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Madeline Brandeis
The Little Spanish Dancer

CHAPTER1
THE MAGIC CASTANETS

Pilar was dancing in the Murillo (mu-ril’0) Garden. It was a beautiful public garden named
after the great Spanish painter, Murillo, who died in a house near by.

Pilar had been born ten years ago in this old city of Seville (sé-vil"). If you had asked Pilar,
"Where is New York?" she would doubtless have laughed with her lovely dark eyes and inquired,
"Is it in Seville?" Because, to Pilar, as to most of her friends, there was only one world, and that
world was Seville.

Now a terrible thing was happening at Pilar's home this evening. But Pilar did not know it
because she was dancing in the garden. Every night, after her grandfather went to bed, she ran off
and danced with her friends to the music of a hurdy-gurdy.

But tonight, after Pilar had left, her grandfather had been taken very ill. The neighbors had sent
for a doctor, who shook his head gravely over the poor old man.

Pilar knew nothing about this as she clicked her castanets and whirled about in the dance they
call the Sevillana.

She was one of the best dancers in her group. And why not? Her mother had been a dancer;
her grandmother, too, yes, and her great-grandmother and her great-great — oh, ever so many great-
grandmothers! They had all been dancers.

Pilar's parents had died when she was a baby. She lived alone with her grandfather, and they
struggled to keep the wolf named Hunger from their door. Her grandfather was a shoemaker, but he
worked slowly these days because his hands were old.

Once when Pilar was very little, someone had asked her what pleasures she enjoyed most. She
had answered, "The pleasures I enjoy most are — dancing!"

Now this could easily be the answer of every little girl in southern Spain. For while Italy sings,
France designs, and Switzerland skates, Spain dances. Why, it is even possible that little girls in Seville
would rather dance than go to moving picture shows!

Yet everyone in Seville does not feel that way, for the many open air theaters all over the city
are crowded. And what the people seem to like best are the American comedies.

It was growing late, but Pilar seldom went to bed before midnight. She would have told you
that evening was the time to live and to laugh and to dance. Then it was cool, while during the day
the sun beat down cruelly and people slept for hours.

Through the narrow streets Pilar made her way home at last. She heard little snatches of song
from the throats of strollers.

Everyone strolls in Seville; there is no hurry. Nearly everyone sings; there is no worry. Hurry
and worry are as much out of place in this city as a woman's hat shop. For white flowers and black
lace shawls take the place of hats in Seville.

Pilar hummed to herself as she walked along. Some day she would grow up to be a great dancer
like her mother and —

What was that? A light in her house? She looked through the window and saw the doctor
bending over her grandfather's bed.

Pilar caught her breath. Then she rushed indoors and ran straight to her grandfather's bedside.
Sinking down on her knees, she burst into tears.
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"Oh, Grandfather!" she cried. "You are ill! Dear Grandfather, what is the matter?"

The doctor smoothed her soft, black hair and raised her to her feet.

"There, now, my child," he said. "You must not cry. You will only make your grandfather worse.
He will get well if you will do what I tell you."

"What — what is that, doctor?" Poor Pilar was trembling.

"You must buy and cook good, nourishing food for him," said the doctor. "And give him the
medicines which I order."

Now Pilar's eyes were full of terror. "But, oh, doctor," she cried. "I cannot do that. We have
no money."

"No money?" The doctor looked at her pityingly.

"We live by what Grandfather makes when he can work," said Pilar. "Now that he cannot work,
there will be no money."

The doctor said, "Um-m" and stroked his beard. Then he asked, "Have you nothing which you
might sell?"

"Only — " And Pilar gazed into her tiny cubbyhole of a room next door. "Only an old wooden
chest filled with souvenirs, left to me by my mother." She added in a whisper, "I could not sell them!"

The doctor was silent for a moment. Then he said, "I am afraid you must sell them, Pilar, if
you wish your grandfather to live."

When the doctor was gone, Pilar went into her room and looked at the precious wooden chest.
In it were the souvenirs which her mother had collected throughout her interesting life as a dancer.

