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DEAR DIARY, YOU WERE my birthday present from my brilliant Uncle Alonso, a writer without heirs, who wants me to carry on his legacy and start practising on you. I've never had a diary before, but I tend to watch a lot of old films where girls write in them like this, as if they were writing a letter to a confidant, so I think this is the right way to use it. So here goes, I will introduce myself: my name is Psyche Descartes, I turned thirteen three days ago; my eyes are ugly yellow and my hair is black, nothing to highlight. My mother says I'm very thin and that worries her, she thinks it's her fault because she doesn't feed me well! I've seen her cry so many times when she thinks I'm not looking at her, she suffers because she doesn't know how to make me happier and I suffer because I don't know how to show her how happy I am, I look so serious! I try to smile and I can only manage a bland Mona Lisa face. I don't know why, I guess it's hard for me to be open. I'll talk to you about these things another day, because it seems to me that Mum is exaggerating. All I admit is that I look pale and that is because I have never been out in the sunlight and my house, although it looks modern and spacious, is very dark. It has no windows, it doesn't look like a house. According to my parents, it has to be this way because my health has been very fragile since the day I was born and I have had countless operations to overcome it. This closed environment is supposed to help me heal faster, but I don't know, I've never been outside, so I can't compare what's better: open air or filtered air, natural sunlight or the lamps under which my mother's plants grow... and I grow too.

I'm going to clarify something for you: I am adopted. I know this because my uncles explained it to me with love, because my mother and father did not want to admit it, although it was useless to hide it, I have many uncles on my father's side and no cousins; they all suffer from a genetic problem called "hybridisation", which prevents them from having children. Only one in a thousand people with this problem are fertile, and my parents were not going to be the lucky ones. I asked them if I had it and they said no, so I must be lucky, because apparently it is very common to suffer from 'hybridisation'; everyone in my house has it! As for my biological parents, they say they were too young and poor to take care of me, so they gave me up for adoption. I'm not angry, their decision brought me into the arms of my good adoptive parents and that saved my life. Dad is the first born of a rich family, so he was able to afford the treatments that made it possible for me to be here writing. I barely remember my early childhood, so I couldn't get out of bed or breathe on my own. My family always prayed that I would live a long life. Until a few years ago, I was still hooked up to probes and machines all the time, either asleep or so tired I couldn't move a finger. The few times I was able to get up were almost like a party, and in general the only fun I had was imagining, dreaming of fantastic worlds and interesting characters; Uncle Alonso said I should write about them, but now that I can move freely I can't think of anything. I no longer want to imagine things, I want to live them, and that is why I have been arguing with my parents a lot lately.

To begin with, it makes me angry to see very little of Dad. I bet he's in his workshop putting together some device right now. He must be there, tall and thin, with black hair poking one eye, his shirt sleeves rolled up, and a wooden face. Serious, very serious, but that's how I love him. It bothers me that he is always working on “the next update” of his spoiled robot: a kind of chrome metal woman with butterfly wings, which he says is wonderful because it works with nanobots that are like cells in the body and regenerate and multiply. and what do I know, he pampers her as if she were another daughter of his; It's starting to make me jealous. He lives busy with that and only looks up to look at the holographic screen that floats in the center of his workshop and follow the robot fights where companies like his compete to see whose product is stronger. If his favorite wins, he gets happy, stops working for a while and plays with me; If he loses he gets sad and works harder. His life is working on robots and having fun watching robot fights; Robots, robots, and robots! As I tell you, that is normal and I tolerate it. But on Friday I got very angry about something that may be stupid...

I'll tell you more or less what the scenario was, I was studying in the living room, because I'm homeschooled with my uncles! I already told you about my uncle Alonso, he is a tall and strong man with a big red beard; His thick arms are all tattooed with old Chinese propaganda and things about anarchism because he believes in that, it's like his religion, I don't know. Uncle Alonso encourages me to read classic books but says he doesn't have the patience to teach, so Aunt Amleth, the youngest of my father's sisters, takes care of that. I like her very much. She is blonde, petite, she looks like a playful girl my age although I remember her that way for as long as I can remember and I am already a teenage girl. She must be at least thirty years old, I don't know, they scold me every time I ask their ages or where my uncles live, or the name of the country we live in because they say they will tell me those details until I grow up. I hope to be as age-intensive as her by then, she really looks so young that it feels strange to call her aunt and I only call her “Amleth”. In any case, the rest of the family doesn't seem to take her very seriously either because, in addition to her childish appearance, she usually talks about crazy things: she confuses the past with the future and claims that her father visits her even though her grandfather died long before her. I was born She comes every afternoon to give me private lessons since I was able to start moving around the house without life support. It seems that in the mornings she works as a teacher in a kindergarten that she runs herself. I also receive art classes thanks to Dumas, I don't know why I don't call him uncle if he's another dad's brother, but it's always been like that; He is part of this group of people who have taken care of me since I was a baby. I adore him! Although he is also involved in “anarchism”. He is very different from everyone: he has piercings, his hair is dyed blue, and he has more tattoos than Uncle Alonso, who is in fact his twin, although they look nothing alike. Look, Dumas has almost the entire history of the fall of the Aztec empire in his arms and a lot of anarchism stuff all over the rest of his body. The only thing that looks out of place is a violet over her heart, a baby's footprint with butterfly wings on the side of her abdomen, and a crown on the back of her right hand, but I guess those don't mean anything! It's like he and Uncle Alonso each tattooed something about the defeat of a kingdom, I don't know why they didn't choose the French Revolution if it is the most common story of that type, maybe that's why they avoided it or there is another member in their cult Strange that he already chose that subtopic. Be that as it may, I am fascinated by Dumas's way of being. While Uncle Alonso lives angrily complaining that the family is too conservative, Dumas is sweet and lets his appearance protest for him. He has that loving and refined attitude, although at times I don't know if he does it sarcastically. He has a somewhat malicious look. For me, the eyes are the most attractive and important thing about people and he has them a very light blue, like the ice of the glaciers, when he looks at me he narrows them a little tenderly, but when he gets angry they become cold. Empty. That and the fact that he has a certain fondness for sharp things makes me suspicious...But I love him so much that I forgive him everything, even his anarchism that I don't quite understand. We will talk about this topic of my uncles' anarchism another time, because I think it is more complicated than it seems since my great-uncle on my dad's side is a very powerful man with a certain public position, a very important authority, and if his nephews are anarchists and that's like going against authority... It's like something doesn't add up, don't you think? These are things that the strongman Alonso sometimes demands of them, when he starts saying that they are oligarchs, that the family is a Nazi experiment that went wrong, that they are reptiles and... All that. When he starts talking like that, I feel very afraid and I run to sit on Dumas's lap, who always accompanies his twin and silences him with a look. He doesn't need more and his serene yet somehow threatening presence makes me feel safe. I remember that when I was very little I saw an action and science fiction movie about reptilian aliens that dominated humanity. I was so terrified when the disguised evil creatures began to emerge from the crowd that I began to scream. I spent a year or two unable to sleep with the lights off. Since then I preferred to watch horror movies because I prefer to believe that there are monsters, ghosts or maniacs stronger than the reptilians, the Illuminati, the evil elites and all those ugly conspiracies about evil entities among us that control us. The idea of being imprisoned without you knowing it and being unable to defend yourself is horrible. Everyone in the house knows not to talk about these topics around me or I will have a panic attack.

