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    PREFACE


    My grandmother left us eight years ago, and not a day goes by that I don’t think of her. The stories I’ve always heard of her excitement about my birth have always been a source of great pride for me, and I still enjoy every time someone retells them as if it were for the first time. The years we lived together, I always admired her strength, even without knowing of the hardships she had endured throughout her life. There was something about her and the story her eyes told that, without having any kind of information, sparked an absolute admiration in me. I don’t remember exactly the moment I asked about my grandfather or someone mentioned my uncle for the first time, but I do know that throughout my life, the presence of both became increasingly prominent, almost to the extent of taking physical shape, which helped me understand and learn about the fascinating characters they both were.


    My aunt, Claudia Pérez del Castillo, had kept a notebook with the title of this book for years. Time slowly allowed her to release her bottled-up emotions, and one day, as a result of the inexplicable coincidences that keep happening in my family, I became the writer of the book about one of the most difficult moments of her life and that of the entire Pérez del Castillo Ferreira family. Once fully involved in the project of this book, it was no surprise for me to wake up one day to the revelation that, deep down, I still knew nothing about the origins of the story told by the eyes of my beloved grandmother. At times, researching the years we did not share on earth felt like digging in her pain, and at the same time, a strange impulse told me this was her wish, because even though she is no longer here, I feel her presence every single day. As soon as I set out to study those years in depth, I immediately realised that it was essential to have the view and testimony of the others who also suffered during those fateful months at the end of 1972.


    Their recollections proved to be both a treasure and a responsibility. A treasure, because only their testimonies were able to reveal the mysteries of a unique story. A responsibility, because the book became a project that, for the first time in 45 years, sheds light on the feelings of entire families who lost a piece of their hearts in October of 1972 and, above all, the need to safeguard their feelings and to honour the memory of those who will never be able to tell their side of the story. Listening to them granted me a private tour through the corridors of their houses drowning in suffering and helplessness, and all of their stories together make up the backbone of On the Other Side of the Mountain.


    Throughout these pages, I hope to recreate that journey so as to bring to light the deepest feelings that remain from a story that changed the meaning of the word survival forever, and, owing to a group of brave mothers, personified the two words strength and faith.


    A few months after the tragedy, Selva Maquirriain—the mother of Felipe, who met his end in the Andes—reached out to all the relatives of the passengers who had not returned from the mountains to invite them to be part of the project in memory of all of them. During the research stage and the preparation of the book, we also contacted relatives and friends of each of the passengers who didn’t return from the crash to offer them a space to share their stories. From the very start, it was our wish for this project to belong to all of them, and we wanted them to feel free to tell their stories and remember their loved ones. If some of them are not mentioned here, it is simply because they decided not to do so, and we want to respect their wishes above all.


    Today, my admiration for my grandmother, as well as for all the mothers, families, and friends who are also protagonists of this book, is justified once more. As Claudio says in La borra de café [Coffee dregs] by Mario Benedetti, owing to this experience, ‘I understood it better and retroactively loved it more.’ I understood her constant effort to stay afloat and live her life to the fullest. Looking back at our moments together, I recognise glimpses of unresolved anguish in her eyes, as well as the joy of having fought and seeing me, my brothers, and cousins grow with an unbreakable bond, upholding the values held both by my grandfather and by my uncle in his 25 years of life. Most importantly, on this emotional roller coaster that On the Other Side of the Mountain is, I understood the meaning of having a genuine thirst for life.


    María del Carmen Perrier Pérez del Castillo








     


       


       


     


    This book is devoted to the founding mothers of the Nuestros Hijos [Our Sons] library, who, in spite of the immense pain, built this great work in silence, quietly, ensuring that the memory of those who did not return from the Andes Mountains will endure. They are so worthy of our admiration!


    Claudia Pérez del Castillo







     


       


       


    To Bita,


    who taught me how to win battles against pain.
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    That day I was alone at our house on Lido Street in Montevideo. Back then, children were not taken to wakes and funerals, and I, at 11 years of age, was the youngest at home and was never included in these types of things anyway. Mum and Stellita, my sister, didn’t go either; only my three brothers did: Juan Manuel, Álvaro, and Marcelo. From that moment on, I understood that there were things for girls and things for adults, such a strange habit I still question today. The day I was not allowed to go to Dad’s funeral left a scar on me forever, and his death changed the meaning of the 29th of October for the rest of my life.


    It is still hard for me to go back to the memories of that time, but here I am, 45 years later, and not a single day earlier could I have sat down to relive this story and what happened to my brother exactly four years later.


