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PREFACE


Everyone is aware that Spain suffered a civil war during the 1930’s. Few outside Spain, however, know how brutal and devastating that war was. For many years before the war broke out, there was chaos and violence throughout the country, and none worse than in Barcelona. There could be no greater contrast from the popular tourist destination we know today.


The Vilaro family and all that happens to it are pure fiction, but their exploits are set against the reality of life during those difficult years which lead up to the civil war, and coping with the challenges of living in the city during the war.


This is a novel, and for dramatic effect I have simplified the enormously complicated history of the city. There are lots of detailed history books about the civil war and the events which preceded it, many of which I used for my research, but by inventing Jordi Vilaro and his family, I hope I have brought a human dimension to the conflicts and terrors.





Jeremy D Rowe


May 2017









[image: images]







CHAPTER ONE


The crowds had been gathering since dawn in the narrow streets surrounding the new and exotic Palau de la Musica.    Many amongst them had been working for the last four years on the building site; others were just curious to watch the arrival of the great and good of turn-of-the-century middle class Barcelona. The lanes were narrow for such a throng, because the extraordinary Moderisme building had been squeezed onto the site of a small, dilapidated and vandalised convent surrounded by slums and tenements.


One little boy, jumping up and down next to his father, was particularly excited. His father, however, was less than happy, resenting using his precious Sunday to watch a spectacle he despised. “You’ve no idea, have you,” he said to his son. “Just because it’s some sort of symbol of the rise of Catalonia, doesn’t mean the fight is over. There will be many battles to come. It’s going to get worse before it gets better, much worse, mark my words.”


“But it is wonderful, isn’t it?” the boy replied, trying to grasp his father’s hand.


“You’re getting a big lad now,” he said. “Too old to hold my hand. The time’s come for you to stop wandering the streets and start to earn your keep at the mill.”


The boy knew he was right. As the family baby, his mother had delayed the inevitable: his older brothers and sisters had all been sent to the factory when they were seven years old: he was nearly nine, and still at home. For a child so young, he was caught in a dilemma: his rather alarming father needed him to start to earn his keep, whilst his mother, smothering her youngest with love, kept him tied to her apron strings. He’d escaped his mother by wandering far and wide from the Raval slum. He’d been to the docks, down to Barceloneta; he’d wandered through l’Eixample, keeping well hidden from the wealthy merchants who would spit on an urchin in rags; he’d even been as far as the strange building called Sagrada Familia, although as a child there wasn’t much to see that made sense to him. He’d admired the shining new market hall at St Antoni, not far from his home, but not ventured inside.


But the building young Jordi had been most fascinated by, as he wandered the city, was the Palau de la Musica. It had been built quickly, using the latest construction methods, and as a young boy, he had watched it growing. It was a giant metal skeleton when he first saw it and he remembered watching the amazing glass curtain walls being hung in the tall iron frames. He was there, holding his breath with everyone else, when the huge glass dome was hoisted high into the air and fixed in the lofty ceiling.


He’d persuaded his father to come with him that day of the opening of the Palau. Although Senor Vilaro had been reluctant, his wife had said, “Go with the lad. It’s his last day of freedom. You’re taking him to the mill tomorrow. Spend some time with him.”


His father had marched ahead of him, leaning heavily on his walking stick, to the Palau, with Jordi running to keep up. Once they got there, he’d pushed to the front of the crowd, with his reluctant and resentful father following. “We’re not stopping long, boy,” he warned. “This is a waste of a good day.”


“Hey, Vilaro, what’re you doing here?”


Jordi’s father spun round, then grinned with relief. “Hey, Moles! My lad dragged me here. Didn’t expect to see you.”


Senor Moles, dressed in similar rough Sunday best like Senor Vilaro, was in a far better mood than Jordi’s father. “It’s a bit of a day for Catalonia, isn’t it? I’m waiting to see our flag unfurled on the top of this gingerbread house.”


“Hi Senor Moles,” cried Jordi. “It’s exciting isn’t it?”


“As soon as we can, let’s get out of here. I’ll buy you a beer on the way,” said Senor Vilaro.


“You’re on,” replied his friend. “Once they’re all in, and we’ve seen the flag, we’ll get away.”


“Once they’re all in, we could put a bomb in behind them.”


“Mind your talk, in front of the boy,” replied Senor Moles. “You might think it, but you shouldn’t say it. Not with anyone around who might be listening, not even the boy.”


“We live in a city of bombs,” said Vilaro.


“Sush!” said Moles. “You’ll get into much trouble when you talk like this.”


A cheering and clapping interrupted them, and Jordi turned to see the first of the guests arriving. In 1908, the middle classes of Barcelona were getting settled in their grand mansion apartments in the Eixample; but it was an even greater proof of their arrival in society to have a golden ticket for the inauguration of the Palau de la Musica. Rumours of a black market were mostly unsubstantiated, but there was considerable jealousy amongst the neighbours when they found that one in their building had secured a ticket. The procession which entered the Palau that Sunday afternoon was of unrivalled elegance – gentlemen in frock coats and ladies with their best feathers, all well-upholstered against the chill of the February morning. The self-aware grandees paraded through the working-class crowd like peacocks walking through flocks of bedraggled hens. It was hardly surprising that the working population of the city resented such displays of finery – and Jordi’s father made no secret of how much he despised the trappings of capitalist society.


“Look, Moles,” he growled, “we pay for these feathers and furbelows with the sweat of our labours.”


“I know, Vilaro, but it’s nice to see them all, isn’t. It’s still a great achievement.”


“What is? Killing ourselves so these mill owners and their friends can dress up like this?”


“No, the great Palau. It is a great achievement,” insisted Senor Moles.


“We’ll see. Who’s it for, anyway? Not us, the workers,” said Vilaro. “Not yet, anyway,” he added ominously.


The conversation of discontent was interrupted by a great cheer, as a huge flag was raised on the highest turret. A breeze caught the flag quickly and the four blood red stripes of the Catalan senyera were revealed.


“That’s what I came for,” said Senor Moles. “I love to see the flag flying. OK, now I’ve seen it, let’s go and get that beer.”


Jordi’s father turned to him. “I suppose you want to stay longer, boy. Well don’t be late. You’re nearly nine years old, and this is the end of playing around. It’s to the mill for you tomorrow.”


Jordi scowled at his father, then turned to watch the guests arriving. His father and his father’s friend vanished quickly in search of beer and what was left of their wasted Sunday.


