DOSSIER LITERARI

110

Beautiful as
the poison lilies
of the swamp

/W %/M

CARSON MACcCULLERS 2027

Versio original: The heart is a lonely hunter.

Versié original: Reflections in a golden eye.
Versio original: The member of the wedding.
Versio original: The ballad of the sad cafe.

Versi6 original: Clock without hands.

ccccccccccccccccccc

P S T Y= G Qe §
OO ARANOOOPLDN



—Es tracta de Willie.
—Ho suposava.

El doctor feu rodar la cigarreta entre els palmells de les mans. Els seus ulls
vagarejaven inquiets, a I'entorn, com enyorant els darrers moments de benestar.

—Una vegada et vaig dir que Buster Johnson era a la presd, amb Willie. Ja el
coneixiem d'abans. Ahir va tornar a casa.

—Ah, si?
—Willie ha quedat invalid per tota la vida.

El cap del doctor Copeland oscil-la. Es posa una ma a la barbeta per immobilitzar-
lo, pero el tremolor era dificil de dominar.

—Anit uns amics van venir a casa a dir-me que Buster havia tornat i que m'havia
d'explicar una cosa de Willie. Hi vaig correr de seguida i m'ho va dir tot.

-Si?

—Eren tres: Willie, Buster i un altre noi. Eren amics. | llavors passa alld. —Portia
es va interrompre. S'humiteja el dit amb la llengua i després es passa el dit pels
llavis ressecs—. La culpa va ser de la manera com els guardians blancs els
maltractaven constantment. Un dia estaven treballant a la carretera i Buster
insulta el guardia i l'altre noi intenta fugir corrent pel bosc. Els van agafar tots
tres. Els van portar al campament fels van tancar a una cambra freda com una
nevera.

El doctor torna a fer que si, pero el cap seguia oscil-lant-li, i la veu li sorti com un
rogall.

—Va ser fa sis setmanes —digué Portia—. ; Recordes el fred que va fer? Van tancar
Willie i els altres dos en una cambra glacada.

Portia parlava en veu baixa, sense fer cap pausa entre paraula i paraula, i amb
una expressid adolorida en el rostre. Era com una mena de canc6 lenta. Portia
parlava i el seu pare no l'entenia. Els sons arribaven clarament a les seves
orelles, pero sense forma ni sentit. Era com si el seu cap fos la proa d'un vaixell
i els sons les ones que s'hi esberlaven i quedaven enrere. Li semblava que havia
de mirar cap endarrere per retrobar les paraules ja dites.



—... i els peus se'ls van inflar de mala manera, i seguien alla ajaguts, debatent-se
per terra, i cridant. | ningt no hi anava. Van seguir cridant durant tres dies i tres
nits i no hi ana ningu.

—Soc sord —digué el doctor Copeland—. No t'entenc.

—Van tancar el nostre Willie i els altres dos en una cambra glacada. Hi havia una
corda que penjava del sostre. Els van descalcar i els van lligar els peus nus a la
corda. Willie i els altres dos jeien amb I'esquena a terra i els peus enlaire. Feia
un fred terrible a la cambra i se'ls van glacar els peus. Se'ls van inflar, i es van
passar tres dies i tres nits cridant. Perd no hi ana ningu.

El doctor Copeland s'agafava el cap amb les mans, pero el tremolor no cedia.
—No sento que dius.

—A la fi. van anar a buscar-los. De seguida van portar Willie i els altres dos a la
infermeria. Tenien les cames inflades i gelades. Gangrena. A Willie li van tallar
tots dos peus. Buster Johnson va perdre un peu, i l'altre els salva tots dos. Perd
el nostre Willie ha quedat invalid per tota la vida. Tots dos peus amputats.

Portia havia acabat de parlar. S'acota i clava un cop de cap damunt la taula. No
cridava ni plorava ni gemegava: nomeés feia cops de cap contra la taula brunyida.
La tassa i la cullereta dringaven i el doctor les retira i les deixa a l'aiglera. Les
pa-raules romanien escampades pel seu cervell, perd no feia cap esfor¢ per
coordinar-les. Renta la tassa i la cullera i va escoérrer el drap. Recolli una cosa
de terra i la deixa per alla damunt.