The doctor had given her grandfather medicine, and now he slept. But what would happen in
the morning?

Pilar shuddered. She was only a little girl, and she was afraid. The doctor had said that her
grandfather must have the best of everything, or maybe he would die.

A tear splashed down upon the old, carved chest. There was only one thing to do. Tomorrow she
would go into town and sell one of her mother's souvenirs so that she might buy medicine and food.

She brushed away the tears and began to look through her treasures. There were a tall, graceful
comb; a faded, but elegant fan; a richly decorated old bonnet; oh, such lovely things! How could she
ever part with them?

She pulled out a pair of castanets (kds’-ta-néts”). Now, in Spain, it seems that every baby is
born with a pair of castanets in its hand. Of course, I only said, "It seems." Yet some of the tiniest tots
are taught to click these wooden clappers to the rhythm of the traditional Spanish songs and dances.

Castanets are shaped very much like chestnuts. They say that this is why they are called
castanuellos, which means "chestnuts" in Spanish.

But those which had belonged to Pilar's mother were no ordinary castanets. Indeed, they were
said to possess some wonderful and dangerous power.

Mysterious legends had passed from mother to daughter down through Pilar's family. Each
legend told of trouble caused by the loss of these castanets. For whenever they had been lost, given,
stolen, or sold, misfortune had come to their owners.

A bit of verse, composed, no doubt, by the first ancestor who had used them, warned thus:

"Castanets, with magic spell,

Never lose or give or sell;

If you do, then grief and strife

Will follow you through all your life."

But Pilar had never heard the old rime. Nor had her grandfather ever told her the strange
legends. He did not want to frighten her. Besides, he realized that modern, educated people would
have called such beliefs very foolish.
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So Pilar did not know about the power of the magic castanets, and she fell asleep that night with
these words going through her head: "Which souvenir shall I sell tomorrow? Which one shall it be?"
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CHAPTER II
AN OLD RED CAPE

Morning came. Pilar attended her sick grandfather and made him comfortable in his bed. He
did not speak to her. He seemed to want to doze all the time.

She went into her room and knelt down beside the wooden chest. She must go now and sell
one of the treasures. Which one should it be?

She took out each in turn and looked at them. All were so precious — parts of her mother's
life. Here was an old pair of castanets, scarred and battered, not so pretty as the beautiful comb, the
handsome clock, the embroidered bonnet, or —

Perhaps she would sell those ugly castanets. And yet — just look at this old red cape! Like a
bullfighter's cape, only small and faded and torn — surely the least interesting and attractive of her
treasures. She took it into her grandfather's room.

"Grandfather," she said, "I am going to the shop of Juan (hwin) Sanchez, and I shall ask him
to buy this old cape. With the money I shall buy food."

Her grandfather opened his dull eyes and looked first at the black-eyed, rosy little Pilar and
then at the old red cape.

"It belonged, once long ago, to — Tony — " he began.

Then his voice trailed off. He closed his eyes and fell asleep again. He was very feeble.

Pilar kissed him gently and stole out of the house.

The narrow streets of Seville looked like thin Arabs with their arms pressed close to their
white-robed sides. They were bright with sunlight. They were noisy with squawking motor horns,
with chattering men and women.

Juan's shop was on the Street of the Serpents, a wriggling ribbon of a street with booths and
shops and cafés — a street of ragged people, of staring people, of chanting, selling people. But no
automobiles or wagons were allowed upon the Street of the Serpents.

Pilar met Juan Sanchez at the door of his tiny shop.

"Good morning, Sefiorita (sa'ny0-re&’-td) Pilar," he smiled.

He was glad to see Pilar. Everyone in Spain is always glad to see children. This is a good thing,
because Spain is overflowing with children.

"Good morning, Sefior (sa-nyor’) Juan," said the little girl. Then, timidly she held up the faded
old cape. "Will you buy this from me?" she asked. "My grandfather is ill, and I must have money
to pay for food and medicine."