Anyway, Dumas gives me art classes and I have always liked to draw, although I am not as good as him, who is a professional painter, I think since before I was born; in any case I will paste my drawings here to show you, also some photos. Since I am afraid of modern devices because I don't know if they spy on me, mom bought me an old smartphone and a mini portable printer, because since I was very little I liked to make collages with photo clippings, old magazines and other gifts that Dumas brings me to make art. He supports me in my tastes and I feel that he is the only one who is honest with me. I have asked him why my great uncle is bad, why he never visits us and why Uncle Alonso is so angry that the family is the way it is. He says it's natural, that all families are the same as mine and I shouldn't be surprised. His words always calmed me, except that last Friday that I mentioned to you.... On that occasion, I was talking with him while we were painting a lake with mountains together. Dumas has the habit of sitting me on his lap and starting the painting, then he asks me to continue until I make a mistake, then he puts me back on track and so we go in parts. When I was little I used to strip his brushes so hard that I would rub them on the canvas, and he would calmly congratulate me as if I did it very well; Now I try to do better and I don't really succeed, but I pretend I do it perfectly anyway. I hate that he still sees me as a baby. I told him that on Friday and he responded: “I feel like you only started talking last week,” and he kissed my cheek. Then I got angry all at once and I didn't want to paint anymore, but I didn't get off his legs, I just stayed hugging him resentfully. Just then another of my many uncles came: my uncle Hugo, the family lawyer and my dad's best friend. Have you seen that kind of good-natured character in situational comedy shows who does everything correctly while everyone else fails? Excuse my references to movies and old TV series, but those are my only windows to the outside world, so don't be surprised that I mention them as if they were my life experiences. Well, that's my uncle Hugo: always smiling, well dressed, kind and helpful. He is the most positive man in the world! But I was in a bad mood and not all of Dumas's love nor all of Uncle Hugo's good vibes were going to prevent me from losing my patience at the first provocation. He told Dumas that he needed him to sign some documents for my aunt Sherl who manages the family finances, I don't want to talk to you about her, I have seen her like twice in my life, with her thick-rimmed glasses and her eternal face of a judgmental snake, and it was enough for me. Since I was still sitting on Dumas's lap, I was able to read the paper well. It was a permit for I don't know what and I noticed that they read names of historical figures such as “René Descartes”, “Alexandre Dumas”, “Alonso Quijano”... Suddenly I thought: Descartes the philosopher, Dumas the writer, Don Quixote... and At that moment I deduced that those are the aliases of my father and my uncles, and I got angry because I felt like I had been deceived, so I complained to them:

—Wait... Are these fake names?! Aren't we all Descartes?

