I’m back, back here again, before you, above you[footnoteRef:1], talking to you and of course I know that you can never again talk back, never again listen as you once did, as we once did for each other, but I know this to be true and yet I still forget it. Is this because I want to? Because I cannot bear the reality that you are not here and all I am speaking to is a cold impassive slab of stone? It’s hard to recognise that you are gone, even now, even with practice the idea that you are gone, that you are a part of the past and not the present. I’m here to talk to you now because I still can’t give up on the idea of telling you about my troubles, even when you are my trouble, for you to listen and not judge as we have always done for each other, but I can no longer do for you. [1:  The use of the terms before and above here are orientational metaphors as describe in the book Metaphors we live that express some superiority to the subject (as up and in front are considered good whereas behind and below are bad) in this case however they are also literal statements as the intradiegetic narrator Luisa is above her buried sister and before her grave. These are to express a potentially subconscious belief from Luisa that she is in some way superior to her now dead sister (the naratee). by’(George Lakoff and Mark Jhonson, Metaphors we Live By (University of Chicago Press, 2003) pp14-15)] 

Oh, my poor sister, poor Marta[footnoteRef:2].  [2:  The use of the word poor is one of pity rather than sympathy, thus reinforcing the above point through further indirect presentation charaterisation as described by Shlomith Rimmon-Kenan in the book Narrative Fiction. The use of the term ‘Poor Marta’ is also a reference to a repeated term in the English translation of the novel Tomorrow in the Battle Think on Me as ‘Poor (noun)’ was an often-used phrase in the novel. This is also the reason for the similar stream of consciousness style of writing, intended to be understood by the implied reader whom is, in this case, someone who has read that book. Shlomith Rimmon-Kenan, Narrative Fiction, Second edn (Taylor and Francis E-Library: 2005) pp63-65. 
Javier Marías and Margaret Jull Costa, Tomorrow in the Battle Think on Me : A Novel (2013), in CiNII Research of NDL <https://cir.nii.ac.jp/crid/1130282272092831744>
(Peter Mitchell, subjectivity 1, unpublished lecture, 2026)] 

You left a complicated churning wake after you left on your final voyage, even you will be surprised how turbulent those waters were and how many boats were rocked by it. And your son Eugenio, the poor boy. It looks like he may lose both parents soon should Eduardo not get himself together. 
When Eugenio looks into his memories for his parents will he be greeted with a hazy humanoid shape with only hair colour remaining like my memory of our own mother lying beside you, or will his mind’s eye focus on myself and another who raised him, perhaps Victor, the man who was there at the start of it all, the first swept along in your current, the man whose arms you died in, curled up and sinking into him for comfort, knowing, in those last moments, what is to come[footnoteRef:3]. He pretends you didn’t, to spare me, to ease my pain, it can’t be eased though. You’re gone. I still can’t believe it, I still think of you as here. I made to call and tell you before I came here, forgetting that I’ll never be answered again.  [3:  This moment of focalisation shows us indirectly that Victor has had more contact with Luisa than in the books timeframe as the aspect of dying in his arms was glossed over when discussed in the novel. It also shows that their relationship is still motivated by the story catalyst, as described in ‘narrative fiction’, of Marta’s death while also showing Luisa’s capacity for empathy for both Marta and Victor. Rimmon-Kenan, Narrative Fiction, p17] 

You died. It happened and caused a mess. People knew you weren’t alone, that a man was with you. Victor took the information for Eduardo in his panic having seen the life leave you, the poor man, he left the boy behind, alone, but still, poor man. 
It was a mess and I ended up being called over to the house by Eduardo’s office. And there you were. Still. It looked like you were just sleeping on one hand and to be the most unnatural stillness on the other. These contradictory visions existed at the same time. I’ll never forget. Your face will not be lost to me like mothers, but your laugh might. I remember the walk up the stairs as my vision blurred and stomach churned in anticipation for the gore that must accompany a death like that, so sudden, so wrong, and yet you were just still. I don’t know if that was more horrifying than the sticky red walls I feared. The Idea you could just … stop one day. Any day. A day you made plans that you assumed you could hide away. 
I took the boy to Guillermo’s to stay so I could tell father. I’m glad you didn’t see the pain that caused him. You wouldn’t be able to rest peacefully if you had. His eyes dimmed as he listened, he couldn’t stand after he heard, he seems empty now, somehow. Like the stories of his you listened to were a part of his soul he entrusted to you, and that died with you. 
After I took the boy back from Guillermo, I took him to your place. To Eduardo’s place? It’s what we agreed, Father and me. And I looked after him there, I had to stay in your room, yet I couldn’t sleep, not lying where I had just seen your corpse. But I had to be there for your son, I’m going to have to start thinking of him like my own son, I’m taking him in you see. It’s been decided. I don’t know how much ‘the father’[footnoteRef:4] will do. Just making that decision has changed me, I feel like I’ve become an adult, now I’m responsible for a child I can no longer be one, though I also feel like I’m still a mere girl at the same time, one who is not ready for this. Is that how you felt two years ago, when you were my age?[footnoteRef:5] It would be hard to do it alone though, Eduardo might come around, but since his talk with Victor, he’s been working away a lot. I’ll probably get a live-in maid to help, at least at the start.[footnoteRef:6]  [4:  The sudden refusal to speak the name is to display a sense of hostility and disapproval towards these specific actions by the character of Eduardo, where preciously he was referred to by name , here he is merely “the father”]  [5: Luisa’s reaction to the boy being left alone is one of both disapproval and understanding of Victor’s situation, unlike Eduardo’s at the end of the novel which was more accusatory. These reactions stem from compassion, something that both sisters were shown to have in the novel. The intent was to display the differences in cultural norms of gender at the time in Spanish society, where women were often seen as the caregivers in the family, and thus are expected to take on the role of carers; in the book we see this as Marta spends time looking after her father when she was alive as recounted by Luisa who is in turn is expected to look after Marta’s child after her death.]  [6:  This option demonstrates Luisa’s high class, in the novel we are shown her wealth through ‘endowments’ as described by Daniel O’Hara, endowments such as the branded clothes she purchased as Victor was stalking her.  
Frank Lentriccia and Thomas McLaughlin, eds., Critical Terms for Literary Study, Second edn (University of Chicago Press, 1995) p417] 

