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The Last Salvador 

X 
Tim Jeffreys 

!!
SALVADOR CEASED BEING able to distinguish between his dreaming 

life and his waking one the day his parents took him to the graveyard 

and informed him—in all seriousness—that he was the reincarnation 

of his dead brother, also named Salvador. As he stood there amongst 

the crypts and headstones which looked to him like a miniature city, a 

city of the dead, staring down at the headstone upon which his own 

name was etched, he began to suspect that he himself was a dream. 

Either that or he was some wild conjuring of his parents, some black 

magic; or perhaps he was a ghost, the ghost of the boy whose bones lay 

in that grave. 

 “You are alike in every way,” his mother said. “Like two drops of 

water. The good Lord returned him to us. Another chance.” 

 “Our Father saw how unjust he was in taking away our son,” his 

father added, looking directly at Salvador with the same stern expres-

sion he always wore, “and returned him to us anew.”  

 Following this excursion, the fantasias that filled Salvador’s sleeping 

mind seemed no more fantastical to him than a procession of ants 
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across the patio tiles or the faces of his family. If the grandfather clock 

that stood in the hallway of his home had one day melted into a puddle 

before his very eyes he would not have been at all surprised. Indeed, 

some mornings he sat on the stairs, staring at the clock through the 

spindles of the banister, waiting, willing it to buckle and to wilt. The 

bottom had fallen out of what they called reality and nothing now 

could be trusted to be what he had until now imagined it to be. 

 How many times did they return to that grave? How many times did 

his parents tell him that he was the first Salvador given to them anew, 

reborn almost nine months to the day of his death? 

 He was alone in his sunlit playroom one day when a shadow fell on 

him and he felt a chill. A figure stood in the doorway, a boy of perhaps 

six or seven years old, a silhouette cast against a blaze of sunlight from 

the patio. Salvador understood at once that this was the first Salvador, 

come to check up on him, to see that he was living up to the standards 

which had been set. Marshaling his toy soldiers, Salvador trooped them 

across the tiles and managed to dispel the visitation. He knew, though, 

that his brother would return. 

 It was in the cold cavernous toilets at his school, where a tap 

dripped eternally and the plumbing clanked with doom, that Salvador 

saw his brother gazing back at him from the grimy mirror above the 

taps. As he fled along the row of sinks, he saw in the mirrors above 

them other Salvadors, other versions of himself. These Salvadors were 

awaiting their chance to be born should he—the current version—

contract some ailment and die, or be killed in an accident. Hadn’t he 

almost stepped into the path of a tram one day when out walking with 

his father? Too busy imagining clouds forming faces in the sky, and 

earning himself a clip around the head? Dying was too easy, too easy, 

and all these other Salvadors were just waiting for their chance to 

replace him.  

 The thought of being ousted from life by another Salvador, the way 

he believed he had ousted his brother, terrified him. 

 “I’m the last Salvador!” he yelled at the mirrors. “I’m the only one!” 
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 Back in the classroom, he pictured an assembly line where Salvadors 

were made. He saw the moulds, he saw Salvadors lying across tables 

having their features painted on by a bored old man who from time to 

time consulted a photograph of his brother, the first Salvador. He saw 

his mother shopping for Salvadors, entering a shop stuffed with boys 

just like himself, all still as manikins and wrapped in plastic, filling the 

shelves, awaiting a breath of life. He saw his mother examining them 

and deliberating. He wanted to scream.  

 It might have been then that he resolved to be a version of himself 

that had not gone before and which could never be repeated. The one 

Salvador they would all remember. He would break the mould. He 

would smash it into the tiniest fragments, smash it so that they could 

not cast it again, so that none of these other versions, none of these 

other Salvadors, could ever be. And he would not die, he would not die, 

he would not. 

 He waited. When he discovered the line of his father’s ancestry led 

back to Llers, a town said to have been infested with witches in the 

seventeenth century, he was even more convinced that some kind of 

curse was upon his family. Death stalked him, in the shape of his 

brother, throughout his childhood. In dreams he sometimes saw the 

first Salvador astride a skeletal horse which tried to run him down as 

he fled, heart in mouth, across empty, sun-scorched landscapes. In 

other dreams, which at first appeared innocent, objects or shapes in 

the landscape would suddenly coalesce to form his brother’s leering 

face, accusing eyes, and mouth that roared from the other side of 

existence. You’re next! the mouth bellowed. The voice was like a sucking 

wind, which dragged at Salvador’s hair and clothes. Give it up! You had 

your chance! Others are waiting! It’s your turn to die! Your turn! Your turn! 

Your turn! And, turning his face away, Salvador would see them at the 

mouth of a cave, these other Salvadors—no telling how many! how far 

the line stretched back into the darkness! There they were, lined up 

one after the other, waiting. 

