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DEDICATION


To my family, to Safiya and the Luke family, to Sir Keithlyn Smith. To Eduardo Failde and Hugo Cobas, my first mentors.


To all those who gave me a hand on the long and hard road of life.









FOREWORD


Don't ask me how I knew there was something beyond the walls, separating reality from our fears, I see the specters slipping through the leaves of time, trying to get my attention. Peering through the eyes of ordinary people is a gift and a burden, and that's all I can say: eyes are the best of portals.


Ghost stories are not the same in real life. There is a lot of pain scattered between the gaps of space, and humanity only understands the simple things that their minds agree to comprehend. Our world is surrounded by mystery and adventure.


Death has been clothed in a cloak of fear and pain, from which we would all supposedly want to escape, despite its inevitable encounter. But I have seen the true face of death...I have been able to see through the eyes of death and have discovered countless secrets. I have learned to follow the traces of those who have not yet learned to cross the boundaries of time.









THE WILLOW AND THE HEN


[image: ]


This boy's story is not a simple one to tell. At least not without shedding a tear of compassion and respect. Yesterday he went for a long walk in the hills. As always, barefoot, dressed in blue trousers - the only one that was still alive, from the ones his uncle won in the harvest - tightened at the waist with a real palm fibre. It was a very wide and undyed pair of trousers, but he liked it. The rest of his body was covered only with sweat and the aroma of roasted coffee.


Like every noon, he went to the edge of the cliff. There he spent long periods of time lying on his back: an experience that even I would repeat a thousand times, as he could not feel the sun burning, for the fresh mountain air was wonderful. On this occasion he stopped longer than usual to contemplate the batey. He clearly saw the guano of the house, a smoking vent where his grandmother cooked, and just below the hunter chasing the guinea fowl. A very peculiar way of hunting: the barking of the dogs under the cedars kept the birds scared, too scared to fly, so it was easy to get in a comfortable place to shoot from. The most attractive part of the hunt was to watch the dogs themselves run to where the hens fell dead and stay there until the owner picked them up and threw them into the bag.


Suddenly, just like that, he threw aside the stone thrower, looked up at the sky, sighed deeply and shouted, "I exist!


Then he jumped into the void, like a diving athlete jumping into the pool in slow motion. A perfect pirouette forward and then his arms outstretched, but instead of crashing into the rocks he began to fly, like the sparrowhawks watching from above. I have no other way to describe it: he jumped, but he didn't fall. I swear he was flying, not like a Peter Pan, not like a superhero: he was the same boy who flew across the sky with his eyes closed, as if in a dream he could see where to go..., without being dreaming, without being asleep.


I saw him brush with his fingertips the ears of a flowering cornfield. More than one old man, on seeing him, fainted. A mockingbird chased him to peck at him, until he was too high up.


As he waved his thin arms, he watched the sea emerge behind a group of mountains. Then he realised that the path might lie beyond the waves.


No sooner had he paused in mid-air when there was a crash that echoed for several seconds across the bluffs, and every creature in the bush looked up at the sky, and a cloud hid the sun.


The dogs ran to point where the prey had fallen.


In front of the hunter's boots, he fell, with a head full of buckshot and hardly any bones intact. He tried to turn him over. On the breathless face there was still a smile painted on it, but the skin began to fade to nothing, thousands of tiny roots sprouting from the ground, swallowing the blood and devouring the body. A few seconds later, a huge tree full of flowers emerged from the bowels (whose pollen fell like rain and made the dogs sneeze several times, until it finally enveloped them in a deep sleep). Fine drops of water sprang from its leaves and made large red flowers grow wherever they fell.


The hunter dropped his shotgun when he saw his dogs being enveloped by roots and swallowed by the earth; he tried to run, but his march ended when his skin turned to feathers.









First tear:


I NEVER UNDERSTOOD THAT YOU DARED


I never understood that you dared


My chimeras are still forbidden to you


I am to blame


I try to have my say


Today I regret it


I have no ambition to understand myself


Wait
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