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	Edizio hau elebiduna da. Iban Zalduaren ipuinak euskaraz irakurri nahi badituzu, esteka honetan sakatu, mesedez:

	 

	IBILBIDEA eta azken hamarraldiko beste bost ipuin

	 

	 

	This is a bilingual edition. If you wish to read Iban Zaldua’s stories in English, please click on this link:

	 

	GUIDED TOUR and five more tales from the last decade

	 

	 

	Booktegik Elkar argitaletxeari ipuinak berplazaratzeko baimena eskertu nahi dio biziki.

	 

	 

	IBILBIDEA eta azken hamarraldiko beste bost ipuin

	 

	 

	AUKIBIDEA

	 

	IBILBIDEA eta azken hamarraldiko beste bost ipuin

	HITZAURREA

	KAFKAREN itzultzailea

	OREKA

	AMA

	HIRU KONTZERTU

	IHES EGINDAKOAK

	IBILBIDEA

	

	HITZAURREA

	EDO LITERATURA GAIXOTASUN GISA

	Idazten ari dela idazten duen idazlea liburuaren azpititulua

	 

	Hau Iban Zalduaren ipuin bat balitz, hiri bateko eremu arrunt batean geundeke: sukalde bat, bat, ohea, etxekoa edo hotel batekoa, edo ospitale batekoa. Eta gertatu ere, ez da beste munduko ezer gertatuko; ziur asko, oso mundu honetako zerbait baizik. Iratzargailuak jo dezake, email bat iritsiko zaio protagonistari edo, kasu honetan, sueroa aldatuko diote ospitalean dagoen gaixoari: Edgar Alan Poeren obra osoa zainetaratu ondoren, Philip K. Dickenaren poltsatxoa jarriko diote, eta irribarre bat marraztuko da ohetik altxa ezinik dagoen eriaren aurpegian. Ez dituzu hitz asko irakurri beharko, beraz, arrunt adjektiboa arrozten hasi arte.

	 

	Historialaria da lanbidez Iban Zaldua, ekonomia-historiako eskolak ematen ditu unibertsitatean. Maite ditu datuak, objektibotasuna zer den asmatzeak kezkatzen du, arrazionala izaten ahalegintzen da, ikuspegiak zehazten… Eta historiak, lehenengo eta behin, gaur egungo egunkariak irakurtzeko balio behar duela dioen esaldiari fidel (Pierre Vilar), gaur egunaren irakurle zorrotza da: ez dago testuinguru gordinenean jartzen ez duen goibururik. Gordinki errealista da, beraz, optimismoari zirrikitu gutxi uzten diotenetakoa. 

	 

	Hala ere, sortu, fikzioa sortzen du bereziki, errealitatea kontatzeari utzi gabe. Ipuingilea da, sutsua, baina gaixotasunen bideak ezin asmatuzkoak izaten dira, espero gabeko organoei eragiten baitiete, eta hainbat bekatu egin ditu Ibanek: saiakerak idatzi ditu, baita komikiak ere, baina hori ez da hain larria. Nobelak idatzi ditu, bai eta haur eta gazte literatura ere! Blog kolektibo batean eta pertsonal batean eta hainbat mediotan artikulugintzan ere aritua dela kontuan hartuta, poesiarena da eduki ez duen sintoma bakarra. 

	 

	Zalduaren ipuinek, fantasiazkoenek ere, ez diote errealitatea bere lekuan, dagokion ordenan, jartzeari uzten, nahiz horretarako Escherren marrazkietakoa bezain errealitate/denbora ezinezkoetara garamatzan maiz. Idazle errealista dela esango bagenu, egia eta gezurra litzateke: Ibanen errealismoa fantasiak zikinduta dago, eta Ibanen fantasia historia-lan bat bezain zehatza da. 

	 

	Hau Zalduaren ipuin bat balitz, datu zehatzez azalduko liguke zer prozesu historikoren ondorioz zegoen bere dosirik lortu ezinik Gasteiz bezalako hiri batean literaturaz gaixo dagoen pertsona bat. Eta nahikoak lituzke esaldi pare bat horretarako, irakurleari irakurle izateko eskatzen baitio Zalduaren literaturak.

	 

	Esku artean dituzun ipuinak ezinegonetik sortuak dira, baina ez dira negartiak. Baron Bizaren nobela batean irakur dezakegu, me hice desde muy joven una idea burlable del mal: nagusiki tabernetan ikasitako lezioa da hori. Zalduak ez dakit gaizkiaren irudi burlable hori duen, baina bai zerbait nolabait ekidinezinarena, sorbaldak jasoko balitu bezala da: gauzak horrelakoak dira esaten digu, beti izan dira horrela, sentitzen dut ez baldin bazenekien. Gaizkia arrunkeria bat da: ez dago ereduzko heroirik orriotan. 

	 

	Umorea izan daiteke Zalduaren ipuinetan gehiegikeriei balazta jartzeko modua. Baina Ibanen umoreak berak bere balazta ere badauka: ez da algara sortzen duen umorea, ez da txistearena. Denok hain arruntak, hain aurreikusgarriak dirudigu Ibanen ipuinetan… barre egitea beste erremediorik ez zaigu geratzen.

	 

	Ildo horretan, ipuin errazak dirudite Ibanenak, baina maisutasunaren ondorio da hori. Ipuin itxuraz hain sinpleek xehetasun erabakigarriak kontatzen dizkigute: sinpletasunak, esanguratsua izateko, jakituria handia eskatzen baitu. Ibanek denboraren, historiaren esentzia aurkitu eta handik hitz egingo baligu bezala da. Baina dibertitzeari utzi gabe: izozki-bola biribil-biribiletan ematen digu dastatzeko konplexutasun hori guztia.

	 

	Kalitatearekiko kezka, obsesioa kasi, handia da Ibanengan. Ez soilik idazle moduan, baita irakurle moduan ere. Errealitatea bezalaxe disekzionatzen ditu esku artean ibiltzen dituen liburuak (eta asko dira). Baina idazle oparoa da Iban, ez du kalitatearen bilaketa horrek eraketa maniatikora eraman. Eta oparotasun horrek oso antologagarri egiten du Zalduaren produkzioa: zientzia fikziozko ipuinak bil daitezke, euskal gatazkari buruzkoak, seme-alaben eta gurasoen harremanei buruzkoak, bikote harremanei buruzkoak, musikak ardaztutakoak (melomano handia da Zaldua), literaturari buruzko literatura…

	 

	Hau Zalduaren ipuin bat balitz, motza litzateke, eta dentsitate handikoa: esaldi bakoitzak, deskriptiboek nahiz besteek, informazioa emango ligukete. Ez ligukete informazio emozional handiegirik emango, Zalduaren historia eta istorioak ez dituzte emozioek mugitzen, ez da alferrik ekonomia-historiako irakaslea. Alderdi materialek ia dena gainditzen dute Ibanek fikzioaren bidez marrazten digun errealitatean: indibiduoak ahal bezala egokitzen gara gu baino zaharragoak, handiagoak eta indartsuagoak diren egituretara eta prozesuetara. Alde horretatik, etsipenetik ere idazten duela iruditzen zait, ez dio irakurleari itxaropenik eta irtenbiderik emango, kontzientzia ironikozko ezkutu bat ez bada. 

	 

	Eta, noski, hau Iban Zalduaren ipuin bat balitz, ez dakit nola bukatuko litzatekeen. Inoiz ez da jakiten Ibanen ipuin bat nola bukatuko den, eta beraz, batzuetan, ez da uste genuen bezala hasten ere.

	 

	UXUE APAOLAZA

	KAFKAREN itzultzailea

	–Ez dago ezer hoberik eskulangintza soil, ukigarri, erabilgarri hori baino. Zurgintzaz gainera, lehendik ibilia naiz nekazaritzan eta lorazantzan. Guztiau ene bulegoko zerbitzuak baino baliotsu eta atseginago da. Itxuraz. Baina egia esanez, norbera bakartiago dago, horregatik ez da bestek baino zoriontsuago. Benetan. Lan intelektualak gizona gizakomunitatetik kanporatzen du. Eskulanak, aldiz, beste gizonengana eramaten du (...).

	 

	–Hemengo lanpostu hau ez duzu lagako ba...?

	 

	–Zergatik ez? Palestinara joateko baino beste deseorik ez daukat, nekazari edo eskulangile... Gustav Janouch, Elkarrizketak Kafkarekin (Xaguxarra aldizkariaren bigarren alean itzulita agertu zen eran).

	 

	Istorio honen hasiera Ernst P. adiskideak kontatu zidan, duela hainbat urte. Isilpean gordetzeko eskatu zidan, eta hala egin dut txintxo-txintxo gaur arte, baina igarotako denboraren luzeak, alde batetik, eta haren osasunari buruz iritsi zaizkidan azken berriek, bestetik, nire hitza apurtzera bultzatu naute; hein batean apurtzera, gehituko nuke, xehetasun garrantzitsu batzuk –nire adiskidearen abizen osoa, kasu– ez ditudalako ezagutzera emango, eta, azken batean, kontu bat –edozein kontu– hau bezalako ipuin liburu batean argitaratzea, eta euskaraz gainera, ilunpean gordetzea delako kasik. Gutxieneko zuhurtasuna mantentzea, ordea, beharrezkoa dela pentsatzen dut, oraingoz bederen.

	 

	Ezagutu nuenean etorkizun handiko ikerlari gaztea zen Ernst, filologia germaniarrean ez ezik, hizkuntza semitikoetan ere aditua, eta hebreera bikain menderatzen zuena: ni bezala 1960ko hamarkadan jaioa, Holokaustoak eragindako erru-sentimenduak kultura juduaren azterketara –eta baita harekiko maitasunera ere– bultzatutako alemaniar horietakoa zen, uste baino zabalduagoa dagoen espeziea, bide batez esanda. Izan ere, horrela ezagutu nuen Ernst, sefardien literaturari buruzko kongresu batera lagundu nuenean nire emaztegaia, Toledora, handik baitzebilen gizona kopla zahar batzuetako hebreerazko maileguen inguruko komunikazio bat aurkezten. Saioen osteko afarietan adiskidetu, eta berandu arte geratu ginen gau batean –kongresuko azkena, oker ez banago– kontatu zidan istorioa, Alcazar inguruko txabiske batean biok bakarrik geratu ginelarik, gin-tonicak lagun.

	 

	Garai hartan ez zegoen oraindik obsesionatuta gaiarekin, eta are distantzia ironiko pittin batekin hartzen zuela esango nuke, nahiz eta irudipena daukadan hartan sinesten hasia zela jada. Aurreko udan gertatu zitzaion, kontatu zidanez. Tel Avivetik hurbil zegoen kibbutz batera urtebete pasatzera joan zen Ernst, bere hebreera hobetzera eta, ezkertiarra izanik, esperientzia pseudosozialista hura interesatzen zitzaiolako orobat; Osloko bake-akordioen garaia zen, eta eskualdea nahiko lasai zegoen une haietan. Ez zidan egonaldiari buruzko xehetasun handirik eman, baina, oro har, desengainua hartu zuelako inpresioa eman zidan, kibbutzaren antolaketari buruz azaldu zizkidan apurrak ez baitzitzaizkidan bereziki positiboak iruditu. Ernstek beste istorio bat kontatu nahi zidan, ordea, bertan ezagutu zuen Aaron S. zaharrarekin zerikusia zuena, hain zuzen ere. Aaron hura kibbutznik erretiratua zen, baina laguntzen aritzen zena oraindik, indarrek permititzen zioten heinean, eta, oroz gainetik, kibbutzaren memoria mantentzen saiatzen zena nolabait, bertakoek nahiko kasu gutxi egiten zioten arren, Ernstek aitortu zidan bezala; hilabete gutxiren buruan adiskide minak bihurtu ziren biak. Aaron 1938an iritsi omen zen hara gurasoekin, Europatik ihesi, hamabi urte eskas zituelarik, eta ordurako kibbutza, Palestinako zaharrenetariko bat beraz, indar betean ari zen.

	 

	Aaronek gehien maite zuen etxaldeko txokoa sagardi bat zen, duna batzuen ondoan zabaltzen zena, eta haren itzalpean elkartzen zen maiz Ernstekin, lanaldia amaitzean; bertan aritzen ziren kontu kontari, zigarro batzuk erre bitartean. Zer esanik ez, Aaronek ez zion berehala azaldu istorioa: Ernsten egonaldia kibbutzean amaitzear zegoen, leku hura Kafkaren sagardia zela aipatu zionean. «Hala deitu izan diot nik behintzat, betidanik», gehitu zuen Aaronek. «Kafkaren sagardia?», galdetu zion Ernstek, «Haren omenez jarri al zenioten izena? Ez nekien haren obraren miresle zinetenik». «Ez, ez da hori», erantzun Aaronek, eta une horretan konturatu zen Ernst zaharrak intentzio osoaz hartua zuela ahotan gaia. «Kafkak berak landatu zuelako dauka izen hori, hura gogoan duen bakarra ni naizen arren, kibbutzean». Ernstek, jakina, sinesgogor ihardetsi zion, «Ez nekien Kafka Palestinarako bidaia egitera iritsi zenik» batekin, ondo baitzekien sionismoarekin jolasean ibili zen garaian idazleak bertara joateko plan ez bereziki errealistak egin zituela, eta elkarrekin oporretan abiatzeko proposamena egin ziola, erdi-brometan, Felice Bauer bere lehenengo andregaiari, ezagutu ziren egunean bertan. «Bada, bidaia hura egitera iritsi zen, eta ez hori bakarrik: hemen pasatu zituen bere bizitzako azkeneko urteak, eta bertan dago lurperatuta, sagarrondo horren azpian hain justu», aitortu zion Aaronek, aurrean zeukaten zuhaitz adabegitsu bat seinalatuz.

	 

	Ernstek barre-algaraka hasteko bulkada sentitu zuen segundo-hamarren batez, baina Aaronen begiradak halakorik egiteko asmo guztiak zapuztu zizkion bat-batean. «Ez da posible, Aaron: mundu guztiak daki Viena inguruko erietxe batean hil zela Kafka, tuberkulosiak jota, Dora Diamant bere azkeneko neska-lagunaren besoetan». «Edo Robert Klopstok medikuntza ikasle gaztearenetan: bertsio guztiak ez datoz bat puntu horretan», egin zion arrapostu Aaronek. «Ez al zaizu bitxia iruditzen, bizitza horren ondo ezagutzen den Kafka bezalako egile baten biografian, horrelako nahasmena egotea, zertan eta bere azkeneko hatsa eman zuen zirkunstantzien inguruan?». Horretan arrazoia eman behar izan zion Ernstek, ondo baitzekien Kafkaren bizitza ia egunez egun jarraitu ahal dela, literaturaren historiako idazle ikertuenetako bat den heinean. «Ez: Kafka Palestinara etorri, sagardi hau landatu eta aurrera atera zuen 1920ko hamarkadaren amaieran, eta kibbutz honetan hil zen 1944an, hirurogeita bat urte zituelarik. Ni mutiko bat nintzen artean, eta guztia kontatu zidan hementxe, eserita gauden leku honetan bertan».

	 

	Ernstek, jakina, ez zuen berehalakoan sinetsi, baina, azkeneko hilabeteetan ikusi eta entzundakoagatik, are sinesgaitzagoa egiten zitzaion hura guztia Aaronen txantxa bat izatea, eta argudioekin saiatu zen zaharraren baieztapenei aurre egiten. «Baina, Aaron, ez garela Elvis Presley edo Walt Disneyz ari, edo modu zalantzagarriren batean hil ondoren han eta hemen ikusi omen dituzten pertsonaia horietako edozeinez, tuberkulosiaz eri zegoen norbaitez baizik: garai hartan hilgarria zen gaixotasun batez. 1950eko hamarkadara arte ez zen erremedio eraginkorrik topatu...». «Hala da, bai», erantzun zion kibbutznik erretiratuak, «baina horren larri egon izan ez balitz, zer? 1917an diagnostikatu zioten lehenengoz tuberkulosia, eta 1924an hil omen zen, prozesu bizkor baten ostean. Bizkorregia, akaso: garai hartan bazeuden bideak gaixotasunaren areagotzea gelditzeko gutxienez, hala nola biriketako hiloaren estekatzea edota pneumonektomia; imajinatzen dut irakurria izango duzula Mendi magikoa, ezta? Eta, bestalde, ziur nago hemengoa bezalako giro batek on egingo ziola haren biriken osasunari, bizitza beste hogei urtez luzatzen laguntzeraino, adibidez».

	 

	«Dena dela, bada beste posibilitate bat: eta guztia komedia bat izan balitz? Gaixotasunarena, esan nahi dut. Kafkak medikuak ezagutzen zituen Pragan, lan-istripuen arloko aseguru konpainia batean baitzegoen enplegatuta; ez zuen oztopo handirik izango ziurtagiriren bat lortzeko. Tuberkulosia baino bide hoberik ezin aurkitu bere heriotza simulatzeko. Azken batean, guztiz sinesgarria zen, zeraman bizitza kontuan hartuta: naturista zen eta gutxi jaten zuen, pasteurizatu gabeko esnea erruz edaten zuen, lo gutxi egiten zuen... Hautagai perfektua zen tuberkulosiarentzat, zeina, ez dezagun ahaztu, oso gaixotasun literarioa zen». «Eta Kafkak hori guztia aitortu zizun, noski», moztu zion Ernstek une horretan, murrika doinua saihestu ezinik. «Ez, ez zidan sekula bere gaixotasun erreal edo irudimenezkoez hitz egin; garai hartan ni gaztetxo bat besterik ez nintzen, gainera. Ondoren joan nintzen hari-muturrak lotzen, Kafkari buruz irakurtzen nuen heinean».

	 

	«Gogoan hartu, Ernst adiskidea, zein ondo etorri zitzaion Kafkari gaixotasuna Felicerekiko bere bigarren ezkon-hitza hausteko. Aitarengandik independizatzera zihoan, erabakia hartuta omen zeukan literaturatik bizitzen saiatzeko, Berlingo emakume praktiko eta zentzudun harekin ezkontzeko hitza behin betiko emana zuen... eta, une horretantxe, tuberkulosia! Bertigoa eragiten zioten konpromiso horiekin guztiekin apurtzeko ezin aproposago iritsia! Kurt Wolff bere editoreari eskutitz batean aitortu zion bezala, gaixotasuna lasaitu ederra izan zait ia. Eta antzeko zerbait Max Brod adiskideari: askatasuna, ororen gainetik askatasuna... Zuk ez duzu ondo ulertzen, Max..., baina agian nik neuk ere ez dut ulertzen guztiz, ez baitago... gauza horiek ulertzeko modurik, ez dagoelako perspektibarik... Edonola ere, gaurkoz tuberkulosiaren aurrean portatzen ari naiz amaren gonatik tiratzen duen umearen antzera... Batzuetan iruditzen zait nire burmuina eta nire birikak ados jarri direla nik jakin gabe...».

	 

	«Edonola ere, gaixotasuna benetakoa izan ala ez, zaila da jakitea zein puntutaraino zen zehatza Kafkaren plana 1917an, Felicerekin betirako apurtu zuenean. Nik esango nuke, baina susmoa besterik ez da, hasieran ez zuela guztiz pentsatuta, inprobisatzen joan zela, 1924an desagertzeko erabakia hartu zuen arte. 1917 ondorengo urteak, izan ere, oso mugituak izan ziren Kafkarentzat: beste hiru neska-lagun izan zituen nahiko tarte laburrean; dezente bidaiatu zuen, tuberkulosoentzako erietxeetara, bai, baina baita Bohemiako landa aldera ere, eta Vienara, Baltiko aldera, Berlinera...; hiru liburu argitaratu zituen, Gosearen artista barne, zeinaren probak zuzentzera iritsi baitzen zendu aurretik; Gaztelua bezalako obra erraldoia erredaktatzen hasi zen... Nekez pentsa daiteke, aktibitate horrekin guztiarekin, mundua eta literatura bera abandonatzeko erabakia hasiera-hasieratik hartua zuenik, hori baitzen niri azaldu zidana, hitz horiexekin, sagardi honetan bertan, 1940ko hamarkadaren hasieran».

	«Ez, nik uste dut urte horietako atzera-aurrera horiek guztiak izan zirela, hain zuzen ere, plana osatzera eraman zutenak, 1924ko heriotzaren antzezpenarekin alegia». «Baina, zergatik?», galdetu zuen Ernstek.

	 

	«Esateko zeukan guztia esanda zeukalako jada. Ez da hain arraroa idazleen artean, ez duzu uste? Isiltasunaren, ezetzaren literaturara iristea, azken finean. Ez litzateke lehenengo kasua izango: gogoratu Rimbaud, adibidez. Kafkak bazekien, bizirik segituz gero, literatura atzetik jazarriko zitzaiola, bere eskakizun azpiratzaile guztiekin, eta ezingo ziola bestela ihes egin... ez literaturari, ezta Max Brod astun horri ere. Bide batez esanda, jokaldi bikaina burutu zuen Brodekin: Kafkak ondo baino hobeto zekien Brodi bere paper guztiak erretzeko eskatzea zela ordura arteko bere obraren hilezkortasunari ate bat irekitzeko biderik behinena; barre egiten zuen hori kontatzen zidanean, eta, azken finean, literatura abandonatu nahi bazuen ere, horrek ez du esan nahi, bere autoexijentzia-maila ezaguna gorabehera, harro ez zegoenik ordura arte idatzi zituen gauza batzuez...». «Ez al zen sekula Brodekin elkartu, hura Israelera etorri zenean?». «Horrek egiten zion grazia gehiena: hortxe bertan zegoela, Tel Aviven, beraren obra osoen edizioa prestatzen, berak kibbutzean lanean ziharduen bitartean. Ironia oso gogoko zuen Kafkak. Edonola ere, Brod kibbutzetik agertu izan balitz ere, gertatu ez zena bestalde, ez dut uste Kafka ezagutuko zukeenik: beltzaran-beltzarana zegoen garai hartan, eta kilo on batzuk hartuta».

	 

	«Dena dela», saiatu zen Ernst, «nekez lortuko zuen Kafkak halako jukutria bat aurrera ateratzea berak bakarrik, batere laguntzarik gabe; norbaitek jakin behar zuen, derrigorrez. Eta onartuko didazu Kafka baserritarraren irudia, sagardi bat zaintzen, zaila dela sinesten...». «Ados. Ziur nago norbaitekin aritu zela azpilanetan bere plana burutzeko, isilik egoten jakin zuen norbait. Niri ez zidan tutik esan, baina apustu egingo nuke Milena Jesenská izan zela, 1920ko hamarkadaren hasieran izan zuen nobia; irudipena daukat amaieran bere ondoan egon ziren gazteak, Robert Klopstok eta Dora Diamant gaixoa, engainatu egin zituela, eta guztiz irentsi zutela heriotzarena. Felicerekin hautsi ondoren Kafkak ezagutu zuen pertsonarik ausartena eta ziurrena, zalantzarik gabe, Milena izan zen. Badakizu itzulpengintza dela medio maitemindu zirela, nolabait esateko, eta horrek, bidenabar, gero eskatu behar dizudan kontua gogorarazten dit... baina ez ditzagun gertaerak aurreratu. Irakurri al dituzu Eskutitzak Milenari? Ez? Milena burgesia txekiarreko alaba zen, ikasketa sendoak egin zituen aurreneko emakumeen belaunaldikoa, eta zalaparta eta eskandalu dezente sortutakoa Gerla Handiaren osteko Praga hartan. Ipuin batzuk itzultzeko asmoa agertu zion Kafkari, eta horrelaxe hasi zen haien arteko harreman ekaiztsua; ekaiztsua, diot, txekiarra izateaz gain, eta ez judua –arazo bat Kafkaren familiarentzat–, garai hartan ezkonduta zegoelako Milena, gauzak batere errazten ez zituen zerbait. Elkartu ziren uneetako bat gogoratuz, honako hau idatzi zuen Milenak, esanguratsuki: Elkarrekin egon garen lau egunotan... ez dugu inolako ahaleginik egin behar izan, sinplea eta argia izan zen dena... Haren gaixotasuna hotzeri txiki bat iruditu zitzaigun... Hotzeri txiki bat, jabetzen al zara?».

	 

	«Edozein modutan ere, hura izan zen Kafkaren testu bat beste hizkuntza batera itzuli zen aurreneko aldia, etorriko ziren guztien aitzindaria, eta, haien artekoa bizkor amaitu zen arren, adiskidetasuna mantendu zuten. Gero, Kafka hil ondoren, partidu komunistan ibili zen Milena, eta naziek Txekoslovakia inbaditu eta juduen aurkako jazarpena hasi zenean, berokian Daviden izarra josita ibiltzen hasi zen, bera judua ez zen arren; Ravensbruckeko kontzentrazio-eremuan hil zen, Kafka hemen hil zen urte berean. Honekin esan nahi dizut erabakimen handiko emakumea zela, eta ez nintzatekeela harrituko bera izatea Kafkari laguntza eskaini ziona desagertzeko bere plana eratzean... Urte batzuk geroago, behintzat, Kafkak bere baitan bizirik jarraitzen zuela errepikatzen zion Milenak entzun nahi zion edozeini...».

	 

	«Tira, Aaron...». «Ts, ts, utzi amaitzen. Kafka baserritarrari dagokionez, ez zenuke zertan asaldatu, Ernst. Lan bikaina egin zuen sagardiarekin: hemengo haizeekin, itsasotik datozenekin batik bat, ez zen batere erraza izango aurrera ateratzea; ondoren sagardi dezente errotu dira ingurumari hauetan, baina Kafkarena izan zen aurrenekoa, horretaz ziur egon zaitezke. Ondo ezaguna da, doktrina naturistei jarraiki, Kafkak interes berezia izan zuela nekazaritzan, eta lorezaintzako zenbait ikastaro hartu zituela Trojako Pomologia Institutuan, Pragan bertan; garai batean Ottla arrebari laguntza handia eman zion, hark Züraun ezarri zuen etxaldea aurrera ateratzeko, bien aitaren haserrerako...».

	Ernst, eszeptizismoa mantentzen saiatzen zen arren, trabatuta zegoen ordurako Aaronen istorioaren sarean, eta apenas egin ahal zion aurre zaharrari. «Argazkiren bat izango duzue, behintzat, kibbutzean, Kafka hemen egon izanaren arrastoren bat...». «Ez dakit garai hartako argazkirik gorde ote zuten, ziurrenik bai... baina, egin bazuten, 1946an galduko ziren guztiak, arabiarrek kibbutzaren egoitza nagusia erre zutenean: ordura arteko artxibo ia osoa galdu zen. Kafkak, bestalde, ez zuen bere benetako deiturekin bidaiatu, imajina dezakezunez, eta garai hartatik kontserbatzen diren paper apurretan Georg Bendemann izenarekin agertzen da...». «...Epaia ipuineko protagonistarenarekin, alegia. Zelako kasualitatea...». «Ezin da kasualitatea izan, eta paper horiek erakutsi diezazkizuket, nahi izanez gero». «Ez da beharrezkoa izango, Aaron, ez da beharrezkoa izango...».

	 

	Hala ere, Israeletik alde egin aurretik, Ernstek agiri horiei begirada bizkor bat ematen uzteko eskatu zion Aaroni, eta bertan Georg Bendemannen izena ikusi zuela esan zidan, nahiz eta haren ondoan ageri ziren jaiotza-data eta -lekua ez izan Kafkaren berak. «Nola hil zen gizon hura?», galdetu zion Ernstek zaharrari. «Kafka, diozu? Ez dakit. Egun batean, herri-eskolatik bueltan, hilda aurkitu zutela esan zidaten, besterik gabe. Bihotzeko bat edo, auskalo. Sagardian eman genion lurra, nik erakutsi nien lekuan; bazekiten hemendik ibili ohi zela nirekin, eta kasu egin zidaten. Hortxe dago, sagarrondo horren azpian». Aaronek arbola zahar bat seinalatu zuen, eta Ernstek, bertaratzean, marka ahul batzuk sumatu ahal izan zituen enborraren azalean, alfabeto latindarreko FK letrak osa zitzaketenak. «Nik neuk grabatu nituen bertan», gehitu zuen kibbutznik zaharrak.