    Dad, whom everyone knew either as Manolo or by his full name Manuel Pérez del Castillo, had been ill with a problem with his aorta for a very long time, but everything I was able to hear about his trip to Brazil for a routine surgery indicated that there was nothing to worry about. He had been sleeping sitting up for months because his shortness of breath and the consequences of his ill did not allow him to do so in any other way. Sometime before the trip to Brazil, my parents’ 25th wedding anniversary celebration was held at home, where he was already in bad shape. The pictures from the celebration clearly show a thin and deteriorated body, a body that no longer bore witness to that restless and active father I remember. Something that always remained, though, was his charm and optimism, which shone brightly even when his body was telling him that enough was enough.


    The first news of the surgery was quite optimistic, and we were all excited because everything was going as expected. ‘Ótimo, ótimo’ [‘great, great’] the Brazilian doctors would repeat the following days, until the situation suddenly got complicated and Dad finally left us. That day, Mum was in San Pablo together with her sisters Blanquita and Marta Ferreira, two of my three aunts, one of Dad’s brothers, and Dad’s brother-in-law, apart from Juan Manuel and Marcelo. Álvaro was not even aware Dad was going to Brazil for surgery and only found out a few days after he left by means of a telegram, in which Mum simply informed him that Dad ‘was not doing well’ and that it was time for him to get surgery. Stellita and I, Claudia, stayed in Montevideo with Lala, who lived at home and looked after us whenever my brothers, Mum, and Dad would leave the city for any reason.


    After that day, I saw Mum in a state of sadness I thought she would never recover from, and in those days of deep pain, I thought that moment would be the lowest point in her whole life. I was wrong on both accounts, because she did recover from that state and, somehow, she also became even sadder than on that day.


    In the weeks after the funeral, I remember lots of people coming in and out of our house, which was big enough to accommodate as many people as desired. Dad, being the good architect he was, built our house just as he dreamed it, with large, integrated spaces. The beauty of the house could be seen from any angle at the intersection between the streets Portofino (now Bazurro) and Lido, in the neighbourhood of Carrasco. He was also one of the visionaries who saw the sandy plots of land of Carrasco as a unique opportunity to build his dream house where he could watch his family grow up. Today, I can identify his architectural style in the few houses of his authorship that remain in this neighbourhood, where I lived my whole life: gabled roofs, a fireplace in each room, majestic main doors, and wide windows—preferably facing north—where the sun comes in to warm the house naturally in the windy Montevideo winters.


    We were used to receiving people and seeing activity at home, but not as much as after Dad’s death. Our whole family was there, of course, but so were school friends, as well as my brothers’ friends and my own. From the small space my body occupied at the foot of Mum’s bed, I simply watched people without paying too much attention to their faces or the words they spoke to me, with Stellita seated next to me and other people who filled the room uttering low, unintelligible sounds around us.


    The support of our family and friends was crucial in getting Mum back on her feet. My aunts and uncles, especially Tere and Freddy and their children, were at home almost permanently, and their presence created a warmer atmosphere for Mum to take shelter in and recover. I also have a vivid memory of Nora Fuenzalida de Píes, a faithful friend with whom Mum would drown her sorrows. She was like a soldier appointed to protect our house, always on call, just like other friends, relatives, and acquaintances who would visit and console us. It is curious that, with Marcelo’s death, all of these images were recreated almost exactly, with us being consoled by the same characters in the corridors of our home.


    With time, I witnessed the tough process Mum went through to overcome all of this, and I now understand that the effort she was making was entirely for our good. Her melancholy faded, though it never went away entirely. Slowly, she recovered her vitality and regained interest in her new life. Together with her improvement, we all found new roles at home, particularly one of my brothers: Marcelo. With no need for discussion or for expressly appointing him, Marcelo took up, within the family, his first role as captain in his life. I clearly remember that, only a few days after Dad’s funeral, when everything started going back to normal—if we can say that at all—my brother instinctively started taking on several of Dad’s roles, with the purpose of smoothing the transition for Mum and helping at home. At that time, both Juan Manuel and Álvaro lived inland, studying or working, and would not come home as much as Marcelo, who had his roots in the city and lived with us. After the end of that year, time passed at an agonizingly slow pace. Álvaro and Juan Manuel resumed their activities just like they did when Dad was amongst us and left, one of them to Rocha, where he lived at the El Sauce country estate, and the other to Paysandú, where he studied agronomy. Mamá, Marcelo, Stellita, and I slowly went back to our lives. Mum kept being Mum, and Marcelo, already established as the head of the family, resumed his daily activities. Out of duty and due to his personality, Marcelo put the burden of the house on his own shoulders. He would devote each morning to making a list of tasks for Mum, with the purpose of giving her a reason to get out of bed and leave the house. As I mentioned before, the process was slow, and there were days where she didn’t even seem to be there. But Marcelo had a special gift and knew how to handle her. There’s no doubt he was a young man, but one with a strong presence and character, who fortunately had inherited high doses of affection from Dad.


