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Synopsis




    Five million people travel through the São Paulo subway every day. So do an infinite number of tormented souls.




    Under the eyes of her children, the mother collapses on the tracks of the Trianon-Masp station. What would have been a suspected suicide takes on unusual twists when a paranormal investigator identifies a confused, frightened witness with memory problems. She assures him that something — a “shadow” — had pushed the woman to death.


  




  

    
Prologue




    Gabriel didn’t want to believe his grandmother was dead.




    But there she was, in the coffin, in the middle of the room, surrounded by relatives, a few friends, and many strangers. A mixed smell of cigarettes, sweet perfumes, and incense filled the room. The wreaths of flowers contributed to the smell the boy would spend the rest of his life associating with death. He wanted to cry, but not in front of those people. Why don’t you leave? There’s nothing to see here. He had cried when he received the news from his mother, denying this so-called reality, but there seemed to be no limit to his tears. His anguish lay in the fact that his grandmother was in that coffin. How could she be dead when he had just seen her walking across the room?




    It had happened the night before, when everything had already been prepared for the funeral. The boy woke up late, not that late, but late enough for him, around 11 p.m. He was thirsty. He went downstairs and into the kitchen. On his way, he passed by the living room and was startled to see it. The coffin. In the middle of the room, on a large rug with floral prints and geometric shapes. There were a few wreaths of flowers around the wood, with that damn scent. The smell of flowers, the smell of death. Grandma’s house was so empty, so silent, so strange.




    Gabriel went into the kitchen. He opened the fridge and picked up the glass cup. He poured the cold water. He started to drink it when he noticed, on the table, a little cup that belonged to his grandmother. He stopped. He looked around and everything was calm. It was as if, with the slightest effort, everything could go back to normal. He remembered when he had once woken up late at night. Thirsty, just like this time. He found his grandmother in the hallway. The old lady looked around to make sure there was no one else there and put her index finger to her withered, smiling lips, signaling silence. The boy smiled quietly, as she had asked. Minutes later, they were sipping hot milk and devouring oatmeal cookies in front of the TV, watching Amazing Stories, a sitcom of scary stories about ghosts, figures, and hauntings. But the boy wasn’t afraid. Not when he was in the company of his granny and the cereal cookies.




    But that night, when he saw the little cup on the table, although he wanted to deny it, Gabriel knew his grandmother wouldn’t be there. Still, he walked through the house, going into the living room again. Then he saw her. Yes, she was there. The next day, Gabriel asked his mother and told her what he had seen. But she, in an attempt at condescension and tenderness, clinging to reality, said it had been a dream. His grandmother was in hospital for days, many days, dying there and only being brought home for the funeral. So she explained. But the boy didn’t believe her. It couldn’t be. It hadn’t been a dream. He saw with his own eyes his grandmother walking across the room. He saw her when she stopped beside her own coffin. He saw her when she looked at the coffin in its entirety, with its caramel-colored wood, varnished and gleaming. He saw her when she stared at him. He saw her when she smiled at him, even though her eyes were deeply sad.




    Gabriel would never forget those sad eyes.
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    A fall to her death




    Helena came to her senses as the Line 2-Green train passed Trianon-Masp station. For a moment, she couldn’t remember where she had boarded. She thought it might have been in… definitely, she wasn’t sure. She had been having mental breakdowns and had lost her way on several occasions. At that moment, she was wondering if she was going home, going to some random appointment or, even, if she was on her way to work. She pulled up the sleeve of her jacket to check the time but realized she was without her watch. She closed her eyes and squinted to concentrate, but she couldn’t tell. Try as she might, she couldn’t remember. This distressed her, as it always did. Then she opened her eyes again, just as the train slowed down. It slowed down until it finally stopped.




    The doors opened and everything was unexpectedly silent.




    The woman was staring at the ground when she raised her head and looked around. Only then did she realize there was absolutely no one there. Neither on the train nor in the station. From a corner at the end of the carriage, she hesitated, but stood up slowly, taking a few steps forward, holding onto the support bars. The lights on the platform were all on, with one or two of the more distant lamps occasionally flickering, giving off a strange abandoned tone. There was no movement. Not a living soul, as they say. Helena then remembered kenopsia, from the Dictionary of Obscure Sorrows, a collection of words invented by an artist to explain feelings that everyone has but can’t explain. Kenopsia was about the helpless and mysterious air of a place that was usually full of people but was now totally empty and quiet.
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