Barcelona society processed grandly from their carriages on half-finished Via Laietana, through the narrow lane, to the doors of the Palau. There was a sudden flutter of applause as Senor Lluis Domenech i Montaner, the architect of the Palau arrived. Many in the crowd recognised him from his earlier days as a politician, and there was a generous cheer as he passed by, waving to the crowd as he progressed into his glorious building.


Slowly the guests filed into the foyer, up the stairs and into their places. Jordi could only guess at the grandeur of the interior, and he longed to creep in. With no further attractions to watch in the street, the crowd gradually melted away, leaving only a few urchins hanging around. All was quiet for a while, and Jordi imagined that there must be some speeches being made in the concert hall. Then abruptly, the organ started to play, and the hangers-on in the street could hear it clearly. Jordi thought it sounded a bit like being in church, as the great choir broke into song. The boy looked around. Some of the older kids, and a few adults, were standing to attention. Some were even joining in the hymn-like song. Jordi listened carefully and the realisation came to him that this was the great Catalan anthem, the Song of the Reapers. He sighed. If only his father had been there at this time, he would have joined in with the singing, as he knew the anthem well. Perhaps if he’d stayed and sung the song he loved, he would not have been so cross with Jordi.


It gets dark early in February, and the sun was setting when Jordi left the last stragglers of the crowd at the Palau and started for home. The familiar streets were quiet, and with the terrible threat of the factory in the morning, he wondered how long it would be, before he wandered them again.


Jordi Vilaro, born in El Raval in 1899, had two brothers and a couple of sisters, all older than him. When his father took him off to the factory, he would be the last of the siblings to go. All the others were at the mill, mostly having started a lot younger than he was. Jordi was the last at home with his Mam. She would have liked him to stay at home longer, but there had been no more babies after Jordi, so he was her perpetual baby. Senor Vilaro didn’t think much of that, and threatened him often with his belt. His mother would cry, “Don’t hit the baby!” and he’d hide behind her skirts. His father would growl, and say, “The day will come when he’ll have to……..” and he wouldn’t finish the sentence and Jordi would be left wondering.


It seemed the day had come. With visions of the fine ladies with their velvet and feathers, and the singing ringing in his ears, he slouched slowly through the darkening alleys. He came out from the dark lanes to cross the wide, tree-lined Ramblas, passing the austere Catalan church of Mare Betlem. He crept reluctantly into the darkness and smog of the Raval slum. He realised that this, perhaps, was his last evening of freedom. He lingered outside one of the bars where his father might be drinking, but couldn’t see him. A mangy dog cocked its leg against the doorpost, narrowly missing him, and he gave it kick. It turned hungrily, without enough energy to bark, and slunk away.


El Raval, at the turn of the century, had become a notorious high-rise slum. Jordi was unaware of the stink of the permanent smog as he had lived in it all his life. It was equally normal to be stepping over beggars, and avoiding the painted harlots as he wandered through the narrow alleys of his barrio. He stopped to piss in the hellish toilet at the bottom of the stairs to the family’s room, then started reluctantly and slowly to clamber up the steep and filthy steps. Jordi was skilled at avoiding touching the sides of the narrow staircase, with its blackened and slimy walls, and sticky steps, as he trudged up.


Sunday was the worst day to be at home, with all of his brothers and sisters crammed into the small room, although he was aware they were lucky not to have another family crowded in with them. Reaching the fifth floor, Jordi pushed against the half-open door, crept into the dim room, and looked around. Through the fog of cigarette smoke, he could hardly see his mother seated on the one bed, but she spotted him slinking around the door.


“Where’s your father?” she said loudly. The brothers and sisters turned pale, tired faces to look at the boy, who seemed very small in this mass of teenage siblings.


“Isn’t he here?” said Jordi.


“Not seen him all day,” said his mother, and the brothers guffawed.


“Drinking with that arse-hole Moles,” laughed one brother.


“Didn’t see him coming home,” said Jordi, “but I know he was with Senor Moles.”


“Senor?” laughed the other brother. “He’s not that posh. He’s a bit simple, is that Moles.”


“Yes,” said one of the sisters, Carla, “Softy Moley: he doesn’t know when he’s being kidded. He’s like a child.”


“Come here,” said his mother to Jordi. “Give us a cuddle.”


“Make the most of it,” said the other sister, Dolors. “Pa’s taking you to the mill tomorrow. Next time you get a cuddle, it’ll be on your death bed.”


The room settled into the smoky stillness of a Sunday evening, the brothers muttering quietly, and smoking constantly. The sisters were half asleep, and Jordi felt sleepy lying against his mother. The familiar noises of the barrio filtered constantly into the darkened room.


Suddenly through the soporific stillness came the sound of coarse singing, the uneven footsteps, and wheezing and coughing of his father, coming up the stairs.


“That’s your father,” said Mam, stating the obvious. “Drunk? I don’t know where he gets the money from to get drunk.”


Senor Vilaro seemed to have done little to earn the endearment “Pa”, although that was what the brothers and sisters called him. To their mother, he was always “your father”, as if she had no relationship with him.


“Swing the sickle, swing the sickle,” came the raucous voice of their father, panting and belching between fragments of the song. “Now is the moment – burp – swing the sickle.” He staggered into the room, and his skinny frame stood swaying in the centre. “Reap the golden corn – burp – cut free of the chains. Good old Moles, did some deal last night, and had some cash. Spent it very generous, very generous. Move over Mam, you can see I need to sit. And piss.”


Jumping up quickly, and pushing Jordi out of the way, Mam made space for her drunken husband, and quickly grabbed the chamber pot from under the bed. Pa, clumsily unbuttoned his fly and pissed loud and long into the chamber pot. “Swing the fucking sickle!” he sang loudly as he shook the final drops, and then he fell back onto the bed, his walking stick crashing loudly, his trousers undone and his feet still on the floor. Almost immediately he started to snore.


There was a moment of silence in the room. The family were resigned to their father’s behaviour, which was normal and regular, and resumed their Sunday snoozing. “One of you’s got to take the piss pot down stairs,” said Mam.


“Give us a dog,” said Carla, meaning a ten centimes coin, “and we’ll take it, and stay out to get some fresh air. We might walk down the Ramblas. Hey, Jordi, want to come? Get away from this stinking hole?


“Go on,” said his mother. “You don’t get an offer like that very often. Bring back some fried potatoes if you see them. Here’s a fat dog, I want the change back; and don’t be late. Everyone, even my baby, has to go to work in the morning.”


