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Why do you love me?
-

Hi! – he said coming in.

-

Hi! – she said from the ironing room – so there were a lot
of people in Maria’s?

-

I’m late – he said putting the bags on the table – when I
arrived there were only two customers and I waited, but
one of them bought almost the whole grocery – looking in
the oven – did you have to get lunch? I should have come,
we only needed bread.

-

Can I see remorse in your words? – she said smiling.

-

You always have to get lunch, haven’t you? – he said sadly.

-

Yes – she said without compassion.

-

Our neighbour from the fifth floor came in and started to
talk to another woman in there.
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-

Aha – she said.

-

I cannot say how it started or what made me pay attention
to them, you just know me; I’m always in my world.

-

Yes, sure – she said smiling, almost laughing.

-

Our neighbour was angry, she didn’t stop moaning about
her husband, what she is going to talk about, that’s why I
still don’t know how I paid attention, she is always
moaning about her husband.

She was smiling and waiting.
-

I suppose it was something the other woman said,
something about don’t appreciate the things we have, nor
flowers, nor romantic dinners. The other woman said that
her husband was so considerate – he said imitating the
woman.
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She smiled.
-

The one Maria was serving said that her husband was a
gentleman too, and for the first time I realized that our
neighbour was really suffering. Then I thought about you,
sometimes I don’t take care of you; perhaps I don’t pay
attention enough. You never say anything and... Well,
when I was coming up stairs I thought that you probably
were suffering too. Do you love me?

-

Yes, of course, I thought I showed it every day, of course I
love you – she said.

-

Yes, you show me your love every day but I’m afraid of not
showing my love for you; why do you love me? I never
bring flowers not even in your birthday. You never forget
my birthday.

-

No, I never do, but I had better memory than you – she
said.
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-

I should remember, these are important things – he said
seriously.

-

It’s a day like the others – she said.

-

It’s the most important day in my life, don’t request me the
divorce. I bought a diary.

She smiled.
-

I’m serious! – he said taking off the diary from the bag – I’ll
never forget anything, I promise, why do you love me?

