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Suddenly, a gentleman steps out of his white limousine and approaches her. His distinctive appearance draws her attention: silk clothes, gold bracelets with diamonds, he appears to be an ultra-millionaire.

“What are you doing in this neighborhood with so many slums? You're in danger of being robbed...”

“Ma’am,” he said. “Would you like to leave your current station and become the next Indian Oprah Winfrey?”

 

Chapter 1: Meeting the Fate.

It was dawn on October 21st, and Adoniran had woken up feeling bitter. It had been months since he had found anything that would bring him any income, and the end of the month was approaching with no means to buy groceries.

On that day, he realized that he had just turned 47 years old and his life was a complete failure. He had quit smoking more than two years ago, but now he was considering going back. He was disappointed. Even the healthy decision he had made didn't seem to matter anymore.

“Nothing has changed. Nothing, nothing...” He whispered to himself in frustration. He rubbed his leg, feeling the worn fabric of his pants. “What a mess!” He grumbled, looking at the giant tear in his pants that mirrored the hole in his life.

He bit his lip hard, angry with himself for speaking his thoughts aloud and potentially waking his wife. “They could wake her up,” he corrected himself, hating the thoughts that filled his head. “Wake her up to the fact that he's a failure.”

Deísa was lying with her back to the bathroom door, and Adoniran couldn't help but look at the young woman sleeping beside him. She was naked and lying on a mattress that had lost its lining long ago. He remembered that he had won the mattress from a friend of Deísa.

She had bought a beautiful bed and, knowing the conditions of his friend's life, he asked if she wanted the old mattress.

“It was really bad.” He thought, but this one was much worse. He muttered silently so as not to wake her. “Bad as it is...” He sighed and thought, “The previous one was in much worse shape.”

Deísa was a good companion, quiet, introspective, and dependent. He considered her to be the “beggar's dog”. He looked at her and felt a mix of pity and anger; anger at his inability to give her the life she deserved. He had failed her, cheated her, and let her down.

He thought with a deep bitterness in his soul. The expression ‘the beggar's dog’ was his way of describing the situation in which someone makes a foolish choice, like a dog tied to the fate of someone who couldn't even feed himself, let alone someone else.

“A beggar dependent on another for a living!” He thought as he turned the key in the door and locked himself out. 

Now the streets were his only source of income, the place where he would return at night with something in his hand or with nothing at all.

The possibility of returning empty-handed filled him with anger and injured his pride as a man.

“It's not a game of luck like roulette, it's Russian roulette!” He whispered through his teeth. People bustled about as he checked his watch. It read 6:46 AM.

He remembered that the watch was a gift from his wife on their fifth wedding anniversary. They had been married for 11 years, and she never gave him another birthday present again.

“How could she?” He thought, considering how sometimes she didn't even have enough to provide for their children. He felt like his heart was being pierced with a knife at the thought of her waiting for him at lunchtime with empty pans.

“What kind of man am I?” He asked himself harshly. “A useless one who can't even provide for his own family?” The thought made him want to cry, but instead, he forced himself to think of his father. 

He remembered how his father, a hardworking man, had always made sure their plates were full despite their difficulties. “He was a real man”. He concluded.

The memory of his father leaving early in the morning and returning late at night with treats for the children filled him with sadness and a sense of inadequacy.

He looked up to the sky and asked God, “Why won't you help me when you claim to be my father?” Just then, a loud explosion interrupted his thoughts.

The windows of nearby buildings rattled, and he feared he would be hit by flying glass.

He realized it was just a supersonic plane flying too low and was filled with disgust, thinking, “How can a machine like that fly so low in the city?”

Chapter 2: Laughter and Support at the Weaving Mill.

Bhairavi was chatting with her middle daughter Harita, who was 10 years old and had just started her period. They were both laughing about the confusion it had caused earlier in the day.

Harita had been pulled into a chair by her teacher, who looked like she was about to have a heart attack.

Bhairavi had always been open with her daughters and had prepared Harita for this event. Later, she was getting her daughters ready for bed and was sad inside because she couldn't afford to throw a 15th birthday party for her eldest daughter, Kalyani, despite working overtime for two months.