Juan looked at the cape. He said nothing, but his mouth twitched as though it wanted to smile.
He turned the cape inside out and stared at something he saw.

"The name "Tony' is printed in ink on the inside of this cape," he said.

But Pilar was not interested. She only looked up at him and repeated earnestly, "Will you buy
it, sefior? Will you?"

Juan shook his head. "No, Pilar," he answered. "I cannot buy it because it is worth nothing
to me."

Then as he saw the cloud cover her smile, he added, "But it may be worth a great deal to you
if you will send it away!"

"If I will send it away, sefior?" Pilar thought that the good Juan must be teasing her. "What
do you mean?"

"I mean," he said, "that you must send it to America to the one whose name is written here."

He pointed to the name Tony. It meant nothing until Juan explained.
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"Years ago," he said, "Tony was a little boy who played in the streets of Seville. He liked to
play bullfight. This is the cape with which he angered the make-believe bull. I was that bull."

"You, Juan? You were the bull?" laughed Pilar.

"Yes, and a fierce one with great horns which I held proudly to my head," answered Juan. "But
today," he went on, "today this Tony — ah, he is a very rich man. He has made many American dollars."

"But how did his cape come to be among my mother's souvenirs?" asked Pilar.

"When Tony went away to seek his fortune in America," said Juan, "he must have given it
to your mother. They lived next door to each other when they were children. They were very good
friends."

"But why should I send the cape to Tony in America?" asked Pilar.

"Because," answered Juan, "I am sure that he will remember your mother and help you in your
trouble."

Pilar's eyes shone. "Oh, do you think so?" she cried.

Juan nodded his head knowingly. "I shall send it for you, Pilar," he said. "And I shall write
a letter, too, and tell Tony about your sick grandfather. Now take this money, child, and buy what
you need."

He pressed some coins into Pilar's hand, but she shrank back.

"Oh, no, no!" she exclaimed. "I cannot take money from you, sefior, when I have given you
nothing for it!"

Juan laughed. "Very well, little proud one," he said. "You may bring me something else
tomorrow."

Pilar thought of the old pair of castanets.

She asked Juan whether he would take them, and he replied, "Of course. It is not difficult to
sell castanets in Seville."

So Pilar left the shop of Juan Sanchez, and her heart sang as she skipped along. She bought
bread and fish and eggs and she took them home.

She cooked the fish and the eggs in oil, as Spanish people do. Then she poured some milk out
of a pitcher and tried to make her grandfather eat and drink.

After that, she went into her tiny room and once again opened the wooden chest. This time she
took out the magic castanets, whose mysterious history she did not know.

But her grandfather knew all those terrible legends which had been handed down through the
family. He was too intelligent really to believe them but when Pilar came into his room holding the
clappers in her hand, his eyes suddenly filled with fear.

"What are you doing with the castanets, Pilly?" he asked in his weak voice.

"I am going to sell them to Juan Sanchez," answered Pilar, smoothing his pillow. "Then I shall
buy a little chicken and cook it for your dinner."

"No, no!" The old man tried to sit up in bed. "Do not sell the cast —"

But Pilar interrupted him. "Please, Grandfather," she said. "You must not talk. You must rest
while I am gone."

She made him lie down again and he sank back wearily, closing his eyes. He was too weak to
say any more, but his lips began to move.

"Castanets, with — magic — spell — " he muttered to himself.

The words were muffled. Pilar could not understand them.

She patted his hand gently and said, "Go to sleep, dear Grandfather. Do not worry. Pilar will
take good care of you."

Then she sang a little song which sounded like a Moorish chant. And perhaps it was, for Spain
once was ruled by the Moors, who left much of their art and music behind them when they were
driven out.
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Pilar's soothing voice soon lulled her grandfather to sleep. And so it was that he did not finish
the verse about the castanets.

It was a pity, too, as you will agree when you have heard the legend of the castanets in old
Cadiz (kdad1z).
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CHAPTER 111
IN OLD CADIZ

(A Legend of the Castanets)

Before the Moors came into Spain, Cadiz, or Gadir, as it was then called, had become famous
for its dancers. Throughout the land they were known for their grace and beauty.

