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Resumen 

El siguiente trabajo trata acerca de la traducción del efecto de un texto literario hacia la 
lengua meta. Este estudio se lo hace tomando como punto de partida dos cuentos del 
libro La ciudad desaparece del escritor Carlos Catania. El objetivo de este trabajo es 
dar a conocer la voz del autor al lector de la literatura latinoamericana en idioma inglés, 
y que pueda recibir la obra con su efecto estilístico y de significado. Es importante el 
papel que juegan la forma y el contenido en el sentido que se le da al texto literario. Se 
intenta poder transmitir esa forma y ese contenido para dar el mismo sentido en el texto 
meta. Para esto se abordan aspectos gramaticales como ser las frases nominales, y la 
ausencia de verbos en otros tipos de frase, como la alternancia de verbos pretérito 
perfecto y pretérito imperfecto, como así también la ambigüedad presente por el sujeto 
tácito en español.Por otro lado, se da relevancia al comportamientoverbal del 
personaje, siguiendo la línea de Christiane Nord, como objeto significante dentro del 
texto literario, al cual debe dársele un tratamiento especial para que llegue al texto 
meta con el mismo significado que en el texto original.  

Palabras clave: efecto literario, literatura latinoamericana, traducción de frases 
nominales, tratamiento del personaje 

  



 x

Abstract 

This project is intended to convey the effect of an original literary text to the target 
language. This study is based on two stories from La ciudad desaparece by Carlos 
Catania. The purpose of this Project is to let the author’s voice reach the English 
readers of Latin American literature so that they can receive the effect from the original 
texts through its style and semantic aspects. Form and content play an outstanding role 
in creating sense in the literaty text. Therefore, the aim of this projectis 
towardsconveying form and content, in order to create the same sense in the 
translation. Grammar aspects, such as absence of verbs in Spanish, the alternating of 
two different past tense verbs in Spanish, as well as the ambiguity created by the use of 
the implicit subject in Spanish, are considered towards the purpose of creating sense. 
On the other hand, the importance of the character through his verbal behavior, 
following Christian Nord’s idea, stands out for its meaning within the story, therefore the 
translator’s need of working itwith the intentionof making it convey the same meaning in 
the target text. 

Keywords: literary effect, Latin American literatura, absence of verbs, character 
construction 
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Perfect 

I still remember the images of Prometheus Bound. I am crossing the living room. Six 

bell strokes from the grandfather clock. This smell of brand new furniture fascinates me. 

Greek theater is somewhat long, perhaps tedious, but I must become knowledgeable on 

the subject. The soft rug. The tick-tock, tick-tock that keeps me awake. Someday I will 

tell my son about the cothurnus1. Now I close the door. I must remember to call the 

plumber to fix the bathroom faucet. Even so, I like tragedy because it exaggerates 

sorrow. The unbearable tick-tock. 

“No, thank you,” I say to the paperboy, “slide it under the door.” 

My face is perfectly clean-shaven. It will take some time for the flowers in the garden to 

open up. I was kind to the paperboy. The electric machine saves time; it shaves better 

and avoids scratches.How were they able to fly to that rock? Pleasure and the 

newspaper, when I get back, after lunch. The paperboy’s hoarse voice. My wife told me 

last night: Mayonesa de Pescado.2 I walk lightly, even under all these layers of clothes. I 

have covered Luciana while she was sleeping. I open the garage door. She sleeps with 

one leg out. I run the engine for a while, to warm it up. I always tell her that her legs are 

beautiful, firm, two columns. It is a shame the way the garbage people bang around the 

trashcans. I won’t smoke this morning. Sensual legs, especially when she wears high 

heels. Be careful with fog in the street. Reverse gear: so smooth! Lanús plays against 

River3 the day after tomorrow. London’s fog; in a few months I will be able to plunge into 

                                                        
1 Cothurnus were special high shoes used by Greek actors in Greek Theater so that the characters looked 
bigger.  
2 Typical Argentinean cold and molded seafood dish made with rice or potatoes, olives, mayonnaise, sweet 
peppers, covered up with mayonnaise.  
3 Argentinean soccer teams. 
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it. Tonight I’ll tell her to put them on and walk about naked. Here comes that fellow with 

his endless little smile. San Lorenzo play the Independiente4team. Sycophant:  

“Good morning, Doctor5,” he greets me. 

“How do you do?” I answer. 

He looks at me. London, London! Good morning.6 Don’t look at me that way, I'm not 

going to give you a ride!Kings, tradition, English women with sharp-pointed breasts.He 

is hopeful because I once had the unfortunate idea of giving him a ride. I wonder 

whether they’re hot in bed. 

“It's gotten cold so suddenly!” 

“Right, right… hasn’t it?” 

I back up. I am in an excellent mood because I had a wonderful bowel movement. This 

fool always says the same. The car glides like an elf. I should have brushed my teeth 

again after breakfast. I treat that fool and the paperboy well. I see my gloves grasped 

around the wheel. My mouth is dry. The strength I feel in my hands is impressive. Few 

people on the streets. A sneeze! They walk along huddled inside their coats, very 

sleepy, cursing. Am I getting a cold? One needs to sleep at least eight hours nonstop. 

I’ll take a Geniol7when I get there. These people are good for nothing; everyone is 

responsible for their own destiny. Perhaps a cup of tea. And then they talk about 

communism, useless people! The car window is open, anyhow. The portfolio is by my 

                                                        
4 Argentinean soccer teams. 
5 In Argentina, a law student get a Doctorate to become a lawyer. It is a highly regarded profession. 
6 Originally written in English. 
7 Geniol is a kind of Aspirin created in Argentina in 1927. 
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side. The second one is called Seven against Thebes. Pure and cold air is beneficial to 

lungs and sex. The portfolio is replete with files.I won’t take the Geniol.Maybe I could go 

to London sooner than I think. What an attractive woman! Her eyes are fixed on me, I 

leave her behind, good! Getting used to Genioles is detrimental to health.A tempting 

woman: this will power! I see the Palace of Justice. She probably thought that I would 

turn my head around. My second home: a bearable little disgust. I don’t want to have 

any adventures here. Dirtinessbothers me, it irritates my skin. In Santa Fe one coughs, 

and everybody knows about it. I downshift. The early bird catches the worm. My old 

Priests’ School. With Luciana by my side, I have no need of affairs. My car will be the 

first to be parked. She has everything, she does anything I ask for. The sun is just 

rising. Two more months, and I’ll be a father. The employees are arriving. One hour, 

more or less, for the cold to rise. He will be a lawyer, like me. They’re dressed like truck 

drivers. He’ll come with me. It’s as if they did it on purpose. I cross the street. The 

lawyer’s office: “…and Son.” They are to blame for what they are. Ten stairs… Ten, or 

twelve? The portfolio is underneath my right arm. Ten. Young people, what a waste! 

“Good morning, Doctor,” they tell me. 

Good morning. Good morning. Good morning. I won’t take the Geniol. She seemed to 

be a nurse: What a voluptuous body! I go in to leave my things. The electric heater. The 

janitor and the employee respect me. Papers. The employee shivers while I take out my 

coat. That sensuous lady was in her forties. The bluish-violet silk lining. The problem is 

that one needs to take a shower every morning to avoid the cold. This smell. But I say 

nothing. Nurses arouse me. The janitor offers me some coffee. 
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“No, thank you,” I tell him, “I’ve already had breakfast.” 

Dirty water. I put the coat on the hanger and the gloves inside its pockets. Definitely I 

won’t take the Geniol. There’s too much to be done. London. The people piled on my 

desk depend on my signature. I cannot understand how these employees are able to 

swallow those greasy bizcochos8. 

“Good-bye, Doctor.” 

Good-bye. Good-bye. Good-bye. Six hours have passed, like many others. Three times 

I have to say “no” to the boy; they are already polished. Ten stairs. I go out. These 

people insist over and over as if one were a fool. It is hot now. The portfolio is under my 

right arm. Be careful with motorcycles. My eyes squint in the sunlight. There is someone 

near my car. I take out the keys (I have always loved this gesture of taking the keys 

out.) They are two: a woman and a boy. 

“Excuse me…” 

I open the door, put the portfolio inside my car, and I get in. The woman comes up to my 

window. I have no change, I think. 

“I have no change,” I tell her. 

She asks me if I am Doctor González. How thick this Indian’s lips are! I tell her yes, I am 

myself. The hood of the car is hot now. She will certainly ask for money. The woman 

lets out a kind of deep sigh without changing her expression. I fix my eyes on her. She 

                                                        
8 Bizcocho is a small, salty, and greasy kind of bakery cracker. In Argentina, Public employees eat them at 
their offices, and they also drink coffee and/or mate (which is shared among 
 a group of people.)  
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is young, with very tanned skin, worn-out. She must reek down there. She says nothing 

but “oh.” These women are very clever! Good bye, pal! (I move my lips because he is 

far away). 

“At your service, ma’am,” I say. 

I am considerate to everyone. The boy is looking at me with a foolish expression on his 

face, shyly smiling. He has thick lips, he is drooling. The employees are leaving. He 

keeps on standing on the car’s running board. I tell him: “Be careful not to scratch the 

door,” I pat his head.  

His mother slaps him away. She is wearing a colorful handkerchief on her head and 

rope-soled sandals. Light colored eyes, interesting breasts that seem firm. Bye, my 

friend. Bye. The Indian is not bad looking. If she washed herself… She asks me again, 

“Doctor González, right?” 

“Yes, yes! What’s the matter? 

“You don’t remember me, Doctor… It’s me Raquel.” 

Perhaps one of my parents’ servants. We are in the middle of a row of cars, the three of 

us. 

“No. I honestly don’t remember you.” 

The woman hesitates. It’s hot: the sky is clouded over. I would like to end the day well. 

Let’s see, I watch her a minute: that vein in her neck that swells and beats. She plays 

with her hands, twists them. I try to help her. 
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“Do you need my services, ma’am?” 

We have lunch at one thirty sharp, not a minute sooner, not a minute later. I get furious 

when my habits are altered. Order is first. She shakes her head. 

“What do you want, then?” I ask her impatiently. 

The streetcar goes by, replete and heavy. At the window, people stare out. I raise my 

arm. Someone has waved to me; I do not know him. Bye. One enjoys a certain degree 

of popularity.I hate the foolish stare of those people in the streetcar. I wouldn’t like to 

lose my good humor. Sheep people. Now she is babbling an absurdity. What is this 

wretch saying? 

“Me, ma’am?” I answer. “You must be mistaken. I do not know you. Who did you say 

you are? I can assure you I have never seen you before. Even if you swear to me, 

ma’am. I have an accurate recollection of faces. What I mean is that I never forget a 

face.” 

A few cars leave. The pavement is shining like a sheet of paper. Now she is crying with 

her head bent. Oh, please, come on! 

“What’s wrong? Tell me…” 

“You used to go to the island some years ago.” she says. 

“Yes, certainly, ma’am: to eat roasted meatfrom time to time.” 

The portfolio is next to me. I smile at her. The woman says: “I took people across in the 

canoe.” 
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There are few cars left next to the sidewalk. That traffic police at the corner must have 

his face as red as fire. Now I remember: the Indian from the canoe, as we used to call 

her. She used to go barefoot, with her dress on her flesh. Her heels were hard and dark. 

The boy looks at me. A perfect female. We were crazy about her. It seemed as if she 

were wearing a skin dress on. Now, I get serious. The younger boys used to masturbate 

in the scrubland, poking out their heads every now and then to look at her. My body is 

perspiring. The woman’s breasts. I have so many clothes on.  

“So?” 

“Oh, it is you… it is you, Doctor, right?” 

The cathedral clock strikes the half-hour. That happened a long time ago. The high 

school behind me. She says, “This boy is yours.” 

My car is one of the few still here. I look at the boy. My car seems an island. I look at 

her. I turn to the boy. I look at both sides of the street. The traffic police doesn’t move. 

An island, yes. Jesus! 

“What the hell are you talking about?” 

“He’s yours, yours… Yours and mine!” 

This sour taste on my tongue. I look at the boy who’s looking at me. His eyes? Mine? 

My armpits are wet. I can feel a line of sweat sliding down. There are millions of eyes of 

identical color. Why don’t I start the car and leave? The boy looks at me. 

“You are lying!” I tell her, with my most severe face. “I can send you to jail for this!”  
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My good humor, Jesus! I won’t take the Genioles. Now it is naptime. I hate naptime. I 

have both feet on the pedals. It is a dirty, sticky and town nap hour.  

“I am not lying, sir! I swear he is ours! Ours!” 

She is wearing a dress with faded flowers and a huge ring on her left hand. The heat… I 

feel cramps in my stomach. She is crying again and I beg her to please stop. The 

portfolio is next to me. The child keeps on looking at me, I can feel it, and the hateful 

sun bursting in my eyes. I stop looking at him. I take my wallet out with difficulty. 

Raquel, the woman, stops crying. She looks in suspense. Five hundred pesos9.  

“Here you are! Is this what you wanted? Take it!” She hesitates. “Take it, I tell you!” 

The heat is getting more and more intense inside the car. I’m soaked now. She finally 

takes the money, looks at it, swallows, blinks. 

“Thank you, sir, but…” 

“But, what? What?” They are calling me from the car at my left. “One minute, Doctor. 

Tell me, how old is he?” 

“He’s going on eight.”  

“You are crazy!” I tell her voicelessly. “You’re completely crazy. After eight years, you 

come to me with this. What have you done since then, huh? Wait…” I turn around, 

“What did you say Doctor?” 

“The Oviedo brothers issue, pal.” 

                                                        
9 Argentinean currency.  
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“Oh, yes… I’ll finish it first thing tomorrow morning” 

“I would appreciate it, Doctor.” 

“Never mind.” 

“Great, then!” 

Swindler! I am so much younger than he is. I turn around. Her eyes are red now. Even 

so, he sometimes consults me: good sign. I ask her:“What did you do meanwhile? Tell 

me.” 

“You promised you would come back, but you didn’t.” 

The Oviedos: a negligent homicide. Come back, yes… Now I remember clearly. I was a 

bit drunk the first time. The bet I made with the boys. These things happen because 

they happen. Yes, we did it on the coast, on the wet rocks, at dusk. She had always 

smiled at me because I was kind to her. There’s no color like blood mixed with mud. 

There was a reek of rotten fish. I even kissed her. I smelled it later, when disgust came 

over me. But I went back many times. In school I used to think of her, and something 

twisted my heart. I used to feel cramps between my thighs. Look at her now. I 

possessed her in the water, over the acacias, on the slopes, lying on the wild mattress. 

And so, what? She keeps the bill in her hand. The child will end up scratching the door. 

Once, we walked naked for a long while through the wilderness. I remember the 

fluttering of the ring doves in the afternoon. I had never felt so strange and sexually 

aroused. Her goddess body… One of the most compact bodies I have ever held. She 

seems much older than I. Those dried wrinkles. 
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“Here, one hundred more.” 

She takes them. The child doesn’t take his eyes off me. Those sunny days, then the 

university, the laughing. Flimsy dreams that evaporate. Indians. 

“Listen,” I tell her, “I do not know you, nor do I know who you are. So, do me a favor: 

you are totally confused. You cannot see me again. Do you understand? 

Foolish times, but sweet after all. Crazy times. These women are capable of finding you 

underground. The child is there. I have turned the page. Most of my old friends are 

minor employees now: sheep, workhorses, good for nothing.There is a point after which 

men change and remain. That’s what it is to become a man. Where would society end 

up if irresponsibility lasted for ever? 

“I don’t want to see you again hereabouts! Be very careful!” 

“Yes, sir.” 

I start the car. Looking to the front I command her:“Tell him to get down from the 

running board, please.” 

She pulls him off by his arm and I see the poor woman taking out a filthy handkerchief 

and wrapping the money with it. She ties it firmly: safe deposit box. I sincerely pity her, 

but there’s nothing to be done. These things happen, because they have to happen. 

Now I do not look at any of them. I move forward: second gear, third gear. Few cars on 

the streets. Mine feels like silk. The air dries the sweat from my forehead. The Oviedos, 

do not forget! Six hundred pesos: cigarettes. This unstable weather. Rotten city.Every 

house seems like a refrigerator. The portfolio is by my side. Aeschylus, Sophocles, 
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Euripides. I see my house. From them, I’ll move on to Shakespeare. I leave the car in 

the shade. I get out. The soft door. My real world. Last night Luciana said: Mayonesa de 

Pescado. Good. The portfolio is underneath my right arm. The flowers about to bloom. I 

go in. The smell of new furniture fascinates me. There she is: I feel proud of her big 

womb. “…and Son.” She kisses me. I tell her, “We need to call the plumber to fix the 

bathroom faucet.”       October 1954. 
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The Man, the Dog, and the Night 

The man was walking down the boulevard. His eyes were glued tothe red antennas that 

blinked towards the sleeping city. He went forward hypnotized by those fidgety little 

lights. Inwardly he was telling himself ,“If I cross that boulevard gazebo, then I won’t 

stop,” that meant he could still turn back. That struggle was translated outwardly in his 

stiff way of walking, as if wearing lead shoes. On the other hand, he had that imageof 

something finished, completed. The man kept on walking.  

The dog was shivering next to the park, on the street, shrunk in a crescent, willfully 

trying to heat the ground, for the ground to return its heat. The night included the man 

and the dog; it was inside and outside of them. It had stars, but it was rough, freezing, 

impersonal; however, it was sovereign and exasperating,like a Buda statue. 

The man had already left behind his last scruple, that is, fear. He had left it fastened 

tothe gazebo with the reassuring gesture of fatality. The certainty that he would do it 

was now imbedded in the marrow of his bones. He thought the bridge was approaching 

him; that it was coming to him, like a friend. He also wondered if the water would be 

cold.  

The dog could not think: he was shaking. His eyes half-closed, watery, looked without 

looking. Every now and then its ears became imperceptibly stiff: leaves softly scratching 

the pavement, an insect, strange noises with no precise source. The night had none of 

those problems.It was a witness, but an accomplice too. It was almost everything, like 

those lovers who are frivolous but irreproachable, who in essence are maternal. 
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The man was close, at scarcely twenty steps. A street lamp stretched his shadow until it 

looked like a thread. The man smelled the river’s scent. He inhaled strongly. 

Nauseatingly, he blew the air out, like the whistle of a factory: a plume ofsmoke, 

deceptive as his life. He thought: “I will be part of the river and will move around with the 

water. I return to the river, always to the river. I should never have gone away from it.” 

He turned his headto take a somewhat arrogant but painful look at the city. The man 

was close. 

The dog was waiting. He felt the existence of the cold, but knew without knowing that its 

opposite also existed. For this reason he awaited. He was a lump,a thing, a package 

forgotten on the ground. He was an old dog that did not jump any more, nor did he bark 

until he was hoarse, a dog that did not run any more for the sheer pleasure of running, 

nor did he make love, nor did he have an owner. The dog waited. The night, on the 

other hand, ran without fading away, calmly, for it had nothing to wait for. It was too 

high, it was too low, it was over everything. The night was eternal; it would finally leave, 

but it would still be night in some other place, and something would occupy its 

emptiness. The night was eternal, but it was not everything. 

Suddenly, the man passed by the dog. The dog perked up his ears. He had heard the 

man. The man stopped. The night did not. The dog sniffed the man. Then, they both 

stared at each other. The man thought: “He is cold.” And he saw how the dog was 

looking at him from below. He wondered: “How does he see me from down there?” 

Almost involuntarily, the man bent down to pat him on the head. The animal wagged its 

tail. The man let his hand still.He said “bye,” and walked towards the big wall thinking 

“he wagged his tail.” The night was shaking itself, it was getting worse; it kept its 
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candelabra lit, but very high, and its heat was not coming. The night was mean even to 

itself.  

The man saw the water and stopped, not only because of the water, but because he 

heard the dog following him. In turn, the dog remained motionless, one leg raised. 

“What do you want?” thought the man and made a quick movement with his arm. The 

dog misunderstood and came wagging his tail. “What do you want?” said the man. He 

raised his hand: “Get out, get out!” and the dog walked away, shrunken, disappointment 

painted on the curve of its back. The man instinctively took his overcoat off and flung it 

away from him. The dog went and lay on the garment. Before looking at the water the 

man thought “he lay on my clothes”. Then he gripped the parapet with both hands. He 

saw the poor houses shining beyond, the dead city beyond, his own body floating 

beyond, that body that was no longer his, and which, after fifty years, he was 

abandoning. He was giving up almost happily to the cold and to the night.  

The dog barked. The man shivered. The night did nothing. The man realized the dog 

was looking at him. The dog was rigid, alert, waiting. “Why had I petted his head?” he 

thought, and he made as if to pick up a stone. The dog walked away, not quite 

convinced, looking backwards. The man turned to the water that seemed as hard as a 

sheet of extended steel, thin, barely moving. “I am what is left of me, almost nothing. I 

am glad that no one is aware of this moment. I want to leave in silence and without 

hatred.” The dog barked again. The man turned around, startled. “What am I afraid of?” 

He said to himself, smiling until the corners of his mouth tightened up. “Go away,”he 

shouted, “Get out!” The dog backed away heavily. The night did not.  
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The man focused on his thoughts. He organized them. A line: all the immutable effort to 

achieve a point, an instant, nothing. He passed one leg, then the other. He stayed on 

the side of the water, in the position of a boy perched on a wall. Responding to a daily 

impulse, he buttoned his coat. The night was becoming mute, obstinate and proud, hard 

as a rock and without an outline. The man heard again the dog’s bark. The man looked 

at the dog, screaming at him with an unusual violence, middle ground between hatred 

and anguish: “Get out of here, you, stupid!” The scream shook the man’s chest and the 

cavernous breast of the night. The dog did nothing else but to keep on looking at the 

man. The man stared at him for an instant with his eyes bulging out of their sockets. He 

saw the dog sitting, straight, watchful, indiscreet. A big wave of blood heated the man’s 

face. His jaw trembled. He turned his body and, coming back to the land’s side, he ran 

towards the dog and started kicking him furiously. Driven into a corner against the wall, 

the dog received once and again the blows from the man, the tips of the shoes sunk into 

the animal’s body making him blind, weakening him, breaking him. Each scream 

resounded in the night, each blow was a scream and the night was dying. The blood in 

the night was as black as the night and the perspiration heated the air that surrounded 

the bodies. The night was leaving now.  

Then, it was heard in the silence, the weeping of the man and the crying of the dog. The 

night was rushed by the impertinent and young, newborn light. The night left 

imperceptibly, like life. The butterfly of wires switched off its antennas because the night 

did not demand anything now. The city awakened and stretched out like a hungry child.  

The man started to walk up the boulevard. The dog followed him.  
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August 1956. 

 

 

The Child and the Wind 

The child was alone, sitting at the edge of her bed in her silent little room, barely holding 

the weight of a huge pair of scissors she clumsily guided with her silky, fragile fingers. 

The old notebooksgiven to her as gifts rested there,almost hidden between the folds of 

the quilt, showing their artificial bulky fatness. On the first page, at the top, it said “This 

belongs to….”, and below, with letters that disclosed the skill from her hands, the girl’s 

name. Her hands had an indefinite color. They were moving and cautious; transparent, 

serene and unsteady, depending on the case; a child’s hand that insensibly revealed a 

bunch of branches of pale veins, trembling with life. Now and then small picture cards 

fell onto the carpet like simple useless papers; their borders were like “the ocean’s 

crest,” as she used to think, with that almost miraculous gift of hers of creating images 

where no one would have been able to perceive them. 

The ocean. 

Each time the girl had these visions she told herself: “I know the ocean,” and thought 

about Spain coasts, far beyond. Then, speaking aloud as if trying to test herself, she 

added: “Liar, you are a liar! You’ve never been at the ocean and least of all to Spain!” 

When this happened, the little girl used to cry because her fantasy was so big that she 

often felt she mixed up, not knowing then how to differentiate dreams from reality.  
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The child’s room was small, it had a window facing the street. The window framed the 

tallest branches of a tree that happily welcomed birds which used to sing or fly 

away.This was the only picture the child had in her room. And since this picture had the 

virtue of changing four times a year, no other landscape was needed. Aside from the 

tiny chest of drawers, there was a small table where a dusty doll rested with its legs 

wide open.The child had not played with it for a long while. She had been taught that in 

life you have to do something useful; therefore, in the first place, she needed to finish 

gluing the picture cards. 

Outside, the wind hit the girl’s window, as always. The glass trembled. The child turned 

her head and said to the wind: “Please, don't bother me. Will you?”  

The wind let a part of its tiny body, almost a sigh, to get in through a window opening. 

“Let me in! Open up immediately or I’ll blow until I crush you against the wall!” Shouted 

the wind (for it is not true, it has not been proven yet, that the wind does not speak, and 

the child knew it very well). 

The girl turned her head with an impatient movement. She left the scissors on the quilt 

and stealthily walked through the room, moved away the curtain, looked outside and the 

window glass gave her back a diffuse picture of herself, making it float like a ghost over 

the street background, down there. So she told to her own face, rather than to the wind: 

“I’m tired of you. Did you get it? I have told you a lot of times you won’t get in here while 

I’m playing. You won’t get in, even if you get angry and want to break my window. You 

are warned.” 

The wind knew the child was stubborn. It whistled furiously, uselessly venting its 
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impotent fury, against the girl’s closed window. She smiled, skeptical, for she thought 

the wind had gone crazy. She saw it twisting and agitating the trees tops, she saw it in 

the confusing street dust, and in the liable but irrepressible people’s attitude of 

advancingleaned slightly forward. She also thought the wind had been bothering her too 

much lately, and for a moment her face frowned, like the flowers that turn pale in the 

afternoon. A new series of fantasies settled in her little head and began to dance like 

fire flames, changing colors and shapes. But her eyes ran into one of her notebooks, 

the least pot bellied, and she remembered she had homework to do. Then her eyes 

regained some happiness, and she took the scissors humming a round. This way she 

worked for a while until her penetrating little eyes, blurred with sleepiness, got a 

melancholy look. 

Each time sleepiness came, hunger did too. She lamented she had been punished and 

locked up in her bedroom. The strange thing was she could not remember the reason 

why she had been punished, nor did she remember how long she had been fulfilling the 

punishment. She thought that maybe it was because, very late last night, she had gone 

out to the courtyard without permission and had stayed there for a long while freezing 

her little legs and looking up with an oppression on her neck. Yes, it must have been for 

that reason, who knows. Or maybe because, for some time now, she had been saying 

things without being asked; or because, lacking enough strength to reprimand her 

natural child’s curiosity, on certain occasions, unintentionally, she would become 

somewhat indiscreet. She thought: “I can’t remember why I’ve been punished, I can’t 

remember.” Which was very absurd, if you think about it, because grownups say that 

everything in life has a purpose. The point was that since several days ago she had to 
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go to bed without having dinner. How many days? She did not remember either. Her 

child’s attention was so focused on the picture card activity, that during breaks, she 

mixed up facts and hours, and it became an impossible task for her to remember so 

many things and to think accordingly with the desired clarity. 

Slowly, with the tip of her fingers, she picked up the little strips of paper that seemed to 

stick on the quilt’s lint like little insects. She closed the small glue jar and put it in the 

second drawer of the furniture. While she was undressing, inexplicably she felt like 

crying. It was a mystery she had never been able to reveal: crying assaulted her 

suddenly, unexpectedly, unannounced, with no reason. But this weakness vanished 

after a few seconds, because the child was strong, brave, and accepted her punishment 

(in case the tears were caused by it). Crying used to happen exactly when her fantasy 

jumped wonderfully, creating unreal worlds, Spanish landscapes where she imagined 

she had lived in and shared her life with other beings. Her little head never created 

worlds as it did in the dark. Poor child, maybe she was not a normal girl, or maybe she 

was too intelligent for her age. The truth is she suffered silently the worst anguish a 

human being could live: the impossibility to give meaning to suffering. 

The wind came back during night. It shook the curtains slightly and tried to spy. It saw 

the child so warmly clothed in her little bed, that envy and doubt corroded him. And the 

wind asked itself if something was wrong in its calculations. Generally we have a wrong 

idea of the wind. We think it goes by randomly, moved by other forces, shaken and 

generated by atmospheric phenomena. And such events are recorded as temperature 

abrupt changes. Certainly, it is the wind of science, the wind that is explained through 

physics. But the real wind, the only one I know, blows as he pleases and is extremely 
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free, not to say loose living; depending on his mood, he goes from place to place, crazy 

and independent, at least apparently. And his appearance does not deceive like those 

unruly young people that at night steal their father’s car to move at very high speed, 

trying to prove themselves that they really matter, that they are brave, when in fact they 

act prompted by the excitement of boredom.That is the case with the wind I know, the 

one that spread out his furious whistling and shook the girl’s window that night. The 

child, who was not sleeping, opened up her eyes and calmly said:“What do you want 

braggart? That is what you are, you know? A braggart.” 

“Let me in, child!” roared the wind like a lion (because it is a lie that the wind keeps his 

dignity. Not always, I know that). 

“Why are you screaming like that? Besides being a braggart, you are being rude. Do 

you think, because you are strong enough to drag all that crosses your way, that you 

have the right to disrupt my window? I do not fear you, wind, so speak slowly or leave.” 

“Let me in, little girl Let me in or you’ll regret it, I warn you,” the wind died down, a little 

bit more calm, in spite of himself; the child’s daring disconcerted him.  

“No!” she exclaimed categorically. “You are not my friend. It isn’t right that you come 

into my room.” 

“I do come in wherever I like!” Roared the wind again, and could not restrain all the fury 

he had accumulated.  

“It might be because you know how to take advantage of the weaker.” said the little 

child. 
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“I go in and out wherever I want and when I want!” 

