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  SEEDS OF THE GARDEN




  ALCIDES SAGGIORO




  At first, it was strange. There was only darkness, and then suddenly something like feelings. Yes, he felt something, feeling was the definition of that experience, reader. The creature itself perhaps didn't know how to define that first moment of existence. Existence is something we talk about, but in reality, we don't remember how was the first moment of existence, we don't remember before, the moment when our consciousness arose, almost as if at the moment of conception we drank from the Lethe river.




  He went through this moment too, but unlike us, he didn't have a childhood. He was born ready. How do I know that? A voice, yes, he heard it. It was his thoughts, he knew what it was. More than that, this voice formulated words, and he understood them: Where am I? What's happening?




  He had a body, he could feel it. He knew he had ears, he could hear sounds that weren't those of his mind. His body was comfortable, but he felt something slightly prickling his back. There was a warmth, too. He had hands, and he moved them, identified his fingers, then his arms. He began to feel his own body. He reached his face, a light pressure of his fingers on his eyes, the dark began to explode into color. He opened his eyelids.




  What did he see? A blue sky. With trees stretching into the distance. He identified the heat, it was the sun shining. He lifted his body and looked around. It was a garden, he was lying on the grass, and there were flowers all around. Further away, trees, all clustered together, stretching far into the distance.




  He stood up and looked down. He saw himself, naked as he was. He looked at his hands and legs. Nearby a couple of deer were walking. Comparing himself to them, he had his first distinction from the others. He tried to imitate them. He was comfortable standing, but for some reason, he thought he should do as they did, stand on all fours on the ground.




  He didn't walk with the same grace as them, he was a bit clumsy, and he even felt a bit tired from the effort. When the deer took off running and jumping, he tried to imitate them. Without success, he exhausted his strength. He stood up on two legs, less tired. A loud noise came from the sky, almost like thunder.




  The sky was blue.




  "Adam," that's what the mysterious voice in the sky Said. "Adam," it repeated.




  That human, who was becoming aware of himself and everything around him, just looked up in awe. He understood that something was being said, a name. But whose name? That low, mysterious sound made his heart race. He felt fear, dread. Instantly he turned towards the trees, it must have been the sun speaking.




  The trees were getting closer and closer, yes, the shadows that had hidden him from whoever was up there. A fright, something big and furry came out of the shadows. A roar. He stopped running in front of the large, furry creature. Its mouth was open, its teeth were sharp, and its roar was loud as thunder…




  "Adam, why are you running away from me?" the voice from heaven asked.




  "Is that my name?" the frightened human asked.




  "Yes, that's your name."




  "Who are you?"




  "I am your Creator, the Beginning and the End of everything. On the first day, I said, let there be light, and everything began. All that is here, I created, and you, Adam, are my final work. The greatest of all, I give you the task of naming all the creatures in this garden."




  Adam turned to the creature that had frightened him earlier. It was lying calmly, staring at him. Its tail made irregular movements in the air.




  "Lion, that's what I'll call it."




  Adam began to look around, seeing all sorts of creatures. Almost like magic, they came from everywhere, as if they were there to be baptized. And so it was done. The night came, and Adam met the moon and the stars, and some other animals he hadn't seen during the day. In the late hours, a new feeling came over him: he just wanted to lie down on the grass, look at the stars, and slowly close his eyelids.




  A little later, he would meet something new. Pleasant images came to his mind, they were almost a reproduction of the garden he had seen during the day. On the horizon, a large column of smoke rose, a mushroom cloud. And then a strong gale swept everything away. Then a heat stronger than the sun, burning and evaporating everything. There was something familiar; he saw the ruins of great cities, dark, cold, and ruined. Adam stood up, startled.




  Adam spent his days busy, if we can say that he was busy. His tasks consisted of getting up as soon as the first reddish hues began to appear in the sky and eating some fruit from the various trees in the garden. His other activities were to walk around the place all day, mentally recording all the new animal species he came across. He watched how they walked and tried to imitate them as a game. He would try their food, some of which he liked, and memorize they were good.




  But something caught his attention for a long time. At first, he thought it was some kind of animal prank, but no. Some of them would get a big belly, and then appear with a smaller animal next to them. In other species, one would disappear and then reappear with several little ones around it.




  His mind began to wonder what could be going on. His mind began to understand the concept of a pair, a couple, a male, and a female. But if everything there had a male and a female, was there an equivalent for him? A female human, what would that be? What would she be like? Because the female animals always were different from the male ones.




  "Adam, I know what you're thinking now, what's bothering you."




  "Do you know, Father? Then answer me: am I the only one in my species or is there an equivalent to me?"