The two looked at each other, Uncle Hugo cleared his throat, and my dad, who managed to hear us from his workshop, came out very seriously and ordered Dumas: “take her to rest, she has studied a lot today.” I asked them for explanations, to stop evading me, but Dumas just carried me out of the room telling me to calm down, that nothing was wrong, that I read it wrong, that they loved me very much; and in one of those when we were alone in a hallway, I don't know if to shut me up or what, he kissed me on the lips. It was a few seconds that felt eternal, he opened his mouth squeezing my cheeks and stuck his tongue in to touch mine, it was hot and sweet. I was shocked, I felt my hair stand on end, it startled me. It was so strange and sudden. Almost immediately I started to feel dizzy and sleepy, I didn't even care, I got to my room and fell asleep like a rock right away. I remember that when I was very, very little and I was in a lot of pain while convalescing from one of the many surgical operations that they performed on me, Dumas would come to visit me and always bring a candy lollipop that I would try before giving it to me, then he would tell me a story. In less than ten minutes the pain went away and I felt sleepy. Those same candies didn't have the same effect if Dumas didn't try them first. The numbness was much stronger now, what could it be? I just remembered one time, when I was very little, I was falling asleep and I asked her about her tattoos, especially a phrase she wears on her neck adorned with tears, it says: “oh my children, where will I take you?” He told me that they all represent omens that announced the end of a kingdom, that one in particular recalled the cry of a maternal specter that lamented the future genocide of its descendants. I was afraid, something like a bad feeling, but I fell asleep like this last time. Today when I woke up it was Sunday, I was in my bed as if sedated, they celebrated my birthday. Very surprised, I told my mother that Dumas kissed me, while he was there, and everyone started laughing. Well, it was nothing special. Then Uncle Alonso brought you as a gift and when I was alone I started writing this. Why did you refuse to explain the names to me, Diary? They hurt my feelings without realizing it, because I remembered the fact that my dad is not really my dad and I even imagined that he denies me as his daughter, but they always take care of me and give me love. I'm so afraid of separating from dad, that one day he will give me away like my biological father did. And more than anything I'm afraid of not having the same last name as him, of not really being part of his family. Well, Diary, I feel better now that I told you my worries. Thank you. I hope to never worry about these matters again. Maybe I only imagine dangers when everything is in order here.
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Monday August 9, 3030
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Dear Diary, today was a normal day, I spent the afternoon with mom and it was good. I watch one or two old movies with her every afternoon, I guess since we are a wealthy family we must have this kind of entertainment with classic movies. Surely people out there do more fun things, but I have no choice but to follow my family's history fever and entertain myself with these things from a millennium ago. My favorites are those of the slasher genre. The truth is, it's not that I like horror ones, they don't even scare me! Those who talk about conspiracies scare me, as I already told you, but monsters like zombies and vampires bore me; My love goes specifically for those stories in which an almost always masked psychopath kills a bunch of unruly teenagers. Of course, my mother doesn't fully approve of my hobby! Since, in addition to being a movie buff, she is a psychologist, she sees in my taste for cinema slashes a way in which "I express my frustration at not having the freedom that other young people abuse in those movies." and that is why I sympathize with the murderer.” It's not like that, I can't explain it to her because I don't understand it myself and she worries a lot about “what I keep to myself.” For example, every so often I suffer a nightmare where I am alone floating at the bottom of the sea, among sea monsters and the darkness of the abyssal zone of some ocean. Every time I tell her that it happened again, she says that they could be “symbols of my subconscious” or “something worse.” Then she hugs me and swears that he will do everything he can to protect me. Once, another sister of Dad's who is all mysterious and supposedly guesses hidden things, Aunt Fy, came to visit us. She looked like another of many rich women who take trips to exotic lands to feel special and frankly I didn't believe her at all, despite who speaks with the same seriousness as dad and piercing green eyes. If you had heard her say so much nonsense you would conclude like me that she is a luxury tall Amleth. Why is it that if a person looks humble and says strange things they are “crazy”, but if they are elegant and says strange things they are called “mystical” or “spiritual”? Mom told her about my dream and she said that a danger was lurking for me within the family; I listened to them hidden behind a curtain, and I got worried because there are so many of my uncles that I don't know all of them, or pay attention to them, I haven't really noticed which ones might not be trustworthy, but mom took it worse. She began to cry in anguish. It's very good! I'll tell you a little more about her and dad.

My mother's name is Ziggy, she still looks young, she is blonde and very pretty, like everyone else in the family except me, I’m somewhat dull. Come to think of it, they are very lucky to stay so young, healthy and cute; They almost look like actors from a movie hired to represent a perfect family, it's even suspicious that they look so perfect! She tells me what she learned in life while we watch movie classics. It makes me sad to think that he worries too much because I'm always locked up here because of my illness, maybe with the movies he's trying to teach me what it's like to have a normal life. My dad's name is René, he is a tall man, with almond shaped gray eyes. Mom says that of all his siblings he is the only one with natural black hair and that's why he was always the most handsome. I see Dumas and his mischievous light blue eyes as prettier, but she noticed the first-born of the family. Dad is an engineer in mechatronics and other complicated things. As I mentioned yesterday, I don't spend much time with him, but just seeing him is enough to make me happy. It's like something magical, automatic, I can't explain it, I just adore my dad and, no matter how good my uncles are, no one surpasses him for me. He is the oldest of all and the best.

In fact, I love and admire my parents so much that I forgive them for doing things that really bother me. For example, they make me wear a black school uniform every day because I never leave a super sterile part of the house anyway because of my fragile health, and with some sadness I think I will never leave. Can't you see that I'm getting older? One day my mom saw that my breasts were growing a lot and instead of realizing that I was already a teenager, she just told me: “You've gotten chubbier! Oatmeal with broccoli works.” And the truth is that no, I hate their broccoli oatmeal casserole that only I eat because they all seem to survive on coffee, soup and candy; I think it's been so long since they've tried normal food that they've forgotten what it tastes like. In fact, I've never seen them eat anything other than liquids and sugar! And broccoli oatmeal casserole fills me up like a hot air balloon! Once, when the air came out late at night, Dad came running alarmed to ask me what the noise was. I pushed him out of my room. Sometimes parents are annoying! But if I tell you, you'll feel bad, poor parents, always obsessed with taking care of me... I feel very tired, I'm going to sleep.
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Tuesday August 10, 3030
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Aunt Honoré and aunt Maxim came to visit with a new shelf for the books that uncle Alonso gave me, plus other science fiction books that they have already read and have inherited from me. They both work for Dad's robot and technology company from their home, and they don't tell me where it is because...I don't know, adult stuff! Honore, the older of the two, is a mechanical engineer and Maxim is a programmer. They are the typical nerdy girls: Aunt Honoré is the sarcastic nerd with round glasses and Aunt Maxim is the shy nerd who laughs like a seal; They are very funny! We had sleepovers with the two of them, Amleth and Mom, when I was younger, the four of them would play dolls or pillow fights with me. Looking for a printed photo of Mom to make a collage and stick on the shelf that my aunts brought me, I found some very old ones in which she is about my age; They dated it to 1992, I showed it to him and he took it from me in a hurry, scolding me for rummaging through his things. The mistake in the date was very funny, as if she were an old woman of more than a thousand years! Dad must have made that joke on her.