The child turned her back at him. “You don’t say!” She said. “Good night. Go and whistle 

somewhereelse, that you don’t scare me. Bye.” And she dressed up calmly.  

“We’ll see!”, said the wind, “he who laughs last , laughs best!” and moved away, trying 

to force the window in vain. He moved away to the north, cold of anger.  

He came by during the morning, very early, back from the fields. The girl was already up 

taking her breakfast. He stared at her for a moment with envy, while she was eating. He 

was caught by surprise when the child, without lifting her head from the cup, told him: 

“What are you looking at, knucklehead?” 

The wind swirled like an electric worm. “You’ll regret it!” he howled“ Woe to you if 

someday I find your window opened, arrogant lady! You’ll be flying out like a bird and I’ll 

let you fall on the land from very high up! You’ll see! 

“Oh, how frightening!” The child said mockingly. 

The wind extended himself in a very long spiral. Impatient and frustrated he left with his 

whistle somewhere else.That morning the child found her coffee too black and she took 

a sugar cube. Since she had been taught that things should be washed before being 

eaten, she went with the sugar cube to the faucet and washed it. Entranced, she looked 

at her empty fingers, and that morning she drank her coffee black. These were precisely 

the kind of things that made the child cry, disorienting her and making her feel like a 

fool.  

Several times did the tree flowered, several times did it let its leaves fall, several times 
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did it seem to almost get dry, but it always kept on growing green. When this happened, 

it became full of birds that were observed for a long time by the girl, without them 

noticing it. The child spent hours absorbed in their little jumps, in the jubilant or sad 

messages their chests emitted, and in the determination they had in feeding 

themselves. The little girl envied their flights and she usually thought in what the wind 

had said: “I’ll let you fall on the land.” The child thought: “I would like to fall on Spain.” 

She missed so much the birds when winter arrived and the tree bade them farewell, 

shutting itself up to sleep. The child stared sadly at the abandoned nests drying up; 

breaking up as if they were made up of material, and letting the feathers, which not long 

ago have warmed them, fall. She thought many times: “they make their nests and they 

leave,” and this idea left her puzzled and dispirited.  

On occasions, when the wind gave her a truce, because it must travel to other regions 

to hit other windows, she used to say “how calm my window is when the wind doesn’t 

blow, and this fact produced an unusual happiness on her that shook her little body and 

urged her to fill up her lungs with pure air. The night was the only one that with wind or 

without it, gave her sometimes an incomprehensible sudden fear. Voices she could not 

identify, strange and whispering secret messages came muffled and mysterious from 

the impenetrable darkness. On some occasions, due to her light sleep, she woke up 

after midnight and spied on the deserted street.She heard the voices like as if coming 

from the other side of the wall. She could imagine those voices as being too far or too 

close, depending on the case.They sounded confused, mixed, and whispering, like a 

strange symphony of disturbing murmurs. Then, she used to ask: “Who is it?, Who’s 

there?” Any answer, the most frugal, the most insignificant, an “it’s me” or “it’s us”, 
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would have been better than the silence that answered to her curiosity, a silence in 

which the child listened to her own breathing. At those moments, she became 

frightened and went quickly back to her little bed, thinking that this uncertainty was part 

of the punishment. Every now and then, when half-asleep, she had the feeling that 

someone came into her room, kissed her, fixed her quilt and left. 

Another winter came. Maybe because of the intense cold it brought, the child’s body 

seemed smaller. Her movements, more fragile, had a prudence and caution 

appearance that suited her. She was still punished in her room without knowing the 

reason. There were some fat notebooks already finished and piled on the chest of 

drawers.The heater gave off an agreeable heat; every now and then, to get warm, the 

child went across the fluffy carpet, with short steps from her bed to the fire. Apart from 

the details mentioned she had changed little in relation to last winter, except for that she 

seemed more of a child than ever.Moreover, almost anything had changed around her. 

Everything preserved the same place in that space, and the comfortable aspect of 

permanent serenity. But, it was just on a winter night that the child decided to play a 

joke on the wind.  

That night she understood the value of her determination. When she stared at her bulky 

notebooks placed on the chest of drawers, something sang inside her chest. She had 

made that by herself, and that made her proud and happy. She took them delicately one 

by one and she caressed their spines, as if they were beloved animals; then she 

distributed them symmetrically over the carpet like little ships on the ocean. The ocean 

again. That sea of Spain. “You do not need to lie,” she told herself, “today, less than 

ever.” Then she drew the curtains leaving the window slightly opened. Dawn was 
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shining like a sea dyed in red. A few birds left behind crossed the sky. The child waved 

at them briefly. Then, she looked at the long, sad streets, darkened by the dusk’s 

uncertain light. She thought the world belonged to her up to where her sight could see, 

and beyond. Maybe the sea was beyond. She rested her forehead on the window and 

then she shook her head, like waking herself up from a thought. Immediately she lay on 

the bed and closed her eyes. Before falling asleep, thinking about the sea, and in 

blurred living beings she muttered: “Maybe I’m not lying, after all.” And she fell asleep. 

The wind came as usual. His amazement and satisfaction were evident when he found 

the window opened and the curtains drawn. His victorious loud laugh was heard twenty 

leagues away. It was not necessary for him to use all his power. He just needed a push 

from his light breeze. The leaves of the window, without making any noise, opened up 

widely. The wind came in silently. At his first impulse, he disturbed the the pages of the 

notebooks that exposed their bellies loaded with glue and paper. He read: “This belongs 

to…,” and below the name of the child. It is a big lie to say that the wind does not read, 

like it was pretended on a film. Afterwards, his stare set on the bed. The girl kept her 

eyes closed, smiling naughtily. The wind tiptoed toward her, and without hiding his 

vanity, he blew on her ear: 

“Get ready, child, I have come to blow on you. I warned you many times…” 

The girl did not answer. 

“Why don’t you talk now, arrogant child?” Asked the wind who evidently had won this 

match. “Why don’t you challenge me and laugh at me?” 

Silence. For an instant, the wind looked distrustful at her. Immediately, pumped up by 

revenge, he turned to the child and shouted at her: 
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“Hadn’t I told you that someday you would leave the window open? I know people! No 

one is so perfect as to not remember to close it at least once.  

The child did not respond. The wind began to get nervous. So he messed up her hair 

and made her clothes jig about, but the girl remained motionless. He blew at her face, 

like fire, and her cheeks turned red, but she made no movement at all. He blew over her 

hands, like ice, and they turned white, but nothing happened again.Being like that, the 

wind threw out a terrible howling, in which you could guess the final bitterness of loss.  

“No way!” Howled the wind. “No way!” 

To cap it all off, he realized the girl’s lips hadn’t left her smile. He shivered in surprise 

(because another big fat lie is that the wind cannot experience the sense of awe). He 

trembled so much that the walls creaked. He placed a part of his breeze on the child’s 

forehead.  

“She is dead!” The wind said, astonished. “The child is dead!” 

He swelled up in such a way, he was so furious that the room began to tremble as if 

being shaken by an earthquake, the notebooks jumped like small frogs over the carpet, 

and for a while the chest of drawers played the drum with its legs on the floor.  

The night fell mildly over the streets, over the trees, over the things from the ground. A 

vast number of white dots froze the space immensity. A long time went by before the 

wind calmed down at all. When he did so, he looked for the first time at the street from 

the inside; for an instant, he contemplated again the child’s smiling face; he shrugged 

and flew away, quickly forgetting his resentment accumulated for so long. It was not 

worth feeling angry. The child was ninety years old, after all.  
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      February, 1958 

 

Friends 

 

Coming events cast their shadows  

before them. 

Goethe 

I am looking at Rolo pointing urgently (but like playing; children playing), at his back with 

his thumb. I am looking at Manuel who, with identical speed, is whirling two valves that 

are placed on the pipes’ upper warp. He’s going to turn around, now he is turning 

around, so that his friend can repeat the operation with him. They’ll hear the whistle that 

they are now hearing and both will put their masks on now. Then, they’ll look at each 

other smiling like stupid guys, I’m seeing it, with that somewhat embarrassing 

excitement of ancient lovers, who frustrated for a long time, are able to be alone for the 

first time. 

I’m seeing them there, where they’ll be. 

The beloved city, far away, will be erected and transparent. Its name is Santa Fe, it was 

founded hundreds of centuries ago and now everyone is running away from it, as if 

running away were the solution; as a matter of fact there was no need for running away. 

Some are using now an absolutely wrong sense about space, bragging on absurd 

calculations in this mathematics century loaded of multiple energy vehicles, individual 

biplanes, first forcet trucks, helicopters, with everything that has been most dear to them 
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and that has gone along with them in life (this or that equipment of unique mechanism, 

this or that toy of live images.) They go south. There they go. 

Other people ran, and will run, north. There are, and will be, irrational bets, despairing 

conjectures. There will be, and were, those who went east, towards the sea, as if that 

sea, ruled by the Great Dam were the salvation. Shrinked by dread, maybe without 

knowing it, people will look, in the water’s immensity, for an evidence of disproportion. 

The ocean will be a defeated giant and everyone will need an impressive god, death 

though, we already know that. Several will die in the outward journeys, intoxicated by 

air. 

Subtly, in general, the dark thoughtlessness have talked confidentially about a 

consolation: all are in identical condition, wrapped in what will be an unfair and insane 

situation, for the Venus colonization issue has blowed up safety devices, triggering what 

has been prevented until now.  

Venus! I don’t care about Venus! Damned people! 

Indeed, when desperation were about to come, it will be enough to look at your 

neighbor, look at him well. Despite all, this momentary sedative distilled unique 

resentments. Listen: it will be better to have the helpless rage and the hatred without 

consequences to paralyzing terror of thought and will that would block a fair 

comprehension. 

Nobody understood nor will comprehend. 
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Certainly, there was nothing to understand. Everything will be simple, crystal-clear, 

suddenly stunning, like a vision. Like children who have been punished, the screams 

from all the ignored complaints will be heard. In the past, your scream and that of 

others, would have cracked crystals, destroyed walls, made more than one Boss blush. 

Now they were and will be scarcely despairing little voices, useless, pitifully diluted, like 

echoes from the valley or the cawing of black birds in the deep gorges from the outside.  

An infinity of mothers will look at their children personally, in direct contact, and will be 

astonished, their mouths opened, as if stupidly paralyzed by a ghost. Others are 

throwing themselves with their children from the blocks’ gates, or immersing themselves 

in the Paraná River traps. A way of running away, listen up, like any other. “The trap!” 

ordered Rolo like a bad boss. 

Manuel had not heard him because his voice got lost, suffocated by the scuba suit. Now 

Manuel shrank back, joining his fingers in an italian gesture. They were young and they 

understood one another; they knew how to organize things, how to give coherence to 

their projects, how to give unity to their techniques. Maybe they were too young for this 

task,or too mature, as the case might be. Rolo pointed at the nickel-plated door below. It 

was similar to the hatchway of an ancient submarine. Manuel nodded, performing the 

funny American gesture for good luck and I see him introducing his opened hand in the 

metallic ring, pressing it with strength and pulling it upwards. The trap came up easily, 

leaving uncovered the first rungs of the narrow ladder. He was about to go down, when 

he felt his friend’s hand grasping his shoulder. “Look,” Rolo pointed to the front, with no 

special affectation, his mouth wrinkled by melancholy (or contempt?) 
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Manuel ran his eyes over the open space between the rocks. Outside, sunlight 

expanded, white and powerful, lighting the hillside and part of the valley, heavily. The 

houses of the alienated who have decided to live outdoors, without the protective roof of 

the city, could be seen downhill like insignificant tiny color cubes on the squared cloth of 

the sown fields, spreading out to almost be lost from sight in the foggy border of the 

high mountain chains.Only three centuries ago the zone was plain.Big land masses had 

moved, as a consequence of the Army experiments, transforming the city into a seismic 

region. There were no clouds over their heads and noon cracked on the rocks nearby. 

Both friends looked at each other. They knew, I see they know and think about that 

valley, one of the few left. There were no protective roofs, electric safe belts, instant 

detectors, magic eyes, those indiscreet firefly alarms, nothing. There was nothing. 

Everything was open there, and I see they like that. Used to natural smells by dint of 

constant escapes, they were well and happy. But now they were bidding farewell with 

the bewilderment of those who suspect that something is to be discovered; something 

they did not discover. They were thirty years or less, and to look at the clean sky at that 

age is saying a great deal.  

The truth is that most of the people are looking for a quick sympathy from others; and if 

they don’t find it, they fall in worst depressions than death. There were, I see, those who 

made jokes and laughed with sick sarcasm; they were crazy or they were the ones who 

owned a deeper hatred. And listen, markets invaders are plentiful there. They supply 

themselves bountifully; but I find rarer the owners of certain groceries, selling and 

providing a good service in their stores.  
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There are seen the ones that will be here and there, people stunned by unknown 

emotions, shaken for the first time, without being told (nor by theTV, nor by the morning 

or nocturnal voices from the Government,) that they are under their own responsibility, 

entirely isolated, on their own, puzzled and trembling like newborn children, waiting for 

those unknown little voices that helped so much in the daily living.  

Where are you, Peter? asks a woman after twenty years.  

There will be plenty of prayers, exhumed pleadings from the depths of the nights, old 

patriarchal songs written on the old tables. Neither they were, nor they are, foreign to 

this chaos, individuals of thought, composers of mute words, sterile town criers of those 

proposals that existed (there is a desperate man putting hundreds of papers in bottles 

he is throwing to the ocean). 

A group of birds crossed the space turning around surprisingly to the north. Rolo 

pointed at them with his arm and his friend looked at them.  

Those were some of the few birds left. They felt their eyes wet; holding from their 

shoulders they stayed for a while like that, in that team spirit, something great that had 

distinguished them since they were children. They looked weird and funny in the shaded 

inside of the cave, with their crystal bells over their heads and their flaked and shiny 

suits. Two comfortable pants, worn out, and four big mountain shoes, listen, were 

abandoned at the shelter entrance, nostalgic and useless forever, as a lot of other 

abandoned objects left there, future archeological pieces of glorious ages.  

Both friends looked at each other realizing they were going through identical paths of 

thought. It is accurate, judging only the attitude of physical plenitude both have, to say 



 32 

that in this moment they are invaded by a supreme and breaking proud. Deep inside, 

the surprise of advent, made them glad. If only they had not have time, those wolves of 

the darkness, those masked men from the shadows, they thought. If only they were now 

turning pale from terror, trembling of regret in some cold corner of the earth, they think. 

And will think too with pain, looking to all that, in the beloved twiggy city, that despite 

wars, it had been able to maintain its position, preserving even relics from past 

centuries, like the Puente Colgante10and the Colegio Inmaculada11 ruins, founded by 

1500. Moved with tears, they shook hands, looking over the world open space for the 

last time; a world polluted and dangerous, a vast quantity wasted. Then Rolo, who 

during the first day was the commander-in-chief, as they had agreed on, pointed at the 

hatchway and said: “Let’s go down!” 

Manuel went down carefullytrying to sneak out without hitting the pipes they carried, 

hanging on their backs.Rolo followed him right away putting the cover on its place. They 

were immersed in the darkness. Manuel felt about the laminated walls until he reached 

the power generator. He turned the key and the vertical tunnel lighted up. They went 

down until they reached the second tramp. It was much bigger and heavier, so they 

both had to turn it around. There was a ramp; they slid.“The tank!” said Rolo. 

Manuel put his head out, he pointed out with the plastic fumigator and the disinfectant 

powerful smell filled up the compartment they were leaving behind. 

They are closing up. 

                                                        
10 Suspension bridge. 

11 Immaculate High School. 
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At the foot of the short ramp, the cave, covered by gold-colored sheets, extends five 

meters horizontally and then, sloping violently, it advances ten more meters. The two 

friends go over with great strides, assured by the intermittent lighting.  

They stopped in front of a big steel door set deep in the rock, similar to the antique 

bank's safe deposit boxes.“The lever,” pointed out Rolo. 

The other was clinging to a very thin metal bar that emerged like a stem from the 

ground; he pulled with strength and the door opened in a horizontal way, yawning 

slowly. It is more than a meter thick and the grooves of a variety of tones determine the 

use of different metals or the use of only one subjected to different processes.  

In the middle of the mess there were certain threads giving coherence to panic, so to 

speak. Responsible obscure business ravens of hidden nests croaking reassuring 

directives (where are the doves of peace?) all drowned under a hail of curses. Millions 

of fists raising furiously over the emptiness, crying out sincere and fair reproaches.  

I have been an object of bargaining! 

Look at the beautiful life scaping with its equipments and its games, and all the sweet 

mechanisms of daily pleasantness. You lacked nothing: You were calm, you were 

clean, you were amused, they even invented the dreams viewer for you, the latest word 

in fun. A long meditation, agreeable and learned would have been enough… 

To the rockets! Do not forget to switch off the the block’s alarm… just in case! 

Much sorrow is shaking the hearts all over the earth, and for the first time in different 

degrees and almost without exception, that universal solidarity developed a concrete 
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form. If you had a second chance, the murderous schemes by the Political-

Businessman, the fervorof the Armies and the Police in their unknown jobs, Science 

degraded, the lack of interest in human nature in search of frivolity, violence, which is 

being talked about in secret, all in all everything, would be easily avoided. We are 

simple citizens and without major concern. Being there organizations as perfect as the 

Amusement Plants or the Center of Recording Education, why not setting likewise an 

organization aimed to iron out less comprehensible problems? There has never been 

lack of good will. An appropriate machine, a simple mechanism, and no one would fail 

to understand and to act, I promise. Everything was clear, everything was obvious, 

everything was as it was and as it will be. 

To the rockets! To the rockets! 

Manuel leftanother disinfectant cloud in the second chamber. After securing the door 

they started to undress in a small room of white and smooth walls. The only objects 

consisted of one table, three lockers, and two tubes full of holes hanging from the roof 

like stalactites. On the table there was a big amount of jars and ampules. They 

themselves were impressed of their organization, their efficiency.“Let’s put our suits 

away,” said Rolo when they were completely naked. 

They put the clothes in the small drawers; in the other drawers they put the oxygen 

tanks, the belts and the scuba suits. They closed the door carefully, using previously the 

fumigator, and placed themselves next to the table, under the tubes. They started to 

drink fluids and injected themselves. A blue flow of liquid that changed its color came 

out from the stalactites bathing their bodies for a while.“Ready, bro?” Said Rolo. 



 35 

“Ready.” Said Manuel.  

They whistled a few inches away from the wall; the wall slid silently, leaving an open 

space. They went in there nimbly, and the wall closed its mouth at their backs.  

They are now in the comfortable, roomy living room. They are dressing up with simple 

clothes. Manuel runs the environment regulator. A calm winter invades the rooms very 

slowly. Meanwhile, Rolo starts a fire in the replica of an ancient hearth. 

One of the walls will be almost completely covered by a huge TV screen. Big armchairs, 

thick carpets, and solid cupboards will take up the area of the living room, and there will 

be a forced discrepancy between that ancient furniture and the modern precision table-

tops, that will be seen here and there taking up the corners and free spaces.  

Both friends comfortably sat down in front of the screen, not being able to conceal the 

constant smile that excitement kept on their lips. For a long time they watched the walls 

and their own eyes. They felt inhibited in their seats, like novice passengers in a rocket 

before lifting off. Finally, Manuel asked: “Do you think this is going to take long?” 

“No.” Said Rolo crossing his legs for the hundredth time, and added “You know what, 

bro? I feel as if will power failed me: I think I will be like this until…” 

“Don’t worry” interrupted Manuel, “I’m feeling the same way.” 

“It’s not that I doubt…” said Rolo, “It’s not that I doubt… it isn’t fear. I’m sure our cave 

will resist what’s expected. It’s something else… is a sense, is as if I hadn’t been born… 

yet.” 

“And as if you were about to be born.” said Manuel. 
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“Exactly.” 

“Well, let’s keep calm, let’s keep calm…” 

“Yeah…” sighed Rolo lost in thought. “Let’s keep calm.” 

This is how I see them now in their armchairs, sunken in the silence, facing each other, 

reflective and worried.  

Ten hours later they heard a mute noise. They stood up at the same time looking 

anxiously at the white screen, dying to connect, which would have been crazy (the 

antenna was predicted to raise when everything had happened.) 

At the beginning it was and will be the gallop of thousands and thousands of horses 

over the rumbling prairie; then, something similar to the sound of a flute will whistleover 

their heads a hundred meters higher up, through thick layers of metal and rock. The 

room will start shaking, which is something expected to happen. A frenetic and waving 

earthquake will shake the room for several minutes, throwing some objects to the floor, 

and moving other objects from one place to another. 

They kept on holding their hands, closing their eyes, holding their breaths. Everything 

had been expected and probably they feared less for themselves than for the scenes 

they registered in their imagination. Luckily, for years, they had avoided dropping 

anchor, growing fond of things, getting involved with people. They were alone, 

separated, exempted from accounting requirements, with hope placed on their own tact, 

in their intelligence, in their mutual comprehension. 
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That lasted three days and three nights; on the fourth, based on the equipment’s 

records, the wind blew. Only from the fifth day on, silence reigned. Just then, they felt 

liberated. An embrace mixed them up in the middle of the room, and that embrace 

contained as much happiness as sorrow: hey are celebrating the triumph and giving one 

another condolences on behalf of a world that, since that moment, was crushing them 

like a grave with dead bodies. 

They shaved their bearded faces, ate with appetite and prepared, finally, to live their 

own lives in their own tomb until the moment arrived, imbued with an unavoidable 

feeling of superiority. 

The first action was to raise the antenna. Comfortably sitting on their armchairs, they 

lighted up the screen. There was not much to see: In all directions dust floated in the 

dense air. Few days later the dust calmed down creating a thin layer at ground level. As 

far as the eye can see there was nothing. The valley, the mountains, all that rocky zone, 

had been like a dream. Only space: miles of space with its yellowish light, dirty. 

There were no nights, nights were just an imperceptible change of light, a blue-green 

blinking. The dust did not twirl, nor did it wave. One afternoon, it ended up glued to the 

ground, and for ever stayed there. Then they could see the soft and imperceptible 

waves from the desert repeating routinely until the indefinite horizon line.  

They had to wait. They are waiting.  

They wished about other places, men of similar thoughts had created their own 

experience. Maybe entire families were now waiting. One day they would find few 

people on the dunes and their shouts of joy would be like tolling bells announcing the 
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raising of a new sun. Then, the real work would begin, the one they had dreamed about 

so much and that became their reason to live. 

On the tenth day they wished to play chess and prepared the chess board on the table. 

The screen, always lit up, was like a big grayish wall, dead. Silence was so perfect that 

the noise of the chess pieces when moved, sounded like the coarse dragging of a foot.  

After a while of being seriously amused, observing the chessboard, both friends, as if 

they had agreed on this, stretched their arms at the same time over the pieces. They 

smiled. 

“Sorry,” said Rolo, “it’s my turn.” 

“Let’s see… wait a minute…” said Manuel; he quickly calculated on the movements and 

added: “I move, bro.” 

“You had just moved. You cannot move twice in a row.” 

“You moved.” 

“Let’s see…” said Rolo pursing his lips.  

“You moved the horse like this…” said Manuel. 

“That’s true” Rolo acknowledged, “but then you moved…” 

“No, no… you are completely confused. Look, calculate again.” 

Rolo shrugged. 

“Anyways…” he said and surprisingly mixed up the pieces on the chessboard. 
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“Oh!...” 

“Let’s start over. We are not going to argue for a trifle.” 

“I was doing a good game” Manuel complaint.  

“Well,” said Rolo, “Let’s start over again, all right?” 

“Well, now there’s no other choice! Is there?” 

And while they were arranging the pieces Rolo raised his eyes. 

“You wouldn’t think I am capable of playing tricks on you, do you?” 

“I’m not sure,” said Manuel. 
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The Hollow 

 

One afternoon, when I did not yet ever been to Guadalupe’s beaches in Santa Fe, I got 

lost in Franz Kafka’s Diaries. I was young and wanted to become a writer. Deeply 

impressed by what I was reading, I stopped at the notes from 1914. I could read the 

following: 

 We had scooped out a hollow in the sand, where we felt quite 

comfortable. At nightwe rolled up together inside the hollow, Father 

covered it over with trunks of trees, scattering underbrush on top, and 

we were as well protected as we could be from storms and wild beasts. 

‘Father,’ we would often call out in fright when it had already grown dark 

under the tree trunks and Father had still not appeared. But then we 

would see his feet through a crack, he would slide in beside us, would 

give each of us a little pat, for it calmed us to feel his hand, and then we 

would all fall asleep as we were together. In addition to our parents 

there were five boys and three girls; the hollow was too small for us, but 

we should have felt afraid if we had not been so close to one another at 

night.12 

For some reason I do not know (or know half), this little unfinished piece was vividly 

printed on my memory. The images that arouse my literary anxieties lack completely, at 

least initially, of rational explanation. In this respect, I cannot say that I understand 

myself regarding this, because it is not so. My elves only get certain coherence when I 

                                                        
12 Kafka, Franz. The Diaries. 1910-1923. The Diaries of Franz Kafka 1914-23 translated from the German 
by Martin Greenberg with the cooperation of Hannah Arendt. 
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am sitting in front of the paper. The reading mentioned took place in 1953. Ten years 

later, surprisingly, one night, the hollow stopped me from getting to sleep. When that 

happens it means, for good or for bad, that I need to start writing. It is my signal; a sign 

that torments me forcing me to abandon any obligation, specially those that people call 

important. 

This story does not aim to be a continuation of Kafka’s in the least. Neither does it 

intend to follow its process, nor does it is written like Kafka’s. It is a free, independent 

story, like his author believes he is himself. It belongs to me in spite of Kafka. 

           C.C. 

I 

It has been a long while. So long, that I need make a great effort not to lose count of the 

years. A day that goes by relatively fast confuses me and affects my nerves. When a 

day goes slow, it bores me. Sometimes sullenness takes hold of me and I go from one 

place to another like a cat shut in. But I think these are typical issues at my age, and I 

cannot blame anyone about the anxieties that harass me. Deep inside I am a well-

balanced being, and proof of this is that I am writing these notes. Their destiny is not 

important for me. I think if these papers will stay here forever, among the shades, 

nothing would have been lost. On the other hand, it could be that tomorrow I happen to 

put them into a bottle like castaways did in the sea stories. There will always be the 

possibility that people understand and come with us. Otherwise, I do not know how they 

manage outside. Whatever the destiny of these notes will have, the one who reads 

them must understand that their author died. 
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I will try to organize myself a bit or I will make a real mess. To make matters worse, 

apart from not being a writer, I find it unbearable enough to write after so long. Not only 

do my fingers lose their practice, but my mind does too, and it requires a great effort to 

take up, once again, the sense of an almost forgotten language. 

I will start by saying that during the day our father worked in the city. In the afternoon he 

devoted himself to fishing. At night he slept at home with Mom. Every now and then he 

came with her to the hollow and they looked at us, smiling. We did not even see them, 

but on the next day, if wind had not blown, their footprints were fresh on the sand. That 

they had smiled was easy to guess because we did not know in what other way parents 

could look at their children. If one of us said, for example, they were here seeing how 

we slept, we took that phrase as an almost silly and unnecessary formality, because we 

were used to staying silent as long as possible. Personally, I believe that people wear 

out their best energies in talking to say nothing, and that is a sign of absolute 

desperation. 

We had built up a fence around the hollow. During daylight hours we removed the 

trunks and the hay. We loved to run up to the fence, back and forth, and to hit the posts 

with the tip of our fingers while we turned around. But going out of the hole was a 

serious matter. At the beginning we could hardly achieve it, and only through great 

efforts. We hardly fit in the hollow and our movements were a little clumsy. We tried 

whenever possible not to bump ourselves, but despite our care, someone of us 

invariably was wounded or bruised in some part of our bodies every time we tried to go 

out.Even so, we considered it an amusing game and, we could say, a witty one. 
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The truth is that it was a game. We had the idea of getting into the hollow on our own 

free will and with our father’s authorization. He laughed his head off with our ideas, and 

he would never have dreamed of forcing or holding back our childish impulses. On the 

contrary, he encouraged us in all our projects, no matter how crazy and absurd they 

seemed at first sight. And I should say that we constantly received, who knows from 

where, enthusiastic waves that let us invent a whole series of combinations and 

extrange plans. Our mother, on the other hand, never took part in it, nor did she give her 

opinion. I always remember her leaning over her chores in the house, worried, making 

sure that nothing was lacking, that everything shone, and I had always secretly admired 

her obsession for cleanliness and order, probably because I have never been clean or 

orderly. At that time, the poor thing was sick enough. She only came to visit us once or 

twice. I have not seen her again.  

We would not deceive ourselves: The hole did not offer much security. Building the 

fence had the intention of producing moral effects only. Any of us, except Patricia, 

would have been able to leap over it. But it happened that we counted on our own pride 

and that was very important. It would have been a real embarrassment to abandon the 

game because of tiredness, boredom or fear; an embarrassment that was hard to bear 

on those times.  

The first thing we did when we woke up was to rub our bodies against one another, 

patting vigorously on our backs, to warm up quickly. We always felt happy about being 

together at the beginning of the day. “Another day,” we thought, and we sat in a circle to 

eat. I dare say this was a great moment, the best of all: when we had breakfast with our 

eyes still soared by sleepiness. We had then the sense that life had chosen us for 
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something out of the ordinary. I must warn you that almost all of us were just children 

and it is likely that in those times we did not think in these terms, but I believe that adult 

thoughts are explanations to the child’s feelings, and that throughout life he tries to 

rescue past feelings in order to finish them.  