	 

	«Baina, hori egia balitz», esan zion Ernstek, «bonba bat izango litzateke. Kafkari buruz dakiguna guztiz irauliko luke albisteak...». «Bai, hala da, eta agian horregatik jardun naiz urteotan guztiotan, nekazari lanak uzten zizkidan tarteetan, Kafkaren inguruan argitaratzen zena irakurtzen. Baina, edonola ere, ez dut uste niri zegokidanik sekretua argitzea. Azken batean, Kafkaren hondarreko konfidentea izan nintzen...». «Lastima da», gehitu zuen Ernstek, «literatura alde batera uzteko asmoz etorri zenez, idazkirik utzi ez izana, arrastoren bat sikiera...». «Hala izango zen hasieran, seguru nago horretaz», Aaronen arrapostua, «isiltasun osoaren bila etorri baitzen, behin eta berriz errepikatu zidan bezala. Baina ez zuen guztiz erdietsi helburua. Idazketaren harra indartsuagoa zen, nonbait. Ez zidan ezer aipatu hil baino egun batzuk lehenago arte; unea hurbil zegoela igarriko zuen, agian. Kontua da bere gauzen artean zeuden paper guztiak erretzeko agindu zidala, hiltzen bazen. Ziur baitzegoen ez nuela inolaz ere halakorik egingo». «Kafkaren testu argitaragabeak dauzkazula esan nahi duzu?». «Oi, ez dira asko. Hiru koaderno, eta hainbat orrialde solte. Gehienak, datei kasu eginez gero, 1935 ostean idatziak. Gauza laburrak. Pentsamenduak, ipuin txikiak, elkarrizketa batzuk. Kibbutzeko bizitzari buruz, gutxi batzuk. Fabulen antzekoak, gehiago. Eta marrazkitxo batzuk folioen ertzetan. Hainbestetan irakurri ditut ezen ia-ia neureak direla sinetsita bainago...».

	 

	«Baina, orduan... orduan ez litzateke zalantzarik egongo», eztanda egin zuen Ernstek, gero eta aztoratuago, «Kafkaren letra bera bada, akabo arazoak. Istorio guztia baieztatuko luke halako froga batek...».

	 

	«Ez da horren erraza, ordea», erantzun zion Aaronek. «Jakin behar duzu, urte hauetan guztietan zehar, noizean behin eta proba moduan, prosa horien laginak bidali izan dizkiedala adituei, batez ere Israelgo unibertsitateetako zenbait irakasleri, anonimotasunetik noski, eta guztiek iruzurra direla erantzun didatela, hutsik egin gabe. Ez da harritzekoa: hebreeraz idatzita daude guztiak, eta ez dago Kafkaren testu kanonikoekin grafologikoki konparatzerik, beraz».

	 

	«Horregatik suertatu zatzaizkit probidentziala, Ernst. Denbora gutxi geratzen zait bizien artean, eta aspaldi erabaki nuen ez nintzela ni izango munduari egia jakinaraziko ziona. Baina zuk agian lortu ahal izango duzu. Eta uste dut badakidala zein izan daitekeen modua: alemanera itzuli beharko zenituzke testuak, hau da, beren jatorrizko hizkuntzara, egilearen idazkera ahalik eta hobekien imitatuz; ez litzaizuke zaila izan behar, Kafkaren hebreerak, ezin bestela izan, bere ama-hizkuntzaren arrasto dezente gordetzen dituelako. Eta behin itzulpena eginda, hogeita hamarreko eta berrogeiko hamarraldietako papera eta idatz materialak erabiliz, testu horiek transkribatzea, Kafkaren letra zehatz-mehatz imitatuz. Horretarako, ziurrenik, faltsifikatzaile on baten parte hartzea beharko litzateke; baina dirua ez litzateke arazoa izango, helburua lortuz gero...», gehitu zuen irribarre-erdi batekin. Ernstek ezin zuen sinetsi: «Faltsifikazio bat, benetakoak omen diren testu batzuen egia frogatzeko?». «Egiaren bideak bihurriak dira maiz».

	 

	Ernst guztiz nahastuta erretiratu zen bere lolekura, eta biharamunean, aireportura hegaldia hartzera joan baino lehen, Aaronek testu guztiak entregatu zizkion oraindik ere inpresionatu samar jarraitzen zuen Ernsti. Bien arteko despedida, esan zidan, laburra izan zen, handik gutxira atzera elkartzeko aukera eskura izan balute bezala.

	 

	Ernstek hura guztia azaldu zidanean, urtebete geroago, Toledoko tabernazulo hartan, Rosendo entzuten eta gin-tonicak bata bestearen ondotik edaten ari ginelarik, barre egin nuen. Istorio guztia ergelkeria besterik ez zela esan nion: gutxienez, eta ongi pentsatzen jarrita, burua galdutako agure baten asmakizuna; okerrenean, ordea, iruzur galanta, kontuz ibili beharreko afera labainkorra, berea bezalako karrera akademiko bat haizea hartzera bidali zezakeena. Agureak berak esandakoaz ohartarazi nion: hainbestetan irakurri zituela testuak ezen ia-ia bereak zirela sinetsita baitzegoen; niretzat, argi baino garbiago zegoen. Harekin harremanetan jarraitzen bazuen, hobe zuela guztiz etetea. Aholku horri men egitea ezinezkoa izango zitzaiola erantzun zidan Ernstek: Aaron hilabete batzuk lehenago hil zela, minbiziaz. Eta, jakina, kontuz ibiliko zela Kafkaren ustezko prosa haiekin. Idazlearen inguruko bibliografia aztertzen ari zela pista berrien bila, eta ez zuela burugabeki jokatzeko asmorik batere.

	 

	Nola edo hala, egun haietako adiskidetasunaren lehenengo urratsei eutsi genien Ernstek eta biok, eta ondorengo urteetan tarteka jaso nituen haren berriak, e-mailez edo, maizago, posta-eskutitz arrunten bitartez. Gero eta kezkagarriagoak iruditzen zitzaizkidan: lehenengoetan, Aaronek Kafkaren bizitza ezezagunaz eskaini zizkion xehetasunak berresteko bere ikerketez aritu zitzaidan –karta horiei esker berreraiki ahal izan dut, nolabaiteko fideltasunez, sagardiko elkarrizketa hura–; Kafkaren beraren lan osoen irakurketa eta kritika, ordea, gero eta leku handiagoa joan zen hartzen hurrengoetan. Une batetik aurrera testuen itzulpenak planteatzen zizkion arazoez hasi zitzaidan mintzatzen, batik bat: hasieran olgetan bezala aipatzen zuen kontua, saiakera haiek denbora-pasa soil gisa egingo balitu bezala, baina ni gero eta kezkatuago nengoen, eta testu horiek obsesio bihurtzeko arriskuaz ohartarazi nuen behin eta berriro. Alferrik.

	 

	Kafkaren testuak alemanera itzultzeko bere lehenengo saiakerek porrotean amaitu zuten. Aaronek egin bezala, espezialistei lagin batzuk bidali zizkien, baina inork ez zuen sinesten, froga materialik ezean, ero hark igortzen zizkienak Kafkaren pasarte ineditoak izan zitezkeenik. Arazoa, aitortu zidan azkenean, Kafka kanonikoenaren idazkeran oinarritzea izan bide zen, 1912ko epifaniaren ondorengo materialean alegia: Itxuraldaketa, Prozesua, Gaztelua... Logikoena horrek zirudien, printzipioz, testu horiek ondoren idatzi omen zituenez gero. Baina agian lehenagoko testuetan zegoen gakoa, esan zidan halako batean, Kontenplazioa bilduma zaharragoan agertu ziren lehenengo estanpa primitiboago haietan hain zuzen: Kafkaren estiloa eraikitze bidean zegoen bertan, egile gehienen ustez, eta horregatik dira ezezagunagoak orduko ipuin eta pasarteak; Max Brodek, gainera, ez zuen eskurik hartu haietan, ez zituen aldatu edo zuzendu, 1924 ondoren argitaratu zirenetan bezala. Beraz, zergatik ez haietara jo, galdetzen zion bere buruari Ernstek, esku artean zituen testuak idatzi gabe egondako denbora-tarte luze baten ondorengo saiakerak zirela kontuan hartuta? Eta, are gehiago, berriki ikasitako hizkuntza batean idatzi bazituen, hebreeraz alegia? Erregresio estilistiko moduko bat ez zen aukerarik absurdoena, eta hipotesi horri lotu zitzaion.

	 

	Urteak kostatu zitzaion Ernsti idazkera hartaz jabetzea, eta horretarako ipuinak, eskutitzak, egunerokoak eta are lan-istripuen aseguru konpainiarako idatzitako testu burokratikoak irakurri behar izan zituen behin eta berriro, Kafkaren estilo primitiboa guztiz menderatu arte. Soilik une horretan ausartu zen Aaronek entregatutako testuen alemanerako itzulpen oso bat saiatzera. Ez bakarrik hori: emaitzak asetzen zuela erabaki zuenean, auskalo zein bidetatik, hogeita hamarreko eta berrogeiko hamarraldietako papera eta idatz tresnak eskuratu, garai hartan Ekialde Hurbilean erabili ahal izan zirenak bezalakoak alegia, eta bera hasi zen itzulitako testuak transkribatzen, Kafkaren letra zehazki imitatuz; faksimilak eta are Kafkaren jatorrizko idazkun batzuk hamaika aldiz maneiatu izanaren ohituraz, ez zuen faltsifikatzaile profesional baten premiarik izan emaitza perfektua izan zedin. «Hainbestetan irakurri ditut testuok», aitortzen zidan bere azkeneko eskutitzetako batean, «ezen ia-ia neureak direla sinetsita bainago».

	 

	Ernsti gauzak gero eta okerrago zihoazkion, ordea. Karrera profesionala ia guztiz abandonaturik, indar guztiak bere obsesioa lantzera bideratuta, gero eta deskonektatuago zegoen errealitatetik, eta, bere familiaren ekimenez, denboraldi luzeak igarotzen hasi zen atseden-etxe direlako batzuetan, zeinetatik alde egiten amaitzen baitzuen beti, Kafkaren itzulpena berrartzeko. Azkeneko eskutitzetan aipamen ugari agertzen hasi ziren beraren kontrako konspirazio baten inguruan, kriptonazien azpikeria etengabeez eta Kafkaren eskuizkribuak (sic) lapurtu nahi zizkion nazioarteko konjurazio batez. Jaso nuen azkeneko eskutitza, oso laburra, Ernsten arrebarena zen, eta Suitzako erakunde ospetsu batean ospitaleratu behar izan zutela informatzen zidan bertan; medikuek isolamendu osoko tratamendu bat gomendatzen zutela. Luzaro joko zuela zirudien.

	 

	Alemaniatik jaso nuen azkenaurreko paketean, Ernstek bidali zidan azkenekoan alegia, berak itzulitako eta transkribatutako testu guztiak zetozen, txukun ordenatuta eta konspirazioaren detaile nahasgarri zenbaitekin batera: funtsean, paperen segurtasuna arrisku larrian zegoela kontatzen zidan, eta nik jakingo nuela haiekin zer egin. Inguruko guztiek traizio egin ziotela, eta ni nintzela bere itxaropen bakarra.

	 

	Hilabeteak izan ditut nire estudioko mahaiaren gainean, kartazaletik atera gabe: ezin nion paketeari begiratu Ernsten zoritxarraz gogoratu gabe; are gehiago egunek eta asteek aurrera egin eta argi geratu zenean ez nuela albiste berririk jasoko Alemaniatik edo Suitzatik. Baina ez nuen paketea bertatik erretiratu, auskalo zergatik: Ernstenganako nire nolabaiteko fideltasunaren lekuko gisa, agian. Egun batez, ordea, mahaiaren geografian zehar klip batzuen bila ari nintzela, nire eskuak paketearekin egin zuen topo eta, ia ustekabean, Ernsten itzulpenaren lehenengo orria atera zuen handik, Echsen izenburuko ipuin laburra, Muskerrak, Kafkaren kaligrafia urduria ondo nabarmentzen zela paper horiztatuaren gainean: irakurri eta, gogoz kontra, edertasun estrainio bat zeriola onartu behar izan nuen; berehala sartu nuen atzera beste orri guztiekin, ordea.

	 

	Baina aurreneko aldi horrez geroztik paketera tarteka itzuli, eta gainontzeko idatziak irakurtzen hasi naiz. Lehenengo aldietan oso begiratu bizkorrak ematen nizkien, oso noizean behinekoak, azalekoak eta higuinez kasik, ezin bainuen guztiz burutik kendu paper horiek izan zirela nire adiskidearen galbidea, eldarnio absurdo baten azkeneko emaitza. Baina, pixkana-pixkana, kasik oharkabean, ipuin horiek guztiak joan naiz irakurtzen, denbora-pasa gisa edo: haietan gordetzen den ameskeriaren eta xalotasunaren arteko nahastea liluragarria bezain ezinbestekoa egin zaidan arte. Bata bestearen ondotik irakurri ditut: Sandhügel, Die beiden Krankheiten, Hyänen Bekämpfung, Der Apfelgarten... Ernsten transkripzioa, alemanera menderatzen dudan neurri apalean, perfektua begitantzen zait, eta, egunak igaro ahala, gero eta asti handiagoa eskaini diet prosa txikioi. Behin eta berriro leitzen hasi naiz, eta, denborarekin, nire irakurgai ia bakarra bihurtu dira: hainbestetan irentsi ditut, ezen ia-ia neureak balira bezala begitantzen zaizkit.

	 

	Eta, puntu honetara ailegatuta, munduak Kafkaren ipuin hauek ezagutu behar dituela erabaki dut, eta baita egia kontatzen hasi behar naizela ere: orrialde xume hauek izango dira asmo horren lehendabiziko lekukoa, zuhurra oraindik. Ez nuke denborarik galdu nahi, inguruan gauza bitxiak gertatzen hasi zaizkidalako eta nire egitasmoak oztopatzeko ahaleginak egiten ari direla antzematen dudalako: lehengo egunean ez nuen nire egunerokoa topatu beti uzten dudan lekuan, idazmahaiaren tiraderan, liburuen apalategian baizik, eta, bestalde, lankideek eskaintzen zidaten tratua, usu atsegin eta beroa, nabarmen hoztu da azken egunotan, gaizki disimulatutako mesfidantza batera iristeraino. Zirkulua nire inguruan ixten ari dela susmatzen dut, gero eta tarte estuagoa daukadala.

	 

	Eta adituak, temoso, alemanezko jatorrizko testuak onartzera makurtzen ez direnez, bururatu zait agian euskarara itzuliz gainditu ahal izango dela testu bikain hauen kontra altxatu den isiltasunezko murrua, literaturaren historiaren parte ezinbesteko bihur daitezen behingoz. Eta, halaxe, denbora aurka dudalarik –nire kontrako azpilanaren seinaleak gero eta ageriagoak baitira–, itzulpenaren langintza gogor eta, aldi berean, gozagarriari lotu natzaio gogotsu, Literatura Unibertsala bildumaren datorren emanaldian Franz Kafkaren Kibbutzeko ipuinak argitaratu ahal izango diren itxaropenarekin. Euskararentzako ohore txiki bat izango litzateke, nik uste, egiaren distira bertatik zabaltzen hasiko balitz, behingoz.

	 

	 

	OREKA

	 “Guztiongan dago oreka. Edo, zehatzagoak izateko, guztiongan datza orekaren potentzialtasuna, oreka eskuratzeko aukera eta promesa. Naturan nagusi den bezala, gizakiok esku hartzen ez dugunean bederen. Edo astroen jirabira etengabean, ortzi urrunean. Orekak denok erakartzen gaitu, eta denoi eusten digu, elkarrekiko urrunago edo hurbilago, grabitazio indarren bulkadaz. Dena da oreka. Horregatik, hausten denean, asaldatzen gara, eta hotzikara moduko batek hartzen gaitu.

	 

	Aurrean dakusat, kristalaren beste aldean, Chano Martínez, berrogeita hamahiru urteko etorkin boliviarra, erosketetarako erabiltzen duen plastikozko poltsa maiztua eskuan. Paperik gabe dagoen arren, soldata miserable bat ordaintzen dioten arren, kementsu egiten dio aurre bere bizimodu latzari. Alde bietara begiratu, eta hiribidea zeharkatu du.”

	 

	Bista altxatu dut, eta Moleskinearen eskuinean laga dut luma: ez nago kalera begira, gaur ezin izan baitut nire ohiko tokia okupatu kafetegiko erakusleihoaren parean. Baina ez zait sobera inporta, ondo baitakit ez dudala Chano Martínez ikusiko kalea pasatzen, oraintxe bertan asmatu baitut –ohar mentala: Chano izena Bolivian ohikoa ote den begiratu, sin falta, iritzi-zutabea garbira pasatu baino lehen–. Baina, han ez dela egongo dakidan arren, eta erakusleihotik urrun samar, gainera, gora eta aurrera begiratzeko keinua egin dut berdin-berdin, ekintza erreflexu bat bailitzan. Ez dut sekula galtzen idazten ari naizena errealitatean gauzatuko den itxaropena.

	 

	Maddirengana begiratzeko aprobetxatu dut. Lo seko dago oraindik karrotxoan. Zorionez, kafetegi honetan musika ez dute altu ipintzen –horixe ohiko bihurtzeko arrazoi nagusietako bat–, eta, gainera, ez da bereziki garratza, jazz melodikoa dute gustuko. Kaieran idaztera itzultzekotan nago, parean Edurne daukadala ohartu naizenean. Eta nigana datorrela.

	 

	Bere konjunto hippie-ibizatarraz jantzita.

	 

	Oso itxura apala eta soila ematen diona, bide batez esanda. Nahiz eta harengatik laurehun eurotik gora ordainduko zuen.

	 

	Hitz egiten hasi aurretik badakit zerk ekarri duen hona. Eta baita ez diola berehalakoan helduko ere. Gehiegi berantetsiko ez den arren.

	 

	–Egun on, zer moduz?

	 

	–Oso ondo, eta zu?

	 

	–Primeran. Erakusleihotik ikusi zaitut, eta… Gosaltzen ari al zara?

	 

	–Bergosaltzen. Baina… baxuago hitz egin zenezake? Umea lo dago. –A, bai, egia da; barkatu. Ze ederra dagoen, ezta? Nola du izena… Oier, ezta?

	 

	–Ez, Maddi.

	 

	Orain bere seme-alabengatik galdetu beharko nioke, baina ondotxo dakit eskolan egon behar dutela uneotan, eta gaia ahalik eta gehien atzeratu nahi nuke.

	 

	–Eser al naiteke zurekin?

	 

	–Mesedez.

	 

	Beste erremediorik balego bezala.

	 

	–Joango naiz barrara kafesne bat eskatzera. Beste zerbait behar al…?

	 

	–Lasai, mahaira etortzen dira.

	 

	–A, bale.

	 

	Nik jarraitzea eskatuko luke kortesiak, zer esanik ez. Baina ez dizkiot gauzak erraz jarri nahi.

	 

	–Aspaldi ez zaitudala parketik ikusten. Kontuz.

	 

	–Beste alderantz egin ohi dugu azken aldi honetan, bloke berrien ondoan ipini duten berri horretara. Badakizu, ume txikientzako egokiagoak dira tramankuluak…

	 

	Kaka. Tira, nahiko zaila zen ihes egitea, edonola ere.

	 

	–Bai, egia da. Zenbat urte ditu Maddik?

	 

	–Maiatzean bi beteko ditu.

	 

	 “Datorren urtean, beraz, eskolara, ezta?”. Edo antzeko zerbait.

	 

	–Datorren urtean, beraz, eskolara, ezta?

	 

	–Bingo.

	 

	–Zer…?

	 

	–Bingo. Asmatu duzula.

	 

	–A… Sí, para mí un café con leche, por favor. Zer edo zer nahi al duzu zuk?

	 

	Ezezko keinua egin diet, hala berari nola tabernariari. Ziur nago orain hasiko dela.

	 

	–Eta pentsatu al duzue non matrikulatu Maddi, datorren kurtsoan? Haur hezkuntzan hasiko da, ezta?

	 

	–Ba…

	 

	–Galdetzen nizun zeren eta, ez dakit jakinaren gainean zauden, Gurasoen Elkartekook kanpaina bat egiten ari gara auzoko eskola publikora euskaldunak erakartzeko, eta zuk…

	 

	Bai, nik: nik zer.

	 

	–…badakizu eskas gabiltzala hemengo jendez… eskola bultzatu nahian ari gara… proiektu berri bat… D eredukoa, esan gabe doa... Ondo etorriko litzaiguke zu bezalako… zuek bezalako…

	 

	–Maddi Lizeora bidaliko dugu.

	 

	–A…

	 

	Bai, zu eta biok, Edurne, joan ginen ikastola berera. Zer du txarrik? Ni idazle egin ninduen, esate baterako. Zu, margolari. Peru errektoreorde dago unibertsitatean. Eta abar. Ez dut zertan lotsatu umea bertara bidaltzeagatik.

	 

	–Izan ere, Arantzak eta biok ez dakigu zenbat iraungo dugun oraingo etxean; ez dakit egon zaren inoiz. Estu geratzen ari zaigu jada. Litekeena da auzoa uztea, urtebete edo bi urte barru. Hortaz, ez du zentzurik bertan matrikulatzeak…

	 

	Espero dut ez zaidala hasiko eskola publikoaren matrakarekin.

	 

	 –Nik gorroto nuen autobusez ibili behar izatea, egunero.

	 

	–Benetan? Ba nik oso ondo pasatzen nuen geralekuan, kadenetan jolasten ginenean-eta. Edo soka-saltoan. Eta, ondoren, autobusean, atzeko eserlekuak zeinek lehenengo okupatu ibiltzen ginenean…

	 

	–Eskola nazionalekoek baino goizago esnatu behar genuen.

	 

	–Ez askoz ere goizago, emakumea.

	 

	Luma hartu dut atzera. Ea konturatzen den lanean segitu nahi dudala.

	–Baina… eskola pribatu batean…

	 

	–Ikastola ez da eskola pribatua. Ez mojen edo apaizen kolegioen zentzuan, behintzat.

	 

	–Ez, baina…

	 

	–Eta are gutxiago orain, Patxi Lopezen gobernuarekin. Zuk nahi baduzu, Edurne, progrearen papera jokatzen jarrai dezakezu. Zure seme-alaben hezkuntzaren kalitatea zure kontua da, eta kulturaniztasunera jolastea, marokoarrez beteriko zure eskola publiko horretan, oso polita. Baina ez da erreala. Zuek beti izango zarete klase ertain, egiten duzuena egiten duzuela. Gu bezala.

	 

	–Badakit asko hitz egiten dela gure eskolako etorkinen portzentajeari buruz, baina nik, benetan, ez dut ikusten eragozpen gisa, baizik…

	 

	–Ez dut ulertzen zer adierazi nahi didazun horrekin. Esan dizut ez dakidala non egongo garen datorren urtean, eta horregatik…

	 

	Esnatu da Maddi. Garaiz. Eta txilioka, beti bezala. Ez dut presarik hartzen umea lasaitzeko.

	 

	–Bueno, paseoarekin jarraitu beharra daukat. Horrela jartzen denean, triki-trakak baino ez du baretzen, badakizu.

	 

	–Bai, jakina; lasai. Dena den, pentsa ezazu eskolarena, aurrematrikula hiru hilabete barru…

	 

	–Arantzarekin komentatuko dut. Baina, aipatu dizut, auskalo non egongo garen datorren kurtsoan. Ondo segi.

	 

	–Parkean ikusiko dugu elkar!

	 

	Edurne etorri izan ez balitzait zutabea amaituta izango nuke, edo ia amaituta, behintzat. Baina kotxetxoa eramateak hori du ona, pentsatzeko denbora eskaintzen duela. Testua buruz errepasatzen hasi naiz, beraz, tabernatik ateratzen ari naizela: “Aurrean dakusat, kristalaren beste aldean, Chano Martínez, berrogeita hamahiru urteko etorkin boliviarra, erosketetarako erabiltzen duen plastikozko poltsa maiztua eskuan. Paperik gabe dagoen arren, soldata miserable bat ordaintzen dioten arren, kementsu egiten dio aurre bere bizimodu latzari. Alde bietara begiratu, eta hiribidea zeharkatu du.”

	 

	Eta soa altxatu, eta oraingoan, baiki, hantxe dago etorkina, zalantzarik gabe hegoamerikarra, bere plastikozko poltsa eskuan, kalea alderik alde zeharkatzen. Nik imajinatu bezalaxe.

	 

	Chano! Chano! oihukatzen hasi natzaio ia, ea burua itzultzen duen. Baina, jakina, ez naiz ausartu.

	 

	Etxera iritsi bezain pronto Bolivian Chano ohikoa ote den begiratu behar dut.

	 

	 

	AMA

	Ondo gogoratzen dut egun hura. Udaberri amaierako arratsalde bat zen, beroa baina ez oraindik sargoria, atsegina, airea indigaztainen polen malutaz betetzen den horietakoa. Noiz edo noiz alergia duten ezagunak errukiz gogoratu arren, pozik nengoen, txikitatik atsegin ditudalako polen-egunak: numinosotik, magikotik zerbait dutela begitandu zait beti, ez nuke jakingo azaltzen zergatik.

	 

	Aldarte onez nengoen, eta amari bisita egingo niola erabaki nuen: aspalditik zor nion, amaren egoeran dagoen norbaiti zerbait zor zaion heinean behintzat, eta ezin nuen gehiago atzeratu. Arantzari abisua utzi nion sakelakoaren erantzungailuan –ohi bezala, itzalita zeukan, edo ezin izan zuen une horretan hartu–, eta Martin nirekin etortzeko konbentzitzen saiatu nintzen; Josune hasieratik utzi nuen alde batera, txikiegia zelako, baina seme nagusiarekin ahalegin bat egitea merezi zuela pentsatu nuen, itxaropen handirik ez nuen arren. Espero bezala, ezezkoarekin erantzun zidan, eta ni ez nintzen tematu; egia aitortzeko, oso ulergarria da, umeentzat ez baita atsegina amona horrela ikustea.

	Aurreneko aldietan ezberdina izan zen. Lehenengoan, adibidez, Martin izugarri ondo portatu zen, adeitsua izan zen harekin; guk harrituta begiratzen genion, eta gero, amonari agur esan ondoren, galdera piloa egin zigun, eta guk pazientziaz eta gogo onez erantzun genizkion gehienak, gauzak ahalik eta modu zehatzenean azalduz. Baina onartzen dut egoerak deserosoa izan behar zuela Martinen adineko mutiko batentzat, eta hurrengo bisitaldietan geroz eta besteratuago sumatu genuen, bertatik alde egiteko gogoari ezin eutsirik: ez da atsegina konturatzea amonak ez zaituela ezagutzen, batzuetan, edo haren bat-bateko haserre-eztandetako baten lekuko izatea; oraindik gogoan dut Martin gaixoak jarri zuen aurpegia, berak eramaniko trufa-kaxa leihotik behera bota zuenean amonak. Beraz, Martin eta Josune bizilagunen ardurapean utzi eta, Arantzari badaezpada beste mezu bat bidali ondoren, whatsappez, autoa hartu eta erresidentziara abiatu nintzen.

	Guk horrela deitzen dugu, nahiz eta bere izendapen ofizialean halako hitzik ez dagoen. Zahar-etxearen eta osasun-zentroaren arteko erakunde pribatua da, ez garestienetakoa, baina ezta eskualdeko txarrenetakoa ere, eta badute pertsonal aditua ama bezalako gaixoentzat; garai batean zailtasun gehiago zegoen halakoetan lekua lortzeko, baina gaur egun, ekonomiaren egoera dela medio, ez dago horrenbeste arazo: ama bertan dagoenetik gutxienez bost familiak atera dituzte beren hurbilekoak. Erresidentzia hiritik kilometro gutxira dago, txaletez eta atxikitakoz betetzen ari den nekazari-herrixka batean; hirian zirkulazio gutxi egonez gero, aitaren batean iristeko moduko lekua da. Egun hartan ez nuen ordu laurdena ere eman. Hirikoa bezala, eraikinaren inguruko airea polenez mukuru zegoen.

	 

	Autoa parking txikian utzi eta erresidentziako sarrerara bideratu nintzen, lorategi txikia zeharkatuz; atzean beste bat dago, zabalagoa, eta gaixoek, ahal izanez gero, bertan paseatzeko aukera daukate, lagunduta betiere. Kontatzen zigutenez, ama gutxitan irteten zen lorategira, nahiago zuen bere gelan geratu; bisita gehienak bertan egiten genizkion, nahiz eta batzuetan handik atera berarekin: lorategira, aldi bakan batzuetan, eta lehenengo solairuko telebista-gela handira, maizago.

	 

	Atea zeharkatu bezain laster ezagutu ninduen harrerako emakumeak, eta amari abisatuko ziola esan zidan; atarian geratu nintzen itxaroten, erizaina –zehazki erizaina ote zen ez nekien arren– eskaileretan gora joan bitartean. Errutinatik ateratzeak aztoratzen omen ditu mota horretako gaixoak, eta prestakuntza pixka bat behar izaten dute; halakoetan Arantxak esaten zuen, erdi brometan, ama zeukaten utzikeria-egoeraren arrastoak ezkutatzera abiatzen zirela erresidentziako langileak. Baina azkenaldian gutxitan egiten genion bisita elkarrekin Arantzak eta biok, geroz eta nekagarriagoa suertatzen zitzaigulako, eta bisitak txandaka egiten hasi ginen, nahiz eta bera ni baino gutxiagotan joan, logikoa den bezala: azken batean, nire ama zen. Ni ere, zertarako engaina, garai hartan ez nintzen sarriegi agertzen erresidentzia aldetik. Horren kontura berotu bat baino gehiago izan nuen nire arreba Estherrekin: beti zebilen txandak zirela eta ez zirela, baina, ulertu beharko zukeen, niri benetan egiten zitzaidan aldapa gora ama horrela ikustea. Eta, edonola ere, ni behintzat Jose Manuel baino dezente gehiagotan agertzen nintzen: gure anaia nagusia ez zen ia inoiz joaten bisitan, eta hilaren bukaeran neu nintzen beti gogorarazi behar ziona dirua sartu behar zuela elkarren arteko kontuan.

