Review of Chapter 4
• What does Felipe confirm about the
similar actions in Señora Consuelo and
Aura?
• What is changing about Felipe's own
behavior?
• How does what he discovers in the
garden help to explain some of this?
• What is odd about Felipe and Aura's
lovemaking?
• What does Felipe discover after his
sexual encounter with Aura?

-- Chapter 5 --

When you wake up, you look for
another presence in the room, and
realize it's not Aura who disturbs you
but rather the double presence of
something that was engendered
during the night. You put your hands
on your forehead, trying to calm
your disordered senses: that dull
melancholy is hinting to you in a low
voice, the voice of memory and
premonition, that you're seeking
your other half, that the sterile
conception last night engendered
your own double (117).
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How could a voice be
of both “memory”
and “premonition?”

When you wake up, you look for
another presence in the room, and
realize it's not Aura who disturbs you
but rather the double presence of
something that was engendered
during the night. You put your hands
on your forehead, trying to calm
your disordered senses: that dull
melancholy is hinting to you in a low
voice, the voice of memory and
premonition, that you're seeking
your other half, that the sterile
conception last night engendered
your own double (117).

How could a voice be
of both “memory”
and “premonition?”
How could a “conception”
be “sterile?”

When you wake up, you look for
another presence in the room, and
realize it's not Aura who disturbs you
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of both “memory”
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Felipe is “seeking”
something. Is this
process under his
control?

When you finish shaving you count the
objects in your traveling case, the bottles
and tubes which the servant you've never
seen brought over from your boarding
house: you murmur the names of these
objects, touch them, read the contents and
instructions, pronounce the names of the
manufacturers, keeping to these objects in
order to forget that other one, the one
without a name, without a label, without any
rational consistency. What is Aura
expecting of you? you ask yourself, closing
the traveling case. What does she want,
what does she want?
In answer you hear the dull rhythm of
her bell in the corridor telling you breakfast
is ready. You walk to the door without your
shirt on. When you open it you find Aura
there: it must be Aura because you see the
green taffeta she always wears, though her
face is covered with a green veil. You take
her by the wrist, that slender wrist which
trembles at you touch (121).
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What evidence is there that
she wants something?
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Can he actually see her?
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What does a veil
connote?

“She's trying to bury you alive. You've got to be
reborn, Aura.”
“You have to die before you can be reborn ... No, you
don't understand. Forget about it, Felipe. Just have faith
in me.”
“If you'd only explain.”
“Just have faith in me. She's going to be out today
for the whole day.”
“She?”
“Yes, the other.”
“She's going out? But she never ...”
“Yes, sometimes she does. She makes a great effort
and goes out. She's going out today. For all day. You
and I could ...”
“Go away?”
“If you want to.”
“Well ... perhaps not yet. I'm under contract. But as
soon as I can finish the work, then ...”
“Ah, yes. But she's going to be out all day. We could
do something.”
“What?”
“I'll wait for you this evening in my aunt's bedroom.
I'll wait for you as always” (125).
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Felipe suggests that Señora Consuelo is trying to kill Aura.
Does Aura disagree? Does she even see this as a bad thing?

Who is this?
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Aura says she will wait for him as always, but what
is going to be different this time?

In the parlor the widow Llorente comes
toward you, bent over, leaning on a
knobby cane; she's dressed in an old
white gown with a stained and tattered
gauze veil. She goes by without looking
at you, blowing her nose into a
handkerchief, blowing her nose and
spitting. She murmurs, “I won't be at
home today, Señor Montero. I have
complete confidence in your work.
Please keep at it. My husband's memoirs
must be published.”
She goes away, stepping across the
carpets with her tiny feet, which are like
those of an antique doll, and supporting
herself with her cane, spitting and
sneezing as if she wanted to clear
something from her congested lungs. It's
only by an effort of the will that you keep
yourself from following her with your
eyes, despite the curiosity you feel at
seeing the yellowed bridal gown she's
taken from the bottom of that old trunk in
her bedroom (125, 127).
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What is notable or
unusual about her
clothes?

You read the new pages,
the continuation, the
events of an agonized
century. In his ﬂorid
language General Llorente
describes the personality
of Eugenia de Montijo,
pays his respects to
Napoleon the Little,
summons up his most
martial rhetoric to proclaim
the Franco-Prussian War,
ﬁlls whole pages with his
sorrow at the defeat,
harangues all men of
honor about the
Republican monster, sees
a ray of hope in General
Boulanger, sighs for
Mexico, believes that in
the Dreyfus affairs the
honor-- always that word
“honor”-- of the army has
asserted itself again (131).
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Napoleon III,
called the “little”
or “lesser” to
distinguish him
Napoleon I
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Napoleon III attacks
Prussia in 1870 to stop
German unification.

