EL MARQUES DE LUMBRIA
por Miguel de Unamuno

La casona solariega de los marqueses de Lumbrfy, o
palacio, que es como se le llamaba en la adusta ciudag %
Lorenza,! parecia un arca de sx!enmosos recuerdos de] m,
terio. A pesar de hallarse habitada, casi siempre perma.
necfa con las ventanas y los balcones que daban a) mundy
cerrados. Su fachada, en la que se destacaba el gran escyg,
de armas del linaje de Lumbria, daba al Mediodia, a |,
gran plaza de la Catedral, y frente a la ponderosa fibricy
de ésta; pero como el sol bafiaba casi todo el dia, y en
Lorenza apenas hay dias nublados, todos sus huecos per
manecian cerrados. Y ello porque el excelentisimo sefior
marqués de Lumbria, don Rodrigo Suirez de Tejada,
tenfa horror a 1a luz del sol y al aire libre. “El polvo de
la calle y la luz del sol—solia decir—no hacen més que
deslustrar los muebles y echar a perder las habitaciones, y
luego, las moscas. . . » El marqués tenfa verdadero horror
a las moscas, que podian venir de un andrajoso mendigo,
acaso de un tifioso. El marqués temblaba ante posibles
contagios de enfermedades plebeyas, Eran tan sucios los
de Lorenza y su comarea . . .

Por la trasera daba la casona al enorme tajo escarpado
que dominaba al rfo. Una manta de yedra cubria por
aquella parte grandes lienzos del palacio. Y aunqué la
yedra era abrigo de ratonesg y otras alimafias, el marqués 12
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Tre uaNORIAL house of the Marquis of Lumbrfa, “the
palace” as it was called in the gloomy city of Lorenza, was
like a chest of silent, mysterious memories. Although it was
inhabited, its windows and balconies that faced the street
were almost always closed. Its fagade, which boldly dis-
played the great coat-of-arms of the Lumbria family, faced
south toward the spacious square of the Cathedral and
stood opposite this imposing edifice; but since the sun shone
upon it almost all day long, and there are scarcely any
cloudy days in Lorenza, all its windows and doors remained
closed,. And this happened because the most excellent
Marquis of Lumbria, Don Rodrigo SuArez de Tejada,
abhorred sunlight and fresh air. “Street dust and sunlight,”
he used to say, “do nothing but dull the furniture and spoil
the rooms—and then the flies . . .» The Marquis had a
veritable horror of the flies which might come from a
fagged, or perhaps a scurvy beggar. The Marquis trembled
&t the possibility of contracting any of the plebeian diseases,
The People of Lorenza and its environs were so filthy . . »

The rear of the mansion faced an enormous rugged cliff
that overlooked the river. A blanket of ivy covered the wide
walls of the palace on this side. And though the ivy shel-
tered mice and other vermin, the Marquis respected it. It
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_ Era una tradicién de familia, Y en y,
Il;ejs:t;az:illi, a la umbria, libre del sol y de sus mosw?a:zﬁn
el marqués ponerse 2 leer mientras le arrullaba e I'um:
del rio, que gruiifa en el congosto de su cauce, f°r°°.ieand:
con espumarajos por abrirse paso entre las rocas do| s

El excelentisimo sefior marqués qe Lumbria vivia o
dos hijas, Carolina, la mayor, y Luisa, y con sy Segunds
mujer, dofia Vicenta, senora de brumoso seso, que e
no estaba durmiendo estaba quejindose de todo, y en b
cial del ruido. Porque asi como el marqués temfa a] g) I
marquesa temfa al ruido, y mientras aquél se iba eq ,1“
tardes de estio a leer en el balcén en sombra, entre ve
al son del canto secular del o, la sefiora se quedaba ep ¢
galén delantero a echar la siesta sobre una vieja butaes de
raso, a la que no habia tocado el sol, y al arrully des
silencio de la plaza de la Catedral.

El marqués de Lumbria no tenia hijos varones, y &y
era la espina dolorosisima de su vida, Como que pan
tenerlos se habfa casado, a poco de enviudar con su mujer,
con dofia Vicenta, su sefiora, y la sefiora le habia resultado
estéril.

