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PRAISE FOR THE NOVELS OF CARLOS RUIZ ZAFÓN

The Shadow of the Wind

‘Shadow is the real deal, a novel full of cheesy splendour and creaking trapdoors, a novel where even the subplots have subplots … one gorgeous read’

Stephen King

‘The Shadow of the Wind is a triumph of the storyteller’s art. I couldn’t put it down. Enchanting, hilarious and heartbreaking, this book will change your life. An instant classic’

Daily Telegraph

‘Carlos Ruiz Zafón’s complex thriller, The Shadow of the Wind, has proved a runaway, word-of-mouth success across Europe. In Zafón’s native Barcelona, you are the odd one out if you haven’t read it’

The Times

‘Irresistibly readable. Walk down any street in Zafón’s Barcelona and you’ll glimpse the shades of the past and the secrets of the present’

Guardian

‘Tremendously enjoyable … the book’s 400 pages whip past with incredible speed’

Sunday Telegraph

‘This is highly-sophisticated, fun reading that keeps you gripped and tests the brain cells all at the same time. What more could you ask for?’

Scotsman

‘One of those rare novels that combine brilliant plotting with sublime writing … word of mouth alone is sure to make it a bestseller’

James Daunt, Sunday Times

‘Everything about The Shadow of the Wind is smooth. The language purrs along, while the plot twists and unravels with a languid grace …  Zafón’s novel is atmospheric, beguiling and thoroughly readable’

Observer

‘Set in the author’s native Barcelona in the years after the Spanish Civil War, this gripping novel has the feel of a gothic ghost story, complete with crumbling, ivy-covered mansions, gargoyles and dank prison cells …’

Daily Mail

‘A stunning thriller about the discovery of a forgotten book, which leads to a hunt for an elusive author. I loved it so much that I bought six copies for my friends’

Sunday Express

‘The Shadow of the Wind is a novel that is prompting superlatives and winning fans. It is likely to become one of those word-of-mouth recommendations that grows into a worldwide hit’

Independent

‘I couldn’t put it down but I didn’t want to rush it as every sentence is beautifully crafted and every character unique’

Evening Standard

‘The translation by Lucia Graves is excellent, mixing formality with poetry, so the rambling prose occasionally sparkles with lovely phrases … The twists of the story, which folds in on itself again and again like complicated origami, eventually reveal a simple shape. Love and deception are at the heart of the literary mystery – aren’t they always?’

Scotland on Sunday

‘Anyone who enjoys novels that are scary, erotic, touching, tragic and thrilling should rush right out to the nearest bookstore and pick up The Shadow of the Wind’

Washington Post

The Angel’s Game

‘The gothic landscape of the Cemetery of Forgotten Books – the winding streets of Barcelona’s old quarter – haunt a novel about books and writing and secrets. Wonderful’

Kate Mosse

‘Bold, serious and shocking. His treatment of Spain’s tortured history in the 20th century is as significant as his literary skill. These are things that belong not just to one city, but to the world’

The Times

‘The prose is intelligent but unpretentious, and the author is clear in his intentions to provide a rollicking, fun read … the novel’s themes address the power of narrative, and many sharp lines pertain to storytelling … hugely enjoyable’

Daily Telegraph

‘If the previous book celebrated the ecstasies of reading then this one – no less in love with literature, and no less crammed with archetypal plots – explores the agonies of writing. Zafón thrillingly tiptoes along the fine line between paranormal events and psychological delusion … One virtuoso hyper-Gothic scene snaps at the heels of another’

Independent

‘The Angel’s Game draws with relish on all the conventions beloved of Wilkie Collins, Dickens and even the penny dreadfuls … then weaves them into something entirely original and surprisingly moving that hold the reader’s expectations until the final twist’

Observer

‘A delicious blend of literary thriller and romance. Zafón is a master of the atmospheric … its faith in the power of fiction is endearing, and addictive’

Financial Times

‘Starts off as an intelligent literary thriller, but morphs into action-packed adventure with a hefty body count’

Daily Express

‘The Cemetery of Forgotten Books – “a colossal labyrinth of bridges, passages and shelves” – is a wonderful creation’