The older ones were in charge of passing out the portions, as evenly as possible, and 

we respected them. Our main diet consisted of little animals we removed from the sand. 

The rarest from the lake (bugs which are now extinct) offered to us innocently, suddenly 

appearing on the walls of the hollow and rolling surprised. We also dug up to where our 

arms could reach. At the beginning these bugs aroused repugnance, especially 

because of those forms they had, so indefinite and unstable, and because of the weird 

contexture, so soft. But, since hunger even softens rocks, after a while, without noticing 

it, we ended up eating them with appetite and even with pleasure.  

Everything that I have been narrating might seem silly, but you have to think that we 

wanted to play because we were lively children, and the truth is that at every step we 

found entertainment. We liked, for example, to crush our ears against the hollow’s walls 

to listen to the rhythmic rumor of the lake. We usually bet. We thought that as the lake 

sent us its little bugs, it would also filter part of its liquid, gradually, and someday it 

would flood our hollow. We said “in a month”, or “in four”, or “tomorrow”, but the lake 

never appeared and soon we stopped getting worried on that sense. However, we kept 

on betting, most of all to get distracted. Now I understand that it denounced a childlike 

unconscious desire to constantly verify the water disturbing closeness, because the 

liquid was, in some sense, the opposite to the hollow.  
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But before I continue, I would like to talk about Ninna. Maybe I should have started 

there.  

Ninna lived close to our house, in the area that is called Monte Zapatero today. At the 

beginning my brothers did not take her into consideration. They used her for little jobs, 

but they barely knew her. In our conversations, they never mentioned her name, that I 

recall. To them, Ninna was another object, in some way necessary but useless, like the 

tools of a profession we do not know. (Here I need to clarify: I called my siblings they in 

order to include them all, and because in my reduced world, I divided those who 

surrounded me in three groups: my parents, they and I.) When I just said they did not 

know Ninna, I really meant the real Ninna, phenomenon that later, as I could confirm, is 

common in people who die with the skin of their fellow men between their teeth.  

Apart from being as young as I was, she was as happy as I was and in many senses we 

were alike. We both had a defect they often reproached us: at the slightest noise from 

the lake, being it motivated by the wind, the birds, or by any other cause, we ran holding 

our hands, we stopped in front of that immensity of impatient and changeable colors, 

and there we stayed for hours, motionless, forgetting all that surrounded us, absorbed 

and slightly anxious.  

This made us forget the rest of them, and they thought we were bragging about being 

“different”, and then they said we were selfish. That did not move us. If our amazement 

was renewed continuously in front of the lake, it was due to a very simple cause, 

nothing special. What made me angry was that I never dared to tell them (I have always 

been somewhat shy) that all that had the difficulty of simpleness to be explained: 
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happiness and in some way tenderness. How can one explain happiness?, How can 

one make tenderness understood? It was better to let them think we were fools. But 

then we were disarmed against their reasoning. They always found precise arguments 

and they knew how to prove everything. There was in life, according to them, things a 

lot more important than a lake, and what I needed to pay attention to: a series of 

unavoidable responsibilities that were part of my nature and tradition. So they said. 

Those were irrefutable arguments (I thought) and I preferred to say nothing and swallow 

the pain. I thought that sooner or later they would discover the truth in my face: I have 

never known how to hide something intense without betraying myself. I understand, 

though, that my siblings, with legitimate envy, did not bear that I shared those moments 

without them. The solid bonds that connected us made any disregard eccentric. I turned 

into a kind of ungrateful black sheep. This is how Ninna and I started this mute battle 

against them, in which despise mixed with tolerance, the lowest form of war. My little 

friend was intelligent enough to notice it. Apart, she was very sensitive. Because of this 

she suffered a big deal, but to stay by my side she overlooked some hurtful details 

(disdain and those typical things one does not have the bravery to face the truths.) She 

guessed that behind everything was ignorance, and to her eyes, this made them a little 

less guilty, though not innocent. 

Now I think the issue of my siblings was not that serious after all. Analyzing it, at a 

distance, without any passion, it seems cruel, yes, but explainable. We had grown up in 

the middle of a narrow family in a spiritual sense. Hatred and love played cards with our 

feelings. Sometimes one of them won, and sometimes the other. Our siblings’ affection, 

for example, was intensive but slippery. I can compare it now with the sliding of the 
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waters over the clayey coast after hitting it furiously. We were consequently joined with 

some pain, and more than once we hurt one another without wanting it. This is one of 

so many things that always remained confusing in our relationship. There was nothing 

to do about it: behind kisses and some other occasional joy, I always felt an uneasiness, 

as if conviviality required bearing one another.  

When the oldest of my brothers proposed the game of the hollow to test how brave and 

big we were and to see if we could, in a certain way, manage without our parents, the 

six of us clapped immediately at the idea. By an almost instinctive impulse, I had no 

other option than to join them, while having deep inside of me the sense of pain that 

separating from my dear friend would produce in me. But (I thought) if all agreed, I 

should too. How would not I agree with them? The opposite (I thought) would have been 

disloyal.  

The farewell day was very sad but nobody knew about it. I met with Ninna in a refuge of 

the mount from where a great extension of water could be seen. She cried too much. I 

caressed her face and her tears wetted my hands. I tried to calm her down, telling her 

that I would be with her anyways. But my words sounded poetic even to my own ears. 

We both knew that being together meant being together, nothing else. The rest were 

sacrifices to alleviate the farewell. On her part, sheseriously promised me she would 

never look at the lake. It had no sense (she said) if I was not by her side. I keep on 

justifying myself desperately arguing that I had an obligation with my siblings, in the first 

place because we had been raised together, and also because it would have been 

cowardice to abandon them (shameful cowardice, I remember telling her), because in 

the game we needed to prove our strength. Ninna, who generally talked little, did not 



 48 

open her mouth for the rest of the afternoon. She limited herself to passing her hand 

over my head, thoughtfully. I remember she was wearing a light blue blouse, and her 

long and silky hair fell over her shoulders.  

On that same afternoon, before night, I followed my brothers to the interior of the hole. 

In the middle of the shouts, the laughter and the apparent happiness, the pains were 

alleviated a little, but I think I sensed that I had just lost the best of myself.  

We had installed signal equipment in case we felt bored of the game, and previously 

agreed on, we could call our father’s attention who did not always stay at home. The 

equipment consisted of a pair of short neck ordinary bottles and some common straws. 

Equipment, we said! Now I found it funny, because they had no utility: the red sparks 

would not be seen in the daylight, and at night our parents had a continuous and deep 

sleep. Anyways, the issue with the straws, seen from a distance, reveals certain 

simplicity that still moves me. That is why we preferred our “Father!” shout, which was 

more comfortable and secure. Even though we did not think to ever use it in case of 

being bored, because our hollow, at the beginning was full of entertaining motives.  

Little by little I realized that the happiness we had achieved with Ninna was really big, I 

could not deny it, but compared to the bond that tightly joined me to my siblings, it had 

the disadvantage of being elusive. Despite this, even in the moments of great 

happiness, I clearly sensed that one day my siblings would be fed up with it.Right now I 

think that if those first times were so friendly, was due to the fact, without any doubt, that 

all of us had installed the soothing idea that we could go out whenever we wanted to. It 
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was the same as always having water at hand: when we felt thirsty, it did not become a 

torture but a pleasure.  

All in all, this game of the hollow was not completely useless while it lasted, far from 

it.Slowly, it helped to reveal intimate aspects that I ignored; and to realize about how 

little I knew my siblings. Only now do I understand that the live penetration in their 

personalities and inclinations was directly related with my growing apart. 

I can no longer recall the exact order in which my siblings started leaving, and it is 

possible that I am wrong if I try recalling it. It does not really matter! I remember that, 

before everyone left, the youngest of our sisters died in the hollow during the night. Guilt 

reached us equally, for she was too weak to follow us in our games. We had never 

taken her seriously enough, so much so, that when we climbed out to satisfy air and 

light want, which sometimes infuriated us, we forgot her down there. In those occasional 

outings, we managed to get rid of moisture from our bodies. But unfortunately, she, who 

was in poor health, absorbed the moisture and we could say her lungs were filled up 

with vapor from the lake. As far as we knew, from water and sun combination, brief lives 

sprout and grow. 

Our little sister died the first of August in the night. We called our father. Our father 

came and said: 

“Where have you put her? Let’s see…” 

The oldest of our sisters, who was the one in charge of keeping the candles lit during 

the night (and by the by, she was very beautiful and serene), moved away the blanket 

that was covering the reduced body. Patricia seemed to be sleeping. We all looked at 
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our father, waiting. “When did this happen?” He asked from up there with his usual 

calming voice. 

“This afternoon.” I said, while tears fell from my eyes despite my effort in trying to keep 

cool. 

Our father kneeled down, he introduced his right arm and reached my head and 

forehead, rubbing them. 

“Don’t cry.” he said softly “Why would you cry? Look at your siblings, dear, they are not 

crying.” 

I raised my head following his indication, and in spite of the hollow interior darkness, 

indeed I could see, that most of my siblings eyes were dried. They seemed calm, 

though you could notice a trace of compassion in all of them. However, the second boy 

had squatted down and was looking at our little sister with intrigue and distrust, while he 

buried his fingers into the sand again and again, like a crazy boy, frantically crumbling 

the little heaps he had pulled out. The rest stayed sticked to the walls, motionless, 

white, so to speak. “She was very delicate.” Our father said. “Do not worry, kids, for she 

would have died anyways. It is not your fault. Sooner or later she had to die, we already 

knew it since she was borned. There is nothing to be done. On second thoughts, and for 

our consolation, it is as if she had always been dead.” 

My siblings nodded silently.I dared to protest, because obscurely, I made myself 

responsible for that death.  
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“Father!” I exclaimed without raising my voice too much. “It is not as she had always 

been dead! Patricia talked with us, she shared the game, and laughed, and she helped 

us… Many times, we did things taking her into account. We kissed her, we touched 

her… She still seems alive.”  

And I was not exaggerating: although Patricia’s little body had reduced incredibly, she 

preserved her smile, a little stiff and purplish, though. I remember that in that moment I 

felt a violent need to hurl myself on her, to cover her, to give her heat, to rub her, but our 

father’s voice stopped me.  

“Don’t you think this little game is taking too long, kids?” It has been seven months now. 

Don’t forget we are in August now, and this is the Two Heads month. I’ve been told 

they’ve seen him in the city. So, you see? Cold days are arriving, and everything is fine 

at home. There’s enough firewood for the winter, and the basement is full of provisions. 

Don’t tell me you don’t miss a good meal and a good bed!” Our father laughed kindly 

and then he added: “It is enough, let’s go, you could get sick if you stay here. At home, 

everything is waiting as before.” 

My siblings chorused a weak excuse. They did also tried to smile (and they did) to 

demonstrate their strength to our father (who did not insist). I was terribly bewildered. I 

told him, pointing at Patricia: 

“And what about her?” 

“This is over” he said with his immutable voice. “How many times do you want me to 

repeat it?” He stood up and added from above: “Burry her. Make a hole in the hollow 

and burry her.” 



 52 

No one dared complain. Obediently, we moved like automata. The only one who did not 

move was my other sister, the one in charge of sweeping the floor (ugly and envious to 

a fault.) I think she was afraid. The rest of us started working rapidly, almost with fervor. 

In a little while, using our hands only, we made a deep and straight hole. My two older 

brothers took Patricia by her shoulders and heels. She was a feather. Because they 

wanted to do it delicately, they put her on the bottom with great trouble; the sand from 

the borders eroded at the slightest contact from their knees. After this, they threw 

handfuls of sand over her, who was not seen, but who answered to each sand strike 

with a sound similar to the echo of a drum when is beaten softly with the hand. As the 

floor was getting even, our father roused us with encouraging words. The final work 

limited to a few intense minutes.  

We ended up sweaty, sticky with sand, alleviated and even satisfied. One of my 

brothers (the most silent) had the happy idea of fixing the floor in such a way that no 

body could find the exact place where Patricia lay, no matter how hard you tried. When 

we lifted our heads, our father had disappeared. 

 

II 

Winter was harsh. The humid sand was getting hard, becoming a mass of sparkling and 

frozen crystals. We did not see any bird crossing the sky in the three months that winter 

lasted. What has become of the birds? We thought. My two sisters, the beautiful and the 

ugly, abandoned the hollow on an afternoon after apologizing to the ones who stayed. 

We made fun of them, of their frailty, but the farewell was somehow cheerless, to say 
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the least. However, we thought their absence would allow a change in our perspective 

of the game. We had to acknowledge that it made us glad because, during that winter, 

boredom was winning us, slowly but relentlessly. 

Our sisters left with us with the novelty of emptiness. At the beginning we had some fun 

doing the chores they used to be responsible for, like keeping lights on, doing the 

general cleaning up, making the beds, and doing some other little works of no 

importance. The five of us got the habit of poking out every morning at about ten 

o’clock, after pushing aside the trunks and hay, to wave our arms at our sisters. They 

both took their handkerchiefs out and smiled at us tenderly from the other side of the 

fence. We did never get close to them: we had decided, in common agreement, to stay 

in the hollow as long as possible, to make the proof more difficult. Specially, to 

demonstrate to them we did not need anything from outside. Our sisters shouted at us, 

but nothing was heard. The distance from the fence and the constant lake’s rumor, 

distorted their voices and shoutings. We could see them, indeed, we distinguished their 

features, and we confirmed that our sisters showed us their happy faces, somewhat 

clumsy, maybe, because of their happiness. They seemed healthy and well fed. I 

remember they brought us food and left it next to the fence fearfully. Of course, it 

remained there, heaping, rotting. We were tempted more than once, but definitely 

common sense imposed always, as well as the strange proud that held us. On the other 

side, we knew very well that those packages enclosed our sisters’ last vindictive hope. 

No event broke the monotony of the following months, except that one day our sisters 

stopped coming. Since then, they did not come any more. Two of my brothers, both 

younger than I, were badly affected by this, though at the beginning they did not show it 
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openly. I heard them crying at night in the worst lit corners of the hollow, but I thought it 

would be temporary: many times they had fought against those weaknesses. The 

youngest had a robust and strong body, he was a child, and I do not believe he had 

ever been clear about the game’s objectives. I suppose he must have followed us 

without thinking too much about it, and for that reason, maybe, at the beginning he had 

been the most talkative and the best joke teller. Whereas the other was intelligent and 

moderate, and his body was very light, almost rachitic. They got along well: to us their 

comradeship was proverbial. Then, it did not surprise me that the depression they had 

fallen into affected them equally; I thought that recovery would happen in the same way. 

But I was wrong.  

One morning, with the excuse of wanting to see a little of light, they jumped outside and 

never came back, not even to say hello from the fence boundary. This fact did not 

impress me in the least. On the contrary, something became stronger in me, because 

my brothers’ weaknesses made me realize about my own strength.  

From the two brothers who remained with me, the oldest was the bravest, no doubt 

about it. I remember that being still a child, he used to kill snakes with a stick without 

losing composure. His name was Sergio, and I admired him. He was my favorite 

brother, wholeheartedly. This made any action he did, even though I did not understand 

it, as magnificent, unique, indisputable to me. Above all things, he captivated me with 

his firmness in the presence of the most simple events; his temperate seriousness, with 

no setbacks, his one-piece character. He talked little, almost nothing, but you could be 

calm and secure by his side. I was convinced that he would be the last one to abandon 

the game. At night he fell asleep immediately and there was no noise to wake him up. 
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He was the first one to get up to move the trunks away in order to air out the hollow with 

the early morning fresh air. Then, he put out the candles and obtained food for us three. 

When we waked up, the chores were already done. 

My other brother talked too much and was rather coward. When he was a child he 

screamed for any little thing. His name was Dalmar and I loved him with a very different 

love. With regards to Sergio, for example, I would have never dare not to comply with 

an order from him. But with Dalmar, I made him furious arguing with him only for the 

sheer pleasure of bothering him. I took advantage of that circumstance. He was nice 

and somewhat effeminate.  

To talk about myself is somewhat complicated. I have always had a lot more of 

judgment to talk about others. I can safely say that I envied both Sergio and Dalmar but 

it must not be taken literally. Both had something that I had never had. Each one of 

them, in his own way, showed a tense feature, firm, immutable, a hardness that I 

lacked. Both were condensed, so to speak. To be clear: Sergio was brave, as I said, 

and Dalmar was a coward; I could (and can) refer to them both in specific, emphatic 

terms. With myself, I could not do the same: I was not as brave as Sergio, nor as 

coward as Dalmar. In the last month, something happened that might be more explicit 

than this self portrait ambition. 

We had finished dinner. We were sitting next to one another, the three of us, creating 

new words: In those times it had become our favorite entertainment. The object of the 

game was to create a language made of words that could summarize, with a minimum 

of letters, the widest generalities. Thus were born terms that I still remember, like 



 56 

lakemith13, which meant the fear we felt each time a storm rushed into the lake; 

lovidark14, or the love we experience towards the night’s darkness. Because of this 

game, a new language was born among us. This let us save time and strength, because 

in spite of the hollow’s narrow limits, and the little work our sedentary life required, the 

lack of light and the growing moisture diminished our vigor. 

That night we were sewing our vocabulary after dinner. Silence had descended; the 

three of us were absorbed in thought. Through the sticks and the canvas formed by the 

hay, the dying opacity of the afternoon leaked in. Our faces were distorted capriciously 

by the trembling effects of light and shadow. It was nice being like that, totally 

abandoned to quietness. And suddenly (though with not much surprise at the beginning, 

because it was almost imperceptible) we heard a strange sound, something like a false 

musical chord, an interrupted vibration at more or less regular spaces.  

Dalmar and I stood up slowly stretching our ears like cats, rigid and holding our breath. 

Dalmar and I looked at each other. With uncertain voice, he said: “Isn’t this the lake that 

is growing and coming?” 

“No.” Sergio Answered. “If the lake bursted into the hollow, do you think it would 

announce it?” He shook his head. “No. This is something else, anything but the lake. 

The lake does not do like that.” 

“And what is it, then?” Dalmar asked more afraid than curious. 

“How could I know? Listen and do not move, please.” 
                                                        
13 mitoguna (original.) 

14 amoroscur (original.) 
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We stayed still. The sound did not grow its intensity nor did it shorten its pauses, but it 

was absolutely impossible to predict where did it come from. If we focused on the 

southern wall, the sound came from there; the same happened if we payed attention to 

the north’s wall or to the mouth of the hollow in any direction; it confused us. I think it 

would be closer to say that it came from the air, which was something silly and 

ambiguous enough, by the way. 

“It is like a bell” I said, to say the least. 

Sergio shook his head slowly, thinking it over, and Dalmar exlaimed: “I know what it is! 

Is the calling of Two Heads!” 

“You are crazy!” Said Sergio scornfully. 

“Why not? Why couldn’t it be him?” 

He was talking about a character I have not spoken about yet. Being very young, our 

father had hired a man for the jobs that fishing demanded. This man seemed to be a 

good person, strict, of calm appearance and of robust constitution. It has been said that 

he and our father got along well from the start, to the point of eating at the same table, 

and sharing everything. People who did not know them and saw them go by together, 

thought they were brothers. Everything was fine until one day, inexplicably, the man 

started drinking wine excesively. They found him stranded on the road, completely 

drunk, or walking forward, blundering along Santa Fe streets. Our father was very 

patient: he always helped him giving him the possibility of rehabilitation. The man 

recovered himself for a day or two. He was repentant, ashamed. He went along with his 

head down; but like a curse, he always went back to drinking. This situation became 
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intolerable to our father. It was true he liked him much, but the man’s behavior was 

about to make him lose the credit he had among the people in the city. One day, with 

great pain, our father let him know it was over, that he was dismissed, and that he had 

to take his things and go away. 

They say the man said nothing, he took his things and went away silently. But he came 

back at night to kill our father. Fortunately, our father had always been prepared for any 

danger: He took an ax he had at hand and he split the man’s head open. The man went 

out running terrified with his head in two pieces, each over each shoulder (I remember 

when I was a kid, people commented when we passed by: they are the children of the 

one who broke whatshisname’s head.) Some people affirmed having seen him years 

after the wound healed, but with two heads, each one leaning over its corresponding 

shoulder.Time gave birth to a fantastic story thatbecamestronger and stronger, until it 

became natural in peoples’ minds. According to memory knitting (sometimes memory 

knits very easily because it lacks specific facts), the man had been jealous of our father 

and his property. Allegedly, one of the heads created in him beautiful thoughts, as a 

mirror of his good times. With this head, he seduced people. With the other, he 

imagined all kind of tortures for his victims. Those who, without being tricked, faced the 

first head were the only ones saved. No one could ever explain well what those 

torments and salvations were about. It was a disturbing detail, which had always been 

blurred, and that was why the doubt was in the air, over all the inhabitants of the coast 

and the city, for a long time.  

As I was telling, our brave brother, facing Dalmar’s assertion, shook his head again, 

seriously. He seemed nervous and I was waiting for his words. Then he said: 
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“As far as I know, Two Heads has never made any noise, so stop saying silly things. 

You are pure imagination. It’s no big deal.Remain calm, please! 

“Father!” screamed Dalmar suddenly, “Father!... Father!...” Sergio faced him. 

“Shut up, you, stupid!”, he shouted violently, “Our father won’t come any more! If you 

are afraid, go away, leave the game, but don’t dare to call our father! What good would 

it do? Tell me! What good would it do?”  

Dalmar was pale. “Why are you saying our father won’t come?” he asked terrified” Why 

do you say that? Why?” 

“Calm down.” Said Sergio controlling himself. “It’s been a long time since he hasn’t 

come. Are you trying to tell me you didn't realize it?” He said thoughtful, his face 

contracted as if thinking for the first time in what he was about to say: “I think our father 

is dead.” 

Dalmar jumped over him, he took his arms and shook them while crying. Sergio did not 

move his feet from his place: he seemed to be a stone against Dalmar’s softness, 

whose throat trembled. In a second he had lost all his calmness and his eyes had an 

unknown expression.But I must put thing in place: none of them impressed me, 

absolutely. I was trying not to lose the sound continuity. I was not able to distinguish 

what kind of sensation those vibrating waves created on me, but the truth is they 

recalled some landscape, a fraction of time, a gesture, a distant action… I don’t know. 

Like a dropper, I let fall a diffuse stain on my conscience that memory tried to reset. “It 

isn’t true! It cannot be true!” Shouted Dalmar frantically hitting Sergio’s chest. “Our 

father is not dead! You are lying! It cannot be true!” 
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My eldest brother took him strongly by the wrists. He spoke to him so closely 

thatDalmar had to pull his head backwards. “I did not say he died, but that it seemed to 

me he was dead. I said I think because I am not sure and I do not like giving too much 

information. But it’s been a long time since he had left us alone.” Sergio bite his words. 

“Where are the steps on the sand, tell me? Where are they? At night, we no longer feel 

his presence. You have just screamed two times like a crazy man and only did silence 

answered, the disgusting silence.  

“Let me shout again!” Dalmar begged, “I bet whatever you want that he comes and 

touches our heads like before! One time, Sergio, only once! Yes?” 

Sergio moved apart from him, backwards, with a strange smile. He rested on the 

opposite end of the hollow. From there, he looked at Dalmar’s excited body with 

contempt. With a voice that did not seemed to me as firm as before he said: “Shout.” 

Dalmar inhaled deeply, raising his head. In that brief moment, the three of us heard the 

sound. It was as clear as never before. Dalmar hesitated, but he screamed immediately: 

“Father!... Father!...”  

Nothing happened. My brother shouted two or three more times with the same result. 

Finally, he fell on his knees husky and hesitant, hiding his face with his hands, 

shivering. Meanwhile, Sergio kept quiet but rigid, which revealed some uneasiness (I 

think he would have fervently wanted an answer from our father. But pride kept him 

quiet.) In contrast, I was not worried nor surprised. It was as if I had been waiting for this 

my whole life. I was trying not to loose the continuity of the sound, and Dalmar’s 

sobbings made me angry because they did not let me listen clearly. 
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This fact defines me. More than once, if not always, a common concern in the family 

threw me away from the circle. When my regard and enthusiasm were required more 

strongly, I, unconsciously,set my eyes on banal and imagined things. This event had 

created an oddity halo around my person. Occasionally, those who socialized with me 

liked me because of my originality, and at some other times they rejected me for 

pedantry. I believed I was none of those. I repeat it: I only envied that unity that 

characterized the rest. I had a little of everyone, without being any of them. 

Since that night, the sound repeated at the same time, more or less, without its intensity 

or length being changed. Dalmar calmed down almost completely, though he got very 

thin. He spoke all day long. He turned unbearable, especially because he repeated the 

same arguments changing their form. Sergio, on his part, covered himself with an ice 

sheet and there was nothing to make him talk. He answered with one syllable words or 

with rude gestures. I must confess I was just starting to feel comfortable inside of the 

hollow. I had got used to figuring out each one of its corners. I enjoyed moisture. Every 

morning I used to organize the few things we had. The sound came with dusk, after 

diner. I looked for a comfortable position not to lose a single wave of its shuddering. I 

am sure Sergio and Dalmar had stopped hearing it. That gave me a greater pleasure.  

The sound, as I think I said before, had a strange influence over me. Since it was 

inexplicable, I gave it shapes. Strange as it might seem, I imagined touching it, even 

hugging it. I transformed it into a crystal camalote net suspended in the air, over the 

lake, or in a passage of golden rings bound by a soft tulle, where the melancholic 

trembling of an old trumpet (I don’t know why it had to be old), slid back and forth 

endlessly, without touching the ends. All these images and other such, had the virtue of 
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bringing me abstruse memories, with such an ambiguity that caused me pain and 

pleasure at the same time. In this sense, they seemed to me as if they were an infinite 

extension of my being, with all its abstractness. Few days later, I discovered, satisfied ( 

but full of anxiety), that while sound persisted, I would not have any need of abandoning 

the hollow. 

As it was foreseen, one afternoon Dalmar left us secretly. I did not even talk about this 

with Sergio. The following week we could see our brother waving his arms from the top 

of Monte Zapatero. We answered waving handkerchiefs over the trunks. This way it was 

established that we had forgiven him. Since then, there was not a single day without 

having Dalmar visiting us from afar, exhibiting his long and lean silhouette, standing up 

almost at the border of the gully.  

 

III 

Months run so imperceptibly, like grains of sand when they change place. Every now 

and then I discovered Sergio inside the hollow. I did not exchange a single word with 

him. Practically, we treated one another like strangers. I frequently thought about the 

closeness of our house and about my siblings. The memories of all those who had 

shared a part of their existence with me showed up with darker and darker profiles. 

Meanwhile, when shadows threw themselves like a blanket over the day’s death, I 

delighted with the sound which was all I had left. 

One day Sergio stood up, crossed the cave and stopped by my side. I looked at him, 

feeling that something was wrong with him. He told me: 
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“Today is my birthday. Did you know it?” Thirty years. 

“How do you know?”I was surprised by the fact that Sergio had broken his silence, but 

most of all for the uncertainty in his voice.  

“Thirty years.” he repeated, “How couldn’t I know it?”  

His voice changed, it became arrogant. But it seemed to me like a false assurance, as if 

he had previously planned on being agressive. I asked him if, during all those years, he 

had taken an exact sum of those days. Sergio smiled, squatting. I was able to look at 

his face with attention after so long. A soft, black beard with deceitful red sparklings, 

bordered his face. His features, specially his eyes, kept its steadiness, but I think I saw 

a kind of tender expression in general. A kind of good spirit had set on his face.“I 

haven’t needed any almanac.” He said “How can you fail to realize you are thirty?” He 

added a light stress of pain to his smile. “I can assure you I have thought a lot about all 

this. Sometimes… You know?... I wake up in the middle of the night and I look through 

the trunk holes. I see…” He interrupted himself as if he were scared about something. 

“What do you see?” 

“Nothing.” He answered. “I see nothing.” 

“Then, why do you say you see? 

“It’s a way of saying.” Sergio excused himself. “I mean that I imagine things outside, 

things I feel attracted to…” 

“What things?” 
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“I cannot explain, brother. Something that arouses me, something that makes me 

tremble.” 

“I don’t understand.” I said. “I don’t understand at all. In one word, what is what you 

want?” 

Sergio did not answer; he looked at me fixedly, with a stupid, soft expression that made 

me feel uncomfortable enough. When he spoke, he did it using a word we had created, 

both of us playing, as a joke. Or I should say he had invented and we never intended to 

use it. 

“Timebanga15.” He said. 

“What?” 

“Timebanga, timebanga…” He repeated in order to avoid any doubt. 

That exactly meant it’s time to abandon the game. 

“Do you want to leave?” I asked in an almost inaudible voice. “You, Sergio?” 

My brother nodded slowly as it was his habit, but, immediately, he must have noticed 

something on my face because he added without much conviction, almost humbly:  

“Both of us will, of course.” 

I glued my eyes on him, piercing him, stripping him deliberately, feeling that something 

was breaking inside me.The connection that once had worked was interrupted, the line 

of thought was bent as a copper wire, a hardened old concept was now dead, upside 

                                                        
15Horabanju (original) 
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down, open to ridicule, something was cracked, anyway, something that left me 

puzzled, with pain, and with a terrible desire of insulting him. 

Calmly, I stood up (as serene as I could.) How far away Sergio was from me! It was the 

death of a brother. A soft veil, unnoticed before, started releasing my eyes and my 

pupils were stripped and stark, left exposed. I felt strong, almost powerful, unique; an 

agreeable heat went through all my body. I felt like caressing my brother as you caress 

an animal’s back, and I felt like confessing the huge compassion I felt for him. I felt like 

yelling at him to shave off his beard, to sunbathe, and to live sheltered and comfortable 

like a puppy, because he was, in the end, a perfect, decisive, and terrific stupid. But I 

told him instead: “I stay, Sergio” 

“You stay? Alone?” 