Bhairavi was well-liked by all of her colleagues at the weaving mill, and they always laughed and cried with her during their breaks.

Even her colleague from the next section, Abu Ibrahim, joined the group, eager to hear about her latest adventure.

Suleima, one of Bhairavi's friends, had to step away to compose herself; she hadn't laughed so much in a long time.

His colleague from the next section, the Moroccan Abu Ibrahim in Urdissagem, who was responsible for placing the coils in the Bender, arrived to take a break and joined the group without understanding what was happening.

However, he knew one thing in advance: his friend had experienced another one of her unimaginable adventures with the three stooges.

As everyone settled down or returned to their sections, as the end of their break had come, he nudged her to tell him what had caused such a commotion with her colleagues, and she, wiping the tears from her face, began her story.

“I was at the gynecologist's office, for the exam I went to last week, remember?” She asked Abu.

“I do, you left after lunch,” he confirmed, eagerly waiting for the outcome of the story.

“There I was, legs spread, looking like a chicken in a roasting pan, the doctor sticking her arm in, with the face of someone who didn't like the world, angry at the decision she'd made to be a gynecologist.

It seemed that day she had decided to change her profession to be a grocery store bagger, and I arrived just in time for her to finally go out and be happy,” Abu was already enjoying the tale.

“The doctor dismissed me, removing her face in disgust and for the first time gave me a smile, perhaps because her torment was over.”

“I said goodbye, thanking her, but she didn't even look in my direction. She immediately went to wash her hands; I think she also took a shower.”

“I straightened my clothes, put on my panties, which she had thrown in the corner of the office, and left there relieved.”

“I walked about 20 minutes to the bus stop. I noticed that from a distance, people passing by were staring at me intently. I thought, could it be that I have diarrhea and I didn't realize it?”

“I got on the bus after waiting about ten minutes at the stop and got off at my house. When I got there, I went to the bathroom. When I bent down to sit on the toilet, I saw the reason why everyone was staring at me.”

“I had fastened the sheet from the exam table to my panties, under my black skirt, and I didn't realize it. I walked all over the city with that huge white sheet sticking out.

“The funny thing is. I thought people were staring at me because I was dressed to impress! In reality, I was embarrassing them.” She finished, laughing a lot as she clapped her hands on her thigh.

Throughout the story, Abu laughed a lot at her, but when he heard the last part, he almost peed on his pants from laughter. He had to make a huge effort to stop laughing. Her adventures were always hilarious.

Some time later, he confided in her that he was going through the worst time of his life: a marriage in a coma, two children in jail, and a third involved in terrorism in Pakistan.

Despite being lighthearted and very funny, she was also his confidant and a source of support during the dark days he was experiencing.

During the 15-minute break periods that the company allowed, he tried to go out with her so he could relax a little, vent, and she played the role of friend and advisor well.

“Look, I know you're a Muslim, I don't want you to feel offended,” she said solicitously, searching for the right words.

“I don't need another religion, nor is mine helping me right now,” he said crestfallen and slightly irritated.

“I know.” She affectionately touched his hand and said, “Understand that Jesus is above all religions. I see no other solution for your problem. You have to search for it.”

“If he exists and is so powerful and good, why doesn't he help me?” He asked in desperation, tears already forming in his eyes.

“It's because you haven't invited him into your problems,” she replied. “It's not enough to just be in trouble and complain. 

“You have to involve him in your problems and, most importantly, trust in his help.”

“Pray to him, make it clear that you need him, and ask for his help. I guarantee you that today, he will give you victory.” Her eyes met his, and Abu felt that she was telling the truth.

He looked at the horizon and said, “Does he know? I had such a happy home. Shariah was so loving, and we got along so well. Suddenly, everything came crashing down. It was destroyed, and I see no way out.”

“Abu, today I will pray for you. I will ask Jesus to guide you and help you. Be at peace and have faith.”

Chapter 3: Finding Redemption on the Streets.

A car brakes suddenly, the tires screeching loudly, and comes to a stop just inches from the body of young Miguel Ángel on Porfirio Chávez González Street in the city of Ixmiquilpan, one of the 84 municipalities of Hidalgo in central east Mexico.

