

    
        
          The Snow Rose

        

        
        
          Manuel Sánchez

        

        
          Published by Manuel Sánchez, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE SNOW ROSE

    

    
      First edition. October 9, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Manuel Sánchez.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232288259

    

    
    
      Written by Manuel Sánchez.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Snow Rose

I

II

III

IV

V

VI

VII

VIII

IX

X

XI

XII

XIII

XIV

XV

XVI

XVII

XVIII

XIX

XX

XXI

XXII

XXIII

XXIV

XXV

XXVI

XXVII

XXVIII

XXIX

XXX

XXXI

XXXII

XXXIII

Epilogue

Sign up for Manuel Sánchez's Mailing List

Further Reading: Sea Eyes

Also By Manuel Sánchez

About the Author


The Snow Rose

Manuel Sánchez

© Manuel Sánchez, 2025

© Translation: Manuel Sánchez, 2025

All rights reserved

Legal Deposit: AB 2-2025

ISBN: 979- 8301834240

www.manuelsanchezescritor.com

To those who refuse to give up on their dreams.




“What's in a name? That which we call a rose by any other name would smell as sweet.”



Romeo & Juliet, William Shakespeare
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“I grow a white rose
in June as in January
for the true friend
who offers me his honest hand.
And for the cruel one who tears
the heart with which I live,
neither thistle nor nettle do I grow;
I grow the white rose.”

José Martí 
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Albacete Funeral Home, August 2024 AD
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The summer was particularly scorching that year, and each day the heat seemed to intensify into a furnace. At lunchtime, not even the song of the cicadas, nestled among the branches of pines, elms, and cypresses languidly lining the cemetery path, could be heard. The howl of the wind had also ceased, and the sun's kiss drew timid beads of sweat sliding down the dark skin of my forehead. I stroked my beard with a strange sensation and tilted my head thoughtfully before half-closing the door.

Inside the municipal funeral home, the hum of the air conditioning motor disturbed the abandonment of silence. I inhaled with resignation; people wouldn’t come to offer their condolences until the stifling heat subsided. I bit my tongue. The press claimed we were enduring the hottest summer of the century. Yet in childhood memories, back at the family countryside house on the outskirts of the city, August didn’t seem much different from the present. Perhaps my recollections were inaccurate, and the shivers I recalled on my skin were nothing but a trick. After all, everything becomes hazy when I retrace those years. Sometimes, I think those experiences never happened. The man I grew up with as a child, whom I affectionately called “father,” though he was my adoptive father, was a different person from the one he later became.

I walked down the side hallway alongside the black-tinted glass wall, accompanied only by the creak of my shoes. Only two mourning rooms were open; it was as if the dead knew it was better to wait for a more fitting occasion to leave this world. To wait for a different season, one in which they’d be accompanied on the threshold of their final journey by the embrace of family and friends, rather than the desolate embers of the dog days.

In room number six, two silent figures huddled on a brown faux-leather couch, staring impassively at my father's coffin through a glass partition. My heart should have been pounding like a galloping horse in the face of the sudden death. Yet I felt nothing, not even the hardness of the rift that had come between us. Only a kind of indifference before a mixture of shadows that revealed me as a stranger.

At the head of the lying body, a wreath of white chrysanthemums bore a legend: “Your wife and daughters will never forget you.” At the foot of the coffin, another garland of yellow flowers displayed an inscription mourning him on behalf of uncles and nephews. Nowhere was there mention of the three sons born of the marriage. The omission didn’t surprise me. Our presence incited distrust and discomfort. Probably not without reason. I discreetly examined the faces of the pair seated before the corpse and clicked my tongue. A cold sweat ran down the curve of my back. Without saying a word, I turned around and quietly returned to the lobby that connected all the rooms. There, a familiar voice snapped me out of my reverie, and a sigh of relief escaped my lips.

“When did you arrive from Madrid, Javier?”

“I just parked ten minutes ago,” I replied.

My sister, dressed in a black summer dress, embraced me. Beside her, her husband’s stern face contrasted with the cheerful, cheeky image of the brother-in-law I had in my thoughts. He shook my hand with a firm grip, accompanied by a trite phrase of sympathy. I raised an eyebrow, puzzled, and felt a fleeting sensation about the similar scenes that would play out repeatedly over the coming hours: hugs, kisses, formal greetings, and even silent reproaches in a parade of interchangeable mannequins, some familiar, most strangers, with whom I’d share skin contact, sweat, and a rehearsed speech to satisfy their curiosity.

