I think, in fact, that you had no better reason for doing it than childish jealousy because you are a vet and I am a doctor and by getting my boy into this you scored against the doctor …”


  “Doctor …” Carlos said.


  “Hear me out, Carlos,” Ugalde said. “I don’t talk much but if you want into Basa’s Summerhouse you will hear me out. Or I can leave now. Which will you have?”


  “Go on,” Carlos said, defeated by astonishment.


  “Urbina,” Ugalde came back like a challenge to his question, “what experience have you of this sort of thing?” He felt the effort on his nervous energy as if he had lifted a great weight too many times.


  “I’m an explosives man.”


  “Be more specific.”


  “Demolition. Barracks,” Urbina said economically.


  “Successfully?”


  “Why not?”


  “You made the Iruña Zarra bomb for my son.”


  “Yes.”


  “The rest of you?”


  Small arms attacks on isolated Civil Guard barracks, two banks, gun-running over the mountains, the dynamite demolition of four widely separated barracks, the passing of men from the mountains to the coast and from the coast to the mountains. Ugalde thought what they told him a queer tale of irrelevant courage, utterly wasted, utterly useless. A few hundred men, girls and boys, in isolated groups, futilely picking with a pin at the blisters on the backside of the body politic. Getting a son out of jail was like opening a major front beside their efforts.


  “This will be done my way,” he said strongly.


  Paco said, “With great respect, doctor, why should it be done your way? What experience have you of this sort of thing?”


  “I’ll tell you, Paco. My son is in there and I want him out. When I get him out, my life and my wife’s and my son’s life in Spain are over. The Ministry of Health will cancel my license to practice. The profession will strike me from the Register. I’ll not be able to practice abroad. We must go and this time there will be no return. So what does it matter that I tell you now what I have hidden? I am of Ramosierra in Castile. From the mountains of Castile to Irun, to the day he died in Huesca, I was with Luis Arrabal. I buried him in the mountains of Huesca after our last action. From Irun to Huesca I was his second-in-command. That is my experience.” He felt an immense sense of liberation, as if a prison he had lain in half a lifetime had opened to let him go free.


  Urbina said, “A long time ago.” He was afraid to add, If it is true at all.


  “A long time ago. But the best you can call on and the only man you can use who knows that place, inside and out. It will be done my way, or I will do it myself, and for my son alone.” He felt like a strutting actor in a cheap Western, entirely out of character. But he said to Carlos, “Is it to be my way?”


  “We shall talk,” Carlos said. “We can find agreement, doctor. Hierro must be brought out.” Carlos appeared to want agreement above all else. He looked at each of his three men in turn and said, “We shall find agreement.” They looked back at him as if thoughts known only to themselves were passing from mind to mind along invisible wires. “Remember that,” Carlos said, nodding his head at them like a father of willful sons. Or a conductor. To Ugalde he said, “Tell us your way and we shall see.”


  It was easier than Ugalde expected. He attributed this to his own single-mindedness, his settled will and his determination to dominate them, however high the emotional cost might be. There were moments when he was so conscious of being in command that he felt he could demolish Basa’s Summerhouse with his will alone.


  “They have two sources of power,” Ugalde said, “their own and the public supply. Their own takes over automatically if the public supply is cut. They have phone and radio communication. If we cut the public supply and the phone we alert them. At once they alert the whole chain, from here to Pamplona and from here to the frontier. To succeed against them, our timing would have to be perfect and since we cannot tell at what precise moment they would become alarmed, we cannot perfect our timing.”


  This was the problem that had defeated him in all his efforts to think of a way into and out of Basa’s Summerhouse without fighting and killing. It was the problem that stirred somewhere in him his whole-cloth solution. “What is your name?” he asked the mechanic from the service station at Zubiri.


  “Rof.”


  “Well, Rof, you will have to work …”


  “I will assign them, doctor,” Carlos said sharply.


  Ugalde shrugged. “As you will.” It made no difference and it was a concession to Carlos. But the tone annoyed him. “The first step,” he said, “is to immobilize the entire staff of the Summerhouse and the Guards in the Burguete barracks. If we do that efficiently, we don’t need to think of them getting word out to the Zubiri barracks. And it can be done efficiently.”


  Urbina leaned his elbows on the table and his head in his hands. His head was shaking from side to side. Ugalde could hear his deliberately half-muffled laughter. He picked his knife from the floor by his feet.


  “Stop him,” he said grimly to Carlos, and knew it to be more in desperation than in anger.


  “Urbina!”


  The vet sat up solemn-faced with mockery.


  “Do you trust that fool?” Ugalde asked Carlos.


  “We are also trying to trust you, doctor,” Carlos said. “We want to. So far, we have nothing.” He signalled him curtly to go on.


  Ugalde festered with resentment. It was not in his experience that the patient disputed the prescription. “The barracks and the Summerhouse get their meat from the butcher Criado for their Thursday stew,” Ugalde said. “It is part of the program to endear the Civil Guard to the local people. If Paco and his wife will get Criado and his wife out of their house for two hours on Wednesday night, I will deal with the meat.”


  “Do not assign us, doctor …”


  Ugalde exploded. “Damn you, man, if you say that again I’ll do this myself and leave your man in jail. I know the habits of my patients and their friends better than you do, sitting up here on your Goddamned mountain. Paco will occupy Criado and his wife. Is that clear?”


  Paco said, “He’s right, Carlos. We play cards together.”


  Carlos said nothing. His hands were tight in an angry grip.


  “Criado prepares the meat for them. He cuts it into chunks and it sits in his place on Wednesday night in the kettles it’s cooked in in the kitchens—a big kettle for the Summerhouse, a smaller one for the barracks. They collect it on Thursday morning. I need two hours to doctor it. They eat stew on Thursday nights at nine …”


  “They eat in shifts,” Carlos said.


  “They work in shifts. They eat at nine—the shift going off and the shift coming on eat at nine, together, and while they do, the place is closed up as tight as a drum. Five hours after they eat, they’ll start going down, very sick men. Very, very sick men—very unpleasantly sick. In a very short time they’ll be immobilized completely, incapable of anything.”


  “What will you put in the meat?”


  Ugalde said warily, “Leave the medical chores to me, Carlos. When the first few go down, they won’t call Zubiri for reinforcements, they’ll call Pamplona for a service’s doctor. They’ll not ask a civilian to go in there …”


  “They asked you,” Paco said.


  “Basa asked me. My son is in there now, Paco. Will they ask me again?”


  “No.”


  “What about the prisoners?” Rof asked. “They’ll be sick too. How do we move sick men?”


  “They have a separate kitchen. They don’t eat the same food. You didn’t think the Civil Guard would think your man an equal, did you?”


  “All I did was ask,” Rof said, looking at Carlos for support.


  “Go on, doctor,” Carlos said.


  “They’ll call for a medical officer. As more men go down, maybe they’ll call again. The barracks will call. All they’ll hear is that the medical officer’s on his way. By then, two of us will be over the fences in white coats and hospital masks, we’ll open the gates and the rest is easy. It will take fifteen minutes at most.”


  “One of those fences has a charge that kills, doctor,” Carlos said as if Ugalde were an idiot.


  “We need a very light sectional ladder—a sectional stepladder that can be assembled and locked by a man as he goes up it and a section he can fit into an upturned V-shaped locking crown and lowered over the other side.”


  “And get killed or shot in floodlights,” Rof said skeptically.


  “Aluminum. Very light. Strong men can hold it off the wire while it is assembled. There’ll be nobody capable of doing anything about us. And when relief eventually comes to them the place will be open and empty and there’ll be no explanation.”


  They debated it. Rof and Paco agreed that the stepladder could be made and used, providing there were enough men to hold it off the wire while a small, light man assembled it in sections. Paco drew it for them and Rof made suggestions. It could be made by the factory men in Pamplona in a few days, they said. “Our men. Good craftsmen.”


  “Do you guarantee the doctored meat?” Carlos demanded.


  “It will be effective, Carlos. It will also be cruel. They will suffer.”


  “It won’t affect us?”


  “Only the smell will affect us. It will be fierce.”


  “Shit?” Urbina asked, and Ugalde did not answer. Nobody pressed the point.


  “What about the medical officer they send for?” Rof asked.


  “Intercept him. Drive his car up here and leave it in the compound and him in a cell.”


  “Fifteen minutes in and out?” Carlos was counting. “To cross two fences with this stepladder and get out with the prisoners?”


  “Use wire cutters on the outside fence,” Ugalde said. “It isn’t charged. And once we’re in, we’ll be running. Twenty minutes at the outside, but fifteen’s more like it.”


  They argued about it for an hour. The arguments wearied Ugalde. They used more energy than an epidemic. In the end only Urbina opposed the plan.


  “We want the floor plan of the building,” Carlos said.


  “I’ll be there. You don’t need the plan.”


  “I want it.”


  “You can’t have it.”


  The storm lasted for a long time. Ugalde was grimly adamant. No floor plan. “I will direct you,” he repeated monotonously and would not be moved, and his strength drained. I will not, he thought, let them out of my control.


  “And now, the price,” he said when they gave up.


  “Your son, Mauro. He’s the price.”


  “It’s higher than that, Carlos. I want his friends, Haro and Reis, and the girl and secure transport to the coast for all of us and a fishing boat to Bayonne. I have thought a lot about the Fifth Assembly. You’re like the secret police—you’re everywhere.”


  It was the longest and fiercest storm of the night. Urbina’s rage was close to hysteria. “They are all police spies,” he yelled.


  “That’s a damned lie. Even the police deny it.”


  “How do you know that?”


  “They told me.”


  “You’re still in touch with them? How do we know you’re not one? You’re leading us into a trap.”


  Ugalde’s knife whipped before Urbina’s face and they were seized. “Your mouth will kill you yet,” Ugalde screamed, limp and wet and out of control.


  “We will have them, you quack! Your own, that’s all you can have.”


  When they were safely dragged apart, Ugalde put on his coat. “I can do it without you,” he said. “Hierro can rot.”


  Carlos blocked his way to the door. “We have been friends a long time, doctor. Tonight we have been angry. But that’s all. We can agree.”


  “If I stay, I will kill that goatherd.”


  “If he speaks again, I will do it for you.”


  Ugalde stayed. He sat by the fire, his coat on the floor beside him, his knife in his hand. “As much as clear your throat, Urbina, and I’ll put this knife all the way through you. You are the most contemptible scum I have ever known and …”


  “Doctor,” Carlos said impatiently. He swept his arm across the room. “The doctor can have the two young men and the girl, along with his son, Mauro. Is that agreed?”


  They looked at one another and at Carlos. Urbina put his head in his hands. Carlos nodded to them as if to tell them what to say. They said, “Agreed.”


  “I did not say it,” Urbina muttered.


  “Urbina!”


  There was one more issue. “No guns,” Ugalde said. “There will be no need for guns. There will be no killing, at the barracks or the Summerhouse.”


  “Not one man would go into that compound unarmed, doctor,” Carlos protested. “We are going against soldiers. If one of them is only half sick, he would kill us all.”


  Ugalde knew it. “Then you and Paco only.” And that was agreed. With surprising ease. But Ugalde was too weary to be surprised. He raised the last two questions.


  “Can you have the stepladder for next Thursday?”


  “Easily.”


  “Then that is the day. How many men?”


  “Leave that to us,” Carlos said, and Ugalde was too weary to argue. It could be done by three or four men. If they thought they needed more, that was their business. He had what he wanted. “There’ll be secure transport and a boat,” Carlos said. “Paco will come to see you at your surgery.”


  Ugalde put on his coat again. “Are you coming down the mountain, Paco? Rof?”


  There was a moment’s awkwardness. “I will sleep here and leave early,” Rof said.


  “I’ll come down in the morning,” Paco said. “I’m tired.”


  “We will talk some more together, doctor,” Carlos said. “We have other business.”


  “But we are agreed.”


  “We are agreed.”


  Ugalde saddled his horse and went down the mountain. It was snowing heavily now and the track to the dirt road had disappeared. “Home,” he said to his horse, and withdrew into his coat. It was all agreed. No one need die. Mauro and his friends would be free; Basa’s humiliation would be great but not made crushing by the death of any of his men; and they would reach France.


  Then what would they do? That was a question for another day, not for the small hours of this weary morning. He dozed inside the high collar of his coat.


  Maria-Angeles was waiting in the kitchen. The coffee pot was ready.


  “We shall withdraw what little we have from the bank,” he said, “and leave everything we’ve gathered in the past twenty-five years. It will be next Thursday.” The news excited her.


  “Good,” she said crisply. “We shall manage, my dear one. Somehow. And we’ll have taken our son from them. They’ll have no more of us.” She poured his coffee. “There are still rich people in France who’ll need a good Spanish cook.”


  “Spanish waiters are also in great demand,” he said morosely and pushed the coffee away, “and I am tired. Very, very tired. I must go to bed.”


  He dreamed that Urbina had the body of a goat with some sickness in its belly and he asked the men for the chance to operate and they cried in chorus, laughing, “Agreed.”


  And he pulled his throwing knife from the back of his coat and they cried in chorus, laughing, “Agreed.”


  And he raised the knife to separate the man’s head from the goat’s body and awoke. But he could still hear them in his head, crying in chorus and laughing, “Agreed.”
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  Once the bread is eaten, the company breaks up.


  SPANISH PROVERB


  Basa no longer drove to Burguete by day.


  He went cautiously to the Señora Aloys’ house, parking a long way off and walking the rest of the way. The provincial commander of the Civil Guard, he said.


  He went to Burguete at night, in a staff car, with a driver; lying back out of sight when he came to the outskirts of the village. Like a coward, he said. Dion might see me, and wave a greeting to me.


  He walked to the señora’s house, deviously, like a horny youth, he said, fearful of adult interception or pursuit.


  Not machismo, Julio, not you. You don’t need it.


