Tres Cuentos Story 1 Chapter 7

I knew that we couldn’t remain in Santiago.  It was precise to leave Chile, but... to what country?  After I thought about it a lot, it appeared to me that Brazil was the one that would offer us greater protection against Chilean justice. There was no treaty about deportation between Chile and Brazil, and once there, there would be no danger of being arrested for the death of Don Manuel Rosas ... Besides, in Brazil Lucila had some relatives, and at Brazil they owed her her refined grace and her great black eyes, that I loved so much. 


 As soon as I spoke separate to my mother and said to her: "the three of us are going to make a trip to Brazil."  


“To Brazil!” She exclaimed.  If I just arrived from Buenos Aires, Antonio... 


"And that that matters? We are going in search of sun and of light; we go to Brazil, mother.  You do not see that I am ill, nervous? I need a change climate, and Lucila needs it as well.


“Good Antonio: then we will leave inside of two weeks.”


“Oh, no!  We go immediately, tomorrow without fail.”


 My mother hugged me tenderly, and said to me that we would leave as soon as possible.  I went in search of Lucila and full of happiness I informed her that we would go with my mother, and in a moment.  


"That is good " Lucila commented.  I am going to love it a lot, Antonio.  But... why do we go away from Santiago?


 "To amuse us ... Besides, I do not feel well and need a change climate."  


She directed to me an anxious and sad glance, and she exclaimed: "Yes, we leave immediately... I also want to leave this cold country.  But... to where we will go, and when?" 


"To Brazil, and tomorrow if it is possible." "To Brazil you say? To the land of my father?  Oh, yes, we go, in which I always have wanted to go to that beautiful country!" 


That same night the wind changed and began defrosting. I slept a little, thinking that very soon the corpse of Don Manuel would appear, and would look for justice from us.  Three days passed, and we were still in Santiago, getting our passports and buying some necessary things. My impatience had made me very nervous, but this very thing helped me, because my mother believed that in effect I was becoming ill and that we ought to make the trip.  At last the wished day arrived.  In a few hours we would be in Argentina, and soon in Brazil ... Waiting for the hour to leave, I sat down to read the newspaper, and how great was my terror when reading the fatal news, written in great letters on its first page: 


Yesterday in the evening it was discovered next to the road, near Valdivia, the corpse of a horseman, dead from a pistol shot.  It is thought that he was assassinated the night of the great storm, and that the corpse has remained many days under the snow.  One sees that it is not a case of suicide, because there had not been some pistol in the site of the crime.  Victim, Don Manuel Rosas, has been identified by a letter that he brought in his pocket.  The police investigate the horrible incident with much activity.


For some moments I could not move.  What would happen?  At all costs, Lucila should ignore what happened.  I ripped the newspaper into pieces and threw it into the fire.  At ten we went to the station, and when the train started up, I could breathe again: we were located on the road of salvation.  I no longer felt so nervous.  Nobody in the train suspected that Lucila and I were accomplices of a crime and that we fled Chile ... And soon we would be in the Brazil, completely free of Chilean justice. 

