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			Prologue


			



			Reading this story will give you insight into the mind of a schizophrenic. I wish you find some fortune in this misfortune.


			



			Marito.


			



		




		

			Chapter 1


			



			With much disdain, he poured him some coffee and handed him the croissants. The client, one of the regulars, pretended not to notice how rude he had been. Mario, quiet by nature, did not usually treat customers so badly. This good man, two months earlier, had made fun of Mario’ speech difficulties, at least that is what he thought.


			Marito remembered every time he had been treated as a subhuman. Not surprisingly, the chubby customer didn’t leave a tip. The waiter stood there watching him as “Fat Idiot” walked away. 


			The owner of the bar motioned him to come over.


			—Come here, Marito… As a waiter, you are a part of this business image. To be honest, I don’t like that guy more than you do. He is very posh. Pay no attention to him. But always keep in mind that, above all, we have to always treat our customers with respect. No matter who it is. 


			The owner could not tell if Marito had been mocked or if it was just his idea. Marito’s late father had started the business he was now running. On several occasions, Mario had given him cause to fire him. Since he was in debt with his deceased patron, he tolerated the mental slips of his protégé. He wondered what he would do without this job. Mario’s father hadn’t left him any assets to live on. Marito had kept this job since long before his father’s death.


			He turned to Marito, took a deep breath and puffed away the subject of his step son’s fragile mental health. 


			—That guy addressed me as a disabled person.


			—Take five minutes to have a smoke and get some fresh air.


			—No. It’s OK.


			Marito declined the offer to take a break.


			Marito tried hard to start conversation with customers or to round off remarks he heard on his way. He was well liked by customers. Except for the “Fat Idiot”. These last couple of days Germán, the owner of the bar, noticed that Marito was talking fluently, convivial and he had always something to say. He was himself. As time went by, Germán observed that his employee’s problems got worse depending on the time of year, especially in summer. He would have liked to know something about psychology so as to figure him out more. He was Marito’s partial guardian. He was there for him during relapses, he paid debts and taxes when he wasn’t in his right frame of mind, and accompanied him to the doctor every month for evaluation. Fortunately, Marito had already understood that he should take his medication regularly, and never leave the treatment. Germán lent him money when he couldn’t afford medicines. Marito never gave him the money back, but as he considered him his own child, he never expected to get it back. 


			By the time the bar started to get less crowded, he invited his stepson for a coffee. Germán tried to keep a conversation, but Mario would only speak in short unfinished sentences. Germán looked at the time. Marito had taken the midday medication. That was why he was so calm and moderate. It was time for his ten milligrams of haloperidol. Mario took large daily doses of a number of antipsychotics. The doctor had upped the dosage after a relapse he had had three months earlier.


			When Germán had already tried every topic of conversation without success, Marito cleared the tables and braced himself for a new wave of customers. Germán took his usual place behind the counter.


			The owner of the bar felt his stepson’s hands shaking. He knew it was a side effect of the medication. “It doesn’t look good, but there is nothing to do about it.”. Cups would shake with Marito’s hand tremor. Many times, he spilt the contents on the table. Luckily enough, he never spilt hot coffee on a customer’s lap. 


			With cups of coffee and cigarettes, Marito finished his shift. It was a Thursday afternoon, a day of special significance. There was a discount at the video club he usually went to. He quickened his step even though he had enough time before the video club’s closing time. He had memorized several titles recommended by the magazine he followed. He also collected all the reviews from Thursday’s newspaper. As for those that were not entertainment, he’d rather watch them in the comfort of his PC. Entertainment movies were for Wednesday outings to downtown theatres. He saved director’s films, on the other hand, for Saturday night, when he would gorge himself on movies. While every single man his age would have a drink with friends, go bowling somewhere or date his girlfriend, he’d rather stay to watch, until the early Sunday hour, his selection of films.


			He had pasties delivered for dinner together with a two-liter bottle of soda. The one day of the week he would order delivery. Not that he did it to trim his waistline. He was chubby, but that was not an issue that concerned him. He was neither heavyset nor obese. He used to lose weigh in relapses. He gained all of his pounds back when he slipped back into socially acceptable sanity.


			He came into the video club. He greeted the clerk, who responded with a kind wave of his hand. He went through the shelves full of boxes of video tapes. Uncertain which to choose, he concluded he would take five. He walked back to the shelves. He had omitted the classic comedy that opened up the movie night. He paid the check and greeted the clerk by his name.


			He walked several blocks. He passed by the cafe where he worked, only out of habit. He looked inside. Germán was busy with something but he couldn’t make out what it was. He bought a pack cigarettes at the candy store.


			He arrived at the building. The night watchman, a chubby man, dozed during his monotonous working hours. He called the elevator. He opened the door to his apartment and locked it from the inside. He turned on his computer. While it was booting up, he boiled some water to make white rice with butter and cheese. He drank directly from the lemon lime soda bottle. He looked under the cap to see if he had won a prize. 


			—Bad luck—. He had never won anything. The only thing he had won in his lifetime, was a bikini, in a game of bingo. The host of the game had embarrassed him, suggesting that he should wear the bikini at the hotel’s swimming pool.


			While he proceeded with the simple recipe, he downloaded the videos to his PC. When he had finished transferring the movies, it was already past midnight. 


			Change of clothes. Jogging pants and an old T-shirt he wore as a pajama. He turned on the radio and span the dial to find Alejandro Dolina’s program. Dolina’s witty humor kept him up. He sent an e-mail to the show asking if he liked Tolkien’s books. The host answered to the message with a “No” and asked that they stopped asking that recurring question. 