	 

	–Gaur egun ona dauka –azaldu zidan erizainak niregana itzultzean–. Zain duzu bere gelan.

	 

	Eskerrak eman nizkion eta goiko solairura igo nintzen, Van Goghen margoen erreprodukzioez apaindutako pasillo eta eskaileretan zehar. Amaren gela hogeita zazpigarrena zen, korridoreko azkena, telebista-gelako sarreraren ondoan.

	 

	Suabe jo nuen atea.

	 

	–Kaixo, ama, zer moduz zaude?

	 

	Hantxe zegoen, gelaren erdian plastikozko aulki batean eserita, ohe-atorra urdin garbiaz jantzita eta orraztu berria; hala ere, ilean bertan nabari zitzaion bazeramatzala egun batzuk dutxatu gabe –“Ezin ditugu gaixoak egunero osorik garbitu, batez ere laguntzen ez badigute; ez dugu pertsonal nahikorik”, azaldu ziguten behin–. Besarkatu nuen, eta bere ohearen ertzean eseri nintzen. Hasieran isilik egon zen une batez, baina berehala argitu zitzaion begirada.

	 

	–Hara, Mateo, etorri zara! Ai, ene. Zertan dabil gure Angelines? Hura bai ez dudala aspaldi ikusi…

	 

	Deduzitu genuenetik, Mateo amaren lehengusu txiki bat omen zen, Madril aldekoa; guk ez genuen ezagutu, ez hura, ez haren arreba Angelines delakoa. Antza, Lekeition pasatu zituzten elkarrekin udako opor batzuk, oso gaztetan.

	 

	–Angel Mari naiz, ama; Angel Mari, zure semea. Bisitan etorri natzaizu.

	Arantzak nahiago izaten zuen amari kontra ez egitea, eta esleitzen zion nortasuna onartzen zuen: nire emazteak zioenez, dibertigarria zitzaion amaren iraganeko senide eta adiskide berarentzat ezezagunen istorioak berreraikitzea. Baina nik ezin nuen hori jasan, eta benetan nor nintzen azaltzen tematzen nintzaion. “Gizona, ez dakit horrek zentzurik ote duen, ezta zure amarentzat txarra ez den ere; ezin dira kontu horiek bortxatu”, esaten zidan Arantzak. Izan ere, hori izan zen elkarrekin etortzeari uzteko beste arrazoietako bat: nik ezin nituen nahasketa horiek eraman, eta hori kasurik onenean, batzuetan amak ez baitzuen txintik ere ateratzen, aurrean inor izango ez balu bezala. Baina hori “egun txarretan” baino ez zitzaion gertatzen, eta, erizainak esan zidan bezala, arratsalde hartan “oso ondo” zegoen.

	 

	–Egunen batean itzuli egin behar dugu harkaitzetara izkirak eta karramarroak harrapatzera, Mateo, ez duzu uste? Baina ez ditut salabardoak topatzen.

	 

	–Angel Mari naizela, ama, zure seme gazteena. Eta ez gara sekula egon elkarrekin Lekeition. Gu Eugira eramaten gintuzuen oporretan, urtegi ondoko hotel horretara, ez al zara oroitzen?

	 

	Berehala konturatu nintzen galderaren ergelaz, baina ezinezkoa zitzaidan egoera horretara ohitzea. Egun hartan Mateo nintzen, eta ezingo nion kaskezurretik atera, ahaleginak eta bi eginagatik. Eta gaitz erdi Mateorekin nahasten baninduen, okerrago izaten baitzen, esaterako, bere senarra, aspaldi zendutako gure aita nintzela pentsatzen zuenean: behin batean kasik ihesi joan behar izan nuen gelatik, esan zizkidan zerrikeria guztiak jasan ezinik; ez nuen sinesten nire amak hitz horien erdia ezagutzen zuenik. Baina, edonola ere, okerren hartzen nuena berarentzat erabateko ezezaguna izatea zen: nahasten zenean sikiera bere memorian txoko bat bilatzen zidala sentitzen nuen, oraindik egon bazegoela loturaren bat. Nahiago nuen Mateorekin nahastua izatea, ezagutzen ez ninduten begi huts horien parean egotea baino.

	 

	Hala ere, ez nuen etsiko.

	 

	–Gogoan dut nola, behinola, zure iduneko bat ezkutatu zenuen hotelaren atzeko basoan, eta altxorraren mapa bana eman zenigun Jose Manueli, Estherri eta hiruroi, bakoitzean pista ezberdinak idatziz. Arratsalde osoa pasatu genuen haren bila, pirataz mozorroturik, mendian gora eta behera. Eta neuk aurkitu nuen idunekoa, ermita zaharraren ondoko haritz baten azpian, Cosmos txikle batzuekin batera lurperatuta. Txikleak Estherrekin eta Jose Manuelekin konpartitzera behartu ninduzun.

	 

	Halako gauzak bururatzen zitzaizkion gure amari, gu entretenitzearren; aita ez bezala, bera irudimen handiko pertsona zen, oso ameslaria eta alaia. Ez zuen alaitasun hura galdu aita auto-istripu hartan hil zenean ere… Gaixotasunarekin, ordea, izaera ere aldatzen hasi zitzaion, are gurekin, bere seme-alabekin hitz egiteko modua ere, oraindik bizitasun haren hondar bat edo beste aurkitzea posible bazen ere, noizik behin.

	Uste dut gaztetan asko irakurri zuela, abenturazko nobelak, Salgari, Verne, William Bihurria eta halako gauzak; askotan kontatzen zizkigun halakoetatik ateratako pasadizoak, eta berehala ezagutzen nituen nik horiek, urte batzuk geroago, liburuak neure kabuz irakurtzean.

	 

	–Bai, Mateo, bai. Baina ez ahaztu hurrengoan El Guerrero del Antifazen ale hori ekartzea; ez daukazu hortik, ezta? Banengoen ba ni. Ez dakit zergatik utzi nizun eramaten nik amaitu baino lehen. Zoraidak Ali-Kanengandik salbatzen zuen Gerlaria. Ez zenuen galduko, ezta?

	 

	–Zure iduneko kutuna zen, ama, zilarrezkoa, eguzki itxurako zintzilikarioa zeukana.

	 

	Hala eta guztiz ere, egia zen egun ona zeukana: ez zuen ezer bota leihotik, eta ez zen saiatu niri zaplaztekorik ematen –behin bakarrik egin zuen halakorik, hilabete batzuk lehenago–, ezta bere burua atzamarkatzen ere –hori ohikoagoa zen bere “egun txarretan”, urduri jartzen zenean, eta besoetan egiten zuen batik bat; erresidentzian saiatzen ziren bere azkazalak motz mantentzen, eta arrebak ere mozten zizkion noizean behin, baina batzuetan ez zen nahikoa izaten–. Egun hartan amak hitz egiten jarraitu zuen honetaz eta hartaz, betiere Mateo nintzelakoan, eta nik ez nion aurka egin gehiago, baina apenas eman nion arraposturik; ez zirudien, bestalde, nire erantzunen zain zegoenik ere. Azkenean, pixka bat nazkatuta eta uste nuena baino goizago, alde egiteko ordua zela erabaki nuen.

	 

	Muxu bi eman nizkion masailetan eta agur esan nion.

	 

	–Laster arte, Mateo. Hurrengoan ez ahaztu El Guerrero del Antifazen alea ekartzea, ados?

	 

	Pasillora atera nintzen. Baina, erresidentziatik berehala alde egin beharrean, telebista-gelara sartu nintzen. Hiru atso zeuden gelan zehar sakabanatuta, besaulkietan eserita; haietako bat telebista ikusten ari zen, aitortza-saio bat: bolumena ozenegi zegoen ipinita. Balkoi luze baterako irteera zegoen gelaren buruan, eta hara joan nintzen, zigarro bat erretzeko asmoz: ez nekien han kanpoan erretzea baimenduta zegoen ala ez, baina berdin zitzaidan. Kaleko giroa ez zegoen jada horren bero, eta polen-elurteak jarraitzen zuen, malo-malo: eskua balkoitik atera eta segundo batzuen buruan, mugitu gabe, hainbat ale bildu nituen. Peter Paneko Txilintxoren hauts magiko distiratsuekin gogoratu nintzen.

	 

	Zigarroa amaitu eta eraikin barrura sartu nintzen atzera, erresidentziatik lehenbailehen irteteko asmo sendoarekin, balkoitik hurbilen zegoen andre zaharraren begirada nirearekin gurutzatu zenean. Emakume txikia zen, nire ama baino dezente baxuagoa eta mozkoteagoa, kolore bizi-nahasiez estanpaturiko bata batez estalia. Ziur nengoen lehenago ez nuela nire bizitza osoan ikusi, baina haren soan ezagutzaren zantzuak sumatu nituen, eta haren parean geratu nintzen, zer esan ez nekiela.

	 

	–Arratsalde on, andrea –farfuilatu nuen azkenik.

	 

	–Angel Mari! Etorri haiz azkenean!

	 

	–Barkatu, andrea: elkar ezagutzen al dugu? Agian beste norbaitekin konfunditu nauzu…

	 

	–Nola konfundituko haut, motel! Ez niri etorri txantxa horiekin, e? Ai, hi beti izan haiz bihurriena; seme gazteenak beti izaten dituk bihurriagoak, jakina duk hori. Hator, hator hire ama besarkatzera…

	 

	Ez zen beharrezkoa izan: bera altxatu zen besaulkitik, eta gainera etorri zitzaidan.

	 

	–Baina, baina… ni ez naiz zure semea… Gure ama hor ondoko gelan bizi da, hogeita zazpigarrenean, eta Maria Teresa du izena.

	 

	–Bai, bai, badakit nori buruz ari zaren. Baina nola izango da emakume ihar hori hire ama? Burutik jota zagok, gainera. Bromazalea haiz gero, seme!

	 

	Eskumuturrak tinko estutu zizkidan hori esaten zidan bitartean; garrasi egin nuen ia.

	 

	–Barkatu, andrea, baina uste dut erizainari deitzea izango dela egokiena…

	 

	–Baina zer esaten ari haiz, Angel Mari? Haserretu egin behar al dut azkenean? Ez al haiz hi Angel Mari Martinez Arozena? Ez al dira Jose Manuel eta Esther hire anaia-arreben izenak? Eta hik ez al dituk hogeita hemezortzi… ez, hogeita hemeretzi urte? Joan den hilaren zazpian beteak, ezta? Hamabi ordu hitaz erditzeko, hamabi, ez zuan lan makala izan. Ondo gogoratzen diat, ospitalera eraman ninduten lehenengo aldia izan zelako; hire bi anaia-arreba nagusiak etxean izan nitian, antzinako usadioak agindu bezala…

	 

	–Hau txantxa bat da, ezta? Barkatuko didazu, baina gustu txarrekoa iruditzen ari zait.

	 

	–Zer froga gehiago behar duk ba? Ea. Gurasoak errege magoak ginela esan ziatenean, astebete pasatu huen nirekin eta hire aita zenarekin, goian bego, hitz egin gabe: horixe agindu higun eskolatik iritsitakoan, eta baita hutsik egin gabe bete ere: kaskagogorra hintzen benetan! Beste bat: ez duk inoiz gustuko izan itsasoan edo igerilekuetan bainatzea, nahiz eta igeriketan jakin, bidali hindugun ikastaroko monitoreak, lehenengo egunean bertan, hartu eta piszinara bota hinduelako; zortzi urte hituen eta ikasi, ikasi huen igerian, baina nik uste diat betirako trauma geratu zitzaiala. Lepoa bihurrituko niokek oraindik monitore alu hari, ez zian ba esaten terapia erradikal horrekin haurrek bizkorrago ikasten zutela… Besterik? Txikitan gehien gustatzen zitzaian ipuina Ekaitz Kapitainarena zuan, Salgariri lapurtu eta zuentzat egokitu nuena; atalka kontatzen nizuen gauero, oheratzean, eta hi hintzen gehien agoantatzen zuena iratzarrita, anaia-arreben artean. Gero nire Salgariren bilduma zahar osoa irakurri huen, ez zakiat nik zenbat aldiz; garai hartako hamar pezeta balio zian ale bakoitzak, oraindik gogoratzen nauk…

	 

	Eztanda egin nuen.

	 

	–Gure amak kontatu dizu hori guztia, aitor ezazu!

	 

	–Zeinek, hogeita zazpiko lepo-tente horrek? Apenas hitz egiten dugu eta! Ez dik inork jasaten, hemen; gainera, aipatu diat, teilaren bat falta zaiok horri, eta ez txikia…

	 

	Ezin nuen gehiago, eta handik agur ere esan gabe alde egin nuen lehenengo aldi hartan. Hogeita zazpigarren gelaren aurretik igarotzean bertara sartzeko tentaldia izan nuen, baina, aurreko enkontrua gogoratuz, eskailerak jaitsi eta harrera-gunera joan nintzen. Ez dakit nola bildu nuen baretasun nahikorik erizainari edo dena delako hari galderak egiteko telebista-gelako andreari buruz.

	 

	–De Jorge anderea? Zure amarekin? Ez zure amarekin, ez inorekin; ez, kasik ez du bisitarik jasotzen, bere sendikoak urrun bizi dira. Zure amaren gaitz bera dauka, baina okerrago dago, ia ez da ingurukoekin komunikatzen; baina atsegin ditu egongela horretako bistak, bertatik mendiak ikusten dira eta; horregatik eseri ohi dugu maiz leku horretan. Eta, bide batez esanda, Martinez jauna, gogorarazten dizut egoitzan ezin dela erre, ezta balkoietan ere. Gaurkoagatik ez ikusiarena egingo dugu, dena dela…

	 

	Hirirantz gidatu bitartean gertatutakoaz sakon hausnartu arren, azalpenik aurkitu gabe noski, etxera iristean –han zeuden jada Arantza eta umeak– ez nion inori ezer kontatu.

	 

	Gau hura esna pasatu nuen, loak hartu ezinik. Biharamun arratsaldean, lana amaitu ostean, erresidentziara itzuli nintzen; sarrerako neskak harritu samar eman zidan ongietorria. Aurreko eguneko protokoloa urratsez urrats errepikatu zen, baina nik, eskailerak igo eta korridoreak ibili ondoren, eta hogeita zazpigarren gelako atearen aurretik igarotzean duda-mudazko une bat izan arren, aurrera jarraitu nuen telebista-gelaraino. De Jorge anderea bertan zegoen, aurreko arratsaldeko besaulki berberean jesarrita, mendialdera begira, gatzezko estatua bat bezain geldi.

	 

	Ondoan eseri nintzaion.

	 

	–Angel Mari! Zelako suertea daukadan! Berriro etorri haiz…

	 

	Altxatu eta bigarren aldiz besarkatu ninduen; besarkada itzuli nion nik ere, bitxia egin bazitzaidan ere, familian nahikoa altuak garelako guztiak, eta ez nengoelako ohituta altuera ezberdintasun horretara. Labur agurtu nuen, nik neuk ere ulertu ez nituen hitzak murduskatuz. Galdetzera nentorrena galdetu nion gero.

	 

	–Nora joaten ginen oporretara?

	 

	–Ai, ume, leku askotara eraman zintuztegun, Andres gaixoa joan zitzaiguan arte behintzat; nik ez nian sekula gidabaimenik atera, eta ez pentsa damutu ez naizenik. Tira, ez zakiat honengatik galdetzen didaan hain juxtu, baina kontua duk denboraldi luze batez Nafarroara joan ginela, Eugira, urtegiaren ondoan zegoen hotel txiki batera.

	 

	–Behin batean altxor bilaketaren jokoa proposatu zigun amak. Ba al dakizu zer ezkutatu zuen?

	 

	–Nola ez ba, ni hire ama izanda? Iduneko bat lurperatu nian, zilarrezko eguzkiarena, nire kutunena. Litxarreria batzuekin batera, oker ez banago. Hik aurkitu huen, noski, nork bestela. Azkarra hintzen.

	 

	Egun hartatik aurrera nabarmen ugaldu da erresidentziara egin dudan bisita-kopurua. Hasiera batean itxura gordetzen nuen eta minutu batzuk pasatzen nituen gure amarekin, zer moduz zegoen ikusteko eta ea ezagutzen ninduen frogatzeko, edo, zehatzago esanda, ni ez ezagutzen jarraitzen zuela egiaztatzeko. Baina denbora gehiena De Jorge anderearekin pasatzen nuen, egongelan edo, geroz eta maizago, haren gelan, hogeita hamaseigarrenean, bertara eramaten bainuen askotan, intimitate gehiagoren bila. Une batetik aurrera, amaz gero eta gutxiago arduratzen hasi nintzen, eta azkenaldi honetan zuzenean joaten naiz De Jorge andereari bisita egitera. Nirea baino askoz ere memoria hobea dauka, eta haurtzaroan gertatu zitzaidan gauza piloaz jabetzen ari naiz bere jardunari esker. Erresidentziako harrerakoek entzun nahi duten guztiei kontatzen diete astean zenbat aldiz joaten naizen bertara; Arantza, bestalde, harro dago nitaz; ezagutzen nauenetik lehenbiziko aldiz zinezko seme baten gisa portatzen ari naizela esaten dit; eta, zer esanik ez, leun-leun doa Esther nire arrebarekikoa: orain anaia nagusiarekin izaten ditu sesio gehien, eta eredutzat jartzen nau haren aurrean.

	 

	Martin eta Josune txikiak nirekin ekartzen hasiko naizen pentsatzen ari naiz orain. De Jorge andereak askotan galdetzen dit haiengatik, zein handi egongo diren eta honezkero ez dituela ezagutuko eta antzeko gauzak gehituz; nik mugikorreko argazkiak erakutsi dizkiot noski, baina berak dio argazkiek asko engainatzen dutela, muxu bat eman nahiko liekeela, eta ea beren amonaz lotsatzen ote diren edo zer. Nik uste dut laster saiatu beharko nintzatekeela Martinekin behintzat, ziur bainago gehiagotan etorri nahi izango duela eta, zalantzarik gabe, nahiago izango duela amona hau, bestea baino.

	 

	Kasik urtebete pasatu da aurreneko egun hartatik. Udaberriko lehenengo egun beroa dugu, eta airean polena dabil berriro flotatzen. Nire ama prestatzetik itzuli denean, espero ez dudan zerbait esan dit harrerako neskak:

	 

	–Bide batez, Martinez jauna: mesede bat egingo al zenidake? Guztiz ahaztuta neukan, barkatuko didazu: goiko solairura zoazenez, eman al diezaiokezu heldu berri den pakete hau De Jorge andereari? Harekin egoten zara batzuetan, ez da hala?

	 

	Baietz esan diot, nola ez. Paketea ez da oso astuna, eta Madrileko igorlea darama: Mateo Almansa De Jorge, Calle de la Bola 7. Jakin minari ezin eutsiz, pixka bat ireki dut, alde batetik, nahikoa jabetzeko El Guerrero del Antifaz komikiaren argitarapen faksimile bat dela, baita lehenengo alearen izenburua zein den irakurtzeko ere: “La venganza de Ali-Kan”.

	 

	Zalantzan egon naiz ia minutu oso batez. Azkenean, hogeita hamaseigarren gelara joan beharrean, hogeita zazpigarrenera joan naiz, aspaldiko partez. Suabe-suabe jo dut atean, eta hantxe dago gure ama gelaren erdian eserita, tente-tente, erizainak atonduta utzi duen bezala, orraztu berria. Arratsalde ona opa diot, eta pakete erdi zabaldua eskaini.

	 

	–Mateoren partetik, ama.

	 

	Amak zabaldu du paketea, hartu du lehenengo komikia esku artean, eta begiak zabaldu ditu, sinetsiko ez balu bezala. Eztiki orriztatu du, eta gero bigarrena hartu du; hamar-hamabost bat egongo dira.

	 

	Bere baitan biltzen hasi dela sumatu dudanean, aterantz biratu naiz isilik, amaren gela utzi eta De Jorge anderea bilatzeko asmotan: orduan heldu zait, lehenengo aldiz denbora luzean, amaren ahotsa.

	 

	–Hemen dago-eta Zoraidak Ali-Kanekin borroka egiten duen alea!

	 

	Eta ondoren gehitu du:

	 

	–Mila esker, Angel Mari. Bihotz-bihotzetik.

	 

	HIRU KONTZERTU

	I King Crimson/Roxy Music

	Anoetako Belodromoa, 1982ko abuztuaren 24a

	 

	Juanpari esan nion ez zegoela arazorik, lasai joan gintezkeela festibalera: zuzendaritzaren prentsaurrekoa hurrengo astean izango zela, edo bi aste geroago, asko jota; hortik aurrerako den-dena lotua zutela Rosón-ekin, eta polizia jakinaren gainean zegoela. Ziur egon zitekeela, ez gintuztela molestatuko; gainera, nola aurkituko gintuzten halako jendetzaren erdian? Baina bera ez zen fidatu, eta ezin izan nuen konbentzitu pisutik ateratzeko. Egia esan, Loreako ekintzaz geroztik horrela zebilen, nerbioak airean. Eta hori bera ez zela autotik mugitu ere egin. Baziren bi urte, ordea: nahikoa baino gehiago, nik uste, kontuaz ahazten hasteko, edo hartaz gehiegi ez pentsatzeko, behintzat. Are gehiago guztia iragana bihurtzeko zorian zegoela.

	 

	Ez zait kontzertuetara bakarrik joatea gustatzen, baina ezin besterik egin. Roxy Music ikustera nindoan, printzipioz. Zalea naiz aspalditik –hortxe daude zinta guztiak hori frogatzeko, nire gelan–, eta aurkezten ari ziren diskoa, Avalon, balekoa iruditzen zitzaidan; agian, eragozpen bat jartzearren, kanta mugituagoren baten falta aipatuko nuke, dantzagarriagoa litzatekeen zerbait, disko zaharrenetan bezala. Edonola ere, kontzertua ez zen batere gaizki egon, ez horixe: Bryan Ferry imajinatzen nuen bezain dotore aritu zen, eta soinua distiratsua izan zen; tira, Phil Manzanera makarra bat iruditu zitzaidan, une batzuetan. Baina aitor dut ez nintzela asmoa nuen bezain adi egon.

	 

	Alde batetik, teloneroek txundituta utzi nindutelako. King Crimson ezagutzen nuen, zer esanik ez: rock sinfonikoko izar zaharrak ziren; anaia nagusiak bazuen haien disko bat edo beste, aurpegiaren hura, estreinakoa. Izan ere, kontzertua iragarri zuten arte, taldea deseginda zegoela uste nuen. Baina txokatuta geratu nintzen lehenengo kantatik bertatik. Banan-banan ateratzen hasi ziren: aurrena bateria, perkusio elektronikoari eragiten; ondoren kantaria, morroi ihar bat, hasieran perkusio elektroniko hura jotzen lagundu ziona bateriari; ondoren, sokazko tresna bitxi bat jotzen zuen musikari burusoil bibotedun bat –geroago jakin nuen tramankulu hura Chandler Stick bat zela–; eta azkenik, izkina batean, aulkitxo batean eserita eta makinaz inguratuta, Robert Fripp liderra zegoela konturatu ginen, bere gitarrari soinu bitxiak ateratzen. Kanta in crescendo joan zen tresnak eta musikariak gehitu ahala. Energia piloa zerion guztiari.

	 

	Izan ere, ia Roxy Musicekin baino gehiago egin nuen dantza King Crimsonekin; ez zuten kanta zaharrik jo, jende askok hori espero zuen arren, eta, jakina, motz egin zitzaidan emanaldia –horixe baita teloneroaren patua–. Niri oso soinu modernoa zutela iruditu zitzaidan, new wavekoa kasik; orain ondo dakit, taldeak atera zituen bi disko berriak erosi nituelako berehala, Discipline eta Beat. Azken hori zen, hain zuzen ere, Donostian aurkezten zutena.

	 

	Eta, bestetik, onartzen dut hurrengo kontzertuari ez niola horrenbeste kasu egin, King Crimsonenaren erdian sekula topatu dudan neska ederrena ikusi nuelako. Lau edo bost lerro aurrerago zegoen, nigandik urrats gutxira: une horretara arte adats luze iluna baino ez nion ikusten. Orduan, “Frame By Frame” kantaren erdian, nigana itzuli zen, mantsotasun neurtu batez, eta begirada luze bat zuzendu zidan, itsas hondo abisala baino sakonagoa. Eta niri zuzentzen zidala jakin nuen berehala, bakarrik niri; eutsi egin nion ahal izan nuen bitartean, baina, halako batean, begiak jaitsi behar izan nituen, ez dakit zergatik. Eta altxatu nituenean kanta amaitua zen, eta neska ez zegoen han. Bultzaka aurreratu nintzen, jendearen protesten artean, haren bila, baina arrastorik ez. Eta ezin hurrengo kontzertuari nire arreta osoa eskaini: handik eta hemendik ibili nintzen jende artean neska aurkitu nahian. Kontzertua amaitu eta guztiak joan ziren arte itxaron nuen Belodromoko pistaren erdian.

	 

	Baina alferrik izan zen.

	 

	II U2

	Anoetako Belodromoa, 1992ko maiatzaren 14a

	 

	–Baina benetan gustatzen zaizkik, Juanpa…? Ezin diat jasan Bonoren mesianismoa, ezta mezu ustez guay horiek guztiak ere…  

	 

	–Zer diok? Espektakulua aparta duk ba! Eta ez didak esango ironia ez daukanik, are autoironia pixka bat ere… Gainera, ironia duk egungo gizartearen zementua, ez duk uste? Itzul gaitezen kontzertura, benga…

	 

	–Trago bat besterik ez: agindu didak. Gainera, ez didak esango “Dancing Queen” gustatzen zaianik, ezta? Hori ere ironikoa izango duk, ezta?

	 

	–Bai, egia esan ez zekiat nondik atera duten ABBA bertsioneatzeko ideia txatxu hori…

	 

	–Gainera, ez ditek kanta zahar bat ere jo, kabroi horiek…

	 

	–Eta “Angel Of Harlem”, zer…?

	 

	–Zahar-zaharra esan nahi diat. “Sunday Bloody Sunday”, edo “New Year’s Day”, adibidez… Gainera, hori Rattle & Humekoa duk, grabatu duten diskorik txarrena… azkeneko hau kenduta, zer esanik ez…

	 

	–Achtung Baby ez zegok horren gaizki… ez duk nahikoa entzun, hori duk dena…

	 

	–Baita zera ere. Hirekin etortzeko eskatu ez bahit…

	 

	–Kontzertuaren bigarren partean joko ditiztek zaharrak, agian…

	 

	–Agian… Zer hartuko duk? Garagardoa…?

	 

	–Bai, garagardoa…

	 

	–Edozein modutan ere, hau piroteknia hutsa duk, auto alemaniar zahar horiekin eta pantaila erraldoi horiekin guztiekin. Garai bateko kontzertuak, haiek bai…

	 

	–Txema, ez hasi matraka ematen King Crimsonen kontzertu puta harekin. Berriro ez, arren.

	 

	–Nirekin etorri izan bahintz ez nikek beharrik izango.

	 

	–Tira, utz dezagun asuntoa…

	 

	–Ados… Gaia aldatuz: zer egin behar duk beste kontuarekin…? Aulestia eta konpainiarekin bat egin behar duk, azkenean? Negozio txarra duk, abisatu diat inoiz…

	 

	–Ez duk negozio kontua, Txema… Gainera, ez zekiat zer egingo dudan, azkenean. Agian karneta itzuli, eta etxera alde egin. Nik ez diat PSOEn amaitzeko asmorik, zuek bezala.

	 

	–Ez esan ergelkeriarik. Gu ez gaituk sekula PSOEn sartuko.

	 

	–Hori ikusteko zegok.

	 

	–Dena den, ez zaidak bidezkoa iruditzen, justu orain. Iskanbila hau. Ardurak hartzen hasiak ginenean, behingoagatik. Zerbait benetan egiteko aukera genuenean…

	 

	–Ze, aholkulari postua galtzeko beldurrak, ala…? Ez nian uste Lakua horren gustuko huenik…

	 

	–Ez duk hori, Juanpa; ez izan horren zinikoa… Esaten diadan gauza bakarra duk…

	 

	–Egin genuenaren ostean, gainera, ez zekiat ze eskubide…

	 

	–Et, et, et… Ez hasi horrekin. Barkatuta zegok dena: barkatuta, ulertzen? Gainera…

	 

	–E, itxaron une batez! Kanta hori… ez al da Lou Reed-ena?