Once down the stairs, the chamber pot emptied and hidden to be taken up when they returned, one of the girls grabbed Jordi by the hand, and with the other sister hurrying to keep up, led the way as quickly as she could through the foetid alleyways, towards the Ramblas.


Out into the middle of the road, Jordi took up his position between Carla and Dolors. They linked arms, and marched down the paved boulevard. “D’you know that song Pa was singing?” Carla asked Jordi.


“Most of it,” replied Jordi. “I heard it this afternoon, sung properly and very grandly, at the Palau.”


“You didn’t get in there, did you?” said Dolors.


“No, of course I didn’t get in; but I heard it from outside. There’s a great organ, and a great big choir, and they sang it so loud, you could hear it in the lane outside. It was brilliant, you should have come with me.”


“It was pretty amazing that Pa went with you. He really hates those fat middle class bosses. He was only being a bit soft, because he knows what’s going to happen to you tomorrow.” Carla laughed gently. “You don’t see him soft like that very often: and tomorrow, he’ll have a hang-over as well, so be real careful what you say and do.”


“We’ll all have to be careful,” said Dolors. “Just don’t get in his way, and keep close beside him. He’ll want his mates to see he’s got a good boy, and he’ll want to show you off. And just agree with everything he says.”


“Senor Moles came to see the posh people at the Palau this afternoon,” said Jordi. “He said he wanted to see the flag, the Catalan flag, fly from the top tower.” Jordi paused. “Is Senor Moles really soft in the head?”


“Yes, he is a bit,” said one of the sisters.


“He don’t really understand what they’re talking about,” said the other. “He listens, and he joined the union like they told him, then he goes to watch the bosses, like you did, this afternoon.”


“I heard Pa say he’d like to throw a bomb into the Palau,” said Jordi.


“Christ Almighty, by Our Lady, don’t say such things!” exclaimed Dolors. “Pa will get into lots of trouble if anyone hears him say that sort of thing. And so will you if you repeat it.”


“Moles told him to be quiet,” said Jordi.


“For once, Senor Moles got something right,” laughed Carla. “Now we must turn back and get the potatoes for Mam.”


They’d reached the docks, which in the February darkness had a kind of quiet glow, the kind of stillness known only on a Sunday in that part of the city. Tomorrow all would be activity and noise, but for this one day in the week, the place was quiet.


“Busy tonight?” asked a prostitute lounging against a bale of cotton.


“Not us,” said Carla. “We’re not your kind.”


“Suit yourselves,” said the prostitute, with a friendly smile. “I bet I sleep in a better bed than you tonight.”


Back at the tenement, they retrieved the chamber pot from its hiding place. One sister held the bag of hot fried potato, the other clung to the tin pot of hot sauce, and Jordi carried the chamber. They plodded up the stairs, getting slower at each landing, and finally arrived in the grubby room they called home. Pa was now on the bed properly, with his shoes removed, and was snoring loudly. The fried potatoes and the spicy sauce were shared and then the family organised the room for sleeping, Mam on the edge of the bed beside Pa, the brothers and sisters on chairs, and Jordi on the floor.


It was still dark when the factory hooter wakened them the next morning. Pa pushed Mam out of bed, then struggled up himself. Stumbling around the dark room, he kicked various members of the family awake, then shouted to Mam, “Where’s the chamber, Mam?”


Jordi had been used to keeping well clear of the family in these early dark mornings, but this morning was different. He stood sleepily, and stretched. The floor was hard, but since he’d never slept anywhere else, he slept well most nights. This night had been different however: he’d woken several times dreaming of the dreaded walk to the mill. The time had now arrived for the nightmare to become reality. Tucking a small bread roll into his pocket, his Mam whispered, “Be a good boy. I’ll be here when you get back tonight.”


“Let’s be having you,” said his father, and then Jordi found himself clattering down the stairs close behind his father, with the rest of the brothers and sisters in close pursuit.


“Wait, Pa, wait,” he shouted as he dived into the stinking toilet at the bottom of the stairs, but Pa just marched ahead.


Jordi knew well where he was going, so he ran, dodging between the legs of other mill workers, and, just before the mill doors, caught up with his father.


Pa dragged him into the tiny office just inside the door. “Here he is,” was all he said. He poked Jordi into the room with his stick, and turned abruptly on his heel and vanished into the crowd of workers. Jordi stood and looked timidly around the dimly-lit room.


“Vilaro’s boy?” came a gruff voice from behind a tall desk. “Come round here, let’s be seeing you.” Jordi walked timidly round the tall desk, to be confronted by a strange little fat man sitting high above him on a tall stool, peering at him through pebble glasses. “Aye, you look like him, like all the Vilaro’s. Come closer, boy.” Jordi took a small step forward. “No, boy, closer.” Jordi stepped forward more boldly, and the fat dwarf leaned down and grasped him by his chin with a calloused hand. “Very pretty,” he said in his hoarse voice. “You’ll do.” The dwarf looked at Jordi through his thick lenses, his eyes magnified wetly.


Jordi stood trembling a little, staring at the strange man with his huge eyes. “Thank you, sir” he said quietly.


The dwarf burst out into cackling laughter. “Thank you sir! Thank you sir!” he laughed mocking Jordi’s innocence, then suddenly was silent and serious. “Ferrer!” he shouted suddenly, “Ferrer! Where’s that dratted man? He’d better not be late again.”


Jordi jumped as a thin bony hand clamped onto his shoulder. “I ain’t late, Senor Bertoli. You know I’m never late. Who’s this pretty boy you’ve got?”


Jordi turned to see a tall thin man, as singularly a contrast from Senor Bertoli as could be possible. Where Bertoli had rolls of fat, Senor Ferrer had filthy clothes hanging loosely; where Bertoli needed a tall stool to reach the desk, Ferrer towered over all in the room, his long face with its permanent gloomy expression, lingering like a moon, far above Jordi’s frightened visage.


“He’s a Vilaro,” said Senor Bertoli. “You can see he looks just like the rest of the family, just a bit cleaner.” Bertoli cackled again at his own joke.


“Is he to be the new trolley boy?” asked Ferrer.


“He certainly is.” replied Bertoli. “A nice replacement for that daft kid who fell under the knacker’s cart last week.”


“Died nice and quick,” sneered Ferrer. “I’ll take young Vilaro here and give him to Senor Tomas. He’ll look after him. Come on, boy.”