			He slipped out of bed to have a cigarette and he noticed he had run out of them. He changed into street clothes again. He headed for the gas station to stock up on them. He bought three packs. One for the morning, another for the afternoon and the third for the latter part of the day. Germán had drawn his attention to the excessive number of cigarettes he smoked per day. Many times, he had told him that the body only tolerated from three to five cigarettes a day. Not sixty a day.


			Mario woke up with phlegm and labored breathing. He admitted Germán was right but he couldn’t cut his smoking down to only three cigarettes a day.


			Dolina’s program was over. He turned on the TV and lit the last cigarette of the day. A sex scene made him want to masturbate. So he went to fetch some porn he stored in his computer. 


			He cleaned up the traces left by autoerotism. He remembered he had a bottle of beer in the fridge. He couldn’t drink any alcohol, “In for a penny, in for a pound”. He opened the cold beer and took some salted peanuts.


			He was inspired to write. He opened the word processor in his PC.


			From across the Goddess castle, my family’s bloodline was agonizing. With my little sister, we were trying to put the family books in order, those that were left when our parents got separated. Between self-delusion and promises of a better future, we intended to change the shape of our world. From the large window in our home library I looked that day across the street through the slits in the blind… It was Her, riding a homemade bicycle. She couldn’t rest her feet on the ground or keep her balance. A glimmer of hope sweetened my lips. I knew I wanted to be with her forever, the Goddess of War whose distant image gives me the spirit to keep pulling away. 


			In 1991, I moved with my mother, my two siblings, Mariana and Jorge, to the big house. That big house was built under the orders of my parents, long before they would split up. Two years before we moved, my parents started a never-ending family breakdown. Those two years were Hell on Earth. That’s why I maintain that money doesn’t bring happiness, it only buys the essentials. At that time, we got a new car every two years, but our home was the fifth circle of Hell. 


			With the move, my dad went to live alone. My siblings and I moved with mum to the big house. 


			In the house across the street lived Julieta. When our friendship started, I was not interested in her. Julieta was only ten years old. When I asked her age, she said she was two years older than she really was. My interests focused on Carolina, the neighbor next door. Shortly before I was diagnosed with schizophrenia I asked her if she wanted to be my girlfriend. She said yes, but I knew little about how to treat a girlfriend. I admit I don’t know much more about it now than I did by then. 


			A few days later, I was already screwing it up with Carolina. Julieta was our “middleman”. 


			When we moved, a locksmith dropped by that was Hare Krishna, a goddamn son of a bitch. The locksmith didn’t install the locks in the house without first having the keys copied. I don’t know why my mom asked him to perform a ceremony of that fucking religion. The son of a bitch. He gave us traditional food that they consumed during the religious rituals. Mum was going to have it tested and that was a wise thing to do.


			One day I came back from the pool. I was not very focused and I ate a trayful of that shit. I will never forget how drunk I got. I will never know what was in that ceremonial food. 


			My relationship with the locksmith grew closer. I attended a couple of the sectarian rituals performed by those fucking bastards who called themselves Hare Krishna. It was the drugs the locksmith administered that triggered schizophrenia in me. Woe unto that locksmith.


			My episodes became more severe as days went by and I hung around the Hare Krishna meetings or I dropped by the locksmith’s where he also administered Heaven knows what.


			In the end, I was admitted into a mental care facility. Luckily enough, for I don’t know what would have become of me if I kept hanging around those people, may their souls rest in peace as soon as possible.


			When I was discharged from the clinic, I moved in with my father. My brother Jorge was already living with him before I joined them. 


			 One afternoon, when I had returned to secondary school, I paid a visit to my mother so I could check on the neighbor next door, Carolina, my so-called girlfriend or exgirlfriend. I don’t know what she was to me exactly since we hadn’t officially broken up. I don’t remember if we were still dating or if I had dumped her for not allowing me at least a kiss. (We were so naive).


			I got to the house and there she was at the door talking to someone. Without much explanation, she told me to wait for her to finish talking with that man astride a 50cc motorcycle. 


			It really bummed me out that she would totally ice me out and having to wait unit she finished talking with a total stranger to get some attention so I crossed over to Julieta’s. I never spoke to Carolina again in my life. That’s a total shame because today she is a gorgeous piece of ass and tits, not to mention how pretty she is. 


			When I crossed over to Julieta’s, it was the start of a beautiful friendship that lasted for a while, until I stopped treating her on grounds of force majeure. 


			Julieta studied the piano, she was really good playing classical music in that instrument. I had studied guitar for one year before they put me away. I had got her the score “Everything I do I do it for you” by Brian Adams from my music school. She would rush the musical phrases, but she still played it very well.


			I lived in my Father’s house. I dropped in every once and a while to visit her. As I was reaching eighteen, how I saw Julieta changed. I waited to harvest her, she was a minor and I was already of voting age.


			As I was older, I gave her life advice. She would always listen to me. When she was in her rebellious age, I was already a young man. I had told her to take up martial arts and she started full contact karate. I told her that, beautiful as she was, she could start a modelling career. She worked for a manager that introduced her to drugs. I told her that she could live closer to the university so she moved into town, where I lived with my father. I suggested that she could get an electric piano. She asked her father to buy her one straightaway. Her Father told me to stop giving advice to her. “Mario, don’t tell her anything else. Don’t you see that she always listens to you?” She was arrogant. I told her she had a lot of life lessons to learn yet, but the message she got was that she had to be promiscuous and a drug addict. I hope not to have triggered her current behavior. I’d never forgive myself. By the time she entered college, her father hated me and he retaliated. 
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