	 

	–Bai, motel, “Satellite Of Love”. Bueno, bertsioak hobeto aukeratzen hasi direla zirudik, behintzat…

	 

	–Goazemak.

	 

	–Itxaron, itxaron…

	 

	–Eraman ezak zerbeza, motel, zer kostatzen zaik… Baina… Txema…? Zer duk?

	 

	–Han… barraren beste aldean… Ez al duk ikusi?

	 

	–Ikusi…? Zer…?

	 

	–Neska… King Crimsonen kontzertuko neska… Bera duk, seguru! Berdin-berdina zegok baina…

	 

	–Eta nola jakingo dut nik ba? Ez ninduan egon orduan, gogoratzen…?

	 

	–Begi horiek iltzatu zizkidak atzera, orduan bezala… Ezin duk susmatu ere zer diren begi horiek…

	 

	–Baina…

	 

	–Jende artean galduko zaidak berriro. Joan beharra zeukaat!

	 

	–Baina, Txema…!

	 

	III Álex Ubago/Maná

	Ilunbeko zezen-plaza, 2002ko azaroaren 14a

	 

	Txemak ez zuen neska aurkitu, belodromoa behin baino gehiagotan alderik alde zeharkatu eta U2ren roadieak eszenatokia desmuntatzen hasi arte itxaron zuen arren. Aurreko hamar urteetan King Crimsonen kontzertuko neskaz noizean behin oroitu bazen ere, malenkoniaren antzeko sentimendu batez, U2koaren ondorengo hamarretan obsesio bihurtu zitzaion ia: begi barren haiek ametsetan –edo amesgaiztoetan– agertzen hasi zitzaizkion, eta ez zuen halako batean berraurkitzeko itxaropena galdu; joan zen kontzertu guztietan adi-adi egoten zen, badaezpada ere. Baina ez zen ezer gertatu.

	 

	Bizitzak, bitartean, aurrera jarraitu zuen. 1996an minbiziaz hil zen Juanpa, bere antzinako komando-kide eta laguna –hondarreko urteetan haien arteko harremanak zertxobait hoztu baziren ere–. 1998an Txemak aholkulari lanpostua galdu zuen Eusko Jaurlaritzako Garraio eta Lan Publikoen sailean, eta PSE-EEko barne-egiturentzako hasi zen lanean, hala Nicolas Redondo Terrerosen idazkaritzaren garaian nola, berriki, Patxi Lopezenean; 2000 urtetik bizkartzain baten babesa dauka. Hamahiru urteko alaba bat du, Ane, eta 1999an banandu zen Teresa bere neska-lagunarengandik, elkarrekin hamabost urte egin ostean. Bere etxean hiru mila disko baino gehiago dauzka, LP eta CDen artean.

	 

	2002 urtean gaude, eta Txemari ez zaio oharkabean pasatu hamargarren urteurrena dela: noizbait gertatzekotan, pentsatzen du batzuetan, aurten izango da. Horregatik saiatu da Donostian antolatzen diren ahalik eta kontzertu gehienetara joaten, are askorik gustatzen ez zaizkion taldeenetara, Depeche Mode-renera kasu. Kezka bat dauka: gero eta gutxiago dira Belodromoan eskaintzen direnak. Baina, hala ere, ez du guztiz etsi, oraingoan neskaren agerkundea espero ez duen arren. Obsesioak obsesio, gustu txarrekoa deritzo Manáren eta Álex Ubagoren emanaldi batera joateari. King Crimsonen kontzertuko neskak ez luke halakorik egingo.

	 

	Izan ere, gaurkoan Ilunbera etorri bada alabagatik izan da: Teresak ezin zuen, eta berari ez zitzaion ondo iruditzen horren neska gaztea bakarrik joatea. Beste erremediorik ez, eta, ordua iritsi denean, Ane, Jose Manuel bizkartzaina eta hirurak abiatu dira zezen-plazara. Ondo konpontzen da alabarekin –hamabostean behin izaten du etxean, asteburuan, eta hilabete udako opor garaian–, eta bere buruari  irmo agindu dio iruzkin zaurgarririk ez egiten saiatuko dela. Álex Ubagoren irekiera-emanaldian bere mingainari eutsi ahal izan dio, behintzat, baina Manák bigarren abestia jotzen amaitu bezain pronto “Police mengeldu batzuk baino ez dira-eta!” batek ihes egin dio, eta Police hura zein talde ote den galdetzen entzun behar izan dio Aneri, desesperazio arin batean murgiltzeko, une batez. “¡Si llueve, es que los ángeles lloran!”, bota du halako batean kantariak, eta Txemak zeharka begiratu dio alabari: entusiasmatuta dago. Beste lauzpabost kantaren ondoren, pistara jaisteko baimena eman dio, eta, badaezpada, Jose Manuel bidali du haren atzetik, Anerekiko distantzia nahikoa gordetzeko gomendioarekin.

	 

	Bizkartzaina altxatu bezain laster ikusi du: hiru eserleku ezkerretara dago. Begi abisal berberekin. Itxura berdin-berdinarekin. Baina, hogei urteren buruan, hori ez da posible, pentsatu du Txemak. Inola ere ez da posible.

	 

	Altxatzeko keinua egin du, baina neska izan da bere ondoko aulkira hurbildu dena, horren bizkor ezen ez baitu sumatu ere egin ze mugimendu egin dituen.

	 

	–Ez izan kuidadorik –esan dio ahots xuxurlariaz–, oraingoan ez dut alde egingo.

	 

	–Zergatik ez? –galdetu dio Txemak, eta ergela sentitu da berehala.

	 

	–Gaurkoan bai egon behar nuelako hemen, aurrekoetan ez bezala.

	 

	–Hemen zaude, ordea. Eta aurrekoetan ere egon zinen, memoriak huts egiten ez badit behintzat… –Txemak, pixkanaka, konfiantza berreskuratzen ari dela sumatu du, oraindik ere urduri dagoen arren.

	 

	–Ez, ez da hala. U2renerako gazteegia nintzatekeen, eta, lehenengoan, King Crimsonenean, jaio gabea oraindik.

	 

	–Baina… zer diozu? Zer demontre da hau guztia? Nor zara zu? –eztanda egin du Txemak, bere begiak neskarenetatik apartatu ezinik hala ere.

	 

	–Leire Valdor. Leire Valdor nintzatekeen, jaiotzera heldu izan banintz.

	 

	–…

	 

	–Ez ipini aurpegi hori: ondo baino hobeto ezagutu duzu abizena.

	 

	–Baina… baina…

	 

	–1983an jaioko nintzatekeen, baldin eta nire aita hiru urte lehenago erail izan ez bazenute, Loreako atentatu hartan. Eta egun hemeretzi urte izango nituzkeen, eta Manáren kontzertura etorriko nintzatekeen lagunekin. Maná gustatuko baitzitzaidakeen, hemeretzi urte betetzera iritsi izan banintz. Zure alabari gustatzen zaion bezala.

	 

	Txemak, lehenengo aldiz, begiak neskarengandik aldendu eta pistara zuzendu ditu, Ane dagoela uste duen alderantz. Ez ditu ez bera ez Jose Manuel ikusi saltoka ari direnen artean.

	 

	–Zer nahi duzu nigandik?

	 

	–Uste dut badakizula.

	 

	–Zurekin eraman behar al nauzu?

	 

	–Hori zure hautua izango da.

	 

	–Nora, baina?

	 

	–Horrek ez du axola. Baina aukera egin dezakezu.

	 

	–Aukera? Ze aukera?

	 

	–Zeu, ala zeure alaba, noski. Justua da, ez duzu uste?

	 

	–…

	 

	–Baina ez dizut erabakitzeko denbora askorik utziko. Zer iruditzen zaizu hurrengo kantak irauten duena?

	 

	Eta segundoak pasatzen hasi dira, mantso, oso mantso.

	 

	 

	IHES EGINDAKOAK

	Urteak dira etxe honetara itzuli ez naizela. Kanpotik ez da gehiegi aldatu: adreilu arrezko fatxadak ondo eusten dio. Gogoratzen nuen baino aluminioz zerratutako balkoi gehiago dago, goiko solairuetan batik bat. Eta Instituto Nacional de la Viviendaren plaka uztarri-gezidunaren ordez hutsune laukizuzen bat nabarmentzen da, azkenaldiko pintura geruza batek disimulatu ezin duena.

	 

	Nire giltza-sorta zaharra ekarri dut; amari galdetu nion ea oraindik balioko zuen, eta esan zidan hala uste zuela: “Zure aita zein zekena zen kontuan hartuta, nekez aldatuko zuen, ezta alde egin nuenean ere. Baina oker banago, sarrailagileari deitzea beste erremediorik ez duzu izango; eraman erregistro zibileko agiria badaezpada ere. Nik ez dut ezer jakin nahi etxe horretaz”. Giltzatakoa astuna da, Euskal Herriaren mapa bat, metalezkoa, ikurrina margotuta daramana alde bietatik, koloreak ezabatzen hasiak badira ere. Noiz erabiliko nuen azkeneko aldiz? Duela hogei urte? Ez, ez hainbeste. Hamazazpi. Edo hamasei eta koska: ia hamazazpi. Aita ikusi izan nuen gehiagotan, zer esanik ez: familia-ospakizunetan, osaba-izeba eta lehengusuekin. Hiletetan, noski. Ernesto eta bion arteko ezkontzan; bazkaria amaitu eta ia berehala joan zen egun hartan. Ernesto ez zitzaion gustatzen, eta onartu behar da, kasu horretan, arrazoia zeukala. Nahiz eta, ondo pentsatuta, sekula ez zitzaion nire nobiorik gustatu, gogoratu ahal dudanez.

	 

	Ernesto herenegungo hiletara etortzea espero nuen? Amak elizako atzeko bankuen aldean ikusi zuela iruditu zitzaiola esan zidan, baina ez dakit ama sinetsi ala ez, halakoetan. Ernesto bere aitaginarreba ohiaren hiletan: arraroa egingo litzaidake. Hala ere, uste nuena baino jende gehiago hurbildu zen: lankideak eta ikasle ohiak, batez ere. Familia aldetik, ez hainbeste. Aitzol bera ez zen Pennsylvaniatik mugitu, seihilekoaren unerik txarrenean zegoela eta ez zela garaiz iritsiko argudiatuz. Zer pentsatuko zenukeen, aita, jakin bazenu zure seme kutunak, premuak, ez zuela ahaleginik egingo zure hiletara etortzeko? Idoiaren jokaldia, bestalde, ez zen makala izan: oraindik ez dut ulertzen nolatan prestatu ahal izan zuen horren bizkor hileta erlijiosoa, aita ezertaz ezagutzen ez zuten parrokia hartan gainera, hark gura izango zukeen zeremonia zibilaren ordez. Baina ez zuen bere asmoa sekula idatziz finkatuta utzi –heriotzarako aldarrikatzen zuen bezain prestatuta ez zegoen seinale, nire ustez–, eta horra ordaina. Apaizaren gorazarrea ezin gatzgabeagoa izan zen, eta nire iloba txikien intziriek eta iruzkinek behin baino gehiagotan apaldu zuten ospakizunaren solemnitatea; ez nuen sumatu Idoiak enpeinu berezirik ipini zuenik haiek isilarazten, ezta Mikel nire koinatuak ere.

	 

	Hiletaz Idoia arduratu zenez, etxearen kontua niri egokitu zait. Eta amak arrazoia izango du apika, eta aitaren pisuko giltzak berdina izaten jarraituko du, baina atarikoa ez dabil: dorpea naiz, onartzen dut, baina ez horrenbeste. Bizilagunen bati deitu beharko diot interfonotik, ea irekitzen didaten. Gomeztarrenean probatu dut, gure betiko bizilagunenean. Berehala erantzun dute, bozgorailutik iritsi zaidan ahotsa ezagutu ez dudan arren; haien amarena dela egingo nuke, senarrarekin Extremadurako herrira aspaldi itzuli zirela jakingo ez banu. Isabelita alabarena izan behar du, hortaz; logikoa iruditzen zait haien etxea oinordetzan hartu izana. “Kaixo, Edurne naiz. Txominen alaba. Beheko giltzak ez dit funtzionatzen”. “Edurne, aspaldiko! Sartu, sartu; aurrera”. Atea hots metaliko siku batekin zabaldu da.

	 

	Ataria berritu dute; agian orduan aldatuko zuten kaleko atea eta sarraila. Marmolaren antz urruna duen material batez estali dituzte antzinako gotelezko hormak, eta niri horribleak baina norbaiti ezin dotoreagoak iruditu zitzaizkion pareta-argi modernista ahulegi batzuk piztu dira etengailua sakatu dudanean; malda bat ipini dute, gainera, aulki gurpildunentzako igogailu moduko batekin. Gutunontziaren barruan karta eta paper batzuk ikusten dira, baina, susmatzen nuen bezala, ezin izan dut zabaldu, nire giltzatxoak aurreko txapazko zaharra irekitzen zuelako, ez gutunontzi luze eta garden hau; ahotik muturra ateratzen duen aldizkaria hartzearekin konformatu naiz, eta gora egiten dut, etxean, nonbait, giltza egokia aurkituko dudan itxaropenarekin. Eskaileretatik, igogailua hartu gabe: total, hiru pisu besterik ez dira, eta sasoiko nagoen bitartean eskaileretatik igotzeko erabaki irmoa hartu dut, egunen batean halako hauturik egitea ezinezkoa izango zaidalakoan. Eta ariketa pixka bat egitea komeni zaidalako. Isabelita… Gure ateak parez pare zeudenez, eta adin bertsua genuenez, elkarrekin hazi gintuzten ia; Idoia ere Marcosen, Isabelitaren nebaren ikasturtekoa zen. Ordu asko ematen genituen haien etxean, txikitan; haiek ere bai gurean, baina gutxiago, gure aitak isiltasuna behar omen zuelako bere ikerketetarako, eta ez zituelako bizilagunak sobera maite. Tira, gure aitak ez zuen inor sekula sobera maite izan, hori hala da.

	 

	Dena zitzaigun inbidiagarri Isabelitaren etxean: gurasoen adeitasuna, etxearen dekorazio koloretsua, prestatzen zituzten jaki sasiexotikoak –han probatu genuen, lehenengoz, txinatar jatorriko janaria, bilkariak, dim sum-ak eta antzekoak, gure aitari elikadura osasuntsuaren antonimoak iruditzen zitzaizkionak–, mota guztietako jostailuen –elektroniko zein analogikoen– ugaritasuna… Baina batez ere animaliek erakartzen gintuzten Isabelitaren etxera, gurasoek mota ia orotakoak edukitzen uzten baitzieten: arrainak, txoriak, muskerrak, akuriak, dortokak, terrario bat inurriekin, kilkerrak –plastikozko beren kaiolatxoetan, edo haietatik kanpo–… Guztiak biribilketa alegeran ibiltzen ziren etxetik –jostailu pila horiekin guztiekin nahas-mahasean, esaten zuen gure aitak–, eta gela osoak kolonizatzen zituzten batzuetan –bainugeletako bat ia dortokentzat zen esklusiboki–. Egia osoa esan behar bada, baldintzak ez ziren beti munduko higienikoenak: txorietako asko suelto ibiltzen ziren etxetik, horrek ekartzen zituen begien bistako ondorio orbandunekin, eta, edonola ere, Gomeztarren garbitasunerako jaidura ahulak ez zuen asko laguntzen. Baina hori bost axola zitzaigun; are gehiago, plus bat zen guretzat, ordenaren eta asepsiaren paradigma zen gure etxearekiko kontrasteagatik agian.

	 

	Guk behin eta berriro eskatzen genien gurasoei –aitari, zehazki, berea baitzen azken hitza, kontu horretan bezala, guztietan– animaliaren bat edukitzeko aukera, baina erantzuna ezezkoa zen beti. Gure aitak zioen animaliekin arduratsu jokatu behar zela, ez zirela jostailuak, eta gu ez geundela prestatuta maskota bat behar bezala zaintzeko. Ez gu, ez gai zela uste zuen jende gehiena ere, eransten zuen, animalien zaintzak etika bat eskatzen zuela errepikatzen zigularik, nahiz eta guk ondo genekien Gomeztarrak gaitzesten ari zela, esplizituki aipatu gabe. Dortokek ematen zioten batez ere pena, guk deskribatzen genion ur ilunaz beteriko bainera txiki hartan. “Oso animalia garbiak dira, eta, ondo erreparatzen badiezue, jakintsu aurpegia dute: mantsotasunak ematen duen ezagutza sakonaren marka”. Eta ondoren esaten zigun ondo zaindutako dortoka batek ehunka urte iraun zezakeela, eta kontatzen zigun oraindik bizirik zegoela, Brisbaneko zoologikoan, Darwinek bere 1835eko esplorazio bidaian Galapago artxipelagoan jasotako ale bat, Harriet izenekoa, eta, ondorioz, ehun eta hirurogeita koska urte zituela, gutxienez –urte kopurua aldakorra zen, istorioa errepikatzen zigun unearen arabera: guk kalkulatu behar genuen zehazki zenbat denbora zen igaroa Darwinek dortoka aurkitu eta bizitzen ari ginen urtearen artean–. Istorio hura gogoan, Harry izena ipini zioten bizilagunek opari gisa jaso zuten azken dortokari; tira, denon artean jarri genion izena, egiazki. Ramsay motakoa zen, txikia oraindik, baina asko haz zitekeela komentatzen zuten; oraindik gogoan dut haren oskolaren kolore berde-urdinkara, zerra formako ertzekin.

	 

	Isabelitak eta Marcosek dortoka berri hura jaso zutenean –beste hiru zeuzkaten jada, gainontzeko animalia guztiez gain–, gure etxerako maskota eskuratzeko ahaleginak areagotu genituen; aitari idatzizko eskaera “ofizial” bat eta guzti igorri genion, hiru neba-arrebok sinatua eta amak lantokian lortu zigun seilu “ofizial” batez apaindua. Tinko mantendu zen ezezkoan. “Ikusiko duzue”, gehitzen zuen huts egin gabe, Harrieten istorioa kontatzen zigun aldi oro, “nola bizilagunen dortokek ez duten Darwinenak beste iraungo”. Eta egia zen animalien bizitza-itxaropena, Gomeztarren etxean, ez zela oso altua, agian etxe hartako fauna-ugaritasunaren ondorioz, edo gure aitak behin eta berriro azpimarratzen zuen arreta falta jarraituagatik.

	 

	Edonola ere, aitak lortu zuen, gurekin: Idoiak eta biok ez dugu sekula maskotarik izan, gure etxeetan; ezta, nik dakidala, Aitzolek ere. Niri inoiz bururatu zait, mendeku bezala sikiera; Idoiarekin komentatu izan dut batzuetan. Baina erabakia hartzeko ordua iristen zenean beti egiten nuen atzera. Kabroi hotz hark ederki izorratu gintuen, esaten du orduan gutako batek, edo biek batera, batzuetan.

	 

	Isabelita eta Marcosen gurasoek, ordea, ez zieten esaten animaliak hiltzen zirenik: bertsio ofiziala, bizilagunenean, “ihes egin zutela” izaten zen beti. Gu haien etxetik itzultzen ginen bakoitzean, falta zen animaliaren eta ihesaren kontabilitatea egiten genien gurasoei, hutsik gabe, eta aitak ez zuen gertatzen zenaz gu ohartarazteko denbora gehiegi galtzen. “Zer ihes eta zer demontre: animalia horiek hil egin zaizkie, ez dago besterik”. Gure etxean betidanik hitz egin da heriotzaz, batere eragozpenik gabe, txiki-txikiak ginenetik; elkarrizketa hura izan genuenean sei edo zazpi urte izango genituen Idoiak eta biok; Aitzolek pare bat gehiago, baina gu askoz ere lehenago ginen heriotzaren kontuaren jakitun.

	 

	Isabelita eta Marcosen gurasoek gureekin hitz egin zuten, halako batean. Ez zituztela umeak traumatizatu nahi heriotzaren kontuarekin eta nahiago zutela ihes egin izanaren bertsioari eutsi. Eta eskertuko zutela haien seme-alabek ere –guk, alegia– jarrera horrekin bat egitea, bizilagunen presentzian geundenean behintzat. Aitak garaipen keinu nabarmena erakusten zuen hori guztia kontatu zigunean; zer esanik ez, Goyok eta Maríak, bizilagunen gurasoek proposatu zietena hutsik gabe betetzeko agindu zigun guri, baina horrekin argi geratzen zen gure etxean ematen zitzaigun hezkuntza maila Gomeztar mindulin horienaren oso gainetik zegoela, gurean ez geniolako beldurrik gauzak diren bezala irudikatzeari edo izendatzeari, eta heriotzari aurre egiten irakatsi zitzaigulako sehaskako ume ginenetik: ondo genekien, gainera, ondoren ez zegoela ezer. Hurrengo urteetan bizilagunen etxean animalia bat desagertzen zen bakoitzean, “ihes egin du” aldarrikatzen genuen keinu atsekabetu ustel batekin. Eta laster gauza bera esaten genuen kalean edo landan, gurasoekin paseatzera edo txangoan ateratzen ginenean, uso, arratoi edo beste edozein piztiaren hilotzarekin topatzen baginen, edo telebista ikustean, dokumentaletan edo filmetan, animalia baten heriotza erreal zein antzeztuaren lekuko suertatzen ginenean. “Begira, horrek ere ihes egin du”. Eta barre egiten genuen denok, baita gure aitak ere. Gure etxean ezer ozen egin zitekeen momentu bakarrenetakoa izaten zen.

	 

	Beldur nintzen bezala, hor dago Isabelita, eskailera buruan, bere pisuko ate erdi irekiaren eta gure aita zenarenaren artean, nire zain.

	 

	–Edurne, zenbat denbora.

	 

	–Isabel…

	 

	Besarkada eman diogu elkarri.

	 

	–Doluminak eman nahi nizkizun zuen aitarenagatik. Eta barkamena eskatu hiletara joan ez izanagatik. Badakizu, niri, hiletak… Ospitaleekin antzera gertatzen zait… Tira, ezin ditut jasan; gainditu egiten naute.

	 

	Egia esan, berez bost axola zait Isabelita hiletara etorri izana ala ez. Motibo askorik, behintzat, ez zeukan: ziur nago egunero ikusi izan balu ere –litekeena dena, aurrez aurre horren luzaro bizi izan ondoren–, gure aitak ez ziola buru-imintzio eskas bat baino gehiago zuzenduko, agurtzeko. Baina amorru uhin bat sentitu dut barrutik igotzen, ezin baititut jasan mota horretako adierazpenak egiten dituztenak: besteok hiletekin eta ospitaleekin liluratuta egongo bagina bezala. Eta, amorruarekin batera, baita nagusitasun sentimendu bat ere, heriotzari aurre egiteko Isabelitaren ezintasun hori nondik datorren ondo gogoan dudalako, haren sustraiak errekonozitzen ditudalako. Gure etxeko hezkuntza siku eta tinkoa, alor horretan, zein baliagarria izan zaigun balioesten dudan modu berean.

	 

	Eta une horretan bertan pasatu zait amorrua, etorri bezain bizkor, gure aita ezagutu dudalako, bat-batean, nire burutazioen segida hartan. Gillipollas deitu diot neure buruari pare bat aldiz. Gilipollas. Gilipollas.

	–Ulertzen dut, Isabel; egon lasai. Zer moduz daude zure gurasoak?

	 

	–Herrira itzuli zirenetik, primeran. Abuztua haiekin igarotzen dut, baina gero eta gehiago kostatzen zait hango beroa jasatea. Haiek, batzuetan, neguan etortzen dira aste batzuk pasatzera, baina gero eta gutxiagotan.

	 

	Ez diot Marcosez galdetu, zer esanik ez: HIESaz hil zen duela ia hamarkada bi. Isabelita ez zen bere nebaren hiletara joan, ezta ere.

	 

	–Zuen aita oso ondo ikusi nuen amaierara arte. Goizero ateratzen zen bere kilometroak egitera, eta egunero igotzen zen ganbarara ere. Ez dut bera baino gizon metodiko eta puntualagorik ezagutu.

	 

	–Gure Kant txikia…

	 

	–Zer…?

	 

	–Berdin dio.

	 

	Horrela deitzen zion aitari gure amak, garai batean, maite zuela uste zuenean. Guk, esan gabe doa, ez genuen sekula horrela deitu. Lehenengo aldia izan da ahots goran esan dudala.

	 

	–Tira, utzi egingo zaitut. Gauzak egin beharko dituzu etxean.

	 

	–Bai, paper batzuen bila etorri naiz. Baina, aita ezagututa, berehala aurkituko ditudala imajinatzen dut.

	 

	–Gero kafe bat hartzera pasatu nahi baduzu…

	 

	–Ez dut uste astia izango dudanik, Isabel…

	 

	–Ja, ulertzen dut. Ba al dakizu ea… zuetakoren bat etorriko den hona bizitzera? Ala saldu egingo duzue? Barkatuko didazu…

	 

	Galderak ustekabean harrapatu nau, eta ozen barre egin dudala uste dut. Ez dut Idoia eta bere familia hona aldatzen irudikatzen, are gutxiago Aitzol. Ezta ni ere.

	 

	–Ba, ez dakit, emakumea. Saldu? Agian. Edo alokatu. Akaso pisu turistiko gisa, kontua boladan dagoela probestuta… –bota dut, eta atzera ezagutu dut gure aita erabili berri dudan tonu maltzurrean–. Broma da. Ez dakigu oraindik zer egingo dugun.

	 

	–Goiz da oraindik...

	 

	–Horixe baietz.

	 

	Elkar agurtu dugu. Bere atea nire atzean ixten entzun dudanean, giltza atera eta probatu dut: amak aurreikusi bezala, arazorik gabe zabaldu da gure etxekoa. Aitaren zuhurtasuna. Diru kontuetan. Oraindik gogoan dut nola esaten zidan, nerabezarora sartu berritan nengoela, Marcos nitaz maiteminduta zegoela eta hobe nukeela gainetik kentzea lehenbailehen, morroi horrek arazoak baino ez zizkidala ekarriko. Ez behin ezta bitan ere, kanpaina oso bat abiatu zuen kontuaren inguruan: aita gorroto nuen horrela hasten zenean; izan ere, irudipena daukat hori hainbestetan esan izan ez balit, ez nukeela sekula larrutan egingo Marcosekin, ez bainuen horren gustuko; bizpahiru aldi baino ez ziren izan, haien ganbaran, eta uste dut pixka desilusionatu ninduela nigan horren interesatuta ez zegoela nabaritzeak, ez behintzat nire aitak susmatzen zuen bezainbeste. Amak garai horretan ekin zion etxetik alde egiteari, egun batzuen buruan itzuli ohi zen arren. Gu sasoi hartantxe hasi ginen geroz eta gehiago bizilagunengandik aldentzen. Harry dortokak ere orduan “egin zuen ihes”–guk horrela esaten jarraitzen genion gurean, baina ordurako, bistan denez, Gomeztarrenean, heriotzaren kontzeptua agerian zegoen–. Isabelitak sekulako disgustua hartu zuela oroitzen dut, eta asko kexatu zela bere amak zakarrontzira bota zuelako dortoka, institutuan geunden bitartean, hartaz “despeditzeko” aukerarik gabe utziz.

	 

	Egun batzuk pasatu diren arren, ez dut hauts arrasto handiegirik aurkitzen etxean, ezta, hatza pasatuta, liburutegiaren apaletan ere. Gure aita metodikoa zen garbiketaren alorrean, bizitzako beste guztietan bezala. Berehala aurkitu dut, sarrera ondoko saskitxoan, gutunontziko giltza txikia, ganbarakoekin batera. Eta bere idazmahaiko lehenengo kaxoian, espero bezala, testamentuaren kopia. Ez dut irekitzeko lanik ere hartu, ez zait bereziki interesatzen; egongo da denbora, notarioak bere aurrera deitzen gaituenean. Idoiak aldez aurretik kopia bat eduki nahi zuen, ordea, eta hortik enbaxada. Hozkailuari bisita egin diot, ea ustelduta edo usteltzeko bidean dagoen zerbait aurkitzen dudan. Letxuga piloa dago, eta itxura ona daukate oraindik. Azenarioz beteriko poltsa bi. Jogurt gutxi batzuk. Hummus Bio pakete bi. Hiruzpalau tonika. Haragiaren edo arrainaren arrastorik ez; beganoa bihurtua zela sinistu beharko diot Idoiari, buruan kabitzen ez bazait ere. Hitler ere barazkijalea zela esaten dute, baina ez naiz datua konfirmatzeaz sekula arduratu. Sukaldeko leiho ondoko tranpaduran madari poltsa bete bi topatu ditut –ez nekien hainbeste gustatzen zitzaizkionik–. Nire etxera eraman nitzakeen, baina guztia zakar-poltsetan hustu eta, amaitzean, etxeko sarreran utzi ditut, edukiontzira eramateko gero.