“Alone” I repeated. “What would I do among people like you? What can I do outside if 

our father is dead? You all fired me with enthusiasm years ago, and I followed you all, 

because I thought it was my duty to be the same as you. But there’s no more duty. I feel 

free and in peace. The only thing I regret is leaving the best of myself outside. But it’s 

late now, I do not complain about this. How can you expect that I go out with you, 

Sergio? You are out of your mind, for sure. Do you really believe I am stupid? If I want 

to recover something, I’ll find it here. Do you understand? In the darkness of this hollow. 

It is full of shadows and it is somewhat uncomfortable, but you always know what to 

expect. I give you your sun, brother! Your sun that dazzles! Go ahead, I give it to you as 

a gift! You can keep it with all that makes you tremble! I stay!” 
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In that moment we started listening to the sound again. I understood from that instant 

that I was left on my own. The game was over definitely and Sergio did not count any 

more, since I looked at him from the heights. However, maybe due to (false) education, 

he preferred to keep on talking and talking to justify his attitude. I listened to him with an 

incredible disgusting feeling because I had never borne bad faith. What an enormous 

pride was shaking in me! I pitied Sergio and everything he represented in that moment. 

He was trying desperately to fill suspicious cracks and close the doors he had opened 

himself. His arguments were not to convince me, but to avoid reproaching himself later 

about leaving something pending. 

He left next day with a mistaken and pitiful dignity. He avoided looking into my eyes. He 

waved at me later, from the hill’s gully. I saw how he approached Dalmar’s elegant 

figure and they embraced against the sky’s metallic coldness. I let myself fall into the 

depths, nauseated. There I waited for the sound’s arrival.  

 

IV 

And now I’m gonna talk about the sound, I mean, about how I finally discovered it. I 

don’t know if I’m guiding myself well, but my intention is to be as clear as possible. Yet 

before Sergio left, something was telling me that only being alone I would be able to 

discover it. After this, I would have reached the end and there will be nothing left to say.  

I started by setting out the problem of the sound’s place of origin. Nothing comes from 

nowhere, I do not believe in stories. The sound must necessarily have its physical 

cause, its origin. That’s why it was heard; something sounded. It could not be 



 67 

hallucinations from my senses because my brothers had perceived it too. I immediately 

discarded all those childish stories about Two Heads, and I got ready to serving of 

myself and with my reasoning only. I have already said that the sound seemed to come, 

depending on the attention, from here, from there, or from beyond. I got no choice but to 

go through a process of elimination.  

Immediately, I dropped the possibility of the bottom of the hollow, thinking there could 

be nothing else but little Patricia. Therefore, I concentratedon the walls decisively. I had 

decided on digging horizontally. If, as I advanced the sound increased its intensity, it 

meant I was approaching it. If the opposite happened, I should stop digging and drive 

my efforts to another direction. Also, there was the possibility that the sound came from 

outside, in which case I would throw everything away resigning myself to doubt.  

I started with the north wall, giving it almost two months. Though sand was not as hard 

as soil, there was danger of surprising collapses. I had to bear in mind that detail. What 

was the hurry? I worked slowly and patiently. I was very careful and used my hands 

exclusively. Soon, finger joints ached. Also, there were the nerves.While I was digging, I 

had to inhale sharply often to hold back the controlling excitement. At the end of the 

second month I verified, with no great opposition, that I was getting away from the 

sound: from the end of the open narrow tunel, it was was much weaker.  

Putting the sand back in it s place was harder than actual digging. Nevertheless, I was 

happy. But I held back anxiety, I controlled it with effort to do things as they needed to 

be done: neatly and carefully. 
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The southern wall was even more difficult. The sand on that side was compact, 

hardened, similar to clay. I had to replace my hands with a piece of a rusted can, rest of 

a candlestick. However, the job was slower that the previous one: tiredness had 

accumulated in my body. My arms hurt from nails to shoulders. I pulled a muscle in my 

back and this took my breath away frequently. Sometimes I rolled holding my leg 

because of cramps. Some other times I must hit my forearms desperately to avoid 

stiffening. Forget lack of air. The more I digged the more it rarefied. This made me go 

back to the central hole, as I called it now, repeatedly. 

There, I inhaled deeply in order to oxygenate my blood. If these obligatory breaks 

coincided with the afternoon time, my only effort was to take my arm out to wave to my 

brother Dalmar, who seemed increasingly healthier. I rarely thought about Sergio, who, 

by the way, never came back, not even to wave at me.  

The sound started at sunset. During the rest of the day my nerves were shattered, I was 

impatient. I took advantage of those long intervals to walk. I did it in circles, naturally, 

and for hours. I counted every turn, or I hummed a march that I had been taught when I 

was a child. Thus, tension decreased, but I got exhausted. The more I needed my body, 

the worst it responded. However, step by step, very slowly, I began to learn to control 

my state of mind. It took me days, weeks, and months, but I finally made it. I defeated 

myself. Then I realized that the time I had dedicated to the sound was actually very 

short: I could only go for it when I heard it and while it lasted, without counting the 

beraks I gave myself to renew the air and to wave to Dalmar. 
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I cannot positively affirm how long it took me to find out that I was finally getting close to 

the sound. The southern wall cave was more than fifteen meters long. One day I fell at 

the end of the tunnel, breathing with great difficulty. It was the aproximate time the 

sound started, and I knew it. I waited. When it started I dreamed in a different way. I 

became paralyzed and I was shaken, trying not to stir the air around. I waited for 

another moment. Then I had no doubt: I heard the sound closer.  

In spite of the lack of air, I began scraping the wall off with more energy than before. 

Just a few centimeters were enough to comfirm my faith: that was the way, I was getting 

closer. I think I lost control, I got so mad that I started screaming. I began to work 

furiously, almost histerically, crying like a child, and scraping to the mental rhythm of it’s 

here-it’s here-it’s here. But suffocation forced me to stop, and probably that saved me 

from insanity. Many times I tossed, getting irritated, trying to absorb the air that was 

folating in the central hollow, fifteen meters away. The candle I had by my side barely lit 

the place with a miserable, deceitful flame. The side walls seemed to move dangerously 

because of the shadows game effect. Now I smile, because I think that I could have 

easily gone back, breath fresh air from the beach, and return to the gallery. But my 

obsessive ambition, and the fear that the sound would stop, were more powerful forces 

than any reasoning. 

Then, the sound changed, not its place, but its shape. I was amazed. It seemed the 

singing of a girl. At least, someone was singing. I repeated the word someone in a low 

voice. I felt cold sweat dripping over my feverish body. Someone. My eyes were 

burning. If there was someone there, maybe at a few inches (this thought was making 

me crazy,) she could hear me if I sang. I tried to lift my chest with the little air I had. I did 
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it, making it go through my dried throat violently. A long and rough caw came out from 

my mouth. The sound, from the other side silenced then, immediately. I repeated the 

caw but nausea overcame me. I waited in silence and soon the siniging was heard 

again. A thousand nails began to pierce my body while shivers shaked me from head to 

toes. Without a doubt, now the sound accompanied an intention. I think I laughed, I 

don’t know. I was still strong enought to insist once again, and everything reproduced. 

Afterwards I lost conciousness, my brain burst into pieces and almost with longing, I 

abandoned myself to the shadows that wraped me up. 

 

V 

When I oppened my eyes fresh air had dried up my perspiration. I was shivering. I felt 

feverish and did not want to do anything: my arms felt heavy. I was in the same place 

and, in spite of everything, the general feeling I had was, to say the least, pleasant, now 

that nausea had gone. From my position, I could observe the candle brightness I had 

left lit at the other end. I was shivering with waving and capricious movements, as if 

dancing a very sensual dance. My will had abandoned me. I did not even make any 

effort to swallow saliva that was accumulating under my tongue.I had already seen the 

shadow that crossed over my legs, getting longer in front of me untli it became a very 

straight and thin strip. I kept still, delaying that moment on purpose, with a pleasure that 

had risen from my tiredness. Before I turned around her hand rested on my shoulder. I 

thoguth nothing was ridiculous nor casual in there, nor anything generated 

embarrassment nor fear. Finally I turned my self slowly, with my eyes half-closed: a 
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fresh air current had established and from the other side a shining light arrived. And she 

told me with her usual voice:“I haven’t seen the water.” 

“I know.” I answered, thinking in the great imagination I had unfolded towards the 

sound: none of the shapes I created was similar to a girl’s sinigng. I asked her: 

“Why did you sing always at the same time?” 

She surrounded my shoulders with her arm. “I sang because it was the hardest hour for 

me, that one in which day has not yet completely gone and where night has not totally 

taken up its place. I was afraid because it was the time of melancholy and I didn’t want 

to abandon the game I had been forced to play. 

“You too?” 

“Yes… We had digged a hole in the sand that seemed very comfortable. At night we got 

in there, all together, and the branches protected us from animals and storms. 

Sometimes we were afraid.  

“Did you call your father when you were afraid?” 

“Yes.” She became sad, “Our father came, he gave us a light pat to each one of us, and 

then we all fall asleep. But later on, he did not come back. We called him and called him 

but he did not come. Then we were afraid, we had a greater fear.  

I sat up painfully and I held her hand. 

“Did you also feel,” I asked her, “that as your siblings abandoned you, strength was 

growing withing you, with deception and love?” 
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She did not answer but she said yes with her eyes. We kept silent. I would have been 

like that for the rest of my life. I felt that happy tiredness that comes after beign released 

from tension. Worry had disappeared. 

Then she said: “Come to my hollow.” 

I followed her forgetting the tiredness, walking on all fours, behind her. Her hollow was 

similar to mine, though a lot more happy and tidy. It also had a nice woman scent. From 

the opening, up, you could see the distant lights, many lights like a twinkling bunch, the 

lights of the lit city. How far away it was! 

“Would there be other hollows?” I said. 

“I think there are.” She said. “Yesterday in the afternoon I heard a sound.” 

“We’ll find out.” 

“Yes.” 

We went over the tunnel, back until we ended in my hollow. She liked very much the 

fact that as soon as we put out our heads we could see the Monte Zapatero’s trees and 

the gully shining under the moonlight. I told her about Patricia. She was thoughtful for a 

while and then, with the tip of her fingers, she touched the place where my little sister 

lay, and she sang her afternoon song. Immediately, I told her about Dalmar, letting her 

know that we could see him every day, or whenever we wanted. 

Next day we saw him in his usual place, his profile towards the sky, straight, elegant, 

raising his arm. I did not lose the opportunity to play a joke on him: I took my two arms 

out, and I asked her to do the same. When my brother saw four arms coming out from 



 73 

the hollow opening, he moved backwards, surprised. Poor Dalmar! In that moment I 

understood how much I loved him. But there was nothing to be done: he was like so 

many that were destined to remain among the city and the hollow, and that could only 

address me from outside.  

We laughed a lot with my brother’s surprise. It was the first time we really laughed after 

several years. I think we kept on laughing until late at night.  

 

VI 

It has been a long while. So long, that I need to make a great effort not to lose count of 

the years. A day that goes by relatively fast confuses me and affects my nerves. When 

a day goes slow, it bores me. Sometimes sullenness takes hold of me and I go from one 

place to another like a cat shut in. But I am well, generally. A strange happiness sprouts 

from each corner of my hollow, and I have many things to do and many others to think 

about. Maybe too many. Now there is a big number of hollows that end in mine and if it 

continues like this, I predict that soon we will surpass those that are above us, who are 

the ones that abandoned us. Dalmar has not showed up in a long time, and I suppose 

he will not show up any more.  

Regarding Ninna, I must say that I have shared with her the best of me. At this point, it 

will not be a novelty. Little by little a dream blossomed between us: to be certain of the 

humid and dark truth of our hollow. With humidity, which is source of life, and with the 

shades, that come before the truth, we have lived all these years. Never did the sun 

dazzled us, nor did we let the comfortable memories of the old fatherly home capture 



 74 

us. We always bore in mind that in the game, in spite of everything, we had been 

winners, and that this truth I was talking about, precisely because of the shadows, was 

blazing and firm as a rock. 

Finally, I must say that only once did we went outside: when Ninna died. When she 

died, she was still very beautiful and sang in the melancholy hour. She had asked me 

that I tossed her into the water, and I could not deny her this. Next day, close to 

midnight, I dragged her slowly along the beach, to the foot of the lake and the short 

waves took her.  

When storms, and wind, and rain lash this beach, some little drops of water fall into my 

hand. I look at them for an instant, then I take them with my tongue. I think they have 

brushed Nina’s body, but I never get sad, nor do I get desperate. On the contrary: I miss 

her smile very much and her singing, I tend to think about her for entire days, but 

nothing else. Sometimes, while playing in the sand, our son asks me about her.  

 

Guadalupe, 1962/63. 
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The Toys Rebellion 

I clearly see three hundred and forty years in that solid body, which has had to bear with 

fantastic skill its still young color, whose stains do not indicate, in any way, suspecting 

stigma but only innocent carelessness due his multiple and continual function. I see the 

impenetrable strength of that simple and lineal face that must have endured so many 

setbacks and must have to resolve with all his wit, unsuspected eventualities. I see that 

redemption will kept during centuries of well-being, but at the cost of his own 

carelessness, and it does not astonishes me that in the chosen Cycle (in which the 

Time’s return may happen) that the individual tries uselessly to stretch his arm. This 

action is simple, but I see this individual cannot do it, his arm does not respond. His arm 

is everything and so, he tries stretching it. “Misery loves company,” he thinks then, 

observing that useless object that rests on the metallic desk, its finger phalanges stiff. It 

does not respond. He focuses all his mental faculty powers, thinks “you are going to 

move,” but nothing happens: the arm stays there, alien at his orders, disconnected. 

“Elbow arthritis,” he thinks, while feeling an intense pain that is clinging onto his neck 

and slowly spreading out toward the tip of his fingers. Neither could he help himself with 

his other arm. It was useless.  

Like the wind on this earth, in my ears I perceive his thoughts: “I will have to make up 

my mind, take time from wherever I can and make them reconstruct me, once and for 

all.” But this is a thought he has been repeating, as far as I can see, once or twice every 

fifty years. And there he is, still settled in his inertia, smiling (because he also 
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recognizes his negligence, which he reproaches to his wife all the time,) and to 

conclude, we could say, following a series of mournful reflections that have been 

injected into him most of the morning, common places (he thinks) result of… softening? 

He does not believe it. If it were not for that damn arm he would be active now, and 

serene as always. No one will bother him. As an exception, today, sitting since very 

early at his office in the Government Central Palace, he has kindly requested to his 

three secretaries to leave him alone until the General’s arrival. He knows what he will 

tell him, he knows by heart. In other times, knowing it would have been an advantage. 

Now (he considers) he is uncertain about his answers. He has to think. That is why he 

has asked that nobody interrupt his meditations.  

His meditations are simple: as a President, he has followed a long line, mediator (strong 

but not tyrannical,) a line of a great vision, and all his people has supported him for 

more than three centuries. His people are happy, as much as people with no hunger, 

with no wars, and with no tyrant can be. He goes out to the street, alone, without any 

bodyguard, and people greet him like a friend. He looks at his people with pride, for he 

sees them functioning as they should, well fed, educated, happy, aware of the value of 

all these things that have been conquered through unprecedented sacrifices, after the 

distant revolution that led him, almost because of charm, to take care of those issues.  

For this reason (and maybe also because of his damned arm) he is worried now, 

specially considering the frequency of some certain disturbances that have broken out 

lately among the prisoners of the Great Prison and of the Great Prisons worldwide. 

“Ah…” Thinks the President, always motionless, inexpressive, with his arm there. “Had 

they not tried to subdue us, things would have turned out differently.” He had never 
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wanted to take drastic steps. He hates violence, he loves thought: The mind that works 

with precision and care, with certain lyricism, inappropriate for anyone of his time. But 

reaching the limit, People are first (he thinks) and the truth is that in this circumstance 

he will not know what to do, in other words he will know because there is no other way, 

although the solution meant, after centuries of being compliant, to put an end to the 

waiting for an improvement (which, he had known deeply, it would never take place). 

And all this happens (he thinks) for a matter of family ties, if you will, because his father, 

his life creator, was a very sentimental man, with an out-of-this-world beating heart, and 

it seems that this was hereditary, if not instilled. This was the reason why he felt 

different, very close to the prisoners, to whom he even visited personally every ten or 

twenty years, out of the deep respect he felt towards them, aware, as he was, of his 

ancient merits, of distinguished ancestors, which did not vanished, of course, the blame 

of the descendants, no matter how brave, hardworking, fraternal they seemed in the 

present time.  

Now I see the President peeking the control panel he has at his right. I see him 

hesitating for an instant, and then I see him pressing the switch with the letters G.C. 

written on. His thoughts say “Were does this General’s worry come from? Everything 

seems to be the same”, because the screen, after buzzing and shaking complaining a 

little, has shown him the prison courtyard completely deserted, quiet and calm, as if 

without air, with the tall walls crowned with protecting wires. He can also verify the 

narrow surveillance from the guards, young people, brilliant, straight, unquestionably 

modern; and the weapons in position in the outer raised level area, and the helicopters 

hanging up over the roofs like insects permanently watching. All is normal, and this 
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reinforces his thoughts, he tells himself: “Everything is all right.” but promptly he 

discovers he has thought about this trying to convince himself. Then, the pain of his arm 

worsens; it turns terribly intense; the President was close to tears. 

In that moment the door opens and interrupts the General’s thoughts. It is evident that, if 

he could, he would turn pale; but he cannot. I see that the General, unsettled, greets 

him with a brief bow, rigid but without much protocol, and he leans on the screen.  

“At first glance it seems that calmness reigns, isn’t it true, Mr. President? It seems so, 

doesn’t it? 

The magistrate is lost; he knows he will resist a little, but then he will have to give up to 

the facts, and in that moment he curses his creator because he knows too he will suffer 

with an even sharper pain than the one that grips his arm. And then he says: “Isn’t it 

so?” 

“Absolutely NOT!” Answers the General with a conclusive tone (because he was 

waiting, this reaction it does not impress the Magistrate) Business is booming. They 

have been getting ready for forty years exactly. My representatives know the details of 

their plans.” The General sighs. “I have been telling you day after day, President. Now 

they are ready for the strike. Fortunately, there are many informers among them that 

act, some out of fear, others out of conviction. I consider these last ones deserve our 

respect.” 

The President caresses his useless arm softly. 

“You told me that rebellion was about to happen. Do you confirm it now?” 
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“It will happen in half an hour. They have been coordinating this worldwide. You know 

how clever and exact they are if they put their minds to it, you know them better than I.” 

“In that case, General, shouldn’t you be there?” 

“Half a minute is enough for me to arrive there. I have everything ready.” The military 

man is playing with his fingers on the desk, nervously, as if playing a metal drum. The 

President looks at those flexible fingers and I clearly perceive, in its Cycle, what that 

head is inventing: “He is waiting what sooner or later I will have to give.” 

“What do you want?” He asks, and if he could blush, he would, for the question has 

sounded like a silly bell, with no sense.  

“What do I want? Are you asking seriously, President? I came myself to receive orders 

from your own lips.  

“You already know my usual order.” 

“Order? What order, President?There’s only one thing to be done. Don’t you think we 

have put our happiness at risk? It isn’t enough as it was in the past, suffocating them 

peacefully, disconnecting them, trying to convince them, giving them opportunities of 

remain in the world. I have taken part in each attempt with great success, it is true, but 

this time it is a massive movement and this is serious, more serious than what you 

think. It will be conclusive, and if we demonstrate kindness, as always, this time we are 

in imminent danger of being crushed. They are extremely clever, you know that. And 

now they are close for the first time.  

“Yes,” the President acknowledges, “they are. And what do you advise us to do?” He 

asked just for asking. 
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“What I’ve always advised, but your excessive benevolence has rejected in every 

case… though, every time with less strength.” The General sets his new hands on the 

desk, leaning towards the President in an attitude that, not being familiar, it is 

disrespectful (“bad manners” do not exist between them). “We need to annihilate them, 

do you understand? I hate to say it, I really hate it, but what do you want us to do? AN-

NI-HI-LATE-THEM…” 

The Magistrate looks straight at his subordinate. He knows he is a good individual and, 

what is worst, this time he agreed with him. This is the worst: he is right.  

“I see…” 

Restlessly waiting for the answers, the military man moves his knees quickly, rubbing 

them against each other, producing a strange noise in the joints(he isn’t old, but he 

must take care). 

“If we do not exterminate them at once,” he keeps taking advantage of the President’s 

indecisive attitude “the day will come when they will subdue us again and another 

revolution will be impossible. They will be twice as strong.” 

“That revolution caused too much pain.” 

“I do not deny it, Sir, but it was the last, and if we had annihilated all of them then, we 

would not be in this trouble. Remember, Sir, remember… We are one step away from 

returning to those years! Those toys are as intelligent as us and they know our system. 

They will subdue us again; we will be their slaves again, when Science indicates it 

should be the other way around, in order not to twist the real destiny of Civilization. We 

have already gone through our experience. We love peaceful life, simplicity. The world 
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is ours, finally. Enough of hidden fears! Enough of hypocrisy and lethal inventions that 

turn against the species! Enough of military! (You know how much I love the field, 

President.) We are achieving it, and it will be our last opportunity… 

I see and clearly sense your internal battle, President. You know that the one who is 

speaking is a military man that does not want war, a military man that hates violence. 

So? It’s because it’s hard for you to cut the strings of an ambiguous past time. Your 

parent instilled in you, who knows what type of sensitivity, in little agreement with these 

times. Your blind battle almost hurts me and I regret thinking of you and writing to you. I 

know that if you could shiver, you would. But you can’t, and still, you insist, kind hard-

headed. 

“But then… our hopes of using them some day in useful and peaceful works, with high 

purposes…” 

“It is not more possible to keep that hope, President. From those times, their IQ have 

increased and there’s no way to stop it. It’s like a chain reaction. It was expected. And 

the worst is that they have used it to build up revenge. The other uprisings, the small 

ones, were just tests, rehearsals. They experimented at low scales. Now this is over” 

The military man checks the time. “Please, Mr. President! People admire your kindness, 

but they are prepared to give it all to keep life, this civilization that makes us proud. This 

is above all.” 

“Do you think so?” 

“I have no doubts.” The General shakes his wide head. “ I am just repeating what you 

have heard me say so many times in the office meetings, but now there is no time for 
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delays.It would be terribly ironical that our toys could control us as they almost did it in 

the past! It would be absurd! The world mixed up again! A world of blood!” 

The President makes a painful gesture he tries to conceal, for this reason it is not 

unnoticed by his subordinate, who looks at him surprised for an instant, and 

immediately thinks it is due the present situation. 

“It is sad.” Says the Magistrate. 

“Yes, it is sad, and I also feel it like this, but with all due respect, you are too 

sentimental, President (‘Too much indeed!’ Thinks the Magistrate.) There’s nothing to 

be done.” He hits the side of his leg with his fist (which produces a strange sound), he 

adds vehemently: “I insist Mr President, that they must be annihilated right away!” 

The Magistrate, almost defeated, looks at his right: the guards, in the towers, have an 

alarm attitude; insects start moving in the sky like birds of prey. I hear your thoughts 

again: “Yes, go back to the old state of things would mean that the world would be 

exposed to blow up some day. I am worn out, and even if I recover and get restored, I 

will not be the same. If I do not take an immediate resolution, who ever follow me could 

be in a worse situation than mine. I hate destruction, but maybe (and this is a 

consolation) they do not feel anything, not even pain.” 

While thinking about this, calmer, he caresses his condemned arm and says, actually 

simulating a bigger resolution than the one he experiments:  

“Destroy them!” 

The General steps back, babbling, satisfied: 
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“Mr. President, you have sealed peace to our people… for ever. Thank you in the name 

of all. Thank you very much. 

He leans and when doing so he watches again that painful gesture that makes the jaw 

of his superior shiver. 

“Excuse me… are you all right?” 

“This damned arm. It does not respond.”  

“With your permission” says the General approaching him diligently (in the screen the 

movement has increased) “Are you able to bear a more intense pain? Then it will stop 

immediately, all right? 

“Yes, please, any thing. It’s driving me mad.” 

The military maneuvers for a second over that dead arm and then, surprisingly, he 

inflicts it a violent blow in the joint. 

“Ahh!” Exclaims the President. 

“This is it.” Says the military man stepping backwards. “And now… with your 

permission…” He turns around and leaves.  

“Ah…” sighs the President relieved. 

The relief is so big that a tear rolls down over his metallic cheek, from the top of his 

electronic eye. Even though, he does not stop looking at the screen where several 

desperate men are trying to climb the walls, uselessly. 
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La traducción literaria es una tarea muy compleja y de características muy 

particulares dentro del campo de la traducción. A lo largo de la historia los traductores 

han adoptado diversas posiciones con la finalidad de difundir la literatura escrita en 

otras lenguas, y como resultado se han realizado diferentes versiones de los textos 

literarios para poder ser leídos por receptores de otras culturas. Sin embargo, hay que 

destacar que para realizar una traducción se debe tenerclaridad en cuanto a qué se 

quiere lograr con la misma, para poder conseguir la coherencia necesaria a la hora de 

tomar decisiones con respecto a la forma general que tendrá dicha traducción (si será 

fiel al autor, si se le harán las adaptaciones necesarias para llegar al público meta, 

etc.), y así luegopoder tomar otras decisiones más precisas que harán del texto 

traducido un nuevo texto literario en una lengua diferente.  

Entre estas decisiones más precisas, podemos destacar las siguientes: si se han 

de mantener en la traducción las formas estilísticas del texto original;qué tipo de 

vocabulario vamos a utilizar para un determinado texto literario; valorar qué elementos 

otros elementos se pueden mantener, cuales se pueden omitir, cuáles explicitar, etc.  

Previamente a la realización del presente trabajo, se realizó la traducción de seis 

cuentos del libro La ciudad desaparece del escritor argentino-costarricense Carlos 

Catania. De estos cuentos se analizan dos de ellos, de los cuales, para su traducción, 

se toma la decisión de hacer llegar la voz del autor al lector de la lengua meta.En este 

sentido se intenta realizar producir el mismo efecto del original en el texto de llegada. Y 

para esto se toman la forma y el contenido, o fondo, como una unión que lleva en sí el 

significado completo del cuento. Es decir, la forma es la manera como se presenta el 

contenido de la historia, yjuntos, la forma y el fondo se acompañan para lograr expresar 



 87 

el mensaje del texto literario., Al respecto de este tema, José Pimat opina en un artículo 

en su blog Cómo escribir bien: “…hemos de convenir quefondo y forma representan 

dos aspectos complementarios, y que uno sin otro no tienen sentido”.(Pimat, 2015). 

Siguiendo esta misma idea, en la traducción se intenta poder transmitir ambos 

componentes fundamentales del cuento para que el lector de la lengua meta pueda 

recibir el cuento, aunque no de igual forma, por lo menos de una manera lo más 

aproximada posible al del texto original. ¿Cómo se realiza esta tarea? Para esto se 

realizan dos tipos de análisis, por un lado,el análisis de la forma, de ciertos aspectos 

estilísticosdel textoy, por otro lado, un análisis de su contenido y su significado. 

En primer lugar, se analizan y observan aquellos aspectos de forma que se 

destacan en cada cuento, es decir, aquellos que derivan en el estilo particular de cada 

cuento. En segundo lugar, se examinan y se toman en cuenta aquellos aspectos que 

llegan al lector por el contenido que encierran y aquellos que se encuentran más 

ligados a la significación del cuento y a todo aquello queapela a la percepción del 

lector.A partir de esto, se toman una serie de decisiones, de las cuales algunas de ellas 

serán analizadas y explicadas en el presente trabajo, a raíz de la dificultad que 

presentaron durante el proceso de traducción. 

El problema y su importancia 

Para el presente trabajo, se expondránalgunos de los problemas surgidos 

durante en el proceso de traducción de los cuentosPerfectoy El hombre, el perro y la 

noche.Asimismo, se plantearán soluciones para los mismos. 

Uno de los problemas que surgieron durante el proceso de traducción, tiene que 

ver con aspectos gramaticales, en especial con los verbos. Por unaparte, en Perfecto, 
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nos encontramos con una cantidad importante de oraciones nominales; pero 

hay,además, aunque en menor porción, tanto frases preposicionales como adjetivales 

sin verbo. Esto presenta una dificultad a la hora de traducirlas al inglés, ya que estees 

un idioma más preciso y concreto, y en el cual, hay momentos en quees necesario 

incluir esos verbos que faltan en el original. Por otro lado, lanarración del cuento se 

realiza mediante el fluir de la conciencia del protagonista. En su discurso, el narrador 

hace un uso constante del sujeto tácito, lo cual resulta en un texto bastante ambiguo y 

por momentos de difícil comprensión. Por esta razón, se representa un desafío a la 

hora de traducir al inglés, ya que este idioma requiere del sujeto para su comprensión, 

sobre todo en un texto narrativo. 

Por otro lado,en El hombre, el perro y la noche,nos encontramos conla presencia 

de los tiempos verbales del pretérito imperfecto y pretérito perfecto que se van 

alternando prácticamente entre párrafo y párrafo, lo que genera un efecto particular en 

el texto original. 

