Tres Cuentos Story 1 Chapter 11

Lucila, without giving me the opportunity of responding to her, continued: “Now I know it all, everything! I have seen him in my dreams: the road covered with snow, the pale face of my husband, and I looking at him, to assure me that he was dead!  I believed that it all was a nightmare, but now, now... Oh, Antonio, tell me that it all has been a dream!”


“Yes, beloved one.  A dream ... You have dreamed it all.” 


“No! ... I Have not dreamed.  I remembered it all well, and I see myself in the road, to the side of a corpse..., and I run over the snow ... Oh, Antonio, I hated that man, and therefore I killed him!  I killed him, I killed him myself!  And then she added, with very weak voice: "What a horrible night!  But now I understand why I did kill him.  He had deceived me.” 


I tried calming her, but Lucila exclaimed:


“¡No, you leave me alone! Why do you not flee, Antonio? ... Flee me, by God!  Don’t you see?  I have murdered a man!” 


“That does not matter.  I love you, Lucila.” 


“You love me!  How can you love me?  Oh, Antonio!  Why did you save me?” 


“Because then I loved you as much as I love you now.”  Lucila remained silent for a moment, and then asked:


“And how did I kill him?”


“He was killed from a pistol shot ...”


“Oh, yes!  A pistol ... And where is that pistol?”


“I threw it far from the road.”


“You!  Then you know? ...”


And I told her it all.  I told that that night I had followed her, and had found her next to the corpse of Roses, with the gun in the hand, that she let fall to my feet.  I told her that she had shouted: Ahead, ahead!  The punishment of the crime! ... I told her that she had escaped, and that later I had found her at home, suffering from fever and of delirium.  I told her it all, all... Lucila listened to me with her eyes open, and when I concluded, she hid her the face between her hands and exclaimed:


“Oh, there no longer is hope!  What happiness we have had, Antonio, while we used to say: it was a dream ... But no longer we will be able to be, Antonio.  It’s all finished!” 


“But what is important?  If one comes to know the truth, all will see that you are innocent.  Don Manuel was a miserable one.”  Lucila refused to let herself be convinced, and, to calm her, I gave her medicine and I remained at her side until her eyes closed, asleep ... Then I kissed her on her forehead and I came out of her room, in search of my mother.  I did not know what to say to explain to her the disposition of my wife.  Later I returned to the side of Lucila.  She opened her eyes and said to me: 





“Leave me, Antonio ... I have hands stained in blood.”






*
*
*
*


Several weeks passed and Lucila was little to little recovering her health, but no longer was she as before ... Very rare times we saw her smile, and she seemed to age.  One day she asked me: 

“Antonio, did you read the newspapers of Santiago?”


“Not always.  I have almost forgot about Chile.” 


“Promise me to read them every day?” 


“If you desire, then I will do it ... But why do you desire this?” 


“Don’t you see, Antonio?  If some day they accuse an innocent person of my crime, we will have to return to Chile, to save him.  Don’t understand? ...”  Lucila was right.  And since then, every day I made myself read The Mercurio of Santiago, by complying with Lucila my promise. 