La vida del marqués transcurria tan monétona y coti-
diana, tan consuetudinaria y ritual, como el grufiir del
rio en lo hondo del tajo® o como los oficios litfirgicos de
la Catedral. Administraba sus fincas y dehesas, a las que
iba de visita, siempre corta, de vez en cuando, y por la
noche tenfa su partida de tresillo con el penitenciario}
consejero intimo de la familia, un beneficiado y el registra-
dor de la Propiedad. Llegaban a la misma hora, cruzaban
la gran puerta, sobre la que se ostentaba la placa del Sagrado
. Corazén de Jestis con su “Reinaré en Espafia y con més
veneracién que en otras partes,” sentibanse en derredor
de la mesita dispuesta ya, y al dar las diez se iban alejando,
aunque hubiera puestas, para el siguiente dia. Entretanto,
la marquesa dormitaba y las hijas del marqués hacfan I
bores, lefan libros de edificacién ®—acaso otros obtenidos 8
hurtadillas—o refifan una con otra,
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yas & family tradition. And on a balcony, built here on the

shady side) free from the sun and its accompanying flies, the

Marquis used to sit dm'vn to read while the murmur of the

fiver soothed hun, as it rushed down Ehe narrow channe]

of its beill,] surging with foam to force its way through the
of the

The most excellent Marquis of Lumbrfa lived with his
o daughters, Garo‘l;‘na, the elder, and Luisa, and with his
nd wife, Dofia Vicenta, a woman with a f brai
ﬁﬁ, when she was not nleep.ing, was complainin?ﬁ evmgru;:
thing, especially of the noise. For, just as the Marquis
feared sunshine, the Marquise feared noise; and while the
former went on summer afternoons to read in the shade of
the ivy-covered balcony to the sound of the river’s ageless
song, hjigdwifq stayed in t_.he flilocx;: fharlor auhc: ;ook her siesta
in an old satin arm-chair w. € sun not touch
Julled by the silence of the cathedral square, 3

The Marquis ?f Lumbria._had_ no Enale children, and this
was the most painful thorn in his existence. It was in order
to have thcm_that, shiortly after havmg become a widower,
}l::dhad m;mtzgil Dofia Vicenta, his present wife, but she

proved sterile.

The Marquis® life was as monotonous and quotidian, as
unchanging and regular, as the murmur of the river below
the cliff or as the liturgic services in the ca_thedra]. I?e
managgq his estate and pasture lands, to which he paid
short visits from time to time, and at night he would play
ombre with the priest, the intimate advisor of h1s family, a
curate, and the clerk of records. They all arrived at the
same .hour, went through the great door above which was
exhibited a plaque of the Sacred Heart of Jesus with its
ﬂﬂllscnpnon: “I shall reign in Spain, more reverenced there
a]an elsewhere,” seated themselves around the little table

ready an:anged for them, and on the stroke of ten, they
Egﬂmd until the following day, even though there might
g o open stakes. Meanwhile the Marquise dozed off
o) the Marquis' daughters did their needlework, read
Mt books—perhaps some others obtained on the sly—

Quarreled with each other.
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e como para matar el tedio que se corrfy

Porqu desde d

errado al sol y & las moscas, hasta los IUrog yeg

;Zlé;e dra, Carolina y Luisa tenfan que refiir, I ma;:;’
Carolina, odiaba al sol, como su padre, y se mayy,!
rigida y observante de las tradiciones de la casa; Mienfry,
Luisa gustaba de cantar, de asomarse a las ventanas y i
balcones y hasta de criar cn‘éstos flores de Liesto, costupyy,
plebeya, segtin el marqués, “¢No tienes el jardinp”, I¢ 4o,
éste a su hija, refiriéndose a un Ja.rdl'nmllo anexo al palag,
pero al que rara vez bajaban sus habitantes. Pero el 1,5,
querfa tener tiestos en el balcén de su dormitorio, que daby
a una calleja de la plaza de 1a Catedral, y regarlos, y cop ey,
pretexto asomarse a ver quién pasaba. “Qué mal gusyg g,
atisbar lo que no nos importa . . .”, decfa el padre; vh
hermana mayor, Carolina, afladia: “|No, sino de anda; a
caza!” Y ya la tenjan armada.®

