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About the writer:
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My name is Isidro Canal, an ordinary man, perhaps too much so, a 40-year-old father of two small children, Quim and Nil, Life gave me the gift of osteoarthritis of the hip, at the early age of 36.


Operated on my spine and with a bilateral hip prosthesis pending insertion under my tissues. What the world saw as a misfortune, for me became the best thing I have found along the way, even if it began to wobble dangerously and forced me to turn my life around, to understand pain, to know that even though it is difficult, it is possible to live with its company.


To enjoy what is not important, to play down the importance of things that are not enjoyable. At last... to learn to live with that horrendous burden, a backpack full of pain.









CHAPTER: N Nobody will walk for you


[image: ]


This story would begin at a random time, in a random place. Just that very day, at that exact bloody hour...


The streets were no longer full of passers-by, the sound of car engines were no longer heard, the light from the street lamps had conquered the pavements and the sun had long since gone into free fall, as if dozing off amongst the treeson the horizon. A few minutes, maybe more, had passed since sunset on that night of 7 July, when I was preparing to put my eldest s11on, four-year-old Quim, to sleep.


Everything seemed to be going absolutely normally, in a common and typical way, exhausted from a long day's work and my son, as always, fighting against his own eyelids, which were struggling to close, whilst he was fighting to keep them open.


After a while, and with my patience stretched to its limit, sleep finally overcame him. It had been a day that seemed endless, but what was to follow next would unknowingly take hold of me, making it even longer. In the twilight of that seventh of July, like Allan Poe's raven, one or several thoughts, with their recurring and constant fluttering, never ceasing in their eagerness to fly over my head, various reflections, one after the other, voracious clouds, seemed to form over me.


After a lifetime dedicated to sport, I was diagnosed with osteoarthritis of the hip at the age of 37. My son, at that time, lay anaesthetised by the darkness, by the rhythmic sound of crickets, in a deep and pleasant sleep.


Meanwhile, with every minute, insomnia took over me more and more, it embraced me, it was like a demanding mistress who would not leave me for a moment. The raven returned and with it, a thousand doubts, a thousand thoughts.


The present? Dark.


The future? Uncertain.


The past? Forgotten.


That bird, jet black, camouflaged in the night, like vermin, stalking from the darkness, seemed to repeat over and over again, in its guttural voice, thou shalt not walk, thou shalt not walk.


It was easy to fall into such a thought, My life had changed completely, it would change completely, just that night.


I had osteoarthritis, anxiety and insomnia that morning. Nothing I had would define who I am, nothing would hold me back, nothing would make me stronger.


Life put stones in the way, so as not to make it so boring or so I thought. I tried to convince myself that it would always be like that, I tried to protect myself from something that didn't exist at that moment, but that was slowly approaching, I was entering a battlefield unknown to me and mine. Soon, I would discover that in all wars, there are no winners, only defeated and death.


Soon and without being able to avoid it, I would enter


into a vast world I had never


encountered before.


I would set my first foot on the he ground and before my eyes would, very dry wasteland behind the mist, a boundless universe dark and bleak, called pain.









CHAPTER I The ground is lava
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Slowly the hours passed and the light of a new day, appeared, lazily overcoming the darkness, a new sun arose over the horizon, after a night that had seemed endless.


The street lights ceased, the crowd with its murmurs began to throng the streets, the stars became more and more invisible by the contrast of the morning glow and with it, like a luminous lighthouse or beacon, my eyes slowly flickered to life.


I could hardly remember any thoughts of that night, or rather the hours before, I had seen them and greeted them with my eyes, each and every one of them, and impassively they never greeted me back.


An unhealthy amnesia took hold of me and no matter how hard I tried, something or someone had reset my head.


The sun rose again, like every day, I thought it was going to be just another awakening like the usual ones. Everything seemed to indicate that the birth of a new morning would bring nothing new with respect to the previous one, except sleep, the son of the insomnia I had suffered that morning.


The usual daily routines like so many others, the smell of coffee, waking up my children, getting them dressed, a chocolate biscuit for breakfast and the usual rush.


But nothing could be further from the truth, The night with its dark and long claw, gave me without knowing it, a powerful crack in my left hip, almost four centimetres long, which I didn't even notice when I was in my ‘after meridian’ lethargy.


