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Praise for A Farewell to Gabo and Mercedes:

‘A powerfully written memoir … García Márquez maintained that his novels were inspired not by magic but by reality. His son’s memoir shows that, when it comes to his father’s life, it is impossible to separate the two’

DANIEL REY, Spectator

‘Rodrigo García finds the words that cannot be said, the moments that signal all that is possible to know about the passage from life to death, from what love brings and the loss it leaves. With details as rich as any giant biography, you will find yourself grieving as you read, grateful for the profound art that remains a part of our cultural heritage’

WALTER MOSLEY, author of Down the River Unto the Sea

‘You read this short memoir with a feeling of deep gratitude: it is a revelation of the hidden corners of a fascinating life. A Farewell to Gabo and Mercedes is generous, unsentimental and wise’

JUAN GABRIEL VÁSQUEZ, author of The Sound of Things Falling

‘García’s limpid prose gazes calmly at death, registering pain but not being overcome by it … The result is a moving eulogy that will captivate fans of the literary lion’

Publishers Weekly

‘A warm homage filled with both fond and painful memories’

Kirkus Reviews

‘This is a beautiful farewell to two extraordinary people. It enthralled and moved me, and it will move and enthral anyone who has ever entered the glorious literary world of Gabriel García Márquez’

SALMAN RUSHDIE
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PART ONE




 
 
 
Entonces fue al castaño, pensando en el circo, y mientras orinaba trató de seguir pensando en el circo, pero ya no encontró el recuerdo. Metió la cabeza entre los hombros, como un pollito, y se quedó inmóvil con la frente apoyada en el tronco del castaño. La familia no se enteró hasta el día siguiente, a las once de la mañana, cuando Santa Sofía de la Piedad fue a tirar la basura en el traspatio y le llamó la atención que estuvieran bajando los gallinazos.

—Cien años de soledad




 
 
 
Then he went to the chestnut tree, thinking about the circus, and while he urinated he tried to keep on thinking about the circus, but he could no longer find the memory. He pulled his head in between his shoulders like a baby chick and remained motionless with his forehead against the trunk of the chestnut tree. The family did not find him until the following day at eleven o’clock in the morning when Santa Sofía de la Piedad went to throw out the garbage in back and her attention was attracted by the descending vultures.

—One Hundred Years of Solitude




 
 
 
Entonces cruzó los brazos contra el pecho y empezó a oír las voces radiantes de los esclavos cantando la salve de las seis en los trapiches, y vio por la ventana el diamante de Venus en el cielo que se iba para siempre, las nieves eternas, la enredadera nueva cuyas campánulas amarillas no vería florecer el sábado siguiente en la casa cerrada por el duelo, los últimos fulgores de la vida que nunca más, por los siglos de los siglos, volvería a repetirse.

—El general en su laberinto




 
 
 
Then he crossed his arms over his chest and began to listen to the radiant voices of the slaves singing the six o’clock Salve in the mills, and through the window he saw the diamond of Venus in the sky that was dying forever, the eternal snows, the new vine whose yellow bellflowers he would not see bloom on the following Saturday in the house closed in mourning, the final brilliance of life that would never, through all eternity, be repeated again.

—The General in His Labyrinth




 
 
 
Amaneció muerta el jueves santo. La enterraron en una cajita que era apenas más grande que la canastilla en que fue llevado Aureliano, y muy poca gente asistió al entierro, en parte porque no eran muchos quienes se acordaban de ella, y en parte porque ese mediodía hubo tanto calor que los pájaros desorientados se estrellaban como perdigones contra las paredes y rompían las mallas metálicas de las ventanas para morirse en los dormitorios.

—Cien años de soledad
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