  How do you suddenly not need what at the core of your being you have needed all your life? Your pride? Simple self-esteem? A decent self-image? Your manhood? Am I a beggar, insolently whoring with a defenceless young girl? Am I a man without pundonor, a sense of humor? Am I a sinvergüenza, a shameless one? They have assaulted my pride, he said of his superiors in the corps, and his humiliation deepened with his sense of its shamefulness. Am I, Julio Basa, a guttersnipe? he said, and his anger grew.


  And Dion? Did he ever ask a favor, wish me to deviate from my duty to the corps and to the State, or even now, try to win from me for his stupid son more than the law requires—and does not deliver? “There will be no further communication with the prisoner Ugalde’s family.” They have put it in writing now, in orders. And Dion despised him for it. It is a hard thing to be newly despised by one’s old and only friend.


  It was half past ten when Basa’s car reached the Burguete compound. It was ten-forty-five when two guards and the prison commander brought Mauro to the commander’s office, but not without a tension that made Basa uneasy.


  “Bring the prisoner Ugalde to me in your office, captain,” he said.


  “The prisoners are all down for the night and their lights off for the night, colonel.”


  “Well, get this one up, captain, and put his lights on.”


  “Yes, colonel.”


  “And, captain.”


  “Colonel?”


  “Shut off all your recording equipment.”


  “Shut off …? Yes. Yes, colonel.”


  Basa came from behind the desk. One got nowhere with them from behind a desk. One got nowhere with them from anywhere. I don’t know, colonel; that was all. Reis said it, Haro said it, the girl Pureza said it. That Abril said nothing, nothing at all. That was the difference between them; Abril fell short of being a professional without being the absolute amateurs the rest of them were. Abril stood there like Hierro, silent, contemptuous. Abril angered Basa in a way Hierro did not, and he knew why—Mauro Ugalde had never set eyes on Hierro and wouldn’t have recognized him if Basa hadn’t identified him as the occupant of cell number eleven. But Abril was part of the conspiracy that led Mauro into a situation that damaged the lives of his parents … and of Basa. He found it a massive strain on his self-control to hide his rage at the Bilbao mechanic and Abril was in wrist irons now, without bed or bucket, lying on the floor of his cell because Basa wished him to be. “That one I will break,” he told the prison commander, spitting frustration.


  Mauro, now. Mauro was vulnerable. He hadn’t agreed with his Fifth Assembly brothers about the kidnapping. He had indeed subverted it. And there is his family.


  “I saw your father the other day, Mauro,” he said.


  “How is he?”


  That was strange; the tone of the question. It was almost indifferent. It was very strange. “Not very well. And tired. Very, very tired.”


  “How is my mother?”


  That was different. He heard the anxiety clearly. “Broken.” He watched the effect.


  It was visible. “She won’t be strong enough,” Mauro said desolately.


  “For what?”


  “My thirty years among the rats and the shit.”


  Basa couldn’t decide whether it was a calculated counterattack, or self-pity. “It needn’t be thirty years,” he said, preparing his way.


  “When will my parents be able to see me?”


  It was an inopportune question for Basa. “They won’t.” It was, again, a bending of his judgment to reach a friend’s son. “I have been ordered not to let them visit you.”


  “But we’re allowed to have visitors. The law …” Yes, the law. Who keeps it? Not the lawmakers or the law enforcers.


  “I know. The law allows it. The authorities don’t, in your case. Don’t push me on it, Mauro—not yet.”


  “I’m in your prison, colonel, not you. What are you asking me? That for your comfort with your bosses, I shouldn’t ask the State to keep its own laws?” What was there to lose? Why mind your tongue?


  “That is what I’m asking you. For the present. Allow your friends to help you. In turn, help them.”


  “Who are my friends, colonel?”


  “The Señora Anson is one of them. She is going to speak for you at your trial. She has influential friends and is in touch with them. What she asks for you is not thirty years, not even ten—she is asking them for a maximum of three years on all counts. Give her a chance. Give me a chance. I’m your friend, as your father is mine.” I should have you in irons, he thought. I should have the switch on your back, you stupid bastard. But I need you to talk. I need a success. I need to strike back at them myself—with a spectacular success. “Help me, Mauro,” he said stonily.


  “How? I’m locked up in a sealed compartment, night and day.”


  “Listen to this.” Basa pressed the play button of his tape recorder and Mauro heard it out. “That man,” Basa said, “the one who threatened you with the knives unless you went through with this kidnapping, who is he?”


  “I don’t know.”


  “Mauro.”


  “I don’t know.”


  “He’s a professional?”


  “Yes. I think so.” What I know about him wouldn’t hurt a lame mouse.


  “You accused him of being safe, across the frontier. Where? Pau?”


  “I don’t know. I don’t know anything.”


  “Mauro,” Basa leaned over him. “I want that man. If you get a long term, it will kill your mother. Help her. Show more compassion for her.”


  “I don’t know anything. Don’t you believe I’m thinking about my mother?”


  “Who recruited you to the Fifth Assembly?”


  Pureza. She scraped acquaintance at a medical faculty dance. Where is Pureza? Where are the others? Did they kill Abril? Pureza was dim in his emotions now. There had been too much emotion. But he would not turn her in.


  “You knew all about it,” he said. “You had the place bugged.”


  “Mieza had your club key for hours. Yes, we knew all about it.”


  “Why didn’t you stop it?”


  Basa hesitated. He had told this useless juvenile far too much. But maybe it was the way to get what he knew. He seemed to be reasonably relaxed and almost friendly. “It was decided to let it go on and take the lot of you in the act.”


  “Señora Anson knew?”


  “Yes.”


  “She is very brave.” He smiled a little. He probably saved the bitch’s life and she turned him in in the act.


  “She says the same about you and your three friends. She will say so at your trial. Who recruited you?”


  “Why would she do it? She must have known she could be killed. Did you make her do it?”


  “There was no need to make her. She’s a gambler. She puts small horses at seven-meter fences.”


  “The Spanish disease?”


  “Isn’t that always it, Mauro? Who recruited you?”


  He was thinking about Abril. He was remembering Abril. On that tape. It brought back to him the bile Abril stirred in him that night. Abril at the carpark at La Concha. Abril strutting at the señor’s farmhouse. Abril’s sneering professional proletarianism. Abril on raping the wives of rich men. Abril on the three of them. Abril angry. Abril jeering. Abril threatening. Abril solid with the nameless Boar in the club. Abril’s lust for blood. Where was Abril?


  “Who recruited you, Mauro?”


  Did the Guards have Abril? No. They were ready for every contingency. When Abril and that other man reached the holding-house, the Civil Guard were there. They knew everything—except that Señora Anson wouldn’t be there. When they saw she wasn’t there? Abril and that other gunman would fight. The place must have been alive with Guards. Abril was dead. There was no other possible conclusion. Abril would fight.


  “Who recruited you, Mauro?”


  He didn’t hate Abril. They had even been friends of a sort. If Abril were alive … Abril couldn’t be alive. He hated too much. Their blood looks just like ours on the street, he said that night at the club. Abril wanted to see it run in the streets. He wouldn’t be taken alive.


  “Who recruited you, Mauro?”


  “Abril.”


  “How? Where? Tell me, Mauro.”


  He tried to think clearly, quickly. “I met him Sunday-walking in the mountains. It was very casual. We drifted … you know …? Over a period of time. We talked … you know? We became friends.”


  “You weren’t allowed to know much, were you? You weren’t insiders?” Make him resentful now.


  “No. We got operational orders.”


  “Who gave them?”


  “I don’t know. They came through Abril. He was our link.”


  “He knew the man on the tape?”


  “Yes. There were two of them there that night and a boy on the street, watching. The second man didn’t speak at all.” Stuff like this tells them nothing.


  “Describe them all.”


  “I only saw the boy in the dark.” But he was back in the club, seeing the other two. He described them. “Abril had no family, I think. Where was he buried?” he asked. A man would at least be given a decent burial. This was a Catholic country, wasn’t it?


  “Buried?”


  “Yes. Abril. He must have fought at the holding-house. Abril wouldn’t let them take him. The Civil Guards were waiting, weren’t they?”


  “Yes.”


  “Abril hated all of you.” He said it without judgment. “He wanted to fight.”


  “He didn’t.”


  “He what?”


  “The man with him tried. Abril dropped his gun when the man with him was hit in the shoulder.”


  “Abril …?” He was draining away. His head was light.


  “What?”


  “Dead?”


  “No. He’s here.”


  He was dizzy, holding the seat of his chair to keep from falling off.


  “Who was Abril’s link, Mauro?”


  Mauro said nothing. Basa was hazy in his sight.


  “Are you all right?”


  There was no reply. There was no reply to any more of Basa’s questions. “I think he’s sick,” Basa said to the captain when he came with the guards to return Mauro to his cell. “Look after him well and bring the prisoner Abril in here.”


  Abril stood like stone while the tape ran in his ears for the third time.


  “Who is he, Abril?”


  Abril stared.


  “We know a lot about you, Abril. Who is he? Where is he? I can sit for hours, waiting. You’ll stand.”


  The room was silent until one o’clock. Basa called the captain and the guards.


  “Take his shoes and socks,” he said. “Put him on the wall at full stretch, and turn off the heat in his cell. No breakfast. No water. I’m going to bed. I want him here again at noon tomorrow.”


  At noon Abril came slowly. The pain in his naked feet made it impossible for him to walk upright. He walked as he could, bent forward, on the balls of his feet, hirpling, trying to keep his agony from his face; and could not.


  “Who is he, Abril?”


  Nothing.


  He stood for an hour, his feet slowly warming, the movement of blood in them forcing a new agony, the congealed blood on his wrists matting the dark hair, his sleepwalker’s eyes redder than ever before.


  “Put him back,” Basa said. “On the wall. No heat, no bucket, no food. I’ll see him again at eight tonight. By God, I will have something from him.”


  But he said it desperately, like a man crying for rehabilitation among his own kind.


  It was eight o’clock.


  “It’s time,” Ugalde said to Maria-Angeles. “They’re at Paco’s.”


  Criado’s meat shop was at the low end of the village. They went out their own back door and down the hill, behind the houses. Criado’s back door was not barred. “Paco is good,” Ugalde whispered.


  He knew the geography of the house. Criado was accident-prone. He had a finger missing on his left hand and the tip of the thumb on his right hand, and most bullfighters had fewer scars on their thighs. He thought a lot and deeply, often when he was flashing a sharp knife or swinging a meat cleaver. Ugalde expected to see, at least once every year, Señora Criado flying up the hill to his house, crying blood on the floor. His little torch picked out the steel kettles, the cubed meat piled in them; the small one and the large one, side by side on the scarred butcher table. They were ready for collection in the morning.


  “Hold the light for me.” Maria-Angeles held it while Ugalde sprinkled half the contents of a phial over the meat; tiny pink crystals of phenolphthalein. “Sixty grams for thirty-five men—twenty-five in the Summerhouse, ten in the barracks. Let’s get the hard work done.”


  They cast their outer coats, rolled their sleeves almost to the shoulders and went to work on the meat, mixing and kneading, dissolving the pink crystals till they sank out of sight, as red as the meat. Neither of them spoke except when Ugalde checked their progress by the light of the torch and said either, “More,” or “A little water.”


  It was an hour before he was satisfied.


  “Is there enough?” Maria-Angeles said.


  “God forgive me, I’ll make sure,” he said and sprinkled the rest of the phial of crystals, and they began again. “I hope to God it doesn’t kill any of them, but they’ll all be hospital cases,” he said when ten minutes before the two hours were up, they stepped out into the night and walked on down the hill, turned into the street and started uphill for home.


  A car came into the street, around the narrow elbow at the Bar Ibañeta. “Police,” Ugalde said and steered her to the side of the street.


  The car came slowly, carefully in the narrow way, and they stood to let it pass.


  A man lay back in the back seat, his head resting. The car passed and they walked on.


  “That was Julio,” he said.


  They were almost at their front door before she spoke. “I suppose that’s the last time you’ll ever see him,” she said. “Are you sorry?”


  “Yes. I’m sorry,” he said. They scrubbed the meat juices from their arms, helping one another by the kitchen sink.


  “Did he see you?” she asked.


  “Yes.”


  They went to their room. “I suppose we should both have a bath,” she said. “It may be a while …”


  “We ought to.”


  “I’ll go first. Come and talk to me.”


  He sat on the lid of the soiled clothes basket. “We don’t seem to have much to talk about,” she said.


  “But a lot to think about. Half a lifetime in this house.”


  “Were we happy here, Dion?”


  “Happy? I don’t know what that means. We loved one another, and Christina, and Mauro, and they loved us. We survived where hundreds of thousands didn’t. It was often lonely but we were careful and content with what we had. If that’s happiness, we were happy. It was enough for me. Now we’ll be lonely again.”


  “Yes.”


  “But we’ll survive again together.”


  “Yes.”


  When they went to their room he pried up a floorboard and took out a gun wrapped in greasy oilskin. “Just in case,” he said.


  “I know.”


  He cleaned and loaded the gun, put extra shells in a drawer beside it, and got into bed.


  “Will we pack anything?”


  “Nothing. Just what money we have.”


  “Did he give any sign? Julio, I mean.”


  “He looked and moved his hand. I moved mine.”


  “Dion.”


  “Yes.”


  “You never made love to me in any bed but this one in all our life together.”


  “Maria, Maria, Maria,” he cried and gathered her in his arms.


  It was two o’clock in the morning.


  He had seen patients in the surgery all morning on Thursday and gone about on his house calls in the afternoon. The day and the doctor looked normal to his patients and neighbors. To the doctor and his wife it had the quality of a fantasy; figures moved, people spoke, as if behind glass; they were not in the Ugaldes’ world. They were without substance.


  “It’s time to go, my love,” he said when the clock in the kitchen said two in the morning. His knife was in its sheath between his shoulder blades; his gun was in his pocket; and their money. “You’ll see him soon,” he said.


  It was snowing heavily. It had been snowing since the afternoon.


  They glanced at nothing as they left the house and closed the door, leaving it unlocked. Everything in the place was a fragment of their past, fleshed over by love and care and memories. What did it matter? These they took with them. The bare bones to which the flesh had clung would be auctioned and become meaningless. They thought. But they did not believe it. So they looked at nothing and closed the door with their backs to it.


