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EMILIA PARDO BAZAN

Los pazos de Ulloa (1886), La Madre

(1887)- Iﬁ addition to her powerful.longer
NG‘“".’MG Pardo Bazin wrote numerous short stories col-
parratives, dry volumes—Cuentos de Marineda (1892),
Jected ‘3:11;&, las brujas (1898), Cuentos :acroproffztzo:
K Elasal;l etc.—all of which show her tremendous versatility,
Em111a Pardo Bazén (1999 ’ra.ftsmanShlPs psychological insight, unerring sus-

ffﬁg :nd, of course, vivid intelligence.

(1851-1921)

Tue Count Pardo Bazén’s only daughter, an infant
prodigy, was able to read and write at the age of four, ang
at fourteen recited long excerpts from the Bible, the Iliad,
the Divine Comedy and Don Quixote, often commenting
on aspects of these classics in essays which evidenced
keenly perceptive mind. Her early poems, written when she
was only eight, celebrated the victorious homecoming of
the Spanish troops who had been fighting in Africa, After
her marriage in 1868 she settled in Madrid, then an ex
tremely lively city, and spent her summers in her beloved
Galician countryside, During 1870-1875 she traveled ex:
tensively in Europe, becoming intimately familiar wit
English, French, Italian and German literary trends. She
knew foreign literatures better than her own, and wa
late in finally discovering the prose fiction of her Spanis
contemporaries:  especially Alarcén, Valera and Péts
Galdés, In 1879 the “Revista de Espafia” published b«
first novel, Paseyq Lépez. What especially interested b
wag th? newest literary movement, naturalism, which |
championed in hey book of criticism La cuestion polt*
tante (1883), for which she was bitterly attacked by Cath?

¢s and belateq Romantics, That she emerged victorioss ¥
Froven by hey Magnificent cycle of naturalist novels: #
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EL REVOLVER
por Emilia Pardo Bazin

Ex un acceso de confianza, de ésos que provoca Ia famili,
dad y convivencia de los balnearios, la enferma del corafy!
me refirié su mal, con todos los detalles de sofocaciones, vi
lentas palpitaciones, vértigos, sincopes, colapsos, en que ¢
ve llegar la 6iltima hora . . . Mientras hablaba, la mirk
Yo atentamente, Era una mujer como de treinta y cincod
treinta y seis afios, estropeada por el padecimiento; al mens
tal cref, aunque prolongado el examen, empecé a suponet
que hubiese algo ms4s all4 de lo fisico en su ruina, Habb

¥ s¢ expresaba, en efecto, como quien ha sufrido mucho,]

yo &€ que los males del cuerpo, generalmente, cuando 1%t
de inminente

gravedad, no bastan para producir &
Inarasmo,

ese radical abatimiento, Y, notando cémo ¥
anchag hoj

=125 hojas de los platanos, tocadas de carmin por la ma?
artistica del otofio, cafan 3

ban extendidag cug] 2
arrancar confidencj
del trinsito de Jag

n a tierra majestuosamente y g4
manos cortadas, la hice observar, P

25,° lo pasajero de todo, la melancold
cosas , , ,

—Nada e
téneam€nte na
lamahy 5 |
No ser ¢

. ! ﬂu'
da—me contest6, compﬂ?"d“endo mst‘(m,
que, no ung curiosidad, sino una comp . 3
a8 puertas de gy espiritu.—Nada es nada « al >
que nosotrog mismos convirtamos ese nada € ;
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THE REVOLVER
by Emilia Pardo Bazin

In A BURsT of confidence, one of those provoked by the
familiarity and companionship of bathing resorts, the
woman suffering from heart trouble told me about her
illness, with all the details of chokings, violent palpitations,
dizziness, fainting spells, and collapses, in which one sees
the final hour approach. . . . As she spoke, I locked her
over carefully. She was a woman of about thirty-five or
thirty-six, maimed by suffering; at least I thought so, but,
on closer scrutiny, I began to suspect that there was some-
g more than the physical in her ruin. As a matter of
fact, she spoke and expressed herself like someone who had
suffered a good deal, and I know that the ills of the body,
when not of imminent gravity, are usually not enough to
Produce such a wasting away, such extreme dejection.
nd, noting how the broad leaves of the plane tree, touched
With carmine by the artistic hand of autumn, fell to the
§mund ma]¢§tica11y and lay stretched out like severed hands,
ofmaxﬁa{ked’ In order to gain her confidence, on the passing
thing life, the melancholy of the transitoriness of every-
« . .
& Nothing js anything,” she answered, understanding at
:ﬁ that not curiosity but compassion was beckoning at
8ates of her spirit, “Nothing is anything . . . unless we