Suddenly, as I placed my left foot on the ground, a resounding crunch, which sounded more like the embarrassed sobbing of the last soldier standing, sounded thunderous, dry and gritty at the same time.


The floor turned into lava, an undescribable pain, came out of nowhere and wanted to stay. A burning that quickly ran centimetre by centimetre through every stretch of my skin, as if it were the last, from my toes to my abdomen.


Namaste, son of a bitch, the arthrosis woke up from its long lethargy, sweeping through my life and my state of health.


A state that until that precise moment I believed to be unshakable, all my life I had a kind of Hercules syndrome.


At that precise moment, that being that I used to recognise in front of the mirror, vanished, that was no longer me, it was as if all the particles of my body had been destroyed at the speed of light, turning me into a mass of flesh impossible to recognise, an icy sweat ran down my forehead due to the effort of that first step, a mixture of salt and water, poisoned, that combined with the burning in my head and the cold of my forehead at the same time, as fever arose.


That first step was like crossing the damned Rubicon, the ground burned, My feet fell apart, while my hips seemed trapped and choked tightly by wire and broken glass that pierced and cut me cell by cell.


A cold but fiery war, just beginning, in which for the moment there was too little blood and too much misery. I looked around me, I was by the bed, but the pain, the tears and the gloom did not allow me to look for a saviour, I was alone in that room, accompanied by the horrible silence that no one ever wants to hear.


My children were asleep and they didn't deserve to see me like that, they didn't deserve to wake up that way, I was no longer their father or their hero, I couldn't appear in front of them as a defeated being in that battle that had just begun and that its first minute was already devastating.


My body was shaking, my heart was racing, everything was going wrong, never in my life had I shouted so much, making so little noise, a mute sound that did not come from my dry mouth, nor from my cracked lips, but in my head, it sounded thunderous.


A shrill, metallic, rusty and dull sound at the same time, an absurd and ashamed silence that took hold of me and that did not let me think clearly, I had only taken one step and lived one minute of that war, but the ground burned, burned aggressively and tore the flesh from my feet.


There was nothing heroic in that deed, only death and desolation, in that vast wasteland.


A dirty and visceral war, a battlefield with the smell of entrails, but without a single drop of blood, for the moment.


One step, on the ground that no one wants to step on.


I had only taken one step, but the ground... turned to fiery lava.


Every step I tried to take was an act of futility, I couldn't move, only burn on the spot, burning and unable to do anything about it.









CHAPTER II Crimson Red.
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That was a great step for man, but invisible to the rest of mankind. I had never felt so alone, so mute, even with my house full of living beings.


The suffering I was enduring at that moment, would not appear on any television channel, newspaper or radio, it was an odyssey like that of Ulysses, with the difference that mine would never be remembered, or maybe it would, with your help my dear reader.


As if it were a divine sign, interpreted by a Greek soldier. An intense orange light began to tinge the room, conquering it, making it its own and illuminating the most absolute emptiness.


The first rays of the sun, that signal emitted by the mighty god Apollo, unstoppable, were pouring through the holes in the shutters.


It was like a lighthouse on the high seas, which you must use as a guide to avoid hitting land.


I took that sign, emitted by our star king as what it was, a sign that urged me to go ahead, to be brave and do what ever possible at that precise moment. More fear provoked me, but the time had come to take a second step, the sun ordered it, life demanded it of me.


I took it, with fear and leaving to chance what would follow next in that damned room.


My hip couldn't take it and because of that mechanical failure I fell to the floor, the taste of rust appeared, the suffering was so fierce that my fangs penetrated without any difficulty into the flesh of my lips, making them bleed, in an exacerbated way. My mouth, pale and thirsty from the early hour, from the pain, from the din of battle, was stained with blood, stained a deep crimson red.


Now everything was a real battlefield, in an instant all the ingredients were mixed and the pain was joined by blood and with it, the taste of the ground.


I fell against the tiles of the room, on myself, with a hip unable to support my weight, nor the weight of gravity itself, my body slammed against the floor with an inordinate and unjust fury.


Precisely that fury, that blow, those thousand stones, which seemed to fall, at the same time, on the burning cement, that wire choking and breaking every piece of pelvis, those thousand pieces of broken and dirty glass cutting cleanly every centimetre of my hip, dismembering it, piece by piece, made a powerful signal for help echo from the deepest part of my entrails.
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