—Invalid? —pregunta—. William?

(Carson McCullers. El cor és un cacador solitari. Trad.: Ramon Folch i Camarasa.
Barcelona: Edicions. 62, 1990. Part Il, Cap. 10)



Versio6 original

THE HEART IS A LONELY HUNTER

‘It about Willie.’

‘I know.” He rolled the cigarette gingerly between his palms. His eyes glanced
recklessly about him, greedy for the last sweet pleasures.

‘Once | mentioned to you this here Buster Johnson were at the prison with Willie.
Us knowed him before. He were sent home yestiddy.’

‘So?
‘Buster been crippled for life.’

His head quavered. He pressed his hand to his chin to steady himself, but the
obstinate trembling was difficult to control.

‘Last night these here friends come round to my house and say that Buster were
home and had something to tell me about Willie. | run all the way and this here is
what he said. ¢

‘Yes.’

‘There were three of them. Willie and Buster and this other boy. They were
friends. Then this here trouble come up.’

Portia halted. She wet her finger with her tongue and then moistened her dry lips
with her finger.

‘It were something to do with the way this here white guard picked on them all the
time. They were out on roadwork one day and Buster he sassed back and then
the other boy he try to run off in the woods. They taken all three of them. They
taken all three of them to the camp and put them in this here ice-cold room.’

He said yes again. But his head quavered and the word sounded like a rattle in
his throat.

‘It were about six weeks ago,’ Portia said. “You remember that cold spell then.
They put Willie and them boys in this room like ice.’

Portia spoke in a low voice, and she neither paused between words nor did the
grief in her face soften. It was like a low song. She spoke and he could not
understand. The sounds were distinct in his ear but they had no shape or
meaning. It was as though his head were the prow of a boat and the sounds were



water that broke on him and then flowed past. He felt he had to look behind to
find the words already said.

‘... and their feets swolled up and they lay there and struggle on the floor and
holler out. And nobody come. They hollered there for three days and three nights
and nobody come.’

‘I am deaf,’ said Doctor Copeland. ‘I cannot understand.’

‘They put our Willie and them boys in this here ice-cold room. There were a rope
hanging down from the ceiling. They taken their shoes off and tied their bare feets
to this rope. Willie and them boys lay there with their backs on the floor and their
feets in the air. And their, feets swolled up and they struggle on the floor and
holler out. It were ice-cold in the room and their feets froze. Their feets swolled
up and they hollered for three nights and three days. And nobody come.’

Doctor Copeland pressed his head with his hands, but still the steady trembling
would not stop.

‘| cannot hear what you say.’

‘Then at last they come to get them. They quickly taken Willie and them boys to
the sick ward and their legs were all swolled and froze. Gangrene. They sawed
off both our Willie’s feet. Buster Johnson lost one foot and the other boy got well.
But our Willie —he crippled for life now. Both his feet sawed off.’

The words were finished and Portia leaned over and struck her head upon the
table. She did not cry or moan, but she struck her head again and again on the
hard-scrubbed top of the table. The bowl and spoon rattled and he removed them
to the sink. The words were scattered in his mind, but he did not try to assemble
them. He scalded the bowl and spoon and washed out the dish-towel. He picked
up something from the floor and put it somewhere.

‘Crippled?’ he asked. ‘William?’

(Carson McCullers. The heart is a lonely hunter. Boston: Houghton Mifflin, 1940.
Part Il, Ch. 10)



El capita s'estava dret al llindar, i ni la seva dona ni la serventa li prestaven
atenci6. Quan li van haver tret les botes, la senyora Penderton es va comencgar
a moure descalca per la cuina. Va treure una cuixa de porc del forn i hi va
escampar sucre more i molles per damunt. Es va servir una altra copa, ara només
mig gotet, i en un rampell sobtat d'energia es va posar a ballar uns quants passos
de shag. El capita estava profundament irritat amb la seva dona, i ella ho sabia.

—Per I'amor de Déu, Leonora, ves a dalt i posa't unes sabates.

Per tota resposta, la senyora Penderton va cantussejar fluixet una canconeta
peculiar i va passar pel costat del capita en direccié al menjador.

El seu home la va seguir de prop.
—Quan et passeges aixi per casa sembles una meuca.

