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I

On the way to the town of B..., located near the capital of a province whose name is not relevant, we were in a carriage, pulled by two mules, Cristina, her mother, Fernando, the young woman's fiancé, and me.

It was five o'clock in the afternoon, the heat was suffocating us because it was the beginning of August, and the four of us were silent. Mrs. Lopez was mentally praying that God would bring us safely to the end of our trip; Cristina was fixing her beautiful eyes on Fernando who was not paying attention, and I was contemplating the delightful countryside through which our car was driving.

It was about six o'clock when the carriage stopped at the entrance to the village; we got out and went to a chapel where Our Lady of Mercy, to whom Cristina's mother was particularly devoted, was venerated. While this lady and her daughter recited some prayers, Fernando begged me to follow him to the cemetery, located very close by, where his father was buried. I obliged him and we entered a square courtyard, with whitewashed walls, and in which some stone or wooden crosses were observed, reading on tombstones several somewhat confusing inscriptions. In a corner I saw a woman kneeling, whom my companion did not seem to notice at first.

He showed me his father's tomb, which was simple, of white marble, and I understood that it was not only for the sake of seeing it that the young man had come there. I noticed that he was looking for something that he could not find, until he saw the woman, who was a badly dressed and disheveled old woman, looking at him attentively. Fernando lowered his eyes, and was about to walk away, when the old woman stood up and called him by name, forcing him to stop.
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