“Have you greeted them yet?” my sister asked.

Her gaze subtly drifted toward the sixth room, briefly eyeing the two speechless figures who didn’t take their eyes off the coffin behind the glass partition. Unconsciously, I followed her gaze, though less discreetly, stopping with curiosity at the figure of my father’s wife and the ten-year-old girl seated beside her, who I guessed was my other sister.

“Not yet. I was waiting for you to arrive first. I preferred you to explain everything that happened.”
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Albacete, June 2020 AD

Four years before the death.
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Wrapped in a veil of nerves, Anastasia, you paced hesitantly from one room to another in Pablo Medina’s apartment, stumbling over the shadows of memories. A faint glow filtered into the bedroom through the slats of the blinds; the sleepy blue haze of the afternoon wrapped around the city. In one corner of the bed sat an empty suitcase, ready to silently swallow your finest dresses alongside an old pink leather toiletry bag. The air felt thick, suffocating. You cleared your throat as cold sweat dampened your forehead. You inhaled sharply, your gaze sweeping the floor until it landed on a fallen photo on the rug by the nightstand. The glass had splintered into erratic, fleeting shards within an old silver frame, mutely showcasing a couple embracing in Moscow’s Red Square. He was a handsome Black man; she, a slender university professor with fiery red hair and sea-colored eyes. The tight line of your lips stifled the fury bubbling inside you.

“Damn you, Javier. Damn the day we met.”

A month before that photo was taken, the man had approached you hesitantly, Anastasia. With a shy demeanor, he had avoided meeting your eyes and asked you in English if you knew the color of amethysts.

“Purple,” you had replied.

He swallowed hard, staring at the floor for a few seconds before mustering the courage to lift his dark eyes to yours.

“They can also be blue, like your eyes,” he added.

“What an idiot.”

You shook your head and pushed the memory to the back of the trash can under the kitchen sink, along with so many other things you needed to dispose of before he returned home and discovered your escape. Once, at the beginning of your marriage, you had been drawn to his budding poet’s soul. He combined a passion for literature with a bohemian adoration of you. He worshipped you; you were his muse. But eventually, he stopped idolizing you.

You opened the closet door and forcefully slid the hangers one by one, selecting only the essentials. It almost felt like the clothes were scrutinizing you, silently reproaching you as they remembered the evenings you had shared at parties and the trips you had taken together over the years before the pandemic.

A romantic ballad stirred your phone. He was here. You picked up the call, and a deep male voice brought a smile to your face.

“Hi, love. I just parked right outside your window,” the man said.

You leaned out the window, goosebumps forming on your skin, and couldn’t help but bite your lip, Anastasia. Yes, it was his car parked just outside the building. You were so in love that your blood boiled in your veins.

“I’ll be down in five minutes, honey. I’m almost ready.”

Just a few moments more, and at last, you would be together again, face to face. Your eyes landed on the calendar hanging on the back of the closet door. June 21st was marked in red. It not only signaled the end of the lockdown but also symbolized your liberation after months of being caged by the Covid-19 pandemic with your jailer. The other man, your true love, hadn’t forgotten you. You would leave together and forget the mistake of your marriage.

Before leaving the apartment, you left a letter on the table in the entryway. Doubts gnawed at you—would he even notice this final note, your farewell? Javier, that monster with whom you had been confined, seemed only interested in isolating himself in his office, spending endless hours writing those damned books you despised. Those books had stolen the man you once fell in love with, reducing you to an afterthought, a ghost invisible to his gaze. As you closed the door with your suitcase in hand, a pang shot through your body, like the last breath of a dying person. Alongside the letter, you placed a dried white flower you had kept all these years—his first gift to you, a snow rose.
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Albacete Funeral Home, August 2024 AD
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The afternoon stretched into a yawn. The two silent figures sitting inside the mourning room briefly shifted their attention away from the coffin where our father’s body lay and cast us a wordless look brimming with sorrow. I parted my lips, intending to break the silence, when my sister and her husband firmly grabbed my arm and pulled me away from the doorframe.

“Wait, Javier, before you greet them, I need to tell you something.”

I nodded, pulling a crumpled pack of black tobacco from my pants pocket, but my brother-in-law waved his index finger in front of my face. I sighed in resignation, letting out a faint huff without realizing it, to which my sister’s husband responded with a sarcastic smirk as he pointed to the no-smoking sign.

“Too many rules,” I complained.