A la graella de la llar hi havia una pila de llenya preparada, i la senyora Penderton
es va ajupir per encendre-la. Tenia la cara bonica i llisa molt enrojolada, amb
gotetes de suor brillants al llavi superior.

—Els Langdon estan a punt d'arribar i tu penses seure a sopar aixi, Suposo.
—I tant —va fer ella—. Per qué no, vell purita?

El capita va dir, amb una veu freda i tensa:

—Em fas fastic.

La resposta de la senyora Penderton va ser una rialla abrupta, una rialla que era
suau i salvatge alhora, com si li haguessin donat una noticia escandalosa que
feia molt de temps que esperava o se li hagués acudit alguna broma maliciosa.
Es va treure el jersei, en va fer un bolic i el va llancar a un raco de la sala. Llavors
es va descordar els pantalons molt lentament i en va treure ara una cama, ara
I'altra. Al cap d'un moment estava plantada tota nua vora la llar. A la llum brillant
de tons daurats i ataronjats del foc, el seu cos era espléendid. En aquella posicid,
amb les espatlles enrere, les clavicules se li alineaven en una recta nitida i
perfecta. Entre els pits rodons hi tenia venes blaves i delicades. Passats uns
quants anys, aquell cos estaria madur com una rosa amb els pétals a punt de
caure, pero ara la seva rodonesa suau quedava continguda i disciplinada gracies
a l'esport. Tot i que s'estava dreta amb un aire molt quiet i placid, la seva figura
desprenia una mena de vibracio subtil, com si en tocar la seva pell clara s'hagués
de poder sentir la circulaci6 lenta i viva de la sang brillant de sota. Mentre el
capita se la mirava amb la indignacié atordida d'un home que ha rebut una
bufetada a la cara, ella se'n va anar serenament al vestibul de cami a les escales.



La porta del davant era oberta, i de la nit fosca de fora va entrar una brisa que li
va elevar un ble solt de cabells de color bronze.

Abans que el capita es recuperés del xoc, ella ja havia pujat mitja escala. Llavors
I'nome va cérrer tremolant rere d'ella.

—Et mataré! —va dir, amb una veu escanyada—. Ho faré! Ho faré! —Es va ajupir,
amb una ma a la barana i un peu al segon grad, com si estigués a punt de fer un
salt cap a ella.

La dona es va girar a poc a poc i va abaixar els ulls, mirant-lo amb indiferéncia
abans de parlar.

—Fill meu, t'ha passat mai que t'agafi pel ganyot, t'arrossegui fins al carrer i
t'apallissi una dona despullada?

(Carson McCullers. Reflexos en un ull daurat. Trad.: Alba Dedeu. Barcelona:
L’Altra Editorial, 2020. Cap. 1)



Versio6 original

REFLECTIONS IN A GOLDEN EYE

The Captain stood in the doorway and was noticed neither by his wife nor his
servant. When she had been relieved of her boots, Mrs Penderton moved about
the kitchen barefooted. She took a ham from the oven and sprinkled the top with
brown sugar and bread crumbs. She poured herself another drink, only half a
jigger this time, and in a sudden excess of vigour she performed a little shag
dance. The Captain was intensely irritated with his wife and she knew it.

‘For God’s sake, Leonora, go up and put on some shoes.’

For an answer Mrs Penderton hummed a queer little tune to herself and went
past the Captain and into the living-room. Her husband followed close behind her.

‘You look like a slattern going around the house like this.’

A fire was laid in the grate and Mrs Penderton bent down to light it. Her smooth
sweet face was very rosy and there were little glistening sweat beads on her

upper lip.

‘The Langdons are coming any minute now and you will sit down to dinner like
this, | suppose?’

‘Sure,’ she said. ‘And why not, you old prissy?’
The Captain said in a cold, taut voice:
‘You disgust me.’