Ve8 convert that nothing into something. Would to
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EL REVOLVER

Ojal4 lo viésemos todo, siempre, con el sentimieny, |
aunque triste, que nos produce la caida de ese fq))
la arena.

El encendimiento enfermo de sus mejillag g 4,
entonces me di cuenta de que habria sido & muy b, V6, y
aunque estuviese su hermosura borrada y barrig 2, Io miOsa,
quelastintasdeuncuadroﬁno,alcualselepasaelal ol !
impregnado de alcohol. Su pelo rubio y sedefio moiraén
rastros de ceniza, canas precoces . ., . Sus faccione hba
bianse marchitado; la tez, sobre todo, revelaba egy, ) %
ciones de la sangre que son envenenamientos lentog, ;m-
composiciones del organismo. Los ojos, de un azy] am:mu.
con vetas negras, debieron de atraer en otro tiempo
ahora los afeaba algo peor que los afios; una espeéige 50
extravio, que por momentos les prestaba relucir de | :

Callsbamos: pero mi modo de contemplarla decfs ty
expresivamente mi piedad, que ella, suspirando por ensp,
char un poco el siempre oprimido pecho,® se decidis, yno
sin detenerse de vez en cuando a respirar y rehacerse, me
conté la extrafia historia,

— Me casé muy enamorada . . . Mi marido era entrady
en edad respecto a mi; frisaba en los cuarenta, y yo sflo
contaba diez y nueve. Mi genio era alegre, animadisimo;
conservaba caricter de chiquilla, y los momentos en que ¢l
no estaba en casa, los dedicaba a cantar, a tocar el piano,a
charlar y reir con las amigas que venian a verme y que me
envidiaban la felicidad, la boda lucida, el esposo apasionado
y 1a brillante situacién social.

Dur$ esto un afio—el afio delicioso de la luna de mitl
Al volver ]a primavera, el aniversario de nuestro casamient?
empecé a notar que el carécter de Reinaldo cambiaba Su
humor era sombrio muchas veces, y sin que yo adivinas
por qué,” me hablaba duramente, tenfa accesos de enojo. M

, 8in embargo, en comprender el origen de su fransior
macién: en Reinaldo se habfan desarrollado los celos, W
celos violentos, irrazonados, sin objeto ni causa, ¥ P
mismo, doblemente crueles y dificiles de curar,
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THE REVOLVER

d see everything, always, with the slight but

God we (:0111pr oduced in us by the fall of this foliage on

gad emotion

”
m?l‘i?ciicle fush of her cheeks deepened, and then I

lized that she had probably been very beautiful, al-
rea h her beauty was cffaced and gone, like the colors of
th%‘;ge picture over which is passed cotton saturated with
alwhol' Her blond, silky hair showed traces of ash, pre-
a O ire. GTAY hair. Her features had withered away; her
to?:»mpleﬁon especially revealed those disturbances of the
plood which are slow pouomngs,‘decom}')osuuom of the
organism. Her soft blue eyes, veined with black, must
have once been attractive, but now they were disfigured by
something worse than age; a kind of aberration, which at
certain moments lent them the glitter of madness.

We grew silent: but my way of contemplating her ex-
pressed my pity so plainly that she, sighing for a chance to
unburden her heavy heart, made up her mind, and stop-
ping from time to time to breathe and regain her strength,
she told me the strange story.

“When I married, I was very much in love. . . . My
husband was, compared to me, advanced in years; he was
bordering on forty, and I was only nineteen. My tempera-
ment was gay and lively; I retained a child-like disposition,
and when he was not home I would devote my time to
singing, playing the piano, chatting and laughing with
girl-friends who came to see me and envied me my hap-
piness, my brilliant marriage, my devoted husband, and mr
brilliant social position. g ?

