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‘A masterly picture of despair and optimism whose vivid alter-
ations seem to characterize so much of Latin American life. He
dazzles us with powerful effect’ New Statesman

‘Mdrquez writes in this lyrical, magical language that no one else
can do’ Salman Rushdie

‘Of all the living authors known to me, only one is undoubtedly
touched by genius: Gabriel Garcia Marquez’ Sunday Telegraph

‘The most important writer of fiction in any language’
Bill Clinton

‘An imaginative writer of genius, the topmost pinnacle of an
entire generation of Latin American novelists of cathedral-like
proportions’ Guardian

‘One of this century’s most evocative writers’ Anne Tyler
‘Mdrquez is a retailer of wonders’ Sunday Times

‘Sentence for sentence, there is hardly another writer in the world
so generous with incidental pleasures’ Independent
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ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Gabriel Garcia Marquez was born in Aracataca, Colombia, in 1927. He studied
at the National University of Colombia at Bogota and later worked as a reporter
for the Colombian newspaper El Espectador and as a foreign correspondent in
Rome, Paris, Barcelona, Caracas and New York. He is the author of several novels
and collections of stories, including Eyes of a Blue Dog (1947), Leaf Storm (1955),
No One Writes to the Colonel (1958), In Evil Hour (1962), Big Mama’s Funeral
(1962), One Hundred Years of Solitude (1967), Innocent Erendira and Other
Stories (1972), The Autumn of the Patriarch (1975), Chronicle of a Death Fore-
told (1981), Love in the Time of Cholera (1985), The General in His Labyrinth
(1989), Strange Pilgrims (1992), Of Love and Other Demons (1994) and Mem-
ories of My Melancholy Whores (2005). Many of his books are published by
Penguin. He was awarded the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1982. Gabriel Garcia
Marquez died in 2014.
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The colonel took the top off the coffee can and saw that
there was only one little spoonful left. He removed the
pot from the fire, poured half the water onto the
earthen floor, and scraped the inside of the can with a
knife until the last scrapings of the ground coffee,
mixed with bits of rust, fell into the pot.

While he was waiting for it to boil, sitting next to the
stone fireplace with an attitude of confident and inno-
cent expectation, the colonel experienced the feeling
that fungus and poisonous lilies were taking root in his
gut. It was October. A difficult morning to get through,
even for a man like himself, who had survived so many
mornings like this one. For nearly sixty years — since the
end of the last civil war — the colonel had done nothing
else but wait. October was one of the few things which
arrived.

His wife raised the mosquito netting when she saw
him come into the bedroom with the coffee. The night
before she had suffered an asthma attack, and now
she was in a drowsy state. But she sat up to take the
cup.

‘And you?’ she said.

‘I’ve had mine,’ the colonel lied. ‘There was still a big
spoonful left.’

The bells began ringing at that moment. The colonel
had forgotten the funeral. While his wife was drinking
her coffee, he unhooked the hammock at one end, and
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rolled it up on the other, behind the door. The woman
thought about the dead man.

‘He was born in 1922, she said. ‘Exactly a month
after our son. April 7th.’

She continued sipping her coffee in the pauses of her
gravelly breathing. She was scarcely more than a bit of
white on an arched, rigid spine. Her disturbed breath-
ing made her put her questions as assertions. When she
finished her coffee, she was still thinking about the dead
man.

‘It must be horrible to be buried in October,’ she said.
But her husband paid no attention. He opened the
window. October had moved in on the patio. Contem-
plating the vegetation, which was bursting out in in-
tense greens, and the tiny mounds the worms made in
the mud, the colonel felt the sinister month again in his
intestines.

‘’m wet through to the bones,’ he said.

‘It’s winter,” the woman replied. ‘Since it began rain-
ing I’ve been telling you to sleep with your socks on.’

‘I’'ve been sleeping with them for a week.’

It rained gently but ceaselessly. The colonel would
have preferred to wrap himself in a wool blanket and
get back into the hammock. But the insistence of the
cracked bells reminded him about the funeral. ‘It’s Octo-
ber,” he whispered, and walked toward the center of the
room. Only then did he remember the rooster tied to
the leg of the bed. It was a fighting cock.

After taking the cup into the kitchen, he wound the
pendulum clock in its carved wooden case in the living
room. Unlike the bedroom, which was too narrow for
an asthmatic’s breathing, the living room was large,
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with four sturdy rockers around a little table with a
cover and a plaster cat. On the wall opposite the clock,
there was a picture of a woman dressed in tulle, sur-
rounded by cupids in a boat laden with roses.

It was seven-twenty when he finished winding the
clock. Then he took the rooster into the kitchen, tied it
to a leg of the stove, changed the water in the can, and
put a handful of corn next to it. A group of children
came in through a hole in the fence. They sat around
the rooster, to watch it in silence.

‘Stop looking at that animal,” said the colonel. ‘Roost-
ers wear out if you look at them so much.’

The children didn’t move. One of them began playing
the chords of a popular song on his harmonica. ‘Don’t
play that today,” the colonel told him. ‘There’s been a
death in town.” The child put the instrument in his
pants pocket, and the colonel went into the bedroom to
dress for the funeral.

Because of his wife’s asthma, his white suit was not
pressed. So he had to wear the old black suit which
since his marriage he used only on special occasions. It
took some effort to find it in the bottom of the trunk,
wrapped in newspapers and protected against moths
with little balls of naphthalene. Stretched out in bed,
the woman was still thinking about the dead man.

‘He must have met Agustin already,’ she said. ‘Maybe
he won’t tell him about the situation we’ve been left in
since his death.’

‘At this moment they’re probably talking roosters,’
said the colonel.

He found an enormous old umbrella in the trunk. His
wife had won it in a raffle held to collect funds for the
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