I swept my gaze across the floor before raising my eyebrows, waiting expectantly for answers that might illuminate what had happened in the last few days.

“Pedro won’t attend the wake, nor the burial.”

The news of our youngest brother’s absence took me by surprise. It was undeniable that our father’s libertine life, rife with lascivious insinuations toward his daughters-in-law, and the disastrous relationship our mother had with her sons left no room for a joyful reunion. Yet, beyond past grudges, I couldn’t help but feel a profound unease as I recalled the youthful years when, with starry eyes, I used to bless my parents for the love they showered on me every day. Before everything that came after.

“It’s a shame—grudges because of the old bastard, I suppose,” I exclaimed.

“You know him. He says he owes nothing to anyone. His wife is bedridden and won’t leave the house for at least a week.”
I clenched my fists and glanced at the door to the mourning room, where our father’s wife remained cloistered.
“There’s more, isn’t there?”

My sister swallowed hard, seeking reassurance in her husband’s eyes. He placed an arm around her shoulders, comforting her.

“Yesterday, I went to the prison to visit Juan. He’s not coming either.”

The mention of our eldest brother, the disgraced firstborn, unsettled me. It was impossible not to remember the events of the previous year, in which our father had played a key role in the tragic outcome that left Juan behind bars.

“They’re not letting him out for his father’s burial?” I asked, astonished.

“That’s not it. He simply doesn’t want to come.”

“I see.”

I muttered the words, letting them sink in for a few seconds. My sister took my hand and squeezed it gently.

“After everything that happened, it’s been very traumatic, especially for him.”

I nodded again. A tear rolled down her cheek, dampening her black blouse. She wiped her face with her hand and continued.

“The worst part, I’m afraid, is that when people start showing up later, they’ll bring it all up again. You know how much people love to gossip.”

A wave of anger churned in my stomach, rising like a volcano to my throat.

“To hell with them. I won’t give them the satisfaction. They have no idea.”

She smiled faintly, tilting her head slightly as her coffee-colored eyes lit up.

“Yes, that’s exactly what I think. To hell with them.”

We stood in silence for a few moments. The hum of the air conditioner echoed unevenly down the hallway, like the labored breathing of an old man. My sister pulled out a half-empty water bottle from her purse and drained it in one gulp. Her husband took the plastic container and headed toward the cafeteria, excusing himself from the scene.

“I’ll get more water. We’ll need it.”

Left alone, we looked into each other’s eyes. Instinctively, I stepped closer, inhaling the musky perfume she wore for special occasions. Its intoxicating notes reminded me of the same fragrance my ex-wife used, a scent they both shared.

“Trésor by Lancôme,” I exclaimed.

She raised an eyebrow and gave me a curious look, like someone discovering a defenseless fawn nestled in the underbrush.

“Still thinking about the Russian woman, Javier? It’s been four years.”

I laughed involuntarily, my chuckle echoing obscenely in the solitude of the funeral home walls. I clenched my teeth and exhaled.

“Sometimes. I can’t help it.”

Silence rose again like a glass wall between us. She said nothing more, placing a gentle hand on my shoulder. I scanned the lobby and changed the subject.

“How did Father really die? You’ve told me several versions, and I don’t know what to believe.”

She brought her hands to her face, slowly lifting her thick-framed glasses, as if they were slipping down her nose or she wanted to buy herself more time to organize her thoughts.

“I’m not sure what to tell you, Javier. I don’t have all the details either. What Mother told me is that he suffered some kind of stroke and was taken to the hospital. He fell into a coma there and never recovered.”

“But you also mentioned that Aunt Ana, the nurse, told you he was going to be operated on but never made it to surgery.”

She sighed, tears welling up in her eyes once more.

“It’s all so confusing, Javier. That’s what she told me. Then she said it was for the best. If he’d survived the operation, he would’ve been a vegetable. He had already lost all his mental faculties before he was admitted.”

I reconsidered her words. Imagining the man I had known—cunning as a fox—reduced to an inert, lifeless state shook me to the core, leaving my hands and legs trembling.

“The outcome can’t be changed, but there’s something dark about this story.”

“I’ve thought about that too, Javier. Don’t you think they’re hiding something from us?”

“Then we’ll find out.”

I nodded firmly, clenched my teeth, and walked toward the door of the mourning room, casting another scrutinizing look inside. There, like shadows beside the corpse, sat his wife—my supposed mother—and my other sister, their presence casting a somber shadow over the silent room.
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