	 

	Pisua oroitzen nuen bezala dago, gutxi gorabehera. Sala, sukaldea, gurasoen logela izandakoa, komuna, aitaren estudioa... aldaketa bakarrak “gure” logeletan ageri dira: horietan ez da geratzen neba-arrebon arrastorik batere. Aitzolena zena trasteleku modukoa bihurtuta dago, eta Idoia eta biona, bigarren estudio. Liburuz eta karpetaz josita dauka goitik behera, eta mahai bat albo batean, gu bion oheak baino handiagoa. Flexo itzaliaren azpian, liburu bat, orri-markatzailea erdian duena: Richard Rortyren Contingencia, ironía y solidaridad. Irakurtzen ari zen azkenekoa, agian. Orriztatzen hasi naiz: arkatzaz egindako ohar txikiak dauzka orrialde alboetan, markatzailera iritsi arte kasik. Pixka bat aztoratu naiz aitaren letra ezagutu ez dudanean: ez dut gogoan, ala kaligrafia aldatu zitzaion azkenaldian? Ez naiz ezer pertsonala bilatzen saiatu, ondo baitakit aitak gorroto zituela egunerokoak eta narrazio autobiografikoak, “egoaren puzgailu horiek”. Nire koadernoan idazten nituen burutazioak eta ipuintxoak deskubritu zituenean ez zidan ezertxo ere esan, baina nik argi sentitu nuen bere erdeinuaren zama guztia, eta ez egun batez bakarrik.

	 

	Beste seme-alaba batzuek gurasoen etxera itzuli eta beren gaztaroko poster ergelekin eta aldizkariekin eta komikiekin eta nobela merkeekin eta kaseteekin eta CD lotsaemangarriekin eta panpinekin eta bideo joko hondatuekin topo egiten dute. Horixe pentsatu dut, gure logela izan zena abandonatzean.

	 

	Sarrerako atera hurbildu naiz, nire atzean argi guztiak itzalita uzten nituela ziurtatu ostean. Janari-poltsak hartzera noa, azkeneko gauza bat egin beharko nukeela bururatu zaidanean. Aitak hertsiki debekatuta zigun ganbarara igotzea. Hura bere erreinua zen, edo, hobeto esanda, erreinuetako bat, bere estudioan sartzea, “ikertzen”edo “idazten” ari zenean batez ere, oso zigortuta zegoelako orobat. Baina estudiora sartu egiten ginen, noizean behin, batez ere ama etxean ez bazegoen eta premiaren bat bagenuen; edonola ere, laster ikusi genuen han ez zegoela ezer bereziki interesgarririk, eta gutxitan agertzen ginen handik. Baina ganbara misterio bat zen. Inoiz Aitzolek, Idoiak eta hirurok espedizioren bat egin genuen gora, eta belarria ipini genuen ganbarako atearen gainean: ez genuen ezer entzun. Ez ginen nahikoa ausartak izan atea irekitzeko eta zirrikitutik begiratzeko.

	 

	Oraingoan egin ahal izango dut. Neure burua imajinatzen dut, eskailerak igo bitartean, “abenturaren” berri Idoiari ematen, eta biok barrez lehertzen. Ziur baikaude goiko hartan ez dagoela ezer kitzikagarriagorik aitaren estudio gatzgabean baino.

	 

	Azkeneko solairura iritsita, gelatxoetarako sarbidea ixten duen hesizko atea ireki dut lehenengo, eta, ondoren, lau ate kontatu eta hantxe dago gurea, “3º Derecha” kartelaz markatuta; horko giltza, lehenengo atearena ez bezala, antzinako horietakoa da, burdina urtuzkoa, eta herdoiltzen hasita dago muturraren aldetik.

	 

	Lehendabizikoz usainak eman dit atentzioa: ezaguna egiten zait, baina ez dut hasieran identifikatu. Berehala ohartu naiz zergatik: askoz ere dentso eta kontzentratuagoa usaindu nuelako txikitan, Isabelitaren etxeko bainugelan. Gela sabai-maldadunaren erdian plastiko urdineko igerileku zapal bat bezalako egitura bat dago, hamabost edo hogei zentimetroko sakonerakoa, eta erdian, dotore igeri egiten, dortoka bat. Ramsay motako dortoka bat: Harry. Ez daukat zalantzarik, oroitzen dudana baino handiagoa bada ere, metro erdi ingurukoa, edo gehiago akaso. “Ihes egin” zuenean ez zen horren laurden batera iristen. Baina urte asko igaro dira.

	 

	Dortokak, mugimendua sumatu duenean, gelditu eta burua pixka bat atera du uretatik, eta eskuineko begia nigan finkatu duela iruditu zait. Gure aita espero al zuen? Oso txukuna dago dena, ura pixka bat uhertzen hasia dela ematen duen arren. Hodi batzuk ikusi ditut piszinatxoaren albo batean, fondoan dagoen harraskarekin konektatuta daudenak; gure aitak bainugela txiki bat muntatu zuela konprobatu dut. Ondoan, plater batean, madari eta letxuga arrasto gutxi batzuk ikusi ditut, eta hozkailuaren edukiaz gogoratu naiz orduan.

	Horma ez oso altuetan, apalategi batzuetan, forma eta tamaina ezberdinetako kaiolak daude, txorientzat baina baita kilkerrentzat ere, eta kristalezko arrainontziak, narrastientzako eta inurrientzako terrarioak… Guztiak hutsik, baina iruditu zait inoiz animalia bat edo gehiago hartu zituztela, agian luzaro. Izan ere, oraindik ez dakit zer pentsatu ikusten ari naizenaz; ganbaran ez dago pistarik eman diezadakeen beste ezer, koaderno edo karpeta edo... Agian bere estudioetako batean, baina, aita ezagututa, ez dut uste ezer topatuko dudanik.

	 

	Idoiak eta Aitzolek ez dute sinetsiko, kontatzen diedanean. Ezta amak ere. Seguru nik buruan darabiltzadan hipotesi guztiak botako dituztela arrapalada batean.

	 

	Ez dakit. Eta ez dakit inoiz kontu honen inguruko egia osoa jakitera iritsiko garen. Oso ondo jabetzen naiz, ordea, luzaro hitz egiten jarraituko dugula aitari buruz, gure artean. Onerako ez bada ere.

	 

	Ontzi baten bila hasi naiz, Harry garraiatzeko: ez dut hemen utziko. Hara non, maskota baten jabe bihurtuko naizen, azkenean. Ramsay dortoken zaintzari buruz informatu beharko dut, hori bai. Ondo informatu ere. Bat-batean, beldurra sartu zait, ez ote dudan gaizki egingo, nahikoa arduratsu portatu ahal izango naizen. Antzinako beldur bat.

	 

	Kontuz jaitsiko naiz eskaileretatik, dena prest daukadanean. Isabelitak ez du ikusi behar zer daramadan.

	 

	IBILBIDEA

	Iratzargailuak garaiz jo du: beti jotzen du garaiz. Mertxeri eskatu diot mesedez aldatzeko melodia, apur bat nekatuta nagoela egunero Berri Txarrak-ekin esnatzeaz: ez dut ulertzen Euskal Herrian iragan musikalean etengabe bizitzeko daukagun tema hori, musika egiten jarraituko ez balitz bezala, talde eta estilo berriak sortuko ez balira bezala; tabernetan eta jaietan berdin gertatzen da, edo okerrago. Tira, gezurretan ari naiz: ulertzen dut, jakina ulertzen dudala. Baina kokoteraino nago. Nik hori esatea gaizki dagoela lirudikeen arren.

	 

	Horma dermoukigarria kolpe leun batez jo, eta musika itzali da: oraindik liluratzen nau Mertxeren ahalmenak lotan jarraitzeko, berdin dio iratzargailua zein ozen pizten den. “Bere” orduan jotzen duen arte ez da altxatuko… eta gaur, ordenagailu ondoan pilatuta dauzkan karpeten meta mehea ikusita, ez dut uste oso goiz izango denik. Batzuetan, altxatzean, bere gainetik kontu handiz jauzitxoa egiten dudanean –beti beranduago esnatzen den arren, paretaren kontrako oheko aldean lo egin behar duena neu naiz, aldarrikatzen duen ditxosozko “klaustrofobia punttu” horren kariaz–, atximurka egiteko gogoa sartzen zait, pixka bat astintzekoa, sukalderaino joan eta gainetik katilu bete ur botatzekoa. Baina ez dut sekula egiten.

	 

	Laster ez du suerte hori izango, gainera, berari tokatuko baitzaio Lur zaintzea, goizetan behintzat, nirea bezalako enplegu bat lortzen ez duen bitartean, etxetik ateratzera behartuko lukeena. Bai, badakit batzuek esaten dutela izenaz deitzeak zorte txarra ekartzen duela: oraindik hiru hilabete falta dela librantzarako, erditzea aurreratzen ez bada behintzat. Bide batez, Mertxek eta biok konpartitzen dugun kontu korronteari begiratu bat eman behar diot, Jasminari diru-sarrera garaiz egin ote dioten konprobatzeko; joan den hilean atzeratu egin ziren, zenbaki gorrietan egon ginelako egun gutxi batzuetan, eta istilu txiki bat izan genuen. Jasminari ere bisitatxo bat egin beharko genioke noizbait; komeni da. Baina metro geltokitik urrun samar geratzen da haren blokea, maldan goregi Errenterian, eta Mertxe beti da nagi etxetik ateratzeko, batez ere autoa matxuratu eta tailerrean sine die utzi genuenetik. Denbora gehiegi pasatzen du bere sator-zuloan, baina ez diot berriro errieta egingo: “sorgin sermolari” bat naizela botako lidake berriro ere, eta bost axola dio horrelako zerbait oximoron bat dela azaltzen badiot, ikuspuntu historikotik behintzat.

	 

	Ohi baino lasaiago dutxatu naiz, aprobetxatuz gaurko aurreikuspenaren arabera ur beroaren hornidura lau orduz luzatu dutela. Mikroprentsa digitala errepasatu dut sukaldeko mahaiko pantailan, zerealak eta sojazko esne argentinarra gosaldu bitartean; ezer berezirik ez, Ivanka Trumpen primarioetako kanpainaren inguruko ohiko iruzkin sarkastikoez gain. Eguzki-babeserako gomendioa kontuan hartu dut eta, krema egokia ipintzeaz gain, leggins luzexkak jantzi ditut, praka motzek baino bero gehiago emango didaten arren. Arratsalderako talderik daukadan begiratu dut berriro ere pantailan, baina gauzak atzo bezala daude: Hanburgoko auzo okupatu batetik etorritako bidaiari talde hori goizean, memoriaren ibilaldi luzerako, eta ezertxo ere ez arratsalderako, oraingoz behintzat, nahiz eta itxaropena dudan, datak zeintzuk diren kontuan hartuta, beste bat osatu ahal izango dela bostetarako; ondo letorkiguke. Batzuetan, irteera ordurako bost minutu besterik falta ez direla abisatu izan didate, eta itxaropena da galtzen den azkenekoa. Beraz, badaezpada, tupperra bazkariarekin prestatu –Gourmet entsalada pixka bat besterik ez, poltsakoa, gazta zatitxo batzuekin eta ondo gatzozpindua, ez daukat gehiagorako astirik–, Mertxek lo seko jarraitzen duela ziurtatu –hobe agur muxurik ez ematea: zaratak ez du iratzartzen, baina kontaktu fisikoak bai, eta ez du esnaldi ona izaten, halakoetan–, eta metrorantz abiatu naiz.

	 

	Minutu gutxiren buruan Zara-ko geltokian jaitsi naiz. Azkenaldi honetan bezala, arazoak izan ditut eskumuturreko txiparekin, eta trantsitu-kontrolekoek, hasiera batean, ez didate kanpora irteten utzi, Erdigunerako baimenduta ez nagoelakoan. Txiparen akats bat dela azaldu behar izan diet berriz ere segurtasunekoei –tamalez, gaurkoak berriak dira, edo ez zaizkit ezagunak egin behintzat; ezta ni haiei ere–: DBEa kobratzen dudala, ados, baina hori behin-behinekoa dela, soilik aurreko hilabetean soldatarekin ez nintzelako gutxienekora iritsi, eta, edonola ere, lan-baimena daukadala Erdigunean ibiltzeko. Behin eta berriro pasatu didate laserra eskumuturraren gainetik, baina alferrik izan da, eta azkenean ordenagailura jo behar izan dute. Igarotzen utzi didate, beharrik, Osakidetzatik lehenbailehen buelta bat emateko aholkatzearekin batera.

	 

	Hori dela-eta, ozta-ozta heldu naiz hitzordura, Kontxan. Han daude alemanak jada, guztiak praka motzetan –erredura ederrak egingo dituzte gaur; tira, haien arazoa da–, eta Aitzol, nire ugazaba, albo batean, kamionetatik BioSegwayak eta gainontzeko trepetak deskargatzen. Azkenekoak jaisten laguntzen diot.

	 

	–Berandu iritsi zara –esan dit bere tonu ozpinduenarekin. Alferrik azalpenak ematen hastea. Nire irribarrerik gozoena eskaini diot, eta trasteak lurrean ipintzen amaitu dugu. Hitzordua egin dugu Ondarretan, ibilaldiaren amaierarako, eta, tamala, oraindik arratsalderako talderik ez dela osatu berretsi dit. Gero arrapaladan egin du alde, isuna jar ez diezaioten.

	 

	Hamabiko taldea da, oso adin ezberdinetako kidez osatua; agurtu ditut, eta burubabesak banatu dizkiet: lehenengo konprobatu dugu ea barruko mikroek eta entzungailuek ondo funtzionatzen duten –berehala ahaztuko ditudan izenak galdetzeko probestu dut–, eta baita errealitate handituko betaurrekoek ere. Gero proba txiki bat egin dugu BioSegwayekin Kixote eta Santxo Panzaren estatuaren inguruan, baina zorionez ibilgailuak oso intuitiboak dira eta ez dut azalpen handiegirik eman behar izan; gainera, esango nuke batek baino gehiagok esperientzia daukala tramankulu hauekin.

	 

	Bitartean, mentalki errepasatu dut Memoriaren B-2 Ibilbidea: lehenengo udaletxe albora eramango ditut, bala-zuloen arrastoak dauden aldera, eta, garai bateko Kasinoan gotortutako matxinatuen aurkako indar errepublikazaleen erasoa aitzakia hartuta, Gerra Zibilaren inguruko azalpen orokor bat emango diet. Gero Konstituzio enparantzara joko dugu, eta han, errealitate handituko betaurrekoen laguntzaz, Ramon Saizarbitoria idazlearen 100 metro nobela kanonikoko ETAko ekintzailearen ihesaren berreraikuntza egingo dugu –liburuaren ingelesezko bertsioa deskargatzeko aukera izango dute, gehigarri baten trukean–. Ikatz kalera abiatuko gara ondoren, eta han, errealitate handituaren laguntzaz orobat, kale borroka delakoaren giroa oroituko dugu, eta pintxo batzuk dastatzeko aukera izango dugu, Herriko Tabernaren erreplikan –jatorrizkoaren ezkerretara kokatua, zenbait metrotara–. Gero, Abuztuaren 31 kaletik pasatzean, armada espainiar, ingeles eta frantses inperialisten erreketa eta arpilatze episodioa labur gogoratu ostean, Bulebarrera joko dugu, eta, ezker abertzalearen hainbeste manifestazioren ibilbidea kontrako norabidean berreginez, Artzain Onaren katedralaren aurrean geldialdi bat egingo dugu eta euskal presoen aldeko kontzentrazioak irudikatuko ditugu atzera betaurrekoen laguntzaz. Ondoren Aldapetatik igo eta La Cumbre jauregiraino joango gara, Lasa eta Zabalaren tortura eta hilketa gogora ekartzeko –Pablo Maloren aspaldiko filmaren irudiak lagun–, eta, azkenik, Kontxako pasealekuan zehar ibili ondoren –Euskaldunon Egunkariaren itxieraren aurkako manifestazio erraldoiaren irudi birtual batzuk sartuko ditugu tarte horretan–, Antiguara bideratuko gara, Txillardegi ETAren fundatzaile eta idazlearen jaiotetxearen aurrean –Guardia Zibilaren kuartela ere izandakoa– geldialdi bat egingo dugu, eta ibilaldia Ondarretako kartzela zegoen puntuan amaituko dugu, hasierako Gerra Zibilaren inguruko azalpenak gogora ekarriz zirkulua ixteko.

	 

	Ibilaldia arazorik gabe hasi dugu. Bat-bateko itzulgailuak aski ondo funtzionatu du, itxura batean, eta 1936ko altxaldiaren inguruko azalpenak ematen ari naizela ez dut, hanburgotarren aurpegietan, keinu bereziki arrarorik sumatu. Ez da horrela izan, ordea, 100 metroren ingurukoa aletzen aritu naizenean, baina neurri batean normala da, atzerrian ez baita oso ezaguna Saizarbitoria, are zirkulu euskaltzale-alternatiboetan; baina, hala ere, azalpenaren erdian askojakin batek eskua altxatu du eta galdetu du, edo, hobeto esanda, adierazi du berak nonbait irakurri zuela Saizarbitoriak, nobela horrekin, biolentziaren alferrikakotasunaz mintzatu nahi zuela, ez zegoela inola ere bere asmoetan ETAren gorazarre bat egitea. Nik, pazientzia handiz, garaiko testuinguruaz hitz egin diot, frankismoaz, nobelaren bahiketa polizialaz, argitaratzean haren inguruan mamitu zen kapital sinboliko guztiaz… Ez dakit konbentzitu dudan, esango nuke ezetz, baina ondoren gertatu denerako abisutzat hartu beharko nukeen, Ikatz kalera gure BioSegwayekin iristean, errepresioaz eta kaleko erresistentziaz hitz egiten hasi natzaienean, galderak, eteteak eta iruzkin kritikoak –Trantsizioa eta espainiar demokraziaren bide zail-luzea aipatuz, gehienbat– asko ugaritu direlako; norbaitek nire profesionaltasuna zalantzan jarri du, eta irmo erantzun behar izan diot jakina naizela Historian graduatua, eta Ikasketa Kulturaletan master bat daukadala gainera. Baina orduan bururatu zait agian nahastu naizela eta Hanburgoko auzo okupako taldea ez dela gaur etortzekoa, bihar baizik, eta galdetu diedanean konfirmatu didate haiek ez direla Hanburgokoak, Schleswig-Holsteinekoak baizik, atzo iritsi zirela gurutzontzi batean, Pasaiako portuan bizpahiru egun ainguratuta egongo dena.

	 

	Lurrak irentsiko ahal nau.

	 

	Bizkor inprobisatu behar izan dut, gauden puntutik Memoriaren A-5 Ibilbidearen aldaera batekin lotura eginez; zorionez, programa birtuala egokitzea ez da bereziki nekeza izan, eta duela lau egun antzeko saioa egin nuenez –Badajozeko batzuekin–, nahiko fresko daukat oraindik. Kontua da Ikatz kaletik irtetea eta, bestela bezala, La Cepara bideratzea taldea, Gregorio Ordóñez zinegotzia tiroz hil zuten lekura, eta bertan burutzea, azalpenaren ostean, pintxo-dastaketa; jarraian, Bulebarrera jo eta han, errealitate handituaz baliatuz, bisitariak kale borroka garaiko Y taldeen txikizioez ohartaraztea –horretarako oso egokia izaten da txanodun batzuek udal autobusa bortizkeriaz hustu eta su ematen dioten 3-D errekreazioa–; gero, Artzain Onaren katedralaren ondoan Fernando Múgica sozialistaren hilketa irudikatuko dugu, eta, Amarako auzorantz hurbilduz, Topoaren geltokia zegoen lekuan, Begoña Urroz txikiaren heriotzaren berri emango diet, ETAk atentatuan eragindako aurreneko biktima, 1960an, kontsignan ezkutatutako bonba baten eztandaren ondorioz. Atentatuen oroit-lekuei dagokienez horrekin amaituko dudala uste dut, lagin nahikoa izan daitekeela Donostian terrorismoak eragindako laurogeita hamabost hildakoen geografia zabalegia laburtzeko. Ondoren bestelako leku enblematikoak bisitatzea geratuko litzaiguke, udaletxe aurreko biktimen oroitarria, bidean geratzen zaizkigun Fernando Arambururen Patria eleberriko eszenatoki pare bat –liburuaren alemanezko itzulpena deskargatzeko aukera izango dute, gehigarri bat ordainduz gero–, edo, bukatzeko, ziurrenik Basterretxearen Bakearen Usoa, oso erabilgarria Gesto Por La Pazek antolatzen zituen kontzentrazio isilak irudikatzeko, eta baita ezker abertzaleak horrelakoen aurrean egiten zituen kontramanifestazioak ere, adibidez Jose Maria Aldayaren bahiketaren eta lazo urdinaren auziaren inguruan gertatu zirenak

	 

	–nahiz eta orain eskultura ez dagoen bere jatorrizko kokapenean, Saguesen baizik–. Horrek, bide batez, Aitzoli deitu behar diodala gogorarazten dit, hitzordua hara aldatzeko, Ondarretaraino alferrik joan ez dadin materialaren bila.

	 

	Arazorik gabe egin dugu erdi inprobisatutako ibilbidea: ez dut uste alemaniarrak aldaketaz gehiegi ohartu direnik ere. Guztiek zoriondu naute, eta bik eskupekoa eta guzti eman didate, nire irribarrerik eztienarekin eskertu diedan zerbait. Aitzol berandu iritsi da hitzordura; ez dakit nire mezua garaiz jaso ez duelako izan den, edo gaur goizekoaz mendekatzeko bere modu infantila: kontua da Sagueseko parkingean bazter egon naizela BioSegwayekin eta kaskoekin, azkenean Aitzol haien bila etortzera makurtu den arte.

	 

	Bide batez, ideiarik ez dauka oraindik arratsaldean talderik osatu ahal izango den, bizpahiru informazio-eskaera jaso dituela, baina ezer finkorik ez. Ez du uste zortea izango dugunik.

	 

	–Baina ez dago sekula jakiterik –gehitu du–. Beraz, hemendik gelditzen bazara…

	 

	Zurriolako hondartzara jaitsi naiz nire entsaladarekin eta erosi dudan lata bat Coca-Cola Zerorekin, eguzkia hodeien artean ezkutatu dela aprobetxatuz; surflarien ahalegin gehienetan alferrikakoei tarteka begira egin dut bazkari legea. Hurrengoan piperrauts gutxiago bota beharko nioke entsaladari.

	 

	Erdi lo geratu naiz hondar beroaren gainean, eta siestatik esnatu naizenean sakelakoan konprobatu dut, beldur nintzen bezala, ez dela arratsalderako talderik sortu. Mertxeri deitu diot orduan, jakiteko ea zer moduz pasatu duen eguna, eta galdetzeko ea animatzen den Jasminari bisita egitera, Intxaurrondoko geltokian egon naitekeela beraren zain. Agian gaurkoan bai sentitu ahal izango ditugula Lurren ostikadatxoak Jasminaren sabelean. Baina ezin izan dut konbentzitu: hasieran aitzakiekin aritu zait, berandu dela horretarako eta agian ez dugula Jasmina topatuko –beti etxean dagoela erantzun diot, sekula ez duela bisitak hartzeko arazorik ipintzen–, eta, ondoren, oraindik lan asko daukala burutzeko –ez diot sinetsi–, hobeto beste egun batean. Ez dut eztabaidatu nahi izan berarekin.

	 

	Une batez Errenteriara neu bakarrik joan nintekeela bururatu zait, baina azkenean ideia baztertu eta Zara-ko metro geltokirantz zuzendu ditut nire pausoak.

	 

	Sakelakoari beste begirada bat bota eta ziurtatu dut bihar goizeko taldea, zalantzarik gabe, Hanburgokoa izango dela. Tira, nahiko fresko daukat oraindik haiekin egin asmo nuena, eta gaurko azken orduko estutasunik gabe ibili ahal izango naiz behintzat.

	 

	Ez da gutxi. Arratsaldean bigarren talde bat eratuko balitz, eguna biribilduko nuke.

	 

	 

	GUIDED TOUR and five more tales from the last decade
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GUIDED TOUR

	 

	FOREWORD

	…OR LITERATURE AS AN ILLNESS

	Subtitle to the book 'The writer who is writing writes'

	 

	If this were a short story by Iban Zaldua, we would be in an ordinary place in a city: a kitchen, a bed in a house or a hotel or a hospital. And nothing special would happen either; it would probably be something very familiar to us. The alarm clock might ring, the main character might receive an e-mail or they would change the hospital patient's serum. After taking in all of Edgar Alan Poe's works by intravenous infusion, they'll give him a bag of Philip K. Dick, and the patient, unable to get up from the bed, will smile. So you won't have to read many words before the adjective "ordinary" starts to take on a different meaning.

	 

	Iban Zaldua is a historian by profession, and he lectures on the economic history. He loves data, is concerned about finding out what objectivity is, and tries to be rational, to have precise perspectives… And, loyal to the quote by Pierre Vilar which says that history's first task is to be able to read today's newspaper, he is a demanding reader of the present: he hides no intentions in crude contexts. So he is a crude realist, and affords optimism few opportunities. 

	 

	But what he creates most is fiction, although he never stops addressing reality. He is a teller of tales, but the paths of the unwell tend to be unpredictable, affecting unsuspecting organs, and Iban has committed several misdemeanours, writing essays, comics too… but that's not so serious an offence: he has also written novels, and literature for children and young readers too… Taking into account that he has also written on a collective blog and contributed articles to many different media, poetry is the only medium of which he has shown no symptoms.

	 

	Zaldua's short stories, even the more fantasy-based ones, do not leave reality be in its usual order; rather, they take us to the impossible time/reality you find in Escher's drawings. If you were to call him a realist writer, that would be true and false at the same time: Iban's realism is dirtied by fantasy, and his fantasy is as precise as a work of history. 

	 

	If this were one of Zaldua's short stories, it would give us precise data – the result of some historical process – about a person who is ill from literature, cannot get his dose, and lives in a city like Gasteiz. And just a couple of sentences would suffice for that, Zaldua's literature demanding readers actually be readers as it does.

	 

	The stories in this volume are the fruit of unease, but they shed no tears. As it says in one of Baron Biza's novels: “From a tender age I thought evil was ridiculous”. That's something you learn mostly in bars. I don't know if Zaldua has that image of ridiculous evil, but there is something unavoidable as a blow on your back: he tells us that things are like that, they've always been like that… I'm sorry if you didn't know. Evil is something banal: there are no model heroes on these pages. 

	 

	It may be humour with which Zaldua puts a brake on excess. But Iban's humour has also has its own brakes: it isn't the type of humour that makes you laugh out loud, it isn't jokes. We all seem so average, so predictable in his short stories… laughing is the only thing we can do.

	 

	In that sense Iban's stories seem easy, but that is fruit of his mastery. Such simple-seeming stories tell us decisive details: simplicity, if it is to be meaningful, requires wisdom. It is as if Iban had found the essence of time and history and spoke to us from there. But without stopping having fun: he offers us all that complexity in the roundest of round ice-cream scoops.

	 

	Iban's preoccupation with quality is almost an obsession. Not only as a writer, as a reader too. He dissects the books he uses – and there are a lot of them – in the same way he does reality. But he is a copious writer, and his search for quality does not lead to bizarre fixations. That abundance is what makes Zaldua's work so appropriate for anthologies: it could be a collection of science fiction stories, writing about the Basque conflict, about relationships between parents and children, about couples' relationships, stories centred on music (Iban is a great music-lover), literature about literature…

	 

	If this were one of Zaldua's short stories it would be brief and intense: each sentence, whether descriptive or otherwise, would provide us with information. They would not give us over-emotional information: the engine behind his history and stories is not emotion – not in vain does he lecture on the history of economy. Material features are above all almost everything in the reality which Iban draws for us in his fiction: we individuals adapt as we can to structures and processes which are older, larger and stronger than we are. And in that sense I think he writes from a perspective of regret, he won't offer readers hope or a way out… except for hidden, ironic consciousness, perhaps. 

	 

	And, obviously, if this were a short story by Iban Zaldua I don't know how it would end. You never know how a story by Iban is going to finish up and, so, sometimes, it doesn't start as we thought it had either.

	 

	Uxue Apaolaza

	 

	 

	KAFKA's Translator

	"There's nothing better than simple craft work, something you can touch and use. Before being a carpenter I worked as a farmer and as a gardener. All of that is of greater value and more pleasant than my clerical services. Apparently. But, to tell the truth, you get more lonely, which is why you're no happier than anybody else. Not really. Intellectual work throws a man out of the community. Crafts, on the other hand, bring him closer to other men (…)”.