Now there lived at this time one who had grown too old to dance any more. So she wished to
teach her little daughter the steps she had once loved so well.

But strangely enough, she was afraid to do this — afraid, because a savage race called the
Visigoths (viz1 goths) were sweeping through Spain and were trying to destroy the art of the people.
They were overrunning the country, smashing great statues and burning fine books.

What would they do if they were to discover that women were secretly teaching their children
to carry on the art of dancing?

Although she feared the Visigoths, this mother, who had once been a dancer, used to take her
daughter to a cave far from the city. And here she would attempt to instruct the little girl.

But young Lira did not want to learn to dance. She was plump and lazy. She disliked to exercise,
except with a knife and fork. For eating was the only thing she really enjoyed.

One day when the sun shone fiercely, Lira felt very sorry for herself. She was hot and twice as
lazy as usual — which, I assure you, was dreadfully lazy!

She decided that she would not take her dancing lesson. Yet how was she to escape it? Soon
her mother would be leading her off to the cave and making her work.

Lira bit into a large loaf of bread and thought furiously. Why, of course! She would hide her
mother's castanets and then say that she had lost them. This was a splendid idea.

So running off ahead of her mother, she made her way to the secret cave. Below her lay the
city of Cadiz. It was so white that it made one think of chalk on snow. But to hungry little Lira, it
looked like whipped cream!

Cadiz points her long, white finger out into the azure blue bay. She has a gleaming golden eye,
which is the dome of her cathedral.

When Lira's mother arrived at the cave, Lira ran up to her and exclaimed, "Oh, Mother, I have
lost the castanets! And now there will be no lesson today."

She then sat down and continued to chew contentedly upon her enormous loaf of bread. But
her mother's face turned white.

"What are you saying, child?" she cried. "Do you tell me you have lost the castanets?"

Lira nodded and took an unusually large bite out of the loaf. Her mother stood over her, her
face a mask of fear.

"Lira," she gasped, "do you know what you have done? If, indeed, you have lost the castanets,
then truly you have brought misfortune upon your whole family."

Whereupon, her mother recited this verse:

"Castanets, with magic spell,

Never lose or give or sell;

If you do, then grief and strife

Will follow you through all your life."

Lira's eyes grew big. The loaf of bread dropped to the ground as she arose.
11



M. Brandeis. «The Little Spanish Dancer»

Leading her mother to the rock behind which she had hidden the castanets, she said, "Look,
Mother. The castanets are not really lost. I was only fooling you. They are hidden in here and — "

She pulled out the loose rock and looked behind it. The castanets were gone.

Now, in those days, people believed in spells and charms, and Lira's mother was terribly
frightened. She was also terribly angry with Lira.

She hurried away toward home, leaving Lira standing alone, with the tears running down her
plump little cheeks. She was afraid to go home, and so she wandered down to the wide beach.

Here children were playing, while boys and girls with flashing eyes were swinging along,
clapping their hands and singing. Music sounded. Laughter rang. Night had begun to fall.

A crescent moon hung in the sky. It was a moon that had been cut in half, and the other half
was Cadiz. The air was full of dream dust, with garlic in it.

Lira did not feel the spell of night that had settled upon the rest of the world. She was too
miserable. What had become of the castanets?

Had some evil power removed them from behind that rock? And if so, what frightful thing
would happen to her and to her family?

Gradually the people began to leave the beach and finally Lira found herself alone. She looked
out across the bay — a bay that was to become the scene of historic battles during Spain's wars with
England and France.

Moonlight twinkled silvery upon the water. It was very quiet. And then, all at once, Lira heard
a step behind her, and a mysterious voice whispered: "Lira, Lira, turn around!"

Her heart skipped like a pebble across a lake. She turned. There stood her older brother, his
figure looming straight and tall in the moonlight. Lira sighed with relief.

But her brother did not move. He only stood, scowling down at her. Then he continued to talk
in that low, frightening voice.