Ese efecto se puede definir de la siguiente manera, por unaparte, el mantener el 

mismo tipo de verbos en un párrafo, hace que se genere un ritmo particular en la 

narración. Así, el pretérito imperfecto va a crear un ritmo más lento. El pretérito 

imperfecto nos muestra la acción continua en un plano que pareciera, a pesar de su 

continuidad, como una acción detenida en el tiempo, nos da la idea de lejanía. Por otro 

lado, el pretérito perfecto genera un ritmo más veloz, como lo afirma La nueva 

gramática española al decir: “La sucesión de pretéritos perfectos simples posee una 

naturaleza ICÓNICA, es decir, reproduce el orden en que estos tienen lugar. El efecto 
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obtenido permite dar agilidad y viveza a las narraciones…”(Real Academia Española, 

2010). 

Teniendo en cuenta estos dos elementos de forma, el problema con que nos 

encontramos en este caso, es que en inglés no existe el pretérito imperfecto, por lo cual 

será necesariohacer uso de otros recursos para tratar de llevar el mismo efecto al texto 

meta. 

El segundo problema es el de tratar de hacer llegar al lector meta el mismo 

personaje del cuento original. Esta tarea podría parecer sencilla, peroesto no es 

solamente traducir lo que dice o piensa el personaje, ni su descripción, sino que se 

trata de hacer una lectura más profunda. Y para esto se requiere realizar un análisis del 

cuento teniendo en cuenta su contenido y su contexto. ¿Qué se quiere significar con el 

mismo? ¿Qué es lo que realmente nos está diciendo el autor? En este profundizar es 

que tenemos que analizar el cómo dice lo que dice el personaje, cómo se lo presenta al 

personaje a través de su discurso o de la narración, cómo actúa, qué relación tiene con 

los demás personajes o situaciones a las que se enfrenta. Todo esto nos va a dar una 

idea más clara de cómo es ese personaje. Esto es algo fundamental, ya que no se 

puede llevar al público meta un personaje sólo por lo que dice o hace, sino que es 

necesario conocerlo bien a fondo a través de cómo actúa, de su pensamiento, a través 

del análisis de su situación dentroel contexto del cuento, su significado dentro del 

mismo: qué representa dentro de la narración. Cabe resaltar que, en la traducción 

literaria, el traductor debe tener en cuenta que el cuento no es solamente un texto para 

ser narrado, sino también y principalmente como un texto que lleva implícita una 

significación. Esta significación, que sirve a la intencionalidad del autor, está dada por 
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diversos aspectos que la narración encierra en el texto y que el traductor deberáintentar 

mantener, de lo contrario, se perderá gran parte del efecto del cuento y por ende su 

significación.  

Descripción y delimitación del problema 

Oraciones nominales y ausencia de verbos en otros tipos de frase 

En Perfecto, se puede apreciar el empleo abundante de oracionesnominales, 

como así también de frases adverbiales y preposicionales que no contienen verbo. 

Entre estas pueden encontrarse frases descriptivas, y, en menor cantidad, expresiones 

de tipo peyorativo, exclamaciones, y saludos. Todas estas oraciones y frases están 

formadas desde una simple palabra hasta doce palabras. Si ya el hecho de encontrar 

tantas frases sin verbo causa cierta extrañeza en la lengua española, en inglés puede 

resultar mucho más extraño, ya que este idioma requiere de mayor especificidad a la 

hora de comunicarse, por ser un idioma que podríamos llamar más concreto que el 

español. Así lo definen Lópex Guix y Minett Wilkinson: “…la extremada simplicidad 

morfológica del verbo inglés…afecta a la sintaxis del inglés obligándole a un orden 

relativamente rígido de palabras en el interior de la oración, un orden sin el cual la 

comprensión sería imposible”(López Guix & Minnet Wilinson, 1997). 

Sin embargo, con el afán de hacer llegar el estilo del texto original en la 

traducción, y con la intención de mostrar el mismo efecto en el texto meta, en la mayor 

parte de la traducción se optó por mantener esa ausencia de verbos hasta donde fuera 

posible sin que ello interfiriera en la comprensión del texto. A pesar de este intento, en 

muchos casos fue necesario realizar cambios, introduciendo verbos donde no los 

había, para que el mensaje pudiera llegar con mayor fluidez al lector meta.  
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Utilización del pretérito perfectoy pretérito imperfecto 

En español, nosotros contamos con el pretérito imperfecto, pero no contamos 

con un verbo de este tipo en inglés. López Guix y Minnet dicen al respecto: “El inglés 

carece de un tiempo pasado que corresponda al imperfecto castellano, ya que el 

pasado simple se utiliza tanto para la acción incidental como para la habitual”(López 

Guix & Minnet Wilinson, 1997).Sin embargo, hay formas, recursos para poder mostrar 

algo semejante en inglés, como lo explica José M. Brucart:“...en inglés el imperfecto 

español equivale según las ocasiones al pasado simple, al pasado continuo o a la 

forma perifrástica used to…”(Brucart J. M.).Por esa razón el traductor deberá valorar 

qué solución le dará al verbo en el idioma inglés.  

En El hombre, el perro y la noche, un cuento que en general va alternando los 

párrafos con el pretérito imperfectoen uno y con el pasado simple en otro y así 

sucesivamente. Cuando aparece el pretérito imperfectoen el original, se ha recurrido al 

uso tanto del pasado continuo como del pasado simple en inglés, según el contexto y 

situacióndel momento en la historia, y no como podría pensarse, que sólo se va a hacer 

uso del pasado continuo como “equivalente” del pretérito imperfecto.  

El problema de la ambigüedad 

Por otro lado, no debemos dejar de mencionar el sujeto tácito, que, aunque está 

presente en ambos en ambos textos, nos creará una mayor dificultad en Perfecto por el 

tipo de texto utilizado. Por esta razón, al traducir al inglés este cuento, necesitaremos 

colocar un sujeto que en algunos casos el mismo deberá ser más que el simple uso de 

un pronombre, ya que el narrador hace uso de un monólogo interior mediante el fluir de 

la conciencia, lo que convierte a la narración en un texto muy complejo. En otras 
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palabras, al traducir al inglés un texto tan complicado como lo es el del fluir de la 

conciencia, no bastará solamente con agregar un pronombre para hacer al sujeto 

explícito, sino que en muchas ocasiones será necesario dar más información acerca de 

ese sujeto para que el lector meta “no se pierda”. Nos es mucho más fácil en español 

entender de qué estamos hablando cuando, al leer un párrafo, nos encontramos con 

una frase que nos refiere a algo que se había planteadoen un párrafo anterior. Por esta 

razón lo que está implícito en español, hay que hacerlo explícito en inglés, es decir, hay 

que hacer al texto más concreto y menos abstracto. Larson dice al respecto: “el hecho 

de dejar implícita cierta información en algunas construcciones gramaticales conduce a 

ambigüedades”(Larson, El significado implícito, 1989). En otras palabras, la 

ambigüedad que se daba en el texto original necesariamente tendrá que dejar de existir 

en el texto meta, de lo contrario el lector meta no podrá comprender el texto.  

Tratamiento del personaje 

El personaje en un cuento es portador de significado, por lo tanto, a la hora de 

realizar la traducción de un cuento, los personajes tienen que ser tomados en cuenta 

tanto por su contexto en la historia narrada, como por la intencionalidad del autor.  

En la versión primera de la traducción de Perfecto, al confrontar la traducción 

con el original, se pudo constatar que, aunque el personaje, que es el narrador, decía lo 

mismo y actuaba de manera similar,en la traducción el personaje quedó diferente al del 

original. Muchas de las palabras elegidas para la traducción al inglés del pensamiento 

del fluir de la conciencia del personaje crearon a un personaje distinto del original en su 

primera versión.Y en este cuento, es necesario hacer llegar al público meta el mismo 

tipo de personaje, al público meta. Al constatar que había diferencias entre el personaje 
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(narrador), del original y el del texto traducido en su primera versión, hubo que hacer un 

análisis del mismo en el cuento original y contrastarlo con el del cuento traducido para 

descubrir cuál había sido el problema. Así se encontró que, en el original, el personaje 

utiliza una manera de expresarse que es la de un hombre de clase social alta, y el del 

texto meta era un hombre común. Se observó que esto había resultado así por el 

tratamiento que se le había dado a su “comportamiento verbal”, es decir a su discurso 

mediante el fluir de la conciencia, el diálogo o soliloquio tal como propone Nord en su 

videoconferencia El comportamiento paraverbal de los personajes ficticios en la 

traducción literaria.(Nord, 2011)Lo interesante es queen Perfecto no esúnicamente el 

comportamiento paraverbal (entonación, pausas, signos de exclamación, etc…) el que 

nos da una imagen del personaje, sino su más bien su comportamiento verbal, es decir, 

lo que el personaje dice y cómo lo dice. El narrador, a través de su discurso va creando 

la imagen de lo que él es.  

Por otro lado, en El hombre, el perro y la noche, vamos a encontrarnos con tres 

personajes distintos, dos que son más importantes: el hombre y el perro, que son los 

que llevan la acción. Y aquí es importante ver de qué manera se trata algo tan simple 

como el pronombre que se le va a dar al personaje del perro, ya que este necesita ser 

tratado de una manera que logre conmover al lector, como se logra en el texto original. 

Como dice Larson: “Todo traductor desea ser fiel al texto original. Esta fidelidad exige 

no sólo comunicar la misma información, sino también provocar la misma reacción 

emotiva que produce el texto original”(Larson, La estructura semántica de la lengua, 

1989). 
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Antecedentes 

El escritor Carlos Catania nace en Rosario, Argentina en 1931. Vive su infancia 

en la localidad de San Carlos Centro. A los 12 años se traslada a la ciudad de Santa 

Fe. En 1965 viaja a México y Guatemala y finalmente en 1967 a Costa Rica, país en el 

que reside durante 18 años y donde adquiere su nacionalidad. Desde el año 1985 vive 

en la ciudad de Santa Fe, Argentina. Es autor de cuentos, ensayos, obras de teatro, 

novelas y artículos de interés literario y cultural.  

Las obras del autor “…han sido traducidas al francés, italiano, portugués, 

rumano y alemán”. (Barbieri, Bernateck y Butti). Sin embargo, ninguna de sus obras ha 

sido traducida al inglés, hasta el momento. El libro de cuentos La ciudad desaparece, 

no ha sido traducido a ningún idioma.(Catania, Entrevista telefónica, 2015) 

En 1966 se publica en Santa Fe la primera edición de su libro de cuentosLa 

ciudad desaparece. Después de doce años, en 1978, cuando el autor lleva ya casi diez 

añosde residencia en Costa Rica, se realiza una nueva edición del libro por parte dela 

Editorial Costa Rica en la que el autor agrega siete cuentos más. 

De los cuentos de la primera edición, se tradujeron en este trabajo los siguientes 

cuentos: Perfecto, El hombre, el perro y la noche, La niña y el viento y El hueco.Estos 

cuentos fueron escritos entre 1954 y 1963. Entre los que se agregaron para la edición 

de 1978 se tradujeron La rebelión de los muñecos y Los amigos.Ambos cuentos 

comparten un escenario futurista de ciencia ficción, en donde se percibe, además, la 

influencia de Ray Bradbury, escritor admirado por Catania. 

En cuanto a los problemas planteados en los cuentos traducidos, tenemos 

antecedentes de parte de García Yebrasu libro Teoría y Práctica de la Traducción en la 
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que tiene un capítulo completo dedicado al verbo y en donde realiza una comparación 

delos verbos en los idiomas alemán, inglés, francés y español.Allí habla de los tipos de 

verbos y los tiempos verbales que se utilizan en cada lengua, pero sobre todo 

demuestra su uso(García Yebra, 1983).Por otro lado,tenemos a López Guix y Minett 

Wilkinson que nos hablan ya propiamente de las diferencias verbales entre el inglés y 

el español en internet se puede encontrar bastante material sobre todo lo que se refiere 

al uso del pretérito imperfecto en español, del que no contamos con ese tiempo verbal 

en inglés, como lo mencionaBrucarten su trabajo y que fue citado anteriormente (véase 

§ Descripción y delimitación del problema Utilización de pretérito imperfecto y 

pretérito perfecto). 

Con respecto a tener en cuenta el personaje y su discurso a la hora de traducir, 

se ha encontrado bastante poco en este aspecto. Christiane Nord en su 

videoconferencia ¿Cómo te sientes, Alicia? El comportamiento paraverbal de los 

personajes ficticios en la traducción literariadice lo siguiente: “El aspecto de la 

caracterización implícita, mediante la descripción o transcripción de los 

comportamientos paraverbales de los personajes ficticios en los textos literarios es un 

aspecto interesante que no ha sido tratado hasta ahora por la traductología” (Nord, 

2011). 

Justificación 

Se proyecta realizar la traducción de estos cuentos con el interés de difundirlos 

en el idioma inglés, tanto para darlos a conocer tanto a lectores nativos de la lengua 

inglesa como a los lectores de lengua inglesa nativos de otras lenguas. Siendo el inglés 

uno de los idiomas más difundidos en el mundo, se pretende hacer llegar parte de la 
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literatura latinoamericana. Se puede decir que entre los muchos escenarios a los que 

va destinada esta traducción, se aspira llegar a estudiantes y profesores universitarios 

de carreras literarias,en países angloparlantes (o con universidades en donde el idioma 

principal es el inglés), que se dedican al estudio de la literatura latinoamericana 

contemporánea. De la misma manera en que en las carreras de literatura, en países de 

habla hispana se estudian a autores norteamericanos, europeos y de otros países, de 

igual manera la intención es contribuir a que se conozcan las obras de escritores 

latinoamericanos, que no hayan sido traducidas al inglés.  

En cuanto a los problemas que afectaron el proceso en la traducción de estos 

cuentos, se elaboran una serie de opciones de traducción específica para estos 

cuentos, es decir, que sirven a cada cuento en su particularidad. Sin embargo, estas 

opciones pueden servir de guía a los estudiantes interesados en la traducción literaria, 

como así también a profesores de traducción y traductores literarios, interesados en la 

concepción de que la voz del autor debe ser llevada a la lengua meta. En otras 

palabras, las opciones que se muestran en este trabajo adhieren a la idea de que el 

autor y su obra deben llegar a la lengua meta. Por tal razón, dentro de las opciones que 

se despliegan como posibilidades de traducción a los problemas que surgen en su 

proceso, se eligen las que de alguna manera le son más fieles al autor, aún a costa de 

que el texto resulte un poco extraño al lector meta. Y en este sentido, se sigue el 

pensamiento de autores como Clifford Landers cuando cita a Murat Nemet Nejat:“A 

successful translation must sound somewhat alien, strange, not because it is awkward 

or unaware of the resources of the second language, but because it expresses 

something new in it”(Landers, 2001).En el caso particular de este trabajo, lo que podría 



 97 

llegar a resultar más ajeno al lector meta sería la gran cantidad de oraciones nominales 

y frases de otro tipo como frases preposicionales y adverbiales con ausencia de 

verbos.  

Por último, se pretende dar impulso a iniciativas para la traducción en equipo con 

el objetivo de difundir, no sólo la literatura de entre los 50 y los 80, sino también la 

literatura actual, sobre todo la literatura costarricense. Dentro de esta propuesta de 

trabajo en equipo lo que se plantea es la posibilidad de tener filólogos, editores y 

traductores nativos de ambas lenguas, español (regional) e inglés, para poder contar 

con el conocimiento idóneo de la lengua de cada región, y poder así, junto con los 

traductores y filólogos de la lengua extranjera, poder hacer llegar nuestra literatura a 

países de habla inglesa. En otras palabras, mediante la traducción inversa se trata de 

difundir la literatura latinoamericana y costarricense hacia otros países y continentes de 

manera responsable, no del traductor trabajando aislado, sino del traductor trabajando 

en equipo junto con editores, escritores (no siempre dispuestos), y filólogos nativos 

hablantes del idioma inglés para que el trabajo en conjunto se concrete en un producto 

de alta calidad.En este mismo sentido, se sugiere abrir la posibilidad de desarrollar y 

profundizar más espacios de formación profesional y académica en el ámbito 

universitario que pudieran concretarseen acciones que les permitaa los estudiantes 

tener la posibilidad deoptar por becas y pasantías en países de habla inglesa, para 

lograr una formación cultural más amplia.  

Por otro lado, se intenta beneficiar a los estudiantes de la carrera de la Maestría 

en Traducción interesados en la traducción literaria como así también a traductores y 

escritores interesados en difundir la literatura costarricense en países de habla inglesa.  
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Según Martinetto, en Italia hay un creciente interésde abrir más cátedras de 

traducción literaria(Martinetto, 2016), habrá que evaluar las necesidades de los países 

de habla inglesa de recibir literatura costarricense y latinoamericana con el fin de 

analizar si es factible desarrollar más este campo desde la traducción inversa.  

Objetivos 

Objetivo general  

Producir una traducción que mantenga el mismo efecto delos cuentos de La 

ciudad desaparece, para que el lector de inglés, estudioso de la literatura 

latinoamericana, tenga acceso a la voz del autor y a una comprensión más completa de 

su obra. 

Objetivos específicos  

- Identificar las características que dan a cada cuento su efecto particular.  

- Adaptar en el texto meta dichas características para lograr obtener el mismo 

efecto que el texto original. 

Los objetivos planteados pretenden demostrar algunos de los tantos problemas 

con los que el traductor puede encontrarse a la hora traducir al intentar mantener el 

mismo efecto de la obra original en la traducción, como así también el planteo de 

soluciones posibles para superar dichos problemas. 

Por efecto se entenderá todos aquellos recursos que acompañan a cada uno de 

los cuentos y que le ayudan a dar énfasis a la historia narrada. En este sentido se 

analizarán solamente dos aspectos característicos encontrados en los cuentos y que 

presentaron un reto a la hora de traducir. Por unaparte, se analiza una de las 
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características estilísticas del autor que consiste en un uso particular que hace de los 

verbosy por otro, el tratamiento del personaje.  

Asimismo, se proponen algunas soluciones. Se intenta lograr el mismo efecto al 

tratar de mantener en el texto traducido, siempre que sea posible, las frases sin verbo, 

como en el original, o un mismo tipo de verbo en inglés, para el tipo de verbo utilizado 

en español. Sin embargo, como se verá más adelante, esto no será posible en todos 

los casos.En cuanto al tratamiento del personaje, se propone la lectura minuciosa del 

personaje, su discurso y su comportamiento paraverbal, para poder presentarlo al 

lector meta con las mismas características que fueron presentadas en el original.  

En el Capítulo 1 Marco Referencial, se presentará la definición del concepto de 

efecto en el ámbito literario, basado en estudios de traductores e investigadores del 

campo de la traducción, de los cuales varios hacen referencia al estilo. Asimismo, se 

desarrollará y explicará el problema de la traducción de oraciones nominales y frases 

sin verbo en el cuento Perfecto, el uso del sujeto tácito, y la alternancia del pretérito 

imperfecto y el pretérito perfecto en El hombre, el perro y la noche. Por último, se 

hablará del tratamiento que debe darse al personaje para lograr el mismo efecto en el 

texto meta. 

En el capítulo 2 Metodología, se explicará paso a paso el procedimiento de 

recolección de los datos que fueron la base del inicio de la investigación. Por un lado, 

se explicará el desarrollo de las observaciones y clasificaciones efectuadas para el 

tratamiento del verbo, ya sea en su ausencia, como en su uso particular, además se 

desarrollará brevemente el problema de la ambigüedad a partir de la utilización del 

sujeto tácito. Por otro lado, se mostrarán las diferencias entre la primera versión y la 



 100 

segunda versión de Perfecto, en cuanto al tratamiento que se le dio al personaje, ya se 

encontraron grandes diferencias entre el original y la primera versión. Ahí seexplicará 

cómo se modifica el personaje a través del tratamientoque se le da al vocabulario. 

Luego se presentará el corpus con ejemplos de los problemas mencionados. Este se 

realizará mostrando a un cuento por vez, mostrando ejemplos de sus respectivos 

problemas. 

En el capítulo 3 Análisis de los resultados, se mostrarán cuadros donde 

aparecen en la columna izquierda los ejemplos del original y en las columnas de la 

derecha (o centro y derecha), las propuestas de traducción en inglés. Asimismo, se 

explicarán algunos de los ejemplos presentados en los cuadros.  

Y por último en las conclusiones se explicarán los resultados con respecto a los 

objetivos planteados, se hará mención a los aportes que deja este trabajo, se 

expondrán las limitaciones y problemas surgidos durante el proceso de investigación, y 

finalmente se presentarán recomendaciones para futuras investigaciones.  
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Para el desarrollo de este trabajo se ha realizado una investigación indagando 

en la obra misma, realizando la traducción y analizando los problemas reales a los que 

hubo que enfrentarse a la hora de realizarla. Así fue como se detectaron, entre varios, 

dos problemas importantes. Por un lado, las características particulares del uso del 

verbo, y, por otro lado, el tratamiento de uno de los personajes de un cuento.  

Como parte de la investigación, se consultaron lecturas y videos (simposio y 

videoconferencia) de autores teóricos del estilo y de traducción en general, y de 

traductores literarios, para poder comprender y explicar más a fondo lo que queremos 

significar con el efecto en cuanto a la caracterización del personaje y el uso particular 

que se hace de los verbos en los dos cuentos.Así es como se han consultado autores 

como Umberto Eco, María Antonia Álvarez Calleja, Clifford Landers, André Lefevere, 

Jean Boase-Beier, Christiane Nord, Vittoria Martinetto, Jeffries y McIntyre entre otros. 

En este capítulo veremos algunas de las opiniones de estos traductores y 

teóricos acerca de la traducción y la importancia que le dan al efecto en la obra. Por 

otro analizaremos las diferencias entre el inglés y el español en cuanto al uso de las 

frases sin verbo, y en cuanto a los verbos pretéritos. Por último, se trata la importancia 

de la caracterización de un personaje. Pero para iniciar, vamos a definir el concepto de 

efecto en la literatura.  

1.1. El efecto 

Para una definición de lo que significa el “efecto” dentro de una obra, ya sea 

literaria, o de otro tipo de arte, podemos tomar una de las acepciones de la Real 

Academia Española, la de “efectos especiales”, que se acerca a la definición que 

queremos dar a lo que es el “efecto literario”. Esta acepción nos dice: “es la técnica de 
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algunos espectáculos, truco o artificio para provocar determinadas impresiones” (Real 

Academia Española, 2016) 

Sin embargo, al referirnos a un texto literario, una de las definiciones que vamos 

a tomar es la que presentan Pérez Porto y Merino en el sitio web Definicion.de,cuando 

se refieren a los recursos literarios. Los autores dicen:  

El objetivo de llevar a cabo el uso de los recursos literarios y de, por 

tanto, alterar claramente y con absoluta intención las palabras, los 

tiempos verbales o incluso el significado de aquellas no es otro que 

conseguir “llamar la atención del lector” y que el texto que tiene delante 

le sea mucho más expresivo. Los recursos literarios pueden ser figuras 

de omisión, de amplificación, de repetición o de otra clase. Estas 

clasificaciones se vinculan al mecanismo empleado por el recurso para 

causar su efecto.(Pérez Porto & Merino, 2008-2016) 

En otras palabras, el efecto es el resultado de la utilización de los recursos 

literarios mencionados por Pérez Porto y Merino, para “llamar la atención del lector”. Es 

parecido a lo que propone Boase-Beier cuando dice:“…foregrounding is an example of 

a universal stylistic characteristic of literature”(Boase-Beier, Stylistic Approaches to 

Translation, 2010).Lo que se destaca, lo que llama la atención, por el uso particular que 

se le da a alguno o más elementos del texto literario. 

En el presente trabajo, se tomarán dos aspectos que contribuyen a crear este 

tipo de efectoque predomina en la forma de cada cuento y que están ligados al 

tratamiento que se les da a los verbos. Tanto en el cuento Perfecto como en El hombre, 

el perro y la noche se puede percibir un estilo particular que lo caracteriza. Este puede 



 105 

notarse, como señalaba Boas-Beier más arriba, y también Jeffries y McIntire, por el 

foregrounding, que es aquello que se destaca del resto, y que, como en estos cuentos, 

ese foregrounding se nota en una serie de patrones que se repiten a lo largo de cada 

historia (Jeffries & McIntyre, 2010). De esta manera vemos por un lado que Perfecto 

presenta como características particulares las oraciones nominales, y otros tipos de 

frases sin verbos, como las frases adverbiales y preposicionales,que se repite 

constantemente a través de la historia. Por otro lado, vemos el uso constante de dos 

tiempos pasados que se van alternando por párrafos, como en el caso de El hombre, el 

perro y la noche. Este tratamiento que hace Catania de los verbos forma parte de su 

estilo particular, y también del estilo de cada cuento, y por esta razón, es algo que hay 

que tener muy presente a la hora de realizar su traducción. 

En este sentido, el enfoque utilizado para este trabajo, está muy unido a los 

estudios estilísticos realizados por teóricos como Leslie Jeffries y Dan McIntire, Jean 

Boase-Beire, como vimos más arriba. A partir de esto seanalizó detenidamente la 

forma de cada cuento para observar aquellos rasgos estilísticos que se destacaban. De 

esta manera se descubrieron ciertos patrones en el tratamiento de los verbos: 

oraciones nominales, y frases preposicionales y adverbialessin verbos en Perfecto y la 

alternancia de verbos pretérito imperfecto y pretérito perfecto en El hombre, el perro y 

la noche, que, en este caso, le da un ritmo particular a ese cuento. 

Se aborda la traducción de estos cuentos con el afán de hacer llegar la voz del 

autor al lector meta, tratando de mantener el efecto de los cuentos mediante el 

tratamiento ciertos rasgos estilísticos (en este caso el uso de los verbos), yel de los 

personajes, el traductor tratará que el lector pueda leer la misma historia, pero en su 
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lengua. Así plantea Martinetto, esta idea de transmitir la voz del autor, y se refiere de 

esta manera al lector meta: “…darle la oportunidad de hacerle sentir lo mismo que 

experimentamos nosotros que leímos en la lengua original” (Martinetto, 2016). Sin 

embargo, esto a veces puede resultar muy difícil ya que como ella misma comenta 

“…nosotros [el que traduce] somos nosotros, por lo tanto, es una lectura entre varias 

lecturas, y por eso no puede ser única la traducción, no puede ser definitiva” 

(Martinetto, 2016). Y aunque somos conscientes de que puede haber miles de 

interpretaciones, nuestra tarea es poder entregar nuestra interpretación al lector meta. 

Pero para esto hay que comprender el texto a traducir, y además hay que leer, 

investigar, llegar a conocer a fondo al escritor a través de su obra y su contexto 

histórico. 

Y retomando la idea del efecto, para poder hacer llegar ese mismo efecto que 

observamos al lector meta, a veces hay que realizar cambios que en apariencia se 

oponen a una traducción “fiel”, como plantea Eco: “El traductor… no puede sustraerse 

a la tarea de crear en el propio lector el mismo efecto...” (Eco, 2008). Y es que 

planteamos el efecto en dos sentidos: en cuanto a la forma, con el foregrounding, pero 

también en cuanto al significado del cuento, a lo que el escritor dice y significa con el 

texto, a través de sus personajes y situaciones.  

Algunos autores, aunque no mencionan la palabra “efecto”, hablan del tono, que, 

sin ser lo mismo, están estrechamente relacionados, ya que el tono también puede 

producir un efecto específico en un cuento. Clifford Landers dicelo siguiente: “By 

assigning a high priority to tone, the translator avoids such traps as a slavish fealty to 

literal meaning that distorts the author’s intent”(Landers, 2001),es decir, que según este 
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autor, hay que darle más importancia a lo que se quiere decir, al significado, y para 

eso, como dice Eco, muchas veces va a tener que sacrificarse la palabra por el 

sentido:“…Para mí, en cambio, se trataba ante todo de reproducir ese efecto, aun a 

costa de traicionar la letra”(Eco, 2008). Así lo dice también Álvarez Calleja, que además 

del contenido, rescata la forma: “...tomar la decisión que permita reproducir el sentido y, 

siempre que sea posible, también la forma”(Alvarez Calleja, 2005). En esa misma línea, 

y según lo que se estuvo analizando en los cuentos traducidos, la forma en su aspecto 

estilístico, en su foregrounding es muy importante a la hora de transmitir el sentido, así 

lo dice más adelante Álvarez Calleja cuando se refiere a que “…en el texto literario se 

produce una gran pérdida en el sentido cuando olvidamos la forma”(Alvarez Calleja, 

2005).  

Esto pareciera ser toda una contradicción: por un lado, Eco y Landres plantean 

modificar la forma para transmitir el sentido, y por otro Álvarez Calleja, dice que la 

forma es importante para dar sentido al contenido; sin embargo, lo que se intenta lograr 

en este trabajo en primer lugar es transmitirel sentidoa través de reproducir su efecto. 

Para esto, aunque se intentará rescatar la forma, se dará prioridad al contenidosobre 

esta. En otras palabras, en el presente trabajo se verá que no siempre se podrá crear 

el efecto deseado,sin “mover” o “tocar” la forma, para poder transmitir el sentido.  

Por esta razón es importante examinar la traducción de cada cuento con sus 

particularidades; analizar cómo se va a traducir el uso particular que Catania da a los 

verbos en sus cuentosPerfecto y El hombre, el perro y la noche;si se va a mantener la 

ambigüedad que presentaPerfectomediante el uso del sujeto tácito unido al fluir de la 
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conciencia; para ver de qué manera se puede mantener el efecto creado, tratando en lo 

posible de no interferir con la forma. 

Lo mismo podría decirse del personaje. El personaje tiene una forma en el texto 

original, que se intentará mantener en el texto traducido para que llegue el mismo a la 

lengua meta y pueda así mostrar el mismo efecto. En este caso serámediante el 

análisis del vocabulario que el protagonista empleaen su fluir de la conciencia, y 

también en los pocos diálogos de los que participa.  