Sunday Telegraph

‘Carlos Ruiz Zafón has followed up his masterly debut, The Shadow of the Wind, with a work of no less brilliance … it has wit, style, great sex and a hugely entertaining plot’

Mail on Sunday

‘His narrative style embraces relentless pace and fantastical and magical diversions … [Zafón] takes us into sinful corners, indulging fantasies that are erotic, magical or violent’

Guardian

The Prisoner of Heaven

‘Zafón combines sincere engagement with genre tradition with clever touches of the literary post-modern … This is explicitly, and joyously, a book about books, about what can be learned from them and what is lost when they are lost’

Guardian

‘Zafón’s characters and dialogue are as lively and full-blooded as ever’

Observer

‘The story has heart, menace, torture, kindness, cruelty, sacrifice, and a deep devotion to what makes humans tick’

New York Journal of Books

‘This wonderfully atmospheric, historical mystery is an adventure story of the highest class – fast paced and stylishly written’

Good Book Guide

‘Atmospheric, descriptive and totally compelling. His words draw such solid pictures in the head of the reader that the sounds, sights and smells of underground Barcelona jump from the page’

newbooks

The Labyrinth of the Spirits

‘Zafón is a master storyteller, combining the postmodern and the traditional in an enchanting hymn to literature … Magnificent: a dizzying tale of drama, intrigue and passion’

Mail on Sunday

‘A colossal, genre-crossing achievement … it is to be hoped that Zafón’s next books deal as seriously and enjoyably with the present and future of Barcelona’

Guardian

‘Moving and engaging. This is a novel to lose oneself in, and it promotes the sort of reading experience we remember from childhood – of complete absorption into a fantasy world’

Irish Times

‘Sprawling, seductive and hugely atmospheric’

Sunday Express

‘Rich, ambitious storytelling’

Sunday Times

‘Neither too geeky nor too highbrow, Zafón’s genre-mashing novels provide a high-definition, alternative account of Spain’s turbulent 20th-century history, with added Hollywood blockbuster thrills. I was hooked’

Daily Mail

‘This is a suspenseful story of loss, betrayal and redemption’

Independent
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Soon afterwards, like figures made of mist, father and son disappear into the crowd of the Ramblas, their steps lost forever in the shadow of the wind.

The Shadow of the Wind


BLANCA AND THE
DEPARTURE

(from the imagined memoirs of one david martín)

Translated by Lucia Graves

1

I’ve always envied the ease with which some people are able to forget – people for whom the past is only a set of last season’s clothes or a pair of old shoes that can simply be condemned to the back of a cupboard to ensure they’re unable to retrace lost footsteps. I had the misfortune of remembering everything, and that everything in turn, remembered me. I recall my early childhood days of cold and loneliness, of dead moments spent gazing at greyness; and the dark mirror that haunted my father’s eyes. Yet I can barely bring back the memory of a single friend. I can conjure up the faces of children in the Ribera neighbourhood with whom I sometimes played or quarrelled in the street, but none I would wish to rescue from that land of indifference. None except Blanca’s.

Blanca was about two years older than me. I met her one day in April outside my front door. She was walking hand in hand with a maid who had come to collect some books from a small antiquarian bookshop, opposite the building site for the concert hall. By a quirk of fate the bookshop didn’t open until twelve o’clock that day and the maid had arrived at eleven thirty, leaving a half-hour gap during which, unbeknown to me, my fate was about to be sealed. Had it been up to me, I would never have dared exchange a single word with her. Her clothes, her smell and her elegant bearing spoke of a wealthy girl cosseted by silks and velvet; she clearly didn’t belong to my world, and even less did I belong to hers. We were separated by only a few metres of street and miles of invisible laws. I merely gazed at her, the way one admires objects that have been consigned to a glass cabinet or to the display window of one of those shops that may look open, but you know you’ll never enter. I’ve often thought that, were it not for my father’s firm strictures regarding my personal cleanliness, Blanca would never have noticed me. My father was of the opinion that he’d seen enough filth during the war to fill nine lives and although we were as poor as church mice, he had taught me, from a very early age, to become used to the freezing water that ran – when it felt like it – from the tap above the sink, and to those soap bars that smelled of bleach and scraped everything off you, even your regrets. That is how, when I’d just turned eight, yours truly, David Martín, a clean nonentity and a future candidate for third-rate author, managed to gather enough composure not to look away when that well-to-do doll set her eyes on me and smiled timidly. My father had always told me that in life one should pay people back in kind. He was referring to slaps in the face and other such offences, but I decided to follow his teachings and return that smile – and while I was at it, throw in a small nod. She was the one who walked over, slowly and, looking me up and down, held out her hand, a gesture nobody had ever made to me, and said:

‘My name is Blanca.’