  They looked an oddly harmless pair, walking up the street toward the Bar Ibañeta. She took his arm and they walked in step, a middle-sized couple, warmly bundled in sheepskin-lined coats, woollen caps pulled down over their ears, warm boots; walking in the middle of the narrow street, featureless and obscured behind the snow-screen that fell about them. A couple coming home; or two insomniacs, walking themselves to the edge of sleep. They turned right at the Bar Ibañeta, down the lane to the narrow guardless bridge that crossed the river. With solicitude, Ugalde helped her across its slippery surface. Like apparitions they crossed the fields below the monastery, circled the floodlit compound of the Summerhouse well out of the overspill of the glare and walked into the trees at the foot of the wooded hill behind the prison.


  Then they were transformed. Maria dropped behind Ugalde, into his tracks. They scrambled up the hill, among the trees, urgently. She followed him as he veered right into a small paddock of deadfall. They sat down, obscured by the dead and fallen trees, Ugalde with his back to the wood, Maria between his bent legs. He put his arms about her.


  “We wait,” he said. “No talk.”


  The snow whispered. It fell in noisy lumps from the overloaded branches, bringing down more snow in rustling streams. Below, the guards paced in the compound on their appointed rounds, two by two, always in sight of one another before and behind. Now and then a solid lump of snow fell with a plop into the snow on the ground.


  Maria watched the guards in the compound. Ugalde sat with his eyes closed, separating sounds.


  He said, suddenly, “I can hear your gun, Carlos, coming round the tree.”


  “You have good ears,” Carlos said.


  “I have listened a lot lately, sitting here.”


  “They are not going down.”


  “They will. Soon. Who is up there behind you?”


  “Paco. Urbina. Two others.”


  “Who?”


  “You needn’t know. Rof and two men are waiting on this side of the crown of Cypress Hill. For the medical officer. They have a breakdown in the middle of the road, just past the graveyard gates. I hope this medical officer isn’t superstitious. Who is that with you, doctor?”


  “My wife.”


  “Why?”


  “To greet her son. Why else.”


  “This is not work for women.”


  “It is for this woman, Carlos,” Maria-Angeles said. “Don’t be an old she-goat yourself.”


  “You will regret this. You should not have come, señora.”


  “Would you like us both to go, Carlos?” Ugalde asked irritably.


  “No.”


  “Then leave it.”


  He could hear Paco and the men with him, settling in the snow with their backs to trees. The guards in the compound paced out their rounds. The wind stirred a little and snow streamed down. The branches creaked and the falling snow whispered softly; and they watched.


  “Look, Carlos.”


  One of the guards had dropped his gun and was clutching at his stomach. He went down on his knees, bent double, his head in the snow; he rose and staggered about and started toward the main prison door. His partner picked up his gun and hurried after him, then convulsed suddenly himself and went down; scrambled to his feet, rambled in a devious line, went down again and reached the door on his knees. The cries of the two men rose over the snow.


  “They are suffering, Carlos. I increased the dose. I hope to God I didn’t give them too much.”


  “What have they got?”


  “Diarrhea. Terrible stomach spasms. Fierce pain. When you get inside that place, the stench of human excrement will make you vomit. Men can die from a dose of phenolphthalein. They’ll all end up in hospital. I hope they all come out alive.” He said again, “I gave them too much, I think. I wanted to be sure.”


  “Too much of what?”


  “I said phenolphthalein. They’re going down inside now, like shot pigeons. Somebody will have phoned for the medical officer by this time. They’ll be terrified.”


  The other three pairs of guards had not reappeared around the prison. “Where are they?” Carlos asked anxiously.


  “Probably lying in the snow. We’ll know soon. Have you got the stepladder Paco?”


  “Yes, doctor.”


  “Did you test it? Does it work?”


  “Perfectly.”


  “Who’s going over the fence with me?”


  “I am,” Carlos said.


  “Give them a little more time, then we’ll open the Summerhouse, Carlos, and your man can come out.” It was a small verbal gesture. He didn’t care about their man.


  There was no response. Carlos didn’t care about his verbal gestures. Ugalde felt their separation. He looked around for the first time. Carlos stood white-caped and white-hooded behind the deadfall paddock. Beyond him, Paco and Urbina sat with their backs to trees, and beyond them two men whose faces he could not see. All of them were in white cotton capes with white hoods. All of them were nursing automatic rifles across their chests.


  “We agreed, Carlos. Only two guns—yours and Paco’s.” But in face of the accomplished fact, it sounded lame.


  “Who would go in there without a gun?”


  “I would.”


  Carlos laughed. “You’re a good man, Dr. Ugalde.” It was dismissive.


  The gunfire was brief. It came, Ugalde thought, from the road above the monastery. Three short bursts of automatic fire that bounced and echoed in the narrow valleys along and around the Pass of Roncesvalles, the Valley of Thorns.


  “What was that?”


  “The patrol coming down the Pass to the barracks. You forgot about them, doctor. We didn’t.”


  “My God.” Ugalde pulled Maria to her feet, but he was not in command or control. Carlos whistled and the five Assembly men on the hill became a crowd. They were lower, on the fringes of the trees, white-caped and hooded, with automatic rifles slung, carrying rolls of wire, plungers, sacks that could only mean bundles of dynamite. They set to work with large wire-cutters on the outside fence.


  “Your word isn’t worth much, Carlos. What are you going to do?”


  “Wipe that place off the face of the earth.”


  “And my son and his friends? Was your word good on them?”


  “My word is. I can’t guarantee everybody in this crowd.”


  “And the boat to Bayonne and secure transport to the coast?”


  “All arranged. Only Paco knows the details. Nobody else can interfere. You’re safe.”


  “Are we?” Ugalde said bitterly.


  Maria said quietly, “Make it true, Carlos. I will kill you myself if anything goes wrong.”


  “With what, señora? And when?”


  Carlos walked down the hill. “Paco,” he called, “bring the ladder. We’ll go in now.”


  Ugalde was nothing. Carlos was in charge. The thing was no longer simple. There were dead Civil Guards somewhere on the Pass, no doubt gunned down from ambush in the middle of their idle talk.


  The massive explosions came from the direction of the barracks on the avenue of trees. “Don’t worry, doctor,” Carlos called up the hill. “They had orders to get everybody out before they blew up the barracks.”


  Ugalde ran down the hill and grabbed Carlos. “What the hell do you think you’re doing?” he yelled.


  “We’ll go over the fence now, doctor. If you don’t, and Mauro can’t come out, they’ll hang all the politicals in there, and you’ll do thirty years for your share. We’ll see to it. Who else could have doctored the food?”


  “Do you think the priests in the monastery will stay away from the phone when they hear this?”


  “Yes. They’re all in the Collegiate church at this minute, praying, I hope, but not from choice. Paco!”


  “I’m here,” Paco said.


  “Now, doctor,” Carlos said and shook himself free.


  Ugalde took off his sheepskin-lined coat and drew the knife from its sheath. “It’s a silent friend, Carlos,” he said.


  “Indeed,” Carlos said, smiling.


  Ugalde was wearing a white hospital coat pulled up and tied about his waist. He gave his top coat to Maria and said, “Wait for us in the trees where the fence is cut. I’ll send him to you, then run for Paco’s garage. The back door’s open.” He kissed her. “Keep in the trees.”


  They passed through the cut fence and stopped a few feet from the electrified barrier. Paco had one leg of the stepladder already assembled. Half a dozen men placed one end of it firmly on the ground and leaned it toward the fence. It reached almost six feet above the outward-canted top of the electric fence. Ugalde felt the leg of the ladder. He lifted it off the ground. It was light. Very light. Too light? “Fit the other leg into the crown and hand it to me when I’m up, Paco.”


  He started to climb. The ladder swayed toward the fence and stabilized. “Hold it hard, for Christ’s sake,” he admonished them and went carefully to the top. Paco handed him the second leg with the crown locked on. He raised it high in the air and passed it over the fence. Disabling thoughts shook his mind. If there was one man capable of action in the building, he was a perfect target perched high over the top of the electric fence; if one man lost his grip below, or had a seizure, or lost his nerve. He lowered the second leg to the ground inside the compound. “Now,” he said, “inch by inch, lean me closer to the fence. I have to get the crown locked into this leg. Easy, for God’s sake.”


  The outside leg leaned slowly forward, swaying a little, not quite stable. Ugalde had to lean forward, increasing the pressure on his holders. He had to lift the second leg awkwardly to lower the crown onto the first one. The second leg wove as the pressure on his wrists increased. But the crown came down on the leg. “Lower it. Very slowly,” he said.


  Both legs were on the ground, straddling the fence. “Hold it hard,” he called, “don’t let it tumble sideways.”


  Slowly, he went over, one leg on either side of the lethal fence, turning then to face outwards and descend.


  The stepladder was too long and too light. He could feel it bending as he went gingerly down. Then it buckled and he leaned back and dropped. The holders let go and scattered and Ugalde rolled away and rose and ran. The ladder fell sideways and sparks and flame hissed and crackled and died away.


  He was alone in the compound in the full glare of the floodlights, with no chance of help until he opened the place. He had no gun and twenty-five sick but armed men were in and about the building. There was only one way to go. The men around the fence had disappeared. They were all back in the trees, ready to come through the gates if he opened them, or to abandon him inside if he couldn’t. For a moment he thought he heard the voice of Luis Arrabal, “This is the place, Dion.”


  He put on a hospital mask and walked across the compound to the main door. The stench came out from the heated interior like a solid substance. The cries and moanings and pathetic whimperings of men in terrible pain came with it. They were lying about all over the place, in corridors, in the doorways of rooms and offices, some barely conscious, none capable of any action. He stepped among them and their mess and walked to the control room. The buttons and switches were, he remembered, all labelled. He had not told them this. The deception, he thought, had done him little good. He was the tool now. The smell was overwhelming. He felt sick.


  The buttons were there on a small panel; cells, numbered. He punched them all. Anything else they wanted they could do themselves. Gates. Plus and minus the labels said. He pressed them both and hurried to the cell block, stepping over men, two of whom had tried and only half succeeded in getting their trousers off.


  All the doors stood open. He shouted their names. “Come out. Get dressed. Get out.” Two men were on the wall. Both had been sick. He recognized Hierro. The other he did not know. They were hanging helplessly by the wrists, the strength gone from their legs. He found Mauro, embraced him hastily, yelling, “Get dressed, get out,” and yelled it again and again from door to door. There was no time for emotion. He could do nothing for the men on the wall. Let Carlos look after his own.


  The Assembly men were storming into and around the building. They trampled sick men whose faltering pleas for help went unanswered. Urbina charged down the cell block, his gun at the ready. He found Abril and Hierro and came screaming to Carlos. “They’re in chains! They’re chained to the wall! We can’t get them out!” he screamed hysterically and a guard on the floor who looked, stare-eyed, like a corpse, yelled, “Urbina.”


  The vet turned quickly. “Which one?” he yelled and got no answer. Three guards lay close together on the floor. He sprayed them all. They stared up at him, no longer able to call his name. Or bear witness. Urbina walked away, up the long, wide, grey corridor.


  Ugalde spun Carlos around. “What will you do about that?” he shouted.


  “I didn’t see it,” Carlos said.


  “There was to be no killing. He didn’t need to kill them.” He was shouting again.


  “They saw him.”


  “There was to be no killing. It was agreed.”


  Carlos walked away shouting, “Get them out before you blow it up.”


  Urbina was running from cell to cell. Ugalde picked up a guard’s gun and walked after him. “Urbina,” he said, “don’t try to harm them.”


  “Not yet,” the vet said as Mauro stepped from his cell, “not yet, doctor.” He followed Carlos.


  “Get your friends. Your mother’s waiting in the trees on the hill. Get out!”


  “What’s …?”


  “Get out!”


  Guards lay on the ground in rows like dead men, the snow tracked by the passage of their dragged bodies. White-caped men were hauling them like sacks. Before any help could reach them they would be snow-covered. So would the tracks of the escaping Assembly men. Pairs of them were crouching around the prison, running out wire from spools, running for cover.


  But Hierro and Abril were chained to the wall and the search was on for crowbars or sledge hammers and cold-chisels to dig the rings from the walls. When they were found in the supply store, the two men were carried out, the wrist locks still chained to the wall rings and how did men escape at speed over the mountains with so delicate a burden?


  It was their problem. They were out. Mauro was in his mother’s arms. Haro and Reis and Pureza stood uneasily in the trees, understanding nothing, confused and frightened by the suddenness, speed and clamorous violence of events. The prison was going up in sections. Smoke and flame and debris mingled in the black sky with the snow that drove now in a gathering wind and the dynamite roared and the debris crashed.


  A car drove through the open gates. Three men dragged the bound medical officer from it and left him at the end of a row of bodies.


  “You can come with us,” Ugalde said to his son’s friends. “We have a route.”


  They stared about them in confusion. All personality was wiped out in noise and movement and the urgency to act. They were all, even Mauro and Maria-Angeles, bodies to be moved out of the reach of danger.


  “Make up your minds.”


  And of a sudden the place was empty, a smoking, burning ruin, with men laid out like white corpses in the snow, moaning, crying out; and sections of masonry crashing. The white-caped men and their gear had gone without notice. Only the blowing snow made any other sound. The only light came from the snow.


  “Are you coming with us?”


  “Which way?” Reis said, looking about him as if he expected to see signposts that would relieve him of decision.


  “To the coast. We have safe transport. Make up your minds.”


  “There’ll be troops out. They’ll close a ring round us … they’ll kill us.”


  “Come or stay,” Ugalde said. “We’re going now.”


  “We should take to the mountains,” Haro said but it was clear that they had no opinions, only fears.


  “Ugalde. Get your family away from them,” Urbina called from the edge of the trees, and lifted his gun to waist level.


