Review of Chapter 1
• Who is the protagonist?

• What is his career?
• Why does he go to the decrepit, colonial
mansion?
• Who does he meet there?
• What does the job entail?

• Would most people take this job? Why or
why not?
• Why does Felipe accept the position?

-- Chapter 2 --

You’re thinking about this as you follow her out of the room, and you
discover that you’ve got to follow her with your ears instead of your
eyes: you follow the rustle of her skirt, the rustle of taffeta, and you’re
anxious now to look into her eyes again. You climb the stairs behind
that sound in the darkness, and you’re still unused to the obscurity.
You remember it must be about six in the afternoon, and
the flood of light surprises you when Aura opens the door to
your bedroom-- another door without a latch-- and steps aside to
tell you: “This is your room. We’ll expect you for supper in an
hour.”
She moves away with that same faint rustle of taffeta, and
you weren’t able to see her face again (31).
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In terms of the setting,
how is this more of the
same?
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In terms of the setting,
how is this more of the
same?
What is unusual about this
job?

Then you glance around the room: a red
wool rug, olive and gold wallpaper, an easy
chair covered in red velvet, an old walnut
desk with a green leather top, an old
Argand lamp with its soft glow for your
nights of research, and a bookshelf over
the desk in reach of your hand. You walk
over to the other door, and on pushing it
open you discover an outmoded bathroom:
a four-legged bathtub with little flowers
painted on the porcelain, a blue hand
basin, an old fashioned toilet. You look at
yourself in the large oval mirror on the door
of the wardrobe-- it’s also walnut-- in the
bathroom hallway. You move your heavy
eyebrows and wide thick lips, and your
breath fogs the mirror. You close your black
eyes, and when you open them again the
mirror has cleared. You stop holding your
breath and run your hand through your
dark, limp hair; you touch your fine profile,
your lean cheeks; and when your breath
hides your face again you’re repeating her
name: “Aura” (33).
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What is significant about
these setting details?
What do they tell us about
the lifestyle of those who
live in this house?
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How can Felipe be obsessed
with Aura when he doesn’t
know her and hasn’t even
clearly seen her?
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You could take the lamp down
with you. You don’t do it. This
house will always be in
darkness, and you’ve got to
learn it and re-learn it by
touch. You grope your way
like a blind man, with your
arms stretched out wide,
feeling your way along the
wall, and by accident you turn
an the light-switch. You stop
and blink in the bright middle
of that long, empty hall. At the
end of it you see the bannister
and the spiral staircase (35).

You could take the lamp down
with you. You don’t do it. This
house will always be in
darkness, and you’ve got to
learn it and re-learn it by
touch. You grope your way
like a blind man, with your
arms stretched out wide,
feeling your way along the
wall, and by accident you turn
an the light-switch. You stop
and blink in the bright middle
of that long, empty hall. At the
end of it you see the bannister
and the spiral staircase (35).

How is Felipe like a blind
man?
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man? In what sense does
the simile not work?
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How is Felipe like a blind
man? In what sense does
the simile not work?

Is there any other sense in
which he is a blind man?

You don’t have time to stop in the lower hallway
because Aura is waiting for you at a half-open
stained-glass door, with a candelabra in her hand.
You walk toward her, smiling, but you stop when you
hear the painful yowling of a number of cats-- yes,
you stop to listen, next to Aura, to be sure that
they’re cats-- and then follow her to the parlor.
“It’s the cats,” Aura tells you. “There are lots of
rats in this part of the city.”
You go through the parlor; furniture upholstered
in faded silk; glass-fronted cabinet containing
porcelain figurines, musical clocks, medals, glass
halls; carpets with Persian designs; pictures of rustic
scenes; green velvet curtains. Aura is dressed in
green.
“ls your room comfortable?”
“Yes. But I have to get my things from the place
where...”
“It won’t be necessary. The servant has already
gone for them” (37).
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What is strange about

this conversation?

Aura lifts the cover from one
of the plates. You breathe in
the pungent odor of the liver
and onions she serves you,
then you pick up the old bottle
and fill the cut-glass goblets
with that thick red liquid. Out
of curiosity you try to read the
label on the wine bottle, but
the grime has obscured it.
Aura serves you some whole
broiled tomatoes from the
other plate (39).
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What is

significant
about this
choice of food?

You eat in silence. You drink that thick wine, occasionally shifting your glance
so that Aura won’t catch you in the hypnotized stare that you can’t control. You’d
like to fix the girl’s features in your mind. Every time you look away you forget
them again, and an irresistible urge forces you to look at her once more. As usual,
she has her eyes lowered. While you’re searching for the pack of cigarettes in
your coat pocket, you run across that big key, and remember, and say to Aura:
“Ah! I forgot that one of the drawers in my desk is locked. I’ve got my papers in it.”
And she murmurs: “Then you want to go out?” She says it as a reproach.
You feel confused, and reach out your hand to her with the key dangling from
one finger (41).
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How is
this meal
odd?
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How is
Felipe’s
characterization
changing?