  "Oh Adam, not yet, but there will be. Lie down on that grass, I'll make you sleep and I'll make a partner for you and call her woman."




  Adam did as he was told and lay down. The place was covered by a fog, and sleep began to take over his body, and there he fell asleep.




  "Adam, wake up."




  He opened his eyes, lifted part of his body, and was amazed at what he saw. She was standing there in front of him, she looked like him, but she wasn't like him. There was a nose, two eyes, two hands, and two legs. Hair, mouth, everything identical. But her body was more voluptuous, her torso had a pair of large protuberances, that is, in comparison to his own. But there, between her legs, she didn't have an organ like his.




  "He explained it to me, my name is Eve. He said you're going to show me the garden and everything that's here so that I can help you."




  "Adam, take care of her, I just say to you: be fruitful and multiply and fill the earth."




  They both nodded at the Creator's command, even though they didn't understand what it meant to fill the earth, or what fruitfulness was. In fact, Adam had a more or less imperfect idea, but Eve would soon learn.




  After a whole day of walking, talking about impressions, and eating meals of various fruits, they stopped to watch the day go by.




  "You know, Adam, I've gotten to know a lot here, I've learned about the different plants, the foods, and many animals. You've been here longer than me, you've walked this garden and I know you'll share it all with me."




  "Yes, Eve, I will."




  "Our bodies are so similar, but at the same time, they're so different."




  "Yes, they are."




  "Can I touch you?" Eve asked.




  "Touch?"




  "Yes, like I did with the animals."




  "Okay."




  Eve began to touch Adam, starting with his face. Her hands slowly moved down his neck and torso. His heart started racing, and Adam felt his body heat up.




  "This is getting bigger," said Eve, pointing to a part of Adam's body.




  They were both amazed, almost like two children discovering something new. Adam looked at Eve and asked her:




  "Can I touch you too?"




  "Yes, you can. Will it look like yours here?" Eve said, laughing.




  His hand went down, following a similar path, but now with new landmarks. The hand now felt the skin texture, and when it reached the breasts, it felt a slight softness. It slowly moved down. There, Eve's body wasn't like Adam's, but the apparent absence of an organ was compensated for by a totally different structure. The hand explored new details; a fright. Eve let out a moan, Adam stopped moving his hand and looked at Eve, who was staring at him, and he put his hand back there.




  They looked at each other, and she put her hand between his legs too, making movements. They enjoyed the feelings they were causing in each other. Almost like a voyeur, there were other eyes on them. And the owners of those eyes were pleased with the result.




  There they were, on a screen, Adam and Eve projected. Soon thousands more screens appeared, with a lot of couples like them. Some were white, others black, and all sorts of ethnicities from all over the world. Thousands of Adams and thousands of Eves, in thousands of gardens.




  In front of the huge screen, there were three figures, humanoid, of small stature. Pale-skinned, with large, dark eyes, they observed the variations of history.




  "And to think that we once feared them," said one of the creatures.




  "But before they could destroy us, they did it to themselves," replied another.




  "And we, once terrified, rescued their last children from ruin and tried to erase everything bad from their memories," said a third one.




  "Each couple, a seed, each planet, a new garden," said the first one.




  "If the descendants of each of them don't destroy themselves, they'll be able to find their other siblings in the stars. And they might find us too," the second creature said.




  "What will we do with the Liliths?" asked the third one.




  "Look for the other couples that didn't work out, erase the memories, make new matches, and look for a new creation story. Humans have created the world in ten thousand different ways."




  THE OLD MOUNTAIN




  dai bugatti




  She closed the computer screen and her eyes. Once again, she tried to remember Lorena's face in detail. She looked out of the large glass window; it was already night outside. The lights of Aguas Calientes were shining brightly, as she could see from her vantage point. The whole room smelled musty and the temperature had dropped dramatically since lunchtime. She grabbed her windbreaker jacket from the back of the hard chair and put it on over the fuzzy sweater that kept her warm in environments like that.




  The hostel reception was packed with people. There, travelers from all over the world went to see the ruins of Machu Picchu for all the year. Just as Lorena had done three months earlier. Until then, she had done everything possible. The authorities of both countries, Brazil and Peru, had searched everywhere. No body. No trace. No clues. Now it was her turn to understand what had happened to her girlfriend.




  The receptionist gave her a broad smile, but Jordana didn't reciprocate. The tag on her green popsicle top showed a name: Marites.




  "Hello, good evening, I would like to know if everything is all right for the guide to accompany me on the mountain." Jordana used a mix of Portuguese and Spanish to speak.
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