  Ugalde fired without remembering he still had the guard’s gun in his hands. Chips flew from the tree behind Urbina and he was slammed against it as if he had been shoved. The gun fell from his hands. He bent at the knees, folded and went down on his face. Perched on his face and his knees, he fell over slowly.


  “Run,” Reis shouted in panic and Haro followed him up the hill calling, “Where?”


  They seemed at once to forget about Urbina in the strangeness of Reis’ flight and Haro’s bewildered pursuit. They watched them flounder out of sight, like drunken ghosts.


  “It’s their choice,” Ugalde said. He threw the gun away. “We’re going to Paco’s. Move, girl, follow Mauro.”


  They went across the open fields. Less visible than shadows. The snow was blowing, drifting now. There would be no tracks to follow on the mountain. Urbina would not come home. They would find him under the snow and his wife would have the consolation of knowing that he had not gone with one of the many women she accused him of servicing in his unexplained absences from home. Carlos would go home to bed, his traces buried. Men who knew the mysterious passages of the mountains would climb high and carry Abril and Hierro to France, laboring like pack mules through the impassable places. “… in their inaccessible mountain lairs,” somebody once wrote of Arrabal and his band and when Luis at last read it he said to his men, “Don’t be fooled by it. If we have access to these inaccessible lairs, they are not inaccessible.” But the snow would shelter them tonight.


  It was at the narrow guardless bridge that they heard the chatter of gunfire off the mountainside. Once, twice, a gun sputtered.


  They stopped. Mauro turned toward the sound, but only its rolling echo remained.


  “They made their choice,” Ugalde said. “Keep moving.”


  “They couldn’t think,” Mauro said. “It was too sudden.”


  “Keep moving,” Ugalde said heartlessly. But he thought: I helped them—to an earlier death. “Get over the bridge,” he said. Life was a long series of bridges; some of them reached halfway across the abyss. Some of those were built by friends trying to help.


  The village was still, and wide awake. There were lights in the windows but the curious stayed inside, listening, waiting for movement outside, ready to speak when the time came to answer questions, of what they had heard, but not of what they had not seen. Such explosions would have wakened the dead, señor. But I was afraid, we were afraid. We did not go out, we did not look out. They seemed to come from the jail and the barracks, but in the snow, sound is difficult … we know now, certainly, but then … and the men who do these things, they do not want witnesses …


  They came at Paco’s truck garage from behind. It was full of light. The small back door was wide open, the big front doors pushed into their recesses along the front wall. Around the edge of the back door, Ugalde could see through to the houses across the street. Paco and another man were at work in the engine of a huge transport. Ugalde pushed his family out of sight along the back wall, made a snowball and watched it shatter at Paco’s feet. The two men went on working for a moment then left the engine and ran the front doors closed.


  “Yes,” Paco called and they went in.


  “Up,” Paco said, “no talk.”


  In a dark corner under the high, peaked roof of the building, a small platform had been made of planks laid across steel beams. Out from the edge of the platform, there was a block and tackle from which a rope came down to a hook on the back wall. The rope was double. It had on one end, on a sling, a small footstep not more than two feet long and six inches wide. “When we get you up, thread the rope off the block and keep it on the platform. When your transport’s ready, rethread it and we’ll bring you down.”


  “When?”


  “Sometime today. It’s half past four now. Maybe this afternoon. If they let any traffic move. No more talk.”


  “What transport, Paco?”


  “This.” He nodded to the big transport. “It came in yesterday, over the Pass. Held up with engine trouble.” He laughed. “He’s your driver. Miguel.”


  Miguel smiled but said nothing.


  “There’re blankets, a small heater and food and wine up there. It’s the best we can do. One of you has to stay awake all the time. Don’t roll off. Stay at the back. You’ll be cold. You first, Mauro. You’ll have to help your mother onto the platform.” He held up a restraining hand as Mauro unhooked the sling from the wall. “You’d better all use the washroom. There’s nothing up there.”


  They went up, one by one, far into the roof, Mauro, Maria, Pureza.


  “Thank you, Paco. And you, Miguel,” Ugalde said.


  “Where are the other two, doctor?” Paco said as Ugalde took his grip on the sling.


  “They chose the mountains.”


  “We heard the guns. Was it Urbina?”


  “Not Urbina, Paco.”


  “Up.”


  They lay side by side, their feet toward the heater, blankets over and under them: Ugalde, Maria, Pureza and Mauro. They had nothing to say. “You’ve had some sleep tonight, Mauro. You stay awake,” Ugalde said.


  “Yes.”


  But Ugalde lay awake. It’s strange, he thought, we have done this thing, and killed a man and are homeless and hiding, and we have nothing to say. Necessity is a hungry man’s meat bone. Nothing else matters.


  “Pureza,” Maria whispered. “You are the girl called Pureza? The one who was coming with Mauro for Christmas?”


  “Yes, señora.” She was lost and afraid and dependent and Mauro was her only anchor.


  “I suppose I’ll have to call you Pureza, but I’ll think of you as one of us now—I’ll think of you as Christina.” It was the first time she had spoken since before Ugalde went over the fence. She was rebuilding the family. “Mauro?”


  “Yes, Mother?”


  “Thank your father.”


  Far below, Paco and Miguel opened the big doors again. When the Civil Guard or the Army came to Burguete, they would find common men facing the emergencies of common life with a proper sense of urgency and the openness of innocence. The wind whistled in the roof. It was very cold under the roof.


  “No talk,” Ugalde said. “Try to sleep.”


  “Well,” Maria whispered, “we’ll still be together at Christmas.” Men’s work was done. Building futures is women’s work.


  “Maria! Sleep.”


  “I’ll try, my love.”


  Basa flew into Burguete in an army helicopter with medical officers and orderlies and two members of his staff.


  When the Prior and the Fathers were released from the Collegiate church of the monastery, the Prior tried to phone the Civil Guard headquarters in Pamplona. The wires were cut.


  He ran from the monastery down the avenue of trees, past the smoking wreckage of the barracks, and laboring in the heavy snow, he fell over the snow-covered Civil Guards laid out in the road. He was a small, thin man making desperate noises like a frightened dog, running on to the house of the vet. The vet’s frightened wife would not open the door. Sweating and suffering the agonies of short-windedness, the Prior struggled on to the house of the doctor. His legs trembled and threatened to fold like rubber. There was no answer to his hammering. He tried the door and it opened. He went crying through the house, stumbling over furniture till his legs felt as if they had been beaten. His searching hands ran over walls, switching on lights; and there was no one there. He used the doctor’s phone and told his story to the Civil Guard, setting wheels in motion, and told it again when at his own insistence they put him through to the colonel’s house.


  “Get the men to your infirmary, Father, and get Dion Ugalde to them at once.”


  “I’m in his house. He’s not here.”


  “Where does Maria-Angeles say he is?”


  “She’s not here. The house is empty. It was open.”


  “Get the men to your infirmary. We’re coming. Get the man at the garage to lay on transport for them. Any kind of transport. We’re coming.”


  The Prior didn’t think about the front door. He ran through it and stumbled down the street to the garage. His clothes were wet with the sweat that ran from him in hot streams. He was boiling; his clothes were chillingly cold. He flew into the garage like a wounded bird, and Ugalde watched and listened from his eyrie under the roof.


  Paco and Miguel drove trucks that already had chains on their rear wheels and the Fathers loaded them with sick and freezing men, some of them unconscious.


  When Basa came, he requisitioned Paco and his truck. He saw his men first, in the monastery infirmary. “Three guards dead in the ruins. We have part of them. We don’t know yet whether they were shot, but they were blown up. Several of the others are touch-and-go,” one of the doctors told him. “At least two of them will die. We’ve got to get them all into a proper hospital. This place is for priests with bad colds.”


  “What made them sick in the first place?”


  “Smell them, colonel. It has to be a heavy dose of phenolphthalein or something like it. They’ve almost shit themselves to death. And when there’s nothing to shit—God, the spasms.”


  “Call for more choppers and move them.”


  He inspected the ruins in a silence that matched his desolate face. There were guns on the ground behind the ruins. He picked them up and examined them. They had not been fired. He dropped them where they had been dropped by the guards. The young lieutenant, one of the two officers he brought with him, followed him in silence. Grimly, Basa told Paco to drive them to Ugalde’s house. Mountain troops came in by transport behind the snow ploughs and took to the slopes. They rolled through the village, up the avenue of trees, and crossed the river, urgent and angry and vengeful. Basa watched them pass and went into Ugalde’s house.


  The front door was open. Lights were on all over the house. A pot of coffee and two half-empty coffee cups were on the kitchen table. The Ugaldes’ bed had not been slept in. Their suitcases were in a clothes cupboard. Only Ugalde’s familiar sheep-lined top coat and Maria-Angeles’ heavy winter coat were missing from their hooks in the wide front hall. Yes, and their heavy boots were not behind the stove where they kept them in the winter. He had watched Dion bring them out from there and put them on, many, many times. Mournfully, he went through the house again and came back to the kitchen. He sat down at the table.


  “Lieutenant,” he said, “I have drunk a lot of coffee at this table.” His head was in his hands.


  “Yes, sir.”


  Basa glanced at him. “Don’t be a stupid echo, boy,” he said. “I spoke to a human being. I don’t want a robot to reply.”


  “What could I have said in reply, colonel?”


  “That’s better. Go out and tell that truck driver to go up to the infirmary and bring back either a doctor or a medical orderly who knows his drugs. You’d better go with him. They’re too busy. They’ll just tell him to clear off. Bring somebody.”


  The lieutenant went on his errand. Basa prowled the house again. He stood for a long time in Ugalde’s surgery staring through the glass of the doctor’s cabinet at the little bottles and packages arranged in their ranks. He supposed the ranks had some meaning. He came back to the kitchen when he heard the lieutenant return. He had a doctor with him.


  “I can give you two minutes, colonel,” the doctor said.


  “Go into Ugalde’s surgery and find me some phenolphthalein—or any trace of it.”


  “You could read the labels—I have sick men on my hands.”


  “Then do it and don’t waste your time.” Basa was irrationally angry.


  But the doctor found none, nor any trace of it.


  “How would you put that stuff into the guards?”


  “In their meat, I’d say. That would be the easiest way.”


  “How would you do it?”


  “Just rub it in—dissolve it on the meat. It’s crystallized.”


  “But where? When?”


  “In the kitchen, for God’s sake. Before you cooked it. May I please go now, colonel?”


  “The truck will take you back,” Basa said. “And thank you.”


  The lieutenant stood patiently by the table. The colonel is tired. He has not been himself. The stories going the rounds about him in the corps … dereliction of duty … caught in bed with some industrial nabob’s wife … turned in a soft report on the Burguete doctor’s son because he’d been nobbling the doctor’s wife and owed her something for it … all supposed to be confidential but it was easier to get garbled versions of the secret stuff than it was to find out what time it was. Colonel Basa doesn’t look like a womanizer. He looks more like a worn-out professor. He had a great reputation in the corps. Why didn’t he fuck-up typists and nurses or keep a tart in the town instead of picking the wife of a nabob with political clout or the wife of a doctor with a crazy son? The colonel is very, very tired.


  “Can you make coffee, lieutenant?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “You’ll find the makings in that cupboard there, and in the one underneath it, you’ll find brandy. Fetch the brandy first, with glasses.”


  “One glass, sir.”


  “Two glasses, lieutenant.” Basa poured two glasses.


  “I’m on duty, sir. I’m sorry.”


  Basa drank quickly, refilled his glass and drank again. The lieutenant poured two cups of coffee. Basa took the lieutenant’s glass and drained it.


  “Are you married, lieutenant? No, of course you’re not. You’ve applied for permission to marry next year? That’s right?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “You expect a promotion?”


  “I hope for one, sir.”


  Basa poured brandy into his coffee and drained the cup. “I have never been so tired in my life, lieutenant.”


  “You should try to get some sleep, colonel.”


  “Why? I go to bed but I don’t go to sleep. Pour me some more coffee and keep pouring it.” He poured more brandy into the coffee. “Has your girl a pleasant disposition?”


  “I think so, sir.”


  “Sit down, for God’s sake, boy. You’re standing there like Jesus Christ on judgment day. Do you think she’ll still have a pleasant disposition after twenty years of you putting your hand over your heart and saying ‘All for the Nation?’ Do you think so?”


  “I think so, sir.”


  “I think not, sir. Not after five years. I speak from experience. Long and sad experience, my boy. Long and sad …”


  He doesn’t sleep, he’s tired to the point of collapse, he knows they’ll break him for his failures and indiscretions, and he’s getting drunk in the middle of a major crisis that adds to his troubles. The lieutenant watched the collapsed face and the washed-out eyes and felt a little pity. But there was weakness there from the beginning, or none of this would have happened. Doubt? There was a flaw, a doubt … what he said about All for the Nation was close to subversion. It must always have been there.


  “A woman doesn’t put the nation first. She puts you first. And when she finds you have another mistress who takes precedence over her, she sours.”


  There was nothing to say to that; nothing safe, or discreet. The colonel poured and drank.


  A runner came tentatively into the house, calling, “Colonel. Colonel Basa.” The lieutenant brought him to the kitchen. He might need a witness.


  The runner reported, watching Basa with a puzzled expression. “They have found a dead civilian outside the compound, colonel. The Fathers say it is Urbina, the vet. There was a gun in the snow beside the body.”


  “Discharged?” Basa said.


  “Yes, sir. They found the bodies of two young men farther up the slope. There were no guns near them.”


  “Shot?”


  “All three, sir. The vet in the chest, the other two in the stomach.”


  “Tell them to look for four more bodies. A young man, a young woman and a middle-aged couple. They’ll be there, somewhere.” He buried his face in his hands again; then his head sank to the table and he rolled his forehead on the wood.


  The lieutenant dismissed the runner. “You think they’re dead, sir?”


  “Oh, yes. They were taken from this house.” He pushed himself upright. “I was always very happy in this house. At this table.”


  Yes. The talk is that you had a corrupt liking for aging flesh. Quick bashes over the edge of the table while the doctor was out?