Ferrer walked his long-legged gait towards the door, and Jordi followed quickly, afraid that this tall man would stride away and he’d lose him.


“Have a lovely day, young Vilaro,” said the dwarf. “Come and tell me how it was before you go home.”


Ferrer led Jordi into a long narrow lane. Tall mill buildings on either side hummed loudly, and in the canyon-like yard it seemed the walls would collapse inwards with the vibrations of the machines. Narrow walkways spanned the canyon at higher levels. Although it was now dawn, little lighted filtered down to the ground. “Spinning on the left; weaving on the right. Couldn’t be simpler. You’re a trolley boy now. You start in the spinning shed, load your trolley, push it to the weaving shed. There’s one other trolley boy on the top floor called Tomas. He’ll show you what to do.” Turning to a door on his left, Ferrer said, “Come in here, boy.”


Jordi stepped forward and walked directly into a wall of noise. For a moment it took his breath away, and he stood horrified at the deafening sound of the spinning shed. Ferrer, not noticing that Jordi had stopped, was already heading up a steep staircase, his long legs taking the stone steps two at a time. Pausing at the first landing, he turned and shouted at Jordi, but with the din of the machines, Jordi heard nothing of what he said. He realised he’d better run, so quickly caught up with Senor Ferrer.


Panting behind the skinny man, Jordi reached the fourth, and top, floor of the mill. Pushing quickly through a swing door, the wall of noise hit even harder. He hesitated as the door swung together behind him. Ferrer turned and grabbed him by the wrist. Leaning close to his ear, Ferrer spoke slowly and loudly.


“You’ll work on this floor. That’s Tomas, over there. Follow him, do what he does. And God have mercy upon you.”


Abruptly, Ferrer was gone, disappearing down the stairs, the door swinging emptily behind him. Jordi remained rooted to the spot, petrified at the prospect before him. Tomas was moving along the line of spinning machines, lifting large spools of thread from the machines onto a heavy metal trolley. Another boy followed Tomas with another trolley, slipping new cones onto the machines and attaching the loose threads. Everything was done mechanically and efficiently, as if they’d done it for years – which in Tomas’s case, he had.


Jordi crept forward, as Tomas looked up, noticing him for the first time. Unexpectedly in this hellish maelstrom of noise and machines, Tomas’s face broke into a wide grin, and his bright eyes lit up. He beckoned Jordi towards him, and shouted, “Come on, boy, I’ll see you right.” Jordi was unable to hear what the older boy said, but reassured by his smile and welcome, he walked forward to the trolley.


“Tomas,” shouted Tomas, when Jordi was close enough to hear.


“Jordi,” shouted Jordi.


“Hold tight!” shouted Tomas, putting Jordi’s hands onto the end of the trolley.


Through this exchange, to Jordi’s amazement, Tomas had never stopped lifting the spools from the mechanism, nor ceased his slow progress along the ends of the clattering machines. The other boy, similarly, had continued the slow progress behind Tomas loading the new cones for the spools.


As they reached the end of the line of spinning machines, Tomas pushed the trolley through the swing door at the top of the stairs. For a moment Jordi thought the older boy was going to push the trolley down the stairs, but then saw another door, which he’d not noticed in the rush behind Senor Ferrer. Tomas used the trolley itself to push hard against this new heavier door, and suddenly Jordi found himself pushing the trolley out onto a walkway high above the lane below. After the gloom of the spinning shed, the walkway seemed bright: at this higher level the factory was actually penetrated by the sun.


As the door slammed behind them, there was a sudden pause in the deafening noise and the two boys could talk.


“I knew someone was coming this morning,” said Tomas. “I’ve been on my own for a week. The last boy to help was killed under a cart a week ago. Probably just fell asleep and rolled into the lane. Not the first time. Did you say you’re Jordi?”


Jordi nodded, but before he could reply, they had crossed the high-level walkway, and were pushing through another door into another racket of machines. This was the weaving shed, with bigger machines, more noise, and even more workers. Once more, Jordi felt the noise as if it was a physical force he had to battle through.


Tomas turned the trolley and parked it. Another boy, taller and bigger, immediately took the trolley of full spools. Tomas turned to an empty trolley, and beckoning Jordi, pushed it back out onto the aerial walkway.


“Yes, I’m Jordi. I’m new.”


“I know you’re new – it’s written all over your face. And somehow I know your face. Why do you look as if I know you?” replied Tomas.


“My pa works here, and my brothers and sisters. They say we look alike. My Pa’s called Vilaro.”


“Vilaro!” exclaimed Tomas, pausing on the walkway. “You’re one of his kids? Blimey, you’re a lucky bugger!”


Jordi stared at Tomas, unable to understand what he meant, but the older boy had resumed pushing the trolley and once more they were in the din of the spinning shed, and unable to talk.


Tomas took Jordi and the empty trolley to the far end of the buzzing machines and started collecting full spools. Jordi pushed the trolley, watching how Tomas deftly lifted the spools, and snapped the thread, leaving it hanging for the following boy to wrap around the new cone. At the end of the line, Tomas signalled for Jordi to push the trolley out onto the walkway and into the weaving shed. Suddenly Jordi was on his own, hefting the full weight of the loaded trolley across the bridge and into the weaving shed. He exchanged the loaded trolley for an empty one and returned to Tomas who was waiting at the door of the spinning shed.


The day continued its monotonous grind. Jordi learned the job quickly, and worked well with Tomas. A sudden shrill hooter sounded, bringing the machines to a shuddering halt. An odd quietness reigned in the mill.


“Come on,” said Tomas. “We’ve only got quarter of an hour.”


Jordi followed the older boy out onto the bridge, and the two sat with their legs hanging over the mill lane far below. Tomas produced a bread roll and started munching. Jordi copied him and for a while they sat in companionable silence.


“Vilaro, eh?” said Tomas after a while, as he finished the bread. “You’re one of his boys?”


“The youngest,” replied Jordi. “All my brothers and sisters work here. I’m the last.” Jordi paused, and then went on, “What did you mean, I was lucky? I don’t think I am.”


“Son of Senor Vilaro? Course you’re lucky,” said Tomas. “Got you this job, didn’t he? Didn’t have to start like most of us. I was a dust boy for two years, two bloody long years, before I got the trolley job. Lots of boys start as dust boys, and lots of them die. Crawling under the machines, breathing the thick dust, chokes some of them to death. Then some get caught up in the machines and get mangled. The ones who choke die quietly, just lay there in all the filth, and the dust floats down upon them, but the ones in the machines … you wait until it happens … makes your blood run cold.”


