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Prologue

Raphael is a sensitive man. He cries at concerts, he cries at films,
but especially he cries at poetry. The great wrtings of his continent
make him weep: Ernesto Cardinal Pablo Nemda, Ednardo
Galeano, Otta Bene Castillos. He wonld like to be able to write like
that, but he can't write any more.

Some say there is nothing that doesn’t move him. Others langh at
him, machas don’t cry. Some say he'’s crazy. Crazy for love and grief
for his rﬂmﬂamhdm, gone ja hace muchas anor, MANY FEears now,
who died in pain, screaming ont in the dackness of a mountain
camp, while he held his hand over her month, foghtened that her
screams wonld attract enemy fire. You can see the scars on his
hands where she bit him, almost to the bone, while the tears ran
silently down his cheeks. Thats when the tears began, and they
haven't s.topp-ed since.

Raphael 15 a man lost in a world of words and nightmares. The
nightmares come less frequently now, but still they come — always
the same, pitch black, the blackness only revolntionaries hiding in
the mountains know Helicopters whirr overhead and in the dis-
tance, gunfire. In the glow of candlelight, sweat drips into his eves
and mixes con Jar lagrimaar, the salt smarts. Thepa.u.l b-egms.mlus
hand; so nabearable he bites his own tongne to keep from
out. But the ceaseless screaming is not his. He wakes bathed in
perspuation, his hair soaked, bedclothes clinging to him like a
straitjacket; he wakes before the silence that followed the screams,
before the slap and the small weak cry of a newhorn There will be
no more sleep.

Rising, he goes ont to hizs small balcony, lights a hand-rolled
cigarette and inhales taking the smoke deep into his Inngs. He
keeps a supply already rolled; his hands shake too mmch to roll
them at might Sometimes they shake too omch to light one. He
stands on his balcony in the qmascent city. No one ventuges out

3



