
    
      
        


    

  
Twenty Letters

Esther Sanz García

––––––––

Translated by Kristina Bønsager 


“Twenty Letters”

Written By Esther Sanz García

Copyright © 2015 Esther Sanz García

All rights reserved

Distributed by Babelcube, Inc. 

www.babelcube.com 

Translated by Kristina Bønsager

“Babelcube Books” and “Babelcube” are trademarks of Babelcube Inc.


Perhaps it could have been easier, but it is not possible to turn back the clock. I felt sorry for my mother, because silence is a cruel tool that marks her deeply even though she could not have changed my grandfather’s character.

After receiving my uncle’s call, my mother approached the kitchen table with tears in her eyes to tell us the news. After twenty years we had to set foot again in a land that was foreign to us, a distant land that seemed unfriendly. We had to return to Barcelona to bury the reason that had caused my mother to be so focused on the mailbox for years: my grandfather.

I was only there once when I was two years old, so I did not remember anything, just what my powers of imagination allowed me to recreate in my mind of the old house, where my mother lived as a girl. To that image I added a detail or two from the stories that she dared to tell, such as the secret room in the upper floor of the typical Catalan rural house. I knew that my mother missed the place, but a reason stronger than her desires to return prohibited her from setting foot there again. Pride. From what I had gathered from her conversations with my father and from what I managed to coax out of her one time, she had a very big argument with my grandfather during her last visit. He was her stepfather, but she had loved him and admired him as if he were her biological father. In the end, he was the one who took care of them after my grandmother died; my mother had only been eight years old at the time.

My mother did not marry her longtime boyfriend from there, because during a school trip she met my father and became pregnant. Luckily, the situation turned out well for my parents and they became a stable couple, despite what they considered to be a shaky start. For my grandfather the situation was not so simple. He must have been one of those people with set ideas and because of those he did not approve of the romance. Two years passed before he even met me. Despite the efforts that my mother made so that my grandfather would understand that her decision not only had given her the best of her life but also love, my grandfather did not know how to forgive and they ended up arguing, thus shutting the door to a possible reconciliation. That was the only time that I was with my grandfather and there was nothing left to remind me of him, only my mother’s suffocated cries that burned my throat.  My mother never received any response from him, never, even though she sent him a postcard every year with a photograph of the two of us (she avoided mentioning father) wishing him a Merry Christmas. My grandfather’s words died with him, gone forever.
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