“You did it for two years?”


“Yes,” said Tomas. “Two years in hell. Don’t know how I survived.” He paused again, looking at the workers walking through the lane below. “Look like ants, don’t they?” Turning to Jordi, he said, “How old are you?”


“Eight,” said Jordi. “Nearly nine.”


“You are bloody lucky. I was eight when I started on the trolleys, but I was six when I came in as a dust boy. I was tiny then, good for crawling under the machines.”


“Do they stop the machines when you crawl under them?” asked Jordi.


Tomas laughed. “Christ, you’re green aren’t you? Course they don’t stop the machines. Just look when we go back in. There’s a couple of miserable little buggers under there all the time.”


“You’re older than me, aren’t you?” asked Jordi.


“Yes, much. I’m all of eleven years old.”


“So you’ve been here…”


“Five years.” Tomas completed the sentence.


“You still didn’t say why I’m lucky to be a Vilaro,” said Jordi.


“You dad’s a hero here,” said Tomas. “Got us this snack break for one thing. Got a tap put in so we could get a drink of water. Done a lot for us.”


“He never talks about it at home,” said Jordi.


“Quiet ones often do the most,” said Tomas. “Your Pa, he’s good for us all here. He, what do you call it, represents us. Makes life a little less of hell.”


The steam hooter sounded, and Tomas jumped up quickly.


“Come quick,” he said. “Get a mouthful from the tap as we go by. We have to be quick, the machines don’t wait, and if we’re not there, there’s all hell to pay.”


Jordi hurried behind the taller boy, and gulped mouthfuls of strange-tasting water from the standpipe in the corner of the spinning shed. Several other boys jostled for a chance to drink, just as the machines roared into life again. Rushing to grab the half-full trolley they’d abandoned at the beginning of the break, Jordi ducked down to peer under the nearest machine. Sure enough, just as Tomas had said, a small boy was crawling through the thick air, breathing the dust as he swept the fluff from the floor under the spinning machine. Jordi was horrified at the sight, but the tiny creature simply stared at him with dead eyes, and crawled away, sweeping as he went.


Tomas grabbed Jordi, and thrust him towards the trolley. “No time to feel sorry,” he said. “Just thank your lucky stars, that’s not you.”


The afternoon continued. Jordi began to get used to the continuous deafening noise, and quickly learned how to do the monotonous task. Little skill was needed, as the boys were no more than slaves of the machines. It had been dark when Jordi had arrived at the factory all those hours ago, and darkness was falling when he pushed the last few trolleys over the bridge. He’d reached a stage when the monotony and boredom had been replaced by a deep aching tiredness, and a strange buzzing in his ears, and he stumbled sleepily, pushing each trolley across the walkway. The cooler fresher air on the bridge wakened him each time with a jolt, and he went on pushing. Once on the bridge, he paused, and with a clearer head, said to himself, “This is my first day, and it’s killing me. Tomas says I’m lucky? Oh Mammy, where’s your baby now?” And he went on pushing.


It was quite dark before the steam hooter sounded the end of the day, and on hearing it, Jordi sank down to the floor, ready to sleep where he lay. Tomas dragged him up, and half pushed and half pulled him to the stairs. The older workers who controlled the machines, the filthy dust boys who had crawled under them, the older wiser mechanics with their oil cans and greasy rags, who kept them running, all crowded down the stairs, joined at each landing by other exhausted workers. Jordi clung to the thin iron handrail as Tomas pushed him down.


They joined the throng in the lane and shuffled towards the gate. Suddenly a voice shouted at Jordi. “Hey, Vilaro’s boy! Had a nice day, boy?” It was Senor Bertoli, standing at his office door. Jordi was shocked to see that the fat dwarf, having climbed down from his high stool, was no taller than he was himself. Senor Ferrer stood behind the dwarf, the tall skinny man’s wide belt around his thin waist, on a level with Senor Bertoli’s bald head. “How was it up on the top floor, boy? Nice to start at the top! Did you have a nice time, boy?”


Several other workers around them, laughed at this exchange, and Jordi, unable to think of a suitable reply, simply said, “Thank you, sir” which caused renewed laughter.


“He’s not as important as he thinks he is,” said Tomas. “Take no notice. Come, let’s get out of here.”


Finally they were through the gate into the teeming streets of the Raval, but Jordi thought he could walk no further. He slumped down into the gutter. Rough hands picked him up, and his father threw him over his shoulder.


“Pa!” said Jordi.


“Evening Senor Vilaro,” said Tomas.


Without a word, Senor Vilaro marched away with his son. Jordi fell into a deep sleep.


His father was a complicated and unusual man. Outwardly rough and prone to drunkenness, his inner self was compassionate and caring of others. Ever since the milk-cart had run over his foot as a teenager, leaving him with a permanent limp, he’d had these two contrasting sides to his temperament. Although he believed in being authoritarian at home, in order to maintain discipline in his family, it was not out of character that he had been waiting for his youngest son at the factory gate, aware that his first day at the mill would have exhausted him. Jordi remained asleep over his father’s shoulder, as Senor Vilaro trudged through the dark alleys of the Raval. The over-crowded tenement blocks, no better than high-rise slums, towered above them on all sides.


Tens of thousands of workers, many of them migrants from other parts of Spain, lived in the permanent smog of the vertical shanty town. Rarely would Vilaro pass a building where there had not been a recent death, as typhoid and cholera were widespread throughout the barrio. He considered himself lucky that he had reached a mature age in a barrio where the average life expectancy was around thirty years, and although their room was far too small for the family, he knew he was equally lucky to have a home for his family, which they did not have to share with others.


Stepping over the usual homeless beggars, they reached the bottom of the greasy stairs to their apartment. Jordi hardly stirred as his father hefted him up the steep stairs, his feet knocking against the grimy walls as they progressed.


“Here he is Mam,” announced Pa Vilaro as he pushed into the smoky room, and dropped Jordi onto the bed. Jordi stirred, awoken by the smell of fried potatoes.


“Your sisters bought some in on their way home from work,” said Mam. “There’s not a lot, but you must eat.”


“I can’t,” wailed Jordi. “Just let me sleep.”


“I said you must eat,” replied his mother. “It’s not a choice. We have to build you up. You’re back to the mill tomorrow, so eat, then sleep.”