I started to think: we are in 3030 and we keep alive so many things from the first decades of the 21st century, as if something were holding us back on those dates. It can't be nostalgia, because no one could have been alive at that time. Maybe the world hasn't changed much since then. Did something happen that stopped the development of humanity? I would like to be able to go abroad and know what real life is like, not just what I see in movies and reruns of old series. But they don't let me leave the area of the house set up for me, I don't even know the front door. Something here must not be right.

This afternoon we watched a slasher movie with a masked man. Do you know that the first of this type was made in 1926? Of course, it was a silent film, but it was already about a masked killer stalking his victims. I feel a very strange emotion in those moments when the couple is naked in the barn, sometimes it is in a car, or in a camp, and suddenly a huge man with his face covered by an expressionless mask arrives and brutally penetrates them with a huge knife. It's not fear, nor satisfaction, it's something as strange as a diffuse tingling that runs through my body. Perhaps it is also embarrassment due to the fact that the victims have almost no clothes. Mom never lets me finish watching those scenes. The first time I saw one, she snapped her fingers off the holographic screen and called the family doctor, who of course is also my uncle because Dad only trusts his family, and they gave me a lecture about the egg and sperm thing, and babies and the magic of life and blah, blah, blah; Uncle Ray the doctor makes everything sound cheesy and boring! He comes every week, checks me and at the end we sing a song about how we are very happy for “being healthy and because we can play with mommy and daddy” Although his parents have already died, even though Amleth continues to talk to her dad. My life is so boring and my family is so normal! Nothing is like in the cinema, although I try to look for even the most remote extraordinary detail; But Dad is not a mad scientist but a sane one, Dumas is a gentle punk, Uncle Alonso shouts a lot but never stars in an action movie fight, Amleth talks to a dead person but he is not a ghost, and so on with everyone. Today, for example, I saw a bunch of family members I don't know among the photos that Dumas brought me to cut out. More elegant, athletic, young and white people; The diversity was conspicuous by its absence and I was already starting to get sleepy when I finally found something interesting in some images of my parents in the forest: in some of them a strange man appeared out of focus or in the background, I estimate him to be more than 6 feet tall because he is Much bigger than dad and he is already tall. This man wore a porcelain mask with “OK” written in red scratches right on his forehead; I ran with the photo to where the adults were drinking coffee and showed it to them, asking very excitedly who that was. Dad took it with a slight smile and said:

—This is the family bug, system error.

Mom and Amleth, who was with him, started laughing, then Mom commented:

—I remember at our wedding, he was three years old? He started crying because he thought he was stealing his older brother from me. It was adorable!

—Oh, he's still adorable!

Said Amleth and they continued talking about their affairs. My elders' response ruined all the excitement of the discovery, but I still think about the masked man. He was wearing a raincoat, carrying a rifle and wearing his blonde hair up. Will he ever let it down? How long will it be? He obsesses me a little, in fact now it's hard for me to sleep thinking about him. I would like to ask you so many questions, just talk to you. Yes, I know that maybe I fantasize too much because the routine is endless and I will most likely never get the chance. Sometimes I suspect that the face of this eccentric family member is just one of the many ugly things hidden in my adoptive family.
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Wednesday August 11, 3030
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Nothing relevant happened today, it's the most common thing. My uncle Ray came to check on me, mom made me tell her about my... gas problem... Ugh! He gave me a speech about it and a remedy so that I would never have them again. At the end we sing. I feel like nothing will change if I stay here, I don't know if it's too late to start truly living; because this is like not existing. No one knows about me outside of this house and my family treats me as if I were a spoiled pet. Sometimes I get angry and would like to ask them to take me out, but I never have enough courage to complain to them. I am sitting on my bed, thinking that it is unfair that I waste my imprisoned youth; But , although I know that my situation is worthy of anguish and despair, I cannot cry, there is something that represses me from within. I will open and wither like a flower that is born hidden in a dark crevice and I will not even be able to shed a tear about it. I once told Dumas what I think, he said it's normal at my age. I don't believe it at all. What irony, so much excess of normality cannot be normal. In the morning I confessed to dad that I want to go see the forest. I didn't tell him clearly that I would also like to meet the psychotic guy in the mask, but he just replied: “I'll think about it,” and added that the fresh air would be good for me, maybe next year. More time in my house and locked up! Waiting I don't know what... What if one day I want to have a boyfriend? I think I liked kissing Dumas, I don't know, now when I remember it I feel an itch inside my chest and belly. I know I shouldn't get my hopes up about him because he took care of me since I was a baby and sees me as his daughter. After the kiss he continued to treat me as if nothing had happened, I still don't understand why he did it; but nieces marry their uncles in period films that make mom cry. And he, with his eyes of such a light blue that they look like ice, is very pretty. I like it. You must keep this secret from me very well, Diary.

At night, Mom was teaching me how to dance in the hallway and Dad was listening to their robot fights while still working on the “nanobots for upgrade” with an electron microscope when the broadcast was interrupted by an alarm. There was a terrorist attack on the royal palace, that's how I found out that I live in a nation where the monarchy still exists. I managed to see a palace on fire, on its doors there was a minimalist golden shield that I cannot locate. I haven't seen it before in movies or in Amleth geography and history classes. It was a crescent moon over the symbol of eternity intertwined with a triangle and an L that I don't know what it means. They had thrown a red liquid at him and written: “murderers, degenerates, thieves”; In the background some eerie screams could be heard and they were not from people, that is, words could be distinguished but more than anything they were screams like wild animals. I managed to see some bodies lying on the floor, they were wearing a kind of strange, tight black dress and they were small, like those of children my age. Mom became very distressed and covered my eyes, I had to go to sleep immediately. I drew the symbol that I saw on the flag, that might tell me where I am and what the situation is really like. Are they killing kids like me? Is that why they hide me?