"Do you know," he said, "that you have brought terrible misfortune upon us, Lira?"

Lira felt the hot tears begin to sting her eyes again. So he, too, was going to scold her for losing
the castanets! But suddenly he took a step toward her and, thrusting his face close to hers, said, "The
Visigoths are coming to drive us away from our homes!"

Lira began to tremble. Those terrifying savages! She knew that they had been sweeping her
country, destroying everything in their path. Now they were about to descend upon her home. And
it was all her fault — hers! She sobbed and clung to her brother.

"Oh, why did I do it?" she cried. "Why did I hide the castanets?"

Her brother put his hand under her chin and lifted her head so that their eyes met.

"Are you sorry, little sister?" he asked kindly.

Lira's answer was a pitiful wail.

"Will you ever tell another untruth?"

"No, no, never, as long as I live!"

"Will you remember the jingle about the castanets?"

"Yes, yes! Always and forever!"

"And will you work hard and learn to dance and carry on our mother's art?"

"Yes, yes! Oh, I will try so hard!"

"Then — look, sister!"

And to her amazement, Lira's brother held out the magic castanets. He had been watching
when she hid them. And when she had gone into the cave, he had played a trick upon her by taking
them away.

It was a trick that Lira never forgot — never, though she lived to be very old. All her life she
treasured the magic castanets and never again did she lose sight of them.

12
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But something else she did lose, and that was her round little figure. Indeed, she became lovely
and slender. She also became a famous dancer, and one day she taught her own children the dances
of Spain.

13
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CHAPTER 1V
THE SOUVENIRS SPEAK

Pilar was on her way to Juan's shop on the Street of the Serpents. In her hand were those magic
castanets. She was taking them to Juan. She was going to sell them.

She passed the lovely Alcazar (dl-kid"thdr) Gardens, from which came the perfume of flowers
and blossoms. She heard the soft voice of bells from the Giralda, a prayer tower which had belonged
to an ancient Moorish mosque (mosk).

In a little square, some of Pilar's friends were dancing to the music of a hurdy-gurdy. Pilar
stopped. How she longed to join them in their dance!

The thought came to her that she had never tried her mother's castanets. She wondered how
they would sound. She fixed them on her fingers and began to play.

Their beauty astonished her. They spoke. They sang. They cried out to her feet and she danced.
She danced until she was breathless and the hurdy-gurdy had gone away. So had the children — gone
to their homes.

Pilar was alone. She stood in the center of the little court, its white, balconied houses all around,
and its ancient fountain squatting in the center.

But to Pilar, time had not passed. She had been in a dream of music. The castanets had drawn
her into a dream of music and dance.

Now she slowly unloosed them from her fingers. Never had she known that such beautiful
sound could come from two wooden clappers. Why, her own little cheap ones were hideous and shrill
beside these speaking marvels.

How could she give them up? How could she take them to Juan to be sold? No, no! She must
keep them. She must keep them and dance every day to their rippling music.

But Juan had given her money, for which she had promised to bring him the castanets. And it
would never do to give Juan her own instead, for that would be cheating.

But there were other lovely souvenirs in her chest at home. Perhaps Juan would as soon have
one of these!

Pilar went home, and once again she knelt down beside the wooden chest. Out came each
precious souvenir. Which should she take to Juan in place of the castanets?

If those souvenirs could have spoken, what strangely wonderful stories they could have told!

Pretend, for fun, that they can speak, and let us listen to their ancient voices.

The Sharp Knife From Toledo

"I am a knife — a very sharp knife. I was made in Toledo, which is said to be the oldest town
in Spain.

"Toledo sits proudly upon a granite throne, like some weatherbeaten queen. The River Tagus
(ta"gtis) laps about her feet as though to wash away the dust of ages.

"There are Arab stories in the ancient streets of Toledo. Once it was an important center of
the Romans, the Goths, and then the Moors.

"The cathedral is supposed to be the richest in the world. It contains a room with massive doors,
to which six keys must be used before one may enter. In this room are the priceless jewels of the
Madonna.
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