

[image: Feedbooks]

At a Loss for Words

Máximo Sáez





Published: 2008

Tag(s): "short story" fantasy "love story"




The Legal Stuff


At
a Loss for Words by Máximo Sáez is licensed under a Creative
Commons Attribution-Noncommercial-No Derivative Works 3.0 Unported
License.













At a Loss for
Words

 

“It’s not that I am usually at a loss for words,” he said. “But
today I can’t find any.”

The poor man entered and exited all the rooms, wringing his
hands, looking intently upon the floor, walking with a contagious
nervousness. He slid under the beds and crouched under the tables;
he opened all the doors and drawers. The man was small and badly
dressed; he looked like a professor who had been unemployed for
several years. “Nothing,” he complained. “I don’t know what to
say.” I tried to console him, but he was so focused on his useless
search that he didn’t pay any attention to me at all.

“What do you need?” I asked him.

“Words,” the man answered. “Just words. How silly is that? But
it’s the only thing I need.”

“Maybe I can help you,” I said. “I have plenty of words. And I
don’t know what to do with them. I have no one to talk to.”

The man looked at me angrily, as if I had insulted him, and then
disappeared behind a curtain. He didn’t find anything there either,
as he resurfaced with an even darker mood just seconds later. I
noticed the beginning of a sinister madness in his eyes. He was
mumbling, with increasing annoyance, “I can spare a word or two. I
have plenty of them. What is this lady thinking? How dare she speak
that way to me!” I liked him even more. The more vulnerable and
desperate he became, the more I liked him. Go figure.

“But it’s true”, I insisted. “I have too many words. Really.”
The man tried to continue his fruitless search, as if he didn’t
hear me. “I don’t know what to do with them. I hardly talk, you
know. They can be yours, if you want them.”

The man became even angrier, and ran out of the room, shouting
something incomprehensible. It must be true, then, I thought. He
must be running out of words. I followed him, fascinated. The poor
man didn’t give up and continued his almost professional search,
methodical and hysterical, but I could tell that he was less intent
each passing minute. I couldn’t take it any longer. I wanted to
help him. I decided to give him a present. I tried to think of a
big word, a big fatty word, and I left it on a slice of bread. The
word that came to my mind was hemorrhage. Well, not the most
elegant of words, but I was so excited at this key moment of my
life that I didn’t want to waste more time thinking of a better
one. Hemorrhage will do, I told myself. I humbly offered the slice
of bread to the quickly decaying poor man. The man looked at the
slice, unable to believe his own eyes. Then, all of a sudden, he
devoured the bread.

“Hemorrhage!” the man exclaimed, his voice audible and clear
again. “Why in the world would I want to talk about
hemorrhages?”

But I had already begun to empty myself. I was leaving words for
him everywhere. Pachyderm. Ultraviolet. Renaissance.
Manufactured.

“Do you know what you are doing?” the man asked, worried. “What
if one day you need to say pachyderm? What if you go to a museum
with your little daughter, and she wants you to explain a painting
she likes and you realize you can’t do it very well because you
can’t say Renaissance?”

But I couldn’t stop myself. His concern made him even more
beautiful. And then, even the longest words of my personal
vocabulary were not enough. I left him the names of my favorite
literary characters, the poems I had written long ago, when I was
young and still believed things could be different, the most
beautiful streets of the cities I had never visited, the sad Iook
of a teenager I almost fell in love with, the long afternoons
enjoying the peace of having nothing to do, the parts of my body I
liked the most, and above all the endless wait, the irrational
expectation and the crazy hope of this, this single moment.

The man looked even more indignant and worried than before, as
if he thought I was cheating him, but the words had already left my
mouth and were dying like fishes out of water in the middle of the
air, on chairs and tables, between the pages of open books and on
the remaining slices of bread. The man finally seemed to decide
that it was a stupid waste to let them wither like that, without
being put to use, and he began placing them in his mouth, one by
one, with the care and patience of a medieval scholar.

And then he left, blowing me kisses and waving goodbye, and
running as fast as he could.

I ran into him a couple of years later, when I was already a
shadow of myself and he had by then filled two large books with the
words I gave him. My friends asked me what was wrong with me, my
family asked me if there was anything they could do to help, but I
had no answers for them. I had no answers for myself either. When I
saw him, he was going very fast, as always. He entered a bookstore,
gave a brief lecture, and then signed his books. I took a look at
those books and was painfully disappointed. They were treatises
about military history. There was nothing of me in them. I felt a
sadness that was more stupid or cruel than sad. He left the
bookstore and began walking again, as fast as usual. I followed him
silently. He met up with a woman; they kissed and went to a hotel
room. It was hard for me to get past the security at the entrance,
as I had nothing to tell them, but I finally managed it. I went to
their door, hopeful again, and almost happy: even if they were not
meant for me, at least I certainly would hear an echo of my words
in the words he would tell the woman. I approached my ear to the
door, but all I could hear were moans of pleasure, gasping and a
monotonous movement. What a disappointment.

When I got tired of waiting, I went back to the beach, to listen
to the unique and single word of the sea – and I threw rocks at it,
as I had been doing for almost two years.







From the same author on
Feedbooks


	


Deriva
(2009)
A short story about a couple who meet each other while playing
an online videogame.









  

    [image: FeedBooks]
 
 
    www.feedbooks.com

    Food for the mind


  


OPS/images/logo-feedbooks.png
Eeedbomls





OPS/images/logo-feedbooks-tiny.png
E{;edbooﬂs