Blanca held out her hand the way young ladies do in drawing-room comedy, palm down and with the detachment of a Parisian damsel. I didn’t realise that what was expected of me was to lean forward and brush her hand with my lips, and after a while Blanca removed her hand and raised an eyebrow.

‘I’m David.’

‘Are you always so bad-mannered?’

I was working on a rhetorical way out that would compensate for my uncouth plebeian background, rescuing my image with a display of ingenuity and wit, when the maid walked over, a look of alarm on her face, and stared at me the way one stares at a rabid dog let loose on the street. She was a young, severe-looking woman with deep, dark eyes that held no sympathy for me. Grabbing Blanca by the arm, she pulled her out of reach.

‘Who are you speaking to, Miss Blanca? You know your father doesn’t like you to talk to strangers.’

‘He’s not a stranger, Antonia. This is my friend David. My father knows him.’

I froze while the maid studied me out of the corner of her eye.

‘David what?’

‘David Martín, madam. At your service.’

‘Nobody is at Antonia’s service, David. She’s the one who serves us. Isn’t that right, Antonia?’

It was just an instant, an expression nobody would have noticed but me – for I was watching her closely. Antonia darted a brief, dark glance at Blanca, a look that was poisoned with hatred and turned my blood to ice, before she concealed it with a smile of resignation and a shake of the head, playing down the matter.

‘Kids,’ she muttered under her breath as she turned to walk back to the bookshop, which was now opening its doors.

Blanca then made as if to sit down on the front doorstep. Even a yokel like me knew that the dress she wore could not come into contact with the base materials covered in soot with which my home was built. I took off my patched-up jacket and spread it over the step like a doormat. Blanca sat on my best garment, gazing at the street and the people walking by. From the bookshop door, Antonia didn’t take her eyes off us, and I pretended not to notice.

‘Do you live here?’ Blanca asked.

I nodded, pointing at the adjacent building.

‘Do you?’

Blanca looked at me as if that were the stupidest question she’d heard in her short life.

‘Of course not.’

‘Don’t you like the neighbourhood?’

‘It smells bad, it’s dark and cold and the people are ugly and noisy.’

It had never occurred to me to size up the world I knew in such a way, but I found no solid arguments with which to contradict her.

‘So why do you come here?’

‘My father has a house near the Born Market. Antonia brings me here to visit him almost every day.’

‘And where do you live?’

‘In Sarriá, with my mother.’

Even a poor wretch like me had heard of Sarriá, but I’d never actually been there. I imagined it as a sort of citadel made up of large mansions and lime-tree avenues, luxurious carriages and leafy gardens, a world inhabited by people like that girl, only taller. Hers was a perfumed, luminous world, no doubt, a world of fresh breezes and good-looking, quiet citizens.

‘So how come your father lives here and not with you and your mother?’

Blanca shrugged and looked away. The subject seemed to make her uncomfortable so I decided not to insist.

‘It’s just for a while,’ she added. ‘He’ll come back home soon.’

‘Of course,’ I said, without quite knowing what we were talking about, but adopting that commiserating tone of those already born defeated, experts at recommending resignation.

‘The Ribera isn’t that bad, you’ll see. You’ll get used to it.’

‘I don’t want to get used to it. I don’t like this neighbourhood, nor the house my father has bought. I don’t have any friends here.’

I gulped.

‘I can be your friend, if you like.’

‘And who are you?’

‘David Martín.’

‘You’ve already said that.’

‘I suppose I’m also someone who doesn’t have any friends.’

Blanca turned her head to look at me with a mixture of curiosity and hesitation.

‘I don’t like playing hide-and-seek, or ball games,’ she warned me.

‘Neither do I.’