Cuddled against his mother, Jordi was surprised to discover he had an appetite, and he devoured the greasy potatoes with their thin spicy sauce.


“Here you go,” said his father gruffly. “A pot of ale. But know this – I’ll not carry you to work in the morning, nor be there to bring you home. From tomorrow, you’re on your own.” Jordi’s brothers were soon crowding into the room, laughing at Jordi sipping the ale and slipping down sleepily. As happened every evening at the end of a long and exhausting day’s labour, it was not long before the candle was extinguished and the family slept.




CHAPTER TWO


At first Jordi thought he would never survive the first week, but somehow he did. Then he felt he’d die within a month, but he didn’t. That first Sunday he slept most of the day, and was frustrated that he’d wasted his only daytime escape from the factory. Several weeks passed before he became acclimatised to the drudgery. His workmate Tomas proved a loyal companion, and urged him to go with him down to the docks on a Sunday, and eventually Jordi had enough energy to arrange to meet Tomas, and together they went down the Ramblas.


At first, Jordi found it odd, after the weeks of nothing but deafening noise and pushing trolley after trolley of yarn, but once out into the fresher air of the Ramblas, he began to remember life before the mill. Each week he’d handed his few centimos wages to his father, and this day he’d been given a couple of fat dogs to spend for himself. It was a sunny spring morning, and the Ramblas was busy. Tomas joked with his friend as they dodged the crowds and avoided the pickpockets.


“Come on Senor Vilaro, my wealthy young friend. Two whole dogs burning a hole in your pocket. Let’s see how grandly we can live!”


“Ain’t you got any money Tomas?” asked Jordi.


“Only one fat dog, my weekly allowance, and I’ve got to take some chipirones back to my grandma. I get a handful for her every week. She looks forward to her treat, I can’t let her down.”


“Where do we get chipirones on a Sunday?” asked Jordi.


“At the chiringuita by the school,” replied Tomas. “Haven’t you ever been there?”


“Yes, I know where it is, but I never had any money before, so I never went in.”


The two boys hurried down the Ramblas and past the tall column of Columbus. They skirted through the docks, which were Sunday-quiet and onwards to the Barceloneta beach. Most of the bars and cafes were closed, but just one chiringuita was open, and as they approached they could hear the noise of the crowd inside, and see the clouds of steam rising from the ramshackle hut. Once inside, Jordi entered a world of food he had never dreamed of. Huge vats of paella were steaming over smouldering coals, and big flat loaves were being unloaded from a roaring oven. The place was full of ordinary working people, some in their Sunday best if they had it, but mostly in their grubby working clothes, laughing and joking as if tomorrow would never come. The air was heavy and thick with cigarette smoke and cooking smells.


Tomas led the way to a laughing cook who presided over a big frying pan, the thick fat bubbling with baby squid. “There’s the chipirones,” said Tomas. “Let’s get some with your money.”


Wide-eyed, Jordi handed him one of the ten centimos coins, and was relieved to get change thrust into his hand, as well as a big paper screw of blistering fish. “Come outside,” said Tomas, “We’ll find somewhere to sit.”


Settled on a boulder near the school, the boys nibbled the hot squid. How amazing that such a cheap ordinary snack could seem like a banquet to the two lads! At first they gobbled and burned their mouths, but then slowed down to savour the battered snacks. Between the tumble-down shacks on the beach, they glimpsed boats of all shapes and sizes, moving gently on the slight swell of the sea. It was a moment of simple pleasure for the two boys.


“Wait there, and give me some of that change,” said Tomas, and he disappeared into the chiringuita again. He was soon back with two tankards of a strange red liquid, and some more small coins for Jordi. Handing a mug to him, he said “Cheers, mate!”


“Cheers,” replied Jordi, sipping the hot liquid. “What is this stuff? It won’t make us drunk will it?”


“No, there’s no alcohol in it, it’s not like beer. I don’t know what’s in it, but it’s good, isn’t it?”


Jordi sipped some more, then looked seriously at his friend. “You know,” he said, “I don’t know how I didn’t die in those first few days in the mill. I wouldn’t have survived on my own.”


“Saved your life, didn’t I?” said Tomas, grinning. They sipped the hot liquid until it was all gone. Tomas took the tankards back into the chiringuita, then turned to Jordi.


“Let’s walk down to the fishermen’s wharf, see if we can pick up some fish, then we’ll come back here for some more chipirones to take home.”


Jordi never forgot the first day of freedom from the drudgery of the mill, and would remember for a long time the day of kindness by good, generous Tomas. Returning empty handed, but happy, from the fish wharf, they bought more baby squid, and wrapped them tightly in paper to take them home, Tomas to his grandmother, and Jordi to surprise his mother and sisters.


Clambering up the steep stairs to their room, Jordi found his father, as well as his mother and sisters, at home.


“Look,” he announced, “My turn to bring home something to eat.”


“Smells like…” said one sister.


“Can’t be…” said the other.


“Chipirones!” said his mother.


“To share,” announced Jordi, proudly. “Paid for with my own money.” The family crowded round and devoured the whole paper packet quickly. Jordi basked in the unfamiliar feeling of providing some pleasure for his family. “And what’s more,” he went on, “here’s a small dog back.”


“You keep it,” said his mother. “You’ve earned it.”


“Well done, boy,” said his father. “Now come and sit with me on the bed. We’ve got to have a serious talk. Girls, take your Mam out for a while, just go for a walk, or even better, take her to one of those bars you two hang out in.”


Blushing as if their father had revealed an embarrassing truth, the sisters gathered hats and coats and ushered Mam out. She didn’t resist as she would have normally done, so it was clear she knew why Pa wanted to be alone with Jordi.


When it was quiet, Pa turned to his son. “So … what’s it like working at the mill?”


Jordi was surprised by the start of the conversation. “Terrible, of course. But you know that, Pa. It’s horrible, much worse than I thought it would be. I thought I would die. Why are you asking me this? You know how bad it is, you’ve been there for years.”


“Yes, years: many, many long years. I hate it. I’ve always hated it. Your brothers are going to get out as soon as they can, they’ve even talked about going to sea; and your sisters will leave when they get married, if they ever do. I’ve been there now for nearly twenty years. And every day, every single day, I’ve hated it more.”


“Tomas said you are a hero in the factory.”