It's not the most prosperous district in Hidalgo, but it's where Miguel lives. It's 5:20 PM.

He looks at the driver, who is extremely pale and gesticulating menacingly, surely cursing his mother, Doña Maria de las Dolores.

Miguel shows a disdainful smile, jumps uselessly onto the sidewalk, and makes a gesture as if paying respect to a king.

He half-bows and gives the driver permission to go on his way. The angry driver doesn't get out of the car to take satisfaction and probably breaks Miguel's face because there are so many other cars behind him; their equally irritated drivers start honking.

“Que Dios la tienga,” Miguel muttered as he turned the corner and imagined his mother's name rolling freely on the tongue of that strange and disrespectful driver.

He repeated the inevitable mantra of respect that follows the pronunciation of her sacred name.

She passed away so young, at 50 years old, and he mentally calculated the time that had passed: 12 years. Of course, he immediately made the ineffable sign of the cross on his face and then gave three kisses on his thumb.

Miguel Ángel was a bon vivant with an easy life and a hustler with a few tricks up his sleeve. After his mother's death when he was 13 years old, Miguel lived on the streets because he could not tolerate his stepfather.

He committed petty crimes to eat and dress. He had a silver tongue and could make anyone believe anything he said.

He knew the streets like the back of his hand and was known by all the merchants and passers-by. He went from one corner to another looking for something to sell, “tocar en la plata” as he used to say, and he often referred to stealing from someone who wasn't paying attention.

At 7 PM, he was already in his small hut and realized that he had gone through the entire day without buying any food.

He had scavenged for scraps here and there, picking up leftovers from a snack bar. He felt the weight of his dishonest actions.

He remembered a “missed opportunity” when a woman was careless with her purse while picking fruit at a fair. He approached her with the intention of unzipping her purse and taking her wallet.

He noticed that she had the wallet in her hand and considered waiting for her to put it down. As he was close to her, he needed to be in the right position and distance, in her blind spot.

He had learned this trick from a friend who was no longer around. He could hear what she was saying to a four-year-old girl.

“Abuelita,” the little girl said. “Can you buy me an apple over there? I'm very hungry,” she said, pointing to her stomach and explaining that it hurt a lot from hunger.

The woman bent down and looked at her granddaughter and said, “Is your Abuelita going to try to buy it for you, my princess? I'm sorry, but I have very little money today.”

He realized that she wouldn't be able to buy the apple because her money was already accounted for. As she got up, he saw that she was wiping away tears from her face.

He felt two tears roll down his own face as well. He remembered his affectionate mother and the many difficulties she faced with her alcoholic and abusive stepfather.

Chapter 4: A Life of Hustle and Regret.

He left there determined to change his life. At 11 PM, he was violently hungry and looked around at his shattered, poor, and miserable life. He was now much older but still felt like a lost and afraid 13-year-old boy.

“Mamacita, if you hadn't died,” he groaned in pain. “My life would be different.” He convulsed in bed, desperate and in pain, hugging his legs in the fetal position. “God, please help me. I'm desperate.”

The birds were singing in profusion that day, and it felt like he was in paradise. He had never noticed so much chirping before, and it was strange to hear so much trilling. “I must be in heaven,” he thought. “I must have died.”

When he opened his eyes, he realized that nothing had changed. He was still in his 3 x 3 hut, lying on the same old mattress from years ago, which he had stolen from his stepfather when he left home for the bar. It was the only thing that reminded him of his mother.

Everything he had done up to that point in his life, stealing and cheating, had not brought him any positive results. He had had many “lucky breaks,” but in the end, something always happened, and he would “lose” what he had gained through the efforts of others.

It seemed that the law of reaping what you sow had been instantaneously sown and reaped in his life. He had only needed to steal something from someone once for him to soon lose it, even though he turned to survive.

In the morning, he decided to leave his hut and see what he could do, fearing another night without food. The streets were busy, but he didn't know what to do.

He only had one certainty: he wouldn't steal anymore. If God didn't help him, he would die like so many others. “So many that have gone,” he thought with great regret.

Chapter 5: Loneliness and Solidarity.

