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It was a Wednesday afternoon; baking hot and the café was packed for lunch. 
It was in a corner of a large square near the university where I studied. It was 
two o’clock and I was in Spain.  
 There was a strike planned for three o’clock, something against the 
King for going elephant hunting in Africa, or the cuts in education or 
something. If it was too hot for anything, it was too hot for walking up and 
down a street, waving banners, blowing whistles and shouting for a cause 
half of the protestors didn’t understand.  
 If you can say anything about the Spanish, it is that those who dress 
well really go for it. They all look like supermodels, but maybe that’s because, 
in general, they have faces like slapped arses. My beer arrived, followed 
swiftly by a sandwich and some olives. I hate olives, but they insist on giving 
you them anyway. I’d give them to a beggar. Sweat dripped onto the rim of 
my glasses. How do the Spanish keep themselves looking so bloody perfect? 
 I sat back, appreciating any sort of breeze that ruffled my hair, 
however weak it was. The table next to me, three women and a man were 
laughing enthusiastically at something. I doubt they were seeing the funny 
side of their economic crash – bankruptcy. Not that that stopped anyone 
drinking and eating in the cafés and bars. They seemed to be the only 
industries thriving. There were six or seven in this plaza alone. If only Spain 
could export their beer as well as their footballers.  
 As I bit into my bocadillo, I saw the beggar approaching. He came every 
day, at the same time more or less, to ask for a few cents off anyone who 
would listen to him. I usually gave him some spare change, and my olives. 
Most Spanish people simply ignore beggars, even when they are stood next 
to them waggling a used coffee cup.  
 You really see the effects of the heat on someone who can’t afford 
shelter, and who’s only source of water is the limited number of drinking 
fountains. Just then, as my teeth met through the lettuce and chicken, the 
man collapsed on the floor. His walking stick fell by his side. Blood seeped 
from under his head – streams between the paving stones. His skinny frame 
was motionless.  
 Kicking my chair back, I rushed to help him. ¡Ayudame! No one even 
looked. I shouted louder; ¡AYUDAME YA! The roar of laughter stopped on 
the table I had been sat next to. People turned their heads to look at me, 
some even looked over the rims of their sunglasses, but no one moved. Not 
a fucking soul cared. I phoned an ambulance and the poor bugger was taken 
away. I never found out if he was ever saved, but I’ve never forgotten his 
eyes searching mine, speaking to me. I expect no one else thought of him by 
the time they lifted their wine glasses again, but I bet they all went and had a 
good old strike. 