Mrs Penderton’s answer was a sudden laugh, a laugh both soft and savage, as
though she had received some long expected piece of scandalous news or had
thought of some sly joke. She pulled off her jersey, crushed it into a ball, and
threw it into the corner of the room. Then deliberately she unbuttoned her
breeches and stepped out of them. In a moment she was standing naked by the
hearth. Before the bright gold and orange light of the fire her body was
magnificent. The shoulders were straight so that the collar-bone made a sharp
pure line. Between her round breasts there were delicate blue veins. In a few
years her body would be full-blown like a rose with loosened petals, but now the
soft roundness was controlled and disciplined by sport. Although she stood quite
still and placid, there was about her body a subtle quality of vibration, as though
on touching her fair flesh one would feel the slow live coursing of the bright blood
beneath.

While the Captain looked at her with the stunned indignation of a man who has
suffered a slap in the face, she walked serenely to the vestibule on her way to



the stairs. The front door was open and from the dark night outside a breeze blew
in and lifted a loose strand of her bronze hair.

She was halfway up the steps before the Captain recovered from his shock. Then
he ran trembling after her.

‘I will kill you!” he said in a strangled voice.

‘| will do it! | will do it"’ He crouched with his hand to the banister and one foot on
the second step of the stairway as though ready to spring up after her.

She turned slowly and looked down at him with unconcern for a moment before
she spoke.

‘Son, have you ever been collared and dragged out in the street and thrashed by
a naked woman?’

(Carson McCullers. Reflections in a golden eye. Boston: Houghton Mifflin, 1941.
Ch. 1)



—¢Que t'has tornat boja? —va preguntar-li. El llarg brag¢ va estirar la F. Jasmine i
la va envoltar per la cintura. —Estas suant com un porquet. Abaixa el cap i deixa'm
tocar-te el front. ;Que tens febre?

La F. Jasmine va estirar una de les trenes de la Berenice i va fer com si I'hi
volgués tallar amb el ganivet.

—Estas tremolant —va dir la Berenice—. Crec que has agafat febre de tant caminar
al sol. 4 Segur que no estas malalta, nena?

—Malalta? —va preguntar la F. Jasmine. ¢Qui, jo?
—Seu a la meva falda i descansa una estona —va dir la Berenice.

La F. Jasmine va deixar el ganivet damunt de la taula i es va asseure a la falda
de la Berenice. Es va tirar enrere i va recolzar la cara contra el seu coll; el rostre
li suava i el coll de la Berenice també estava suat, i totes dues desprenien una
olor forta, acre i salada. La F. Jasmine tenia la cama dreta entravessada damunt
del genoll de la Berenice, i li tremolava; perd quan va posar a terra els dits del
peu la cama li va deixar de tremolar. En John Henry se'ls va atansar tot gelés,
arrossegant els peus amb les sabates de tacd, i es va arrapar a la Berenice. Li
va passar el brag¢ al voltant del cap i li va enganxar la cara a l'orella. Al cap d'una
estona va intentar fer fora la F. Jasmine de la seva falda, i li va fer un pessic petit
i carregat de mala bava.

—Deixa en pau la Frankie —va dir la Berenice—. Ella no t'ha molestat.
En John Henry va rondinar:
—Estic malalt.

—Ara no estas malalt. Calla i no siguis envejés, que la teva cosina també
necessita una mica d'afecte.

—La Frankie és dolenta i una manaire —es va queixar ell amb una veu ftrista i
aguda.

—¢Que t'esta fent ara? Si esta aqui descansant.

La F. Jasmine va girar el cap i va recolzar la cara contra I'espatlla de la Berenice.
Notava contra l'esquena les seves mamelles grosses i flonges, I'estbmac ample
i flonjo i les cames calides i robustes. Havia estat respirant molt de pressa, pero
al cap d'un moment la respiraci6é se li va anar alentint fins a compassar-se amb
la de la Berenice; totes dues estaven juntes com un sol cos, i les mans
encarcarades de la Berenice estaven fermades al voltant del pit de la F. Jasmine.
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Donaven l'esquena a la finestra, i davant seu la cuina estava gairebé a les
fosques. Finalment la Berenice va sospirar i va engegar la conclusié d'aquella
ultima i estranya conversa.

—Crec que tinc una vaga idea del que volies dir. Tots estem atrapats d'alguna
manera. Naixem d'una manera o d'una altra i no sabem per que. Jo vaig néixer
sent la Berenice. Tu vas néixer sent la Frankie. En John Henry va néixer sent en
John Henry. | potser voldriem sortir i alliberar-nos dels nostres cossos. Pero fem
el que fem continuem atrapats. Jo soc jo, tu ets tu i ell és ell. Cadascun de
nosaltres esta atrapat tot sol dins del seu cos. ¢ Aix0 és el que intentaves dir?