	 

	"You aren’t going to give up your job here, are you?"

	 

	"Why not?" The only thing I want is to go to Palestine, be a farmer or a manual worker…” 

	Gustav Janouch, Conversations with Kafka.

	 

	My friend Ernst P. told me the start of this story some years ago. He asked me to keep it a secret, and I've done just that until today, but all the time that's gone by, for one thing, and the latest news I've heard about his health, for another, have made me break my promise; breaking it only to a certain extent, I would add: I am going to leave out some important details – my friend’s complete surname, for instance – and publishing it in a book of short stories like this – and in Basque, what's more – is pretty well the same thing as keeping it a secret. But I think it's still necessary to remain cautious to an extent, at least for the moment.

	 

	When I met Ernst he was a young researcher with a great future ahead of him, an expert in Semitic languages as well as in German philology, and he mastered Hebrew too. Like me, he had been born in the 1960's; he was one of those Germans who felt obliged to study Jewish culture – and to love it, in fact – by a feeling of guilt which had its roots in the Holocaust (and I should say that there are many more such people than is commonly believed). In fact, that was how I met Ernst, at a congress about Sephardic literature which I went to in Toledo accompanying my wife, and where he was presenting some work about Hebrew loanwords in some old verses. We got talking during the supper after the session, and late one night – the last night of the congress, if memory serves – he told me the story in a bar near the castle, while the two of us were there together drinking gin and tonics.

	 

	At the time he wasn't yet obsessed with the subject, and I would go as far as to say that he discussed it with a certain ironic distance, although I now think that he had already started to believe in it. He told me it had happened to him the previous summer. Ernst had gone to spend a year on a kibbutz near Tel Aviv to improve his Hebrew and, being left-wing, he was very interested in the whole pseudo-socialist experience; it was the time of the Oslo Peace Agreement, and the region was fairly quiet at the time. He didn't go into his stay there in detail, but, in general, he gave me the impression that it had been a disappointment; the few things he told me about how the Kibbutz had been organised didn't seem very positive to me. But Ernst wanted to tell me another story, one connected with old Aaron S., who he had met there. Aaron had been a retired Kibbutznik, but he still lent  a hand with things to the extent which he could and, above all, he tried to keep the Kibbutz's memory alive, although the people there didn't pay him much attention, Ernst admitted to me. After a few months they became intimate friends. It turned out that Aaron had reached there in 1938 along with his parents, fleeing from Europe, when he was just twelve, so it was one of the oldest Kibbutz in Palestine, and in full swing back then.

	 

	The place Aaron liked best was an apple orchard which spread out alongside some dunes, and he often used to meet up there with Ernst at the end of the working day; they used to talk there and smoke a few cigarettes. Of course, Aaron didn't tell him the story right away; when Ernst's stay on the Kibbutz was almost over he told him the place was known as Kafka's Orchard. 

	 

	"That, at least, is what I've always called it", Aaron added. 

	 

	"Kafka's Orchard?" Ernst asked him: "Did you all call it that in his honour? I didn't know you admired his work all that much". 

	 

	"No, that's not it", Aaron answered, and at that moment Ernst realised that the old man was going to tell him the whole story. "It's called that because Kafka himself planted it, even though I'm the only person on the Kibbutz who remembers that". 

	 

	Ernst, of course, answered with incredulity: "I didn't know that Kafka had even travelled to Palestine", although he knew only too well that at the time when he had flirted with Zionism the writer had come up with some not very realistic plans to go there, and that he had half-jokingly suggested to his first girlfriend, Felice Bauer, and on the very day that he had met her, that they go there on holiday together. 

	 

	"Well yes, he did go on that trip, and there's more to it than that: he spent the last days of his life here, and he's buried over there, right under that apple tree", Aaron explained, pointing to a knotted tree in front of them.

	 

	Ernst felt like bursting out laughing for a tenth of a second, but, all of a sudden, the way Aaron was looking at him changed his feeling completely. 

	 

	"That isn't possible, Aaron: everybody knows that Kafka died of tuberculosis in a sanatorium near Vienna in the arms of Dora Diamant, his last girlfriend". 

	 

	"Or in the arms of the young doctor Robert Klopstok; not all versions agree about that", Aaron replied. 

	 

	"Don't you think it's strange in the biography of a writer such as Kafka, whose life is so well-known, that there should be confusion like that, uncertainty about the circumstances in which he drew his last breath?" 

	Ernst had to agree that he was right about that knowing, as he did, that it is possible to follow Kafka's life almost day-by-day, being, as he is, one of the most researched writers in the history of literature. 

	 

	"No. Kafka came to Palestine, planted this apple orchard and saw it grow at the end of the 1920's, and he died on this Kibbutz in 1944 at the age of sixty-one. I was a boy at the time, and he told me everything here, right here, where we're sitting now".

	 

	Ernst, of course, didn't believe him right away but, bearing in mind everything he had seen and heard during the previous months, he thought it was even more unbelievable that Aaron could be telling him that as a joke, and he tried to offer arguments against what the old man was saying. 

	 

	"But Aaron, we aren't talking about Elvis Presley or Walt Disney here, or one of those characters they say they've seen somewhere after he died in some strange circumstances. This is someone who died of tuberculosis, a disease which was mortal at the time. Until the 1950's no efficient cure for it was found…" 

	 

	"That's right, yes", replied the retired Kibbutznik, "but what if he hadn't been as ill as all that? They diagnosed him with tuberculosis for the first time in 1917, and he's said to have died in 1924 after a rapid decline. Too rapid, perhaps at that time there were some ways of slowing the disease's progress at least, things like fastening the lungs' threads or pneumonectomy; you've read ‘The Magic Mountain’, haven't you? And, come to that, I'm sure that a climate such as ours here would have been good for his health, good enough for him to live another twenty years, for instance".

	 

	"But there is another possibility: what about if the whole thing had been an act? His illness, I mean. Kafka knew some doctors in Prague as he worked in a company which insured against accidents at the work-place; he wouldn't have found it that hard to get hold of a certificate. Tuberculosis was the best possible way to simulate his own death. In fact, that's completely believable bearing in mind the life he led; he was a naturist and ate little, he drank a lot of non-pasteurised milk, he didn't sleep much… He was a perfect candidate for tuberculosis and, let's not forget, it was a very literary disease." 

	 

	"And Kafka told you all of that, of course", Ernst interrupted him, unable to avoid sounding mocking. 

	 

	"No, he never talked to me about his real or imaginary disease; in any case, I was no more that a youngster at the time. I've picked pieces up from here and there while reading Kafka. Bear in mind, Ernst my friend, just how convenient the illness was for Kafka to be able to break his engagement with Felice. He was going to become independent from his father, he seems to have decided to try to live from his literature, he had given his solemn word to marry that sensible, practical woman from Berlin… and, all of a sudden, tuberculosis! It was the perfect way to get rid of all those commitments and the vertigo they made him feel. As he admitted to his editor Kurt Wolff in a letter, the disease was almost a relief. And he said something similar to his friend Max Brod: “Freedom, freedom above all else… You don't fully understand, Max… Well, maybe I don't fully understand either, because there's no way to understand these things, there's no perspective… In any case, for the moment I'm behaving towards tuberculosis like a child pulling on his mother's skirt… Sometimes it seems to me that my brain and my lungs have reached an agreement without me knowing about it…"

	 

	"In any case, whether the illness was genuine or not, it's hard to know how precise Kafka's plans were in 1917 when he broke up with Felice. I'd say – but it's only my guess – that he hadn't got it all thought out at the start, he made things up as he went along until he decided to disappear in 1924. The years after 1917, above all, were very busy ones for Kafka: he had another three girlfriends in a short period of time; he travelled a fair bit to tuberculosis sanatoria and to the countryside in Bohemia, and to Vienna, the Baltic, to Berlin…; he published three books, including ‘A Hunger Artist’, the galleys of which he corrected before dying; he started writing a piece of work as substantial as ‘The Castle’… It's hard to think, with all that activity, that he had decided from the very start to abandon the world and literature itself, that was what he explained to me, with those very words, in this very apple orchard at the beginning of the 1940's. No, I think that the comings and goings of all those years were, precisely, what led him to complete his plan, the faking of his death, that is". 

	 

	"But why?", Ernst asked.

	 

	"Because he'd already said all he had to say. That isn't so unusual amongst writers, don't you think? It's achieving the literature of silence, of denial, at the end of the day. It wouldn't be the first time: remember Rimbaud, for instance. Kafka knew that if he was going to carry on living literature would pursue him, with all its oppressive demands, and there was no other way for him to escape… not from literature, not from tiresome Max Brod either. To put it one way, he thought of a great way of dealing with Brod: Kafka knew only too well that asking Brod to burn all his papers was the best way to open a door for his work to become immortal; he laughed when he told me about that and, when it comes down to it, although he wanted to abandon literature, that didn't mean that, however much he demanded of himself, he wasn't proud of some of the things he had written until then…" 

	 

	"Didn't he ever meet up with Brod when Brod came to Israel?" 

	 

	"That was what he found the funniest there Brod was, in Tel Aviv, getting his complete works ready while he, Kafka, was working on the kibbutz. Kafka loved irony. In any case, if Brod had come to the kibbutz – which he didn't – I don't think he would have recognised Kafka he was very deeply tanned at the time, and he'd put on quite a lot of weight".

	 

	"Even so", Ernst tried, "Kafka would have had a hard job carrying something like that off all by himself, with no help whatsoever; somebody must have known about it, no question about it. And you'll admit that the image of Kafka as a farmer, looking after an apple orchard, isn't easy to believe…" 

	 

	"Agreed. I'm sure he worked on the preparations to carry his plan out with somebody, somebody who knew how to keep quiet. He didn't tell me anything, but I'd bet it was Milena Jesenská, the girlfriend he had at the start of the 1920's. I imagine the young people who were at his side at the end, Robert Klopstok and poor Dora Diamant, were completely taken in by his death. After breaking up with Felice Milena was, without any doubt, the most daring person Kafka met. We know that they fell in love thanks to translation, to put it one way, and that, by the way, reminds me that I'll have to ask you for something later… but let's not get ahead of ourselves. Have you read ‘Letters to Milena’? No? Milena was a daughter of the Czech bourgeoisie, she was a member of the first generation of women to really study, and there were a lot of scandals and noise in Prague after the First World War. She told Kafka that she wanted to translate some of his short stories, and that's how their stormy relationship began; stormy, I say, because, as well as being Czech, and not Jewish – which was a problem for Kafka's family – Milena was married at the time, which was something that didn't make things at all easy. Recalling one thing about when they got together, Milena wrote this, and it's meaningful: “During these four days we've been together… we haven't had to try at all, it's all been simple and clear… His illness seemed like a slight cold to us… A slight cold… you see?"

	 

	"Be that as it may, that was the first time a text of Kafka's was translated into another language, the precursor of all the translations which were to follow, and, although their relationship quickly came to an end, they remained friends. Later, after Kafka's death, Milena joined the Communist Party and, when the Nazis invaded Czechoslovakia and started persecuting the Jews, she started to go around with the star of David sewn onto her coat, even though she wasn't Jewish; she died in Ravensbruck concentration camp the same year Kafka died here. By which I mean to tell you that she was a very decisive woman, and I wouldn't be surprised if she had been the one who offered Kafka help to put his plan together… A few years later, at any rate, Milena used to tell anyone who would listen that Kafka was still alive".

	 

	“Come off it, Aaron...”. 

	 

	"Shush, shush, let me finish. As to Kafka being a farmer, there's no need for you to worry, Ernst. He did great work with the apple orchard: with the wind here, above all when it comes in off the sea, it wasn't at all easy to make it grow; since then a lot of apple orchards have been planted around here, but Kafka's was the first one, you can be sure of that. It's very well known, because of his naturalism, that Kafka was particularly interested in farming, and he took a lot of courses on gardening at the Troja Pomology Institute in Prague; at one time he used to help his sister Ottla a lot with the farm she set up at Züraun, which annoyed their father…"

	 

	Although Ernst tried to carry on being sceptical, but that time he was trapped in the net of Aaron's story, and he was hardly able to stand up to the old man. "You people must have some photo or other, at least some trace to show that Kafka was here at the kibbutz…" 

	 

	"I don't know if they kept any photos from back then, they must have… but if they did take any, they would have been lost in 1946 when the Arabs burned the kibbutz's head office almost all records until then were lost. Kafka, for another thing, didn't travel under his real name, as you can imagine, and on the few documents which survive from back then he figures under the name of Georg Bendemann…" 

	 

	"The main character in ‘The Trial’, in other words. What a coincidence". 

	"It can't be a coincidence, and I can show you those documents if you want to see them." 

	 

	"There's no need for that, Aaron, there's no need…"

	 

	However, before he left Israel Ernest asked Aaron if he could have a quick look at the documents, and he told me that he had seen the name Georg Bendemann in them, even though the date and place of birth next to it weren't Kafka's. 

	 

	"How did he die?", Ernst asked the old man. 

	 

	"Kafka, you mean? I don't know. One day, when I got back from school, they told me they'd found him dead, nothing more than that. A heart-attack, or something like that. We buried him in the apple orchard, in the place I showed them; they knew he used to walk around here with me, so they listened to me. There he is, under that apple tree." 

	 

	Aaron pointed to an old tree and, Ernst, going up to it, noticed a few slight marks on the trunk which could have been FK in Latin characters. 

	"I carved those on there", added the old kibbuntznik.

	 

	"But if that's true", Ernst said to him, "it could change everything. The news would shake up everything we know about Kafka…" 

	 

	"Yes, that's right, and maybe that's why all these years, in the breaks I've had from farming work, I've read everything that's been published about Kafka. But, even so, I don't think it's up to me to tell the secret. At the end of the day, I was Kafka's last confidant.” 

	 

	"It's a shame", said Ernst, "that he didn't write anything about giving up literature, not even a trace…" 

	 

	"That's what it must have been at first, I'm sure of that", was Aaron's answer, "because he came here looking for complete silence, as he told me time and again. But he didn't completely achieve that objective. The writing bug is stronger than that, apparently. He didn't tell me anything about that until a few days before his death; perhaps he had sensed that the moment was close. The thing is he told me to burn any papers among his things if he died. Because he was sure that I'd never do any such thing". 

	 

	"You mean you've got some unpublished texts by Kafka?" 

	 

	"Oh, there aren't many of them. Three notebooks and a few loose leaves. Most of them, if the dates are right, were written after 1935. Short pieces. Thoughts, short stories, a few conversations. A few are about life on the kibbutz. There are more things like fables. And a few doodles on the edges of the pieces of paper. I've read them so often that I also feel them to be mine…"

	 

	"But then… Then there can't be any doubt", Ernst burst out, increasingly excited: "If it's Kafka's writing, there can be no doubt. Proof like that would confirm the whole story…"

	 

	"But it isn't that easy", Aaron answered. "You should know that over all these years, once in a while and to try it out, I've sent samples of those pieces of prose to experts, above all to some lecturers at Israeli universities, without giving them my name, and they all replied that they were forgeries, all of them. That shouldn't be a surprise: they're all written in Hebrew, and so they can't be compared with the graphology in Kafka's canonical texts. Which is why you're providential for me, Ernst. There's not long for me left among the living, and I long ago decided that I wasn't going to be the one to tell the world. But perhaps you will be able to do that. And I think I know how it could be done: you'd have to translate the texts into German, in other words, to their original language, imitating the writer's style as well as you can; it shouldn't be hard because Kafka's Hebrew, inevitably, is heavily marked by his mother tongue. And, after finishing the translation, using paper and writing materials from the 30's and 40's, transcribe the texts imitating Kafka's handwriting closely. To do that you'll probably need the collaboration of a good forger; but money won't be a problem if you achieve the objective…", he added with a half smile. 

	 

	Ernst couldn't believe it: "A forgery in order to prove the veracity of some texts which are apparently genuine?" 

	 

	"The path of truth is often winding."

	 

	Ernst was absolutely confused as he went back to his sleeping quarters and, the following day, before he headed off for the airport for his flight, when Aaron handed him all the texts, he was even more affected. Their farewell, he told me, was short, as if they were soon going to have the chance to meet up again.

	 

	When Ernst told me the whole story, a year later, in that bar in Toledo, as we listened to Rosendo and drank one gin and tonic after another, I laughed. I told him the whole story was no more than idiocy, at most, and making a charitable interpretation, it was something made up by an old man who'd lost his mind; at worst, on the other hand, an enormous fraud, something slippery he would have to be careful with, something which could completely destroy his academic career. I pointed out what the old man himself had said to him: he had read the texts so many times that he almost believed they were his own; from my point of view, it was all very clear. If he was still in touch with him, he had better put a stop to it all. Ernst answered that he would be unable to follow that advice: Aaron had died a few months earlier of cancer. And, of course, he was going to be careful with those pieces of prose which Kafka was supposed to have written. He was examining the writer's biography looking for new clues, and he had no intention of acting rashly.

	 

	Somehow Ernst and I kept on being friends after those first days, and I got news for him from time to time over the following years by e-mail or, more frequently, by letter. What he had to say seemed increasingly worrying. At first, he worked on researching the details about Kafka's unknown life which Aaron had given him; thanks to Ernst's letter I have been able to piece that conversation in the apple orchard together with some reliability. Then he started to spend more and more time talking about readings and interpretations of Kafka's complete works. After a while he started telling me about the problems which he faced translating the texts above all: at first he brought it up jokily, as if he were doing it merely as a pastime, but I became increasingly worried, and, more than once, I had to tell him that he was in danger of becoming obsessed by those texts. It was no good.

	 

	His first attempts at translating Kafka's texts into German ended in failure. As Aaron had done, he sent some samples to the specialists, but nobody believed, there being no material proof for it, that the unpublished fragments that madman was sending them could be by Kafka. The problem, he admitted to me in the end, seemed to be basing himself on Kafka's canonical writing, what he had written after his revelation in 1912, in other words: ‘The Metamorphosis’, ‘The Trial’, ‘The Castle’… That did seem like the most sensible thing to do as he was supposed to have written those texts later on. But perhaps the key was in earlier texts, he told me on one occasion, more precisely in the primitive pictures drawn in the older “Contemplation” collection of short stories. Kafka was constructing his style at the time, most writers believe, and that is what makes those short stories and passages significant; Max Brod, what's more, hadn't manipulated them, changed them or corrected them in the way he had everything published after 1924. So why not go back to those pieces, Ernst wondered, bearing in mind that the texts he was dealing with were attempts made after a long time without writing anything? And even more so because he had written them in a language he had recently learned, in Hebrew. A regressive type of style wasn't the most absurd possible choice, and he went with that hypothesis.

	 

	It took Ernst years to get into that style and, to do so, he had to read short stories, letters, diaries and even bureaucratic texts written for the work-place insurance company time and again until he wholly mastered Kafka's initial style. Only then did he dare to try to translate all the texts which Aaron had given him into German. And, more than that, when he decided that he was satisfied with the results, he got hold of paper and writing implements from the thirties and forties, things similar to what could have been used in the Near East at that time, in other words, and he started transcribing the translated texts himself imitating Kafka's handwriting precisely; having examined facsimiles of Kafka's writing and even some original pieces of his writing, he had no need of a professional forger to achieve a perfect result. 

	 

	"I've read the texts so often", he admitted to me in one of his last letters, "that I've almost started believing they're mine".

	 

	But things were getting worse and worse for Ernst. Having completely abandoned his professional career, using all his energies in his obsession, he was increasingly removed from reality, and, taken by his family, he started spending long periods in rest homes, from which he always ended up leaving in order to complete the Kafka translation. In his last letters he started mentioning a conspiracy against him, an endless crypto-Nazi conspiracy and an international plot to steal Kafka's manuscripts (sic). The last letter I got, which was very short, was from Ernst's sister, telling me that they had had to sign him into a well-known Swiss institution, and the doctors had recommended a treatment involving complete isolation. It sounded like it was going to last a long time.

	 

	I received the second-to-last packet from Germany, the last one sent by Ernst, in other words, with all the texts he had translated and transcribed, neatly ordered and along with several confusing details about the conspiracy. Basically, he was telling me that the papers were at risk, and that I would know what to do with them. Everyone around him had betrayed him, and I was his only hope.

	 

	I've had them on the table in my study for months now, still in the envelope. I couldn't look at the packet without remembering poor Ernst; even more so as the days and weeks passed and it became increasingly clear that I wasn't going to get any news from Germany or Switzerland. But I didn't put the packet away, who knows why, perhaps it was a way of being loyal to Ernst. But one day, as I was chasing over the table's geography in search of a paper clip, my hand bumped into the packet and, almost without realising it, I took the first page of Ernst's translation out, a short story called ‘Echsen’ (‘Lizards’), in Kafka's nervous handwriting, which stood out on the yellowed paper: I read it and, against my will, I had to admit that there was a strange beauty to it; but I put it right back into the packet along with all the other pieces of paper.

	 

	But after that first time I went back to the packet from time to time and started to read all the other writings. The first times I looked at them quickly, only very occasionally, superficially and almost with revulsion because I couldn't forget that those pieces of paper had been my friend's perdition, leading to him falling into an absurd delirium. But little by little, almost without realising it, I ended up reading all of the stories, almost like a hobby, until, finally, the wonderful mixture of chimera and simplicity which I found in them became indispensable to me. I read one after another: ‘Sandhügel’, ‘Die beiden Krankheiten’, ‘Hyänen Bekämpfung’, ‘Der Apfelgarten’... Ernst's transcription, to the scarce extent to which I had mastered German, seemed perfect to me and, as the days went by, I spent more and more time looking at those short pieces of prose. I started reading them time and again, and they became almost the only thing I would read: I took them in so much that it almost seemed to be that they were mine.

	 

	And, reaching that point, I decided that everybody had to know those tales of Kafka's, and that I had to start telling the truth too: these simple pages will be the first, cautious testimony to that. I don't want to waste any time, strange things have started happening around me and I've worked out that they're trying to prevent my project from happening: the other day I couldn't find my diary where I thought I had left it, in my desk drawer – it was on the bookshelf – and, the way my workmates behave towards me – usually in a warm, agreeable way – has become much cooler over recent days, they hardly even hide the distrust they feel towards me. I suspect the circle is closing around me, it's getting tighter and tighter around me.

	 

	And as the experts insist on not deigning to accept the original German texts, it's occurred to me that I may be able to overcome the wall of silence which has been built up against them by translating them in Basque, making them an essential part of literary history once and for all. And so, with time against me – there are more and more signs, and increasingly obvious ones, of the plot against me – I've thrown myself into the hard – and also, for me, pleasurable – work of translating the texts in the hope that they will be able to be publish Franz Kafka's ‘Kibbutz Stories’ in the next Universal Literature collection. It would be an honour for Basque, I think, if the light of the truth were to start from here just for once.

	 

	 

	BALANCE

	"Balance depends on all of us. Or, to be more precise, the potentiality of balance depends on all of us, the possibility and promise of achieving balance. As nature is always in charge, at least to the extent to which we humans have a hand in it. Or in the ceaseless movement of the stars in the far-off sky. Balance attracts us all, and we all hang onto it, at greater or lesser distances from each other, pushed along by gravity. Balance is everything. Which is why when it is broken we get nervous and shiver as if there were a sudden blast of cold.

	 

	I see him in front of me, on the other side of the glass, Chano Martínez, a fifty-three year old Bolivian immigrant, a worn-out plastic shopping bag in his hand. Although he has no papers, although they pay him a miserable little wage, he affronts his rough lifestyle energetically. He looks both ways, and crosses the avenue".

	 

	I look up and put my pen down to the right of my Moleskin; I'm not looking out at the street, my usual place next to the café window is taken today. But I don't mind too much: I know only too well I won't see Chano Martínez walking along the street because I've just invented him. (Mental note: Check if Chano is a usual name in Bolivia; be sure to do that before writing the final copy of the opinion piece). But even though I know he won't be there, and, what's more, I'm quite a distance from the window, I move up and forward to try to see through it; it's a reflex action. I never lose hope that what I'm writing may become reality.

	 

	I use it as an excuse to look at Maddi. She's still flat out in her pram. Fortunately they don't play music loud in this bar, which is one of the main reasons I'm a regular, and, what's more, it isn't very hard music, they like melodic jazz here. I'm about to start writing again when I realise Edurne's opposite me. And she's coming towards me.

	 

	Wearing her Ibizan hippy clothes.

	 

	They make her look very humble and simple, by the way. Even though she must have paid more than four hundred Euros for them.

	 

	I know what she's come for even before she starts speaking. And before she actually comes to the point. I hope she doesn't take too long getting there.

	 

	"Morning, how are you?"

	 

	"Fine, how about you?"

	 

	"I'm great. I saw you through the window… Are you having breakfast?"

	 

	"Having my second breakfast. But can you speak a bit lower? My child's asleep." 

	 

	"Oh, yeah, you're right: sorry. Isn't she beautiful? What's the name? Oier, isn't it?"

	 

	"No, Maddi."

	 

	Now I should ask her about her children, but I know full well they'll be at school right now, and I'd rather postpone the issue as long as possible.

	 

	"Can I sit down with you?"

	 

	"Please do."

	 

	I say as if I had no choice.

	 

	"I'm going to the bar to order a coffee.  Can I get you…?"

	 

	"Don't bother, they come to us."

	 

	"Ah, okay."

	 

	Good manners should make me ask her to go on, of course. But I don't want to make things easy for her. 

	 

	"I haven't seen you in the park for a long time." Watch out!

	 

	"We've been going the other way recently, over to the park they've opened next to the new block of flats. You know, the swings and things are better for small children…"

	 

	Damn. Well, it's pretty difficult to get away in any case.

	 

	"Yes, that's true. How old's Maddi?"

	 

	"She'll be two in May."

	 

	"So she'll be starting at school next year, won't she?" Or something like that.

	 

	"So she'll be starting at school next year, won't she?"

	 

	"Bingo."

	 

	"What?"

	 

	"Bingo. You've hit it on the head."

	 

	"–Ah… Sí, para mí un café con leche, por favor.1 Do you want anything?"

	I shake my head at her and at the waiter. I'm sure she's going to start now.

	 

	"And have you thought which school to send her to? She'll start at primary school soon, won't she?"

	 

	"Well…"

	 

	"I ask because, I don't know if you know, at the Parents' Association we're doing a campaign to bring Basque speakers to the state school, and you…"

	 

	“Yeah, me, me what?”

	 

	"… you know we don't have much to do with local people here… we want to make something of the school… a new project… Model D, of course…2 It would be good for us to have people like you… People like all of you…

	 

	"We're going to send Maddi to the Ikastola3.”

	 

	"Ah…"

	 

	"Yes, Edurne, the same school you and I went to. What's wrong with that? It turned me into a writer, for instance. And you a painter. Peru's vice-chancellor of a university. And so on. I've no reason to be ashamed to send my child there.In fact, Arantza and I don't know how long we're going to be in the house we're in now; I don't know if you've ever visited us there. It's getting too small for us. We'll  probably move out of the district in a year or two. So taking her there doesn't make much sense…"

	 

	I hope she's not going to start boring me about state schools.

	 

	 "I hated having to get the bus every day."

	 

	"Really? I used to have a great time at the bus-stop, we played on the swings and so on. Or skipped. And then, on the bus, we used to compete to sit at the back…"

	 

	"We used to have to wake up earlier than the kids at the National School4." 

	 

	"Not that much earlier, love".

	 

	I pick my pen up again. Let's see if she realises I want to get on with my work.

	 

	"But… a private school…"

	 

	"An Ikastola isn't a private school.  Not in the way that convent and monastery schools are, anyway."

	 

	"No, but…"

	 

	"And even less so now with Patxi Lopez5 in government. If you like, Edurne, you can carry on playing the advanced liberal. The quality of your children's education is your affair, and playing with multiculturalism in that state school of yours full of Moroccans is all very well.  But it isn't real. You lot will always be middle-class whatever you do. Just like us."

	 

	"I know there's a lot of talk about the percentage of immigrants at our school, but I really don't see that as a problem, I really don't, in fact…"

	 

	"I don't know what you mean by that. I've told you I don't know where we're going to be next year, and because of that…"

	 

	Maddi wakes up. Just in time. And screaming, like always. I'm in no hurry to calm her down.

	 

	"Well, we'd better be on our way. When she gets like this moving around's the only thing that calms her down."

	 

	"Yeah, sure, no worries. But do think about the school thing, the first sign-on's in three months' time…"

	 

	"I'll talk about it with Arantza. But, as I say, who knows where we'll be next year. Have a good day."

	 

	"See you in the park!"