“This lasted a year—the wonderful year of the hon
moon, The followin. i i At
I began to notice thgt slggi’lc&]’ls ﬁpow:tdxg;nmm’
thz ‘::s u;“? in akgloomy mood, and, without my knowing
iyl : spoke to me harshly, and had outbursts of
of e o‘r\;sa t?Ot 'lolxig.befom I understood the qrigins
irrationtramfal T on: Reinaldo had conceived a violent,

usy, a jealousy without object or cause,

whi
4 c?r,e.for that very reason, was doubly cruel and difficult
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. os juntos, s celaba de que ® la gente ., .

; 2:31;;:;’ ai paso, cualquief tonteria de éstag q:en;f?‘e
dicen a las mujeres jévenes: si salia €l solo, se cel,,, de]u
que yo quedase haciendo en casa, de lag Persongg
venian a verme; si salia sola yo, los recelos, las s“POSi(‘.ioqua
eran todavia més infamantes . . . "

Si le proponia, 5uph<fand0, qué nos q}ledé.sem
juntos, se celaba de mi semblante entristecido,
puesto aburrimiento, de mi labor, de un instante ¢, que
pasando frente a la ventana, me ocurria esparcir |, Vista 9
hacia fuera . . . Se celaba, sobre todo, al percibir que
genio de pijaro, mi buen humor de chiquilla habian
desaparecido, y que muchas tardes, al encender luz, se vejy
brillar sobre mi tez €l rastro hlimedo y ardiente de) llantg,
Privada de mis inocentes distracciones; separada ya de mls
amigas, de mi parentela, de mi propia familia, porque
Reinaldo interpretaba como ardides de traicién e] deseo de
comunicarme y mirar otras caras que la suya, yo llorabg 3
menudo, y no correspondia a los transportes de pasién de
Rcu}aldo con el dulce abandono de los primeros tiempog,

Cierto dia, después de una de las amargas escenas de
costumbre, mi marido me advirtié:

— Flora, yo podré ser un loco, Pero no soy un necio, Me
ha enaj

enado tu carifio, y aunque tal vez tfi no hubieses
Pensado en engafiarme, en lo sucesivo,1® sin poderlo reme.
diar, pensarfas, Ya nunca ms seré para ti el amor. Las go.
londrinas que se fueron no vuelven. Pero como yo te quiero,
Por desgracia, més cada dia, y te quiero sin tranquilidad,
Con ansia y fiebre, te advierto que he pensado el modo de
que no haya entre nosotros nj cuestiones, ni quimeras, ni

ligrimas —Y una vez to
or
POrvenir: P das sepas cual va a ser nuestro

de mj Vi,

d:j;ilmdo asi me cogié del brazo y me llevé hacia Ia

Yo iba temblandg.
Reinaldo abyie o
guardaba e]
revolver gran

6 5 Presentimientos crueles me helaban.
To el cajén del mueblecito incrustado donde

éabaco, el reloj, pafiuclos, y me enseiié ud
% Un arma sinjestra, :
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#Tf we went out together, he was watchful lest people
re at me or tell me, in passing, one of those silly things
sta le say to young women; if he went out alone, he was
eol;cious of what I was doing in the house, and of the
ey le who came to see me; if I went out alone, his sus-
;c;gns and suppositions were even more defamatory. . . .
wf T proposed, pleadingly, that we stay home together,
he was watchful of my saddened expression, of my sup-
posed boredom, of my work, of an instant when, passing
in front of the window, I happened to look outside. . . .
He was watchful, above all, when he noticed that my bird-
like disposition, my good, child-like humor, had disap-
ared, and that on many afternoons, when I turned on
the lights, he found my skin shining with the damp, ardent
trace of tears. Deprived of my innocent amusements, now
separated from my friends and relatives, and from my own
family, because Reinaldo interpreted as treacherous artifices
the desire to communicate and look at faces other than
his, I often wept, and did not respond to Reinaldo’s trans-
ports of passion with the sweet abandonment of earlier times,

“One day, after one of the usual bitter scenes, my hus-
band said:

“‘Flora, I may be a madman, but I am not a fool, I
have alienated your love, and although perhaps you would
not have thought of deceiving me, in the future, without
being able to remedy it, you would. Now I shall never
again be your beloved. The swallows that have left do not
return, But because, unfortunately, I love you more each
day, and love you without peace, with eagerness and
fever, I wish to point out that I have thought of a way
which will prevent questions, quarrels, or tears between us
B;a'.nd once and for all you will know what our future will

“Speaking thus, he took me by the arm and led me to-
ward the bedroom.

