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Dedicated to...

This book is dedicated especially to my father, and to all the other fathers all around the world that commit all their effort in giving their children a good life and education.

To my father:

From your finger I grabbed mine to start walking, from your mouth I learnt to speak, from your fatigue I learnt what work is, from your heart I learnt what kindness is, from your soul what education is.

I can´t remember the day I was born nor the day I saw you for the first time, but what I do remember are all the other days in which I´ve been, I am and will always be proud of you. Thanks to you I am the person I am today. Thanks to you I can dedicate these words to you.

I love you, dad.






Father...

Who hasn´t said that word anytime? Father, dad, my old... all are adjectives to describe the same person, that man who contributes to create your life, to give you a well-being, to protect you from the dangers and risks and of the life.

Father...

Sometimes we forget the fathers, especially in these times in which we live actually, but let me say one thing, we shouldn´t.

A father is a force on the side of the road on which we can lay, we can be sustained, and we can admire and even learn of it. For many a father is a friend, for others a sergeant, for others a person who went away and never came back, and for others... for others this word doesn´t mean the same.

Being a father isn´t only giving support, money or whatever you think to your child and then get untangled of all the little aspects of him; being a father is having the heart always hanging from a fine thread. Having the heart pendent every day since your son or daughter are born. A father acquires a voluntary commitment to be always there, and to whatever he likes, to protect and caring, teaching, supporting and helping to stand up, because, at the end, all is resumed in a simple word. Love.

Since our offspring comes to the world, the father knows he will have to do the impossible for that boy or girl to have anything he or she wants, and he´ll never do it as a duty.

A father is a guide, is a teacher, an advisor, the one who picks you up when you fall, the one who cheers you up to keep it on, the one who shows you the paths and doesn´t imposes any of those to you, the one who teaches you about life, but doesn´t tells you how to live it, the one who always, no matter what, will be there.

This books goes for all those fathers, because the same as the mothers, there´s only one father for any of us. But the same as the mothers, they don´t need to carry the same blood.

For all the fathers, for our fathers, for my father...





Javier Piña Cruz
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Prologue
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Love is a simile of pain...

Every now and then, love shatters us 

within our heart, in pieces of a

puzzle we are incapable of fitting again

until that long lost piece missing,

appears, enters your life and, without knowing

how, you are fulfilled again.

I am called Daniel and I learnt the feeling

when your heart is crushed and at the same time,

the happiness thanks to Náyade, my child and world.

Due to this, time was the only witness of

my scars, and when I thought I was going down again,

love held me to teach me, once again, to

be strong.

My history is part of life, and life is no 

hallway of roses. There was a time that, for me, all was a

chaos of events which almost 

cracked me, cause hell broke lose and wanted

to tear apart me from what the love of a father means.
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David Harkins

Remember me

You can shed tears because it’s gone,

or you can smile because she once lived.

You can close your eyes and say a prayer

to make the memories return or you can open

them and see all that it left; your heart

may be a husk because you can´t see it,

or it may be fulfilled with the love

you two shared together.

You can cry, you can close your mind and feel

the emptiness, and then turn your back,

or you can make the things she would have loved:

smile, open your eyes and keep going.

I am standing still in the waiting room of the hospital, my wife has gone into labor and it seems she had some ravel, the obstetrician told me to go out, he is a guy of more or less my age, we don´t like each other very well, but we respect us.

Even though I am a doctor, in that very specific moment it wasn´t helpful at all. I can´t understand how I can do an open heart surgery, and, nevertheless, I am shaking here waiting for Jaime, the newcomer obstetrician, to give me the news. I´ve called my parents, they said they were going to be late because there is a lot of traffic cause, when it rains in Madrid, it´s a disaster to drive; I should call my sister-in-law, after all, she is her sibling, I better think it twice and let my wife be the one who calls her, they don´t have what we call a great relationship, but they care about each other a lot.