Así es como la presente investigación se adhiere a lo que dicen los teóricos 

mencionados, acerca de que el efecto acompaña al sentido, a lo que se quiere 

significar. Álvarez Calleja cita a Bally, quien comenta lo siguiente: “no puede hablarse 

de estilo sin tener en cuenta la unión del contexto a la forma lingüística...” (Alvarez 

Calleja, 2005). Esto es precisamente a lo que nos referimos cuando hablamos de la 

forma en el caso del personaje. De esta manera forma y contenido están 

estrechamente relacionados para poder brindar toda la intencionalidad del autor al 

lector a través del personaje y de los recursos estilísticos aplicados en el tratamiento de 

los verbos. El efecto es uno de los recursos que van a ayudar a transmitir la 

intencionalidad del autor.  

Pero, ¿se podrá mantener el mismo efecto al realizar la traducción al inglés sin 

cambiar la forma? Es muy probable que haya que realizar modificaciones sintácticas, 

que haya que “sacrificar la palabra” como dice Eco, para poder crear un efecto parecido 

al original. Y en este caso, es posible que no se logre mantenerla forma. Entonces nos 

preguntamos:¿se puede sacrificar la forma sin modificar el efecto? Eso es lo que tendrá 

que analizarse en la traducción realizada, para posteriormente tomar nuevas 
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decisiones a la luz de este análisis y aproximación que se le está dando al texto 

original. 

1.2. Aspectos gramaticales 

1.2.1. Uso de los verbos 

1.2.1.1. Oraciones nominales y ausencia de verbos en otros tipos de frases 

En español contamos con mayores posibilidades que con el inglés, de manejar 

el lenguaje, de darle diversas formas. En la página de internet Aprende Inglés Sila, hay 

un apartado en el que se explican las diferencias estructurales que existen entre el 

español y el inglés. Además, es interesante ver que un verbo en español dice mucho 

más que un verbo en inglés. Al respecto Sila dice: “…en inglés, las palabras tienen un 

contenido menos definido, más ambiguo: La exactitud y concreción de un significado no 

depende de una palabra, sino de varias. Las palabras que juntas producen una idea 

tienen que estar juntas para poder producir esa idea…”(Aprende Inglés Sila.com, 2012) 

Por otro lado, Eleonora Castelli en su blog, nos comenta acerca de las frases sin 

verbo: “…Los primeros son oraciones y los segundos, frases nominales, dado que con 

ellas expresamos los mismos contenidos que con una oración, solo que se prescinde 

del verbo porque el contexto es suficiente para su correcta interpretación.(Castelli, 

2012). Por otro lado, la página Learn English British Council, al mostrar ejemplos de 

frases nominales, es decir, de noun phrases, las muestra siempre como una cláusula 

que depende de la oración principal. (The United Kingdom's International Organisation 

for Cultural Relations and Educational Opportunities, 2016). Este hecho se define muy 

bien a continuación: “Noun phrases are defined by their ability to function as subject, 

object, direct object, indirect object or complement in the clause. They can be very 



 110 

short, consisting of a single word, or rather long and complex…” (VI BRUGER 

COOKIES PÅ AAU.DK). Como se puede ver, ahí mismo dice que las frases nominales 

en inglés funcionan a modode sujeto, objeto o complemento en una cláusula, es decir, 

no como un fragmento aislado de una oración. A diferencia del español, que podemos 

tener una frase nominal, que gracias al contexto en el que está inserta, podemos 

comprenderla, sin que esta necesite ser una cláusula de una oración con verbo, el 

inglés requiere de un verbo en sus frases, para completar la idea.  

1.2.1.2. Verbos pretérito perfecto y pretérito imperfecto 

Ahora vamos a ver el caso de los verbos pretéritos en español. El español no 

tiene solo un pasado simple y un pasado continuo, sino también un pretérito imperfecto, 

que en inglés no existe. De esta manera lo explica Brucart:  

El contenido aparentemente disperso del imperfecto se pone asimismo 

de manifiesto cuando intentamos estudiarla correspondencia de sus 

valores básicos en las lenguas que no disponen de tal tiempo. Así, por 

ejemplo, en inglés el imperfecto español equivale según las ocasiones 

al pasado simple, al pasado continuo o a la forma perifrástica used 

to… (Brucart J. , 2011) 

Aunque muchas veces se va a utilizar el pasado continuo en inglés para poder 

expresar el imperfecto en español, otras veces necesitaremos de otros recursos. Y es 

así como lo plantean algunos teóricos como Raúl Ruiz Cecilia y Juan Ramón Guijarro 

Ojeda, que dicen “El imperfecto considera la acción verbal en su duración, sin indicar el 

principio o el fin (por ejemplo, un estado mental no sujeto a límite temporal alguno o 

una acción repetida un número indeterminado de veces (Ramsden, 1986:83)” (Ruiz 
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Cecilia & Guijarro Ojeda, 2005). En los casos del cuento El hombre, el perro y la 

noche,algunos de los pretéritos imperfectos se tradujeron como pasado continuo, y 

otros, como pasado simple. En el caso particular de este cuento, no nos encontramos 

con acciones habituales, que necesitarían del pretérito imperfecto, por lo tanto, en su 

traducción al inglés, no hicimos uso del “used to”, ni del “would”, como plantean estos 

autores que podría hacerse. (Ruiz Cecilia & Guijarro Ojeda, 2005) 

En cuanto al efecto que en español tienen los verbos pretérito imperfecto y 

pretérito perfecto, y su relación con el efecto, que es lo que venimos planteando, la 

RAE nos dice: “La sucesión de pretéritos perfectos simples posee naturaleza ICONICA, 

es decir, reproduce el orden en que estos tienen lugar. El efecto obtenido permite dar 

agilidad y viveza a las narraciones”.(Real Academia Española, 2010) 

1.2.2. El sujeto tácito 

Es importante destacar que en español hacemos constante uso del sujeto tácito. 

Como comentamos más arriba, estamos de acuerdo con Sila (véase § 2. Aspectos 

gramaticales 2.1. Uso de los verbos 2.1.1. Oraciones nominales y ausencia de verbos 

en otros tipos de frases). En los cuentos traducidos, abunda el sujeto tácito. En un 

cuento como Perfecto, en el cual el narrador se presenta mediante el monólogo interior 

del protagonista, al estar cargado de este elemento, el texto se vuelve por momentos 

muy ambiguo. Podría ocurrir lo mismo en El hombre, el perro y la noche, sin embargo, 

las oraciones en donde aparece este tipo de sujeto, son oraciones que de una manera 

más organizadapresentan a los personajes cada uno a su tiempo, permitiendo que el 

texto sea claro y menos ambiguo que en Perfecto. En cambio, en el monólogo interior 

de Perfecto, justamente, por tratarse del fluir de la conciencia del narrador, no es 
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posible contar con el orden de oraciones que nos ayudaría, a seguir el hilo de la acción 

porque las oraciones van surgiendo según el personaje va viendo, sintiendo, 

recordando, todo esto, de manera desorganizada. 

En otras palabras, enEl hombre, el perro y la noche, cuyo narrador es 

omnisciente, el texto no se presta para la ambigüedad, ya que, aunque el sujeto tácito 

es utilizado en numerosas ocasiones, la organización del texto permite con mayor 

claridad que en Perfecto,comprender a quién se hace referencia cuando se lo utiliza.  

Por otro lado, enEl hombre, el perro y la noche, los párrafos en los cuales podría 

prestarse a confusión, el narrador utiliza un sujeto explícito: el hombre, el perro, lo que 

le da al lector total claridad del agente que ejecuta la acción.  

1.3. Caracterización de un personaje 

Con respecto al tratamiento de los personajes, según Christiane Nord: “El 

aspecto de la caracterización implícita mediante la descripción o transcripción de los 

comportamientos paraverbales de los personajes ficticios de los textos literarios es un 

aspecto interesante que no ha sido tratado hasta ahora por la traductología”(Nord, 

2011).Aunque en el cuento Perfecto, que es donde más se trabajó el personaje debido 

a que en una primera versión, el personaje resultaba muy diferente al del personaje 

original, al haber poco diálogo, y al tratarse más que nada de pensamientos del fluir de 

la conciencia, en el original no hay signos paraverbales que nos indiquen el tipo de 

emoción del personaje. Sino que el lector, a través de los signos verbales y el contexto 

de la narración, es que se va a dar cuenta de qué sentimiento o sensación está dando 

el personaje a determinado pensamiento. Es por eso que es necesario lograr 

comprender al personajepara que, a la hora de traducir al inglés, se elijan las palabras 
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que le van a dar su caracterización. Nos diceNord: “...los personajes de un relato 

ficcional son creaciones del autor y podemos suponer que cualquier comportamiento 

que muestren, deberá tener una intención literaria de su creador”(Nord, 2011). 

Con respecto a El hombre, el perro y la noche, se modificó el pronombre con el 

cual se trataba al perro. Se cambió de it por him, para poder ese efecto que persigue el 

cuento es de emocionar, y de despertar la sensibilidad y humanidad ante dos seres 

solos, y el abandono del perro. 
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En este capítulo se mostrará paso a paso, cuál fue el proceso de recolección de 

datos para el análisis y estudio del presente trabajo. Se hará referencia al corpus, 

explicando cada cuento por separado en cuanto a los problemas del uso del verbo y la 

caracterización del personaje. 

2.1. Procedimiento de recolección de datos 

2.1.1. Aspectos gramaticales 

2.1.1.1. Verbos 

Unas de las características que fueron común a varios de los cuentos, fue el uso 

particular que el autor le dio a los verbos en cada uno de esos cuentos. Estas 

características resultaron en un problema. Por ejemplo, nos encontramos con que, en 

Perfecto, donde el personaje principal que narra la historia a través del fluir de la 

conciencia, el texto está cargado de frases sin verbos. El lector de lengua española, no 

va a percibir como fuera de lugar una frase que carece de verbo. Hacemos uso en 

nuestro idioma de frases nominales, en donde la idea es completada gracias al 

contexto y gracias a alguna oración anterior en la que sí hay verbo. Pero, a la hora de 

traducir dichas oraciones al inglés, nos encontramos con ciertos pasajes que en el 

español se comprende lo que la frase significa, pero en inglés, cuando hablamos de 

noun phrase, esta frase siempre va a ser una cláusula de una oración, y por lo tanto no 

va a estar sola, sino dentro de una oración que ya tiene un verbo (véase § Capítulo 1. 

Marco referencial. 2. El uso de los verbos). Por esta razón, en la traducción al inglés, 

aunque se intenta innovar utilizando ciertas frases sin verbo, en la mayoría de los 

casos va a ser necesario colocar un verbo, porque necesitaremos hacer explícito el 

sujeto del cual se está hablando. Recordemos lo que dice Sila: “Una palabra en 
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español tiene mucha más información de gramática (o sintaxis) y de contenido 

significativo (o semántica) que una palabra inglesa”(Aprende Inglés Sila.com, 2012). Y 

pone como ejemplo el verbo conjugado en español “voy” el cual nos dice que es del 

verbo ir, que está en tiempo presente y que es primera persona singular, en cambio el 

verbo “go”, sabemos que es del verbo ir, pero no sabemos la persona, ni el tiempo 

verbal, porque puede ser que esté unido a will o, would, used to. (Aprende Inglés 

Sila.com, 2012) 

Por las características del idioma, el inglés necesitará ser más explícito para el 

lector meta pueda seguir el hilo de la narración sin perderse, como lo plantea Larson: 

“La selección de cuáles significados de referencia son explícitos y cuáles se dejan 

implícitos depende, en cada caso, de las características distintivas de cada lengua” 

(Larson, El significado implícito, 1989). 

Por otro lado, en El hombre, el perro y la noche, tiene párrafos donde sólo se 

utiliza el verbo pretérito imperfecto y se alterna con otros donde sólo se encuentra el 

pasado simple, y en pocos de esos párrafos hay una mayor cantidad de pasado simple 

y alguno de pretérito imperfecto. Así entonces, la alternancia de los verbos da un cierto 

ritmo a la lectura, que acompaña al efecto de la historia, por unaparte, parece una 

situación que se desarrolla con lentitud y está expresada con el pretérito imperfecto, y 

de pronto, aparece el pasado simple que le dan esa agilidad y viveza de la que habla la 

RAE (véase § Capítulo 1 Marco referencial, 2. El uso de los verbos) 

2.1.1.2. Observación visual y descriptiva 

Al realizar este trabajo, se detectaron una gran cantidad de frases sin verbo en 

el cuento Perfecto. Por otro lado, en El hombre, el perro y la noche, se notaron cambios 
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en cuanto al uso del pasado. Un párrafo aparecía con una mayoría de verbos en 

pretérito imperfecto y luego el siguiente con pretérito perfecto. Luego de detectar estas 

características en ambos cuentos, se procedió a destacarlas. Se subrayaron las frases 

sin verbo en el primer cuento, y en el segundo se utilizaron dos colores distintos para 

resaltar cada tipo de verbo. De esta manera se pudo detectarlos visualmente con 

facilidad y se pudo observar dónde se agrupaban en los textos. 

2.1.1.3. Observación sistemática 

Se procedió a realizar una clasificación por tipo de verbo (si era pretérito 

imperfecto o pretérito perfecto), o por ausencia del mismo. Luego se realizó un conteo 

de las frases sin verbo para determinar el porcentaje de este tipo de frases utilizadas 

en Perfecto. Se realizó un gráfico ilustrativo para ver la cantidad de frases de este tipo 

en el cuento. Posteriormente se realizó una clasificación de las frases sin verbos en 

expresiones peyorativas, exclamaciones y saludos, expresiones peyorativas y por 

último frases descriptivas sin verbo. De estas clasificaciones se realizaron cuadros en 

las que seincluyeron una o dos propuestas de traducción en inglés. 

Por otro lado, se realizó un cuadro ilustrativo del verbo pretérito perfecto y 

pretérito imperfecto y sus respectivas traducciones al inglés.  

2.1.2. Cambio del sujeto tácito por el sujeto explícito 

Esta es una acción que no tiene otra opción si se traduce del español al inglés. 

Como resultado de esto nos encontramos con que lo que, en el texto original, sobre 

todo en Perfecto, podía resultar ambiguo en el lector, al realizar su traducción al inglés, 

se rompe con esa ambigüedad, por la necesidad misma del idioma inglés de presentar 

al sujeto de manera explícita.  
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2.1.3. El personaje 

En Perfecto, personaje del texto original es un abogado de clase alta; ex alumno 

de un colegio de curas, que, en Argentina, es sinónimo de pertenecer a un estatus 

económico-social alto; y que trabaja en los Tribunales de Justicia de la provincia de 

Santa Fe. Ser Doctor en abogacía es sinónimo de prestigio social. Todo esto nos habla 

de un hombre de un nivel alto en cuanto a estatus socio-cultural que representa el 

pensamiento ideológico de la clase a la que pertenece. Por lo tanto, el traductor no 

debe perder de vista estas singularidades del personaje, ya que,si no, se pierde el 

sentido del cuento. Al realizarse la primera versión, el personaje traducido resultó ser 

un hombre de clase media con aspiraciones sociales. El mismo presentaba 

características que lo hacían parecerun hombre vulgar. Esto dio como resultado que se 

perdiera la esencia misma del cuento, que en definitiva describe a la clase social alta 

de Argentina y su desprecio por la clase trabajadora.  

En esa primera versión el personaje resultaba ser un hombre de clase media 

pero que actúa con mala fe, que no piensa en el dolor ajeno, que no le importa los 

demás, pero que puede ser un hombre común y corriente. Cuando en realidad, el 

personaje original muestra la cara de la clase social dominante queultraja, denigra, y 

compra al pobre. Esta es una de las tantas lecturas que se pueden hacer de este texto; 

es la lectura que le da la traductora, y que intenta hacer llegar al público meta. Como 

decíamos anteriormente, según lo plantea Martinetto, esta visión del personaje se basa 

en su interpretación, que es una versión entre las muchas que se puedan dar, en 

palabras de Martinetto: “...sin embargo, somos nosotros [los traductores] por lo tanto, 
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es una lectura entre varias lecturas, y por eso no puede ser única la traducción, no 

puede ser definitiva” (Martinetto, 2016). 

En la primera versión, no habían sido tomados en cuenta los algunos detalles 

como ser el registro en el lenguaje utilizado por el personaje (en su “fluir de la 

conciencia”) y esto, como resultado, afectó el sentido de la obra original, en cuanto al 

tipo de personaje presente en el texto original y que la traductora quería hacer llegar al 

público meta. Ese gran cambio, puede darse por pequeños detalles que no son 

pequeños, como dice la traductora italiana Vittoria Martinetto.(Martinetto, 2016), sin 

embargo, para lograr el mismo tipo de personaje en la traducción, hubo que hacer 

cambios importantes, como incorporación de palabras de un registro más alto, y en 

algunos casos, agregar mayor cantidad de palabras a una frase para darle un aire más 

sofisticado.  

En El hombre, el perro y la noche, se realizó una primera traducción en la cual al 

perro se lo tradujo con el pronombre it por tratarse de un animal, sin embargo, luego se 

lo cambió por el pronombre him, para poner a este personaje en un mismo nivel que al 

hombre, y de esta manera hacer llegar al lector una sensación que le despierte mayor 

emoción y compasión por este personaje, ya que es un texto que debe conmover al 

lector. En este caso no hubo que recurrir a la modificación de la traducción en su 

totalidad, sino simplemente a realizar el cambio de it por him; aquí sí, se trata de 

pequeños cambios, que a su vez generan cambios más importantes ya que estos 

ayudan a construir el significado del cuento.  
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2.1.3.1. Desarrollo, observación y análisis del personaje narrador de Perfecto en su 

primera versión 

En primer lugar, se procede a realizar la traducción de Perfecto. Posteriormente, 

pasado algún tiempo, se detecta que el personaje traducido no coincide con el 

personaje del texto original. Es entonces que se procede a hacer un análisis de las 

características del personaje en el original, teniendo en cuenta su contexto y su 

situación dentro del texto. Luego se procede a la búsqueda y localización y análisis de 

los elementos que hicieron que el personaje del texto traducido cambiara con respecto 

al del original. Así fue como se detectaron palabras y expresiones utilizadas por el 

personaje del texto traducido que tienen un registro muy informal en el texto de llegada 

con respecto al del original.  

2.1.3.2. Procedimiento de modificación y producción de la segunda versión de 

Perfecto 

Para poder crear en el texto meta un personaje que fuera fiel al del texto original, 

se procedió por un lado a solicitar la colaboración de tres personas nativas hablantes 

del inglés, dos de ellas pertenecientes al ámbito educativo, una de las cuales no es 

bilingüe. A las dos personas bilingües se les entregó el original y la primera versión al 

inglés y a ambas se les dio un cuestionario para poder determinar la impresión que les 

causaba el personaje, tanto en el original como en la traducción. A la persona no 

bilingüe, se le entregó la primera versión. A esta persona se le explicó las 

características que debía tener el personaje. Se le dio una seriede palabras opcionales 

para ser utilizadas, en lugar de las que aparecían en la primera versión, con el 
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propósito de que hiciera comentarios acerca de si esas palabras o expresiones eran 

acertadas o no para el tipo de personaje que se requería.  

Por otro lado, la lectora de este trabajo realizó comentarios y sugerencias de 

búsqueda para poder elaborar al personaje de manera que este llegara al público meta 

de la misma manera que el personaje del texto original llegó a su público meta. 

Además, una vez recibidas las respuestas del cuestionario y con las impresiones de las 

lectoras nativo hablantes acerca de la primera versión, se procedió a subrayar las 

palabras utilizadas en la primera versión, que afectaron a la imagen del personaje, y 

posteriormente sebuscaron palabras y expresiones en inglés que fueran más 

adecuadas a este tipo de personaje. Se optó, de esta manera, por una nueva 

propuesta: la utilización de palabras o frases más elaboradas como alternativa a las 

que se habían empleado, con la idea de crear en el personaje un registro más. 

Cabe destacar que en la encuesta no sólo se preguntaba por el personaje, sino 

también por la comprensión de las oraciones nominales y frases sin verbo. Las dos 

lectoras bilingües coincidieron en que las frases nominales no le resultaron molestas, 

ya que el contexto les ayudó a comprender, sin embargo, sí les afectó el empleo del 

sujeto tácito, ya que, en algunos puntos, no sabían a qué se refería en el original; y en 

la primera versión, no sabían a quién pertenecía un determinado pronombre.  

Posteriormente se procede a la elaboración de un cuadro comparativo de las 

palabras en el original y las palabras empleadas en la primera y segunda versión al 

inglés para poder observar los cambios efectuados.  
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2.2. El Corpus 

El corpus son dos cuentos de La ciudad desaparece: Perfecto y El hombre, el 

perro y la noche. En cada uno hay un tratamiento distinto de los verbos. En ambos 

cuentos es importante el tratamiento que se le da a los personajes. Con respecto al 

personaje del cuento en El hombre, el perro y la noche, se hace un pequeño cambio 

que va a afectar a la manera en que el lector lo perciba. En cambio, en Perfecto, se 

desarrollará la construcción del personaje-narrador a partir del vocabulario utilizado por 

este en el fluir de la conciencia. 

A continuación, se detalla los procedimientos llevados a cabo en cada uno de 

estos cuentos.  

2.2.1. Perfecto 

2.2.1.1. Oraciones nominales y otras frases sin verbos 

Este cuento está escrito en primera persona y en tiempo presente. Se destaca, 

como estilo propio del cuento, el fluir de la conciencia, que se realza mediante la 

repetición de palabras en oraciones similares, ilustrando de esta manera, a una 

persona piensa en una cosa, luego en otra y posteriormente vuelve a lo que había 

pensado al inicio. A la vez,el personaje va viviendo el momento presente, es decir, 

“dice” o “piensa” todo lo que va viendo, sintiendo, recordando, etc… a cada 

instante.Este fluir de la conciencia, tiene un discurso que se caracteriza por sus frases 

cortas, y que el autor ha utilizado en su mayoría sin la presencia del verbo. Ejemplo de 

esto son las siguientes oraciones: “El tic-tac insoportable”, “Mi viejo colegio de los 

curas”, “Agua sucia”. Se hallan en este cuento una cantidad considerable de este tipo 

de frases.  
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A pesar que en la traducción se intentó mantener las frases sin verbo, en 

muchos casos fue necesario recurrir a las mismas, ya que en el inglés se hace más 

necesario su uso, porque aunque en español el significado está implícito, en inglés es 

necesario hacerlo explícita para su comprensión. (Larson, El significado implícito, 

1989)Un ejemplo de esto es cuando en el texto original se lee: “Los placeres y el 

periódico a la vuelta, después de almorzar”.(Catania, La ciudad desaparece, 1978) “A 

la vuelta” lleva implícito el verbo volver o regresar. En inglés es necesario colocar ese 

verbo:Pleasure and the newspaper, when I get back, after lunch.Y es necesario hacerlo 

así, ya que hubo que colocar un sujeto explícito porque en el inglés es más requerida la 

presencia del sujeto que en el español, donde tenemos el sujeto tácito.El inglés, al ser 

un lenguaje más concreto, necesita recurrir a este.  

2.2.1.2. El sujeto tácito 

Este cuento, por presentar el fluir de la conciencia mediante el monólogo interior 

del narrador, tiene como característica especial una importantísima cantidad de 

oraciones con sujeto tácito. Esto hace que el texto por momentos tenga situaciones de 

ambigüedad, que, en el caso del texto original son aclaradas a través del contexto. Sin 

embargo, hay algunas situaciones dentro del texto, en que el lector estará obligado a 

releer el texto para lograr su comprensión.  

En el caso de la traducción, se elimina el sujeto tácito, y por ende la ambigüedad 

que se presenta en el original. De esta manera es posible que el texto llegue de una 

manera un poco más clara al lector de la lengua meta que al lector del texto original. 

Tanto el texto original, como el texto traducido fueron leídos por dos lectoras bilingües, 

nativo hablantes del idioma inglés. Las dos coincidieron en que no tuvieron tanto 
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problema en comprender las oraciones nominales, como sí a quién se refería el texto. 

Por momentos no les fue claro entender a qué personaje se estaba refiriendo el 

narrador. De esta manera se incluyeron cambios en la segunda versión traducida.Así 

por ejemplo en el texto original hay un pasaje donde el narrador está sentado en su 

carro a punto de arrancar y una mujer pobre se le ha acercado y le ha dicho que se 

conocen desde hace mucho y que su hijo es hijo del protagonista. Al otro lado del 

carro, un colega abogado del narrador le interrumpe el diálogo con la mujer y le pide 

que apure un asunto legal. Entonces el monólogo interno del narrador dice lo siguiente:  

“Picapleitos. Soy mucho más joven que él. Me vuelvo. Ella tiene los ojos irritados ahora. 

Sin embargo, a veces : buen signo”. En este pasaje, es difícil saber a quién se refiere 

cuando dice “a veces me consulta” ¿quién lo consulta a veces? ¿La mujer que está 

observando constantemente cómo reacciona ante lo que ella le dice? O ¿Su colega 

abogado? En este caso se consultó al escritor, quien dijo que se refería al abogado. En 

la primera versión, sin embargo, la traductora dejó la situación como que era la mujer 

quién lo consultaba. En la segunda versión se cambió. Cabe señalar que, en ambas 

versiones, la ambigüedad presente en el texto original, deja de existir. Finalmente en la 

segunda versión, se lee: Swindler! I am so much younger than he is. I turn around. Her 

eyes are red now. Even so, he sometimes consults me: good sign. 

2.2.1.3. El personaje y sus características 

El tratamiento que se le da a un personaje es de fundamental importancia en un 

cuento, ya que el mismo siempre va a significar algo en ese mundo ficticio. Y esa 

significación, es la que va hacer llegar al lector la intencionalidad del escritor. Por esta 

razón, a la hora de realizar la traducción de un cuento, se debe analizar bien quién es 
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el personaje, qué hace, cómo piensa, qué siente, cuál es su relación en el contexto 

ficcional. Además, hay que tener en cuenta que el escritor siempre hace alusión a una 

cultura, a una época, y eso no puede pasar por alto al traductor. Tener estos elementos 

en cuenta ayudará al traductor a tomar decisiones acertadas en cuanto al léxico a 

emplear para el personaje.  

El personaje del texto original es claramente un hombre bastante joven de clase 

media alta, de un estatus que le permite una vida tranquila y con posibilidades de viajar 

y que aspira a un futuro de mayores comodidades laborales, a su vez es un personaje 

que desprecia a los seres humanos comunes, a los pobres y a la clase trabajadora en 

general. 

2.2.2. El hombre, el perro y la noche 

2.2.2.1. Alternancia de tiempos verbales pretérito perfecto y pretérito imperfecto  

Este cuento es narrado en tercera persona omnisciente. Inicia tiempo pretérito 

imperfecto lo que indica que la historia va aconteciendo en algún tiempo pasado. Este 

verbo hace que el cuento mantenga,por unaparte, un ritmo lento, en progreso y como 

detenido, lo que acompaña a la acción de lo que está sucediendo en la narración: un 

hombre va caminando por la noche hacia el río con la intención de suicidarse. 

De pronto, el texto da un cambio hacia el pretérito perfecto mostrando un párrafo 

con este verbo, el cual ayuda a acortar el ritmo, dándole cierta agilidad a la narración, 

como lo plantea La nueva gramática española,al referirse al pretérito perfecto: “el 

efecto obtenido permite dar agilidad y viveza a las narraciones”.(Real Academia 

Española, 2010). En ese momento de la narración es como si el lector pudiera ver la 

acción desarrollándose ante sus ojos: “El hombre olió el olor del río; inspiró con fuerza 
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y vomitó el aire como el pito de una fábrica: un humo engañoso como su vida”(Catania, 

La ciudad desaparece, 1978). Luego el texto vuelve de nuevo al pretérito imperfecto, 

dando de nuevoesa sensación de algo lento, como en otro plano. De esta manera se 

van alternando ambos tiempos verbales hasta llegar al clímax del cuento en una acción 

veloz narrada mediante la presencia del pretérito perfecto, y así luego llegar a su final.  

La dificultad de este cuento reside en la ausencia en el inglés del verbo pretérito 

imperfecto. De esta manera se ha recurrido al pasado continuo y al pasado simple que 

se han ido alternando según pueda adaptarse a la situación de la historia, al contexto. 

Por otro lado, para poder hacer llegar el mismo efecto en cuanto al ritmo lento que le da 

a la narración el tanto pretérito imperfecto, y al ritmo más veloz que le imprime el uso 

del pretérito perfecto, se recurre a la utilización de oraciones más cortas para ese ritmo 

más veloz, y de esta manera tratar de crear un efecto similar al del original. Por 

ejemplo, el siguiente fragmento:  

De pronto el hombre pasó junto al perro y el perro levantó las orejas 

porque había oído al hombre. El hombre se detuvo (la noche no). El 

perro olió al hombre, después se miraron fijamente, los dos. El hombre 

pensó “tiene frío”, y vio como el perro lo miraba desde abajo. Pensó 

“¿cómo me verá desde allí? (Catania, La ciudad desaparece, 1978) 

La traducción se realizó de la siguiente manera: Suddenly, the man passed by 

the dog. The dog perked up his ears. He had heard the man. The man stopped. The 

night did not. The dog sniffed the man. Then, they both stared at each other. The man 

thought: “He is cold.” And he saw how the dog was looking at him from below. He 
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wondered: “How does he see me from down there?”Nótese cómo se acortaron las 

oraciones.  

