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A blue sky waned overhead and on a small patio in the back of a small house a small party lounged, drinking champagne on each other's laps. The blossoms on the trees were in bloom and the purple light spotted the chirping crickets. Sandre Papeles, the master chef, sat on the highest chair, a pure white skeleton. He saw his companions and he watched them with little vigor and he sat and he waited. Pablo Perded reclined across from Sandre and he too watched and he watched the two women sitting at his sides, Maria del Bosque and Nina de Reus. And these too watched all and they spoke to no one except the party. "And so my banker said that all the gold in the world would not ensure my success," said Maria and Nina expressed her dismay and the two men looked and saw their place. And they then too expressed dismay. A flamenco guitarist sat in a shadow, a sombrero on his head. He plucked a steady rhythm and he watched the sun set and he waited. And the birds ahead saw that night was near and they alighted on thin branches and waited. And the party waited. Pablo explained that his woman had requested him home by this time. Maria said that he should stay and Nina implored his remaining. Sandre watched and he took a sip of his wine. He said that they would meet here tomorrow. He said it was up to him. Pablo took his hat in hand. Maria took his arm. Pablo looked into her eyes questioningly and he waited. Maria waited for him to speak. Nina waited to see what would happen. Sandre looked to the guitarist and the guitarist was looking at the birds in the trees and his last G# hung in the air waiting. And the air was vibrating and it was quivering, waiting to be broken. Pablo and Sandre looked at each other and Nina and Maria looked at each other. And Pablo looked at Nina and Nina's eyes shone. Pablo sat down again saying he had reconsidered. The birds flew from the trees to a new home, the sky was painted black again and the stars beat down on the ground. Sandre watched and he saw as he sat. Pablo chatted with the two women and Maria put her arm on his arm. And Nina took a sip of wine and Nina put her arm on Pablo's arm. And the guitarist packed up his guitar and nodded to Sandre, bidding him a good night. Sandre watched him leave in his worn boots and his coat of leather that was too small. He was headed east. Sandre's eyes drooped and he had a bite of a crustless sandwich. Pablo's eyes were dull but excited and he reclined. He said perhaps he should go now, in a lazy voice. His eyes turned east. Nina said that perhaps he could come to her house. Maria implored that he come to her house and Nina also. Nina looked at Maria and Pablo looked at them both. Nina agreed. They bid goodnight to Sandre and thanked him for the food. They turned down the cobbled road westward. Sandre was alone at his table and he still watched into the night. Finally as the bells rang atop the tower he left the table. He walked into his house and he went to his kitchen and he looked out his window. He watched the birds feeding on the leftover bread crumbs and cheese. He watched and then he waited. He left and prepared for bed and he sat down at his large mattress and he laid down. He waited and soon he heard shouts in both ears  and with this his eyes closed and, until morning, he waited.