I have already lost the count of the disgusting cups of machine coffee, I shouldn´t say it, because I work in this hospital, but it is the most worst thing I´ve ever tasted in life, sometimes I wonder if they don´t put them to unclog the pipes from the human bodies, even with that, I resist myself to go down to the cafeteria, also because I am in the south wing of the hospital, over there I don´t know anyone aside from Asun, but I haven´t seen him yet in all the hours I am here, I imagine she is very busy. I fix my gaze through the crystal, the picture of Madrid has me enchanted, its lights, its buildings, I couldn´t be more happy in any other city.

I hear how the doors opens and I turn around, abandoning the picture of the four towers; as I am turning around, I feel within a great happiness, I´m father, the matter is knowing of whom I am father, because although we already decided that in a very far day, I sense something is wrong judging the look in the eyes of my colleague, I know something happened.

—I am sorry, Daniel, she didn´t make it through, after the birth we had complications due to an internal hemorrhage, we tried by all our means controlling it, but it was impossible. We tried to revive her, but it was too late, her body couldn´t stand it.

—No, no, no. C´mon don´t fuck with me, Jaime... She is dead? Have you let my wife die out fucking asshole? —I pick him from the flaps and I press him down the nearest wall. —You only had one job! How is it so difficult for you?

—Daniel, please... How could I let her die? I know the fury and the impotence are the ones who you are letting speak, it won´t make her return, she is gone.

The people keep staring at me shocked and a security guard makes the feint of sparing me, but he recognizes me and turns around when Jaime makes a gesture that nothing happens. I calm down just as I can, and I let him go.

—S... sorry.

—Don´t worry, for real, Daniel, I wish it had been different. I am with you in the feeling.

—And the baby? —I ask, frightful of losing it too.

—The little girl is very healthy, you should see the lungs she has, the howls she made... they are cleaning her now, soon you´ll have the chance to see her.

The time seems to stop for a moment, my ears can´t seem to stand anymore, I only listen my heart beating at a hundred per hour and the voice of my friend telling me I have a little girl.

—My daughter... We didn´t want to know our child´s sex until the day of the birth. Can I see her? Tell me at least she died having seen her daughter.

—Yes, she saw her for a few seconds, we had to spare her from your wife because of the emergency, now she is being cleaned. You have to give us a name for the birth certificate, your wife didn´t have the time to give us one.

I close my eyes imagining the pain of being spared from her little girl; and searching for a name, one imposes itself among the others.

—Náyade, with accent in the first a, her mother would´ve liked that name, she loved Greek mythology, the nymphs and other creatures. —I smile sadly thinking about a nymph with the face of my wife.

I´ve been having the whole conversation holding back my tears, keeping inside me the silent screams, the tantrums, the desire of letting all my rage control me, but I have reached my limit, my legs can´t stand my weight, my steps walk backwards and I let myself break down in a near wall while I cry and blame myself for being here and not her.

What am I supposed to do now? How can I do to give her something to eat? Why she had to go? Among all the women in the world, why her?

Jaime comes to me and he crouches cheering me up and letting me know that I am not alone. After that, he goes back to the birth room and I keep looking the doors, I know I have to pass through them, but I´m not prepared yet, I refuse to ass and see my wife laid down on the bed.

I never imagined something like this would happen, Samantha was full of life, she didn´t even have a risk pregnancy, neither of us are more than thirty years-old and we have a healthy life.

After a time I could not describe, I see my mother appearing in the corridor, when she sees me on the floor she runs to me as fast as she can and she embraces me, I feel her arms around my body, the ones of my father help me to stand up. I hear their voices and the one from me telling them she is gone, she is no longer with us, they ask me about what happened and I don´t even have the strength to tell them. After crying together, they let me know what I always knew, that they loved her as if she was her daughter.

Asun shows up running and hugs me breaking down to cry, the three of us knew each other since university, although she had always been more a friend of her than of me.

—Oh, for God, Daniel, you don´t know how much I am sorry for you. Ah, my Sam, my other half, what I am going to do without my sister?

