Tres Cuentos Story 1 Chapter 8

At ten at night of the following day we arrived at Buenos Aires. One hour later we were located in the Hotel Plaza. While we ate, my mother asked me:  “How much time do you think to be in Buenos Aires, Antonio?”


“Our ship leaves tomorrow, at 8:30.”


My mother complained, saying that Lucila would like to see the capital of Argentina and visit the stores.  But I insisted, and in the end my mother consented in following my plans. 


 I will never forget the sad trip from Buenos Aires to Saints.  The three of us were tired and we spent the day without speaking.  The ship traveled slowly, very slowly, but after two days of navigation we saw the port of Saints... Two hours later we were located in territory of Brazil!


Upon approaching the docks I became pale and nervous, sure that upon disembarking and giving our names, they would detain us, and Lucila, with the foot on the land of salvation, would be arrested and taken to Chile for assassinating Don Manuel Rosas.


 Finally we arrived.  We passed through customs and the immigration offices and immediately took a train to the great city of San Pablo, where the relatives of Lucila resided.  We were in Brazil and I had saved the woman whom I loved.  Ah, the Earth belongs to us! I said to myself.  Now we will go very far, towards the north, towards territories of the sun, the flowers and happiness.  We will live forever in this beautiful country, where they wait for so many years of speaking and peace.  Antonio Latorre, you have won your destiny!  


My humor changed completely.  I was already able to laugh, because I felt happy.  I did not have the feeling before my whole life?  I didn’t have my Lucila?  And my happiness became contagious: Lucila smiled then for the first time since that terrible night.


The hours passed by slowly, and my mother slept. Taking advantage of this opportunity, I sat down next to my loved one, held her hands and murmured to her the sound of many words expressing my love. Lucila didn’t respond, but everything in her indicated that she understood me. Her hands remained between mine, and her great black eyes watched me gently.  For the first time in many months I felt truly happy.


    The trip seemed very short then.  In just a short time we arrived at San Pablo.  There we got off of the train and we looked for a hotel. The great industrial city seemed to rest on the works of the day, and upon entering the sun set calmly.  I also slept then, not like I had done since that horrible night in which Lucila had come to my house, quiet and full of hatred and anger.  In San Pablo I met for the first time in my life the sound of peace and happiness.