 He would start from these dreams slick with sweat. His heart beat in 
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odd, irregular patterns. Had he died in his sleep? Was he now a ghost? 

There was only one way to find out. He would perform tests to make 

certain: repeatedly throwing himself down the stairs much to his 

mother’s horror. The pain told him he was flesh and blood. 

 His next idea was to offer a sacrifice. Perhaps death could be di-

verted. If the void must be satisfied, perhaps something or someone 

else would do. One day, on a whim, he tossed the family cat—a black 

Bombay with mustard eyes which he had long suspected of being a spy 

for his dead brother—out of an upstairs window. But the blasted thing 

survived. He was determined to try again, and again, until he had 

extinguished all of the damned thing’s nine lives, but from that day 

forward the cat would dart for the shrubbery at the end of the garden 

whenever it saw him coming. Another day, on the way home from 

church, when he and a school friend were crossing a newly constructed 

bridge that did not yet have a railing, Salvador saw an opportunity and 

pushed the friend off onto the jagged rocks fifteen feet below. For days, 

whilst the school friend wailed and bled in bed, Salvador ate cherries 

and waited for the boy to die. But again he was thwarted! Within a 

week, the boy was on his feet again. In frustration, Salvador stormed 

from the house and, coming across a dead bat crawling with ants, he 

picked it up and bit into it. Death, I will eat you! he thought as he 

chewed. Ants crawled across his hands and inside the cuffs of his shirt. 

Then he flung the rotting thing aside and screamed out, “So be it! Take 

me! I know there are others waiting, so let’s get it over with!” 

 The clocks in Salvador’s dreams turned to liquid. Time slipped away. 

Days passed. Months. Years. Out walking the streets, he would flinch at 

the sound of a horse’s hooves, sure that this was his dead brother come 

to run him down at last. As a way of keeping death at bay, he spent 

much time engaged in furious masturbation. This often took place on 

the plot of waste ground behind his house, where abandoned farming 

machinery lay amongst scorched grass and shriveled weeds like the 

skeletons of long extinct beasts, where ants would crawl onto the backs 

of his hands and tickle his shins, and where a chorus of cicadas 
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drowned his gasps for breath at the moment of orgasm. However, he 

ceased this practice after two incidents that occurred almost simul-

taneously. First, he dreamt one night that boys just like himself, 

doppelgängers—only small, green, elongated forms at first—grew like 

tomato plants from the waste ground dirt where he had spilled his 

seed. Next, he came across a book which his father had left open on 

the lid of the pianola in the lounge. The book was filled with explicit 

photographs of people suffering in the advanced stages of venereal 

disease. His father perhaps left it for the boy to see as some kind of 

warning or education, or perhaps he had left it open in a moment of 

carelessness. Whichever it was, after looking through the book Salv-

ador came to associate sex with only rot and decay, and this combined 

with the dream of the tomato plant Salvadors convinced him that, 

rather than being a life-affirming affront to death as he’d imagined, to 

masturbate—or to indulge in sexual activity of any kind—was in fact to 

hail the Grim Reaper as one might hail a cab on La Rambla. 

 With each passing day he attempted to stay alert to any sign that 

death was coming for him. An owl hooting in the lemon tree outside 

his bedroom window: death! An unlit candle in the church: death! A 

man dressed in black seen walking along the Placa Gala: death!  

 In the end, it was not he who died, but his beloved mother, the 

sickness rapidly overtaking her so that by the time of Salvador’s six-

teenth birthday, there on the cusp of manhood, on the edge of victory, 

she was dead. After the funeral, he dreamt that his mother walked 

alone through some sand-colored flatland. When he was awake he saw 

the shape of her brow in the cliffs, whilst figures on the beach formed 

the outline of her nose and lips. He knew she was not gone, not en-

tirely. She was still present somewhere, ethereal, waiting to be recalled 

back to the world. Silently, he willed his father to conjure his mother to 

life again, by the same means, whether prayer or witchcraft, that he had 

used to recast the first Salvador in the form of himself. But the best his 

father could do was to marry his deceased wife’s sister who was not an 

exact replica. Not at all. Still, brothers replaced brothers, sisters re-
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placed sisters. In time, Salvador accepted his aunt as the new version of 

his mother. They had, after all, the same eyes. 

 On leaving school, Salvador was encouraged to study law, the same 

plan he imagined his father had had for the first Salvador. 

 But no! Not for him his brother’s outgrown clothes! He had an idea 

of his own. 

 He already knew that the world was a lunatic, and in his attempts to 

break the mould and stay ahead of all those other waiting Salvadors, to 

remain alive and never be replaced, he did the only thing he knew his 

older brother would never have done. 

 He decided to harness those scenes and images that played behind 

his eyes when he slept, to capture them like bottled screams, and he 

would use them to fill the world with even more lunacy. 

 He would go to art school.  

 And he would remain, forever, the last Salvador. 