	 

	If Edurne hadn't come along I would have finished my opinion piece, or nearly, anyway. But that's the good thing about pushing the pram around: it gives you time to think. I start going over the text in my mind as I leave the café: "I see him in front of me, on the other side of the glass, Chano Martínez, a fifty-three year old Bolivian immigrant, a worn-out plastic shopping bag in his hand. Although he has no papers, although they pay him a miserable little wage, he affronts his rough lifestyle energetically. He looks both ways, and crosses the avenue".

	 

	Or he lifts up his eyes, and this time I do see the immigrant, definitely South American, his plastic bag in his hand, crossing from one side of the street to the other. Just as I'd imagined him.

	 

	“Chano! Chano!” I start calling him, almost shouting, and he lifts his head. But, of course, I don't dare.

	 

	As soon as I get home I have to look and see whether Chano is a usual name in Bolivia.

	 

	 

	MOTHER

	I remember that day well. It was an afternoon at the end of Spring, it was hot but not yet stifling, pleasant, one of those afternoons when the air’s full of flakey pollen from chestnut trees. Although that made me think of people I knew to have hay fever, I was happy as I've loved pollen days since I was little: I've always thought of them numinous, magical in some way, though I wouldn't know how to explain it.

	 

	I was in a good mood, and I decided to go and visit Mother; I'd owed her a visit for a long time, to the extent to which you can owe something to somebody in her condition, anyway, and I couldn't put it off any longer. I left Arantza a message on her mobile phone – as usual, it was turned off, or she couldn't pick it up at that moment – and I tried to convince Martin to come with me; I left Josune to one side from the start because she was too little, but I thought it was worth making an effort with our eldest son, although I wasn't very hopeful. As I had expected, he said no, and I didn't insist; to tell the truth, it was very understandable because it wasn't pleasant for the children to see their grandmother like that.

	 

	It had been different on the previous occasions. The first time, for instance, Martin had behaved extremely well, he'd treated her with respect; we had looked at him in astonishment and then, when we'd said goodbye to Grandma, he asked us a load of questions, and we answered most of them with patience and attention, explaining things as fully as possible. But I admit it must be an awkward situation for a lad of Martin's age, and on the following visits we noticed that he was increasingly out of place, unable to resist wanting to get away: it isn't agreeable to realise that your grandmother doesn't recognise you, or see one of her sudden explosions of anger; I can remember the expression on poor Martin's face when his grandmother threw the box of truffles he had brought out of the window. So I left Martin and Josune with our neighbours, left Arantza another message on Whatsapp just in case, got into the car and headed off for the home.

	 

	That's what we call it, even though it's a word which doesn't feature in its official title. It's a private organization half way between an old people's home and a health centre, not one of the most expensive, but not one of the worst in the area either, and there are expert staff for people like Mother; at one time it used to be hard to get to find a place in home like that, but nowadays, thanks to the economic situation, it isn't such a problem; since Mother's been there at least five families have taken their closest relatives out. The home's a few kilometres from the city, in one of those rural areas which has filled up with villas and semi-detached houses; if there's not much traffic in the city, you get there in a jiffy. That day it didn't even take me a quarter of an hour. As in the city, the air around the building was filled with flakes of pollen.

	I left the car in the small car park and went to the entrance of the home, walking through the small garden; there's another one on the other side, a bigger one, and the patients, when they can, are allowed to walk there, always with somebody with them. They told me that Mother didn't go out there very often, she preferred to stay in her room; we used to visit her there most times, although sometimes we went somewhere else with her: to the garden, rarely, and, more often, to the large TV room on the first floor.

	 

	The woman at reception recognised me as soon as I walked in and she told me that Mother knew I was coming; I waited in the hall while the nurse – I didn't know if she was exactly a nurse or not – went up the stairs. Apparently the break in the routine was disturbing for people with this type of illnesses, and they always had to be made ready; at times such as those Arantxa, half joking, used to say that the workers at the home went off to conceal evidence of the state of abandonment in which they kept Mother. But recently Arantza and I had not often visited together, we had found it increasingly tiring, and we started visiting in turns, although she went less often than I did, as was to be expected: when it comes down to it, she's my mother. There's no point in denying that I hadn't been going to the home very often either. That had led me to having more than a few quarrels with my sister Esther: she was always going on about whose turn it was, but, as she should have admitted, I found it truly distressing to see Mother like that. In any case, at least I went quite a lot more often than Jose Manuel: our elder brother hardly ever went to visit, and at the end of the month I always had to remind him to put money into our shared account.

	 

	"She's having a good day today", the nurse told me when she came back. "She's waiting for you in her room."

	 

	I thanked her and went up to the first floor, walking along corridors and up stairs decorated with reproductions of Van Goghs. Mother's number was number twenty-seven, at the end of the corridor, next to the TV room.

	 

	I knocked lightly on the door.

	 

	"Hello, Mother, how are you?"

	 

	There she was, sitting on a plastic chair in the middle of the room, wearing a clean blue bed robe and her hair recently combed; even so, you could see from her hair that she hadn't had a shower for some days – "We can't clean the patients entirely every day, particularly when they don't help; there aren't enough of us", they had told us once. I hugged her and sat on the edge of her bed. She was quiet for a moment, but her eyes soon brightened.

	 

	"Well, Mateo, you're here! My, my. How's Angelines? I haven't seen her for a long time…"

	 

	We had deduced that Mateo was Mother's younger cousin from Madrid; we'd never met him, or his sister Angelines. It seemed they'd spent a summer holiday in Lekeitio when they were very young.

	 

	"It's Angel Mari, Mother; Angel Mari, your son. I've come to visit you."

	Arantza preferred not to contradict Mother, and she accepted the identity she was given; my wife said she found it fun that my mother rebuilt stories about her relatives and friends from the past for her. But I couldn't stand it, and I insisted on telling her who I really was. "I don't know if that makes any sense, and maybe it's even bad for your mother; you can't force things like that", Arantza used to say. In fact, that had been another reason for not coming to visit together: I couldn't stand those mix-ups, and those happened on the better days, sometimes Mother didn't say anything, it was as if there was nobody there with her. But that only happened on "bad days", and, as the nurse said to me, she was "very well" on that day.

	 

	"One day we'll have to go back to pick shrimps and crabs on the rocks, don't you think, Mateo? But I can't find the landing nets."

	 

	"I'm Angel Mari, Mother, your youngest son. We've never been to Lekeitio together. You and Father used to take us to Eugi on holiday, to that hotel by the reservoir, don't you remember?"

	 

	I immediately realised what a dumb question I'd asked, but I couldn't get used to the situation. That day I was Mateo, and I wouldn't be able to get that out of her head however hard I tried. And it wasn't so bad when she mixed me up with Mateo, it was much worse, for instance, when I was her husband, when she thought I was our long deceased father. Once I almost had to run out of the room, unable to bear all the dirty things she said to me; I had no idea Mother even knew half of those words. But, in any case, the hardest thing of all was when she didn't know me at all: when she got confused. I felt that she was trying to bring her memories together, that there was still some connection there somewhere. I preferred her to mix me up with Mateo to having her empty eyes there in front of me.

	 

	But even so I couldn't stand it.

	 

	"I remember once you hid one of your necklaces in the wood behind the hotel, and you gave Jose Manuel, Esther and me a treasure map each, giving us each different clues. We spent the whole afternoon looking for it, dressed up as pirates, running up and down the hill. And I found the necklace under a rock next to the old hermitage, buried there with some Cosmos chewing gum. You made me share the chewing gum with Jose Manuel and Esther.”

	 

	Mother used to dream things like that up to keep us entertained; unlike Father, she had a great imagination, she was a dreamer, a happy person. She didn't lose that happiness even when Father died in a road accident… But her character did start to change when she fell ill, as did the way she spoke with us, her children, although there was still some trace of her liveliness from time to time.

	 

	I think she'd read a lot when she was young, adventure novels, Salgari, Verne, ‘Just William’ and things like that; she often used to tell us stories from those books, and I recognised them right away when I started reading some years later.

	 

	"Yes, Mateo, yes. But next time don't forget to bring that ‘El Guerrero del Antifaz’6 volume with you, you don't have it with you, do you? I used to have it. I don't know why I let you take it before I had finished with it. Zoraida saved the Warrior from Ali-Kan. You haven't lost it, have you?"

	 

	"It was your favourite necklace, Mother, the silver one, the one with the sun hanging from it."

	 

	Even so, she was having a good day: she hadn't thrown anything out of the window, she hadn't tried to slap me – she'd only ever done that once, some months earlier – or to scratch her head when she got nervous – which she used to do on her 'bad days' – to tried to scratch her arms; they tried to keep their nails short at the home, and my sister used to cut Mother's nails too sometimes, but sometimes that wasn't enough. That day Mother kept on talking about this, that and the other, always taking me to be Mateo, and I didn't contradict her any further, but I scarcely answered her either; at the same time, it didn't seem like she was expecting any answers. Finally, a bit fed up, I left her earlier than I had expected, deciding it was time to go.

	 

	I kissed her on both cheeks and said goodbye.

	 

	"See you soon, Mateo. Don't forget to bring that volume of ‘El Guerrero del Antifaz’ next time, ok?"

	 

	I went out to the corridor. But, instead of leaving the home right away, I went into the TV room. There were three old ladies sitting in armchairs in different parts of the room; one of them was watching TV, it was a real life stories programme; the volume was too high. There was a door out to a balcony at the end of the room, and I went there with the idea of smoking a cigarette; I didn't know if you needed permission to smoke out there or not, but I didn't care. It was no longer so warm outside, but the flakes of pollen were still around, floating about: I stuck my hands out and, without moving, caught several of them. I remembered Tinker Bell's magic dust in ‘Peter Pan’.

	 

	After I'd finished my cigarette and walked back into the building, wanting to get out of the home as quickly as possible, an old lady's gaze caught mine. She was small, quite a lot shorter than my mother and plumper than her, wearing a multi-coloured printed apron. I was sure I'd never seen her before in my life, but I saw from her look that she had recognised me, and I stopped by her side, not knowing what to say.

	 

	"Good afternoon", I eventually blurted out.

	 

	"Angel Mari!" Here you are at last!"

	 

	“I'm sorry… Do we know each other? Perhaps you've confused me with somebody else…"

	 

	"How could I mistake you, my lad! Don't play those tricks on me! Ah, you've always been the naughty one; you youngest sons are always the naughty ones, everyone knows that. Come here, give your mum a hug…"

	 

	There was no need: she got up from her armchair and came up to me.

	"But… I'm not your son… Our mother lives in the room next door, in number twenty-seven, and she's called Maria Teresa."

	 

	"Yes, yes, I know who you're talking about. But how could that dried-up old woman be your mother? She's mad, what's more. You're a great joker, son!"

	 

	She held firmly onto my wrist as she said that; she almost shouted it at me.

	 

	"I'm sorry, but I think I'd better call the nurse…"

	 

	"What are you talking about, Angel Mari? Am I going to have to get angry with you? Aren't you Angel Mari Martinez Arozena? Aren't Jose Manuel and Esther your brother and sister's names? And aren't you thirty-eight… thirty-nine years old? It was your birthday on the seventh of last month, wasn't it? It took me twelve hours to give birth to you, it was no small job. I remember it well because it was the first time they took me to hospital; I had your brother and sister at home in the old-fashioned way…"

	 

	"This is a joke, isn't it? I'm sorry, but I think it's in poor taste."

	 

	"What more proof do you want? Let's see. When we told you that we were the Three Kings at Christmas you spent a week not talking to me or your late father – may he rest in peace. That's what you said you'd do when you got back from school, and you kept to it the whole week: you were really obstinate. Another thing. You've never liked the sea or swimming pools, even though you know how to swim, because on the first day of the course we sent you on the monitor threw you into the pool. You were eight and you learned how to swim, but I don't think you ever got rid of that trauma. I could wring that monitor's neck right now, the way he said children learned quicker thanks to that radical treatment… More things? The story you liked best when you were little was Captain Storm, which I stole from Salgari and adapted for you; I told you it in instalments each evening, and you were the one who stayed awake longest, longer than your brother and sister. Then you read the whole of my old Salgari collection, I don't know how many times; each volume cost ten Pesetas back then, I can still remember…"

	I couldn't take any more.

	 

	"Our mother's told you all of that, admit it!"

	 

	"What, the stuck-up lady in number twenty-seven? We hardly speak to each other. She can't stand anyone here; what's more, I've got to tell you she's not all there, not at all…"

	 

	I couldn't take any more and I left without saying goodbye on that first day. I was tempted to go into number twenty-seven when I walked past, but, remembering what had happened before, I went down the stairs and over to the reception. I don't know how I calmed down enough to ask the nurse or whatever she was about the lady in the TV room.

	 

	"Mrs. De Jorge? With your mother? She doesn't talk with your mother or anybody else. She hardly gets any visits, her relatives live a long way from here. She has the same illness as your mother, but she's worse than her, she hardly communicates with the people around her; but she likes those visits to the living-room because you can see the hills from there; that's why she so often sits there. And, by the way, Mr. Martinez, I have to remind you that you can't smoke in the home, not even on the balcony. We'll ignore it today, but from now on…"

	 

	I thought deeply about what had happened as I drove to the city, without finding any explanation for it, and when I got home – Arantza and the children were already there – I didn't tell anyone anything about it.

	 

	I couldn't get to sleep that night. The following afternoon, after work, I went back to the home; the girl at reception looked very surprised as she welcomed me. I repeated everything I had done the day before but, after going up the stairs and along the corridor, and passing in front of number twenty-seven, hesitating there for a moment, I decided to go on into the TV room. Mrs. De Jorge was there, sitting in the same armchair as the day before, looking out at the hills, still as if she were a statue made of salt.

	 

	I sat down next to her.

	 

	"Angel Mari!" I'm in luck! You're here again…"

	 

	She stood up and embraced me a second time; I hugged her back, strange though it was to me, because we're all quite tall in the family, and I wasn't used to her different height. I said hello briefly, not even myself understanding the words I murmured to her. Then I asked her what I had come to ask.

	 

	"Where did we used to go on holiday?"

	 

	"Ah, my boy, we used to take you to a lot of places, at least until poor Andres left us; I never got my driving licence, which I do regret. Well, I don't know if that's exactly what you want to ask me, but for a long time we used to go to Navarre, to Eugi, to a small hotel next to the reservoir."

	 

	"Once Mother organised a treasure hunt for me. Do you know what she hid?"

	 

	"How wouldn't I, being your mother? I buried a necklace, the one with the silver sun, my favourite one. Along with some sweets, I think. You were the one who found it, of course. You were quick."

	 

	Since that day the number of visits I've made to the home has noticeably increased. At first I kept up appearances and spent a few minutes with my mother, going to see how she was and whether she recognised me or, more precisely, to check that she still recognised me. But I spent most of the time with Mrs. De Jorge in the living-room or, more and more frequently, in her room, in number twenty-six, where she often took me so we could have some privacy. After a while I took less and less care of my mother, and recently I just go straight to visit Mrs. De Jorge. Her memory is much better than my mother's, and, thanks to her, I'm finding out about a lot of things which happened when I was a child. The people at the home's reception tell everyone who wants to listen how often I go there every week; Arantza is proud of me too; she tells me it's the first time I've behaved like a real son since she met me; and, of course, things are very smooth between me and my sister Esther: now most of her quarrels are with our elder brother, and she holds me up as an example to him.

	 

	I've started wondering about taking little Martin and Josune with me. Mrs. De Jorge often asks after them, saying how much they must have grown and that she won't recognise them any more and things like that; I've shown her photos on my phone, of course, but she says that photos don't reflect the truth, and she'd like to give them a kiss, and are they embarrassed about their grandmother or what. I think before long I'll have to try it out with Martin at least, I'm sure he'll want to come more often, and, of course, he'll prefer this grandmother to the other.

	 

	Almost a year has gone by since that first day. It's a hot Spring day and there's pollen floating around in the air. When she comes back from getting my mother ready, the girl from reception says something I'm not expecting:

	 

	"By the way, Mr. Martinez, would you do me a favour? I'd completely forgotten, and I'm sorry, but as you're going upstairs would you mind giving this package to Mrs. De Jorge? It's just arrived. You spend some time with her sometimes, don't you?"

	 

	I say yes, of course. The package doesn't weigh much, and it has a Madrid postage mark: Mateo Almansa De Jorge, 7, Bola Street. I can't restrain my curiosity, I open it a bit on one side, enough to see a facsimile publication of a volume of ‘El Guerrero del Antifaz’, and to read the title of the first story: ‘The Vengeance of Ali-Kan’.

	 

	I spend a whole minute wondering what to do. Finally, instead of going to number twenty-six I go to number twenty-seven, the time for a while. I knock very softly on the door, and there my mother is, sitting in the middle of the room, sitting straight as straight could be, dressed as the nurse had left her, her hair recently combed. I say good afternoon and offer to open the package.

	 

	"It's from Mateo, Mother."

	 

	Mother opens the package, picks up the first comic, and opens her eyes wide as if she can't believe it. She passes the pages softly, and then picks up the second; there must be ten of them, maybe fifteen.

	 

	When I suspect she's started to draw into herself I turn around in silence with the intention of going to see Mrs De Jorge: and then, for the first time in a long while, I hear my mother's voice.

	 

	"This is the volume where Zoraida fights with Ali-Kan!"

	 

	And then she adds:

	 

	"Thank you, Angel Mari. I really want to thank you for this."

	 

	 

	THREE CONCERTS

	I – King Crimson/Roxy Music

	Anoeta Velodrome, 24th August, 1982

	 

	I told Juanpa there wasn't any problem about going to the festival: the management press conference was going to be the following week, or two weeks later at most. I agreed to everything that would happen after that with Rosón, and the police knew all about it. He could be sure they wouldn't bother us; in any case, how were they going to find us among so many people? But he was wary, and I couldn't convince him to leave the flat. In fact, he'd been highly strung since the action at Lorea even though he hadn't got out of the car. But two years had gone by, and I thought that was long enough to start forgetting about things, or, at least, not to think about them so much. And even less so now that they were about to become part of the past.

	 

	I don't like going to concerts alone, but I didn't have a choice. My idea was to go and see Roxy Music. I've been a fan for a long time – all the tapes are there in my room to prove it – and I thought the record they were touring, Avalon, was ok; perhaps just a single criticism, perhaps a faster song was missing from it, something like on the older records. But the concert wasn't at all bad, not at all:  Bryan Ferry was as elegant as I had imagined him, and the sound was very clear. Having said that, Phil Manzanera came across as a bit of a yob sometimes. But I have to admit I didn't pay as much attention as I’d wanted to.

	 

	For one thing, the supporting band was amazing. I knew King Crimson, of course: they were one of the stars of symphonic rock; my brother had a few records by them, for instance that first one with the face on the cover. In fact, until the concert was announced I had thought the group had broken up. But they were astonishing from the very first song onwards. They came out one by one: firstly the drummer, playing electronic percussion; then the singer, a skinny bloke, who joined in with the drummer on electronic percussion; then a bald musician with a moustache who played a weird string instrument – I was later to find out his device was a Chandler Stick; and, finally, we caught sight of Robert Fripp, the band's leader, in a corner, sitting on a stool, surrounded by machines and getting bizarre sounds out of his guitar. The song rose in crescendo as instruments and musicians joined in. They all gave out a lot of energy.

	 

	In fact, I almost danced more to King Crimson than to Roxy Music. They didn't play many old songs, although that was what most people had been expecting, and, of course, the concert seemed too short to us, which is the fate of support groups. I thought they sounded really modern, almost New Wave – I know them better now because I bought their two latest records right away, Discipline and Beat. The latter, in fact, was the one they were touring at the concert in Donostia.

	 

	And I have to admit that I didn't pay so much attention to the next act because I came across the most beautiful girl I'd ever seen half way though King Crimson. She was four or five rows in front of me, just a few steps away; until that moment I had only seen her long dark hair. And then, half way through Frame By Frame, she turned back towards me and stared, her look deeper than the ocean. And I realised immediately that she was looking at me, only at me; I held her gaze for as long as I could but eventually I had to lower my eyes, I don't know why. And when I looked up again the song had finished and the girl was no longer there. I pushed my way forward, which people didn't like, to look for her, but she was nowhere to be seen. And I wasn't able to concentrate properly on the following act: I walked all around the place looking for that girl. I waited in the middle of the velodrome after the concert until everyone had left.

	 

	But it was no good.

	 

	II – U2

	Anoeta Velodrome, 14th May, 1992

	 

	"But do you really like them, Juanpa? I can't stand how messianic Bono gets, or any of their right-on messages…" 

	 

	"What are you talking about? It's an incredible show! And you can't say they don't have any irony, a bit of self-irony too… What's more, irony's the basis for today's society, don't you think? Let's get back to the concert, come on…"

	 

	"Just one drink, I promise you. And you're not going to tell me you like "Dancing Queen", are you? That's ironic too, is it?"

	 

	"Yeah, to be honest I don't know where they got that dumb idea to do an ABBA cover…"

	 

	"And they haven't played any of their old songs, the bastards…"

	 

	"What about Angel Of Harlem?"

	 

	"Really old ones, I mean. Sunday Bloody Sunday or New Year’s Day, for instance… In any case, that's from Rattle & Hum, the worst record they've ever made… Apart from this new one, of course…"

	 

	"Achtung Baby isn't that bad… You haven't listened to it enough, that's all".

	 

	"Yeah, right. If you hadn't asked me to come along…"

	 

	"Maybe they'll play the old stuff in the second part of the concert…"

	 

	"Maybe… What are you having? Beer?"

	 

	"Yeah, a beer".

	 

	"In any case, this is pure fireworks, that old German car and all those giant screens. Concerts back in the day, those were the real thing…"

	 

	"Txema, don't start that old chestnut about the King Crimson concert. Not again, please."

	 

	"If you'd have come with me I wouldn't need to."

	 

	"Ok, leave it out…" 

	 

	"Alright… Changing the subject, what are you going to do about the other thing? Are you going to join up with Aulestia and Cº in the end? It's a bad deal, I've told you that before…"

	 

	"It's not about the deal, Txema… In any case, I don't know what I'll end up doing. Perhaps I'll give up my card and stay at home. I don't want to end up in the PSOE7 like you lot." 

	 

	"Don't say daft things. We aren't ever going to join the PSOE."

	 

	"That remains to be seen."

	 

	"In any case, I don't think it's fair, not right now. This quarrel. We'd just started to take on responsibilities for once. We had the chance to actually do something…"

	 

	"What are you afraid of, losing your position as advisor? I didn't realise you liked Lakua8 all that much…" 

	 

	"It's not that, Juanpa; don't be so cynical… The only thing I'm saying is that…"

	 

	"And after what we did, I don't know what right…"

	 

	"No, no, no! Don't start off on that. All of that's been forgiven. Forgiven, get it? In any case…"

	 

	"Hey, wait a minute. That song… Isn't it Lou Reed?”

	 

	"Yeah, mate, Satellite Of Love. At least they seem to have started choosing better songs to cover…"

	 

	"Let's go."

	 

	"Hold on, hold on…"

	 

	"Bring your beer, mate, what's the problem… Hey, Txema! What's up?"

	"There… the other side of the bar… haven't you seen?"

	 

	"Seen? Seen what?"

	 

	"The girl… The girl from the King Crimson concert… It's her, I'm sure! She's identical, but…”

	 

	"How should I know? I wasn't there, remember?"

	 

	"She's staring at me, just like back then… I've no idea what her eyes are saying…"

	 

	"But…"

	 

	"I'll lose her in the crowd again. I'm off!"

	 

	"But Txema!"

	 

	III – Alex Ubago/Maná

	Ilunbe bullring, 14th November, 2002

	 

	Txema didn't find the girl even though he walked all around the velodrome more that once and waited until U2's roadies started dismantling the stage. Although he had remembered the girl from the King Crimson concert from time to time over the previous ten years, and felt something like melancholy, it became almost an obsession for him in the ten years after the U2 gig: he started seeing her eyes in dreams – or in nightmares – and he didn't give up hope of seeing her again; he paid full attention at every concert he went to just in case. But nothing happened.

	 

	Meanwhile, life went on. Juanpa, his former fellow member of a terrorist cell and friend, died of cancer in 1996; their relationship had grown a little cool over recent years. In 1998 Txema lost his post as advisor at the Basque Government's Public Transport and Employment department, and he started working for the PSE-EE9 during the Nicolas Redondo Terreros10 years, and also under Patxi Lopez; he has had a bodyguard since 2000. He has a thirteen year-old daughter, Ane, and had split up from his girlfriend Teresa in 1999 after spending fifteen years together. He has more than three thousand records at home, both LPs and CDs.

	 

	We're in 2002, and Txema hasn't forgotten that it's the tenth anniversary. If it's ever to happen, he sometimes thinks, this will be the year.  Which is why he tries to go to as many concerts as possible in Donostia, even to see groups he doesn't like, Depeche Mode, for instance. He's worried about one thing: there are less and less concerts in the velodrome. But he hasn't completely given up, even though he doesn't expect the girl to turn up on this occasion. In spite of his obsession, he still thinks going to see Maná and Alex Ubago is in poor taste. The King Crimson concert girl wouldn't go.

	 

	But he's gone to Ilunbe today for his daughter's sake: Teresa couldn't go, and he didn't think it a good idea for such a young girl to go by herself. Having no choice in the matter, when the time arrives Ane, bodyguard Jose Manuel and Txema set off for the bullring. He gets on well with his daughter – she comes to him every two weekends, and for one month in the summer – and he's promised himself he'll try not to make insulting comments. He manages to keep his mouth shut while Alex Ubago opens the show, but as soon as Maná finish their second song he blurts out "They're nothing but a soppy version of The Police", to which Ane asks who The Police are, and he feels desolate for a moment. “¡Si llueve, es que los ángeles lloran!”11 the singer comes out with, and Txema looks at his daughter out of the corner of his eye: she's loving it. After four or five songs he says she can go down to the dance floor and, just in case, he sends Jose Manuel after her, recommending he stay at a fair distance from her.

	 

	He sees her as soon as his bodyguard stands up; she's sitting three seats to his right. Those same deep eyes. She looks exactly the same. But that's impossible twenty years later, Txema thinks. There's no way that's possible.

	 

	He starts to get up, but it's the girl who comes up to his chair so quickly that he doesn't even notice her moving.

	 

	"Don't worry", she whispers to him: "This time I'm not going to leave."

	"Why not?" Txema asks her, and feels foolish for doing so right away.

	"Because I had to be here today, not like the other times."

	 

	"And yet here you are. And you were here the other times too, if memory serves…" Txema feels he's getting his confidence back little by little, although he's still nervous.

	 

	"No, that's not it. I was too young for the U2 gig and at the previous one, King Crimson, I hadn't even been born yet."

	 

	"What… What are you talking about? What the hell do you mean? Who are you?" Txema explodes, unable to tear his eyes away from the girl's.

	 

	"Leire Valdor. I would have been Leire Valdor if I had been born.”

	 

	–…

	 

	“Don't look like that: you know the surname all too well."

	 

	"But… but…"

	 

	"I would have been born in 1983 if you hadn't killed my father three years earlier in the Lorea attack. And now I'd have been nineteen, and I'd have come to the Maná concert with my friends. I could have liked Maná if I'd reached the age of nineteen. Just as your daughter likes them."

	 

	Txema takes his eyes from the girl's for the first time and looks down at the dance floor, towards where he thinks Ane is. He doesn't see her or Jose Manuel jumping around down there.

	 

	"What do you want from me?"

	 

	"I think you know."

	 

	"Are you going to take me with you?"

	 

	"That'll be your choice."

	 

	"But where to?"

	 

	"That doesn't matter. But you can choose."

	 

	"There's a choice? What choice?"

	 

	"You or your daughter, obviously. It's fair, don't you think?

	 

	– …

	 

	“But I'm not going to give you much time to decide. How about until the end of the next song?"

	 

	And the seconds started to go by slowly, very slowly.

	 

	 

	ESCAPEES

	It's years since I last came back to this flat. It hasn't changed much from the outside; the grey brick façade has stood the test of time. There are more balconies closed in by aluminium frameworks than I had remembered, mostly on the upper floors. And in the place there used to be a plaque from Franco's National Housing Institute there is now an empty rectangular space which a recent layer of painting has been unable to cover up.

	 

	I've brought my old set of keys; I asked Mum if they still worked, and she said she thought so: "Bearing in mind how stingy Dad was, it's difficult to imagine him changing them, even when I left. But if I'm wrong you'll have to call a locksmith, there's no other way; take the deeds with you, just in case. I don't want to have anything to do with that flat." It's a heavy keyring, a metal map of the Basque Country with the flag painted on both sides, although the colours are starting to wear out. When did I use it the last time? Twenty years ago? No, not as long as that. Seventeen years ago. Or sixteen and a bit; almost seventeen. I saw Dad most times of course: family celebrations with aunts, uncles and cousins; at funerals, naturally; when Ernesto and I got married, and he left almost immediately after lunch. He didn't like Ernesto, but he had to accept him; he was right that time. Although, come to think of it, he's never liked my boyfriends, not as far as I can remember.