It's almost midnight, a very strange dream woke me up: I was sitting cross-legged in the middle of a huge white building full of mysterious doors and hallways, posing with a vase full of white roses, I don't know why, it was as if They were going to take a photo of me. Suddenly the echo of footsteps could be heard, I looked from one side to the other without being able to see where they were coming from until suddenly, as if lightning had struck me, the strange guy in the mask appeared behind me. He snatched the vase from me and smashed it on the floor. It left me very disturbed.
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Thursday August 12, 3030
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Dear diary, today Dumas unexpectedly arrived with a gift for dad in a large wooden box that Uncle Alonso was carrying. Inside was a pile of foam rubber shavings and a portrait of a young woman, her skin was dark and her eyes very blue. Seeing her, Dad smiled melancholy. I asked him who she was, he said she was the mother of all of them, she already died. I was surprised because he didn't look like them, and dad told me as if lost in his memories:

—No, Honey! On the contrary, we are all more like her, except your Uncle Bug. That's why he wears a mask.

This left me confused, but I didn't ask any more because everyone remained silent and very sad looking at the painting. Before going to sleep, dad spent a while with me in bed talking and in the middle of what we talked I told him that I'm afraid of losing them like my first parents. He answered me that we will never truly be separated and asked me that if I were to be very far from them one day to look at the sky and look for the Moon. Well, the Moon can be seen anywhere in the world and it is like a little piece of home that follows us everywhere. I laughed because we can't see it right here. Shortly after, mom arrived, she looked at us and smiled, she said that we are so serious that without a doubt we are father and daughter. It's true, we look alike, I feel very happy. Coexistence and love have made us a complete family. Now I go to sleep.

How strange, I was falling asleep, Uncle Alonso and Dumas were still talking with dad, and then we had a visitor. It's a special occasion, very few people I don't know have entered my house. He was a gentleman dressed formally, he had the same clear and malicious eyes as Dumas, he was surely another relative. You could tell that he was blonde, but he was already graying, I think I saw it in some photos of galas and public family events. He was wearing something like a presidential sash with the weird minimalist shield, could this be my great uncle?; I heard him ask my dad if he was aware of the horrible terrorist attack yesterday. He was accompanied by some men in black, I bet they were bodyguards, he must definitely be a head of state; In the end I didn't know who he was or what he wanted because one of the men in the escort walked away a little to light a cigarette and discovered me peering behind a lattice. He was athletic, blonde, blue eyes, like prefabricated... I suspect he is another of my uncles. At that moment, Mom came very nervous to tell me to go sleep in my room, so I did, then Uncle Alonso and Dumas came to say good night and say goodbye because they were already leaving; I think they didn't like being with the newcomers. They turned off the light for me before leaving, Dumas gave me one last hug and just then I don't know what happened because I couldn't see anything, but I felt a sharp pain in my shoulder. Like punctures. I asked them to turn the light on again , they checked me, I had some marks like a snake bite, but we couldn't find out what happened and they stayed sitting nearby taking care of me. I hear footsteps, talking, and nothing else that seems relevant. It's already late, I'm very sleepy, I'd better stop writing and go to sleep. Tomorrow I hope they tell me who he was and what happened. I'm a little nervous, will I have the dream of the masked man and the vase again tonight? I'll sleep, too bad, I'm starting to get a little nauseous and have a headache.
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Friday August 13, 3030 (?)
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This morning I woke up still in my nightgown, inside one of those body bags. I do not know what is happening. I find myself alone in a room I don't know, there is a “cosy mess”: old things piled up everywhere, between plants that grow as they please and dim lights. It looks like a wooden house in the middle of a thick forest, I see conifers through a window and you can hear the wind whistling through its branches; The light coming in is warm and golden, I think this is the sun. I spent a good while wondering if I died the night before and came to heaven. Under other circumstances I would be happy to finally be in one of those settings I've only seen in movies, but now I feel like things are going terribly wrong. I am not dead, nor am I dreaming, time passes and reality becomes more concrete, revealing that perhaps I have been the victim of a kidnapping. Once I became aware of that possibility, I panicked. Could they have hurt my family to take me away from home? What happened to my parents and uncles? Next to me there is a bag with my uniforms and toiletries, all mixed up, to fill it they only completely emptied the dresser next to my bed. Rummaging through it I found my colored pencils, scissors, tape, my old phone with its portable printer, and underneath all of this my diary; Thanks to this stroke of luck I have it with me. My God, what will happen to me? I'll write down every detail I find out here, so maybe the authorities can catch those responsible after they rescue me.