“I went trembling; cruel presentiments froze me. Reinaldo
opened the drawer of the small inlaid cabinet where he
kept tobacco, a watch, and handkerchiefs, and showed me
a large revolver, a sinister weapon.
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EL REVOLVER

— Aquf tienes—me dijo—la garantia de que ty v
a ser en lo sucesivo tranquila y dulce. No volyerg , | 4
cuentas ni de cémo empleas tu tiempo, ni de ty, 3 gy
ni de tus distracciones. Libre eres, como el ajpe l?l?lu“du,
el dia que yo note algo que me hiera en €] alm, 1 ¢, Py
dia, [por mi madre te lo juro! sin quejas, sin emm's' 'ty
menor sefial de que estoy disgustado [ah, eso no} m, A :m k
de noche calladamente, cojo el arma, te 13 aplicoa I dz;t;

te despiertas en la eternidad. Ya estds avisada , ,

Lo que yo estaba era desmayada,!? sin conocimie
: : to,
preciso llamar al médico, por lo que duraba el r;igofué
Cuando recobré el sentido y record 5

' €, sobrevino I gy,
vulsién. Hay que advertir que les teng:) un miedo c:rv(:;ng

las armas de fuego; de un casual disparo murié yp here
manito mfo. Mis ojos, con fijeza alocada, no se apartabag
del cajén del mueble que encerraba el revélver.

No podia yo dudar, por el tono y el gesto de Reinalds,
que estaba dispuesto a ejecutar su amenaza, Yy como ademés
sabia la facilidad con que se ofuscaba su imaginacién,
empecé a darme por muerta. En efecto, Reinaldo, cur
Pliendo su promesa, me dejaba completamente duefia de
sin dlngu'm.e la menor censura, sin mostrar ni en el gasto
que se opusiese a ninguno de mis deseos o desaprobase mi
actos; pero esto mismo me espantaba, porque indicabs I
fuerza Y la tirantez de una voluntad que descansa en ura
resolucién 2 , , , y victima de un terror cada dia i
hondo, permanecta inmévil, no atreviéndome a dar un p#&
Siempre veia el reflejo de acero del cafién del revélver

De noche, el insomnio me tenfa con los ojos abiert®
creyendo percibir sobre 1a sien el met4lico frio de un cirod
de hierro; o, si conciliaba el suefio, despertaba ,obmsaltaf!ﬂ:
con palpitaciones en que parecfa que el corazén iba 2% :
seme del pecho, porque sofiaba que un estampido atr”: L
deshacfa los huesos del créneo y me volaba el cerbr®
estrellindolo contra la pared . . . Y esto duré cuatr® e
Cuatro aii.os en que no tuve minuto tranquilo, en gu° e
U Paso sin recelar que ese paso provocase la trag
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s34 arantee that in the future
u ‘Here, .hc smd;cz‘zio:;dg;leasant. I shall never again
life will be Sneting of how you spend your time, or of
demﬂ“‘} angsaf;.oof your amusements. You are free, free as
your £ eBut’ the day I see something that wounds me to
the air that day, 1 swear by my mother! Without
the.quick » ¢ the slightest sign that I am dis-
laints or scenes, or 2 s
gt ¢ that! I will get up quietly at night, take
leased, ob 20, B9 temple and you will wake up in
the weapon, put it to your temp i
ternity. Now you have been warned. . .
e “As for me, I was in a daze, unconscious. It was neces-
sary to send for the doctor, inasm_uch as the fainting
spell lasted. When I recovered consciousness and remem-
bered, the convulsion took place. I must point out that I
have a mortal fear of firearms; a younger brother of mine
Jied of an accidental shot. My eyes, staring wildly, would
not leave the drawer of the cabinet that held the revolver.
¥I could not doubt, from Reinaldo’s tone and .the look
on his face, that he was prepared to carry out his threat,
and knowing also how easily his imagination grew con-
fused, I began to consider myself as dead. As a matter of
fact, Reinaldo kept his promise, and left me complete mis-
tress of myself, without directing the slightest censure my
way, or showing, even by a look, that he was opposed to
any of my wishes or disapproved of my actions; but this
itself frightened me, because it indicated the strength and
tyranny of a resolute will . . . and, victim of a terror
which evcry.day grew more profound, I remained motion-
less, not daring to take a step. I would always see the steely
“f'ifction of the gun barrel.
I feﬁtﬁxgught’ insomnia kept my cyes open and I imagined
1 e metallic cold of a steel circle on my temple; or if
ggt to sleep, I woke up startled with palpitations that
mai € my heart seem to leap from my breast, because I
£ ed that an awful report was ripping apart the bones
O my skull and blowing my brains out, dashing them
against the wall , , , And this lasted four years, four years
ithou £ gle peaceful moment, when I never took a step
caring that that step might give rise to tragedy.”
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__ 1Y c6mo terminé esa situacién tan horrible L,
gung

