By: Lady Yunalesca
The Bride of the Bridge

My grandmother, Salustiana, sat me down, sipping at her “café con leche”. It was only 10AM, time where she would not hesitate on asking me what I would do all day, or tell me something cultural. Today wasn’t an exception.

“Did I ever tell you about ‘The Bride of the Bridge’?”-she asked.

“No, ‘mamá’; not really,”-I murmured, uninterested.


She started blabbing on about a girl that was getting married. She dreamt having her dress made in San Juan. Now, Felipa Riviera (that was her name); she did not know she would never get to San Juan because of a terrible accident.

“She is not in conscience that she has died, because she was too excited about her wedding to notice… At 12 o’clock, she awaits for a lift on a side of the road. She asks to go to a family members’ house in town. Not being a very clever, she starts leading you ‘forward’. She will lead you to your death! She leads everyone to a cliff and convinces them the house is just a bit forward. A lot have died that way…and she never, ever gets to San Juan.”

“Grandma, c’mon! Don’t tell me you believe those stories!”-I laughed.

“I don’t! But you can’t be too safe with so many accidents occurring in the same place.”

“Look, I better get to work. I’m working 12 through 6, and maybe hang out a bit with my friends, to later stop by the pharmacy to pick up your refills.”

“Okay, ‘mi’jo’. Just you be careful.”


I have to confess, I hardly minded at all what she told me. Work went as usual and I had a couple of drinks with my buds. I picked up my grandma’s medicine, my watch chimed 10PM. I started to drive home. On my way, I saw a young lady looking both ways, walking on the road. She looked confused, I drove near her.
“Do you need any help?”-I ask.

“Do I ever!”-she answers, “I need to get to my aunt’s house, she lives in San Juan.”

“Well, I’m heading that way, if you need a lift.”

“That’d be great!”


I opened up the car so she could sit down. She looked kind of pale, so I guessed she was a ‘gringa’…or something. We were quiet for a few minutes.

“Um…why are you all the way down here?”-I broke the ice.

“Oh, well…you see, it’s a funny story, actually. I’m getting married.”

“Congrats,”-I answered absentmindedly.

“Thanks. However, my family’s car broke down a few miles down.”

“Oh, really? Where are they?”

“Well, they stayed to look for a hotel. But, I really need to get over to San Juan and meet up with my aunt, so she can help me.”

“I see.”

“We’re getting close,”-she looked ahead.

“Really? There are no houses for miles ahead!”

“Oh, you must’ve not understood. She lives in a farm.”

“Ah, I get it now.”

“Almost forgot, my name’s Pedro. You are?”

“Felipa!”-she exclaimed, “Oh, and it’s just a bit forward to get there.”


I froze remembering mamá’s story. I looked at her and gulped. She smiled innocently.

“Are…you…by any chance…Felipa Riviera?”

“Yeah…do I know you?”


I reacted by pushing her out of the car even though her door was shut. She went right through it and gave out a fierce roar, her face turning monster-like and disappearing after a ripping scream. I held the cross I wore around my neck tight and hit reverse so I could quickly to head home. My grandma sat outside waiting.
“It’s way past midnight, Pedro! Where were you?!”-she demanded.

“Grandma, I saw her! I saw Felipa!”-I said, fearfully.

“Didn’t you say you didn’t believe those stories?”-she crossed her arms.

“Grandma, I’m not fooling around!”

“I know, dear… She was my niece.”