 Con respecto a la utilización del verbo pretérito imperfecto, que no existe en 

inglés mostramos continuación el siguiente pasaje:  

El hombre caminaba bulevar a bajo. Tenía los ojos clavados en las 

antenas rujas que parpadean hacia la ciudad dormida. Avanzaba como 

hipnotizado por esas lucecitas inquietas. Interiormente se decía “si 

cruzo la glorieta ya no me detengo”, lo cual significaba que aún podía 

volverse atrás. Es lucha se traducía exteriormente en su manera de 

caminar envarada, como llevando zapatos de plomo. Por otra parte, 

esa figura de cosa concluida, terminada. El hombre caminaba. 

(Catania, La ciudad desaparece, 1978) 

El mismo fue traducido al inglés de la siguiente manera: The man was walking 

down the boulevard. His eyes were glued to the red antennas that blinked towards the 

sleeping city. He went forward hypnotized by those fidgety little lights. Inwardly he was 

tellinghimself, “If I cross that boulevard gazebo, then I won’t stop,” that meant he could 

still turn back. That struggle was translated outwardly in his stiff way of walking, as if 

wearing lead shoes. On the other hand, he had that imageof something finished, 

completed. The man kept on walking.  

Nótese que, en el original, a excepción del breve pasaje entre comillas con el 

pensamiento del personaje, todos los verbos de este párrafo están en pretérito 

imperfecto. A la hora de traducir estos verbos, como no existe ese tiempo verbal en 

inglés, se empleó el pasado continuo como se ilustra en el ejemplo con negritas. Este 
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fue el recurso más utilizado para tratar de lograr el mismo efecto que el pretérito 

imperfecto. Sin embargo, hay momentos en los cuales se tiene que hacer uso del 

pasado simple, para que suene natural en inglés como en el caso de “significaba”, por 

meant. Ya que en inglés “los verbos estáticos no se usan en la forma continua, ya que 

representan situaciones o estados, no actividades” (Aprende Inglés Sila.com, 2012).  

Tenemos entonces aquí expuesto de qué manera fue que se procedió a detectar 

los problemas y a llevar a cabo un proceso metódico para tratar de encontrar las 

soluciones a los dos problemas planteados. A continuación, se ilustrará con cuadros, y 

ejemplos, el proceso explicado y las decisiones tomadas para la traducción. 
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En este capítulo se presentarán los cuadros comparativos y explicativos acerca 

del tratamiento de los verbos y el vocabulario empleado en la caracterización del 

personaje. Asimismo, se expondrán ejemplos de propuestas de soluciones para ambos 

casos.  

3.1. Oraciones nominales, frases y expresiones sin verbos y su traducción 

Entre las frases sin verbo se detectó que varias correspondían a saludos, otras a 

exclamaciones, otras se trataban de frases de tipo peyorativo, y la mayoría eran frases 

que llamaremos descriptivas, por ser una descripción de lo que el personaje va viendo 

o pensando. De esta manera, y a modo de facilitar su comprensiónse han realizado a 

continuación una serie de cuadros que muestran las opciones de traducción 

propuestas. Como se podrá ver, en algunos casos, habrá dos propuestas de 

traducción, ya que de estas habrá por lo general una propuesta sin verbo, que 

responde al impulso inicial de la traductora de querer mantener el estilo del autor. Por 

otro lado, hay una segunda propuesta con verbo para dar posibilidad al lector meta de 

una mayor comprensión.  

3.1.1.Expresiones peyorativas o exclamaciones con una propuesta de traducción 

En este caso, se mantiene la traducción al inglés, sin agregar verbos, ya que la 

mayoría responde a saludos o exclamaciones y gracias a las oraciones precedentes 

unidas al contexto permiten su clara comprensión. 
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Cuadro 1. Expresiones peyorativas, exclamaciones y saludos con una propuesta 

de traducción. 

Expresiones peyorativas, exclamaciones y saludos: Traducción al inglés 

¡Londres, Londres! London, London! 

Caramba: un estornudo. A sneeze! 

Adiós amigo. Good bye, pal! 

Adiós, amigazo. Bye, my friend! 

Borregos. Sheep people. 

Indios. Indians. 

Fuente: datos recolectados de la propia investigación 

3.1.2. Expresiones peyorativas con dos o más propuestas de traducción 

Acontinuación, se exponen algunas frases y expresiones peyorativas, a las 

cuales se plantean dos o más propuestas para su traducción. En negrita aparece la 

frase que fue la opción que se tomó para la traducción. 

Cuadro 2. Expresiones peyorativas con dos propuestas de traducción. 

Expresiones peyorativas Traducción - Propuesta 1 Traducción - Propuesta 2 

Carneros degollados. good-for-nothing 
useless  
worthless 
 

These people are good for 
nothing; ...These people are 
useless 
These people are worthless 

Carneros Sheep people They are sheep 
They are sheep people / They 
are like sheep 

Burros de carga Workhorses They are workhorses 

Chupamedias Sycophant He is a sycophant. 

Picapleitos Swindler! He is a swindler! 

Ciudad de mierda. Rotten city. This is a rotten city. 

Fuente: datos recolectados de la propia investigación 



 132 

3.2. Oracionesnominalescon dos propuestas de traducción 

En este apartado, se muestran frases descriptivas sin verbo, a las que se le dan 

dos propuestas de traducción. Las frases elegidas y que se incluyeron en la traducción 

son las que aparecen en negrita. 

Cuadro 3.Oraciones nominales con dos propuestas de traducción. 

Frases sin verbo  Traducción - Propuesta 1 Traducción -Propuesta 2 

Seis campanadas en el reloj de 
pie. 

Six bell strokes from the 
grandfather clock. 

Six bell strokes come from the 
grandfather clock.  

La alfombra suave.  This soft rug. I am stepping on the soft rug. 

El tic-tac insoportable. The unbearable tic-toc The tic-toc is unbearable./ 
I cannot stand the tic-toc. 

La ronquera del diariero. The paperboy’s hoarse 
voice. 

The paperboy has a hoarse 
voice. / I hear the paperboy’s 
hoarse voice. 

Marcha atrás: una seda Reverse gear: so smooth! Reverse drive: feels so 
smooth! 

San Lorenzo contra 
Independiente 

San Lorenzo against 
Independiente. 

San Lorenzo plays the 
Independiente team. 

Reyes, tradición, las inglesas de 
senos puntiagudos.  

Kings, tradition, English 
women with sharp-pointed 
breasts. 

There are Kings, traditions, 
English women with sharp-
pointed breasts. 

Poca gente en las calles. Few people on the streets. There are few people on the 
streets.  

Tal vez un tecito. Perhaps a cup of tea.  Maybe I’ll have a cup of tea. 

Una hembraza: esa fuerza de 
voluntad. 

A tempting woman: this will 
power! 

A tempting woman: what a will 
power I have! 

Mi segundo hogar: un asquito 
soportable. 

My second home: a bearable 
little disgust. 

This is my second home: a 
bearable little disgust. 

Mi viejo colegio de los curas. My old Priests’ School.  There is my old Priests’ 
School.  

El bufete: “e hijo” The lawyer’s office: “...and 
Son.” 

The lawyer’s office will say: 
“...and Son.” 
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Diez escalones…¿diez?, ¿o 
doce? 

Ten stairs...Ten, or twelve? There are then stairs...Ten or 
twelve? 

Gente joven, carajo. Young people, what a waste! They are young people. What 
a waste! 

La estufa eléctrica. The electric heater. There is the electric heater. 

Papeles.  Papers. There are papers.  

El forro de seda tornasol. The bluish-violet silk lining. It has a bluish-violet silk 
lining.  

Este olor.  This smell.  I feel a bad smell. 

Agua sucia Dirty water. It is dirty water.  

Diez escalones Ten stairs. There are ten stairs. / I count 
ten stairs.  

Un mangazo, seguro. Money, for sure.  She will certainly ask for 
money. 

Alguna sirvienta de mis padres Perhaps one of my parent’s 
servants. 

She must have been one of 
my parent’s servants, maybe.  

Hace calor: el cielo encapotado. It’s hot: the clouded sky.  It’s hot: the sky is clouded 
over. 

Cierta popularidad A certain degree of popularity. One enjoys a certain degree 
of popularity.  

Una hembra perfecta, A perfect female.  She was a perfect female. 

Los pechos de la mujer The woman’s breasts. I look at the woman’s breasts. 

El colegio a mis espaldas The high school behind me. The high school is behind me.  

Una isla, sí, la gran puta. The island, yes. Jesus! The island, yes, I remember! 
Oh, Lord! 

Esta amargura sobre la lengua. This sour taste on my tongue. I feel a sour taste on my 
tongue.  

La humedad de mis axilas. My armpits’ moisture. My armpits are wet. 

El calor... The heat... This heat... 
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Quinientos pesos. Five hundred pesos. I take out five hundred pesos. 

Los Oviedo: homicidio por 
imprudencia. 

The Oviedos: a negligent 
homicide. 

The Oviedos: it was a 
negligent homicide. 

Si, en la costa, sobre los 
cascotes húmedos, al anochecer.  

Yeah, on the coast, on the 
humid rocks, at dusk. 
 

Yes, we did it on the coast, 
on the humid rocks, at 
dusk. 

Su cuerpo de diosa... Her goddess body… She had a goddess body... 

Esas arrugas secas. Those dried wrinkles. She has dried wrinkles. 

Aquellos días de sol, la Facultad 
luego, las risas 

Those sunny days, the 
university, the laughing. 

Those were sunny days: the 
university and the laughing. 

Tiempos tontos pero dulces al fin 
y al cabo 

Foolish times, but sweet 
after all. 

Those were foolish times, but 
sweet after all.  

Tiempos locos Crazy times. Those were crazy times.  

Una seda. Soft as silk.  Mine feels as silk.  

Seiscientos pesos: cigarrillos.  Six hundred pesos: 
cigarettes 

Six hundred pesos: just to buy 
cigarettes.  

Este clima inestable This unstable weather.  This weather is always 
unstable.  

Ciudad de mierda. Rotten city.  This is a rotten city. 

Poco tránsito en las calles Few cars on the streets. There are few cars on the 
streets. 

La suavidad de la puerta The soft door. I love the softness of this 
door. 

Mi verdadero mundo My real world.  This is my real world. 

Las flores a punto de explotar.  The flowers: about to bloom. The flowers are about to 
bloom. 

Fuente: datos recolectados de la propia investigación 
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3.2.1 Oraciones nominales con dos propuestas de traducción en contexto 

A continuación,se muestran algunos ejemplos en contexto de los ejemplos 

citados en el cuadro anterior. En negrita estará la opción elegida en su traducción.  

Cuadro 4. Ejemplo 1. Oración nominalen contextocon dos opciones de 

traducción. 

Frases sin verbo  Traducción - Propuesta 1 Traducción - Propuesta 2 

Aún conservo las imágenes de 
Prometeo encadenado. Estoy 
cruzando la sala. Seis 
campanadas en el reloj de pie. 
Este olor a muebles nuevos 
me embriaga. El teatro griego 
es un poco denso quizás 
fastidioso, pero debo 
conocerlo. La alfombra suave. 
El tic-tic-tic que me desvela… 

I still remember the images of 
Prometheus Bound. I am crossing 
the living room. Six bell strokes 
from the grandfather clock. This 
smell of brand new furniture 
fascinates me. Greek theater is 
somewhat long, perhaps tedious, 
but I have to get to know about it. 
The soft rug. The tick-tock, tick-
tock that keeps me awake… 

I still remember the images of 
Prometheus Bound. I am crossing 
the living room. Six bell strokes 
come from the grandfather clock. 
This smell of brand new furniture 
fascinates me. Greek theater is 
somewhat long, perhaps tedious, 
but I have to get to know about it. 
I am stepping on the soft rug. The 
tick-tock, tick-tock that keeps me 
awake… 

Fuente: datos recolectados de la propia investigación 

En este caso se optó por dejar las frases en inglés sin verbo, ya que el contexto 

da una clara información acerca de lo que ocurre. El lector de la lengua inglesa se dará 

cuenta y comprenderá las frases, dado el contexto. Se optó por esta propuesta, 

además, para poder mantener el estilo del autor. 

Cuadro 5. Ejemplo 2. Oración nominalen contexto con dos opciones de 

traducción. 

Frases sin verbo  Traducción - Propuesta 1 Traducción - Propuesta 2 

… He tratado con respeto al 
diariero. La máquina eléctrica 
ahorra tiempo, afeita mejor y evita 
las raspaduras. ¿Cómo hacían 
para llegar volando hasta la roca? 
Los placeres y el periódico a la 
vuelta, después de almorzar. La 
ronquera del diariero.  

… I was kind to the paperboy. 
The electric machine saves time; 
it shavesbetter and avoids 
scratches How were they able to 
fly to that rock? Pleasure and the 
newspaper, when I get back, 
after lunch. The paperboy’s 
hoarse voice. 

… I was kind to the paperboy. 
The electric machine saves 
time; it shavesbetter and 
avoids scratches How were 
they able to fly to that rock? 
Pleasure and the newspaper, 
when I get back, after lunch. 
The paperboy has a hoarse 
voice. 
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Fuente: datos recolectados de la propia investigación 

Al igual que en el ejemplo anterior, como en el texto se venía hablando del 

diariero, incluso desde el párrafo que precede al del ejemplo, el lector yaestá más 

familiarizado con el personaje. Además, la narración viene mostrando desde antes este 

tipo de frases sin verbo, por lo tanto, se mantiene la oración sin verbo al traducirse al 

inglés. 

Cuadro 6. Ejemplo 3. Expresión sin verbo en contexto con dos opciones de 

traducción. 

Frases sin verbo  Traducción - Propuesta 1 Traducción - Propuesta 2 

Ahí viene el tipo de la eterna 
sonrisita. San Lorenzo contra 
Independiente. Chupamedias. 
Me saluda:  
 
- Buenos días, doctor. 
 
-¿Qué dice el hombre? - le 
respondo.  

Here comes that fellow with his 
endless little smile. San Lorenzo 
play the Independienteteam. 
Sycophant: 

“Good morning, Doctor,” he 
greets me. 

“How do you do?” I answer. 

Here comes that fellow with his 
endless little smile. San 
Lorenzo play the 
Independienteteam. He is a 
Sycophant. He greets me: 

“Good morning, Doctor.”  

“How do you do?” I answer. 

Fuente: datos recolectados de la propia investigación 

En este ejemplo, dejamos nuevamente la frase sin verbo. En este caso, luego de 

la palabra “Sycophant”, se ponen dos puntos y luego lo que dice el personaje, dando a 

entender, con la utilización de estos signos de puntuación, que “sycophant” se refiere a 

ese personaje que es el que habla, de esta manera no se necesita explicitar con el 

verbo: “he is a sycophant” Y de esta manera se puede seguir manteniendo esta palabra 

en inglés, al igual que en español, es decir, sin verbo.  
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3.2.2 Oraciones nominales y preposicionales sin verbo con una propuesta de 

traducción con verbo. 

A continuación, se presentan las frases a las que fue necesario introducirle 

un verbo para su comprensión en la lengua meta.  

Cuadro 7.Oraciones nominales y preposicionalessin verbo con una opción de 

traducción con verbo. 

Frases sin verbo en español Frases traducidas con verbo en inglés 
El sol apenas. The sun is just rising. 
¡La trompa de la negra! How thick this Indian’s lips are! 
Los placeres y el periódico a la vuelta, después de 
almorzar. 

Pleasure and the newspaper, when I get back, 
after lunch. 

Ojos claros, pechos interesantes, duros al parecer. Light colored eyes, interesting breasts that seem 
firm. 

Fuente: datos recolectados de la propia investigación 

Nótese que los primeros dos ejemplos corresponden a frases nominales. En el 

tercer ejemplo tenemos dos frases (subrayadas en el ejemplo), la primera corresponde 

a una frase nominal a la cual, al ser traducida, requiere de un verbo, y la segunda, se 

mantiene como frase preposicional en inglés. Y en el cuarto ejemplo es una frase 

descriptiva con adjetivos que finaliza con una frase preposicional: “al parecer”, que al 

traducirse en inglés se elimina la preposición y se cambia por un verbo. 

3.3. Verbo pretérito perfecto y pretérito imperfecto en “El hombre, el perro y la 

noche” 

A continuación, se presenta un cuadro con los verbos utilizados en El hombre, el 

perro y la noche. En las primeras dos columnas están los verbos que aparecen en el 

original como pretérito imperfecto, en la segunda columna, la traducción al inglés de 
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dicho verbo. La tercera columna muestra los verbos en pretérito perfecto y la última 

columna su traducción al inglés. 

Cuadro 8. Verbos pretérito perfecto simple y pretérito imperfecto en El hombre, el 
perro y la noche y su traducción al inglés. 

Pretérito imperfecto Traducción al inglés Pretérito perfecto Traducción al inglés 

Caminaba Was walking Alargó stretched 
Tenía…clavados Were glued Olió smelled 
Parpadeaban Blinked Inspiró inhaled 
Avanzaba  Went forward Vomitó (el aire) Blew (the air) out 
Significaba meant Pensó thought 
Traducía Was translated Giró turned 
Tiritaba Was shivering Pasó Passed  
Implicaba included Levantó Perked up 
Hallaba was Miraron stared 
Estaba was Agachó Bent down 
Preguntaba wondered Movió wagged 
Venía Was coming Caminó walked 
(No) discurría Did not think Vio saw 
Miraban looked Oyó heard 
Cobraban became Quedó remained 
Sentía felt Hizo made 
Existía existed Acercó came 
(No) saltaba Did not jump Interpretó(mal) misunderstood 
(No) ladraba Did not bark Alejó Walked away 
(No) corría Did not run Arrojó Flung away 
Aguardaba waited Quitó Took off 
Agitaba Was shaking Aferró gripped 
Recrudecía Was getting worse Advirtió realized 
(No) llegaba Was not coming Retrocedió Backed away 
Pensaba Thought Concentró Focused 
Sabía Knew    

Fuente: datos recolectados de la propia investigación 
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3.3.1. Pretérito imperfecto traducido como pasado progresivo y pasado simple 

En el caso de El hombre, el perro y la noche, se tradujeron los verbos 

pretéritos imperfectos por el pasado progresivo en inglés. En el caso de los verbos de 

no acción, se los tradujo con el pasado simple del inglés. 

Cuadro 9. El hombre, el perro y la noche. Traducción del pretérito imperfecto. 

Oración original Oración traducida 

“El hombre caminaba boulevard abajo”. The man was walking down the boulevard. 
“Pensaba que el puente se le estaba acercando, 
que venía a su encuentro como un amigo”. 

He thought the bridge was approaching him; 
that it was coming to him, like a friend.  

“Sentía la existencia del frío, pero sabía sin saberlo 
que también existía lo otro, el contrario”. 

He felt the existence of the cold, but he knew 
without knowing that its opposite also existed.  

Fuente: datos recolectados de la propia investigación 

 

3.3.2. Pretérito perfecto traducido como pasado simple. 

Por otro lado, los verbos simples del pretérito perfecto en español, se tradujeron 

como pasado simple en inglés.  

Cuadro 10. El hombre, el perro y la noche. Traducción del pretérito perfecto 

simple. 

Oración original Oración traducida 

“Pensó ‘formaré parte del agua e iré con el agua por 
ahí.’” 

He thought: “I will be part of the river and will 
move around with the water.” 

“El perro olió al hombre, después se miraron 
fijamente, los dos”. 

The dog sniffed the man, then, they both stared 
at each other. 

“El hombre concentró sus pensamientos”. The man focused on his thoughts.  
Fuente: datos recolectados de la propia investigación 

En cuanto a las frases sin verbo, a pesar que en inglés no se encuentran frases 

nominales sin ser cláusulas que están unidas a una oración con verbo, se logró, 
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gracias al contexto, mantener la mayor parte de oraciones sin verbo en su traducción al 

inglés. Es muy posible que esto resulte un tanto extraño al lector de la lengua inglesa, 

sin embargo, esa extrañeza es parte de lo que el lector recibirá como producto de otra 

cultura.  

Con relación a los verbos pretérito imperfecto y pretérito perfecto, no se logró 

mantener una equiparación, debido a la ausencia de un verbo pretérito imperfecto en 

inglés. Al tener que emplear otros recursos para dar la idea de ese tiempo verbal, el 

efecto que se muestra en el original de alternancia de verbos que dan sensación de 

agilidad y otros que dan la sensación de algo más lento, no se logra mantener en el 

texto traducido.  

3.4. El sujeto tácito 

A continuación, se presenta un cuadro con numerosos ejemplos del sujeto tácito 

presentes en Perfecto. En la primera columna se muestran frases en el español 

original, y en la segunda columna, su traducción con la incorporación del sujeto 

explícito. 

Cuadro 11. Traducción del sujeto tácito 

Sujeto tácito en el texto original Sujeto explícito en el texto traducido 

Aún conservo las imágenes de… I still remember the images of… 

Algún día hablaré con mi hijo de… Someday I will tell my son about the… 

Tengo que acordarme de llamar… I must remember to call… 

Tengo el rostro perfectamente bien rasurado. My face is perfecly clean-shaven. 

¿Cómo hacían para llegar volando hasta ahí? How were they able to fly to that rock? 

Ando ágilmente… I walk lightly… 

He tapado a Luciana… I have covered Luciana… 

Abro el portón… I open the garage door. 

Duerme con una pierna afuera. She sleeps with one leg out. 
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Lo hago andar un rato. I run the engine for a while. 

Es una vergüenza cómo tiran los tachos de 
basura. 

It is a shame the way the garbage people trhow 
out the trash cans.  

No fumaré en toda la mañana. I won’t smoke this morning.  

…cuando usa tacos altos. …when she wears high heels. 

Me saluda He greets me. 

Le respondo. I answer. 

Me mira. He looks at me. 

Esperanzado… He is hopeful… 

¿Serán calientes en la cama? Iwonder whether they’re hot in bed.  

Retrocedo. I back up.  

Tengo la boca seca. My mouth is dry. 

Van metidos en sus sobretodos… They walk along huddled inside their coats… 

¿Estaré por resfriarme? Am I getting a cold? 

Después hablan de comunismo… And then they talk about communism… 

Voy con la ventanilla abierta… The car window is open… 

Tiene de todo, hace lo que le pido. She has everything, she does anything I ask for. 

Será abogado… He will be a lawyer… 

Visten como camioneros… They’re dressed like truck drivers… 

Parece que lo hicieran a propósito. It’s as if they did it on purpose.  

Parecía enfermera. She seemed to be a nurse.  

Cuarentona era. That sensuous lady was in her forties. 

…hay que darse una ducha… …one needs to take a shower… 

Lo cuelgo de la percha y meto los guantes en el 
bolsillo. 

I put the coat on the hanger and the gloves inside 
its pockets. 

Le repito tres veces al muchacho que no, que ya 
están lustrados. 

Three times I have to say “no” to the boy; they are 
already polished. 

Es joven… She is young… 

Ha dicho ah, nada más.  She says nothing but “oh.” 

Son vivísimas. These women are very clever! 

Tiene los labios gruesos, se babea. He has thick lips, he is drooling. 

Permanece parado sobre el estribo. He keeps on standing on the car’s running board. 

…y le toco la cabeza. …I pat his head. 
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Si se lavaran… If she washed herself… 

Vuelve a interrogarme. She asks me again,… 

Quisiera terminar bien el día. I would like to end the day well. 

La observo… I watch her… 

Juega con las manos, las retuerce. She plays with her hands, twists them. 

Almorzamos a las trece y treinta… We have lunch at one thirty… 

Niega. She shakes her head. 

Me revienta la mirada idiota… I hate the foolish stare… 

No quisiera perder el humor. I wouldn’t like to lose my good humor. 

Aunque me lo jure… Even if you swear to me… 

Quiero decir que jamás olvido una cara. What I mean is that I never forget a face. 

Ahora llora… Now she is crying… 

…como la llamábamos. …as we used to call her. 

Iba descalza… She used to go barefoot… 

Tenía los talones negros y duros. Her heels were hard and dark.  

…nos tenía chiflados.  We were crazy about her… 

...a veces me consulta... …he sometimes consults me… 
Fuente: datos recolectados de la propia investigación 

Como habrá podido notarse, en algunos casos al realizar la traducción se 

recurrió a la modulación. Por ejemplo: “Voy con la ventanilla abierta”, en esta oración el 

sujeto es el narrador, sin embargo, la traducción dice: “The car window is open”, y el 

sujeto es la ventana del carro. También puede apreciarse que en inglés queda más 

claro a qué o quién se refiere ese sujeto. Por ejemplo, en la frase “Ahora llora…” ¿a 

quién se refiere? ¿Al niño, a la mujer? o “…A veces me consulta…” ¿La mujer, el 

abogado? Es importante para el traductor notar cómo el inglés permite que este tipo de 

texto puede dar una idea más clara que el español, al romper con la ambigüedad.  
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3.5. El personaje 

A continuación, se presentan los cambios que se realizaron en Perfecto con 

relación al vocabulario utilizado por el personaje. En la columna de la izquierda, está la 

frase original, en la columna del centro, la primera versión de la traducción, y en la 

tercera columna está la segunda versión, que es la versión definitiva de la traducción. 

En negrita están marcados los cambios que se hicieron.  

Cuadro 12. Muestra de cambios de la primera versión a la segunda versión de 
Perfecto 

Texto original Traducción - Primera versión Traducción - Segunda versión 

El teatro griego es un poco 
denso, quizás fastidioso, pero 
debo conocerlo. 

Greek theater is somewhat long, 
perhaps tedious, but I have to 
get to know about it. 

Greek theater is somewhat long, 
perhaps tedious, but I must 
become knowledgeable on the 
subject. 

-No, gracias -le digo al diariero-, 
tiralo por debajo de la puerta. 

“No thanks,” I say to the 
paperboy, “throw it under the 
door.” 

“No, thank you,” I say to the 
paperboy, “slide it under the 
door.” 

He tratado con respeto al 
diariero. 

I was good to the paperboy. I was kind to the paperboy. 

Ando ágilmente aun con toda 
esta ropa. 

I walk lightly, still wearing all 
these clothes. 

I walk lightly, even under all 
these layers of clothes. 

Es una vergüenza como tiran 
los tachos de basura. 

It is a shame the way they 
throw the trash cans. 

It is a shame the way the 
garbage people throw out the 
trashcans. 

Ahí viene el tipo de la eterna 
sonrisita.  

Here comes that guy with his 
endless little smile.  

Here comes that fellow with his 
endless little smile.  

Chupamedias. Me saluda:  

-Buenos días, doctor. 

Boot-licker: 
“Good morning, Doctor,” he 
greets me. 

Sycophant:  
“Good morning, Doctor,” he 
greets me.  

Esperanzado porque tuve la 
maldita ocurrencia de alzarlo 
una vez.  

He’s hopeful because I once had 
the damn idea to give him a 
ride. 

He is hopeful because I once 
had the unfortunate idea of 
giving him a ride. 

Este idiota siempre repite lo This idiot’s always saying the This fool always says the same. 
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mismo. same thing.  

Es bueno dormir por lo menos 
ocho horas seguidas.  

You need to sleep at least eight 
hours nonstop. 

One needs to sleep at least 
eight hours nonstop. 

Tal vez un tecito. Maybe a cup of tea. Perhaps a cup of tea. 

Voy con la ventanilla abierta de 
todos modos. 

The car window is open, 
anyway. 

The car window is open, 
anyhow. 

El aire frío y puro es bueno para 
los pulmones y el sexo. 

Pure and cold air is good for 
lungs and sex.  

Pure and cold air is beneficial 
to lungs and sex.  

El portafolio está lleno de 
expedientes. 

The portfolio is full of files.  The portfolio is replete with files. 

Mamita, esa mujer me clava la 
vista… 

Cute chick! That woman eyes 
are glued on me… 

What an attractive woman! Her 
eyes are fixed on me… 

Es perjudicial 
acostumbrarseal geniol. 

It is not good to get used 
toGenioles. 

Getting used to Genioles is 
detrimental to health. 

Una hembraza: esa fuerza de 
voluntad! 

A sexy woman: this will power. A tempting woman: this will 
power! 

En Santa Fe unose tira un 
pedo y se entera todo el mundo. 

In Santa Fe you fart, and 
everybody has got to know about 
it.  

In Santa Fe one coughs, and 
everybody knows about it. 

Gente joven, carajo. Young people, damn it! Young people, what a waste! 

…un cuerpazo. Entro a dejar 
mis cosas. 

What a bod! I go in to leave my 
stuff. 

What avoluptuous body! I go in 
to leave my things.  

Cuarentona era.  She was in her forties.  That sensuous lady was in her 
forties.  

Lo que pasa es quehay que 
darse una ducha todas las 
mañanas para evitar el frío.  

The problem is you need to 
take a shower every morning to 
avoid the cold.  

The problem isthat one needs 
to take a shower every morning 
to avoid the cold.  

No me explicocómopueden 
tragar esos bizcochos 
grasientos. 

I don’tunderstand how these 
people herecan swallow those 
greasy bizcochos. 

I cannot understand how these 
employees are able to swallow 
those greasy bizcochos. 

Le repito tres veces al 
muchacho que no… 

Three times I say “no” to the 
boy...  

Three times I have to say “no” 
to the boy… 

Esta gente insiste e insiste 
como si uno fuera un idiota. 

These people insist over and 
over as if you were an idiot. 

These people insist over and 
overas if one were a fool.  

Son dos: ella y un niño. They’re two: a woman and a 
boy. 

They are two: a woman and a 
boy. 