Y los asomos al balcén del dormitorio y el riego de las
flores de tiesto dieron su fruto, TristAn Ib4fiez del Gamonal,
de una familia linajuda también y de las més tradicionales
de la ciudad de Lorenza, se fij6 en la hija segunda del
marqués de Lumbria, a la que vi6 sonrefr, con ojos como
de violeta y boca como de geranio, por entre las flores del
balcén de su dormitorio, Y ello fué que,7 al pasar un dia
Tristin por Ia calleja, se le vino encima el agua del riego
que rebosaba de los tiestos, y al exclamar Luisa: “Oh,
perdon?, Tristin|”, éste sinti6 como si la voz doliente de
UNa princesa presa en un castillo encantado le llamara 8
su socorro,
¢ —Esas cosas, hija—tle dijo su padre—, se hacen ¢n
Orma y seriamente, |Chiquilladas, nol

— Pero, 4a qué viene eso, padre?—exclamé Luisa.
—Carolina te 1o dir4,
dijo; 2 se quedé mirando a sy hermana mayor, ¥ &t

— No me Parece, h o 2o o8
marqueses de Lum}’;,ﬁ;:manas que nosotras, las hijas

hemos de andar haciendo las
152

P

. i

THE MARQUIS OF LUMBRI{A

: to break the tedium which was ey
For t‘}f; o;g:;or closed tight against the sun anslry;g::r;;
from, " clad walls, Carolina and Luisa had to quarrel,
the ll‘i?: a, the elder, hated the sun, like her father, and
car'Dhers’elf rigorously observant of all the family traditions 3
kept Luisa liked to sing, to lean out the windows and
whllebalwnies and even to grow flowers there in flower-pots
fi:rvulgar custom according to the Marquis, “What about
the garden?” he would say to his daughter, referring to a
iny garden which adjoined the palace, but was seldom
Sisiyted by any of the latter’s inhabitants, But Luisa wanted
1o have flower-pots on the balcony of her bedroom, which
faced a side street of th? cathedral square; she wanted to
water them, and with this as a pretext, to lean out and see
who was passing by. “What bad taste to pry into what does
not concern us . . .” her father would say; and her older
sister, Carolina, would add: “No, but to go hunting!” And
then the fun would begin.

And the appearances on the bedroom balcony and the
watering of the potted flowers yielded their fruit. Tristan
Ibifiez del Gamonal, of a titled family, one of the oldest
in the city of Lorenza, noticed the second daughter of the
Marquis of Lumbria; he saw her smiling, with her violet-
like eyes and geranium-like mouth, among the flowers on
the balcony of her bedroom. And it happened one day as
Tristan was passing through the narrow street, the water
overflowing from the flower-pots came down on him, and
when Luisa exclaimed: “O, excuse me, Tristan!” he felt as
if the voice of a suffering princess imprisoned in an en-
chanted castle were calling him to her aid.

“Such things, my daughter,” said her father, “are done
formally and seriously. T will have no foolishness!” -
“But what do you mean by that, father?* exclaimed
Ulsa,

“Carolina will tell you.®
Luisa stood lookingy:t her older sister and the latter said:

“It does seem to me sister, that we, the daughters of the
arquis of Lumbria, should not carry on flirtations and
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rtejeos lando la pava ® desde el by
:l‘te(;oanag. g,Pngeeso eran las flores? lcén comg J,,

— Que pida ex.ltrada cse Joven—sentencif e ,,

y pues que, por mi parte, nada tengo que op
arreglaré, Y tt, Carolina?

— Yo—dijo ésta—tampoco me opongo.

Y se le hizo a Tristén entrar en la casa com
formal a la mano de Luisa, La sefiora tard
de ello.

Y mientras transcurria la sesién de tresillo,
dormitaba en un rincén de la sala, y, junto a ¢]]

Luisa, haciendo labores de punto o de bOlillos ‘
ben con Tristén, al cual procuraban no dejarle :uu:l:hsz?.
con Luisa, sino siempre con las dos hermanas, En est, » o
vigilantisimo el padre. No le importaba, en Sy lrlz.
alguna vez recibiera a solas Carolina al que debia d’eqser

su cufiado, pues asi le instruiria mejor en las tradicioneg
y costumbres de la casa.