    My three brothers, now in charge of the decisions, had decided to set up two businesses, one to manage the country estate in Rocha and another for Dad’s architecture businesses. But Marcelo, apart from helping with the administrative matters at home, meant something very special to me and Stellita. As if Dad had left him instructions, he would tuck us in bed at night and stay with us until we fell at sleep and would kiss us before leaving to study or work in the mornings. When Stellita came back late from class, he would always wait for her at the bus stop and walk her home, and he would also help us with our homework. What I enjoyed the most was when he would sit me on his lap to ask about my day. We would get scolded, though; he would often force us to do our homework and go to school. All of this at just 21 years of age. He was the faithful image of our father, and we quickly accepted that whatever Marcelo said was the last word.


    Even after a considerable amount of time had passed since the funeral, he never stopped looking after Mum, like no other son I could think of. He would call and visit my aunt Tere constantly to ask her how to help Mum and have a better idea of how to lift her spirits. Her mourning seemed endless, and only Marcelo devoted so much time to pampering her, something that was certainly a source of pride and relief for her. To be honest, it was a true relief for all of us, who somehow put that burden on him without his consent and without giving him any other choice. I realise that now. But he never complained; he did it with the most genuine affection. I don’t remember seeing my other brothers during that time, and they don’t remember me either. To this day, my aunt Tere maintains that Marcelo was the best son in the world; and how wouldn’t she, after having witnessed such a bond. Marcelo, in the eyes of us all, was just like my father Manolo: joyful, optimistic, affectionate, thoughtful, and, moreover, he would do anything for Mum.


    From a very young age, Marcelo was the darling of the family. I was not born yet when he was stricken with poliomielitis. Mum and Dad were travelling in Europe with my aunt and uncle, and it was very hard to contact them. When my grandparents managed to get hold of them after several attempts, Dad decided not to tell Mum anything, inventing the story that they had to return urgently to Montevideo to attend to work issues. This enraged Mum, who certainly showed it during the day and a half that it took them to arrange a return flight. Once they arrived, he told her about Marcelo’s problem, and Mum went mad. As expected, she rushed off to him as soon as they landed. An epidemic had taken over Montevideo, and many children fell ill. The general diagnosis was terribly pessimistic, since most of these kids had a great chance of living the rest of their lives with some kind of lasting effect as a consequence of the illness, something that greatly worried the whole family, for both Marcelo and the entire generation affected in the country. For some time, the boy could not even walk, and just like many others, he went through some very complicated months of care and recovery. Fortunately, he recovered relatively fast and with no consequences. However, all of this inevitably made Mum more overprotective of Marcelo, and for years, she only had eyes for her baby.


    This bond strengthened over time, and his kind gestures and attention after Dad’s death bore fruit by giving an impulse to a new life. Being the youngest of the family, I considered myself my father’s favourite child, and in his absence, Marcelo was the only one of my brothers who was at home, and the only person with the ability to fill the immense void my dad had left behind. Because Dad was no regular man, he was one of those people who would enter a room and captivate everyone’s glance, others would listen intently when he spoke, and above all, he would indisputably make us his first priority. But I had a passion for my brother Marcelo, and apart from this, I was so happy he had, to some extent, brought my mum back. She was strict and severe in her upbringing; my brothers, cousins, and now my kids bear witness to that, but I learned about love, family, and strength from her. Mum was still very young; she was only 44. She had decided to marry him at 18, when my dad was already 36, and built a family with no regard for what others said about their age difference. Five kids later and they still looked at each other with the same loving eyes as on the first day. However, Dad having departed while she was so young made those closest to her think that maybe she should consider living out the rest of her life with someone else. Her sisters, for instance, insisted on her meeting someone, and even introduced her to a suitor or two. But no one stood a chance. Until her last breath, Mum only had one great love.


