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nor absurd; on the contrary, he was responding to a profound un-
derstanding of those situations still unlisted in the manuals. The
force of his movement caused a slight adjustment, and I suddenly
saw my companion passing like a meteorite between my legs,

and then the jolt from the rope — fastened, as I mentioned, to his
back — turned me around into my original position of descent.
He, undoubtedly obeying the same physical laws as I, and hav-
ing traveled the distance permitted by the rope, was flipped over
backwards, which naturally brought us face to face. We didn’t say
a word, but both of us knew that the headlong fall was inevitable.
And so it happened that, after an indefinite period of time, we be-
gan to fall. Because my sole concern was to avoid losing my eyes,
I put all my effort into preserving them from the terrible effects of
the fall. As for my companion, his only worry was that his beau-
tiful beard — colored an admirable gray like gothic glass — reach
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the plain intact, not even slightly dusty. So, with utmost determi-
nation, I covered the bearded portion of his face with my hands;
he, in turn, placed his hands over my eyes. Our velocity was in-
creasing by the second, as is required in these cases of bodies fall-
ing through space. Suddenly, I looked through the slight spaces
between his fingers and saw a sharp rock raze the top of his head.
Suddenly I had to turn my own head to confirm that my legs had
been separated from my torso by a rock, possibly of calcereous
origin, whose serrated edge severed anything that came against it
with the perfection of a saw used in the construction of ocean lin-
ers. With some effort, it is only fair to admit, we were saving my
companion, his beautiful beard, and me, my eyes. It is true that
now and then — every fifty feet or so, as I calculate it — a part
of our bodies would be separated from us. For example, during
five such intervals, we lost my companion, his left ear, his right
elbow, a leg (I don’t remember which), his testicles, and his nose;
[, the upper part of the thorax, my spinal cord, my left eyebrow,
my left ear, and my jugular vein. But this is nothing compared to
what followed. A thousand feet above the plain, all we had left
respectively was the following: my companion, his two hands
(only to the carpal bones) and his beautiful gray beard; I, my two
hands (also only to the carpal bones) and my eyes. A slight fear
began to possess us. What if our hands were torn away by an-
other boulder? We kept falling. Approximately ten feet above the
plain, a pole left out by a worker capriciously caught the hands of
my companion. Seeing my own orphaned eyes left totally unpro-
tected, I must confess with eternal, unforgettable shame, I with-
drew my hands from his beautiful gray beard to protect my eyes
from any impact. I was unable to cover them, for my hands were
immediately caught in the same fashion by another pole pointing
in a different direction from the aforementioned pole, at which
point we were separated from each other for the first time during
the entire descent. But I couldn’t complain; my eyes landed safe
and sound on the grassy plain and could see a little ways off, the
beautiful gray beard of my companion, shining in all its glory.

from Cold Tales

la caida ™

Habiamos escalado ya la montafia de tres mil pies de altura.

No para enterrar en su cima la botella ni tampoco para plantar
la bandera de los alpinistas denodados. Pasados unos minutos
comenzamos el descenso. Como es costumbre en estos casos, mi
compafiero me seguia atado a la misma cuerda que rodeaba mi
cintura. Yo habia contado exactamente treinta metros de des-
censo cuando mi compaiiero, pegando con su zapato armado de
puias metalicas un rebote a una piedra, perdié el equilibrio y, dan-
do una voltereta, vino a quedar situado delante de mi. De modo
que la cuerda enredada entre mis dos piernas tiraba con bastante
violencia obligaindome, a fin de no rodar al abismo, a encorvar
las espaldas. El, a su vez, tom¢ impulso y movio su cuerpo en
direccion al terreno que yo, a mi vez, dejaba a mis espaldas. Su
resolucion no era descabellada o absurda; antes bien, respondia

a un profundo conocimiento de esas situaciones que todavia no
estan anotadas en los manuales. El ardor puesto en el movimien-
to fue causa de una ligera alteracion; de pronto adverti que mi
compafiero pasaba como un bélido por entre mis dos piernas y
que, acto seguido, el tiron dado por la cuerda amarrada como he
dicho a su espalda, me volvia de espaldas a mi primitiva posicion
de descenso. Por su parte, él, obedeciendo sin duda a iguales leyes
fisicas que yo, una vez recorrida la distancia que la cuerda le per-
mitia, fue vuelto de espaldas a la direccion seguida por su cuerpo,
lo que, logicamente, nos hizo encontrarnos frente a frente. No
nos dijimos palabra, pero sabiamos que el despefiamiento seria
inevitable. En efecto, pasado un tiempo indefinible, comenzamos
a rodar, Como mi unica preocupacion era no perder los ojos,
puse todo mi empefio en preservarlos de los terribles efectos de la
caida. En cuanto a mi compariero, su unica angustia era que su
hermosa barba, de un gris admirable de vitral gotico, no llegase