  “This house was a kind of home. For many years I had no home. Did they know that too, lieutenant? Did they know? Only a house with a woman in it.”


  He’s thoroughly drunk. He’s not capable. He’s reached the maudlin self-pity stage. The runner saw him in this state. I’ll get his name.


  “Collapse,” Basa said, very loudly. He raised both fists and smashed them on the table. “Collapse!” he yelled. “Collapse!”


  “Sir?”


  “Lives,” Basa yelled. “They collapse. Goddamn you.” He took the bottle and poured brandy into his coffee cup; spilling. “One of our own cooks was in on this, lieutenant. One of our own cooks poisoned the men. Christ Jesus, I was destroyed from above and below.”


  But both cooks are in the infirmary. Did they also inflict this suffering on themselves? He kept the thought to himself. It was useful.


  “They’re dead. All of them, lieutenant. Reis, Haro, that girl and the Ugaldes. All of them. It was on the tapes.”


  “Sir?”


  “I was ordered not to see Ugalde. I suppose everybody knows that, lieutenant?”


  “No, sir,” the lieutenant lied.


  “But I did. He was my friend. And he said a strange thing. He asked me if his son was a police spy. Wasn’t that a strange thing to ask?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Why did he ask that?”


  “I couldn’t say, sir.”


  “Because the Fifth Assembly came after him. They told him that. That’s what I think, lieutenant. They killed them, all of them. They’re dead on the slopes somewhere.” He said, sadly, “Under the snow.” The lieutenant was afraid he was close to maudlin tears.


  The colonel drained the cup and stood up, swaying. The lieutenant reached to steady him and Basa pushed him roughly away. “I don’t care,” he said. “I don’t care one shit.”


  “What, sir?”


  “What they do to me now. Goddamn them. They took my life, all of it. Then they spat on it. The corps, lieutenant. Goddamn them. Come.” Basa weaved his way out of the house and struggled into the cabin of Paco’s truck. The lieutenant crowded in beside him. “Pamplona,” Basa said.


  “Sir, it would be better to go to bed in the doctor’s house.”


  “Shit.”


  The village was crowded now, with Civil Guards and troops making their house-to-house search.


  Paco said, outside his garage, “Señor, I have a transport to get on the road. It would take only a minute.”


  “Take the minute,” Basa said generously. “I don’t give a shit. I’m going home.”


  He scrambled out of the cabin after Paco and fell to his knees in the churned-up slush. Then he followed Paco inside. There were Civil Guards everywhere. One of them was being lowered from the platform under the roof.


  “Nothing,” he said as he reached the floor.


  The transport was open and empty. Large opened cardboard cartons were stacked over the garage floor. Civil Guards were loading them onto a fork lift. They began reloading the transport.


  “What are you doing?” Basa asked a sergeant.


  “We searched the transport, colonel. There’s nothing but French television sets in it. We opened them all.”


  “Hurry up.”


  They stared, bewildered, at their drunk commander and questioningly at the stolidly dutiful lieutenant, and reloaded the transport. Miguel stood patiently to one side, waiting.


  “Do you know, lieutenant, the house of the Señora Aloys in Pamplona?” Basa asked him.


  “Yes, colonel.”


  “That is fine. Very fine. This man will take me there.” He pointed to Miguel. “And you, lieutenant, will direct him. I am going home.”


  “But to leave, sir …”


  “Shit,” the colonel said. “I am going home. I have nowhere else to go, lieutenant.”


  Beyond Pamplona, on the road to Vitoria, Miguel stopped his transport and thumped the passenger seat. It was pushed up from underneath. “You had a Civil Guard escort as far as the house of a Señora Aloys in Pamplona,” he said into the dark vacancy below. “Colonel Basa brought us through the screen, drunk as a mule driver. Are you all right in there? We’re going non-stop to Guetaria. That’s where you get the boat.”


  Ugalde and Maria, Pureza and Mauro sat upright and back to back on the bars that stretched the narrow width of the thin false section of the transport. Their shoulders were pressed against its sides. It was airless and they were weary, sore, backaching and with raging headaches.


  “Poor Julio,” Ugalde said. “What have we done to him?”


  “We have made him suffer with us,” Maria said.


  BOOK FOUR


  The pines are high in the air four pigeons fly.


  Four pigeons fly and tumble, towing their wounded shadows.


  On the ground under the pines four pigeons lie.
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  Until death, it is all life.


  SPANISH PROVERB


  “We have made him suffer with us.”


  They sat back to back on the narrow boards that served as seats in the thin false compartment. There was no light. Fugitives do not expect comfort or light. In noise and darkness and miserable discomfort, talk is not only burdensome, it is futile. There was no talk.


  “We have made him suffer with us.”


  It was not only what she said that brought Ugalde to the verge of tears. It was, also, that she sounded venomous. In the dark, even in painful discomfort, one can think. He could not think venomously about Basa. Maria had no ground for venow. The man had done his duty. He had even been generous in doing it, risking discipline by disobeying orders. Even in this situation which, in itself, because of their friendship must create suspicion around him and hurt him, he had remained a friend. And the destruction of his jail and the release of his prisoners could only destroy Basa. He had paid a terrible price for friendship.


  “You had a Civil Guard escort as far as the house of a Señora Aloys in Pamplona. Colonel Basa brought us through the screen, drunk as a mule driver.”


  That was why Basa was drunk at the scene of his crime against him. He knows I did it. We loved one another and I betrayed my friend. I destroyed my friend.


  “Why are you venomous about him, Maria? It was our son who committed the crimes.”


  But the roaring of the road and the bumping of the transport wiped out his voice and he did not try again.


  He thought instead about Mauro. They had exchanged a word or two in the haste and confusion at the prison, and scarcely a word since. “Thank your father, Mauro,” Maria said to him up under the garage roof. Did he say anything? I didn’t hear. Young Reis was dead, and Haro. Well, they promised only Mauro in return for Hierro. True, he had blackmailed them into promising Reis and Haro and the girl, but if he was ruthless for his son’s sake, they were ruthless for their notions of justice. They would have killed the girl Pureza if she had run with Reis and Haro—most likely her life was saved by having nobody but Mauro. She was coming for Christmas, wasn’t she?


  His mind wandered unhappily on the prospect that had made them happy—Mauro on his way to the practice of medicine, with a girl to marry.


  It was my son who committed the crimes.


  And I have compounded his crimes by even greater crimes. I opened the door to the murder of Guards, the killing of Reis and Haro, the sickness, maybe the deaths of Guards, and I shot Urbina to death. He was going to kill Reis and Haro and the girl—but I wanted to kill him. He was the one who seduced Mauro into this whole lunatic nightmare. And Basa was heavy in his spirit. A month ago we were … now we are huddled in a transport, without substance or place, running for our lives.


  The weight of his guilt disabled him.


  He tried to think of the route they were taking. He had taken it when he went to see Mauro and when he went to find him. They had driven here on long days in summer to see the crops in the fields. It was the road through the Valle de la Burunda. He was traveling it for the last time and could not see the high rock faces of the Dos Hermanas, or the wheatfields or cornfields or sugar beet ranges under snow. On the right of the broad rich valley, the Sierra de Aralar, on the left the Sierra de Andla and the Sierra de Urbasa; he loved them and passing between them for the last time, could not see them. He remembered that along this road there was a huge signboard that said Papa ven en Tren, Come by Train, Papa, and wryly he wished they could.


  The transport stopped for a long time and he supposed the driver was eating at the truck stop at Echarri-Aranaz. They stood up, moved their legs, rubbed their buttocks but said no more than—


  “Stiff.”


  “Sore.”


  “Exhausted.”


  And tried to go on standing when the transport moved and could not. It moved slowly, rolling on rutted ice, and they had to sit again on rutted bottoms. The driver thumped on the passenger seat and Ugalde shot the bolt and pushed up the seat. There was wine for them, and sausage and bread and he passed them along and locked the seat again. The wine bottles had been uncorked. They ate and drank and spilled in the dark and did not talk and the road roared under them and their feet froze.


  They rolled and bounced and suffered through Vitoria, in the Basque province of Alava, down into Bilbao in the Basque province of Vizcaya and along the Biscay shore, for fugitives go where they must.


  Beyond Zumaya, on the headland where tourists stop to enjoy the panorama y punto de vista, Miguel pulled his transport off the road and thumped on the passenger seat.


  “You can’t walk like cripples in Guetaria,” he said into the hole. “Come out here and stretch.”


  Coming out was not easy. Miguel hauled them out, one by one, and lowered them to the ground into a gale-force wind. There was no snow here on the Biscay coast but it had been raining and the endless swell charged in and leaped in house-high breakers, pounding and clawing at the shore till as far as they could see it was yellow, boiling water the color of the churned-up sand.


  They could not walk upright. They hirpled about, their legs and their backs bent, their cold feet aching, and Miguel shouted into the wind that staggered them, “Walk. Up and down. Wave your arms. Walk. Keep walking.” Even the cloudy light was hurtful to their eyes after the hours of darkness.


  For fifteen minutes he drove them, up and down the lay-by till they were able to walk with some appearance of normality. “That rock like a crouching mouse,” he said, pointing along the shore, “is the Ratón de Guetaria, the Mouse of Guetaria. The harbor is built between the mouse and the town. You will be in a house above the harbor.”


  “What sort of house?” Ugalde asked.


  “The house of poor people. A small house.”


  “Will there be room for four of us?”


  “What room do fugitives need?” It sounded like a rebuke for unreasonable expectations, and Ugalde walked away.


  Maria was walking between Mauro and Pureza, her arms linked in theirs, holding them tight against her. She was talking intensely, her face changing suddenly from eagerness to apparent anger, her lips narrowly open, tightly shut, her words spitting. Mauro’s responses mirrored his mother’s face but Pureza was stone-faced and once or twice she shook her head, and Maria released her arm. Then Maria spoke again with a kind of jubilant aggression and Mauro laughed. She tightened her grip on his arm, then hugged him, her face full of fire. The wind tore her words away and Ugalde could hear nothing of what she said. He watched her unhappily, with a sense of separation.


  Miguel was at his shoulder. “You and the señora can ride in the cabin,” he said. “It’s just down the road. I’ll let you off opposite the street you go down. It’s a cobbled street running down toward the harbor. Halfway down, turn left. That will bring you up the hill again, up some steps and through the tunnel under the church. Two doors out of the tunnel on the left is the house you want. The old man will be at the door. It’s time to go. I’ll let the young ones off a hundred meters beyond you.”


  “What old man?”


  “Old man Mir, Villar Mir. He’s just an old man. And his wife, Concha.”


  “What are they?”


  “What are they? Nothing. Just old and poor. You’ll wait there.” Miguel yelled into the wind for the others to come. He repacked Mauro and Pureza in the compartment. Ugalde and Maria sat close together on the passenger seat.


  “What were you talking about to Mauro?” he asked her.


  “About going to my cousin’s at Pau,” she said, and took his hand as if to soften any response.


  “There’ll be no work for us at Pau.”


  “We’ll be close to home,” she said. “We should stay close.”


  “Why? What good will that do us? We need work wherever we can get it and it won’t be in Pau.”


  She looked away, disappointed, perhaps a little angry and he wondered why. Her cousin wouldn’t want them around for long and they had little money. When the hue and cry for him and Mauro and Pureza began, his cousins in Paris wouldn’t want them at all. They needed to find work quickly and he had to find it where it was. Laboratories were to be found in larger centers. What could he do except the work of a laboratory assistant of some kind? First, they’d try Bayonne for the sort of work he could do. If he failed there, Toulouse, and if he failed there … they were in trouble. A Spanish waiter, a Spanish seamstress, a Spanish cook, a Spanish laborer? Anything, anywhere? They had neither time nor money to waste visiting in Pau.


  “What business could we have in Pau?” he said.


  “Unfinished business,” she said harshly. Since the end of the Civil War, some people had called Pau Spanish Town.


  It wasn’t the moment and he hadn’t the time to pursue the meaning of an emotion so harsh. The transport had stopped. “There’s your street,” Miguel said. “The young ones will be right behind you. Don’t hurry. Walk slowly and don’t look around. Old Villar will be at the door. Go with God—and the fishing fleet when it can get out of the harbor.”


  They walked slowly. “Take my arm,” Ugalde said. Down the narrow cobbled hill they went, sharp left, up the steps into the short tunnel under the church. They could see the second door on the left beyond the tunnel. An old man stood in the doorway, warmly wrapped, bent, leaning on a stick.


  “Señor Mir,” Ugalde said.


  “In.” It was a prolonged, high, whining, complaining sound.


  “There are two more behind.”


  “Go on in,” he whined impatiently, and looked around them at the street as if they were obstructing his view.


  They stepped down into a dark hall with an open door before them, and went through the door into a short unlit corridor with a small inadequate window at the far end. There was a door on either side of the corridor.


  “Señora Mir,” Ugalde called quietly.


  “Yes.”


  They jumped. The voice came from behind them and they saw nothing when they spun. Then a black figure, darker than the dark of the corridor, was faintly distinguishable behind the door. “Señora Mir?” If there were only two of them in the house, this had to be the other one, and female, though it wasn’t possible to tell that in this light.


  “Yes.” The voice was a husky whisper, but female.


  “You were expecting us?”


  “I don’t know. Who are you?”


  “Ugalde.”


  “Yes, he’s the one.”


  “There are four of us.”


  “Yes. Four.” She was nervous, or afraid.


  She came from behind the door, taller than her husband but not, perhaps, if his back had been straight. “Go in there, to the left,” she gestured and they opened the door. The room was darker than the corridor. Ugalde went cautiously in, looking over his shoulder to make sure Maria was all right, and tripped over something on the floor. He fell forward onto his knees, and Maria cried out. What he had landed on felt like a mattress. The old stone house had begun to feel like a dungeon. He got up as the light went on, a dim light from one naked bulb hanging from the ceiling. There were six narrow mattresses on the floor, all close together, with scarcely room to walk around them. The high window was shaded.


  “Stay here,” Señora Concha said beside the light switch and turned to leave.


