Tres Cuentos Story 1 Chapter 10

We decided to marry as soon as possible, but there was a difficulty: ¿under what family name would I marry Lucila: that of her family, or the correct family name of don Manuel, or the incorrect name that he used to marry Lucila?  Would she be able to use legally the family name of that miserable one?  In the end we resolved that she should marry with the family name that she used in her first marriage, and Lucila wrote, for the first and last time, the family name of Roses.


Finally we were married! Lucila was my wife! And six months before I believed that I had lost her forever!  The honeymoon gave us a new pretext to travel, but before coming out of Rio de Janeiro, we went to the summit of the mountain, to contemplate there the beautiful city and its bay, a thing that we had not done for a great deal of time.  At the summit we were, when suddenly we heard the conversation of two Chilean tourists that spoke, naturally, in Castilian, without knowing that we understood what they said.


I was not interested in their conversation, and I diverted myself with the view of the city, when I was able to hear a name that made me tremble, and I noted that Lucila listened to them attentively.


“Don Manuel Roses, you say? Yes, I remember.  Where will that man be?  He isn’t worth a great deal, ¿right?" said one of the Chileans. "¡How! You don’t know what happened to him?" exclaimed the other. "Let’s leave from here, Lucila," I said to Lucila, but she indicated to me that she wanted to remain there, and the Chilean continued: "¡Ah! I had forgotten that you have lived here in Rio for a great deal, and that you do not receive the newspapers of Chile. Therefore don Manuel was murdered.


"Lucila, my beloved, look, let's leave here," I murmured in her ear. But it was too late.  The fatal moment had arrived. 


"¡They murdered him!, said the other Chilean.  Poor devil!  And who murdered him?" 


"Nobody knows.  He was murdered on a road, near Valdivia, last winter, the night in which so much snow fell.  The corpse remained under the snow about two weeks.  The murderer had enough time to flee." 


Lucila threw a horrible fit, and fell to the floor without sitting.  The two Chileans helped me to sit her on a bench without knowing that they had just made to pieces our happiness.  Lucila did not delay a great deal in regaining consciousness.  We returned home.  My beloved one kept silent, and seemed unfeeling to all, less to her cruel remembrances.  She finally broke her silence to ask me: "Antonio, by God, ¿what did I do I that night, do you remember? What did I do the night of the great snowfall?  Tell me the truth, Antonio, without deceiving me. Why does everyone deceive me?" 

