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— Inside Vicente’s Head

No one noticed exactly when the parrot began answering back.

At first, the old woman thought it was coincidence.

Then habit.

Then loneliness becoming creative.

But the bird answered too well.

Not like parrots usually do.

It paused before speaking.

Judged tone.

Repeated things nobody had said out loud.

Sometimes it even sighed.

Three houses away, Vicente pretended not to notice any of this.

Which was impressive, considering he had reorganized entire days around hearing the old woman’s voice through the open window.

He told himself it was accidental.

Humans love giving innocent names to obsessive routines.

Baltasar called it architecture.

Lucy called it sad.

Baltasar thought that was optimistic.

Inside Vicente’s head, things had changed since the silence.

The rooms still existed, but less confidently now.

The Department of Guilt operated on reduced hours.

The Room of Rehearsed Conversations had started losing sentences.

The Kitchen still cooked thoughts, though sometimes it forgot who they were for.

And somewhere in the middle of all this, Vicente had developed a weakness for a woman who watered plants while speaking to a gifted parrot like it was an equal.

Her name was Teresa.

She lived three houses down.

Every morning she opened the shutters at exactly the same time.

Every morning Vicente accidentally found himself near the window.

Lucy noticed first.

— He likes her.

Baltasar did not open his eyes.

— Obviously.

— Then why doesn’t he speak to her?

Baltasar stretched slowly.

— Because humans confuse longing with safety.

Outside, Teresa laughed at something the parrot had said.

The parrot immediately repeated the laugh with unsettling precision.

Then added:

— Coward. Coward. Coward.

Vicente froze while making coffee.

Inside the head, Lucy sat upright.

— Did the bird just—

— Yes — said Baltasar.

Silence.

Then, from outside:

— I know you’re listening, Vicente! — shouted Teresa from her garden.

Vicente nearly dropped the cup.

Inside the mind, alarms began quietly activating again.

Small lights flickered in the old rooms.

Excuses woke up.

Interpretations stretched their limbs.

Lucy looked around.

— Oh no.

Baltasar sighed.

— Here we go again.

But something was different this time.

The system no longer sounded intelligent.

Only nervous.

And far away, through the open window, the parrot spoke again:

— Too late is still a time. Too late is still a time.

Lucy blinked.

— That bird is terrifying.

Baltasar finally stood up.

— No.

Pause.

— That bird is honest.
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The Parrot Who Knew Too Much

––––––––
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Vicente spent three days pretending the parrot was normal.

This was difficult because the parrot clearly refused to cooperate.

On the first day, it only watched him.

Not casually.

Personally.

Vicente tried not to look at the garden three houses away, which naturally caused him to look at it every fourteen seconds.

Teresa sat outside watering plants while the bird rested beside her like a small feathered judge.

Lucy noticed immediately.

— He’s nervous again.

Baltasar opened one eye.

— Good. It means he’s alive.

Outside, Vicente adjusted the same curtain four times without necessity.

The parrot tilted its head.

Then said:

— Pathetic strategy.

Vicente froze.

Teresa laughed.

— Don’t mind him. He likes attention.

The parrot replied instantly:

— Like Vicente.

Inside the mind, several systems restarted at once.

The Room of Rehearsed Conversations lit up violently.

The Department of Guilt woke for no reason.

A small emergency meeting began somewhere near the old excuses.

Lucy stared upward.

— The bird can’t say things like that.

Baltasar yawned.

— Apparently it can.

Outside, Vicente attempted a smile.

It arrived late and already apologetic.

— Funny bird — he said.

The parrot looked directly at him.

Too directly.

— Weak sentence. Try again.

Vicente stopped breathing for a second.

Teresa laughed harder now.

Real laughter.

The kind that reaches the shoulders before the sound.

Lucy noticed something unusual inside the head.

The rooms hesitated.

Not dramatically.

Just enough to lose rhythm.

Vicente was embarrassed, yes.

But not in the old way.

Usually embarrassment triggered explanation.

Internal editing.

Correction.

Defense mechanisms.

This time there was only heat in the face and temporary confusion.

Baltasar noticed too.

— Interesting.

Lucy looked at him.

— What?

Baltasar sat up slowly.

— He forgot to perform.

Outside, Vicente looked at Teresa again.

Not carefully this time.

Actually looked.

She was older than him by decades.

Her hands trembled slightly when she moved flowerpots.

Her sweater didn’t match anything.

And she looked more comfortable existing than almost anyone he had ever known.

The parrot suddenly spoke again.

Quietly this time.

— There you are.

Vicente blinked.

— Excuse me?

The bird flapped once.

— You stopped hiding for four seconds.

Silence.

Inside the head, Lucy looked horrified.

— I hate this animal.

Baltasar almost smiled.

— No you don’t.

Outside, Teresa finally noticed Vicente properly.

Not as the neighbor.

Not as background.

As someone standing there.

— You make coffee every morning at the exact same time — she said.

Vicente stared.

— How do you know that?

Teresa shrugged.

— Your kitchen light tells on you.

The parrot added:

— So does the pacing.

Inside the mind, a drawer full of defensive responses opened automatically.

Then stopped.

Nothing came out.

Lucy looked around nervously.

— Why isn’t anything reacting?

Baltasar watched the silence carefully.

— Because he’s too busy being present.

That sentence changed the atmosphere immediately.

Not softly.

Physically.

Somewhere deep inside the system, old mechanisms began waking up again.

Interpretation prepared itself.

Control adjusted posture.

The need to appear coherent stretched awake like an old animal.

Vicente felt it.

The familiar pressure to become manageable again.

To say the correct thing.

To shape the moment into something safer.

Instead, he heard himself ask:

— Does your bird insult everyone?

Teresa smiled.

— No.

Pause.

— Only people pretending too hard.

The parrot nodded once.

— Exhausting behavior.

And for the first time in years, Vicente laughed before thinking about how it sounded. 
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Chapter 2
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The Room That Didn’t Exist Yesterday

––––––––
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Lucy discovered the room at 2:13 in the morning.

That mattered because rooms inside a mind were not supposed to appear suddenly anymore.

The system preferred routine now.

Predictable suffering.

Organized repetition.

Emotion with administrative structure.

But this room had not existed the day before.
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