She smiled.
-

Because even in my huge memory I can’t find a single time,
since I met you, that I had needed you close to me and I
didn’t have you. That’s why I love you.
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Survivor
I, I arrived after a shipwreck, the one of the ship I was in. It was a
Portuguese ship; not me, I am from the South. Illegal, of course.
It happened in November, we were piled into the ship’s hold.
Well, it started time before, when they kidnapped us; I really
didn’t want to come but that’s how things are. At first it was calm
but the sea broke and the ship listed to port, we were spread all
around in few seconds. I haven’t seen them again, we knew since
we were children; some of them were my brothers. I try to hear
from them... I hope they are fine.
Here I am now, ok after all; but it wasn’t easy. This was not what I
had dreamt of. I run aground on Orzán beach, I had so much
water inside that drying took several years. Gossip has it that the
salt comes out when I get angry. They took me to the council’s
warehouse. I was there until they decided what to do with me. I
was almost resigned myself to stay there for the rest of my life. At
the end they took me to the garden, they put me close to a
dilapidated bench and turned me into what I am. I would like to
be on the prom, beside the sea, the beautiful sea, yes, the sea. But
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it had to be here. The ones on the Ánimas split their sides
laughing at me.
During this years I have seen lots of things, I am almost
unshockable. Now, I prefer relaxing things; gossip basically, with
the strawberry boy. We two are studying the best way to get the
afternoon girl involved with the gardener. They look each other
with so much tenderness. It’s so romantic!
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Diana the hunter
Mummy always let me go out to play. She doesn’t say anything,
just smiles. She doesn’t talk too much, well, she really can’t. She
only talks her funny ways, I can hardly teach her. And even so, she
is great. Today we will go to the aquarium. We go there very
often, across the mountain. It’s very easy go down and the carer
never tells us off.
I don’t like rain; I don’t like it at all. Water is terrifying, when mum
wants to bath me I always try to run away but, in the end, she
persuades me. When it’s raining I go up stairs to play with my
neighbours, they are little but fantastic. We play run and catching
and, although they cheat all the time, I always win.
Once in the street we go along Cervantes street to Hércules
Avenue and then, then comes the real difficult thing, cross the
promenade. We are big, tall, yes we are, but they don’t see us.
They drive too fast. One day, mum got the fright of her life; she
was on her daily walk in the promenade. I’d forgot to ask for
permission, I crossed; she tried to warn me her way, she can’t say
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my name. I run and... she didn’t shout at me. She never tells me off
even though sometimes...
I rather go late, everything is quiet and mum doesn’t have to wait
for me to have dinner. The carer makes as we were not there, he
keeps on working. I like seals; we always go to see them. They like
water and the true is that it seems so enjoyable watching them
swim, dive, play with the ball...
We amuse people, they take photos; mum has a lot of pictures of
me and sometimes, when she has nothing to do, comes behind me
to watch if I’m playing pranks.
- So you are Diana – tells me the visitor while stroking me – you
might be a good hunter ¿aren’t you?
- That was what I thought, but one day I went up stairs and there
she was, playing with the mice – mummy said laughing.
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Interesting things always happen in foggy days
“Interesting things always happen in foggy days” she said hours
before as a spell; but she was not enthusiastic nor half-heartedly.
She moved leading by the crowd, without feeling. The sardines
didn’t taste as before, the smoke didn’t smell as before and the
bonfires weren’t as warm as before. The city moved slow motion
around her involved in a purifying smoke, exorcizing fortune spells
and impossible wishes.
Monte Alto’s Caribbean played the soundtrack that led her to
dreamland. She saw them in a hurry at midnight to burn the
accidents, the dismissals, the robberies, the forgotten, the
loveliness... She remained disconnected, watching the scene from
another dimension.
It was that hand grabbing her leg that gave her back to reality.
She looked at him. She smiled playing him down, let go of his
hand trying to go back to her trance. He insisted. She looked at
him again. “Too handsome to pay me attention without alcohol”
she thought. He smiled asking for attention.
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At last, she sat down close to him. He was not given every help;
but he didn’t matter; he even got a beautiful smile from the
distrust. She said goodbye before the night ended. “Too
handsome to pay me attention without alcohol” she thought again
watching him vanish in the fog. She would like to play him down.
One day she saw him again. “He will not remember me” she
thought, as he was getting closer. She looked at him. He smiled
asking for attention.
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It’s moving!
- It’s moving! – she said excited – have you seen it, Lúa? It’s
moving!
Lúa looked at her restless while the tractor ploughed the
threshing floor. All her savings wasted for that noisy stinking
monster. She barked at the tractor, she even showed it her teeth;
but she only got that mummy made her stay tied with a rope to the
kid’s hand.
Lúa loved the kid, she played with her, she didn’t scare when she
put her legs on and she always gave her so delicious food to eat.
But they had to understand it; there were all her savings, every
piece of meat and every piece of chocolate.
Now, seeing a life work wasted, she thought about how better it
had been eating those delicacies when the kid gave her. Why did
she always insist on keeping them for a better moment?
- There is no better moment than now – she decided
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analysing the tractor – keep calm – she thought moving
from one side to the other – perhaps I still haven’t lost it all,
maybe it only changed the place.
She lay down and sighed:
- I had it so well organized – Lúa thought – the meat under
the lemon tree, because hens never go there since a lemon
knocked one of them out. Chocolate was just by my side,
to eat some if I felt like at night.
- Look Lúa, it has moved again – the kid said looking at her
– don’t you think so? Yes, it has moved! Yes, it has!
Lúa didn’t understand what was the interesting thing in that tall
mast with the three sticks on the top, but the kid was so excited
and looked at her with the dreamer eyes of seeing an aeroplane...
they looked at each other and sighed.
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