—No ho sé —va dir la F. Jasmine—. Pero el cas és que no vull estar atrapada.

—Jo tampoc —va dir la Berenice—. Cap de nosaltres no ho vol. | jo estic més
atrapada que tu.

La F. Jasmine va entendre per quée havia dit alld, perd en John Henry va
preguntar amb la seva veu infantil:

—¢ Per que?
—Perqué soc negra —va dir la Berenice. Perqué soc de color. Tothom esta atrapat

d'una manera o d'una altra. Pero els limits que han tracat al voltant de la gent de
color son dobles.

(Carson McCullers. Frankie Addams. Trad.: Jordi Martin Lloret. Barcelona:
L’Altra Editorial, 2017 [2009]. Part I, Cap. 2, p. 174-176)
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Versio6 original

THE MEMBER OF THE WEDDING

"Hold still, Fool," said Berenice. "And lay down that knife."

"And we will meet them. Everybody. We will just walk up to people and know
them right away. We will be walking down a dark road and see a lighted house
and knock on the door and strangers will rush to meet us and say: Come in! Come
in! We will know decorated aviators and New York people and movie stars. We
will have thousands of friends, thousands and thousands and thousands of
friends. We will belong to so many clubs that we can't even keep track of all of
them. We will be members of the whole world. Boyoman! Manoboy!"

Berenice had a very strong long right arm, and when F. Jasmine passed her the
next time as she was running around the table, this arm reached out and
snatched her by the petticoat so quickly that she was caught up with a jerk that
made her bones crack and her teeth rattle.

"Is you gone raving wild?" she asked. The long arm pulled F. Jasmine closer and
wrapped around her waist. "You sweating like a mule. Lean down and let me feel
your forehead. Is you got a fever?"

F. Jasmine pulled one of Berenice's plaits and pretended she was going to saw
it off with the knife.

"You trembling," said Berenice. "l truly believe you took a fever walking around in
that sun today. Baby, you sure you ain't sick?

"Sick?" asked F. Jasmine. "Who, me?"
"Set here in my lap," said Berenice. "And rest a minute."

F. Jasmine put the knife on the table and settled down on Berenice's lap. She
leaned back and put her face against Berenice’s neck; her face was sweaty and
Berenice's neck was sweaty also, and they both smelled salty and sour and
sharp. Her right leg was flung across Berenice's knee, and it was trembling but
when she steadied her toes on the floor, her leg did not tremble any more. John
Henry shuffled toward them in the high-heeled shoes and crowded up jealous
and close to Berenice. He put his arm around Berenice's head and held on to her
ear. Then after a moment he tried to push F. Jasmine out of her lap, and he
pinched F. Jasmine with a mean and tiny little pinch.

"Leave Frankie alone," said Berenice. "She ain't bothered you."

He made a fretting sound:
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"I'm sick."

"Now no, you ain't. Be quiet and don't grudge your cousin a little bit of love."
"Old mean bossy Frankie," he complained in a high sad voice.

"What she doing so mean right now? She just laying here wore out."

F. Jasmine rolled her head and rested her face against Berenice’s shoulder. She
could feel Berenice's soft big ninnas against her back, and her soft wide stomach,
her warm solid legs. She had been breathing very fast, but after a minute her
breath slowed down so that she breathed in time with Berenice; the two of them
were close together as one body, and Berenice's stiffened hands were clasped
around F. Jasmine's chest. Their backs were to the window, and before them the
kitchen was now almost dark. It was Berenice who finally sighed and started the
conclusion of that last queer conversation.

"l think | have a vague idea what you were driving at," she said. "We all of us
somehow caught. We born this way or that way and we don't know why. But we
caught anyhow. | born Berenice. You born Frankie. John Henry born John Henry.
And maybe we wants to widen and bust free. But no matter what we do we still
caught. Me is me and you is you and he is he. We each one of us somehow
caught all by ourself. Is that what you was trying to say?