-

The war is a disaster for
France.
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The Third French Republic begins
(1870-1940).
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Georges Boulanger threatens a
coup d'état in 1890s to overthrow
the new, more democratic
government and re-establish
military rule.
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-

In 1894, Captain Alfred Dreyfus was
falsely convicted of espionage charges.

-

Evidence that he was innocent was
suppressed because he was Jewish.

You read the new pages,
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events of an agonized
century. In his ﬂorid
language General Llorente
describes the personality
of Eugenia de Montijo,
pays his respects to
Napoleon the Little,
summons up his most
martial rhetoric to proclaim
the Franco-Prussian War,
ﬁlls whole pages with his
sorrow at the defeat,
harangues all men of
honor about the
Republican monster, sees
a ray of hope in General
Boulanger, sighs for
Mexico, believes that in
the Dreyfus affairs the
honor-- always that word
“honor”-- of the army has
asserted itself again (131).

To summarize what
we've learned about
General Llorente's
political views: he was
raised in privilege; he
supports the French
overthrow of his own
government; he favors
autocratic and
dictatorial rule by
elites; he is hostile to
those who are not
already wealthy and
powerful; he hates
democracy; he gets
excited about the
prospect of fighting
and killing; and he is
an anti-Semite.
Are we supposed to
see any of these traits
as admirable or
relatable?

“I told Consuelo that those medicines were utterly useless. She insists on growing her own
herbs in the garden. She says she is not deceiving herself. The herbs are not to strengthen
the body, but rather the soul.” Later: “I found her in a delirium, embracing the pillow. She
cried, ‘Yes, yes, yes, I’ve done it, I’ve re-created her!’ It was necessary to call the doctor. He
told me he could not quiet her, because the truth was that she was under the effects of
narcotics, not of stimulants.” And finally: “Early this morning I found her walking barefooted
through the hallways. I wanted to stop her. She went by without looking at me, but her words
were directed to me. ‘Don’t stop me,’ she said. ‘I’m going toward my youth, and my youth is
coming toward me. It’s coming in, it’s in the garden, it’s come back...’ Consuelo, my poor
Consuelo! Even the devil was an angel once” (133, 135).

“I told Consuelo that those medicines were utterly useless. She insists on growing her
own herbs in the garden. She says she is not deceiving herself. The herbs are not to
strengthen the body, but rather the soul.” Later: “I found her in a delirium, embracing the
pillow. She cried, ‘Yes, yes, yes, I’ve done it, I’ve re-created her!’ It was necessary to call the
doctor. He told me he could not quiet her, because the truth was that she was under the
effects of narcotics, not of stimulants.” And finally: “Early this morning I found her walking
barefooted through the hallways. I wanted to stop her. She went by without looking at me, but
her words were directed to me. ‘Don’t stop me,’ she said. ‘I’m going toward my youth, and my
youth is coming toward me. It’s coming in, it’s in the garden, it’s come back...’ Consuelo, my
poor Consuelo!(133, 135).

Does this
remind of
you
anything
from
elsewhere
in the
novel?
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coming toward me. It’s coming in, it’s in the garden, it’s come back...’ Consuelo, my poor
Consuelo! Even the devil was an angel once” (133, 135).
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What does this mean?

How does
General
Llorente
perceive
Consuelo at
the end?

And after the last page, the portraits. The
portrait of an elderly gentleman in a military
uniform, an old photograph with these words in
one corner: “Moulin, Photographe, 35
Boulevard Haussmann” and the date “1894.”
Then the photograph of Aura, of Aura with her
green eyes, her black hair gathered in ringlets,
leaning against a Doric column with a painted
landscape in the background: the landscape of
a Lorelei in the Rhine. Her dress is buttoned
up to the collar, there's a handkerchief in her
hand, she's wearing a bustle: Aura, and the
date “1876” in white ink, and on the back of the
daguerreotype, in spidery handwriting: “Fait
pour notre dixième anniversaire de mariage,”
and a signature in the same hand, “Consuelo
Llorente” (135, 137).
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Then the photograph of Aura, of Aura with her
green eyes, her black hair gathered in ringlets,
leaning against a Doric column with a painted
landscape in the background: the landscape
of a Lorelei in the Rhine. Her dress is
buttoned up to the collar, there's a
handkerchief in her hand, she's wearing a
bustle: Aura, and the date “1876” in white ink,
and on the back of the daguerreotype, in
spidery handwriting: “Fait pour notre dixième
anniversaire de mariage,” and a signature in
the same hand, “Consuelo Llorente” (135,
137).