0 Pretendieme
6 en €nterargs

la sefiory
&, C'narolina

* * *

Los contertulios tresillistas,X® 1a servidumbre de Ia casa

¥ hasta los del pueblo, a quienes intrigaba el misteriodela

Casona, notaron que a poco de la admisién en ésta de
TnsEan como novio de la segundona del marqués, el
4mbito espiritual de la hierética familia parecié espesars
y ensombrecerse, La taciturnidad del marqués se hizo
mayor,'? la sefiora se quejaba més que nunca del ruido, y
el ruido era mayor que nunca, Porque 1as rifias y querellas
entre las dos hermanas eran mayores y mé4s enconadas qu¢
antes, pero mis silenciosas, Cuando, al cruzarse en ua pé
21111110, la una insultaba a 1a otra, o acaso la pellizcaba, hac
“ 601&0 oo Susurro, y ahogaban las quejas. S6lo o e
]g sabag'rxana., la vieja doncella, que Luisa gritaba: PU&:
Soler . 1042 2 ciudad, [sf, To sabré la ciudad tod2
{od al balcén de 12 plaza de la Catedral a gritarselo ®

© el mundol” «|Cta)jy . gimi6 la voz del marqués J

luego una expresién tal, tan inaudita alli, que Marian?

huy6 despavorida ge junto 2 la puerta donde escuchab?
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like peacocks on the balcony ag
ml:ltufltg)’o:ltass do? Is that what the ﬂowe};'s w;??:rr}-”?f the
wouLet that young man ask to.be admitted,” Pl‘Or;oun(:ed
pes father, “and as I have nothing aga.in.st him, everything
will be arranged. Hov:‘ about you, Carolina?”
wp» said the latter, “do not object either?
And so Tristan entered the house as a formal suitor for

the hand of Luisa.

The Marquise did not perceive this at once. And a3 the
ombre session passed, the lady dozpd in a corner of the
drawing-room; and near her Carolina and Luisa, knitting
or making lace, whispered with Tristan, whom they were
careful never to leave alone with Luisa but always with both
gisters, In this respect the father was most vigilant. He did
not mind, on the other hand, if Carolina sometimes re-
ceived her future brother-in-law alone, for thus she could
better instruct him in the customs and traditions of the
household.

* * *

The card players, the domestics and even the towns-
people who were intrigued by the mystery of the mansion,
noticed that shortly after Tristan’s admission into the house
a3 the sweetheart of the second daughter of the Marquis,
the spiritual atmosphere of the hieratic family seemed to
grow more dense and shadowy. The Marquis grew more
taciturn, and his wife complained more than ever about the
Doise and the noise was greater than ever. For the quarrels
and disputes of the two sisters were more violent and
bitter than before, but more silent. When one of them
insulted dr perhaps pinched the other, as they met in the
ball, it would be an affair of whispers and smothered com-
Plaints, Only once did Mariana, the old chambermaid, hear
Luisa shouting: “Well, the whole city shall know it} Yes,
the whole city shall know itl I shall go out on the balcony
2veﬂ°°kmg the cathedral square and shout it to everyone!

© quict,” roared the voice of the Marquis, and then fol-

Wed an expression, so unheard in that house, that Mariana
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A los pocos dias de esto, el marqués se fug de 1,
llevéndose consigo a su hija mayor, Carolina, Y ¢y, los
que permanecié ausente, Tristin no parecié Por 1 o
Cuando regres6 el marqués solo una noche, se creyg op;
gado a dar alguna explicacién a la tertulia del treyij),, M.
pobre no estd bien de salud—dijo mirando fij #
penitenciario—; ello la lleva, [cosa de nervios), 5 Constante
disensiones, sin importancia, por supuesto, con gy herm
a quien, por lo demés, adora, y la he llevado g que se e,
ponga.” Nadie le contesté nada.