  “Señora,” Ugalde said. Concha Mir was old, and stood very erect and was dark-skinned and deeply lined and afraid, and proud-looking.


  “Yes?” It was a challenge to complaint.


  “The bathroom, señora?”


  “There is no bathroom. The water closet is at the end.” She nodded toward the end of the corridor. “You can wash in the kitchen. And eat there.”


  “We ate in our own kitchen, señora,” Maria said.


  Concha Mir nodded sharply as if to say everybody did and turned and left them, and came back almost at once with Mauro and Pureza. “Carega will come soon,” she said and closed the door.


  They stood looking at one another and the dismal room, with nothing to say.


  “It’s damp,” Mauro said, feeling a mattress.


  “Who is Carega, Mauro?” Ugalde asked him.


  “I need to go to the water closet,” Maria said. “We should all go,” she added and left.


  “You were one of them, Mauro,” Ugalde said as if the thought made him resentful. “Who is Carega?”


  “I don’t know. I know hardly any of them. Did you see what your friend Basa did to Abril?” Mauro said, his voice rising. “Did you see Abril when they carried him out?”


  “I saw him.”


  “Good.” Mauro turned to Pureza. “Basa asked me who recruited me. I wouldn’t tell him it was you and I thought Abril would fight at the holding-house. They were waiting for us there and I thought Abril would be dead, so I told him Abril.” He was tired and tense and his face in the poor light betrayed his strain. He lay down on a mattress close to the wall. “I did that to Abril,” he said and glared at Pureza as if she were to blame for what he had done to Abril.


  “You’re tired, Mauro,” Ugalde said. “We’re all tired. We should sleep.”


  “Don’t blame me for Abril, please, Mauro,” Pureza said.


  “Did I say …?” Mauro came close to screeching.


  “You didn’t say. But that’s what you mean. I didn’t know. I was in that cell. There was nobody to talk to. That captain and Basa never stopped asking me questions. I didn’t tell anything. I just said all the time I didn’t know. I just said all the time, I don’t know I don’t know I don’t know. Mauro … there was nobody to help me, Mauro.” She was plucking at her hands, her little sentences streaming desperately out, pleading her defence against something nameless and destructive.


  Ugalde put his arm around her. “We’re all tired,” he said. “Lie down, child. Rest.”


  “He doesn’t want me,” she said pathetically.


  “We’re all too tired to think or feel properly. Lie down and rest. That’s the first thing we have to do—rest. Then we will be sane.” He forced her down onto a mattress and lay on the one beside her. “Go to sleep now.”


  “He doesn’t want me. I have nobody. What am I going to do?” She was crying. “I have nobody.”


  “Sleep.”


  When Maria came back, Pureza was asleep. Mauro was asleep. Ugalde was on the edge of sleep. “Don’t you all need the water closet?” Maria said.


  “Lie down and go to sleep,” Ugalde muttered. He was beyond caring about anything. The ruins of his life were falling on him. He went to sleep, seeking shelter from them.


  Carega did not come soon.


  Before he came, they had slept into the dark, and washed in the kitchen and were supping stewed beans. Ugalde sat facing the kitchen door. Mauro had his back to it. Villar Mir and his wife sat on stools against the kitchen wall like warders, watching them eat. Villar leaned forward on his stick, Concha’s back was as straight as the wall behind her, like a protest against her husband’s deformity.


  “You’re the doctor,” Villar said suddenly.


  “I’m a doctor,” Ugalde said.


  “Doctors did this to me.”


  “Did what to you?”


  “My back. In the Civil War. Nationalist shrapnel in my back. They butchered me, the doctors.”


  “In the field?”


  “In a tent.”


  “It was often very difficult.”


  “They didn’t get it all out. It’s still here.” He jerked a thumb over his shoulder at his back. “They butchered me.”


  “I’m sorry.”


  The silence came down again, and Villar and Concha continued their vigil. Carega opened the kitchen door and came in. “Doctor,” he said. “I couldn’t come earlier. The Civil Guard are as thick as fleas on a dog’s back.”


  Ugalde did not see Mauro stiffen, his spoon halfway to his mouth. The man was broad, barrel-chested, dressed in a fisherman’s jersey and trousers, a beret, and turned-down rubber sea boots. But he was less weatherbeaten than a fisherman. “I’m Carega,” he said, and paid no attention to Villar and Concha Mir.


  Ugalde stood up. There was something about the voice, but what it was he couldn’t be sure. “Señor,” he said.


  “I have met your son before,” Carega said. “In Bilbao.” He was smiling at the back of Mauro’s head.


  Mauro rose and turned. “Señor,” he said, and watched Carega like a pup waiting for a blow.


  “That’s past,” Carega said. “Sit down. Leave us, Villar.” Señor Carega disposed of past and present as a man of power.


  When they had gone quickly and without question, Carega sat down on Villar’s stool. “We have business, doctor,” he said. “First, you will sail on the Virgin of Begoña as soon as this storm dies. It will be crowded.”


  “We’re getting used to small spaces,” Ugalde said.


  “A priest will bring you suitable clothes. You’ll be told soon how we’ll get you aboard. The priest will tell you that, too. Now. What plans have you for the future?”


  “Only rich refugees have plans for the future.”


  “And you have no money?”


  “Very little.”


  “So what will you do?” It was more than an enquiry. Ugalde had the feeling it was an order to report.


  “Find work if we can,” he said vaguely.


  “What sort of work?”


  Maria said, “We might find work as a family in some large country house, señor. Reliable servants are hard to find. And Spaniards accept servitude so quietly.” She said it bitterly.


  Carega heard something in her bitterness and fastened on it. “You want your doctor husband to be a butler, señora?”


  “I do not want, señor. But we have to …”


  “Exactly. You have to. You are not the servant class.” He smiled at Maria. “Your son has an interrupted education to continue. Your level of life has been high by any standard, except those of the rich in Spain. You have a great deal to lose.”


  “We have already lost it, señor. We shall now face the consequences. Please do not worry about us.” Ugalde wanted his little flock safely back in their small space, away from this man. He was after something and he saw Maria as the way to it. Ugalde wanted her away from him before he had time to reach her. “We kept our bargain, señor,” he said and got to his feet again. “After we get to France, you have kept yours. We are no longer your burden. We shall manage.” He motioned the others to their feet.


  “My business is not finished,” Carega said. “Please sit down.”


  Maria, half up, sat down again. “What is your business, señor?”


  “We do not want to know, señor,” Ugalde said. “I mean no offence. You’ll be free of us soon, without obligation.” To get far from them, to have nothing more to do with them, that was what he wanted.


  “Señora,” Carega said as if Ugalde had not spoken. “I want to offer you security and comfort in exile, and close to the Spanish frontier. Miguel reports that you do not want to stray too far from Spain.”


  “Make it plain,” Maria said and Ugalde sat down helplessly. Even their brief exchange in the cabin of the transport had reached this man.


  “I’ll make it very plain. There is an inn on the edge of the village of Gan, a few kilometers on the Spanish side of Pau. It is owned by an old woman called Leonora Leguerica. She is past eighty and tired and wants to sell her inn. She bought it when she ran from Spain during the Civil War. She called it the Viva Yo. It is a good house, and prosperous, with a good clientele, many of them French officers from the military establishment at Pau. We want to buy it and give it to you.” He smiled cheerfully at her, the sort of smile that said, You won’t believe it.


  Maria said, “You said you would make it very plain. You have made it very strange.”


  “There are nine guest rooms, a celebrated dining room, a garden restaurant, a profitable bar, produce gardens, good fish in the moutains and men to catch them for you. There is an experienced staff …”


  “You seem very reluctant to come to the important point, señor,” Maria said crossly. “Which is: What do you expect in return? You sound very strange indeed—a valuable business, for nothing?”


  “Not for nothing. There is cellar space under the inn, far more than Leonora uses. The inn is pleasantly situated and isolated. It is on an unimportant road that connects with several unimportant roads to the frontier. It is ideally situated for those who climb the mountains from France, or walk down them from Spain by ways known to those who need to know such things. Vincente Hierro and Abril are at the Viva Yo, at this minute, getting well.”


  “No.” Ugalde was on his feet again. “You made it very plain. The answer is no. Come.” He stepped away from the table.


  “There is more, doctor.”


  “Not for us.”


  “Let him finish, Dion.”


  “No.”


  “Go on, señor.”


  “The spare cellars, señora, we need the storage space.”


  “For guns,” Ugalde said.


  “Yes. And explosives and the other things we are forced to use.”


  “No.”


  “The inn would be yours absolutely. You would hold title.”


  “Get somebody else.”


  “You, doctor, and your family, are the most suitable people we have in sight. Ideally suited.” He was pleasantly confident.


  “No”


  But Maria’s eyes glittered. “The income from this inn?”


  “Yours.”


  “And when he chose to do so, my son could resume his medical studies in Paris?”


  “You could afford it.”


  “Answer the question.”


  “Yes.”


  “No impediments? From you or your people?”


  “None.”


  “And suppose we accepted the inn and then did not choose to let you use it as a transit house or an arms depot?”


  Carega answered without emotion. “Very plainly, Reis and Haro, señora. The doctor bought your son’s life. He is secure. But of course, we are not bound where this young lady is concerned. The doctor owes her to us. We are being generous. At this time.”


  “You’re threatening this child,” Ugalde stormed.


  “Yes.” There was no feeling in it. It was a mere condition. Carega was doing business.


  “So this route you provided to pay me off, it has conditions? Thrown in after the bargain?”


  “No. You are free to say no.”


  “Then what happens?”


  “Nothing.”


  “You mean we don’t go? All four of us?”


  “No. You go as planned. All four of you.”


  “Then what?”


  “Nothing. Your wife can be a Spanish cook. You can be a Spanish butler. Your son can be—what? A Spanish gardener? And this girl? What can she be? A Spanish whore?” His smile suggested this was her fitting prospect. “They are in great demand.”


  “There was no need for that. We’ll talk it over,” Maria snapped.


  “Tell the priest,” Carega said coldly. “I’ll be gone. Goodnight.”


  He was gone without another word.


  It was late. There was nowhere in the house to go except their empty little room and the mattresses on its floor.


  Maria said, ‘’We’ll need to use the water closet before we lie down. I’ll go first. I think I have an inflammation. I need blankets.”


  “There are no spare blankets,” Concha said in the doorway. “We are poor people.”


  Then Ugalde remembered where he had heard Carega’s voice, in the Three Kings on Basa’s tape recorder, threatening Mauro with the fate of the young priest of Guecho who had informed on Mendizábal in Guecho, and his anger reared, against Carega, against Mauro. Against Maria.


  “The answer is no,” he said. “No, no, no,”


  “We must talk,” Maria said emphatically, and left for the water closet.


  When they lay down, he covered her with his coat and hugged himself against the cold, afraid of the daybreak.


  Ugalde slept fitfully, wakened by his shivering and the dankness of the room and the cold dark walls, the damp mattress and the high little window and, between waking and sleeping, his shocking dreams plagued him. He was in the dungeons at Burgos amidst the rats and the human excrement and the guards were sick, shitting themselves to death, and their faces were in the barred peep hole in his heavy cell door, in agony and anger, screaming at him, “You did it you did it,” and crying for the keys to get at him, and as in dreams, Mauro was crossing the prison yard and Ugalde yelled to him, “Help me, Mauro,” and Mauro scaled the walls and disappeared without turning his head and Ugalde cried out, “Mauro, Mauro, Mauro,” and shot upright on his mattress and Mauro two mattresses away said, “You’ll waken the whole house,” and Maria murmured, “Can’t you sleep, my love?” And they went to sleep again.


  He propped his back against the wall and sought warmth in his own arms.


  Pureza whispered, “What is it, doctor?”


  Ugalde said, “I’m sorry. Did I wake you?”


  “I heard you shouting for Mauro. What is it?”


  “I was dreaming. Go to sleep again.”


  “I haven’t been to sleep. Was it a bad dream?”


  “No worse than life. Try to sleep.”


  “Yes.” Like a camp dog, conscious of being in the way.


  He watched the dark hours pass and the dull light come to the small high window on a raw morning. This refuge is like a prison, he thought, a common cell in some old stone jail. He was already in prison. Already? Why did I say that? I’m going free, to France. When the others stirred, he stood up and stamped his feet and flapped his arms and watched his breath.


  Concha came and stood in the doorway. “Food,” she said, and disappeared.


  Maria said, “I’ll use the water closet. I have an inflammation.”


  They washed in the kitchen. Villar and Concha sat on their stools by the wall and watched them, still, curious and censorious.


  “We’re all filthy,” Maria said.


  “You can strip down and wash all over,” Villar said without mirth.


  “You’d like that.” Concha kicked his ankle with a strong sideswipe. The old man yelped and smiled the smile of an impotent lecher.


  There were rolls and coffee on the table and they ate in separate silences, broodingly, slowly, anxious to postpone the confrontation to come when Maria said, as Ugalde was sure she would say, “We must talk.”


  And back on the mattresses in their dank cell, she said, “We must talk.”


  “I have said no,” Ugalde said. “It is no.”


  “But, Dion, surely we talk it over?” She was sweetly reasonable. “They’re offering us a home and a business and a good income and that’s what we need, isn’t it? Have we anything else to go to?”


  “Maria,” he said patiently. “Think. We’ll be foreigners in a foreign country. They’re offering us work as gun-runners in a foreign country. They’re offering us a home and a business—as foreign harborers of foreign criminals in a foreign country. They are offering us a career as criminals.”


  “You’re a criminal.” Mauro sat cross-legged on his mattress like a too-young guru. He was smiling; not a friendly relaxed smile. Ugalde could feel its brittle antagonism. Mauro said it gently, as if he knew saying it gently gave it force and gave him pleasure. The young face, still not fully formed a few weeks ago, was much older now and Ugalde looked at it for—he thought—the first time. He could not read it. It was harder, firmer; the mouth was tighter, but it was the eyes that hurt him. They were sharp and hostile, not with the hostility of immediate anger but with a sullen bitterness that wounded him.