What is a Lorelei, and
why is this significant?

And after the last page, the portraits. The
portrait of an elderly gentleman in a military
uniform, an old photograph with these words in
one corner: “Moulin, Photographe, 35
Boulevard Haussmann” and the date “1894.”
Then the photograph of Aura, of Aura with her
green eyes, her black hair gathered in ringlets,
leaning against a Doric column with a painted
landscape in the background: the landscape of
a Lorelei in the Rhine. Her dress is buttoned
up to the collar, there's a handkerchief in her
hand, she's wearing a bustle: Aura, and the
date “1876” in white ink, and on the back of the
daguerreotype, in spidery handwriting: “Fait
pour notre dixième anniversaire de mariage,”
and a signature in the same hand, “Consuelo
Llorente” (135, 137).

daguerreotype: a type of
early photographic process
employing a silvered plate

And after the last page, the portraits. The
portrait of an elderly gentleman in a military
uniform, an old photograph with these words in
one corner: “Moulin, Photographe, 35
Boulevard Haussmann” and the date “1894.”
Then the photograph of Aura, of Aura with her
green eyes, her black hair gathered in ringlets,
leaning against a Doric column with a painted
landscape in the background: the landscape of
a Lorelei in the Rhine. Her dress is buttoned
up to the collar, there's a handkerchief in her
hand, she's wearing a bustle: Aura, and the
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daguerreotype, in spidery handwriting: “Fait
pour notre dixième anniversaire de
mariage,” and a signature in the same hand,
“Consuelo Llorente” (135, 137).

Made for our tenth wedding
anniversary

And after the last page, the portraits. The
portrait of an elderly gentleman in a military
uniform, an old photograph with these words in
one corner: “Moulin, Photographe, 35
Boulevard Haussmann” and the date “1894.”
Then the photograph of Aura, of Aura with
her green eyes, her black hair gathered in
ringlets, leaning against a Doric column with a
painted landscape in the background: the
landscape of a Lorelei in the Rhine. Her dress
is buttoned up to the collar, there's a
handkerchief in her hand, she's wearing a
bustle: Aura, and the date “1876” in white
ink, and on the back of the daguerreotype, in
spidery handwriting: “Fait pour notre dixième
anniversaire de mariage,” and a signature
in the same hand, “Consuelo Llorente”
(135, 137).

What is significant
about all of this?

In the third photograph you
see both Aura and the old
gentleman, but this time
they're dressed in outdoor
clothes, sitting on a bench in a
garden. The photograph has
become a little blurred: Aura
doesn't look as young as she
did in the other picture, but it's
she, it’s he, it’s ... it’s you. You
stare and stare at the
photographs, then hold them
up to the skylight. You cover
General Llorente's beard with
your finger, and imagine him
with black hair, and you only
discover yourself: blurred,
lost, forgotten, but you, you,
you (137).
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In the third photograph you
see both Aura and the old
gentleman, but this time
they're dressed in outdoor
clothes, sitting on a bench in a
garden. The photograph has
become a little blurred: Aura
doesn't look as young as she
did in the other picture, but it's
she, it’s he, it’s ... it’s you.
You stare and stare at the
photographs, then hold
them up to the skylight. You
cover General Llorente's
beard with your finger, and
imagine him with black hair,
and you only discover
yourself: blurred, lost,
forgotten, but you, you, you
(137).

Night has fallen. Beyond the skylight the swift black clouds are hiding the moon, which tries to
free itself, to reveal its pale, round, smiling face. It escapes for only a moment, then the clouds hide
it again. You haven't got any hope left. You don't even look at your watch. You hurry down the stairs,
out of that prison cell with its old papers and faded daguerreotypes, and stop at the door of Señora
Consuelo's room, and listen to your own voice, muted and transformed after all those hours of
silence: “Aura . . .”
Again: “Aura . . .”
You enter the room. The votive lights have gone out. You remember that the old lady has been
away all day: without her faithful attention the candles have all burned up. You grope forward in the
darkness to the bed.
And again: “Aura . . .” (139, 141).