Le digo que sí, que soy yo I tell her, yes, that’s me. I tell he yes, I am myself. 
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mismo. 

Un mangazoseguro. She’ll ask for money, for sure. She will certainly ask for 
money. 

Debe tener un olor abajo.  She must stink down there.  She must reek down there.  

Ha dicho ah, nada más.  She has just said “oh.” She says nothing but “oh”.  

Son vivísimas. They ’revery clever! These women are very clever! 

El niño me mira con expresión 
estúpida… 

The boy is looking at me with a 
stupid expression… 

The boy is looking at me with a 
fool expression… 

Alguna sirvienta de mis padres. One of my parents’ servants, 
maybe. 

Perhaps one of my parents’ 
servants.  

Me enfurece alterar el orden de 
mis hábitos. 

It drives me madwhen my 
habits are altered. 

I get furious when my habits are 
altered.  

Me revienta la mirada idiota… I hate that idiot stare… I hate the foolish stare… 

Borregos. Idiots. Sheep people.  

¿Qué dice esta infeliz? What is she saying, this fool? What is this wretch saying? 

Soy muy fisonomista. Quiero 
decir quejamás olvido una 
cara. 

I have a good memory for 
faces. I never forget them! 

I have an accurate recollection 
of faces. What I mean is thatI 
never forget a face. 

...como la llamábamos. … like we used to call her. …aswe used to call her. 

Una isla, sí, la gran puta. An island, yes, damn it! An island yes. Jesus! 
Picapleitos.  Shyster! Swindler! 
… yo la trataba bien.  …I was good to her. ...I was kind to her. 
Había un olor asqueroso a 
pescado descompuesto. 

There was this rotten fish 
stink.  

There was a reek of rotten fish.  

El mocoso terminará por 
rayarme la puerta. 

The little brat will end up 
scratching the door.  

The child will end up scratching 
the door.  

Ciudadde mierda. Shit city. Rotten citty.  
Fuente: datos recolectados de la propia investigación 

Estos cambios se hicieron con el objeto de hacer llegar al lector meta, la imagen 

de un hombre de clase social alta, que utiliza un lenguaje sofisticado, que lo hace 

“pertenecer” a ese estatus. En español, aunque el vocabulario que utiliza el personaje 

es más vulgar, este no afecta a la imagen que da el personaje al lector 
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hispanohablante. Sin embargo, para el inglés, el utilizar palabras vulgares, da la idea 

de que el personaje pertenece a un estrato socio económico inferior. 
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Aportes 

El aporte de esta traducción, y este trabajo al campo de la traducción literaria es 

que, aunque los cuentos que se traduzcan sean diferentes y cada traductor literario 

cuente con su propio método, el proceso llevado a cabo puede ser de ayuda para otros 

traductores, y estudiantes. Puede haber situaciones en las cuales las tablas elaboradas 

en este trabajo podrían servir de guía para que el traductor pueda observarmás 

claramente las opciones con que cuenta y así poder decidir cuál de ellas es preferible 

utilizar en cada situación.  

Este trabajo le podrá ayudar a los estudiantes de la Maestría en Traducción 

interesados en el campo de la traducción literaria, por el tema que trata en cuanto a la 

traducción del efecto. Asimismo, por el análisis y tratamiento que se le da al personaje. 

Se abren las puertas a los estudiantes y profesionales de la traducción literaria, para 

que estos temas sigan siendo investigados. 

Por otro lado, en este proyectose realizó un trabajo de traducción inversa, el cual 

es una ardua tarea, ya que no se traduce hacia la propia lengua, y esto trae una serie 

de dificultades que el traductor no podrá enfrentar sólo. Sin embargo, se intenta dar 

realce a este tipo de traducción, ya que es posiblemente una de las mayores 

posibilidades que contamos, sobre todo en Costa Rica, de poder dar a conocer a 

nuestros autores a lectores de habla inglesa, de distintas nacionalidades, ya que el 

inglés es un idioma que se domina en casi todo el mundo, así lo comenta María M. De 

la Cruz Trainorquien, en un artículo publicado en Trans, revista de traductología, doce 

que la traducción inversa, esademásuna opción en este mundo globalizado y en el que 

el inglés es un idioma leído no sólo por nativos hablantes del inglés, sino por personas 
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de todo el mundo.(De la Cruz Trainor, 2004). La traducción inversa posibilita, por un 

lado, transmitir de “primera mano” el conocimiento directo y significado de los pequeños 

matices y detalles de nuestra cultura y lengua, y por otro, formar traductores 

competentes, con un conocimiento mucho más profundo de la lengua meta, que el que 

habitualmente tiene un traductor, lo cual incidirá en la generación de traductores de 

mayor calidad. 

Problemas o limitantes 

Durante el desarrollo de este trabajo nos encontramos con algunos problemas y 

limitaciones. En un principio se quiso buscar, dentro de los temas propuestos, un hilo 

conductor que nos sirviera para realizar el análisis de los seis cuentos traducidos, sin 

embargo, dadas las características de cada cuento, y sus particularidades estilísticas, 

eso fue imposible. Por otro lado, para hacer un análisis de ese tipo se habría requerido 

de un mayor plazo de tiempo. De todos modos, al inicio se planteó estudiar los verbos 

también en La niña y el viento que comparte características similares a las de El 

hombre, el perro y la noche, y analizar los verbos utilizados en Los amigos por 

presentar características muy particulares en su uso. Pero para poder realizar el trabajo 

de manera más concisa, la tarea se concentró solamente en los dos cuentos 

propuestos.  

Con respecto a la ambigüedad, que es uno de los mayores problemas con que 

la traductora tuvo que enfrentarse, ya que, si la ambigüedad era uno de los efectos 

pretendidos en el texto original, en el texto traducido, se pierde ese efecto. Sin 

embargo, la traductora tomó como decisión fundamental del cuento Perfecto, no su 

ambigüedad, sino la imagen del personaje, el tratamiento del mismo, a través del 
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vocabulario que emplea.En este caso, se cambió un efecto por otro. De todos modos, 

habría que haber buscado la forma de mantener la ambigüedad en el texto traducido 

por otros medios, ya que el sujeto iba a tener que aparecer porque es requisito de la 

lengua inglesa.  

Como pudo verse, no siempre se pudo mantener oraciones sin verbo en el texto 

traducido, sin embargo, se logró colocar una gran cantidad de frases de este tipo en la 

traducción.  

Recomendaciones 

Como recomendaciones, en primer lugar, se plantea la sugerencia a nivel 

universitario de dar mayores herramientas para posibilitar la traducción en equipo, con 

el afán de formar traductores hacia ambas lenguas. En la vida real, se nos presentarán 

situaciones en las que tendremos que enfrentarnos a la traducción inversa. Creo que, 

aunque lo ideal es poder traducir a la propia lengua, no podemos cerrarnos a las 

posibilidades que nos da esta profesión. Sí considero que, de realizar una traducción a 

la inversa, sea de un texto literario como de otro texto, debe realizarse de manera 

responsable, en equipo, lo ideal sería que se pueda contar con la participación de 

filólogos y/o traductores nativos de ambas lenguas para poder realizar traducciones de 

calidad. Lo que se pretende es no sólo que se traduzca para los países angloparlantes, 

sino hacer llegar las traducciones a otras culturas del mundo, ya que el inglés es un 

idioma prácticamente universal.  

Para la traducción de un texto literario no sólo es necesario haber leído al autor 

del texto a traducir, sino que se requiere estar empapado de la cultura del texto de 

partida. Hay que conocer bien el lenguaje, y su cultura, sólo así se podrá transmitir la 
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misma a través del texto. Para esto lo ideal es que el traductor literario haya tenido 

contacto directo con esa cultura, haya tenido la oportunidad de vivir en el país del texto 

de origen, para captar su esencia.  

Es importante plantear la necesidad de difundir la literatura costarricense al 

mundo. Y aunque aquí vivimos en nuestra cultura y tenemos elementos de sobra para 

comprenderla, la tarea de hacer llegar nuestra literatura a la lengua extranjerano debe 

hacerse únicamente mediante la traducción inversa, sino que puede buscarse apoyo de 

traductores nativos hablantes del inglés, que vivan en nuestra cultura y estén 

dispuestos a brindar su aporte en este sentido.  

En cuanto al uso de los verbos, se pueden generar más estudios donde se 

propongan varias opciones válidas para su traducción. No es conveniente en la 

traducción literaria tener un manual de cómo traducir los verbos ya que cada historia 

por traducir, es un mundo y tendrá sus desafíos propios, pero generar tablas con 

propuestas de traducción puede llegar a ser una herramienta que le permita al traductor 

analizar y optar por la propuesta que considere más conveniente para su texto, incluso 

a plantearse la posibilidad de crear su propia tabla con su propio sistema.  

Con respecto al tratamiento del personaje, creo que a partir de lo propuesto por 

Christiane Nord, se puede ampliar el estudio de los personajes, y su “traducción”, como 

una nueva manera de concebir al personaje, dada la significación que este tiene en el 

texto literario. Este campo todavía puede ser analizado y trabajado en el campo de la 

traducción literaria.  
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Apéndice 1 

Cuestionario 1 
 
Preguntas: 

A. Estructura del cuento: 
 

1- Después de leer el texto traducido: 

a. ¿Hay algo que le pareció extraño en cuanto a la forma en que está narrado el 
cuento? 
 
Al principio, me pareció extraño en inglés, principalmente por el desorden de 
las ideas, en lo que se llama “stream of consciousness” en inglés. En ciertos 
momentos no entendí a qué se refería un pronombre, por ejemplo. 

 b. Como habrá notado, hay varias frases sin verbo: 

  i. ¿Cómo le resultaron esas frases? 

  No me afectó tanto la falta del verbo, como la confusión del sujeto. 

  ii. ¿Le fue fácil seguir la narración con esas frases? 

  Como menciono arriba, la falta de verbo no me confundió.  

  iii. ¿Pudo comprender a qué se referían las frases en relación al contexto del  

  cuento? 

  A veces no, por los sujetos. 

2- Por favor, anote aquí sus comentarios o sugerencias. 

  Realmente no sé cómo solucionar esto de todo, ya que algunas ideas son 
muy largos de su inicio, como la cuarentona, que yo ya había olvidado cuando la 
mencione de nuevo. En la mayoría de los casos, no obstante, se acostumbra uno al 
ritmo. 

B. Personaje: 

1- Luego de haber leído tanto el texto traducido como el original: 

a. ¿El personaje principal (el que narra) le resultó igual al del original? Explique. 
 
No igual, porque mi imagen de una persona que usa frases “slang” en inglés 
es diferente a la imagen de la persona que las usa en español.  
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 b. Si tuviera que ubicar a este personaje de cada cuento (original y traducido), dentro de 
un estatus social, en dónde lo ubicaría? (puede seleccionar más de una respuesta según su 
impresión) 

 

 Clase media Clase media 
que aparenta 
ser de un 
estatus 
superior 

Clase media 
con 
aspiraciones a 
subir de 
estatus social 

Clase media-
alta que 
aparenta ser 
de un estatus 
superior 

Clase media-
alta con 
aspiraciones a 
subir de 
estatus social 

Clase alta 

Personaje del 
texto original 

 

 

    X 

Personaje del 
texto 
traducido 

 

 

  X   

 

c. Algún otro comentario que quiera hacer con respecto al personaje de cada versión.  

Me resulta interesante notar la diferencia entre estatus social que me imaginé. Pero 
concurre con la concepción que tengo de que el “slang” es más aceptado en la cultura 
latina en las clases altas. 

2- El vocabulario utilizado por el personaje en cada cuento,  

a. ¿Le ayudan a ver el personaje en ese estatus social en el cuál Ud. lo ubicó? 
 
Claro, como mencioné arriba. 
 
b. ¿Cómo describiría al personaje del original teniendo en cuenta el lenguaje utilizado por él?  

Una persona todavía algo joven de clase alta, quién piensa en su lenguaje de la juventud 
“loca” aún. 

c. ¿Cómo describiría al personaje de la traducción teniendo en cuenta el lenguaje utilizado por 
él? 

Una persona quien aparenta ser de clase alta, pero quien tiene una falta de educación 
social y modales que lo muestra no pertenecer realmente en este rango. 
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Cuestionario 2 
Preguntas: 

A. Estructura del cuento: 
 

1- Después de leer el texto traducido: 

 a. ¿Hay algo que le pareció extraño en cuanto a la forma en que está narrado el 
cuento? 

Está en forma de un monólogo interior tipo flujo de conciencia, con una mezcla del pasado, 
futuro y presente. 

 b. Como habrá notado, hay varias frases sin verbo: 

  i. ¿Cómo le resultaron esas frases? 

Me sonaron naturales para el contexto del monólogo. 

  ii. ¿Le fue fácil seguir la narración con esas frases? 

Sí. 

  iii. ¿Pudo comprender a qué se referían las frases en relación al contexto del  

  cuento? 

Sí.  

2- Por favor, anote aquí sus comentarios o sugerencias. 

B. Personaje: 

1- Luego de haber leído el texto traducido y texto el original: 

 a. ¿El personaje principal (el que narra) le resultó igual al del original? Explique. 

Visualicé muy diferente a Raquel the Indian and Raquel la negra, y sentí el narrador más 
repugnante en el original, más pomposo para decirlo así con su “Soy muy fisonomista” mientras 
en la traducción aparece como “” 

Hay unas frases un poquito excéntricas en inglés que dan un sabor más inusual al personaje 
en la traducción. También tiene una forma más sencilla de expresarse que le hace parecer 
menos intelectual. Por ejemplo: 

He tratado con respeto al diariero. = I was good to the paperboy. 

La traducción es simplificada tanto en cuanto a la gramática, el léxico y conceptualmente. 

 



 240 

 b. Si tuviera que ubicar a este personaje de cada cuento (original y traducido), dentro de 
un estatus social, en dónde lo ubicaría? (puede seleccionar más de una respuesta según su 
impresión) 

 Clase media Clase media 
que aparenta 
ser de un 
estatus 
superior 

Clase media 
con 
aspiraciones a 
subir de 
estatus social 

Clase media-
alta que 
aparenta ser 
de un estatus 
superior 

Clase media-
alta con 
aspiraciones a 
subir de 
estatus social 

Clase alta 

Personaje del 
texto original 

 

 

  x x  

Personaje del 
texto 
traducido 

 

 

  x x  

 

c. Algún otro comentario que quiera hacer con respecto al personaje de cada versión.  

2- El vocabulario utilizado por el personaje en cada cuento,  

a. ¿Le ayudan a ver el personaje en ese estatus social en el cual Ud. lo ubicó? 
El personaje del original convence que tiene más propiedad del estatus social al cual aspira por 
utilizar vocabulario más intelectual o educado. 

It is not good to get used to genioles = Es perjudicial acostumbrarse al geniol. 

De nuevo, en la traducción hay una leve baja de registro de complejidad y formalidad. 

b. ¿Cómo describiría al personaje del original teniendo en cuenta el lenguaje utilizado por él?  

Repugnante, auto-centrado, con muchos recursos incluyendo una buena educación, aunque 
tiene pretensiones de ir subiendo de nivel cultural y clase social. 

c. ¿Cómo describiría al personaje de la traducción teniendo en cuenta el lenguaje utilizado por 
él? 

Todas las cualidades anteriores, pero quizás con menos capacidad intelectual o menos 
educación que el personaje del original que le restan propiedad al mundo en el cual desearía 
calzar 
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Apéndice 2 

 
Primera versión al inglés de Perfecto 
 

Perfect 

I still remember the images of Prometheus Bound. I cross the living room. Six bell 

strokes from the grandfather clock. This smell of brand new furniture fascinates me. 

Greek theater is somewhat long, perhaps tedious, but I have to get to know about it. 

The soft rug. The tick-tock, tick-tock that keeps me awake. Someday I will talk with my 

son about the cothurnus. Now I close the door. I must remember to call the plumber to 

fix the bathroom faucet. Even so, I like tragedy because it exaggerates sorrow. The 

unbearable tick-tock. 

“No, thanks,” I say to the paperboy, “throw it under the door.” 

My face is perfectly clean-shaven. It will take some time for the flowers in the garden to 

open. I was good to the paperboy. The electric machine saves time; it shaves better and 

avoids scratches.How were they able to fly to that rock? Pleasure and the newspaper, 

when I get back, after lunch. The paperboy’s hoarse voice. My wife told me last night: 

Mayonesa de Pescado.16 I walk lightly, still wearing all these clothes. I covered Luciana 

while she was sleeping. I open the garage door. She was sleeping with one leg out. I 

start the car up for a while, to warm it up. I always tell her that her legs are beautiful, 

firm, two columns. It is a shame the way they throw the trash cans. I won’t smoke this 

morning. Sensual legs, especially when she wears high heels. Be careful with fog in the 

                                                        
16 Typical Argentinian cold and molded seafood dish made with rice or potatoes, olives, mayonnaise, 
sweet peppers, covered up with mayonnaise.  
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street. Reverse drive: so smooth! Lanús plays against River17 the day after tomorrow. 

London’s fog; in a few months I’ll be able to plunge into it. Tonight I’ll tell her to put them 

on and walk naked. Here comes that guy with his endless little smile. San Lorenzo 

against Independiente18. Boot-licker:  

“Good morning, Doctor,” he greets me. 

“How do you do, Sir?” I answer. 

He looks at me. London, London! Good morning.19 Don’t look at me that way, I'm not 

going to give you a ride!Kings, tradition, English women with sharp-pointed breasts.He’s 

hopeful because I once had the damn idea to give him a ride. I wonder whether they’re 

hot in bed. 

“It's gotten cold so suddenly!” 

“Right, right… hasn’t it?” 

I back up. I am in an excellent mood because I had a wonderful bowel movement. This 

idiot’s always saying the same thing. The car slides like an elf. I should have brushed 

my teeth again after breakfast. I treat that idiot and the paperboy well. I see my gloves 

grasped around the wheel. My mouth is dry. The strength I feel in my hands is 

incredible. Few people on the streets. A sneeze, my goodness! They walk along 

huddled inside their coats, very sleepy, cursing. Am I getting a cold? You need to sleep 

                                                        
17 Argentinean soccer teams. 
18 Argentinean soccer teams. 
19 Originally written in English. 
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at least eight hours nonstop. I’ll take a geniol20when I get there. These people are good 

for nothing; everyone is responsible of their own destiny. Maybe a cup of tea. And then 

they talk about communism, useless people! The car windowis open, anyway. The 

portfolio is by my side. The second one is called Seven against Thebes. Pure and cold 

air is good for lungs and sex. The portfolio is full of files.I won’t take the geniol.Maybe I 

could go to London sooner than I think. Cute chick! That woman eyes are glued on me, 

I leave her behind, good! It is not good to get used to genioles21.A sexy woman: this will 

power. I see the Palace of Justice. She probably thought that I would turn my head 

around. My second home: a bearable little disgust. I don’t want to have any adventures. 

Dirtiness bothers me, it irritates my skin. In Santa Fe you fart, and everybody has got to 

know about it22. I slow down. The early bird catches the worm. My old Priest’s School. 

With Luciana by my side, I have no need of affairs. My car will be the first to be parked. 

She’s got everything, she does anything I ask for. The sun’s just rising. Two more 

months, and I’ll be a father. The employees are arriving. One hour, more or less, for the 

cold to rise. He’ll be a lawyer, like me. They’re dressed like truck drivers. He’ll come with 

me. It’s like they did it on purpose, che.23 I cross the street. The lawyer’s office: “…and 

Son.” They are to blame for what they are. Ten stairs… Ten, or twelve? The portfolio is 

underneath my right arm. Ten. Young people, damn it! 

“Good morning, Doctor,” they tell me. 

                                                        
20 Geniol is a kind of Aspirin created in Argentina in 1927. 
21 Spanish plural for “geniol.” 
22 It would be like saying: Santa Fe is a place of gossiping. (In the USA, it would be “Peyton Place.”) 
23An Argentinean expression. It could be used at the beginning or at the end of a sentence. 
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Good morning. Good morning. Good morning. I won’t take the geniol. She seemed to 

be a nurse: What a bod! I go in to leave my stuff. The electric heater. The janitor and the 

employee respect me. Papers. The employee is shivering while I take out my coat. She 

was in her forties. The bluish-violet silk lining. The problem is you need to take a shower 

every morning to avoid the cold. This smell. But I say nothing. Nurses excite me. The 

janitor offers me some coffee. 

“No, thanks,” I tell him, “I’ve already had breakfas.” 

Dirty water. I put it on the hanger and put the gloves inside its pockets. Definitely I won’t 

take the geniol. There’s too much to be done. London. These guys piled on my desk 

depend on my signature. I don’t understand how these people here can swallow those 

greasy bizcochos24. 

“Good-bye, Doctor.” 

Good-bye. Good-bye. Good-bye. Six hours have passed, like many others. Three times 

I say “no” to the boy; they are already polished. Ten stairs. I go out. These people insist 

over and over as if you were an idiot. It is hot now. The portfolio is under my right arm. 

Be careful with motorcycles. Sunlight makes my eyes get smaller. There is someone 

near my car. I take out the keys (I have always loved this gesture of taking the keys 

out.) They’re two: a woman and a boy. 

“Excuse me…” 

                                                        
24 Bizcocho is a small, salty, and greasy kind of bakery craker. In Argentina, Public employees eat them at 
their offices, and they also drink coffee and/or mate (which is shared among 
 a group of people.)  
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I open the door, I put the portfolio inside the car, and I get in. The woman comes up to 

my window. I have no coins, I think. 

“I have no coins,” I tell her. 

She asks me if I am Doctor González. How thick this peasant’s lips are! I tell her, yes, 

that’s me. The roof of the car is hot now. She’ll ask for money, for sure. The woman lets 

out a kind of deep sigh without changing her features. I glue my eyes on her. She is 

young, with very tanned skin, worn-out. She must stink down there. She has just said 

“oh.” They’re very clever! Good bye, pal! (I move my lips because he is far away). 

“At your disposal, ma’am,” I say. 

I am considerate to everyone. The boy is looking at me with a stupid expression on his 

face, shyly smiling. He has thick lips, he is drooling. The employees are leaving. He 

keeps on standing on the car’s running board. I tell him: “Be careful not to scratch the 

door,” I pat his head.  

His mother slaps him away. She is wearing a colorful handkerchief on her head and 

rope-soled shoes. Light colored eyes, interesting breasts that seem hard. Bye, my 

friend. Bye. The peasant is not bad. If she washed herself… She asks me again, 

“Doctor González, right?” 

“Yes, yes! What’s the matter!? 

“You don’t remember me, Doctor… It’s me Raquel.” 

One of my parents’ servants, maybe. We are in the middle of a row of cars, the three of 

us. 
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“No. I honestly don’t remember you.” 

The woman hesitates. It’s hot: the sky is clouded over. I would like to end the day well. 

Let’s see. I watch her a minute: that vein in her neck that swells and beats. She plays 

with her hands, she twists them. I try to help her. 

“Do you need my services, ma’am?” 

We have lunch at one thirty o’clock, not a minute sooner, not a minute later. It drives me 

mad when my habits are altered. Order is first. She shakes her head. 

“What do you want, then?” I ask her impatiently. 

The streetcar goes by, full and heavy. At the window, people stare out. I raise my arm. 

Someone has waved to me; I do not know him. Bye. A certain degree of popularity.I 

hate that idiot stare of those people in the streetcar. I wouldn’t like to lose my good 

humor. Idiots. Now she is babbling an absurdity. What is she saying, this fool? 

“Me, ma’am?” I answer. “You must be mistaken. I do not know you. Who did you say 

you are? I can assure you I have never seen you before. Even if you swear to me, 

ma’am. I have a good memory for faces. I never forget them!” 

A few cars leave. The pavement is shining like a sheet of paper. Now she is crying with 

her head bent down. Oh, come on! 

“What’s wrong? Tell me…” 

“You used to go to the island some years ago.” she says. 
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“Yes, for sure, ma’am: to eat an asado25from time to time.” 

The portfolio is next to me. I smile at her. The woman says: “I took people across in the 

canoe.” 

There are few cars left next to the sidewalk. That agent at the corner, his face must be 

as red as fire. Wow! Now I remember: the Indian from the canoe, like we used to call 

her. She used to go barefoot, with her dress on her flesh. Now, I get serious. The 

younger boys used to masturbate in the scrubland, poking out their heads every now 

and then to look at her. My body is perspiring. The woman’s breasts. I have too many 

clothes on.  

“So?” 

“Oh, it is you… it is you, Doctor, right?” 

The cathedral clock strikes the half-hour. Wow, that happened a long time ago. The 

high school: at my back. She says, “This boy is yours.” 

My car is one of the very few still here. I look at the boy. My car seems an island. I look 

at her. I turn to the boy. I look at both sides of the street. The agent doesn’t move. An 

island, yes, damn it! 

“What in the hell are you talking about? 

“He’s yours, yours… Yours and mine!” 

                                                        
25 Argentinian typical roasted meat.  



 248 

This sour taste on my tongue. I look at the boy who’s looking at me. His eyes? Mine? 

My armpits’ moisture. I can feel a line of sweat sliding down. There are millions of eyes 

of identical color. Why don’t I just start the car and leave? The boy looks at me. 

“You are lying!” I tell her, with my most severe face. “I can make you go to jail for this!”  

My good humor, damn it! I won’t take the genioles. Now it is naptime. I hate naptime. I 

have both feet on the pedals. It is a dirty, sticky and town nap time.  

“I am not lying, sir! I swear he is ours! Ours!” 

She is wearing a dress with faded flowers and a huge ring on her left hand. The heat… I 

feel cramps in my stomach. She is crying again and I beg her to please stop. The 

portfolio is next to me. The child keeps on looking at me, I can feel it, and the shitty sun 

bursts in my eyes. I stopped looking at him. I take my wallet out with difficulty. Raquel, 

the woman, stops crying. She looks in suspense. Five hundred pesos.  

“Here you are! Is this what you wanted? Take it!” She hesitates. “Take it, I tell you!” 

The heat is getting more and more intense inside the car. I’m soaked now. She finally 

takes the money, looks at it, swallows saliva, blinks. 

“Thank you, Sir, but…” 

“But, what! What!” They are calling me from the car at my left. “One minute, doctor. Tell 

me, how old is he?” 

“He’s going on eight.”  
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“You are crazy!” I tell her voicelessly. “You’re completely crazy. After eight years you 

come to me with all this. What have you done since then, ha? Wait…” I turn around, 

“What did you say Doctor?” 

“The Oviedo brothers issue, che.” 

“Oh, yes… I’ll finish it first thing tomorrow morning” 

“I would appreciate it, Doctor.” 

“Never mind.” 

“Great, then!” 

Shyster! I am so much younger than he is. I turn around. Her eyes are irritated now. 

Even though, she sometimes checks on me: good sign. I ask her:“What did you do 

meanwhile? Tell me.” 

“You promised you would come back, but you didn’t.” 

The Oviedos: Negligent homicide. Come back, yes… Now I remember clearly. I was a 

bit drunk the first time. The bet I did with the boys. These things happen because they 

happen. Yeah, on the coast, on the humid rocks, at dusk. She had always smiled at me 

because I was good to her. There’s no color like blood mixed with mud. There was this 

rotten fish stink. I even kissed her. I smelled it later, when disgust came over me. But I 

went back many times. In school I used to think of her, and something twisted my heart. 

I used to feel cramps between my thighs. Look at her now. I possessed her in the water, 

over the acacias, on the slopes, lying on the wilderness mattress. And so, what? She 

keeps the bill in her hand. The little brat will end up scratching the door. Once, we 
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walked naked for a long while through the wilderness. I remember the fluttering of the 

ring doves in the afternoon. I had never felt so strange and sexually aroused. Her 

goddess body… One of the most compact bodies I have ever held. She seems much 

older than I. Those dried wrinkles. 

“Take, one hundred more.” 

She takes them. The child doesn’t take his eyes off me. Those sunny days, then the 

university, laughs. Little dreams that evaporate. Indian. 

“Listen,” I tell her, “I do not know you, nor do I know who you are. So, do me a favor, will 

you? You are totally confused. You cannot see me again. Do you understand? 

Silly times, but sweet after all. Crazy times. These women are capable of looking for you 

underground. The child is there. I have turned the page. Most of my old friends are little 

employees now. Dogsbodies. There’s a point after which men change and remain. 

That’s what it is to become a man. Where would society end up if responsibility lasted 

for ever? 

“No, I don’t want to see you again hereabouts! Be very careful!” 

“Yes, sir.” 

I start the car. Looking to the front I command her:“Tell him to get down from the 

running board, please.” 

She takes him off by his arm and I see the poor woman taking out a filthy handkerchief 

and wrapping the money with it. She ties it firmly: safe deposit box. I sincerely pity her, 

but there’s nothing to be done. These things happen, because. At this moment I do not 
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look at any of them. I move forward: second gear, third gear. Few cars on the streets. 

Mine feels as silk. The air dries the sweat from my forehead. The Oviedos, don’t forget! 

Seven hundred pesos: cigarettes. This unstable weather. Shit city.Every house seems 

like a refrigerator. The portfolio is by my side. Aeschylus, Sophocles, Euripides. I see 

my house. From them, I’ll go to Shakespeare. I leave the car in the shade. I get down. 

The door’s softness. My real world. Last night Luciana said: Mayonesa de Pescado. 

Good. The portfolio is underneath my right arm. The flowers: about to burst. I go in. The 

smell of new furniture fascinates me. There she is: I feel proud of her big womb. “…and 

son.” She kisses me. I tell her “We need to call the plumber to fix the bathroom faucet.” 

 

October, 1954. 

 
 

 

 

 