I was still writing when a young woman I have never seen entered the room. I don't recognize her from any family photographs, she had brown hair, green eyes and freckles, she identified herself as “Violet, my dad's cousin.” I don't know if I believe him. She brought me a coat and informed me that I am here because there was a conflict in the family and my mother sent me to my uncles until everything calms down. Then she gave me a thin black ribbon that he tied around my neck simulating a choker and asked me not to tell anyone that she gave it to me. I asked her what it was for, she said it's a weapon and later Amleth will come to explain to me how to use it. This scared me even though she was very gentle. Then she left advising me to cooperate. It's been twenty minutes since that, I got dressed and I'm still here with my heart pounding in my neck. What is happening? Where are my parents? I think I will use the knowledge I learned from my mother and study each person I meet here. This will make it easier for me to collect data and perhaps I will finally be able to fully understand my strange family. I will start by analyzing the case of whoever lives in this house, because apparently he is a very peculiar character.
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Case I : Bug
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Yes, Today Is August 13, 3030 (But at The Same Time, 2020)
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Dear diary, I always liked Friday the 13th, I had a feeling that something exciting would happen to me on a day like this. When you lead a life as routine as mine, or at least the one that was mine, even having a maniac jump at you out of nowhere with a machete becomes good news, because for the disease of boredom, any change is favorable. This is how right now I don't know how to feel, on the one hand, I am encouraged; On the other hand, anguished, sad, I don't know why mom sent me so far away and with people she herself wouldn't approve of. I suspect that is not true...I must be stealthy and on guard. My host is a kind of reminder of the saying: “be careful what you wish for.”

After my horrible awakening in the body bag and my encounter with the mysterious woman, I took the coat she gave me, put my diary in an old backpack along with other items that I considered useful and found among the things stored in the room where I was, and I prepared to escape. Cautiously I walked out into a hallway and, among the many knick-knacks that perhaps should be in a museum, I saw photos of my parents and people who I believe are part of the family. In some there were dates from around the beginning of the 21st century, in many children appeared, one of the little ones always came out with masks. I suspect he was the weird guy who, now I know, has good reasons for hiding his face... I'll talk to you about that at length later, in fact the most interesting thing I saw in those family portraits was Dumas as a little boy without tattoos, he was very cute!  Her natural hair is curly and golden. Then I found an old phone, I've never used one, so no matter how much I searched for it, it didn't help me to ask for help; Underneath this device was a newspaper that looked new and was dated Thursday, August 13, 2020. I had to take a moment to think, how could this be happening? I appeared a thousand years in the past, and my family already existed here. I pinched myself several times because I became convinced that it was a dream. I had two options: collapse in panic or try to clear things up, I chose the latter and was surprised to find that the fear took a backseat as I realized that I might not be able to survive if I let it take over me. Then I went to the main door of the house, I turned the handle suspiciously, it was not locked. When I opened it, a kind of cold and invisible force hit me, after the shock I deduced that it was the wind. And it smelled like the nicest thing in the world! I had heard of petrichor, the perfume of drizzle on grass, but I had never experienced it. The breeze was humid, the fog moved between the mountains covered with immense trees and I was enthralled for a long time with that spectacular landscape, with the icy wind that moved my hair and my clothes. From the outside, the mansion looked a little creepy, something I wouldn't associate with my family. In my house everything is impeccable and shiny; while there were weeds, rusty scrap metal and a sinister black van without rear windows parked in the middle of the front yard; That one was maybe like from the 20th century. To be honest, even that careless atmosphere seemed fascinating to me. Since no one was seen nearby, I took the opportunity to escape. I didn't have a specific plan, I imagined I would have to ask a police officer for help but I've only seen them in Mom's old movies. I didn't know what to say, I don't know where my house is or how to communicate with my parents or if what's happening is really wrong since technically I'm with my family. I found a highway and followed it first in one direction, but as I walked I reached a high point and only saw that it was lost among an endless mountain range. Suddenly I heard the echo of some distant explosions, like when you burst a balloon, but I couldn't see what caused it. Worried, I looked in the opposite direction and discovered in the distance a very small town on the side of a mountain. I headed to that place and then I noticed two bodies, two strangers armed with bats and ropes were lying on the side of the road, blood was still flowing from their heads. I shook them, looked at their wounds, it took me a while to convince myself that they were dead. I didn't know if they were coming towards me or what attacked them, I was very afraid. I decided to run to the town and ask for help. On the way I finally began to see more signs of life, but these disconcerted me: some cars were abandoned in the middle of the streets and the houses seemed to be empty. Suddenly I heard another strange explosion and the glass of a window broke, the noise came right from the second floor of the only residence that had the door open. I entered, greeting timidly, and no one answered me. There were weapons and empty bottles lying on the floor; I got to the living room, an old television was on. Everything was like in the movies! A news program was broadcast, they said that we were in Wyoming, United States and, although they were talking and the camera was pointed at a podium, there was no one there. The reporter seemed to be invisible, this was disturbing, but the truly terrifying thing was that when I looked at the stairs that would lead to the second floor where the broken window was, I saw blood dripping down the floor. I ran away scared. 2020 was a historically disastrous year because there was a terrible plague, many people died and the vast majority were locked in their homes by their governments, but how did I get to such a gloomy past? To the ghost of such a dark past... Well, everything looks... dead. I continued walking until I saw a cafeteria, I saw smoke coming out of a chimney and I entered with some fear; To my relief, there I finally found another human being, Violet, my father's supposed cousin. She was working in the kitchen, she was wearing an apron. When she looked at me she smiled saying:

—Very few customers come here, most just order coffee. There are eggs and bacon, if you want. Come, I invite.

I approached with suspicion, I saw that in one corner of the premises there was a playpen with a baby. I went to look at him surprised, I had never seen a little boy in person, he was beautiful, with curly blonde hair and very light blue eyes. He does look like he belongs to dad's family and that way I could be a little calmer. The woman informed me without stopping her work:

—That's Aureus, your first cousin. He's six months old, he's a miracle baby! My husband and I weren't supposed to... However, last year I suddenly got pregnant and here it is.

—They never told me he had a cousin. Or that dad had a cousin.

—Well, I don't interact much with your parents.

—Why?

I asked, intrigued, she tried to explain to me while she served me the food:

—I decided to give them space. I was your surrogate mother, you were implanted in my womb when you were an embryo. So, I don't have your blood, but I brought you into the world. When you were the age of this other baby I gave you to your adoptive parents.

