
Tres Cuentos Story 1 Chapter 6

When I woke up, I ran to the window to see what the weather was like. My heart began to beat with violence upon observing what happened to the snow. I then watched the thermostat. It indicated twelve degrees below zero, and it calmed me. Do you want to be able to save Lucila! The wind blew from the south, and if it did not change, there was no reason to fear defrosting, and the  snow tomb would remain secret. 


 Lucila was very weak, but I did not see danger in a single symptom.  I no longer had doubt: soon she would be completely cured, thanks to God. 


The days passed, and the wind kept always blowing from the south. It was the wind of the antarctic pole, severe and cold. Until the sky was with us!


One certain day I left to take a walk and I encountered Lucila’s servant on the way. Upon seeing me she asked me: 

--- “You didn’t take Lucila to Santiago?”

--- “I thought about doing it,” I responded, “but she has made herself ill and cannot yet make the trip.”

--- “Do you know if you have had the news of Don Manuel? “

--- “I don’t believe so.”

--- “It is very strange, because we were waiting for him the same day in which his wife thought to go to Santiago with you.”

--- “I know.  For that same reason Lucila left her house. You know that Don Manuel did not treat her well.”

--- “And not return to see her?”

--- “He never did,” I answered, “while saying good bye to her.”


From that day my impatience to leave Valdivia was but great. My mother already had arrived at Santiago, and I did not wish but to leave as soon as possible to put Lucila under her care. 


Lucila, who already was almost cured, asked me one day:

--- “How did I come to this house?”

--- “The night in which a lot of snow fell......you remember?  You had fever and delirium.”

--- “But where had I been? What had I done?”

--- “I don’t know....I assume that you came from your house.  I don’t know anything.”

--- “Tell me, Antonio, have you had the news of that man?”

--- “No...I don’t know anything about him.”

--- “But where is he?  He ought to of arrived that night.  Has he come?”

--- “I don’t think so.  Why are you asking me these questions?”

--- “I don’t know, Antonio.  But that night I had a nightmare that I cannot forget.  I dreamed that...”

---  “That does not surprise me Lucila,” I interrupted her, “Your dreams were consequence of the delirium. But you do not have to think about that wretched one, he without a doubt is in Paris, amusing himself a lot... Now only thinks that you must be very calm and which you will soon be very happy.”


 At last arrived the day in which I thought that Lucila would be able to travel. We went to the station. When getting on the train I understood that we were out of danger. The snow still kept, in a white tomb, the corpse of Don Manuel Rosas.


We arrived at Santiago and went in car to the hotel where my mother lived. A few minutes after I clasped her in my arms, and after one hour she heard the history of Lucila, or at least what she ought to know. My mother, who had noble spirit and a generous heart, promised me that she would take care of my Lucila. I retired to leave them alone, knowing that my loved one had already found a heart of a woman able to understand her.

