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DOMINGO VILLAR
Water-blue Eyes
            
Translated from the Spanish by Martin Schifino
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To Beatriz, my love, whose eyes bring me closer to the sea.
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Dark
            

The line of lights on the coast, the glimmer of the city, the white spray where the waves broke… It made no difference that it was dark and the rain was lashing against the windows. Whoever was visiting his flat for the first time invariably mentioned the view, as if compelled.
         
Luis Reigosa picked a CD from the shelf, put it on the hi-fi and poured the drinks into wide glasses, the rims of which he’d previously rubbed with lemon peel. He couldn’t have known they’d be the last he’d ever pour.
         
They listened to the roar of the wind as they went into the bedroom with their arms around each other. From the living room, Billie Holliday reached out to them with ‘The man I love’:
         
Some day he’ll come along
                  
The man I love
                  
And he’ll be big and strong
                  
The man I love
                  






    

  
    
      
         
Tuning
            

‘City police three, Leo nil.’
Leo Caldas put down his uncomfortable headphones, lit up a cigarette and looked out of the window.
         
Some children were chasing pigeons in the garden, under the attentive gazes both of their mothers, who were chatting in a circle, and of the birds waiting for them to get close before taking flight.
         
He put his headphones back on when a call came in – a woman wanting to lodge a complaint against the pub beneath her house. The noise, she said, sometimes kept her up until dawn. She complained about the shouting, the music, the beeps of the horns, the parallel parking, the drunken singing, the brawls, the walls sprayed with urine, and the broken glass strewn on the pavement – which constituted a hazard for her child.
         
Caldas let her get it off her chest, knowing he’d be unable to offer anything but comforting words. That kind of thing was not within the competence of his department, but of the city police.
         
‘I’ll send a memo to the city police asking them to gauge the decibels and to make sure closing times are being observed,’ he said, writing the address of the pub in his notebook.
         
He wrote underneath: ‘City police four, Leo nil.’
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The theme tune of the show played out until Rebeca placed another sign scribbled with black letters against the glass. Leo Caldas took a quick drag on his cigarette and balanced it on the edge of the ashtray.
         
‘Good afternoon, Angel,’ Santiago Losada, the presenter, greeted the listener who was waiting on the other end of the line.
         
‘Let us welcome pain if it is cause for repentance,’ the man said, enunciating each word clearly.
         
‘Sorry?’ the presenter replied, as surprised as Caldas at the strange statement.
         
‘Let us welcome pain if it is cause for repentance,’ the man repeated, in the same slow voice as before.
         
‘Excuse me, Angel. You’re live on Patrol  on  the  Air,’ Losada reminded him. ‘Do you have any questions for Inspector Caldas?’
         
The man hung up, leaving the presenter without a reply and cursing under his breath.
         
‘People love to hear themselves on the radio,’ apologised Losada, as the ads came on.
         
Leo Caldas smiled and thought that Losada deserved to be cut down to size every now and again.
         
‘Some more than others,’ he muttered.
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On another call, an elderly man living on the outskirts of the city complained that, at a set of traffic lights near his house, the green light didn’t stay on long enough for him to walk across the road.
         
Leo took down the location of the traffic lights in his notebook. He would let the city police know.
         
‘Five-nil, without counting the crazy guy’s call.’
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The inspector’s mobile phone was on silent, but on the table its screen lit up, warning him that he had some missed calls.
         
He saw there were three, all from his subordinate Estévez, and decided not to respond to them. He was tired and didn’t want to drag out the day more than strictly necessary. They’d meet later at the police station, or, with a little luck, the following morning.
         
He took a long drag to finish his cigarette, stubbed it out into an ashtray and popped his headphones back on to listen to Eva, who told him that certain supernatural apparitions, indeed abominable spectres, unfailingly visited her house every night.
         
Leo wondered whether Losada should contemplate creating a segment called Madness  on  the  Air  to accommodate all the visionaries who phoned in so often. When the presenter underlined the name and number of the woman in his diary, he thought Losada just might.
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A few calls later, programme number 108 of Patrol  on  the  Air came to an end. Leo Caldas read the final score in his black-covered notebook: ‘City police nine, crazies two, Leo nil.’
         



    

  
    
      
         
Ambiguity
            

The inspector walked into the police station and proceeded down the aisle between two rows of desks. He had often felt, striding between the lined-up computers, that he was in a newsroom rather than in a police station.
         
Estévez stood up when he saw him appear, and lugged his six-foot-five bulk right behind him.
         
Caldas opened the frosted-glass door of his office and took a look at the papers stacked on his table. He prided himself on being able to locate anything among the apparent chaos of jottings and documents, though he knew this to be only a half-truth. He slumped into his black leather chair, exhausted after a long day’s work, and sighed; he barely knew where to begin.
         
Rafael Estévez burst in, adding to his worries.
‘Inspector, Superintendent Soto called. He wants us to go to this address,’ he said, waving a piece of paper. ‘Some officers are already there.’
         