—But...I thought my biological parents gave me away...

—No, baby, I don't think those kids even knew you existed. They discreetly removed you from your biological mother, choosing her and her boyfriend because they were very attractive and had a condition that your father Descartes and other scientists in the family were seeking to cure. It may sound bad... But it was the best. They were young, poor, they led a very unrestrained life. And we wanted to ensure a bright future for you. Now you are a very privileged girl and I am going to ensure that it remains that way.

Then she rushed back to the kitchen and I was left stunned, in a ghost town coffee shop, trying to understand how I was born and wondering if my privilege is worth it. Mouth open and with my heart pounding, I suddenly felt the smell of food and it was almost intoxicating, it was the most appetizing thing I have ever smelled in my life! I liked it so much that I began to eat it with my hands, taking advantage of the fact that she was still busy with food. the kitchen, from where he spoke to me:

—Your aunt Amleth has been my friend since we were children, she will come later. He lives two blocks away with another aunt of yours. You can call him whenever you want! Telecommunications work, but only “in here”, you will understand what everything is like and you will get to know the rest of the family. Some must live in other areas for work reasons, my husband for example, we only see each other on weekends; He has to take care of his own business, we always respect our space, we also earn extra money if each one of us generates income. Now we have a baby, life is becoming more expensive...

—But, I thought we were very rich. In my house we have luxuries, everyone dresses well, they give me expensive gifts, we have cutting-edge technology...

—Yes, baby, but you must understand that ancestry is one thing and wealth another, here we only keep the first.

She left me confused and then we saw that a kind of black smoke was running along the floor. She murmured, leaving the kitchen while drying her hands on her apron: “so he was following you...” Suddenly a young man's voice startled us. :

—Violet, aren't you going to tell her why we're self-flagellating here? It is difficult to understand it from the outside. Or from inside, I don't know...

I turned to look and behind us my strange uncle in the mask was leaning against a wall. That's definitely more than 6 feet tall, it's imposing. He dressed like a typical mountain hunter: military camouflage coat, a black T-shirt that said “ Virgin Killer ”, combat boots, a rifle slung over one shoulder... the expected; But what stood out was her long, straight blonde hair that fell from under a black wool cap to her hips, and the white porcelain mask with the viewing holes covered by a black cloth that prevented you from looking into her eyes. As if that weren't enough to make the horrible mask look bad, the "OK" on his forehead is scratched and scratched with something that hopefully is red paint. It was there and it was so real that I even felt a little dizzy. I think he noticed my concern, but at the moment he didn't say anything about me. Violet just went to pick up her little son and muttered reluctantly:

—I forgot to tell you, Psyche: they have left you in the care of your youngest and stupidest uncle. It's for your safety. It's dumb, but it can put a bullet in the right place from here at 8,000 feet every try. And that is its only virtue! Out from that, he is ugly, vulgar and rude.

He answered her with calm indifference:

—Having a sniper working as a babysitter for free is not enough to you? I just blew the brains out of three guys who were after the girl. How much would you pay me for that? Oh yeah, nothing, because we are white trash here and we don't have the resources to host this girl raised as rich.

—Bug, be more discreet... She still has the chance to be free and not get involved in the gory details...

—She won't be free if you don't give her reasons to run away. I'm not convinced by your altruistic desire to respect her decision and not keep her in the family. And that's fine! In some way she is yours, you gave birth to her... But...

—Who are you to judge me? They disinherited you for being uncivilized and you barely learned to read, not because you were stupid! Being foolish and lazy, you simply preferred to live hunting and wallowing in the mountains like an animal.

She said and then my strange uncle approached her, always speaking carefree:

—When will we get along, Violet? Real friends don't get offended if you insult them, they laugh and insult you even more rudely! Laugh, freckled rat-faced who stole me my brother!

—I would be angry if I didn't know that you said it out of affection. Snakes like rodents...

Then Violet suddenly looked surprised as if sniffing something, he did the same before asking her:

—Do you smell it too? That's not...? No, Violet...

—Oh, my, I think... You're a lucky guy!

—You can't leave me alone with her, this isn't even my problem...

—I know you can't be a gentleman, but make an effort. I'll see you later.

She answered him before leaving with her baby through a kitchen door, leaving me alone with “my uncle.” God, I don't know what they smelled, did I not bathe? I don't think I've sweated that much, my stomach hasn't given me any more problems, how embarrassing! But soon my attention migrated from that unknown to the enormous masked man in front of me. He approached me cautiously, I think like me he didn't really know what to say. I felt so overwhelmed with that situation that I just continued eating without looking up from my plate. I looked at him out of the corner of my eye as he stood next to me and then he exclaimed almost as if he had been forced:

—Aren't you going to greet me? Come and give your uncle a hug!

I started to stand up slowly, I tried to give him a loose hug and he squeezed me until my bones cracked, lifting me off the floor. I think he must have compressed a nerve because a surge of electricity went up from the base of my spine to my head and made me sort of short circuit. When he put me back on the ground I was out of breath and a little dizzy. Even though he had a mask on, I could tell he was taken aback, it was the most embarrassing moment of my life! He tapped his fist on a nearby table, as if thinking before saying:

—Well, I'll get to the point: I don't think anyone has told you, but I don't like girls.

—It's okay...I like men too...

—I mean little girls! I won't support the games of your mother about you still being a baby. Ziggy doesn't count the years you spent unconscious and those was at least five in a vegetative state. It's sick.

I looked at him in dismay, already asking with some indignation:

—Why should I believe that my mother is lying to me?