Gradually, he began to recover from the sudden disturbance that had thrown him off balance and realized that a woman was approaching him, a few yards away, smiling at him. He wondered who she was and why she was staring at him.

“Good morning, Mr. Adoniran. Do you remember me?” she said, now standing directly in front of him.

“Good morning, I'm sorry, I can't remember,” he responded, unsure of who she was.

“I'm Angélica, from the Imperial neighborhood. You installed a shower in my home,” she explained, her smile still in place.

He remembered the woman who had asked him to come to her home in the Imperial neighborhood to install her shower.

He did the job and was impressed by her graciousness. They had shared coffee and cake and said their goodbyes, but he had forgotten all about her until now.

“Ah, I remember you now. I'm sorry I forgot,” he apologized.

“Don't worry, what we lose in memory we gain in experience,” she chuckled.

“Would you mind helping me with these bags? They're quite heavy,” she asked, gesturing to the bags she was carrying.

“Not at all,” he replied, taking the bags from her.

He accompanied her back to her home, a short twenty-minute walk away. During their journey, she shared stories of her life over the past six months: her grandson who had been living in France for two years, her daughter who lived in Argentina with an abusive husband, and the back pain that plagued her every day.

“Mr. Adoniran, are you busy today?” she asked abruptly, changing the subject.

“No, not at all. I'm looking for something to do,” he replied, smiling.

“I've been trying to find your phone number for weeks. Would you mind mowing my lawn for me?” she asked.

“Of course, I'd be happy to help,” he said, eager to oblige.

As they walked to her garden, she pointed out a brown Shar Pei dog and told him it was Brutus. She bent down to pet the dog, and she told him that it was her “ugly one.”

She looked into his eyes, as if reading his thoughts, and chuckled, “What an exaggerated woman I am!”

“You might think I'm being too exaggerated...” She hugged Brutus, almost choking the large dog, and gave him a wink, as if confiding in him her belief that she had a gift for prophecy.

“I don't think so, ma'am.” He said, blushing at the thought that she might have read the part of his mind that thought she was being too exaggerated. “Oh, it's fine. I know I am. Everyone thinks that about me. But...”

She shrugged, gestured towards the house, and with a warm smile, said, “I bet you haven't forgotten about that cassava cake I made the last time. I'd like to have another piece. I made it last night, and the coffee is ready. Shall we have some?”

“I haven't forgotten! It was such a delicious cake. Yes, I accept. Thanks.” They entered the house laughing, and she changed the subject. He was thinking about how kind and talkative the woman was.

“You know, Mr. Adoniran, I am very lonely. My husband, Daniel, passed away ten years ago, and I don't get many visitors. Sorry if I talk too much. I miss people like you who have a kind heart. I think people get lost in their troubles and forget to show solidarity with others.”

Chapter 6: A Proposal of Hardship.

He was concerned about the coincidence of her repeating everything he was thinking during their conversation, but it was amusing and certainly a huge coincidence. After all, no one can read other people's thoughts.

Now, memories of the pleasant time he had spent with her six months ago flooded his mind. How could he have forgotten such a kind and generous person? He scolded himself severely.

Brutus interrupted her thoughts by coming to the door and staring at her as if he wanted to say something. 

She expressed in a childish voice, as if she were talking to a baby. “Oh my sweet, ugly coconut candy, are you hungry?”

It was strange to see an adult speak in that voice to a dog. He thought, fixated on the big lips that looked like a kiss that she directed towards the animal.

She looked him in the eyes and asked, “Is the cake good?”

“To be truthful, it's delicious. The best I've ever had in my life.”

Twenty minutes later, he was mowing the lawn. His heart was still troubled by thoughts of pain and bitterness about his situation.

He now remembered his children, Anne and Sophia, who were eight and nine years old. They hadn't had a new toy in a long time, not even a plastic ball.

They were already awake and at school at that time, where they would have the coffee they lacked at home. How could someone neglect to raise their children like that?

Even animals raise their offspring. He remembered a bird's nest he had seen earlier, where the mother or father would shove insects down their throats.

OEBPS/toc.xhtml
		Section 1