"l don't know," F. Jasmine said. "But | don't want to be caught."
"Me neither," said Berenice. "Don't none of us. I'm caught worse than you is."

F. Jasmine understood why she had said this, and it was John Henry who asked
in his child voice:

||Why?ll
"Because | am black," said Berenice. "Because | am colored. Everybody is caught

one way or another. But they done drawn completely extra bounds around all
colored people...

(Carson McCullers. The member of the wedding. Boston: Houghton Mifflin, 1946.
Part Il, Ch. 2)
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En si, el poble és inhdspit; no hi ha gaire res tret de la fabrica cotonera, les cases
de dos dormitoris on viuen els operaris, quatre presseguers, una església amb
dos vitralls i un carrer major deplorable que tot just deu fer cent metres. El
dissabte els parcers de les granges de la contrada hi fan cap per passar-se el
dia xerrant i comprant. Si no, el poble esta desolat, trist, com un lloc remot i aillat
de tots els altres llocs del moén. L'estacio de tren que cau més a prop és Society
City, i les linies d'autobusos Greyhound i White Bus passen per la carretera de
Forks Fall, que és a uns cinc quildmetres. Aqui els hiverns sén curts i esquerps,
i els estius, blancs de tanta claror i de la calda abrusadora que hi fa.

Si passes pel carrer major una tarda d'agost, no hi ha absolutament res a fer.
L'edifici més gros, que és al bell mig del poble, esta tot tancat amb taulons i tan
vinclat cap a la dreta que diries que s'ha d'esfondrar en qualsevol moment. Es
una casa molt antiga. Té un aspecte curids, esquerdat, que desconcerta forca,
fins que t'adones que al seu dia, ja fa temps, algu va pintar la banda dreta de la
porxada i un tram de paret també... perd ho van deixar a mitges i és per aixd que
una part esta més fosca i ronyosa que l'altra. L'edifici sembla del tot abandonat.
Ara bé, a la planta de dalt hi ha una finestra sense segellar; de vegades, a mitja
tarda, al pic de la calor, una ma obre lentament el portico i un rostre contempla
el poble. Es una cara com aquelles tan desdibuixades i esgarrifoses dels somnis:
asexuada i blanca, amb uns ulls grisos i guenyos, tan torts i cap endins que
sembla que es dediquin una mirada llarga i secreta, plena de dolor. La cara ronda
per la finestra una horeta, si fa no fa; després es tornen a ajuntar els porticons i
el més normal és que a aquelles hores ja no quedi ni una anima pel carrer major.
Aquestes tardes d'agost... Quan plegues del torn, no tens res, pero res a fer; tant
per tant, sempre pots baixar a la carretera de Forks Falls a escoltar els presos
engrillonats.

La veritat és que fa temps en aquest poble hi va haver un café. | com aquesta
casa vella i barrada no se'n trobaven en quildmetres a la rodona. Tenia taules
amb estovalles i tovallons de paper, cintes de coloraines penjades dels
ventiladors eléctrics, molta concurréncia els dissabtes a la nit. La mestressa del
local era la senyoreta Amelia Evans. Pero el motiu principal del renom i l'alegria
d'aquell lloc va ser un geperut que la gent coneixia com «el cosi Lymon». | en la
historia d'aquell café encara hi va tenir un paper una altra persona: I'exhome de
la senyoreta Amelia, un personatge espantds que va tornar al poble després
d'una llarga temporada engarjolat, va fer molt de mal i va reprendre el seu cami.
Fa molt que va tancar, el café, pero la gent encara se'n recorda.

(Carson McCullers. La balada del cafe trist. Trad.: Yannick Garcia. Barcelona:
L’Altra Editorial, 2016)
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Versio6 original

THE BALLAD OF THE SAD CAFE

The town itself is dreary; not much is there except the cotton mill, the two-room
houses where the workers live, a few peach trees, a church with two colored
windows, and a miserable main street only a hundred yards long. On Saturdays
the tenants from the near-by farms come in for a day of talk and trade. Otherwise
the town is lonesome, sad, and like a place that is far off and estranged from all
other places in the world. The nearest train stop is Society City, and the
Greyhound and White Bus Lines use the Forks Falls Road which is three miles
away. The winters here are short and raw, the summers white with glare and fiery
hot.