—Because...Bah, you're right, she doesn't lie to you...In life, only those years that are worth remembering matter. Plus, it's hard to keep track of your age when you're jumping between the past and the future. I know that I was born on November 13, 2013 and that an eternity has passed since then, but it feels like two stupid and wasted weeks.

—2013 ? How can it be...? We lived in 3030 ... Is that also a lie?...

—No, obviously with space-time travel... Don't you know?... It is possible to transport yourself from the future to the past and vice versa, it is a luxury and requires a lot of legal procedures, but it is possible. This is how your family's comforts are financed. Your father is one of the largest shareholders of the company that manages them.

—I don't know...I need proof to believe you.

—You were locked up in your house like Plato's cave for about twenty years and it only occurs to you to get suspicious... If you don't believe me, I could take you on a trip to the Middle Ages so we could die together of the Black Death, but you already heard that I'm a mountaineer in bankruptcy. I can barely afford to take you to the east coast in my van and if it takes three days we can pretend we're traveling to the future. Come, you must finish settling in my house. I would have preferred you to come as a more mature person, but they served you early...

He said mysteriously leaving the cafeteria with a firm step, I realized that he expected me to follow him. I went after him while the echo of our footsteps resonated in the cold solitude of the environment, still not quite sure how to approach the whole situation although already beginning to put myself on guard; That's how I understood that the “exploding balloons” were sniper shots from my uncle. He walked down one of the deserted streets and stopped for a moment to wait for me to catch up, looking at me. It's a bit sinister because you can only deduce that he's looking at you because the mask's eyes are pointing in your direction, but there's no way to know what expression he'll have. Already nervous about that terrifying detail, I asked him in a dull voice:

—Why are you wearing a mask?

—That's a long story and I hate explaining unimportant things.

—But I need answers, I'm very confused.

—I don't know if the word is confused...

—Were you the naked boy with a mask that appears in a beach photo?

—I was young and I needed the money.

He answered me without taking me seriously, we then crossed a corner and I saw the horrible black van without rear windows parked on a street; He opened the passenger door for me with a strange and disturbing chivalry, and I couldn't stop thinking that this man had just killed three people. Before he entered he removed a pile of bullets from the seat, saying:

—Sorry for the mess, perks of the job.

—Please listen to me, I would really prefer to go home.

—Psyche, I'm not lying to you, nor would I want you to go through this. And I feel bad because they also deceived me, no one told me that you would come without knowing anything about your own life. Not only were you not living in this time, you were not living on the planet either. You were on the Moon. By 3030 the Earth that is now so green and beautiful will be flooded in the parts where it is not dry to powder. The technology that enabled time travel and all that cool stuff will be torn to shreds. The upper class must emigrate there, to the Moon. While the poor will be left to die and those of us who have some privileges will be able to come and take refuge in the past. I can't return you home, that is only possible through expensive space-time travel. We can't talk about this in public either...I think you already understood that our family...is to blame for many things. You will have to wait for them to come for you.

At that moment I felt an emptiness in my stomach, I couldn't answer him, is that why Dad told me to look at the Moon if I was far from them? My strange uncle gestured for me to get into the car and closed the door for me, then he got into the driver's seat and I resumed the conversation, still incredulous but trying to make sense of everything:

—Is that why they created a time machine? To avoid that future?

—No. In fact they did the same thing as our ancestors in the past whenever they needed wealth or resources.

—What did they do?

I asked timidly. He answered:

—Invade weaker nations and loot them. That's where the rest of the family's money comes from. They steal from the past what is needed in the future and in the process corrupt history, shitting on their own destiny.

The truth, oh God, this truth...I don't know if I really wanted to know it. Then the car started, what was basically noise began to play on the radio. He changed the station until he found something less horrible and I murmured:

—Tell me, does all this have to do with the terrorist attack a few days ago? Was our family involved?

He responded, after a strange silence:

—What if we was involved...

There was another very tense silence, I could tell that he spoke with resentment. Then I took the courage to ask him:

—And this place... Where are the people?

He answered me:

—Here 2020 repeats itself infinitely but without the people, only those of us who come from outside do not participate in the routine. They say that people are there, but we are not in the same dimension, speed, or something like that, that as we alter the environment it will become independent from the original reality and the cycle will be broken, creating another universe and what do I know, no? I understand nothing.

—So this isn't the same world you see in old movies?

—Clearly not. It was all because of Violet, you know, her mother died this year and my brother, her husband, offered her to change that past to save the lady in exchange for agreeing to be his wife. She was terrified of him, she is ten years younger than my brother, who had been chasing her since she was a child and played dolls with Amleth. The thing is that in the end she sacrificed herself for her mother. But something in the process, which of course was not done legally or safely, caused the machines that manipulate space-time to fail and they detected it. Violet's father found out everything, he was so furious that he separated her from her mother who now lives but outside of this alternate reality while Violet is here. When she arrived, she was barely sixteen years old, she was a modern city girl, now, after living for centuries in the mountains, she has become a peasant. She no longer even remembers her mother, perhaps they cross paths at the same point but in different realities and they barely feel like ghosts. Although I always take my brother's side, I recognize that the bad guy was the one who tricked her, but the poor freckled girl received all the punishment.

—Your brother is really a very perverse man... How could he do this to Violet? I couldn't be like you and forgive him.

—Bah, you don't know what you're saying... Besides, not everything is so bad, this place has potential. It's a new world in birth! My uncle has been stupid, the only use he found for it was to use it as a prison for the inhabitants of the 30th century. According to him, although technology now allows us to go back to the past and anticipate crime, the law should no longer penalize only the criminal act but rather the proof that someone is capable of committing it. The statistics out of his ass show that the majority of people tend to reoffend and the rehabilitation programs are ineffective, which is why he decided to send the condemned to get lost here.
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