  “Yes,” he said, “I’m a criminal. I broke open a jail to get you out of it. Your mother was there. She’s a criminal. You were inside it for bank robberies and other crimes. You’re a criminal, too. Pureza was in it for her crimes. She’s a criminal. Does that mean we have to make crime our profession, when we’re free in a free country?”


  Mauro threw up his hands and swung his head in mock dismay. “I don’t understand you,” he said in a high, excited voice that was touched with young derision. “Everything I did was political, not criminal. The same with all of us. Why are you talking about crimes? That was a political jail. It was built for politicals, not criminals. They’re asking us now to commit political acts not approved by an oppressive state. Is that crime?”


  “Let me talk to your father,” Maria said.


  “No.” Mauro scrambled inelegantly to his feet. “I want to talk to my father. I have plenty to say to him …”


  “Mauro.”


  “No.” He pointed an aggressive finger at Pureza who sat with her back to the wall, isolated and disconsolated. It was not the family Mauro had told her so much about, loving, close-knit, strong in itself. These people were raw, edgy, touching one another tentatively and recoiling as though they had been burned by the touch. “You were shut up alone in a cell, with nobody to talk to? So was I. And I didn’t want anybody to talk to, I wanted to think. And I thought plenty.” He looked sideways at his father. “About you,” he said, and the anger withered in him. The thought of his prison thoughts about his father seemed to disable him. He leaned limply with his back against the wall. “If you had a contract with life, why didn’t you keep it?”


  “I did, Mauro, till you got yourself thrown into jail.”


  “You did?” Perhaps he had expected silence from his father, or a declaration of love or … perhaps he didn’t know what he expected. “If you had this contract with life that you talked about—that in return for Christina and me and a quiet life you’d live a life of service, wasn’t that it? Why did you want to get mixed up with Basa? Was that the way to a quiet life?”


  “It was very simple, Mauro. We were friends. Are you telling me that was wrong? Bad?”


  Maria said quietly, “All those years, Dion, I had no friends, only acquaintances. Close friends are dangerous, one way or another they get to know things, you used to say—till you were too lonely and Basa came along. But you didn’t say to me, ‘Find a friend, Maria.’ ”


  “You, too, Maria?”


  “He caught me,” Mauro said. “Do you know why?”


  “Because you brought Señora Anson to her house. That was the right thing to do, but there were the banks …”


  “Oh, no. He knew about me before I brought that woman home. I saved her, but she turned me in while I was doing it. He had the tapes of all our planning. And you heard them before I did. Your friend Basa let you hear them. He told me. I was in his jail and you were still seeing your friend who put me there. God!”


  “Mauro, I don’t know …”


  “You don’t know what? Who sent you to Bilbao to root me out of old Mendez house? Basa. Who took a great interest in the friendship between you and Basa? Lieutenant Mieza in Bilbao. I thought a lot about that in my cell. And I saw it! He wasn’t a young lieutenant trying to make friends with your colonel. He was putting two and two together. Basa sent you to Bilbao. Basa gave me a clean bill in his report. And the lieutenant added it up—your coming to get me out of there. I could see him thinking it over. ‘Who knows him better than his father? Nobody. So there’s something to find out, if his father’s scared enough to come tearing over here to move him. And Basa’s the father’s friend. Maybe he knows more than he’s telling.’ Oh, he added it up all right, and called me in, and got the club key, and bugged the place and got the first word they had about the banks and the barracks. They knew nothing till then, nothing at all. You put me in jail, you and your friendship with Basa.” He waved a wearily dismissive hand. “You.”


  Ugalde stood, stunned and confused. And wounded. “And you, and you alone are blameless, Mauro? You didn’t commit crimes? You didn’t rob banks?”


  “Crimes? What crimes?” His anger burned again. “They were not crimes, they were political acts. They were blows struck at an oppressive regime by the Fifth Assembly. We were all fighting for the liberation of the Basque lands.”


  “You’re not even a Basque,” Ugalde said impatiently. “You’re a Castillian.”


  “We were doing what you were doing in the mountains with Arrabal. And when you told me what you’d done in those days, I knew I was right. And if you hadn’t come to Bilbao that day I’d still be doing it and there’d have been no disaster. They didn’t know. They wouldn’t have caught me.”


  “And you’d have gone through with the kidnapping of Señora Anson?”


  “That bitch! Yes, by God. If I’d known then what I know now, I’d have gone through with it.”


  “But that doesn’t answer the question, Mauro. It’s not what you know now, it’s why you refused to go through with it then. You must have had a strong reason for refusing.”


  “I was wrong. I was a coward. I should have gone through with it.”


  “So.” Ugaldo made a defeated gesture. “So Reis and Haro don’t matter. You’re still a Fifth Assembly man—even though they execute your friends on false charges?”


  “That was …”


  “What was that, Mauro?” Ugaldo asked disgustedly.


  “I’m not going to argue with you.”


  “No, only about me. The family’s life is rubble around your feet because you chose to get mixed up with the Fifth Assembly and you’re not going to discuss it. Very well, don’t. You want to take Carega’s kind offer?” He felt weak and futile.


  “Yes.”


  “And you, Pureza?”


  “Why do you ask me? I don’t belong to this family. I wanted to. That’s why I stayed in the Fifth Assembly. That’s why I helped Mauro with Señora Anson. Mauro took my help the way he took everything you gave him. When we were arrested, I cried to him for help. Just a word from him would have helped me. But I was of no more use to him. He didn’t even look back. He’s only a taker.” She looked up bravely at Ugalde. “Even if Mauro wanted me, what would I become with him? What will he think or do the day after tomorrow? I just wanted him to love me. I wanted nothing but the chance to love him. I wanted the kind of life he told me you and your wife had. But when real trouble comes, what happens to you? What happened to Mauro once he got out of your hothouse? I don’t want to belong to your family. I don’t want to be dependent on you.”


  “How dare you, girl?” Maria shouted.


  “A little while ago I wouldn’t have dared, señora,” she said. “I was too frightened. I’m still frightened. But Mauro sickened me by the things he said to his father. He would blame anybody for anything so long as he didn’t have to face himself. All he’s doing now is looking to that man Carega for a way out of the dismal future. He’d have to carry his own weight in it and he can’t face the thought of it. He had this lovely fantasy of being in the Fifth Assembly till he qualified, doing all sorts of exciting things while you supported him, then settling down to a nice quiet life—when he had to support himself.” She added slyly, “And me. All I want now is the quiet life away from the Civil Guards and the Fifth Assembly. I just want to be free of other people’s passions and other people’s interests and I don’t want to end up as a servant in your Fifth Assembly inn. That’s what I’d be if I were with you. When Mauro wanted me, all he really wanted was a mother substitute for his fantasy future. Well, he has you again. I’ll leave you at Bayonne.”


  “You are an impertinent child,” Maria said.


  “Maria,” Ugalde said and stared about him bleakly. “You wanted to talk. Talk to me. Just say whether you want this thing, this business, as you call it.”


  “Dion,” she said, “we have nowhere to go.”


  “We’ll find work.” But he knew now what she wanted, and he knew why and did not want to hear her say it.


  “We’re too old for what we can find.”


  “It’s late to take that into account. We knew it when we decided to end one life and bring Mauro out of jail.”


  “All the more reason for listening to Carega.”


  “What reason?”


  She said harshly, “This family has unfinished business with them. They have manhandled us for three generations. They have brought us to this, huddled in this damp hole, hiding for our lives. I will not forgive them.” Her head was high, her teeth shut. She wanted to scream, “Fathers, brothers, sisters, son—and you and me. I will not forgive them.”


  “You were content to live the way we did for half a lifetime.”


  “I think of all those years, Dion. I began to think of them the day Carlos told you they had Mauro. They were servile years. Except to one another we were like stone. We lived in silence, like mutes. We liked what we hated merely to live. It was a kind of degradation. We had no right to anger or action. We were forced to find our whole life in one another. Only Mauro found his way back to his own blood—my blood, my father’s blood. When they took him, do you know what they did? They made me free. I am not servile now. I will not see you a serving man because of them. I will not see Mauro a Spanish gardener. Carega wants to put a weapon in my hands and I want a weapon.”


  “And all the dead, Maria? The Guards who died when they didn’t need to …”


  Mauro said, “Not enough of them died.”


  “Dion, my father died fighting them.”


  “I think I should tell you something about Luis Arrabal,” Ugalde said. “One day in Huesca we raided a bank and all the clerks had been armed. They didn’t know how to use guns as we knew and we killed them all. They were men in their fifties. Everybody else was in the war. The same day we watched on the mountain when a Nationalist patrol ran into a Republican patrol. We watched the Nationalists wipe them out. They had better arms and they were better soldiers. That night we listened on the radio we’d taken from a Civil Guard barracks. We heard from the French that Republicans in Barcelona were fighting one another in the streets. When all the others had gone to sleep, Luis said to me, ‘Dion, today we killed four harmless men to get the money to live on and fight on. And we’ll die in these mountains the way those harmless men died in their bank. And today Republicans are fighting and killing one another. They can’t agree among themselves. We are here and not in Barcelona because we can’t abide some of them. That is Spain, Dion. ¡Viva Yo! Hurray for me!’ And I asked him, Do you think we’ve been wrong, Luis? He sat looking at me, then he got up and walked away. It was in our next action that Luis and almost the whole band were killed. While he was bleeding to death, he said one last thing to me. He said ‘¡Viva Yo! Dion. Go to Paris.’ That is why I went to Paris.”


  Mauro said, “You left that out when you told me you were with Arrabal in the mountains.”


  “I left out a lot more than that.”


  “What you told me that day in Bermeo made me certain I was right and you were wrong. You didn’t expect that, did you? But I was right then. I’m right now.”


  Ugalde said, “I haven’t done much right in this life, have I?”


  He went out to the water closet and sat in it, full of wretchedness.


  In the afternoon the priest came. He was a young man.


  “You have an answer for Carega?” he asked Ugalde.


  “Tell him the answer is, Yes.”


  Maria kissed him. Mauro said nothing, but he watched his father uneasily.


  “Then you will go straight to Gan from Bayonne. You will stay there till all the legal arrangements are made.”


  “When do we leave here, Father?”


  “You go aboard tomorrow night. I have what you need, and fresh clothes.”


  They met him in the kitchen. Villar and Concha sat on their stools by the wall, silent and watchful. Ugalde had begun to think of them as vultures.


  The priest took from a kitchen cupboard a sea bag stuffed with clothes. There were fishermen’s clothes for Ugalde and Mauro, and nuns’ habits for Maria and Pureza.


  “Your women will wear the habits and carry a basket on board. Two women will already be aboard. They will put on the habits and come ashore at once with the empty basket.” He took Ugalde’s hands in his and the doctor feared a blessing. The priest said, “You and your son will keep your hands in your pockets. Those are not fishermen’s hands. I will come for you at nine tomorrow night and walk with you to the boat. After that we hope and pray. Sometimes they get nervous and search the boats.”


  “These women who will be on board, Father. Are they in danger if they are stopped?”


  “No danger. They are nuns. They have done it before.”


  “What time do we sail?”


  “Midnight.”


  “Your name?”


  “Father Leopoldo.”


  The priest went anxiously away.


  “We’ve seen a lot go,” Villar said. “Two got caught.”


  “Where does the priest live?” Ugalde asked him.


  “Next door to the church on the other side.”


  All that day Ugalde did not speak. He lay on his mattress, staring at the ceiling, and once or twice Maria saw his eyes moisten, and came beside him.


  “You will not forgive me, Dion?”


  “Oh, yes. I will forgive you. I believe in forgiveness, my love.”


  “But you will not love me?”


  “I have loved you all my life. I will love you till its end.” He took her in his arms and cried.


  When it was dark, he put on the fisherman’s jersey and trousers and sea boots and beret.


  “Why?” Maria asked him.


  “I want to get used to them. You have to wear them like a fisherman.” He went to the water closet and in a moment, slipped quietly down the corridor and out to the street. The priest’s house was close, the night’s promenade around the bars was in full flood and the streets were crowded. He lingered on the edges of walking groups and reached the priest’s door. It took him no more than two minutes.


  “You’re a fool,” Father Leopoldo said and pulled him inside. “There are other priests here. What do you think you’re doing?”


  “Father,” Ugalde said. “I need a telephone. You must have one here.”


  “You can’t have a telephone. You can’t see anybody. You’ll get back to Villar’s and stay there.”


  “I have a sick friend. I must say goodbye to him.”


  “You’re a fool. You’ll say goodbye to nobody. Get back to the house.”


  “Father,” Ugalde said, “I have been threatened and blackmailed by the Fifth Assembly and I’m tired of it. I have a simple need, to speak to my sick friend. I am going to speak to him. If you say no, I’ll do a little blackmailing of my own.”


  “You’re in no position to blackmail anybody. You couldn’t do it without risk to yourself. Now get back to Villar’s.”


  “Has it occurred to you that I no longer care?”


  “Keep your voice down.”


  “Where is the phone, Father? or I’ll walk out of here and you don’t know what I’ll say, but you can be sure two words I’ll use will be ‘Father Leopoldo.’ Now where?”


  “Come this way.”


  Angrily the priest took him to the end of the corridor, to a phone on the wall. Ugalde fished from his pocket the visiting card Señora Aloys had given him. “Leave me,” he said to the priest.


  “No.”


  “Leave me.” It was loud. “Do you want the other Fathers to know what you are?”


  The priest withdrew from the corridor. Ugalde supposed he was around the corner, trying to listen. It was not a dial phone. The operator had difficulty hearing the number. There were delays through the Pamplona exchange. There were delays at the house of the señora where the servant who answered the phone had difficulty hearing his voice.


  But when the señora took the phone the difficulty appeared to resolve itself.


  “Señora. It is Ugalde. Please give Julio a message for me.”


  “He is here.”