I saw the shape of Victor looking at me that night I stayed in your place with Eugenio, from outside just standing there outside his taxi. That was the first time I saw him, I think. Though we would be introduced to each other about a month later. You left quite the mark on him, he found a way to work for Father, through a friend or something, I don’t know. There was a lunch, before we knew anything much about what happened, Father and Eduardo, Victor and I were there. I was trying to chase an answer out of Eduardo about his plans for Eugenio, and he was as non-committal and evasive as ever. His mind wondering who could have been with you, I assume, all the while ignoring Victor who was right there and the one he was looking for. 
After the lunch Victor followed me back to pick up the boy, and waited for me outside after having worked up the courage to come clean to me[footnoteRef:7], but not to your husband, which is understandable. As I was hearing the story from him and listening to the tape he took, I stayed longer than I should have, I admit to enjoying his attention, even if I should have been more defensive. I keep making excuses to talk to him, is this because I am the copycat after all? Was I wrong? Did you not choose those I had a thing for intentionally in the past? Do we just have similar taste? Or did you only tell me about him and not Vincente because you knew I’d like him, like old times? You wouldn’t mind if something happened between us, right? After all you had both Edwardo and Vincente, asking for me to keep away from a third would be too much, right? Even for you. [7:  This is the result of the lie Victor told in the novel where it is described to the reader that He had stalked Luisa for an unclear reason, however decided to pretend it was to reveal himself when he got caught, this leads to an unreliable narrator in this rendition. 
Marías and Costa 2013. p231.
Mitchell, subjectivity 1.] 

After Victor finished his writing job, I told your husband about him, I felt that I owed him that at the time, though now I’m not so sure with all I know. I asked Victor to call me after they had their conversation, which he did. 
Victor, stupidly[footnoteRef:8], decided to meet Eduardo at night. And received a disgusting tale. He’d been having an affair. For a whole year. A year of the snaking and lies. A dishonest man[footnoteRef:9]. And a foolish one. He got the other woman pregnant, and I’m sorry to be telling you this, since it’s bound to be painful, and it gets unpleasant, but I need you to understand why I’m not pushing for Eduardo’s involvement with Eugeino. And he found out about the pregnancy, he coerced the other woman, Eva, to have an abortion. She didn’t want to but his insistence was so that she felt the need to concoct a ridiculous deception just to escape him, and when he found out his rage was such that she was left devastated, you should have heard the pleading on the answering machine that was so desperate, when did she make that call, for I’m sure it was her now, it must be, it can’t have been you. She must have wanted to convince him about the baby, clutching her phone and trying to muster up the courage to speak the secret so she can keep her baby and love[footnoteRef:10], but ultimately unable to utter anything other than pathetic pleas. [8:  This is an example of Direct definition characterisation of Victor as one to make stupid decisions, though this is seen through the unreliable narrator of Luisa.
Rimmon-Kenan, Narrative Fiction. pp62-63]  [9:  Here I explore the idea of hypocrisy as Luisa listened to her sisters plan to have an affair with Victor without judgement yet will judge her sister’s husband harshly for carrying out the same deed.]  [10:  Luisa’s perspective on these events is framed very differently to how it was in the book. Luisa has more empathy for Eva’s situation; this is because the issue of pregnancy is something that she can more easily relate to due to sharing the biological sex and gender Identity with Eva and being exposed to similar norms and values. She also has a greater appreciation for the value of an infant and motherhood as she had described above having to come to terms with the idea of becoming a mother figure herself.] 

After a dinner with the poor unfortunate, a dinner that would have happened as I was changing my clothes to sleep, or rather, lie awake in the bed you died in. He got drunk and revealed his soul. He made to murder the woman[footnoteRef:11] of his affair as a means to kill the baby. A man of violence only interrupted by happenstance, but one who got his wish by a balance of happenstance. She died and he left her. Now alone with no children or lovers, when the day before he thought himself to have a two pair, a losing hand, but in his attempt to play with those lives as card in his hand, he went bust.  [11:  Luisa has a strong reaction here, that does not align with the way that Eduardo attempted to play it down because she would have, throughout her life, had to deal with the fear of a violent man causing her harm. This is a theme in the original novel especially with the repeated motif of “piano key fingers”. As a result of hearing this story of Eduardo, all of Eduardo’s misdeeds would be amplified and worsened, thus Luisa no longer trusts him with caring for a child. Marías and Costa 2013.p 304] 

While blood is not directly staining his hands, there was murder in his heart, it’s not a heart I’d trust with your son, if he wants to be a part of your son’s life then he will need to prove he’s worth it. That’s what I came here to tell you my dear Marta. I’ll come back and give you updates on how your son will grow and how my life with him pans out. Goodbye, for now. I will not let him forget you[footnoteRef:12]. [12:  Throughout the novel the idea of death and the mark you leave afterwards is explored along with the idea of being remembered and forgotten. The line is a fitting closing statement one would make at a graveside while also being a bookend to the theme of death and legacy.] 
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