If you walk along the main street on an August afternoon there is nothing
whatsoever to do. The largest building, in the very center of the town, is boarded
up completely and leans so far to the right that it seems bound to collapse at any
minute. The house is very old. There is about it a curious, cracked look that is
very puzzling until you suddenly realize that at one time, and long ago, the right
side of the front porch had been painted, and part of the wall — but the painting
was left unfinished and one portion of the house is darker and dingier than the
other. The building looks completely deserted. Nevertheless, on the second floor
there is one window which is not boarded; sometimes in the late afternoon when
the heat is at its worst a hand will slowly open the shutter and a face will look
down on the town. It is a face like the terrible dim faces known in dreams —
sexless and white, with two gray crossed eyes which are turned inward so sharply
that they seem to be exchanging with each other one long and secret gaze of
grief. The face lingers at the window for an hour or so, then the shutters are dosed
once more, and as likely as not there will not be another soul to be seen along
the main street. These August afternoons — when your shift is finished there is
absolutely nothing to do; you might as well walk down to the Forks Falls Road
and listen to the chain gang.

However, here in this very town there was once a café. And this old boarded-up
house was unlike any other place for many miles around. There were tables with
cloths and paper napkins, colored streamers from the electric fans, great
gatherings on Saturday nights. The owner of the place was Miss Amelia Evans.
But the person most responsible for the success and gaiety of the place was a
hunchback called Cousin Lymon. One other person had a part in the story of this
café — he was the former husband of Miss Amelia, a terrible character who
returned to the town after a long term in the penitentiary, caused ruin, and then
went on his way again. The café has long since been closed, but it is still
remembered.

(Carson McCullers. The ballad of the sad cafe. Boston: Houghton Mifflin, 1951)
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En Jester no va contestar de moment. | quan va parlar la seva veu va esclatar
de tensi6 i d'adolescéncia:

—Per comencar, nego la justicia de la supremacia blanca.

El repte era tan clar com si li haguessin posat al davant una pistola carregada,
damunt la taula. Pero el jutge no el pogué acceptar; tenia la gola seca i adolorida
i es va empassar la saliva amb dificultat.

—Sé que aix0 t'escandalitza, avi. Pero t'ho havia de dir. Si no, hauries donat per
descompte que soc tal com era abans.

—Donat per descomptat —va corregir el jutge; no per descompte. Quina casta
d'extremistes radicals frequentes darrerament?

—Cap. Aquest estiu he estat molt... En Jester anava a dir «he estat molt sol»,
perd no va tenir coratge de pronunciar aquella veritat en veu alta.

—Bé, jo només dic que aquesta xerrameca de mescla racial i mules de color rosa
al quadre és vertaderament... anormal.

En Jester va rebre la paraula com una potada a I'entrecuix i es va posar vermell.
El mal va fer que s'hi tornés:

—Tota la vida t'he estimat... Fins i tot t'adorava, avi. Pensava que eres I'hnome més
savi i més bo del mén. Escoltava tot el que deies com si fos un evangeli.
Guardava tot el que es publicava sobre tu. El meu album de retalls sobre tu va
comencar tan bon punt vaig comencar a llegir. Jo trobava que havies de ser...
president.

El jutge va ignorar el temps verbal i I'escalfor de I'orgull li va correr per les venes.
Com un mirall, va projectar els seus sentiments cap al net, el bell i prometedor
fill del seu bell i malaguanyat fill. L'amor i la memoria li van deixar el cor obert i
indefens.

—Quan vaig sentir alld de quan aquell negre de Cuba feia un discurs al Parlament
jo vaig estar tan orgullés de tu. Quan els altres congressistes es van aixecar tu
et vas tirar enrere al seient, vas posar els peus damunt la taula i vas encendre
un cigar. Ho vaig trobar fantastic. Estava tan orgullés de tu. Pero ara ho veig
diferent. Va ser groller i de mala educacié. M'avergonyeixo de tu quan ho
recordo. Quan ara penso com t'adorava...

