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TRADUCCIÓN DIRECTA : Small World by D. Lodge





	Thames estuary. Now repainted and refurbished, her paddles stilled and her smokestack unsullied, she was moored beside the Thames at Charing Cross Embarkment, accommodating a restaurant, bars and reception rooms that could be hired for functions like this one. The London literati cooed their delight at the novelty of the venue as they alighted from their taxis and strolled along the Embankment. It was a fine May evening, with the river almost at flood, and a brisk breeze flapping the flags and pennants on the Annabel Lees rigging. When they got on board, some were not so sure it was a good idea. There was a distinct sensation of movement under one’s feet, and whenver a biggish craft passed on the river, its wash heaved the Annabel Lee up and down sharply enough to make the guests stagger on the plush red carpet of the main saloon. Soon, however, it was difficult to distinguish between the effect of the river and the effect of the booze. Persse had never been to a literary party before, but the main object seemed to be to drink as much as possible as fast as possible, while talking at the top of your voice and at the same time looking over the shoulder of the person you were talking to and smiling and waving at the other people who were also drinking and talking and smiling and waving. As for Persse, he just drank, since he didn’t know a soul. He stood on the fringe of the party, feeling throttled in an uncustomary collar and tie, shifting his weight from one foot to another, until it was time to push his way back to the bar for another drink. There were waiters circulating with red and white wine, but Persse preferred Guinness. 





	“Halo, is that Guinness you’re drinking ?” said a voice at his shoulder. “Where did you get it?”.


	Persse turned to find a large, fleshy, pockmarked face peering covetously at his drink. “I just asked for it at the bar·, said Persse.


	“This wine is like horsepiss”, said the man, emptying his glass into a potted plant. 
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TRADUCCIÓN INVERSA : Las edades de Lulú by Almudena Grandes





	La velada resultó un desastre, un completo desastre. Comer si comimos, comimos un montón de cosas venenosas, cientos de miles de calorías, y con pan, pero eso no consiguió ponernos de buen humor. 





	Beber si bebimos, pero nos dio triste, una borrachera llorona y triste. Chelo no sabía que iba a hacer con su vida si suspendía las oposiciones, después de tantos años. Yo había abandonado a Pablo para disponer de la mía, de mi propia vida, y ahora tampoco sabía que hacer con ella.





	Bebíamos en silencio, cada una con lo suyo. Chelo tenía los ojos brillantes. A mi me estaban brotando las lágrimas cuando me levanté, la copa a medias, y anuncié que nos íbamos. 





	Nunca lloro en lugares públicos, si puedo evitarlo. Cuando arranqué, había decidido volver, dejar a Chelo en casa y volver otra vez. Por aquel entonce, mis días consistían en dos ocupaciones básicas, decidir volver y decidir que no volvería. 





	Era muy tarde, pero la calle estaba llena de gente, gente que se reía en grupitos, gente que recorría las terrazas de arriba a abajo, mirando en todas direcciones al acecho de una mesa libre, gente que había sacado las copas a la calle, para mirar y dejarse ver, gente corriente que parecía divertirse. 





	Hacía mucho calor todavía, parecía que el verano no iba a terminar nunca. Chelo seguía viviendo en el mismo barrio de cuando éramos pequeñas. Enfilamos una calle muy familiar para las dos, ancha y elegante, aparentemente desierta, pero ellos estaban allí. 





	Estaban allí, semiescondidos en los portales, emperifollados y tambaleantes sobre los tacones puntiagudos, pantalones brillantes y ceñidos, fantasmagóricos leopardos sintéticos sobre una superficie inverosímilmente lisa, escotes magnánimos, telas perfectas, perfectas, envidiables, labios rojísimos, petañas postizas empastadas de rimmel de colores y peinados infantiles. 


 