You eat in silence. You drink that thick wine, occasionally shifting your glance
so that Aura won’t catch you in the hypnotized stare that you can’t control. You’d
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You make an effort to control yourself, diverting
your attention away from her by listening to the
imperceptible movement of a door behind you-- it
must lead to the kitchen-- or by separating the two
different elements that make up the room: the
compact circle of light around the candelabra,
illuminating the table and one carved wall, find the
larger circle of darkness surrounding it. Finally you
have the courage to go up to her, take her hand,
open it, and place your key-ring in her smooth
palm as a token.
She closes her hand, looks up at you, and
murmurs, “Thank you,” Then she rises and walks
quickly out of the room.
You sit down in Aura’s chair, stretch your legs,
and light a cigarette, feeling a pleasure you’ve
never felt before, one that you knew was part of
you but that only now you’re experiencing fully,
setting it free, bringing it out because this time you
know it’ll be answered and won’t be lost ... And
Señora Consuelo is waiting for you, as Aura said.
She’s waiting for you after supper... (43, 45).
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Is this normal
behavior?
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Does this make
logical sense?

You see her from a distance: she’s kneeling there
in her coarse woolen nightgown, with her head
sunk into her narrow shoulders; she’s thin, even
emaciated, like a medieval sculpture; her legs are
like two sticks, and they’re inflamed with
erysipelas. While you’re thinking of the continual
rubbing of that rough wool against her skin, she
suddenly raises her fists and strikes feebly at the
air, as if she were doing battle against the images
you can make out as you tiptoe closer: Christ, the
Virgin, St. Sebastian, St. Lucia, the Archangel
Michael, and the grinning demons in an old print,
the only happy figures in that iconography of
sorrow and wrath, happy because they’re jabbing
their pitchforks into the flesh of the damned,
pouring cauldrons of boiling water on them,
violating the women, getting drunk, enjoying all the
liberties forbidden to the saints. You approach that
central image, which is surrounded by the tears of
Our Lady of Sorrows, the blood of Our Crucified
Lord, the delight of Lucifer, the anger of the
Archangel, the viscera preserved in bottles of
alcohol, the silver heart: Señora Consuelo,
kneeling, threatens them with her fists, stammering
the words you can hear as you move even closer:
“Come, City of God! Gabriel, sound your trumpet!
Ah, how long the world takes to die” (47)!
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central image, which is surrounded by the tears of
Our Lady of Sorrows, the blood of Our Crucified
Lord, the delight of Lucifer, the anger of the
Archangel, the viscera preserved in bottles of
alcohol, the silver heart: Señora Consuelo,
kneeling, threatens them with her fists, stammering
the words you can hear as you move even closer:
“Come, City of God! Gabriel, sound your trumpet!
Ah, how long the world takes to die” (47)!
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What is notable
about this
religious imagery?
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in her coarse woolen nightgown, with her head
sunk into her narrow shoulders; she’s thin, even
emaciated, like a medieval sculpture; her legs are
like two sticks, and they’re inflamed with
erysipelas. While you’re thinking of the continual
rubbing of that rough wool against her skin, she
suddenly raises her fists and strikes feebly at the
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their pitchforks into the flesh of the damned,
pouring cauldrons of boiling water on them,
violating the women, getting drunk, enjoying all the
liberties forbidden to the saints. You approach that
central image, which is surrounded by the tears of
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alcohol, the silver heart: Señora Consuelo,
kneeling, threatens them with her fists, stammering
the words you can hear as you move even closer:
“Come, City of God! Gabriel, sound your trumpet!
Ah, how long the world takes to die” (47)!

She beats her breast until she
collapses in front of the images and
candles in a spasm of coughing. You
raise her by the elbow, and as you gently
help her to the bed you're surprised at
her smallness: she’s almost a little girl,
bent over almost double. You realize that
without your assistance she would have
had to get back to bed on her hands and
knees. You help her into that wide bed
with its bread crumbs and old feather
pillows, and cover her up, and wait until
her breathing is back to normal, while the
involuntary tears run down her parchment
cheeks.
“Excuse me ... excuse me, Señor
Montero. Old ladies have nothing left but
the pleasures of devotion ... Give me my
handkerchief, please” (49).
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She beats her breast until she
collapses in front of the images and
candles in a spasm of coughing. You
raise her by the elbow, and as you gently
help her to the bed you’re surprised at
her smallness: she’s almost a little girl,
bent over almost double. You realize that
without your assistance she would
have had to get back to bed on her
hands and knees. You help her into that
wide bed with its bread crumbs and old
feather pillows, and cover her up, and
wait until her breathing is back to
normal, while the involuntary tears run
down her parchment cheeks.
“Excuse me ... excuse me, Señor
Montero. Old ladies have nothing left but
the pleasures of devotion ... Give me
my handkerchief, please” (49).

What is unusual
about these
“pleasures?”

What is
strange
about Señora
Consuelo’s
words here?

“You can begin reading this part. I will give you the others later.
Goodnight, Señor Montero. Thank you. Look, the candelabra has gone
out. Light it outside the door, please. No, no, you can keep the key. I
trust you.”
“Señora, there’s a rat’s nest in that corner.”
“Rats? I never go over there.”
“You should bring the cats in here.”
“The cats? What cats? Goodnight. I’m going to sleep. I’m very tired.”
“Goodnight” (53).