—She loved you of the same manner, the only thing we can do is live and enjoy every day as it was the last.

After drying her tears and saluting my parents, she turns to me.

—Is the baby ok? —she asks dreadful.

—Yes, she gave birth a little girl before leaving.

—Have you had the chance to see her?

—No, I didn´t have the chance yet.

A nurse comes to us carrying a little girl in her arms.

I am late in answering it for one second, it is so notable, that my parents and Asun stare at me waiting for my answer.

—Of course I want to see her, is she ok?

While Judit puts my daughter in my arms she answers me:

—The healthiest a newborn can be, she is fifty centimeters tall and weighs three and a half kilograms.

As I look my little girl, I try to compare her to my wife, the fire red hair is from her, the same as her mouth. I´ve always been excited about the miracle of life, how one little living being can have such will and strength to live. Without thinking it, an idea which my wife would agree without any doubt comes to my mind.

—I want you to be her godmother —I take the hand of Asun and look into her eyes—. We didn´t talk about it, but I am most sure Samantha would´ve asked you to be her godmother.

—But, Daniel, it would have to be your mother, I am only a friend —she answers surprised by the proposal.

—You are more than that, you yourself has said you considered her a sister, sometimes, the family is not only for blood, sometimes, it is chosen and she chose you. We have chosen you.

My mother smiles and squeezes my hand very tightly, to let me know she agrees, then she releases it and picks up the two hands of my friend.

—No, don´t be worry about that, I am her grandmother and it is more than enough, besides, my son is right, they have chosen you, they offered you to be the guard and custody of her child, if something bad happened to my son, I could not think of someone better than you.

Asun breaks down and cries again, embracing my mother as she protects us all under her wing like a bird takes after its babies. It always seemed tender to me how my mother kept referring Samantha as “her child”, because remembering the old times, we met very young, in our first year of university, her parents had lots of problems and her older brother left home, and she used to spent many nights in my home, nights in which we both knew we were made for each other.

Naia starts to weep and I try to cradle her, but she just doesn´t stop crying, and I start to think that maybe she is hungry.

—C´mon, let´s go to see if they can get me a feeding bottle for my girl, she is already demanding her first food.

—Don´t worry ´bout that. There´s always a reserve for special occasions like this, where the mother is unable to have milk or... Well, by the way, how is she going to be called? —Asun changes the subject suddenly for my sake and I´m grateful for that.

—Yes, son, we don´t even know how is she going to be called. — The three of them starred at me reluctant, as I get excited. I shut my eyes and inhale, searching among my grievous memories the face of a woman, my wife, smiling at me, like those times when I played with her and then I chased her running, laughing. Yes, that´s how I want to remember her, that’s how I want to portray her, as happy and optimist as those moments lasted.

—She will be called Náyade, but we can call her Naia, Sam loved nymphs a lot and I know she will happy our daughter to bear the name that fascinated her so much.

Both, her best friend and the person that during a time was her “adoptive mother”, took their hands to her mouths, without letting their emotion unchain free, but without making it. Asun hides her face in my neck as my mother does the same in my father´s neck that, the same as I do, cuddles her as he looks at me emotional because for him she was also like a daughter.

—Pretty name, son, I´m sure she´d like it very much.

—I know, dad, I know she would be happy with my election.

—Do you want to come home for a time? Until you are recovered again... —my mother asks.

—No, mom, thanks. I have to learn to live without her, and, besides that, going alone would make me feel like I am abandoning her.

A nurse of the delivery room suggests me to take my daughter to the nest for me to recover and rest, as I digest the shocking new. But I refuse.

—Thanks a lot, Julia, but no. She is my daughter, and even though I´ve lost her mother, she is now my priority. I´d prefer to keep her with me.

—In that case, and even if you are a medic, we´ll ask for a room for you to rest.

—Thanks. Furthermore, there are my parents and Asun, we´ll do fine.

After a doubtful moment I try to convince myself that the same way I reached my dream of becoming a surgeon, the same way I will accomplish my desire to maintain a baby.