“Not really,” said his father. “I went to Senor Bertoli and asked some small favours. That tall supervisor Ferrer supported me. First I got the water put in on each floor. It’s only a lead stand-pipe, but there was nothing before. Then I got the short break to eat your snack. I don’t really know how I persuaded Senor Bertoli, but I told him we’d all work harder if we got a drink, and time to eat a snack. Ferrer must have put in a good word.”


“Everyone knows it was you. That’s what makes you a hero, Pa.”


“Forget that for a moment. I need to talk to you seriously. Do you know who owns the mill?”


“Why, Senor Bertoli,” said Jordi.


Vilaro laughed. “No son, of course not. He’s just a lackey, who has to keep everything going. How he got to that position, heaven knows. He’s got that tall drink of water Ferrer as his henchman, to go round and make sure everything’s working. No, neither of them own a thing, they get wages like us. Probably a bit more than me, but still not much. The workers in the factory don’t take much money home at the end of the week, do they?”


“I get just a few dogs, not even a whole peseta” said Jordi.


“And yet the place is booming. We couldn’t make more if we tried. We’re turning out miles of printed cotton. One floor, below you, even makes fine silk cloth, valuable stuff. Carts leave every day for the factories that make clothes, factories all over Barcelona and beyond. Cart after cart, filled with our sweat and labour, each load worth a fortune. And where does all the money go?”


“I don’t know,” replied Jordi, not seeing where the conversation was leading.


“To the mill owners. Thousands of pesetas a week. Thousands and thousands, week after week.”


“That’s not fair,” blurted out Jordi.


“No it’s not,” said his father. “And that’s the point.”


“So who are the people getting all the money?”


“The mill owners, the fat cats who never come down to the factory to see for themselves, who employ scum like Senor Bertoli to do their dirty work. The mill owners who can sit at home and count their duros, who can send their wives to expensive shops to buy themselves furs and grand furniture, who can give their children whole pesetas as pocket money, and send them to schools to learn to play the piano and chatter in foreign languages, who can walk leisurely down to their banks and take coffee with the bank manager, and who can parade in front of all the common folk when they go to the opening of their grand Palau de la Musica.”


Jordi gasped, and stuttered. “I didn’t know … so that’s why you didn’t want to go.”


“You’ve been around this city. You’ve seen some of the grand apartments in the Eixample … “


“It that where they live?”


“No, that’s just the shop keepers and bank clerks who work for them, and keep them happy and well-fed.” Pa stood and began to pace the room. “One day, I’ll take you up to Sant Gervasi. There you’d see the grand houses they live in, palaces built with our blood, and tears, and lives. Each time a kid dies in the mill, do we see the owner coming to help the family, go to the funeral, pay for the funeral, shed a tear? Of course not. They’re too busy hanging grand curtains, organising grand parties, practising being grand. It makes me sick.”


“So is the Palau such a bad thing, Pa?    So bad you want to blow it up?”


Senor Vilaro smiled at his son. “You remembered what I said? No, I don’t want to blow the building up, but I’d like to blow up all the fat owners. Places like the Palau should be for ordinary working people like you and me, to go and enjoy whatever they do there.”


“There was a bomb at the opera once, wasn’t there?”


“Yes there was. I can remember it. I wasn’t much older than you. It was all the fat cats, just like you saw them going into the Palau, all dressed in their jewels and finery, and the bomb was thrown from the gallery, right up the top, where middle-class people could sit. They said he was a madman who threw it, but I’m not so sure. He was just like me, tired of how unfair it all is.”


“So what do we do, Pa?”


“I don’t know yet. But the time is coming. More and more of us are getting angry. It’s time to get organised.”


“If everybody in the factory thinks the same, and everybody just stopped work, the fat cats wouldn’t get their money, and they’d have to be, like, more fair,” said Jordi.


“That’s my boy!” replied Pa. “If only it was as simple as that. But quiet now, I can hear your mother on the stairs, and this is man’s talk. I won’t frighten her with such conversations.”


“One question, quickly,” said Jordi. “Are you what they call an anarchist?”


“Perhaps I am, perhaps not, time will tell. Be quiet now, here’s your mother.”


Jordi’s understanding of his father had changed quickly, and considerably, during their conversation, and he looked forward to going on with their talks when the chance arose. For the moment, however, he was content to make small talk with his mother as she shared another paper twist of potatoes.


The relentless mind-numbing work continued, as days blurred into weeks. After the cold darkness of the winter, Jordi welcomed the longer sunny days of spring, but soon discovered that the heat of the summer was as unbearable as the chill of winter. Stripped to minimal clothing, the boys sweated the day away, as the machines, unaffected by season, temperature or weather, continued to roll.


One morning, just as he pushed through the door into the weaving shed, Jordi was greeted by a penetrating scream, loud enough to cut through the roar of the machines. Two older boys near him ducked down to look under the nearest loom, and instinctively Jordi looked under the machine at the same time. A small boy, almost naked, was caught by his hair, and was being dragged by one of the huge leather drive-bands towards the massive steam-driven drive wheels. No-one stopped the machine. No-one did anything to help, and as Jordi watched, the little boy was crushed by the turning cogs and wheels.


Abandoning his trolley, Jordi rushed outside onto the high walkway, gulping the fresh air, and collapsing to the floor. At that moment, Tomas pushed through the door from the spinning shed, and saw his friend. Jordi lay on the boards of the bridge, crying and retching. “Hey,” said Tomas, “what’s happened?”


Jordi couldn’t reply, but pointed towards the weaving shed doors.


“Oh, I can guess,” said Tomas. “You saw something. Was it a kid … killed?”


Jordi nodded.


“First time is always the worst. Go and sit by the stand pipe. I’ll cover for you for a bit.” Jordi nodded again and staggered into the spinning shed, and fell down by the tap. Tomas pushed his trolley into the weaving shed, and avoiding looking towards the fatal accident, quickly collected two empty trolleys. As he went to push them through the swing door to the bridge, Senor Ferrer arrived at the top of the weaving mill stairs, taking them three at a time with his long legs, to see what had happened. Back in the spinning shed, Tomas pushed an empty trolley towards Jordi. “Quick, get up, Ferrer’s come up. He might come over here. Don’t let him see you sitting down. Just lean on the trolley.”


Jordi moaned, but struggled to his feet and took a mouthful of water.


“And don’t chuck up on the trolley,” chuckled Tomas. “We’ll all be in trouble if you do.”