‘Between you and the superintendent I can barely sit down for a minute. Do we know what happened at all?’
         
‘No. I told him you were at the radio station with that Patrol  on  the  Air idiot, and I offered to come over myself, but he wanted me to wait for you.’
         
‘Let me see.’
Caldas read the address, crumpled the piece of paper and left it on the desk.
         
‘Shit,’ he muttered, closing his eyes and leaning back in his chair.
         
‘Are we not going, chief?’
Leo Caldas clicked his tongue.
‘Give me a minute, will you?’
‘Of course,’ replied Estévez, who was still a bit unfamiliar with his superior’s manners.
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Rafael Estévez had only been in Galicia for a few months. A rumour at the station had it that his transfer had been a punishment administered in his native Zaragoza. The officer had accepted his job in the town of Vigo without any visible displeasure, but he was finding it difficult to adjust to some things here. One was the unpredictable, ever-changing nature of the weather; another the steepness of the streets. The third was ambiguity. To Rafael Estévez’s stern Aragonese mind, things were this way or that, got done or didn’t, so it was only with considerable effort that he managed to decipher the ambiguous expressions of his new fellow citizens.
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He had first come into contact with the local ways three days after arriving, when Superintendent Soto asked him to take a statement from a teenager who had been caught selling marijuana to his schoolmates.
         
‘Name?’ Estévez had asked, trying to do it as quickly as possible.
         
‘My name?’ asked the boy.
‘Yes, lad, I wouldn’t be asking for mine, would I?’
‘You wouldn’t,’ the young dealer conceded.
‘So tell me your name.’
‘Francisco.’
Officer Estévez typed the boy’s name.
‘Francisco. And then?’
‘And then nothing.’
‘Haven’t you got a surname?’
‘Oh, Martín Fabeiro, Franciso Martín Fabeiro.’
Rafael Estévez, sitting in front of his computer, entered the surname and moved the cursor to the next blank on the statement form.
         
‘Address.’
‘My address?’
Rafael Estévez looked up. ‘Do you think I’d be asking for mine? You don’t think this is a game of charades, do you?’
         
‘No, sir.’
‘Well then, tell me your address.’
Estévez paused, waiting for the boy’s answer, but the question seemed to have thrown him into deep thought.
         
‘Would that be where I normally live?’ he said eventually.
‘Do you actually sell the pot or smoke it? Of course that would be where you normally live. We need to be able to contact you.’
         
‘The thing is, it depends.’
‘How do you mean, it depends? You must have a house like everyone else. Unless you live in the streets, like a cat.’
         
‘No, no sir. I live with my parents.’
‘Tell me your address, then,’ roared Estévez.
‘My parents’ address?’
‘Look, matey, let’s be clear – I’m the one who asks the questions here. Do you understand?’
         
‘Yes, sir.’
‘Well, now you understand, you’re going to tell me where the fuck you and your family live, do you understand me?’ he warned him, visibly put out.
         
The boy gazed at him, apparently without comprehending why this enormous police officer was getting so worked up.
         
‘I said, do you understand me?’ pressed Estévez.
‘Yes, sir,’ the boy mumbled.
‘Well, let’s get this over with. I haven’t got all morning. Now, where the fuck do you live? And please tell me the address where you normally  live, not that of the brothel where you father drops by on pay day.’
         
After another pause, the boy dared to say:
‘Do you want the address in town or in the village?’
‘Now…’ said Estévez, struggling to control himself.
‘You see,’ the boy hastened to add, ‘we’re here in the city from Monday to Friday, but at weekends we load the car and go to our village. I can give you either address.’
         
The boy finished the explanation and awaited new instructions. Estévez looked at him without even blinking.
         
‘Sir?’
The officer pushed the computer aside and lifted the boy half a metre clean off the floor by the lapels. He then grabbed his regulation gun and pointed it at the horrified kid’s mouth.
         
‘Do you see this gun? Do you see it, you pathetic clown?’
The boy, his feet hanging in the air and the barrel barely a centimetre from his mouth, nodded in alarm.
         
‘If you don’t fucking tell me where you live I’ll knock out all your teeth with it and shove them one by one up your arse. Is that clear?’
         
The superintendent, who was observing from behind a two-way mirror how the newcomer deported himself during interrogations, walked in at that moment and stopped him carrying out his threat. However, he couldn’t prevent the episode from triggering all sorts of conjectures about Estévez’s fiery personality at the station, or gossip from spreading on the subject of why he had been transferred to Vigo.
         
To keep the impetuous officer under close surveillance, Soto had entrusted him to Inspector Leo Caldas. And yet Estévez, in spite of the inspector’s calm influence, had remained in a constant state of alert. There was something inside him that brushed against the Galician people’s inability to call a spade a spade. He saw this attitude as bordering on a compulsion, and refused to believe it might be a mere local trait.
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Leo Caldas read the address on the piece of paper again: Duplex 17/18, North Wing, Toralla Towers.
         
‘Let’s go over before it gets dark,’ he said, standing up. ‘You’re going to enjoy the ride.’
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