    During those years, my connection with Marcelo crossed the boundaries of brotherhood, with him becoming the captain of the house and of my hopes to overcome sadness. He was the only one who, silently and stealthily, helped me come to terms with the fact that I would have to grow up without my dad, and I don’t know what I would have done without his help.


    Stellita was now 15 and dating Gustavo, who also developed a very special relationship with Marcelo. Marcelo proved to be the best combination of father and brother, and friend as well, covering for Gustavo on the latter’s unannounced visits to the house or joining him on long-distance phone calls to Stellita when she was away. Marcelo also dated one of Stellita’s best friends for a while —the daughter of one of Mum’s closest friends—which naturally led them to spend plenty of time together. After his day at university, he was always doing things with friends, who loved coming over to our place. The second floor, where they would spend hours talking about who knows what, was almost exclusively their domain.


    When he was not at home, he would be out with his scooter around the neighbourhood. He was very handsome, with an athletic body and features that revealed the perfect blend between Mum’s mettle and Dad’s sweetness. Being the dashing young man that he was, he used to say, ‘there are quite a few women who want to be my mother-in-law’ and that when he would ride by, the ladies would faint one by one just by looking at him. Needless to say, he was not too modest about his charm, but any phrase of the sort was always uttered with a great sense of humour. He brought several girls home who became close to our family. In fact, Marcelo was very much in love with Stellita’s friend for years, but when he departed for the Andes, he was a single man.


    As a good man who valued family organisation, he often talked about the family he planned to start one day. He had no problems talking about his future plans, bragging about who would be his kids’ paediatrician and what his house would look like. It was no surprise he had everything planned out so well because that’s how he was, organised and decisive, always from a place of sensitivity and hope for the future. At the wedding of Álvaro and Teresa Favaro, which was held a few weeks before the fateful trip, he kept a little piece of paper inside his suit jacket on which he had written ‘I’m next.’ Those who knew him well understood that this was his funny little strategy to avoid answering the same question hundreds of times of when he would be the groom, although one could easily sense this was what he was dreaming of too.


    Evidently, as I highlighted above, one of his great virtues was his sense of humour. It may seem pure sisterly love, but I’m convinced Marcelo was an exceptional man. I remember how he loved organising camping and fishing trips, especially at Easter, in a small, two-ton lorry we had at the country estate. The lorry was nothing fancy—it was hard to start—but it was this connection with simplicity that kept him so human. When the vehicle stopped working altogether, he sent Juan Manuel a letter from Montevideo to Rocha asking him about the possibility of replacing it, to which the latter replied that he’d be more than happy to do so, as long as it was a brand-new truck for carrying livestock. Typical of Marcelo, he did everything in his power and managed to get a truck for cattle, which he sent together with a letter saying: ‘Hello, brother. Together with this letter, I’m sending you the truck you asked for,’ taking Juan Manuel by surprise and making him laugh for quite a while. His ability to amaze was worthy of a magician. Obviously, the truck was no use for camping, but Marcelo had a gift for putting things into perspective with his characteristic playfulness.


    When the plane crash occurred in 1972, Marcelo was 25 years old and finishing his studies in architecture, which were only being held back due to a single subject he had failed to pass three times. In a letter to Mum, who was away travelling, he jokingly wrote: ‘Here I am, studying for the same old exam and another one.’ At the same time, he already had his architecture studio set up together with Eduardo Strauch—who was also on that flight—which was conveniently located in Dad’s former office at one end of the house in Lido. Marcelo and Eduardo were very close friends, to the extent that their friendship seems to have had its origins in a previous life. Mum and Dad and his parents, Eduardo and Sarita, were inseparable, so much so that they married only a few days apart, spent their honeymoon together, and, once back, lived in the same building on Minas Street between 18 de Julio and Colonia, in Montevideo, before moving to Carrasco. When their kids started attending the Christian Brothers School, both couples would participate in the different activities held, such as fundraising events, for instance, to finish the first building of the new institution. After graduating from school, Marcelo and Eduardo went to the School of Architecture and, despite Eduardo not playing rugby, he was a sure spectator for every game. Moreover, due to the relatively small age gap between Marcelo and Stellita, both Eduardo and Marcelo would hang out with her and her friends after the games, doing something together, such as climbing the Pan de Azúcar hill or other typical activities for the Uruguayan youth.


    Despite having many open doors due to Dad’s experience and studio, which had made a name for itself, Marcelo preferred to blaze his own path and start from scratch. Just before dying in Brazil, Dad had told him: ‘Marcelo, just imagine the things we will do in the city!’, and this certainly marked him and challenged him to set very high goals, because surely, he would have wanted to make Dad proud. In Uruguay, he sought out his own clients, who were mainly in Rocha, with projects such as the new main house on our aunt Marta’s country estate and some houses in Montevideo, and this is how he started carving out his own path in the professional world, apart from Dad’s legacy.