It was a lovely summer’s evening when the hooter sounded for the end of the day. The irony of working in such a hell-hole on days of beautiful weather was not lost on the workers. Jordi managed to catch up with his father as they walked home.


“Pa,” said Jordi. “I need to talk to you. You know …    without Mam. I just need to talk.”


“You know what happened in the weaving shed, son?”


“I saw it,” said Jordi. “It made me feel sick. I didn’t eat my snack. I wish I hadn’t looked.”


“We all see things we wish we didn’t see,” replied Pa. “We get tough, and eventually it doesn’t affect us. Just part of what happens in life.”


“It’s so unfair,” said Jordi.


Catching his two daughters who were walking ahead of them, Pa asked them to give a message to Mam. “Tell her not to worry, but Jordi and I will be a bit late tonight.”


“Something to do with that kid getting killed in the loom?” said one of the girls.


“It’s worse than you think. Jordi saw it happen. I’ll take him for bit of a walk.”


The daughters smiled, pleased to be seeing their father’s compassionate side.


“We’ll tell Mam,” they said.


Cutting through the back lanes of the Raval, Senor Vilaro took his son down to the docks. Despite the noise and smell, the air at the dockside was always fresher than the smog of the Raval, and the two, father and son, companionable together, sat on a huge bollard near an ocean-going tramp steamer.


“Talk to me,” said Pa.


“I don’t know what to say,” replied Jordi. “It’s just not fair.”


“Eat your snack. You’ve had nothing all day.”


Reluctantly Jordi pulled the stale bread from his pocket, but as soon as he started to nibble it, he discovered he was very hungry.


Vilaro spoke quietly and earnestly. “Ten hours a day, six days a week, and they make kids do it. There’s talk of unions and such, but nothing comes of it. Every time we try to do something, the big bosses find a way to beat us down. There’s a thing for workers called The Federation. I don’t know if it will do any good, but lot of the older men are talking about joining. I could throw a bomb, if I knew where to get one, but what good would it do? That man who threw the Liceu bomb, he killed twenty of the fat cats, but life for the gentry goes on the same. They called him a murderer, and he was executed, garrotted I expect. If we protest, they send in soldiers to shoot us, and they’re not called murderers. Workers? It doesn’t matter if a few of us die, there’s plenty more where we came from. As for a little kid, killed by a machine, it’s no odds.”


Father and son sat for a moment, looking at the murky water between them and the steamer.


“Pa,” said Jordi after a while, “we should find out about this federation. It won’t work if no-one joins, but if lots and lots of us do, especially people like you Pa, who really care about the workers, we need to join and … do something. How do we find out more?”


Senor Vilaro fished in his pocket and brought out a crumpled sheet of paper. Smoothing it on his thigh, he spoke, “I think this is all about it, Jordi, but I can’t read it. That’s part of the trouble: none of us can even read.”


“I think Tomas knows some reading. He said his grandmother picked out his letters, and he can write his name.”


Pa smiled. “We need a lot more than writing our names,” he said. “We need proper reading, all the words, and knowing what they say, what they add up to.”


“Perhaps Tomas’s grandmother can read,” suggested Jordi. “Let’s take this paper to her and see if she can.”


They sat a while longer, then Vilaro took his son to a dockside bar where they ate tiny fried fishes and drank a pot of beer.


It was twilight when they walked home, and on the way Vilaro told his son that things would change. One day, they would change. One day things would be better. All they had to do was work out how to do it.


When Jordi asked Tomas about his grandmother, Tomas was unsure how well the old lady could actually read. She’d been in service to a wealthy family many years ago and had picked up the rudiments from the butler, but wasn’t very skilled with “the reading”. Tomas reported back that she didn’t think she could cope with reading the federation flyer, but she’d made a very helpful suggestion. She’d told Tomas, “Up on the Ramblas, further up from the market, is a music shop. Its many years since I was there, but I remember the young man who worked there. He was very clever, knowledgeable about many things, and he could read. What’s more, he was, how do you say it, sympathetic to working people, some even called him an anarchist. If this paper is what I think it is, he’ll read it to you, and what’s more, I guess, he’ll know more about it than you expect. I’m sure he will remember me.” And the old lady had chuckled at the memory.


Delighted by this unexpected information, Senor Vilaro gave Tomas a couple of coins, “to buy your grandmother some extra chipirones next Sunday!”


A few days later, as soon as they were released from the mill, Senor Vilaro together with both Jordi and Tomas, went to look for the music shop. They found it, as described, just up the road from the Boqueria market. They entered the dark, dusty shop and Senor Vilaro hesitated. This was very unfamiliar territory for him, but Tomas stepped forward and spoke boldly to the middle-aged man at the counter. “Are you Senor Bonaventura?”


The man paused for a moment, and then replied in a quiet voice, “Perhaps I am. Who wants to know?”


“My grandmother wants to be remembered to you,” said Tomas. “She’s Senora Tomas i Abello. I am her grandson, also called Tomas.”


“Senora Tomas,” said the man, his eyes lighting up. “Senora Adabelle Tomas. It’s a long time since I heard that name. How is your grandmother? Still as beautiful as ever, I’ll wager.”


“Still alive, but getting older now,” replied Tomas, smiling.


“And you have grown into a very handsome young grandson for her,” said Bonaventura. “Please tell me who your companions are.”


“This is Senor Vilaro, and his son Jordi. They are very good friends of mine. We all work together in the same factory in the Raval.”


Leaning forward with his calloused worker’s hand outstretched, Vilaro shook Bonaventura’s smoother hand firmly. “It’s good to meet, Senor Bonaventure. We are seeking someone to read a paper to us, as none of us can read. Tomas’s grandmother thought you would be the right person to read it to us, and to talk about its contents.” Fishing in his pocket, Vilaro handed the folded page to Bonaventura. The older man glanced at it quickly, then rapidly re-folded it.


“Come into the back room, gentlemen,” he said. “We need to talk in private.”


Calling to his shop boy to mind the shop and not let anyone into the parlour, Bonaventura led them through to an even smaller and darker room. Just like the shop, the walls were filled with shelves of music manuscript. Dust motes hung in the air, reminding Jordi of the atmosphere at the factory. Judging by the layers of dust, many of the papers had not been touched for years, and an odd dry smell of old paper, almost like an ancient library, filled the room. Although it was early evening, still warm and sunny outside, little light filtered into the parlour. “Please be seated,” said Bonaventura, “although that means for the boys, you must be seated on the floor.”
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