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That‘s when Cèlia started the most marvelous session of folklore I’ve ever heard in my 

life. Not just because of what she said, but how she said it; it wasn’t just the words she 

was using, it was her tone of voice and her eyes; a dark, drowsy voice that went straight 

to the deepest cells of the brain and set off sparks, and those eyes as black as coal, 

fixed on me the whole time but without looking at me, brilliant and warm eyes, full of an 

ancient wisdom, the likes of which I’d only seen a few times on my Aunt Antònia‘s face, 

in her eyes or in her expression. 

“The first time I saw Júlia, I didn‘t know it was Júlia. It was a tall girl, dark-haired, about 

25 years old. She was wearing a reddish dress and walking down a street that got 

narrower and narrower as she walked along. Every once in a while she would look 

back, and every time she did that, she would hurry up, until she finally started to run. 

Then, the same night but I’m not sure if it was in the same dream, I saw her face, just 

her face and her hands. She was putting on a black lace veil, like the ones women used 

to wear to Mass. She was happy, but suddenly, someone grabbed her veil oil” and she 

burst into tears. That was the end of the dream, or at least that’s all I can remember. But 

that whole day I had that girl with me,” she paused for a long while, and then she went 

                                                        

1In Blue Roses for a Dead...Lady? New Orleans: University Press of theSouth, 1998.Chapter 4:25-26- 



on: “Then, after I’d forgotten about her, maybe about two weeks later, I saw her again, 

with the same veil and the same happy face; that‘s when I noticed that she had green 

eyes and very white, perfect teeth, A vague form of a girl was beside her, saying: ‘Julia, 

pay a little attention to him. Come on Júlia. And she answered, laughing: ‘No, no, I don’t 

like him.‘ They were in the middle of the street, and there were some tall, narrow houses 

and Julia raised up her head to see the sun. Then a man came up to them, and Julia 

seemed to like him, but the other shadowy girl liked him too. The dream started to fade 

little by little, I mean, I could still see Júlia’s smiling face but it was getting blurry, like 

when you wipe glass off with a soapy cloth…and the other girl was crying.” 

She stopped to drink a little water. I felt Mrs. Cros passing something to me under the 

table. A photograph. A girl—l assumed it was Júlia—dark-haired, wearing a wine-

colored dress and a lace veil. I looked at Mrs. Cros. The woman shook her head, 

trembling. Then Cèlia went on: 

“The following night I dreamed about her again. There was a beach with great big pine 

trees. Behind the pines, a good way behind, there were houses, hotels, bars, but I 

couldn’t read the names. It was late afternoon, the sky was reddish, huge waves, real 

hot. Suddenly a girl came out of the water; she had on a bathing suit and a swimming 

cap. She started to walk on the sand, with the waves breaking right at her feet. I could 

see her from the front, from the back, from the sides, from above…The setting sun was 

changing the color of her bathing suit; first it looked green, then lilac, then skin-colored. 

When she took her swimming cap off I recognized her: it was Júlia. Her hair was 

long…and here I’m not sure whether it was in this dream or whether I was just 

remembering how she was in the other dream; in any case she was wearing the lace 

veil…but not the whole time…She was crying, calling for her mother, she kept saying 

‘mom, come, please come, mom…” 

Mrs. Cros shook like a leaf, and her convulsion made the chair she was sitting on groan. 

Cèlia stopped talking I put my hand on Mrs. Cros‘s arm to cairn her down. Cèlia went 

sshhh very softly and then continued: 



“…she was crying silently and her tears fell on the sand and turned into shells, she was 

leaving a trail of shells behind her and it was very pretty, really pretty, but then a man 

came up to her…from or away he looked very tall, but when he got close to her he was 

shorter than she was, and he gave her a good, hard slap and disappeared. Then Júlia 

went back into the water and she disappeared too. But I saw her again right away, this 

time in a room, on a bed, naked, alone, but then with a man, not the same one, another 

man, who was making love with her, they were making love and he kept saying Júlia, 

Júlia, and she was very happy and outside at the beach, the waves were washing away 

all the shells she had cried. The sea was full of them, everything my eyes could see was 

full of shells, her tears had multiplied, but now there were little ones, medium ones, and 

big ones, the whole sea full of shells, and I could see that for a long time, or at least it 

seemed like a long time, just shells and them making love, until I woke up nervous, 

uneasy…” 