Pocos dias después, en familia, muy en familia, ge cele.
braba el matrimonio entre Tristdn IbAfiez del Gamony] y
la hija segunda del excelentisimo sefior marqués de Luym.
bria. De fuera no asistieron ma4s que la madre del novjo ¥
los tresillistas,

Tristin fué a vivir 13 con su suegro, y el 4mbito de Ia
casona se espesS y entencbreci6é més aGn. Las flores
del balcén del dormitorio de la recién casada se ajaron
por falta de cuidado; la sefiora se dormfa m4s que antes,
y el sefior vagaba como un espectro, taciturno y cabiz
bajo, por el salén cerrado a la luz del sol de la calle,
Senﬁa_ que se le iba la vida, y se agarraba a ella. Renuncié
al tresillo, lo que pareci6, su despedida del mundo, si es que
en ¢l mundo vivié.4 “No tengo ya la cabeza para el juego—
le dijo a su confidente el penitenciario—; me distraigo &

a momento y el tresillo no me distrae ya;® sélo me
queda prepararme a bien morir.”

amente al

Un dfa, amaneci$ con un ataque de perlesia. Apenas o
recordaba nada.’® Mas en cuanto fué recobréndose, parecia
agarrarse con més desesperado tesén a la vida. “No, 2
Puedo morir hasta ver como queda la cosa.” 17 Y a su hij2
que le llevaba la comida 3 la le preguntaba ansioso:

¢C6mo va eso? dTardar4?” “Ya no mucho, padre.” “Pues
10 e voy, no debo irme, hasta recibir al nuevo marqués;
Porque tiene que ser varén, jun varén|; hace aqui falta .un

ombre, y si no eg S j Rodrigo
e I:] S ulil uérez de Tejada, serd un

umbria,” “Eso no depende de oy
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¢ terror from the door at which she had been listening,
¥yl el e M o sy o Lo
and took hm : h:swas gone 'I:rista.n did n::l a atAtli;d
uring the nm:h Marquis returned, he felt pﬁ?‘red <
pouse. When the quis . ’ obliged one
gight 10 give some explan?,tlon at the card party, “The

r girl is not feeling well,” he said, looking fixedly at the
i e B S o o
quarrels, trivial, O co]?r;c, B whom s § body
adores ;ed and sgtg took her away to recuperate.” Nobody

a word.
A few days later, the marriage of Tristan Tbifiez del
Gamonal to the second daughter of the most excellent
Marquis de Lumbria was celebrated en famille—decidedly
en famille. No outsiders attended it except the mother of
the groom and the card players.

Tristan came to live with his father-in-law and the at-
mosphere in the mansion grew denser and still more
tenebrous. The flowers on the bedroom balcony of the new
bride withered for lack of care. The Marquise slept more
than ever and the Marquis, like a ghost, taciturn and crest-
fallen, roamed about the living-room sealed against the
light from the street. He felt that his life was ebbing
away, and he was clutching at it. He gave up ombre, and
this act seemed like a farewell to the world—if he ever
lived in the world. “I have not the head for the game now,”
he told his confidant, the priest, “I am distracted every
minute and the game no longer amuses me. The only thing
left is to prepare myself to die well.”

One day he awoke with a paralytic stroke, He hardly
Temembered anything, But as he recovered, he seemed to
clutch at life with a more desperate tenacity. “No, I can’t
die until I see how things turn out.” And of his daughter,
Who brought him his dinner in bed, he inquired anxiously:.

low's it going? Will it be long?”

"N°t much longer, father.” ]

¢ll, I am not going away, I cannot go until I see the
1eW Marquis; because it must be a male, a male! We need
#man here and if it is not a Suérez de Tejada, it will be a
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18 s

adre . . . “Pues eso mds faltaba, hija—y Je o
ﬂt voz al decirlo—, que después de habérsenos metié);aba
casa ese . . o botarate, no nos fhera un marqués , Een
capaz de . . .” 1? La pobre Luisa lloraba, Y Trigiz, | ™

cia un reo y a la vez un sirviente. t40 page,

La excitaci6n del pobre sefior llegé al colmo ¢y
que su hija estaba para librar. Temblaba todo ¢
expectativa, “Necesitaba mas cuidado que 1 P
~—dijo el médico.

—Cuando dé a luz Luisa—le dijo el marqus 5 fu
yerno—, si es hijo, si es marqués, trdemelo en seguida, que
lo vea, para que pueda morir tranquilo; traémelo t4 Iismg,

ando supo

con fiehpe
arturienty?