    Looking back on it today, this attitude clearly reflected his personality and ambition, which also made him the ideal candidate to lead the Old Christians Club (OCC) rugby team, the Christian Brothers College alumni club. Those who knew him well, his family and closest friends, agree he embodied the key characteristics of a born leader, who would emerge gracefully even in the most difficult situations.


    The relationship between our family and the Christian school, now officially called Stella Maris - Christian Brothers College, dates back to the school’s very beginnings. In 1955, with the intention of sending their children to a school that was Catholic, bilingual, and where rugby was played, my parents, Manuel Pérez del Castillo and Stella Ferreira, travelled to Ireland together with other couples to convince a group of brothers from the Christian Brothers congregation to come and settle in Uruguay. The idea of bringing the Christian brothers from Ireland to Uruguay came up in the meetings held between my parents and those couples at the Christian Family Movement. Father Pedro Richards, an Argentinian priest with Irish roots, who was part of those meetings, was convinced that rugby was a fundamental sport for instilling values, as well as for religious education, of course. Back then, there were no Catholic bilingual schools for boys close to home.


    While there were other schools that taught rugby, such as the British Schools, they were not Catholic, and neither were the other institutions nearby. For my parents, these schools did not meet all the requirements. The bilingual schools were not Catholic, and the Catholic schools were located far away from our neighbourhood, which back then seemed more like a beach town, with just a handful of houses spread apart a kilometre away from the river and surrounded by sand. For all these reasons, they considered the Christian Brothers to be the perfect match.


    Eager to send Marcelo and Álvaro to a school with those characteristics, my parents departed to Ireland. Travelling in the mid 20th century was certainly not the same as travelling nowadays, which shows the drive they had. That couple was unstoppable, and I miss them so much. As a child, I saw how my parents worked as a team and achieved whatever they set out to do, and this was no exception. The mission was a total success, and the congregation eventually settled in the country with a board of directors composed of Dad, Germán Surraco, Enrique Rozada, Antonio Barrero, Conrado Hughes, Francisco Ferrer, Rodolfo Anaya, Antonio Galán, Eduardo Strauch, and Jorge Álvarez. The first location was at Rambla República de México 6585 and Pujol Street, but as soon as the institution’s prospects for growth became more obvious, the group of parents who supported the venture raised the money for a building of its own. As expected, Dad became the architect of the first official school building, where the third generation of Pérez del Castillo–Ferreira attend their first school years today.


    As things turned out, my brothers were the first to be enrolled at the new school, except for Juan Manuel, who was the oldest and for whose age group the school had not organised a class. Marcelo, the first of my brothers to start, was in the school’s second class, not making into the first class simply due to his age. Since then, the shamrock, the symbol of the institution, has been a pillar of our family, led by my brother Marcelo. By 1972, the Christian school was still fairly small. Some classes were still taught at Pujol, and only some years later did the school move to the main building. There weren’t that many students in each class, making it a small institution but a big family. One that had not been spared from tragedy, though, since, in 1967, three students from the same class drowned while canoeing down the Río de la Plata River. This episode greatly marked the students, as well as the families that comprised the greater community of the Christian school. What is more, many of those classmates then travelled with Marcelo on the plane to the Andes.


    I have always found it quite odd how the story of the school’s foundation has fallen into oblivion at the school’s speeches. The passion of my parents and the families that composed the board back then was the cornerstone for the foundation of the Christian Brothers school, and there’s no doubt they all played a very special role in the unique institution it has become today. I find it surprising that all my kids and most of my nephews, who went to the school their entire life, have no idea of the important part their grandfather and grandmother played in the creation of something they love so much today. But this is not the case in the realm of sports, where Marcelo did leave his mark.