para abreviar,'® porque la vefa asfixiarse,

— Terminé . « - con Reinaldo, que fué despeg;
un caballo y se rompié algo dentro, quedandopalcﬁldq por
difunto.’® ot s

Entonces, s6lo entonces, comprendi que le
le lloré muy de veras, jaunque fué mi marclugti,m:;,i ?reign’
sistematicol it

— JY recogi6 usted el revélver para tirarlo por Ia ven
tana? .
— Ver4 usted—murmuré ella, —Sucedié una coga

bastante singular, Mandé al criado de Reinaldo que quitse
de mi habitacién el revélver, porque yo continuaba viendy
en suefios ¢l disparo y sintiendo el frio sobre la sien , ,
Y después de cumplir Ia orden, el criado vino a decirme:
“Sefiora, no habia porqué tener miedo . . . Este revélver
no estaba cargado . . "

— dQue no estaba cargado?

— No, sefiora; ni me parece que lo ha estado nunca . ..
Como que el pobre sefiorito ni lleg6 a comprar las cApsulas
Si hasta le pregunté, a veces, si querfa que me pasase por
casa del armero y las trajese, y no me respondid, y luego 10
ge volvié a hablar m4s del asunto . » «

— De modo—afiadi6 Ia cardiaca,—que 17 un revélver sin
cagzaéme pegé el tiro, no en la cabeza, pero en mitad dé
corazon, y crea usted que, a pesar de digital y bafios ¥ todos

los remedios, Ia bala no perdona 4 « &
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wAnd how did that horrible situation end?” 1 asked,
in order to bring her story to a close, because I saw her

sping for breath, g
«I¢ ended . . . with Reinaldo, who was thrown by a

horse, and had some internal injury, being killed on the

t.
. and only then, I knew that I still loved him, and

u'rhen
Imourne,d him quite sincerely, although he was my execu-

and a systematic one at that!”

tioner,

s#And did you pick up the revolver to throw it out the
window?”

syou'll see,” she murmured. “Something rather extraor-

dinary happened. I sent Reinaldo’s manservant to remove
the revolver from my room, because in my dreams I con-
tinued to see the shot and feel the chill on my temple. . . .
And after he carried out the order, the manservant came
to tell me: ‘Sefiora, there was no cause for alarm, ., .
This revolver wasn’t loaded.’

It wasn’t loaded?’
¥ No, Sefiora; and it looks to me as though it never

was . . . As a matter of fact, the poor master never got
around to buying the cartridges. Why, I would even ask
him at times if he wanted me to go to the gunsmith’s and
get them, but he didn’t answer, and then he never spoke
of the matter again.’

“And so,” added the sufferer from heart disease, “an un-
loaded revolver shot me, not in the head, but in the center
of my heart, and believe me when I tell you that, in spite of
digitalis and baths and all the remedies, the bullet is un-

sparing, . , ”
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