Blanca smiled and held out her hand again. This time I did my utmost to brush it with my lips.

‘Do you like stories?’ she asked.

‘That’s what I like best in the whole world.’

‘I know a few stories that very few people have heard,’ she said. ‘My father writes them for me.’

‘I also write stories. Well, I invent them and learn them by heart.’

Blanca frowned.

‘Let’s see. Tell me one.’

‘Now?’

She nodded, defiantly.

‘I hope it’s not about little princesses,’ she threatened. ‘I hate little princesses.’

‘Well, it does have one princess … but she’s a very bad one.’

Blanca’s face lit up.

‘How bad?’

2

That morning Blanca became my first reader, my first audience. I told her, as best I could, my story about princesses and sorcerers, maledictions and poisoned kisses in a universe of spells and living palaces that slithered along a misty wilderness like infernal beasts. When the narrative came to an end and the heroine had sunk into the frozen waters of a black lake holding a cursed rose in her hands, Blanca set the course of my life forever: moved with emotion, she shed a tear and, casting aside any high-flown airs, murmured that she thought my story was beautiful. I would have given my life for that moment never to disappear. Antonia’s shadow stretching over our feet brought me back to the humdrum reality.

‘We’re going now, Miss Blanca. Your father doesn’t like us to be late for lunch.’

The maid snatched her away and led her down the street, but I held Blanca’s gaze until her figure vanished and I saw her waving at me. I picked up my jacket and put it on again, feeling Blanca’s warmth and aroma over me. Then I smiled to myself and, although it was just for a few seconds, I became aware that for the first time in my life I was happy, and that after tasting that poison my existence would never be the same again.

That night, while we were having our dinner of soup and bread, my father looked at me severely.

‘You seem different,’ he said. ‘Has something happened?’

‘No, Father.’

I went to bed early, fleeing from his irritable mood. I lay down on my bed in the dark, thinking about Blanca, about the stories I wanted to invent for her, and I realised that I didn’t know where she lived or when, if ever, I was going to see her again.

I spent several days searching for Blanca. After lunch, as soon as my father fell asleep or closed his bedroom door, succumbing to his personal oblivion, I would go out and head for the lower part of the neighbourhood, where I’d walk through the dark, narrow side streets surrounding Paseo del Borne in the hope of finding Blanca or her sinister maid. I managed to memorise every hidden corner and every shadow of that labyrinth of streets whose walls seemed to lean against one another and blend into a network of tunnels. The ancient lanes of the medieval guilds formed a web of corridors that commenced at the basilica of Santa María del Mar and then intertwined to form a knot of incomprehensible passages, arches and curves where the sun barely penetrated more than a few minutes a day. Gargoyles and relief sculptures marked the crossings where old, ruined palaces met buildings that grew, one on top of the other, like rocks forming a cliff edge of windows and towers. In the evening I would return home exhausted just as my father was waking up.

On the sixth day, when I was beginning to think that I’d dreamed that encounter, I walked up Calle de los Mirallers towards the side entry of Santa María del Mar. A thick mist had dropped over the city and was creeping through the streets like a silvery veil. The church door was open and there I saw two figures, both dressed in white – a woman and a girl – silhouetted against the arched entrance. A second later the mist had wrapped them in an embrace. I ran to the door and stepped inside the basilica. The draught dragged the mist into the building and a ghostly mantle of vapour, glowing in the candlelight, floated over the pews in the nave. I spied Antonia, the maid, kneeling by one of the confessionals, her expression contrite and pleading. I was sure that harpy’s confession had the colouring and consistency of tar. Blanca was sitting in one of the pews, waiting, her legs dangling, staring absently at the altar. I walked over to the end of the pew and she turned her head. When she saw me her face lit up and she smiled, making me instantly forget the endless days of misery I’d spent trying to find her. I sat down next to her.

‘What are you doing here?’ she asked.

‘I was coming to mass,’ I improvised.

‘It’s not the time for mass,’ she laughed.

I didn’t want to lie to her, so I just lowered my eyes. There was no need to say anything.

‘I’ve also missed you,’ she said. ‘I thought you might have forgotten me.’