    Even though football and the Club Nacional de Football were his first passions, the recently founded Old Christians Club and rugby quickly became his greatest devotion. The club had a timid start in 1962, but it took a whole year to set the institution’s articles of incorporation in order, and due to subsequent modifications, the first game wasn’t played until 1964. Assembling a team was not easy either. Given that the first graduating class had fewer than 15 players, the team was joined by alumni rugby players from the previous two years, in the classes of 1963 and 1964 (Alvaro’s class). This meant the ages of the team players varied greatly, ranging from 20 to 25 years old. Marcelo, one of the graduates of 1963, became the captain of the team in 1972, after the previous captain, Gastón Costemalle, left to Paysandú to study. From the very beginning, he was very serious about his role as captain and felt a huge responsibility for the proper functioning and operation of the club, which grew to be a competitive and strong opponent in a short time. He was very organised and would also take care of the balls, shirts, and anything else that was needed for each game. Since there was no coach, Marcelo carried out all kinds of tasks, and would sometimes gather the team at our barbecue at the back of the house for technical talks and third halves before and after the games. Having the house full of young people was something Dad had always had in mind, and he loved it. He was very social and considered this very important. So, when building our house, he made a special entrance at the back of the house for the rugby team so that Mum wouldn’t have to worry about the mud and dirty clothes in the house. He jokingly called this part of the house ‘the playground’, which was directly connected to the upper floor and the barbeque area. Mum obviously still made sure that no-one would sneak in the front room and bedrooms: ‘Don’t you dare come to the living room so filthy!’, she would say. And they would listen. All this preparation and commitment on behalf of the entire team led them, only six years after the foundation of the club, to win their first title, and from then on, it was joy after joy. This achievement was also important because the goal of the Irish Brothers of the Christian school to catch up with the British School, which was some years ahead with regards to the training and composition of the team, was part of a broader rivalry context rooted in the international dispute between Ireland and the United Kingdom. The boys were aware of this, and there was an extra pressure before each game with that team, courtesy of the Brothers.


    In this environment, and I’m sure in others too, Marcelo’s charisma made him much loved, but above all, respected. As his friends who shared the same passion recall, describing Marcelo is very easy. His exceptional integrity and ability to communicate decisively and firmly with no imposition meant that, in any debate, his words would be convincing and any conflict would automatically vanish. Brother Thomas O’Connell, one of the younger brothers of the congregation, who had recently arrived in Uruguay, has a very vivid memory of this personality trait, which was so deeply ingrained in him. He remembers a typical Sunday of sports in the neighbourhood, and while enjoying the game, one of the players of the Christian team started arguing with the referee over a decision. I don’t know much about rugby, as I mentioned earlier, but I do know this is frowned upon. In the middle of the short argument, Marcelo himself called his player and flat out told him ‘out!’, and the player obeyed without uttering a word. The Brother had never seen anything like this before and immediately thought that that man had to be someone very special.


    His work behind the scenes and his efforts to find the best guides and representatives for the team were always his most prominent actions because it was owing to this that the school’s superiority in the area of sports was consolidated for many years. It was Tito Verginella himself, another key figure in the school and the Old Christian’s team from the very beginnings, who told me about Marcelo in this role, and I was surprised and also at peace to know that, I finally was starting to finish putting together the puzzle of who my brother was in every aspect of his life. I could not listen to him without feeling a sense of pride.


    Going to watch the boys’ games was the indisputable weekend activity for most of those who were part of the school community. At my brother’s request, we would go to all the OCC games with my girlfriends, and after each game he would ask me: ‘Claudia, what do you think about the move I made today?’ He might have done this as a conversation starter or maybe he was sincerely interested in my opinion, but truth is that, for me, it was just a matter of us girlfriends getting together, and only occasionally would we pay attention to the game. To this day, my knowledge of the rules of the game is limited, and I was never a follower of the sport. Oddly, however, it is thanks to this sport that I have some of the most vivid memories of my brother.


    The Christian school has a great merit that I now see very clearly. With time a community came to flourish around rugby, the team, and their families, which was essential after what happened to the boys. Most parents and students would go to the games to support with enthusiasm, songs, and flags. Even though Mum did not usually go—she couldn’t bear watching the players getting hit—many attended no matter what, such as the players’ girlfriends, who would always cheer with flags and musical instruments and entire families that were fully involved in the school, such as the Maspons family. Amongst them was Rosario, the oldest sister of Daniel, one of the youngest players who had recently joined the team. Rosario, a great friend of both my sister and me, had a very close relationship with Marcelo owing to rugby. Her son Alejandro, still quite small, was crazy about Marcelo and admired him greatly, as did Rosario’s mother and grandmother, who were very fond of him too. Alejandro was like the team mascot, and when he was taken to watch the Old Christians, he enjoyed helping and being at service of the players, who affectionately gave him tasks to include him in the game’s activities. In fact, when Rosario became pregnant with her second son, she asked Alejandro how he would like to name his little brother, to which he replied: Marcelo.
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