Tres Cuentos Story 1 Chapter 9

How safe we were, we became true tourists and we began to visit the important cities of Brazil.  We chose Rio de Janeiro to finish off our trips. When we arrived at Rio, in August, I bought a great house, with its patio and its garden full of sun and flowers.


There was where our true happiness began.  In the beautiful Brazil city our life went by making every day more and more calm.  We were never separated. Rio de Janeiro is so interesting, so beautiful. It is the city of music and poetry.  One day I dared to speak to Lucila again of my love.  She was, as usual, seated down on the patio, that had view to the sea.  In her hand she maintained a flower whose perfume aspired, with her eyes closed.  She thought she was alone.  I approached her without making noise, and I said to her:


"Lucila, Lucila my love ... Tell me that you love me!" 


Lucila, without rejecting, raised her head for a moment, watched, and immediately lowered her eyes dampened by the tears. "Yes, Antonio, she murmured.  I love to you, but it is too late."


"Too late, Lucila?  No, no!  You and I still have many years to live. Many years of happiness."


"No, Antonio.  It already is too late.  Both of us must separate.  We must say good bye for always."  


"Why, Lucila, I exclaimed then, only death will be able to separate us." 




Lucila rose, giving a sigh, said to me: "Antonio, we must say good bye." 


"Why?". 


 "Because you should not have to marry the woman whom scorned Don Manuel Rosas.  Could you be present with me in society?" 


"In society... What concerns me about society?  Look, Lucila: I, since I met you for the first time, have only dreamed about marrying you. 


"No, Antonio, that cannot be ... Good bye!  And she started to run by the patio.  I followed her and I stopped her.  At that moment my mother appeared.  "What is this, she asked.  A dispute of young people?"  Briefly I told my mother what had happened. Then she said to me:  "Let us remain alone, Antonio.  You will be able to return within a quarter of an hour."  I left to take a walk next to the sea.  When I returned, Lucila and my mother were seated, chatting.  Lucila directed an almost timid glance to me, and my mother took my hand and she said to me smiling: 


"Finally I have convinced her, Antonio.  I have said a great deal that she must be the wife of my only son. Lucila has consented in marrying you.”


And she left us alone.  I clasped Lucila in my arms, for the first time.  My life seemed then more beautiful to me than ever, and nevertheless... Skies!  In that moment I saw next to the road, in Chile, a pile of snow under which a corpse lied...