En Jester no va poder acabar, perqué el dolor del jutge era evident. El brag

esguerrat se li estirava i la ma se li arronsava erta i li feia espasmes mentre el
colze se li flexionava sense control. La commocié que li havien provocat les
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paraules d'en Jester interactuava amb el seu trastorn i van comencar-li a brollar
llagrimes de dolor emocional i fisic alhora. Es va mocar i al cap d'una estona de
silenci va dir:

—El fiblé d'una serp €s menys punxant que tenir un fill ingrat.

Perd a en Jester el va afectar que el seu avi fos tan vulnerable.

—Perd avi, tu sempre has dit el que tha semblat. | jo t'he escoltat i t'he cregut.
Pero ara que jo tinc unes quantes opinions propies no ho toleres i et poses a citar
la Biblia. Aixd no és just, perqué automaticament em fas culpable.

—No és la Biblia. Es Shakespeare.

—I tanmateix no soc el teu fill. Soc el teu net i el fill de mon pare.

El ventilador girava en la tarda irrespirable i el sol brillava damunt la taula del
menjador amb la plata de pollastre trinxat i la mantega fosa dins el seu platet. En

Jester es va posar el got fred del te gelat a la galta abans de parlar.

—De vegades em demano si no comencgo a sospitar per qué mon pare... va fer el
que va fer.

(Carson McCullers. Rellotge sense busques. Trad.: Marta Ferré i Antoni
Picornell. Pollencga: El Salobre,2008. Cap. 2)
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Versio6 original

CLOCK WITHOUT HANDS

Jester did not answer for a moment. And when he spoke his voice broke with
tension and adolescence. ‘For one thing, | question the justice of white
supremacy.’

The challenge was plain as a loaded pistol flung across the table. But the Judge
could not accept it; his throat was dry and aching and he swallowed feebly.

‘I know it’s a shock to you, Grandfather. But | had to tell you, otherwise you would
have taken it for granite | was like | used to be.’

‘Take it for granted,” the Judge corrected. ‘Not granite. What kind of wild-eyed
radicals have you been consorting with?’

‘Nobody. This summer I've been very—’ Jester was going to say /'ve been very
lonely, but he could not bring himself to admit this truth aloud.

‘Well, all | say is, this talk about mixed races and pink mules in the picture are
certainly—abnormal.’

The word struck Jester like a blow in the groin and he flushed violently. The pain
made him strike back: ‘All my life | have loved you—I even worshipped you,
Grandfather. | thought you were the wisest, kindest man on earth. | listened to
everything you said like gospel truth. | saved everything in print about you. My
scrapbook on you was started as soon as | began to read. | always thought you
ought to be—President.’

The Judge ignored the past tense and there was the warmth of self-pride in his
veins. A mirrorlike projection reflected his own feelings for his grandson—the fair,
unfolding child of his fair doomed son. Love and memory left his heart open and
unaware.

‘That time | heard about when that Negro from Cuba was making a talk in the
House | was so proud of you. When the other congressmen stood up you sat
back farther in your chair, propped your feet up and lighted a cigar. | thought it
was wonderful. | was so proud of you. But now | see it differently. It was rude and
bad manners. | am ashamed for you when | remember it. When | think back how
| used to worship you—’

Jester could not finish, for the distress of the old Judge was obvious. His crippled
arm tightened and his hand curled hard and spastic while the elbow joint crooked
uncontrollably. The shock of Jester’s words interacted with his disorder so that
tears of emotional and physical hurt started. He blew his nose and said after some
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moments of silence: ‘Far sharper than a serpent’s tooth it is to have a thankless
child.’

But Jester resented the fact that his grandfather was so vulnerable. ‘But
Grandfather, you've talked all you want to always. And | have listened and
believed. But now that | have a few opinions of my own, you won’t stand for it and
start quoting the Bible. That isn’t fair because it automatically puts a person in the
wrong.’

‘It’s not the Bible—Shakespeare.’

‘Anyway I’'m not your child. I’'m your grandson and my father’s child.’

The fan turned in the breathless afternoon and the sun shone on the dining table
with the platter of carved chicken and the butter melted in the butter dish. Jester
held the cool tea glass to his cheek and fondled it before he spoke.

‘Sometimes | wonder if I'm not beginning to suspect why my father—did what he
did.’

(Carson McCullers. Clock without hands. Boston: Houghton Mifflin, 1961. Ch. 2)
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