  “No, no, don’t bring him. Tell him I will surrender only to him. If he will come to the Bar Klink in Guetaria tomorrow night at eleven, I will surrender myself to him. That is all.” He put the phone on its hook. The priest was not around the corner. He was not to be seen. He was probably in a common room with the other priests, listening fearfully for any sound that might make them curious. Ugalde slipped to the street and back to Villar’s. On the way, he passed two Civil Guards, heavily armed and they looked now like soldiers from Pancho Villa’s army. They looked hard at him. They walked the streets looking hard at everyone.


  Maria said, “Where have you been, Dion? We were worried.”


  “I went for a walk.”


  “You what?”


  “I went for a walk. I tested this outfit. I’m a country doctor with a red face and pale hands, so I put my hands in my pockets and joined the walkers.” He lay down on his mattress. “I passed two Civil Guards who studied me, but only the way they study everybody. And I came back.”


  “It was too dangerous, Dion.”


  “It was easy. We’ll reach the ship without any problems.”


  She lay down beside him and put an arm across his chest. “My Dion.”


  “Tell me the life we lived was a good life, Maria.”


  “It was, it was. You know it was.”


  “And it is over.”


  “There’s a new one.”


  “And you want that one.”


  “I will not let them debase us. To act once against them, then live our lives in poverty—that is defeat. We do not accept defeat, Dion. I will not accept defeat.”


  Mauro crawled to his father’s side. “You went out and walked.” It was not a question.


  “Yes.”


  “Father, I was angry …”


  “I know.”


  “Forgive me.”


  “I love you, Mauro. Of course, I forgive you. You’ve changed your mind about how I betrayed you?”


  “It was not betrayal in that sense. It was just circumstances. How could you know what your friendship with Basa would come to? And they’re not supposed to have friends in the places where they serve. It was bound to go wrong.”


  “Of course.” Nothing has changed, he thought.


  “Father.”


  “Yes, Mauro.”


  “Please. Can you understand me? You did what you believed, when you were my age …”


  “No. When I was younger. By the time I was your age, I knew I was wrong.”


  “But I mean—you lived your life according to your judgment.”


  “Yes.” They had been talking while he was out. He knew it.


  “Let me do the same.”


  “Yes. I’m going to. Will you allow me the right to do the same?”


  “How could I have the right to do anything else? Isn’t that why we want to fight them?”


  “Do you know what atonement means?”


  “I think so. I should. We’re Catholics. Why?”


  “All I want to say to you is that when you fight evil with its own methods you create more evil and become part of the evil you fight. Will you think of that, some day?”


  “I don’t understand.”


  “I know you don’t. But keep it in your memory.”


  “Father, you know I love you.”


  “Yes, I know. There is really nothing else of value in the world, but I don’t know how it works. Never, never, never the way you think it should. But I know we love one another. That will have to do us, won’t it? Let me sit up.”


  He took their money from his pocket, a thick stack of thousand-peseta notes that looked more impressive than it was. “I shouldn’t carry all this. We should split it. If one of us loses a third, there’ll be two-thirds left.” He divided the stack in three. “Now we’d better sleep.” He held them to him, and swallowed his tears, and lay down again and did not sleep till it was morning.


  The basket came in the afternoon, full of bread and sausage and wine.


  Father Leopoldo came exactly at nine. “We will walk slowly,” he said. “I will walk with the nuns … the women, in front. You will walk immediately behind us. There will be many fishermen walking at the harbor tonight. Some of them will greet you as if they knew you. Greet them.” He looked at them critically. “Hide your hands.”


  Maria took a loaf and a sausage and a bottle of wine from the long basket and left them on the table. “Thank you,” she said to Concha.


  Concha said, “Seeing they’re not yours …” and nodded her head in ungrateful acknowledgment.


  They went into the night into the cobbled street and turned down the hill into the tunnel that ran under the church, down the steps and on, down to the harbor. The fishing fleet was sailing. It would be on the fishing grounds by dawn. Wives and children and fishermen crowded the harbor. Three pairs of Civil Guards wove their way slowly among the people, peering into bars, staring into faces, and whenever a pair of them passed and peered at the nuns and the priest and the Ugalde men, from somewhere close by, a greeting was called and an arm waved, but a name was never uttered.


  So they came safely to five fishing boats berthed gunnel to gunnel, the fifth and outside one the Virgin of Begoña. Seamen hurried to help the nuns aboard, handed them across the plank-walks from ship to ship and they disappeared down a narrow companionway, below decks. Moments later two nuns and the priest reappeared on the deck of the Begoña with their empty basket and were handed back to the wharf. They disappeared in the stream of people. Their work was done. It was half-past nine.


  They sat below on berths in the small fo’castle, fighting the smell of fish and salt water, and oil and stale air. And waiting.


  Ugalde sat beside Maria on the edge of a berth. Mauro and Pureza sat apart, moody and nervous.


  “I’ll be sick,” Maria said, and laughed an uncertain little laugh. “When will we get to Bayonne?”


  “First, they must fish. They can’t come home with empty holds.”


  “It will be terrible.”


  And long silences. Ugalde held her hand. Now and then he kissed it. He watched Mauro from the corner of his eye. What was he, after all, but a boy fighting to free himself from his father? What did Pureza call their family? A hothouse? He had loved his own father deeply, and deceived him to fight with Luis Arrabal. But in the end, I am a kind of version of my father. The young have to be free, not because they have permission to be free, but because they choose to be free. He could not govern their lives. By the same token he could not be responsible for their lives—neither for Mauro’s nor Maria’s—only for his own. He had to pay his own debts.


  But, God, it was crushing. His heart felt crushed. What did Basa say? “He loves you well who makes you weep?” I’m still not sure what it means, he thought, but I feel it as if I understood it.


  Pureza’s coat was lying on an empty berth. He got up and took the coat to a hook on the back of the door and slipped his one-third of their money into a pocket. “I’m going on deck,” he said. “Don’t come up till we’re at sea.”


  “What time is it, Dion?”


  “Half-past ten.”


  “Time is passing so slowly.”


  “It won’t be long now.” He took her in his arms and kissed her. “Lie down, now. Go to sleep if you can.”


  He passed Mauro and touched his head. His hand lingered and Mauro touched it and smiled; then Ugalde went out and closed the door.


  The captain was in the wheelhouse. He was a small, broad man with dark amused eyes. “If your women are sick at sea, they’re on your hands, doctor,” he said.


  “I’m going ashore, captain.”


  “You’re not.” The eyes were not amused.


  Ugalde took his gun from the pocket of his sheeplined coat and very deliberately checked it.


  “I’m going ashore, captain. I have unfinished business ashore.”


  “If you go ashore or use that ashore, don’t come back.”


  “Do something for me, a small thing.”


  “What?”


  “I’ll not be far away when you sail. Blow a few blasts on your hooter when you clear the harbor.”


  “We all do, when we clear the harbor.”


  “Don’t tell my family I’ve gone ashore.”


  “It’s your family. Maybe they’re lucky.” He did not conceal his conclusions or his contempt.


  Ugalde crossed the decks and the plank-walks and dropped the gun into the water as he stepped to the wharf; then he paused for a moment and looked back at the Virgin of Begoña. A great cry surged up in him. He destroyed it in his throat and walked away and did not look back again.


  There were fewer people now, and the Civil Guards in their pairs looked more numerous, and more watchful. But a long strike was over and the weeks had been tense. They were bound to be watchful and nervous. They looked at him but there was no sign in their faces that they thought more of him than of anyone else they looked at. His confidence grew.


  One of them said to him, smiling, “One last drink?”


  “One more,” he said. The policeman was young, with a clean-looking face and a pencil moustache. He looked like the young man from Seville, outside Basa’s headquarters in Pamplona, who loved his parents and longed to see them in April. The thought hurt him and he hurried away from it.


  The Bar Klink was on a corner where three streets met. It was the point where Miguel dropped them the day they came to Guetaria. He walked past the bar, taking a quick look inside, turned and came back. The streets were very quiet. He went inside. There were only half a dozen people in the bar. It was almost eleven o’clock. He ordered a beer and drank it slowly, at the bar. Basa did not come.


  He checked his money. Coin only. All his paper money was in Pureza’s pocket. He had enough money for two more beers. He had no gun. He was twenty minutes from the Virgin of Begoña. He was ashore and penniless and Basa was not going to come. Señora Aloys had not told him. Basa was in trouble; he was bound to be in trouble, a provincial commander drunk on duty among the ruins of his political prison—with the prisoners in the mountains or dead on the slopes, and guards dead, dying and sick. Señora Aloys could not be sure the call was from Ugalde. If Basa was in serious trouble, she would not want him to be more troubled. No, Basa was not coming. And what was he to do if he did not come?


  He left the bar and crossed to the opposite corner and stood in the doorway of a shop. Even the Civil Guards had disappeared. The place was quiet. Trucks passed, cars passed, but traffic was light. He stood, feeling the chill of the night air and it was half-past eleven. He could wait for only ten more minutes. And would the captain of the Begoña let him back on board? It had not occurred to him that Basa would not come, or that Señora Aloys might not tell him. He had made all his plans on the assumption that Basa would come.


  The German limousine came into the street from the direction of Bilbao. It came slowly, at a stealthy pace; driven by a woman, with a man beside her. Ugalde pushed back into the shop doorway as the man and the woman examined the street.


  He didn’t believe at first that the man could be Basa; a long gaunt wisp. But it was Basa, without his uniform. With his rich mistress. Why was she here, why was she driving? The car stopped beyond the Bar Klink and Basa got out. His suit hung on him like a scarecrow’s. He closed the car door and walked slowly back to the bar.


  Ugalde crossed the street and walked to the car on the driver’s side. “Señora,” he said. “He is very ill.”


  “He is where you wanted him, señor. Do not make him wait.”


  “Yes.” She dismissed me, he thought. Basa must hate me.


  Basa was at a table at the back of the bar. He had no drink. Ugalde walked to the table. “Julio,” he said like a guilty child.


  Basa smiled. “I’m glad you came, Dion.”


  “May I sit down?”


  “Why would you not sit down?”


  “Will the señora drive us back to Pamplona or are there other arrangements?”


  “There are no other arrangements. Please sit down, Dion.” He sounded lifeless.


  Ugalde sat down opposite him. “I did it, Julio.”


  “I know.” He said it very gently, almost kindly, like a tired old man. “I’m glad you came, Dion.”


  He said that before. He is destroyed. He looks like a man destroyed. And I destroyed him. “We should go, Julio. You’re ill. I wanted you to deliver me to them. It was your due. But if I had known you were so ill …”


  “I can’t take you anywhere. We’re on our way to France.”


  “What?”


  “I am not a colonel, I am not a provincial commander. I am reduced to the rank of lieutenant and suspended without pay, Dion. My court martial is pending. I cannot arrest you. I would not arrest you. We are going to France. We shall not be back.”


  “I did this to you.”


  “No, you did not. They did this to me. They had my life, and my loyalty. I denied those even to my first wife. She was a good woman made ugly by ill-use. But it was not enough for this State, Dion.”


  “You are going?” It was twenty to twelve.


  “To France. We shall not return.”


  “You will not deliver me?”


  “We are going to France.” He was not steady in his chair. “We were married this morning. We shall not return. They told me I must be careful of her reputation, as if I was some kind of whoring sergeant. Because she is rich and of standing and I am a policeman. They fouled … they told me I betrayed my trust because of my friendship for you, Dion. They had my life and my loyalty and it was not enough. All for the nation. Nothing of me for me.” He said it almost with spirit. He was too tired; obsessive; wounded beyond sense. “I’m glad you came, Dion. We came this way to see you. Are you safe, Dion?”


  “I’ll walk with you to your car, Julio. To wish you both good luck.”


  “That will be nice.”


  He got up slowly, holding the table. Ugalde took his arm. They walked slowly to the door of the Bar Klink and into the street.


  “Are you safe, Dion? Can you reach the frontier?”


  “Not now, Julio. Not now. Come to your car.”


  “I loved you well, Dion, old friend. I wanted to say it face-to-face…”


  “I loved you well, Julio.”


  “Come with us to Irun. Tomorrow we can think of a way, Dion. When I rest we’ll work something out…”


  “I’ll come, Julio.”


  They turned from the door of the bar in the direction of the car.


  “Ugalde!”


  The cry came from the guts. Basa froze in a queer sepulchral posture. Ugalde turned to face the voice. There was no one on the street.


  The Guards stepped out of houses and shops that moments ago were closed. Their guns, waist high, pointed at Ugalde.


  “Do not move, Dion. They will shoot,” Basa said. “I know them well.”


  “Step away from me, Julio.”


  “Do not move, I will not move.”


  “Do not move, Julio,” Señora Aloys screamed from the car.


  Lieutenant Mieza came out of the darkness. “That is good advice, señora. Come to me, doctor.”


  Ugalde stepped away from Basa, then turned and walked quickly in the opposite direction.


  “Dion, Dion, don’t run.” Basa, his arms stretched out, tottered after Ugalde and the guns chattered.


  They fell together in the street.


  Ugalde felt the blows in his legs. They knocked him violently off his feet. Warm fluid ran down his legs. He thought of Luis Arrabal’s shattered and bleeding limbs. He had no pain. Basa lay in the street with his back to him. The señora’s screams multiplied themselves between the houses. Four Civil Guards pinned her to her car.


  “Julio,” Ugalde whispered. There was no reply. Louder, he thought. “Julio.” There was no reply. Louder. “Julio.” There was no reply.


  “You can take that one away,” Lieutenant Mieza said, turning Basa over. “We didn’t even want him. But this one we can keep, if you’ll get a tourniquet on him fast enough.”


  The pain was coming, pounding in his legs, up into his head.


  “You’re already too late, lieutenant,” he said through the pain.


  “We’ll see.”


  “I’m the doctor.”


  “Does that mean much? You weren’t clever enough not to telephone Señora Aloys.”


  From the sea came the wild crying of the hooters of the fishing fleet, clear of the harbor, saying goodbye to wives and children.


  “What’s that?”


  Ugalde’s right hand lay on the street, warm in his own flowing blood.


  “That is the crying of the birds in next year’s nest,” he said.
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