Al ofr el marqués aquel grito, incorporése en la cama y
qued6 mirando hacia la puerta del cuarto, acechando,
Poco después entraba Tristin, compungido, trayendo bien
arropado al nifio. “|Marqués!”—grité el anciano—. “ 8
Eché un poco el cuerpo hacia adelante a examinar al
Tecién nacido, le dié un beso balbuciente y tembloroso, un
beso de muerte, y sin mirar siquiera a su yerno se dejé caer
pesadamente sobre la almohada y sin sentido. Y sin haberlo
recobrado muriése dos dfas después.

Vistieron de Iuto, con un lienzo negro, el escudo de la
fachada de la casona, y el negro del lienzo empezé desde
luego a ajarse con el sol, que le daba de lleno2° durante
casi todo el dia. Y un aire de luto pareci6 caer sobre la casa
toda, a Ia que no llevé alegria ninguna el nifio.

La Pobre Luisa, la madre, sali6 extenuada del parto

mpefiése en un principio en criar a la criatura, pero tuvo
que desistir de ello, “Pecho mercenario . , . , pecho mer
eenario . . .” Suspiraba, “|Ahora, Tristén, a criar al ma®
qués”—le repetia a su marido,

T’:‘Stin habfa cafdo en una tristeza indefinible y se sc‘ntia
cavejecer, “Soy como una dependencia de la casa, casi U9
mueble”—se decfa, Y desde la calleja solia contemplar d
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-0 and a Marquis de Lumbria,”
Os‘That does not depend on me, father , , »

wiyell, that would be the last straw, my daughter” ang
pis voice trembled as he said it, “that ?fter taking that
madeap into ous house,”he should not give us a Marquis
A WhYI WOUId o o f
" ‘poor Luisa wept a'nd Tristan seemed a criminal and 5
gervant at the same time. g
The excitement qf the poor man reached its height when
he learned that hxs daughtet: was about to deliver, He
trembled all over with a feverish expectancy. “You require
more care than the expectant mother,” said the doctor,

“When Luisa gives birth to the child,” said the Marquis
to his son-in-law, “if it is a son, a Marquis, bring him to me
at once that 1 may see him and then die in peace; bring
him to me yourself.”

When the Marquis heard the cry, he sat up in bed and
stared at the door. Shortly afterwards Tristan entered,
looking remorseful and carrying the child well wrapped up.
¥Marquis?” the old man shouted.

“Yes!”

He leaned forward a little to examine the new-born
babe; he gave it a shaky tremulous kiss, the kiss of death,
and without even looking at his son-in-law, he fell back
heavily upon the pillow, senseless. Without regaining con-
sciousness he died two days later.

With black cloth, they draped the coat-of-arms on the
fagade of the house in mourning, and the black of the cloth
soon began to fade in the sun which shone full force upon
1t all day long. An air of mourning seemed to descend upon
the whole house to which the child brought no happiness.

Poor Luisa, his mother, was left so weak after childbirth
that though she insisted on nursing her child at the b::gm-
1ng, she had to give it up. “A hired breast . . ., Sh,f
Sighed. “Now, Tristan, a wet nurse will nurse the Marquis,

® repeated to her husband.

 Tristan had fallen into an indefinable sadness; he felt

self growing old, “I am like an appurtenance of the

Bouse, alm gt a piece of furniture,” he would say to bi
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baleén del que fué dormitorio de Luisa, balcén ve
tos de flores.

— Si volviésemos a poner flores en tu balcé
—se atrevié a decirle una vez a su mujer,
_Aqui no hay més flor que el marqué&~le contesw
ella.

El pobre sufria con que a su hijo no se le lamage
marqués. Y huyendo de casa, di6 en' refugiarse =k
Catedral. Otras veces salia, yéndose no se sabfa ad¢n FhE
lo que més le irritaba era que su mujer ni intentaby ayeg,

guarlo,

Luisa sentiase morir, que se le derretfa gota a gota Iy
vida., “Se me va la vida como un hilito de agua 3
decia—; siento que se me adelgaza la sangre; me zumba 1,
cabeza, y si afin vivo, es porque me voy muriendo muy
despacio . . . Y si lo siento, es por él, por mi marquesillo,
sblo por €l . . . [Qué triste vida la de esta casa sin sol! , . ,
Yo crefa que tfi, Trist4n, me hubieses traido sol, y libertad,
y alegria; pero no, ti no me has trafido m4s que el mar-
quesito . . . |Trédemelol” Y le cubria de besos lentos, tem-
blorosos y febriles. Y a pesar de que se hablaban, entre
marido y mujer se interponfa una cortina de helado silencio,
Nada decfan de lo que m4s les atormentaba las mentes y
los pechos.