I shook my head. The hazy atmosphere and the muffled whispers emboldened me and I blurted out a declaration I’d devised for one of my tales about magic and heroism.

‘I would never be able to forget you,’ I said.

Those were words that would have sounded empty and ridiculous, except when spoken by an eight-year-old boy who probably didn’t know what he was saying, but felt it. Blanca looked into my eyes with a strange sadness that did not belong to a child’s gaze, and she pressed my hand firmly.

‘Promise you’ll never forget me.’

Antonia, the maid, now apparently free of sin and ready to re-offend, was observing us with hostility from the end of the pew.

‘Miss Blanca?’

Blanca kept her eyes fixed on mine.

‘Promise.’

‘I promise.’

Once again the maid took away my only friend. I saw them walk down the nave and disappear through the back door that led to Paseo del Borne. But this time a touch of malice suffused my melancholy. Something told me that the maid was a woman with a fragile conscience who regularly visited the confessional to purge her faults. The church bells struck four o’clock and the germ of a plan began to form in my mind.

From that day on, every afternoon at a quarter to four I would go to Santa María del Mar and sit in one of the pews near the confessionals. I only had to wait two days before they reappeared. I waited for the maid to kneel down in front of the confessional and then stepped over to where Blanca was standing.

‘Every other day at four,’ she whispered.

Without wasting a second I grabbed her hand and took her on a tour of the basilica. I’d prepared a story for her that took place precisely there, among the columns and chapels of the church, with a final duel between an evil spirit made of ashes and blood, and a heroic knight, fought in the crypt beneath the altar. It would become the first episode of a series of finely detailed adventures, terrors and romances that I invented for Blanca, titled The Cathedral Ghosts and which, with my immense vanity as a novice author, seemed to me near perfection. I finished recounting the first episode just in time for us to get back to the confessional and meet up with the maid, who didn’t see me this time because I hid behind a pillar. For a couple of weeks Blanca and I met there every other day. We shared our kids’ stories and dreams, while the maid tortured the parish priest with exhaustive accounts of her sins.

At the end of the second week the confessor, a priest who looked liked a retired boxer, noticed my presence and quickly put two and two together. I was about to slip away when he beckoned me to approach the confessional. His pugilistic appearance convinced me and I hastened to obey. I knelt down, trembling in the knowledge that my ruse had been discovered.

‘Hail Mary, full of grace,’ I murmured through the latticed opening.

‘Do I look like a nun to you, you little rascal?’

‘I’m sorry, Father. I wasn’t sure what I was meant to say.’

‘Don’t they teach you this at school?’

‘The teacher is an atheist and says you priests are an instrument of the capitalist system.’

‘And what’s he an instrument of?’

‘He didn’t say. I think he considers himself a free agent.’

The priest laughed.

‘Where did you learn to speak like that? In school?’

‘Reading.’

‘Reading what?’

‘Whatever I can.’

‘And do you read the word of the Lord?’

‘Does the Lord write?’

‘Keep acting like a smart aleck and you’ll end up burning in hell.’

I gulped.

‘Do I have to tell you my sins now?’ I whispered anxiously.

‘There’s no need. They’re stamped on your forehead. What’s this business that’s going on with the maid and the girl almost every day?’

‘What business?’

‘Let me remind you that this is a confessional and if you lie to a priest Our Lord may well strike you down with a deadly bolt on your way out,’ the confessor threatened.

‘Are you sure?’

‘If I were you I wouldn’t risk it. Come on, spit it out.’

‘Where do I begin?’

‘Skip the playing with yourself and the swear words and tell me what it is you do every day in my parish at four o’clock in the afternoon.’

The kneeling, the darkness and the smell of wax have something about them that invite one to unburden one’s conscience. I even confessed my first sneeze. The priest listened in silence, clearing his throat every time I stopped. At the end of my confession, when I supposed he was going to send me straight to hell, I heard him chuckling.

‘Aren’t you going to give me a penance?’

‘What’s your name, kid?’

‘David Martín, sir.’

‘It’s “father”, not “sir”. One would say “sir” to your father, and “Lord” to the Most High. But I’m not your father, I’m a father, in this case, Father Sebastián.’

‘Forgive me, Father Sebastián.’

‘Just “father” will be fine.
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