Night has fallen. Beyond the skylight the swift black clouds are hiding the moon, which tries to
free itself, to reveal its pale, round, smiling face. It escapes for only a moment, then the clouds hide
it again. You haven't got any hope left. You don't even look at your watch. You hurry down the stairs,
out of that prison cell with its old papers and faded daguerreotypes, and stop at the door of Señora
Consuelo's room, and listen to your own voice, muted and transformed after all those hours of
silence: “Aura . . .”
Again: “Aura . . .”
You enter the room. The votive lights have gone out. You remember that the old lady has been
away all day: without her faithful attention the candles have all burned up. You grope forward in the
darkness to the bed.
And again: “Aura . . .” (139, 141).

Why can't
he see?

A ray of moonlight shines in and surprises you, shines in through a chink in the wall that the rats
have chewed open, an eye that lets in a beam of silvery moonlight. It falls on Aura’s eroded face,
as brittle and yellowed as the memoirs, as creased with wrinkles as the photographs. You stop
kissing those fleshless lips, those toothless gums: the ray of moonlight shows you the naked body
of the old lady, of Señora Consuelo, limp, spent, tiny, ancient, trembling because you touch her.
You love her, you too have come back . . .
You plunge your face, your open eyes, into Consuelo's silver-white hair, and you'll embrace her
again when the clouds cover the moon, when you're both hidden again, when the memory of youth,
of youth re-embodied, rules the darkness.
“She'll come back, Felipe. We'll bring her back ...” (145).

What does
this
mean?

A ray of moonlight shines in and surprises you, shines in through a chink in the wall that the rats
have chewed open, an eye that lets in a beam of silvery moonlight. It falls on Aura’s eroded face,
as brittle and yellowed as the memoirs, as creased with wrinkles as the photographs. You stop
kissing those fleshless lips, those toothless gums: the ray of moonlight shows you the naked body
of the old lady, of Señora Consuelo, limp, spent, tiny, ancient, trembling because you touch her.
You love her, you too have come back . . .
You plunge your face, your open eyes, into Consuelo's silver-white hair, and you'll embrace her
again when the clouds cover the moon, when you're both hidden again, when the memory of youth,
of youth re-embodied, rules the darkness.
“She'll come back, Felipe. We'll bring her back ...” (145).

Who is
Aura?
Who is
Felipe?

A ray of moonlight shines in and surprises you, shines in through a chink in the wall that the rats
have chewed open, an eye that lets in a beam of silvery moonlight. It falls on Aura’s eroded face,
as brittle and yellowed as the memoirs, as creased with wrinkles as the photographs. You stop
kissing those fleshless lips, those toothless gums: the ray of moonlight shows you the naked body
of the old lady, of Señora Consuelo, limp, spent, tiny, ancient, trembling because you touch her.
You love her, you too have come back . . .
You plunge your face, your open eyes, into Consuelo's silver-white hair, and you'll embrace her
again when the clouds cover the moon, when you're both hidden again, when the memory of youth,
of youth re-embodied, rules the darkness.
“She'll come back, Felipe. We'll bring her back ...” (145).

Is this
supposed
to be a
happy
ending? A
great love
story?

A ray of moonlight shines in and surprises you, shines in through a chink in the wall that the rats
have chewed open, an eye that lets in a beam of silvery moonlight. It falls on Aura’s eroded face,
as brittle and yellowed as the memoirs, as creased with wrinkles as the photographs. You stop
kissing those fleshless lips, those toothless gums: the ray of moonlight shows you the naked body
of the old lady, of Señora Consuelo, limp, spent, tiny, ancient, trembling because you touch her.
You love her, you too have come back . . .
You plunge your face, your open eyes, into Consuelo's silver-white hair, and you'll embrace her
again when the clouds cover the moon, when you're both hidden again, when the memory of youth,
of youth re-embodied, rules the darkness.
“She'll come back, Felipe. We'll bring her back ...” (145).

If it's not a
happy
ending, is
the novel
warning
against
something?

A ray of moonlight shines in and surprises you, shines in through a chink in the wall that the rats
have chewed open, an eye that lets in a beam of silvery moonlight. It falls on Aura’s eroded face,
as brittle and yellowed as the memoirs, as creased with wrinkles as the photographs. You stop
kissing those fleshless lips, those toothless gums: the ray of moonlight shows you the naked body
of the old lady, of Señora Consuelo, limp, spent, tiny, ancient, trembling because you touch her.
You love her, you too have come back . . .
You plunge your face, your open eyes, into Consuelo's silver-white hair, and you'll embrace her
again when the clouds cover the moon, when you're both hidden again, when the memory of youth,
of youth re-embodied, rules the darkness.
“She'll come back, Felipe. We'll bring her back ...” (145).