Cuando Luisa sinti6 que el hilito de su vida iba a rom-
perse, poniendo su mano fria sobre la frente del nifio, de
Rodriguin, le dijo al padre: “Cuida del marqués. [Sac?ﬁ-
cate al marqués} |Ah, y a ella dile que la perdonol” “¢Y
a mi?”—gimié TristAn., “sA ti? |TG no necesitas ser per
donado!” Palabras que cayeron como una terrible sentencia

sgb:le el pobre hombre, Y poco después de ofrlas se quedd
viudo,

sin tieg.

n, Luisy ;
*

sino el

» * *

V?f‘d% joven, duefio de una considerable fortuna, 12 d;
su hijo el marqués, y preso en aquel lgubre caserén Cer®
sol, con recuerdos que siendo de muy pocos 8%
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] e PO
f“én ::i;n’: we p1;t some flowers on your balconyp:ga:in’
: C—:,n he once ventured to ask his wife,

L lﬂsﬁem there is no other flower but the Marquis,” she
Thc:c%oor man suffgred bcca_use t.hey called his son
thing but the Marquis. Shunning his home, he took to

n:,king refuge in the cathedral. Other times he would go

f,it without anyone knoyving wl;crc he went. And what
purt him most was that his wife did not even try to discover
e went,
Whle‘f&s: felt that she was dying, for life was melting away
from her drop by drop. “My life is leaving me like a fine
stream of water,” she said, “I feel my blood grow thinner;
my head is buzzing, and if P'm still ahw_e, i.t’s.becaus? Iam
dying very slowly . . . And if I regret it, it is for lns s'a.k‘c,
for my little Marquis, only for him , . . How sad life is in
this sunless house! I thought that you, Tristan, would bring
sunshine, freedom and happiness; but no, you have brought
me nothing but the little Marquis . . . Bring him to me!”

And she covered him with long, tremulous, feverish kisses.

And although they spoke to each other, between husband

and wife there fell a curtain of frozen silence. They said

nothing of what most tormented their minds and hearts.

When Luisa felt that the thread of her life was about to
break, she placed her cold hand on her son Rodrigo’s fore-
head and said to his father: “Take care of the Marquis!
fafcﬁﬁce }l'loumelf for the Marquis! Oh, and tell her that

orgive her]”

:‘And mep” moaned Tristan. fell
. “You? You don’t have to be pardoned!” The words 5
like a fearful sentence upon the poor man. And shortly

after hearing them, he was left a widower,

* * *

A young widower, master of a considerable fortune,
that of his son the M;.rquis, and imprisoned in that gioo:ncz
on shut against the sun, with memories which, €
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viejisimos. Pasébase las horas mye
g:;echiam:lza la trJasera de la casona, entre I yedra, ;:ngn
el zumbido del rio, Poco después reanudaba Jag sesioney d;
tresillo, Y se pasaba largos ratos encerrado €on e] pepyyct
ciario, revisando, se decfa, los papeles del difunt, mahqué;
y arreglando su testamentaria,

Pero lo que di6 un dia que hablar en toda |, cludag g,
Lorenza ® fu que, después de una ausencia de unos gy,
volvié Tristin a la casona con Carolina, su cufiada, y ahorg
su nueva mujer. JPues no se decia que habia entrad,
monja? # ¢Dénde, y cémo vivié durante aquelog Cuatry
afios?