	 

	Had I been expecting Ernesto to come to the funeral the day before? Mum told me that she thought she had seen him sitting on a pew at the back of the church, but at times like that I don't know whether to believe her or not. Ernesto at his ex-father-in-law's funeral… I would have found that strange. Even so, more people than I had expected turned up, mostly old workmates and pupils. Not so many people from the family. Aitzol didn't bother to come from Pennsylvania: he said it was the worst moment of the term and that he wouldn't get here on time. What would you have thought, Dad, if you'd known that your dear son, your first-born, wasn't going to make the effort to get to your funeral? The way Idoia behaved was quite something too. I still don't get how she managed to organize a religious funeral so quickly in that parish where nobody knew Dad instead of holding the civil ceremony which he would have gone for. But he hadn't left written instructions about what he wanted – a sign he wasn't as ready for death as he always used to say he was – and that had been the result. The priest's elegy had been extremely bland and my youngest niece's screams and talking broke the ceremony's solemnity more than once; I didn't notice Idoia making any special effort to quieten her, and nor did my brother-in-law Mikel.

	 

	As Idoia took care of the funeral, it was up to me to organize things at the house. And maybe Mum's right, maybe the keys for Dad's house haven't changed, but the downstairs one doesn't work; I admit that I'm clumsy, but not as much as that. I'll have to buzz a neighbour on the door phone to open it for me. I try the Gomezes, our oldest neighbours. They answer right away, although I don't recognise the voice I hear over the speaker; I would have thought it was the mother if I didn't know that she had long since returned to Extremadura with her husband. So it must be Isabelita, the daughter; her inheriting the house seems the most probable thing. 

	 

	"Hi, it's Edurne. Txomin's daughter. The downstairs key isn't working." 

	"Edurne, it's been ages! Come in, do come in." The door opens with a dry metallic click.

	 

	They've done up the entrance; maybe that was when they changed the main door and the lock. They've covered the texture-painted walls with something vaguely like marble, and, when I go in, some characterless modernist lights come one; I think they're horrible, though somebody must have seen them as the peak of elegance. They've also fitted a ramp with a type of lift for wheelchairs. There are some letters and other pieces of paper sticking out of the letterbox, but, as I suspected, I can't open it: the key I've got was for the previous, tin-fronted one, not this long, clean-looking letterbox. I make do with the magazine which is sticking out and go up to the flat hoping to find the right key there. I take the stairs rather than the lift; it's only three floors up, and I've taken a firm decision to use stairs while I'm in shape to do so; maybe one day I won't be able to anymore. And because taking a bit of exercise is good for me. Isabelita… As our front doors were opposite, and we were about the same age, they almost brought us up together, just as Idoia was in her brother Marcos' school year. We spent hours in their flat when we were little; they also spent a lot of time in ours, but less because Dad said he needed silence for his research, and he wasn't over keen on our neighbours. In fact, Dad was never that keen on anybody, that's the truth.

	 

	We were envious of everything in Isabelita's house: the way her parents respected us, the colourful decoration, the food they offered us, which was almost exotic (that was were we first tasted Chinese food, rolls, dim sum and things like that, which seemed like the opposite of healthy nourishment to our dad), all types of toys (analogical and digital) and lots of them… But, above all, it was the animals which drew us to Isabelita's house, because her parents had almost all sorts: fish, birds, lizards, guinea pigs, tortoises, a terrarium with ants, grasshoppers (in their little plastic cages and outside them)… They all walked around the house in happy confusion (mixed in with all those masses of toys, as our dad used to say), and sometimes they took over whole rooms; one of the bathrooms was exclusively for the tortoises. To tell the truth, things weren't always as hygienic as they might have been: there were a lot of birds loose in the flat, which resulted in stains which were clear for all to see, (NN) and, in any case, the Gomez’ lax attitude to cleanliness didn't help much. But we couldn't have cared less. In fact, that was a plus from our point of view, maybe because it was a contrast to our flat's exemplary tidiness and spotlessness.

	 

	We asked our parents – Dad, in fact, because he had the last word on the matter, as, indeed, he did on everything – if we could have an animal, but we always got no for an answer. Dad always used to say that you had to be responsible with animals, they weren't toys, and we weren't ready to look after a pet properly. Not just us, he used to add: most people weren't ready for that, as he told us once more that looking after animals called for ethics, although we knew only too well that he was criticising the Gomezes when he said that, even if not explicitly. It was the tortoises he felt sorriest for when we told him about the dirty water in their small bathtub. "They're very clean animals and, if you look at them carefully, their faces look wise, which is  a sign of the deep knowledge which tranquillity brings." And then he would tell us that tortoises, if properly looked after, could live for a hundred years, and that as we spoke there was still one alive called Harriet in Brisbane zoo which Darwin had collected on his expedition to the Galapagos islands in 1835, and so it had lived for more than one hundred and sixty years (the number of years would change each time he told us the story; we used to have to calculate exactly how much time had gone by since Darwin had found the tortoise and the year we were living in). With that story in mind, our neighbours called the last tortoise they were given Harry. Well, in fact, we all gave him that name together. It was a Ramsay tortoise, but they said it might grow a lot; I still remember its greenish blue shell with its serrated edges.

	 

	When Isabelita and Marcos got that new tortoise – they already had another three, in addition to all their other animals – we stepped up our efforts to get our own pets at home; we went as far as sending Dad an "official" request, signed by us three children, and decorated with an "official" stamp which Mum had brought us from her work. But his negative was as firm as ever. 

	 

	"You'll all see", he always added when he told us the story about Harriet, "that our neighbours' tortoise won't last as long as Darwin's". And it was true that animals' life expectancy with the Gomezes wasn't very long, possibly because of the abundance of fauna in the household, and Dad emphasised again and again that they weren't properly looked after. 

	 

	In any case, Dad got what he wanted: Idoia and I have never had pets in our own homes nor, as far as I know, has Aitzol. It's never crossed my mind, not even out of revenge; Idoia and I have talked about it sometimes. But when it came to taking a decision I always climbed down. That cold sod really buggered us around, one of us says, or, sometimes, we both say it in unison.

	 

	Isabelita and Marcos' parents, on the other hand, didn't used to tell them when one of the animals died: (SC) the official version, in our neighbour's flat, was always that they'd "escaped". Each time we came back from their flat we used to tell our parents about the animals missing and count the escapees, and Dad didn't waste time to point out to us what was happening. 

	 

	"That's no escape: those animals die on them, it's as simple as that." We'd always talked about death at home, and without any type of taboo, since we were very small; Idoia and I must have been six or seven when we had that conversation; Aitzol had been a couple of years older, but we found out about death long before he did.

	 

	And then, one day, Isabelita and Marcos' parents had a word with our parents. They didn't want to traumatise their children by talking about death, and that was why they preferred to say that the animals had escaped. And they would be grateful if their children too – us, in other words – could take the same attitude, at least when we were with our neighbours. Dad had an obvious look of triumph on his face when he told us about all of that; and even more so when he told us to always do what Goyo and Maria, our neighbours' parents, had said; but that made it very clear that the upbringing we were getting at home was far superior to that of the squeamish Gomezes, because we had no complexes about talking about things as they were and calling them by their name, and because they had taught us to deal with death since we had been babes in the cradle; and we knew only too well, what's more, that there was nothing afterwards. Over the following years whenever an animal disappeared from our neighbours' flat we used to announce that it had "escaped" with expressions of indifference on our faces. And soon we started saying the same thing in the street or in the countryside when we were out walking with our parents on a trip and we came across a dead pigeon, rat or any other type of vermin, or when watching documentaries we saw an animal's real or staged death. 

	 

	"Look: it's escaped." And we would all laugh, our Dad too. That used to be one of the few moments we made a lot of noise at home.

	 

	As I had dreaded, Isabelita's there, at the top of the stairs, the door of her flat half open and, next to our deceased Dad's flat, there she is waiting for me.

	 

	"Edurne, it's been a long time."

	 

	"Isabel…"

	 

	We give each other a hug.

	 

	"I wanted to give you my condolences about your dad." And apologise for not going to the funeral. You know, me and funerals… It's the same thing with hospitals… I just can't bear them, they're too much for me.”

	In fact, I couldn't have cared less if Isabelita had come to the funeral or not. She wouldn't have many reasons to do so. I'm sure that even if she had seen him every day – which was the most likely after living next door for so many years – our Dad would have given her no more than a slight nod to say hello. But I felt a wave of fury growing up inside me because I can't stand people who say things like that: what, the rest of us are delighted to go to funerals and hospitals? And, along with that fury, another major sensation, because I know only too well where Isabelita's inability to face up to death comes from, because I know how she was brought up. Just as I saw once more how useful our dry, strict upbringing had been to us in that sense.

	 

	I calmed down right away, just as quickly as I'd got angry, because, all of a sudden, I saw our Dad in those thoughts of mine. I called myself a jerk a couple of times.

	 

	"I get it Isabel, don't worry. How are your parents?"

	 

	"They're great since they went back to their village. I spend August with them, but I find the heat down there harder and harder to deal with. Sometimes they come here in winter for a few months, but less and less."

	 

	I don't ask her about Marcos, of course:  he died of AIDS almost twenty years ago. Isabelita didn't go to her brother's funeral either.

	 

	"Your dad looked really good right until the end. He used to go out every morning and walk his kilometres, and he went up to the attic every day too. I've never met anybody as methodical and punctual as him."

	 

	"Little Kant…"

	 

	"What?"

	 

	"It doesn't matter."

	 

	That was what Mum used to call Dad at one time, when she believed he loved her. We, of course, never called him that. It's the first time I've ever said it aloud.

	 

	"Well, I'd better get on. You'll have to sort things out in the flat".

	 

	"Yes, I've come to pick up some papers. But, Dad being Dad, I'll probably find them right away."

	 

	"If you fancy a coffee later on…"

	 

	"I don't think I'll have time, Isabel…"

	 

	"Yeah, I understand." Do you know if any of you are going to come and live here? Or are you going to sell it? Sorry to ask…"

	 

	The question took me by surprise, and I think I laughed out loud. I can't see Idoia and her family moving here, Aitzol even less so. Not me either.

	"I don't know. Sell it? Maybe. Or rent it out. Maybe turn it into a tourist flat seeing how fashionable that it…" I blurt out, and, once more, I hear our Dad's evil tone in my voice. "That's a joke. We don't know what we're going to do yet."

	 

	“It's too soon.”

	 

	"That's right."

	 

	We say goodbye. When I hear her closing her door behind me I get the key out and try it: (FS) as Mum had expected, I open the flat door without any difficulty. Dad's good sense. With money matters. I can still remember how he used to tell me when I had just reached adolescence that Marcos was in love with me, and the best thing would be for me to get rid of him as soon as possible, the lad was only going to cause me grief. He told me that again and again, opening up a whole campaign about the issue. I used to hate Dad when he started on that; in fact, I have the impression that if he hadn't said that to me so often I would never have gone to bed with Marcos. I didn't actually fancy him that much; it only happened two or three times up in their attic, and I think I was a bit disappointed to realise that he wasn't really that keen on me, or at least not as much as Dad thought. At that time Mum was starting leaving home, although she used to come back after a few days. And we started moving apart from our neighbours. Harry the tortoise "escaped" then – we kept on saying it that way – but the idea of death had reached the Gomezes finally. I remember Isabelita was really upset about it, and she made a huge fuss about her mum throwing the tortoise into the bin while we were at school, not giving them any chance to bid it farewell.

	 

	Although a few days have gone by, I don't find any trace of dust in the flat, not even when I run my finger over the bookshelves. Our Dad was highly methodical about cleaning, just as he was with everything else in life. I find the key to the letterbox right away in the little basket by the door, along with the key to the attic. And in the top drawer in his desk is his will, as I'd expected. I don't even bother to open it, I'm not particularly interested; there will be time for that when the notary public calls us. But Idoia wanted to have a copy before then, and that's why I've been sent over. I look into the fridge to see if there's anything rotten or rotting there. There's a lot of lettuce, and it looks fine. A couple of bags full of carrots. A few yoghurts. Two packets of organic hummus. Three or four bottles of tonic water. No trace of meat or fish; I'll have to believe Idoia when she says he turned vegan, even though I find that unimaginable. They say Hitler too was a vegetarian, but I've never bothered to check that piece of information. In the cool box next to the kitchen window I find two bags of pears; I didn't know he liked them that much. I could take them back to my house, but I empty them into the bin-liner and, when I'm finished, I leave that by the door, ready to take down to the bins.

	 

	The flat's more or less as I remember it. The sitting room, the kitchen, our parents' former bedroom, the bathroom, Dad's study… the only changes are in "our" bedrooms: there is no trace of us three there at all. What used to be Aitzol's room has become a storage area, and Idoia and my room is now a second study. There are books and files from floor to ceiling, a table to one side, bigger than our bed. There's book under the flex lamp with a bookmark in the middle: Richard Rorty's 'Contingency, Irony, and Solidarity'. The last thing he had been reading, perhaps. I begin to remember: there are small notes made in pencil on the sides of the pages. I'm a little shaken up when I don't recognise his writing: don't I remember it, or had he changed it? I don't try to find anything personal, I know only too well that Dad hated diaries and autobiographical narratives, "those reality pumps". He didn't say anything when he found my thoughts and little stories written down in my notebook, but I felt the full weight of his contempt, and that lasted for much longer than a single day.

	 

	When other sons and daughters go back to their parents' homes they find dumb posters from their youth, magazines, comics and cheap novels, ridiculous cassettes and CDs, broken dolls and video games. That's what I thought about as I left what had once been our room.

	 

	I go to the front door after checking I've turned all the lights off behind me. I go to pick the bags of food up when it occurs to me that there is one last thing for me to do. Dad forbade us to go up to the attic. That was his kingdom or, rather, one of his kingdoms, and going into his study, above all when he was "researching" or "writing" would be severely punished. But we used to go into his study sometimes, above all when Mum wasn't at home and we needed something: but we soon learned that there was nothing of interest there, and we starting going in there less often. But the attic was a mystery. A few times Aitzol, Idoia and I went on expeditions up there and held our ears against the attic door; we never heard a thing. We were never daring enough to open the door or to look through a crack in it.

	 

	Now I was going to be able to do that. I can imagine myself going up the stairs, telling Idoia about the 'adventure', and the two of us bursting out laughing. Because we're sure there won't be anything there of anymore interest than Dad's boring study.

	 

	When I reach the last floor I open the fence-like door to the little rooms and, then, count the four doors and there ours is, marked by a sign saying "3rd Floor, Right"; the key to get in there, unlike the downstairs door's one, is from back then, moulded iron, and it has started to rust at the end.

	 

	The smell was the first thing that caught my attention: it was familiar to me, but I couldn't identify it at first. Suddenly I realised why: there had been the same smell, but much intenser, in Isabelita's flat's bathroom when we were little. There's a structure like a wide blue plastic swimming pool in the middle of the sloped roofed room, it's about fifteen or twenty centimetres deep and, in the middle there's a tortoise swimming around elegantly. A Ramsay tortoise: Harry. I have no doubt about it, even though he's bigger than I'd remembered, around half a metre long, maybe even a little more. When he "escaped" he hadn't been even a quarter as long. But many years have gone by since then.

	 

	When the tortoise senses movement it stays still and lifts its head out of the water a little, and it seems to me it's looking at me with its right eye. Was it waiting for Dad? Everything's very neat and tidy, although the water does seem to have got a little murky. I notice some tubes at one end of the swimming pool, they're connected with the sink at the end of the room; I see that Dad had set up a small bathroom. Next to it, on a plate, I see a few pears and some lettuce, and then I remember the contents of the fridge.

	 

	Not very high up on the wall, on some shelves, there are different sizes and shapes of cages, for birds and for grasshoppers too, and glass fish-bowls, terrariums for reptiles or ants… They are all empty, but I get the impression they have held animals at some time, perhaps long ago. In fact, I still don't know what to make of what I'm seeing; there's nothing else in the attic which could give me any clue, no notebooks or files… Perhaps there's something in one of his studies, but, knowing Dad, I doubt I'll find anything.

	 

	Idoia and Aitzol won't believe it when I tell them. Mum won't either. They're bound to dismiss any hypotheses I may come up with right away.

	 

	I don't know. I don't know if we'll ever know the whole truth about this. But I'm already sure that we'll carry on talking about Dad for a long time after this. Even if not in a good way.

	 

	I look around for a container to carry Harry in: I'm not going to leave it here. And so, finally, I'll end up owning a pet. I'll need information about looking after Ramsay tortoises, of course. Good information. Suddenly I'm afraid, I worry I won't do it right, whether I'll be responsible enough. A fear from the past.

	 

	I go down the stairs carefully when I've got everything ready. Isabelita mustn't see what I'm carrying.

	 

	 

	GUIDED TOUR

	The alarm went off on time; it's always on time. I've asked Mertxe to change the tone, I'm a bit tired of always waking up to Berri Txarrak. I don't really get our determination in the Basque Country to listen to music from the past as if they didn't make new music now, as if there weren't new groups and styles. In bars and during festivities it’s always the same, or even worse. Ok, I'm not telling the truth; I do understand it, of course I do. But I'm fed up. However bad it might sound for me to say that.

	 

	Patting the touch-sensitive wall Mertxe turns      the music off. I'm still amazed by her ability to stay asleep no matter how loud the alarm clock rings. She doesn't get up until it's "her" turn… and today, seeing the small pile of files next to her computer, I shouldn't think that'll be very early. Sometimes when I get up and jump over her with the greatest care – although she always wakes up later, I'm the one who has to sleep on the side of the bed next to the wall because of that wretched "little bit of claustrophobia" she claims to have – I get an urge to pinch her, to shake her a little bit, to go to the kitchen and get a cup of water to throw over her. But I never do.

	 

	Soon she won't be able to carry on this way because she'll have to look after Lur, at least as long as she doesn't get a job like mine which would force her to leave the house every day. Yeah, I know some people say that calling them by their name brings bad luck: there are still three months left before the birth, unless they bring it forward, of course. Which reminds me that I'm going to have to look at the current account Mertxe and I share to check she's sent Jasmina her money on time; last month it went out late because we were in the red for a few days, and we had a bit of a quarrel about that. And we should go and visit Jasmina sometime; it'll be for the best. But her block of flats is quite a way from the metro station, up a hill in Errenteria, and Mertxe never fancies going out, even less so since our car broke down and we left it at the garage for good. She spends too much time in her mouse hole, but I won't tell her off about that again. She'd tell me I’m a "preachy witch" once more, and she couldn't care less if I told her that's an oxymoron, at least from a historical point of view.

	 

	I take a longer shower than usual today as they say there'll be hot water for four hours longer than usual. I look through the micro-press on the kitchen table screen while I have cereal and Argentinian soya milk for breakfast; there's nothing special going on, only the usual sarcastic comments about Ivanka Trump's primary campaign. I take on board the recommendation to use sunscreen and, as well as using the right cream, I put on long leggings even though they'll make me hotter than shorts would. I also look on the screen to see whether I'll have any groups in the afternoon, but things are the same as yesterday: that travel group from a squatters' district in Hamburg in the morning on the long-term Memory Guided Tour, and nothing in the afternoon, not yet anyway, although I keep up my hopes: bearing in mind the time of year there could still be another group for five o'clock, and that would come in handy for us. Sometimes they tell me just five minutes before the start of the tour, and hope's the last thing you lose. So, just in case, I put my lunch in a Tupperware container – it's just a bit of salad from a bag with some pieces of cheese and a lot of dressing, I don't have time for more. I check that Mertxe's still fast asleep – better not to give her a kiss, noise doesn't wake her up, but physical contact does, and she doesn't wake up in a good mood on occasions like that – and I head off for the metro.

	 

	I get out at Zara station a few minutes later. As often recently, I have problems with the chip in my wrist and, at first, the people at transit control don't want to let me out as they think I don't have a permit for the city centre. I have to explain the problem with the chip to the people at security once again; unfortunately, today's people are new, or at least they aren't familiar to me, and nor am I to them. Ok, I'm on a minimum wage, but that's just temporary,  it was only last month's wage that didn't reach the requirement and, in any case, I do have a permit to work in the centre. They pass the laser over my wrist time and again, but it's no use and, finally, they have to look in the computer. They let me leave, fortunately, and also recommend I go to a health centre as soon as possible.

	 

	Because of all that I only just get to Kontxa, where we were meeting, on time. The Germans are there already, all of them wearing shorts – they'll get horribly burnt today, but that's their problem – and Aitzol, my boss, is there taking BioSegways and the other devices out of the van. I help him take the last things out.

	 

	"You're late", he says to me in his bitter way. No point explaining things to him. I give him my sweetest smile and we finish putting everything down on the ground. We agree to meet up at Ondarreta at the end of the tour and, unfortunately, he says there's still no group for the afternoon. And then he rushes off before they give him a fine.

	 

	It's a group of twelve, and they're all very different; I say hello to them and give out the headsets and the augmented reality glasses, and we check that the inside microphones and headphones are working properly; I ask them their names, which I'll forget immediately. Then we do a short trial by the statue of Don Quixote and Sancho Panza, but, fortunately, the devices are very intuitive and I don't have to give them many explanations. What's more, I'd say that several of them have already been on these things before.

	 

	Meanwhile, I go over Memory Route B-2 in my mind. First I'll take them to the city hall to look at the bullet holes and, with the pretext of the republican forces' attack on the rebels holed up in the casino, I'll give them a general explanation about the civil war. Then we'll go to Constitution Square and there, with the assistance of the augmented reality glasses, we'll reconstruct the ETA activist's flight in writer Ramon Saizarbitoria's canonical novel "100 Metres" – they'll be able to download the English translation of the book for a small supplement. Then we'll head off to Charcoal Street and there, helped by augmented reality once again, we'll remember the street fighting atmosphere, as well as trying a few pintxos in the reproduction of the People's Tavern, a few metres to the right of the original establishment. Then, along 31st August Street, after briefly mentioning the imperialist Spanish, English and French armies' burning and pillaging of the city, we'll go to the Boulevard and, walking in the opposite direction to so many of those Basque Leftist demonstrations, we'll stop outside Good Shepherd Cathedral where we'll see meetings in favour of the prisoners and use our glasses once more. Then we'll go up Aldapeta as far as La Cumbre mansion to remember the torture and murder of Lasa and Zabala – helped by pictures from Pablo Malo's old film – and, finally, after walking all along Kontxa – while we look at some virtual pictures of the massive demonstration held there against the closure of Euskaldunon Egunkaria newspaper – we'll go to Antigua district and stop outside the birthplace of Txillardegi, the writer and founder of ETA, which was also once a Civil Guard barracks, and the route will end at Ondarreta, at the place where there was once a prison, and where we'll finish off by explaining the start of the civil war. 

	 

	We start off on the route without any problems. The simultaneous translation devices work quite well, apparently, and while I explain the 1936 uprising I don't notice anything amiss on the faces of the people from Hamburg. It isn't the same when I talk to them about "100 Metres", but that's to be expected to an extent: Saizarbitoria isn't very well known abroad, not even in alternative pro-Basque circles. But while I'm half way through the explanation a smart Alec raises his hand and asks or, rather, says that he has read somewhere that Saizarbitoria had wanted to express the uselessness of violence in that novel, he had in no way wanted to praise ETA. Very patiently I talk to them about the context of the period, about the Franco regime, about the police kidnapping in the novel, about all the symbolic capital which came together when the book was published… I don't know if I convinced them, I don't think I did, but I should have taken that as a warning about what was going to happen when we reached Charcoal Street on our BioSegways, because when I started telling them about repression and street resistance the critical questions, interruptions and comments started – mostly about the Spanish Transition and democracy's difficult, long journey – and I have to tell them firmly that I know all about that, I have a degree in History, as well as a Masters' degree in Cultural Studies. But then it occurs to me that I've made a mistake, and the group from the squatters' district in Hamburg wasn't the one coming today, that group was coming tomorrow, and, when I ask, they confirmed that they aren't from Hamburg, they're from Schleswig-Holstein, they arrived yesterday on a cruise ship which is going to be anchored at Pasaia port for two or three days.

	I want to sink into the earth.

	 

	I have to improvise quickly by linking up with part of Memory Guided Tour B-5 from where we are. Fortunately, adapting the virtual reality programme isn't too hard, and, having used it four days before with a group from Badajoz, it's still fresh in my memory. It's a matter of leaving Charcoal Street and taking the group, without making a big thing of it, to La Cepa bar, where they shot city counsellor Gregorio Ordóñez dead and there, after my explanation, we try some pintxos; then we head to the Boulevard and, using augmented reality, remember the destruction carried out by the Y groups back in the street fighting period – the hat-wearing people who used to violently empty buses and set fire to them are very good in that 3-D recreation. Then we go to Good Shepherd cathedral to imagine the murder of Socialist Fernando Múgica and, going towards Amara district, to where the metro station used to be, I tell them about ETA's first victim, who died in 1960 when a bomb hidden in left luggage went off. I think I've finished as far as terrorist attack sites were concerned, it's a reasonable sample to summarise the deaths as a result of terrorism in Donostia during the 1980's. Then we go to see another emblematic place, the monument to the victims in front of the city hall, and onto a couple of places featured in Fernando Aramburu's novel "Patria" – the Germans have the opportunity to download its translation for a small supplement – and, finally, to Basterretxea's “Dove of Peace” statue, which is very good for imagining the silent demonstrations held by Gesto Por La Paz, as well as the Basque Leftists’ counter-demonstrations at the same place, as happened, for instance, when Jose Maria Aldaya was kidnapped and the yellow ribbon thing happened, even though the statue is no longer in its original place, now it's at Sagues. Which reminds me that I have to call Aitzol and get him to go there to pick the equipment up and not to Ondarreta.

	 

	The semi-improvised tour went without a hitch: I don't think the Germans even really saw there'd been a change. They all congratulate me, two of them even give me a tip, for which I thank them with my sweetest smile. Aitzol arrives late; I don't know if that's because he got my message late, or if that's his infantile revenge for this morning, but there I was, on one side of the car park at Sagues, until Aitzol deigned to come.

	 

	By the way, he still doesn't have any idea whether there's a group for this afternoon, he's received a couple of requests for information, but nothing sure. I don't think we're going to get lucky.

	 

	"But you never know", he adds. "So if you hang on here…"

	 

	I go down to Zurriola beach with my salad and the can of Coca-Cola Zero I'd bought, taking advantage of some clouds blocking out the sun; I watch the surfers' mostly useless efforts as I have my snack lunch. I should put less pepper on my next salad.

	 

	I doze off on the warm sand, and I check my mobile phone when I wake up and, as I'd feared, there's no afternoon group. Then I call Mertxe to ask how the day’s gone and if she fancies going to visit Jasmina, and, if so, I could wait for her at Intxaurrondo station. Perhaps today we'll be able to feel Lur kicking inside Jasmina's belly. But I can't convince her; she starts off giving excuses, saying it's too late, and maybe we wouldn't find Jasmina there – I reply that she's always at home, she never objects to receiving a visit – and then Mertxe says that she still had a lot of work to do – which I don't believe – and it would be better another day. I don't want to argue with her.

	 

	For a moment I think about going to Errenteria by myself, but finally I give up on the idea and walk towards Zara station.

	 

	I look at my phone again and check the next day's group; no doubt about it, they were going to be the people from Hamburg. Well, I still have what I'm going to do with them quite fresh in my mind, and, at least, I'm not going to have the same difficulties two days in a row.

	 

	That's something in itself. If there were a second group in the afternoon, I'd make a complete day of it.

	 

	
Oharrak

		[←1]
	 In Spanish in the original: "Yes, a white coffee for me, please."







	[←2]
	 Model D is for schools which teach all subjects in Basque.







	[←3]
	 A grant school in which all teaching is in Basque.







	[←4]
	 State schools from the Franco period, with all teaching in Spanish and openly fascist indoctrination.







	[←5]
	 Patxi Lopez, a Spanish Socialist, headed the Basque government between 2009 and 2013, the only non-Basque National politician to have done so.







	[←6]
	 A Spanish comic series set during the last years of the 'Reconquest' of the Iberian Peninsula.







	[←7]
	 The Spanish Socialist party







	[←8]
	 Seat of the Basque government.







	[←9]
	 A coalition between the Spanish Socialists and a left-wing Basque party







	[←10]
	 Leader of the Spanish Socialists in the south-western Basque Country (1997 – 2002)  







	[←11]
	 Spanish: “If it rains it's because the angels are crying”




cover.jpeg
guided tour

idea

S
=






images/Screenshot_2019-10-09_at_16.30.08.png
N A
I|Z

BOOKTEGI

Guztion liburuak, guztiontzat

booktegi.eus





images/Screenshot_2019-10-09_at_16.30.15.png
IBAN ZALDUA
ibilbidea

eta azken hamarraldiko beste bost ipuin

guided tour

and five more tales from the last decade

Hitzaurrea:
Uxue Apaolaza