Carolina volvié arrogante y con un aire de insélity des.
affo en la mirada. Lo primero que hizo al volver fiy¢ manday
quitar el lienzo de luto que cubrfa el escudo de |, casa,
“Que le da el sol—exclamé—, que le da el so]

! s ¥ 80y capa;
de mandar embadurnarlo de miel para que se llene de
moscas.” Luego mandé quitar la yedra, “Pero, Caroling

suplicaba Tristin—, |déjate de antiguallas]”

El nifio, el marquesito, sinti6, desde luego, en su nueva
madre al enemigo. No se avino a llamarla mami, a pesar
de los ruegos de su padre: la llamé siempre tfa, “sPero
quién le ha dicho que soy su tia?—preguntb ella—, gAcaso
Mariana?” “No lo s, mujer, no lo sé—contestaba Tris-
tin—; pero aqui, sin saber cbmo, todo se sabe.” *“yTodo"

"84, todo; esta casa parece que lo dice todo , »  “Pues
callemos nosotros,”

L vida parecié adquirir dentro de Ia casona una recogida
mtensidad acerba, Bl matrimonio salia muy poco de s
cuarto, en el que retenia Carolina a Tristin, Y en tanto, €l
marquesito quedaba a merced de los criados y de un pre
ceptor que iba a diarip 2 ensefiarle las primeras letras, y
de Penitenciatio, que se cuidaba de educarle en religién
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were only a very few years old, already seemeq
th°“$b§1;ezld to him. He passed the dreary houry on the
incr ot the rear of th.e house, among the ivy, listening
con droning of the river. Soon he resumed the card
tt; rt;; He spent long hours alone with the priest, going

P, o0 it was said, the papers of the late Marquis angd
’ r . .

m;:?::%at gave the whole city of Lorenza something to
ualk about one day was the fact that af.ter an absence of

me days, Tristan returned to tl}e mansion with Carolina,
;Es sister-in-law, now his new wife, But didn’t people say
that she had become 2 nun? Where and how had she lived
during those four years? § £di£:

Carolina returned proudly, with an air of insolent de-
fiance on her face, The ﬁrst thing she did on returning was
to order that the mourning draperies be rcmov::d from the
family coat-of-arms. “Let the sun shine on it she ex.
claimed, “let the sun shine on it and I have a mind to
have it daubed with honey so that it will fill with fies”
Then she ordered the ivy to be removed. “But Carolina*
begged Tristan, “forget about these relics of the past!”

The child, the little Marquis, immediately perceived an
enemy in his new mother. He would not consent to call her
“mama” in spite of his father’s requests; he always called
her aunt,

“But who told him I am his aunt?” she asked. “Perhaps
Mariana?”
“I don’t know, I don’t know,” answered Tristan, “I don’t
see how, but around here people know everything.”
“Ev I] [y g?,.
thi?a’ everything, It seems that this house tells every
£} ]

“Well, we shall keep quiet.”
€ in the mansion seemed to acquire a bitter, concen-
trated intensity, The married couple seldom left their room,
2 which Carolina kept Tristan. And so the little Marquis
was left to the mercy of servants, of a tutor wl_lo came
Very day 1o teach him his ABC's and of the priest who
Undertook to jnstruct him in religion.,
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Miguel de Unamuno
(1864-1936),

uno's LIFE was a ceaseless struggle. After

m studies at the Instituto Viz.caino, he tookp::;

philosophy and literature at the Umvcr:sity of Madrd

becoming Professor of Greek at the University of §,],,

manca in 18g1. His writings, which began to appear iy
1894, showed a passionate interest in philosophical specul,.
tion, especially as it concerns man’s existence. During the
debates of the so-called Generation of 1898 anent Spain's
future, he scrutinized most deeply the essence of Hispanism,
His outspoken, unpredictable and often anarchic viewpoints
brought him into conflict not only with Primo de Rivera, who
exiled him in 1924, but later with the Republic and with
Generalissimo Franco, Although primarily a thinker, world
famous for his existentialist Del sentimiento trdgico de la
vida (1912), Unamuno wrote several volumes of verse and
prose fiction, His novels and stories, of which the most re-
markable are Niebla (1914), Tres novelas ejemplares y un
prélogo (1920), in which “El marqués de Lumbria” is ine
cluded, and San Manuel Bueno, mdrtir (1933), dramatize
his philosophical ideas, especially man’s passionate desire
not to die, to conquer death, and such other subsidiary
themes a5 the maternal instinct, procreation, faith, im:
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Unamuno’s ch
it How_evel" > aracters are not, 1i
mortahtfy’ma ny phllosopper-novchsts, mere puppets ’syh;?
0% 0 his OF that: his ch?.racters are convincing’ly hu-
bohzl‘.ftenselv s0, a factor which contributes to his dramatig
?’?I-Ié and suspensc.
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