—C´mon, let´s go to the room, I´m sure you are willing to rest a bit— I propose.

With my child in my arms, as I don´t let anyone harm or take her away from me, we ascend in the elevator to the tenth floor, we search the little room that they gave me and I smile seeing her prepared in her little crib upon seeing my face, Asun tells me all are the same, the composition is uniform.

Before leaving my child in the crib, I kiss her in the forehead and her little handies and I make a deal with her. A deal in which we promised to love each other our whole life as in other times I did with her mother, a deal in which I promise to protect her and take after her until my very death; a promise in which, no matter what she does, I´ll always forgive her and one more, the most important of them all, she can always count with me on whatever thing she needs, I´ll never abandon, she is my child, for she is and always will be.

I can´t contain the tears that flop and wash my face, my visage, as my eyes keep starring the ones from her, I don´t even hear the voices from my parents, not even Asun´s voice, everything seems to stay behind, very far away, everything except my daughter and me. Now everything makes sense again, the reality starts to take form, for I have a daughter, and I am her father.

My mother steals my spot and sits herself besides the crib, as she starts to take her hand very loosely, very softly, as I use the moment to throw myself into the arms of my friend and let all the pain that in my body remained slip away, I still don´t know why she had to go, the relief that I could have holding her among my arms disappears, making all the grief, the anguish come back; suddenly, all is becomes black and the last thing I recall are the screams of my mother and my friend for a doctor.

I wake up in the same room, my parents are both lying in the other bed, a favor made by the head of the nurses, I am almost sure Asun mediated that too, although between the medical staff and me we always help each other, and now it’s my turn to reap just what I sow.

I search for Asun and I encounter her on my right, giving the feeding bottle to Naia.

—What happened? —I ask as I sit on the bed.

—Your pressure went down, too many sensations.

—How much time has passed?

—A couple of hours.

I sit on the bed and I take a look to how Naia keeps drinking the milk little by little, I think is the most precious thing I have ever seen.

—Do you want to feed your baby? —Asun asks me looking up.

—Yes, please. —After collocating the pillows for my comfort, she puts Naia in my arms, and I keep the feeding bottle, she has the eyes closed, but doesn´t stop drinking.

—How much time has passed since you were there? —I stare at my parents.

—Just half an hour ago, more or less; your mother didn´t want but your father convinced her to take a rest.

The door is opened by Loli, the nurse that will take care of my daughter assuring me her security, with her unique grin and her kindness.

—How are you? —she asks coming to the bed.

—Fine, better. Sorry for occupying this bed.

—Don´t worry, between us we have to be strong. In fact, it seems to me very responsible of your part wanting to take care of your child, at the end, she is not to blame anything. By the way, do you want a blanket for your parents?

My mother seems like she has a radar, because when something is talked about her, she wakes up. 

—No, thanks sweetie, we don´t want to bother anyone; also, I think we´ll go home. Our son is in good hands.

Both, Asun and Loli, smile and after waking my father and saying farewell to his granddaughter, they go home.

—What a lovely couple they make —says to me the nurses’ head as she takes a glance at Naia.

—I wholeheartedly agree, they have been together since they were fourteen years old.

—That´s what real love truly is. Well, given you are going to be around here, I´ll come in a while to pay a visit to your child, and to you, of course, I suggest resting, if you need something, alert me. 

—Sure. Thank you so much, Loli. —I dedicate her a smile as she leaves.

—I am sure before the day is over the three mad-ladies are going to appear —says Asun laughing lightly.

And no sooner said than done, my three favorite nurses enter the bedroom with a basket, some balloons and presents for my child.

—Hi, girls, thanks for coming, but the presents and the basket weren´t really necessary.

—That´s a thing of Almu and Maria, I would have brought a whole horse, but I don´t think they would´ve let me walk in here and in the seven-eleven there wasn´t any, so I preferred a teddy —answers Majo like she doesn´t understands anything.

I refuse with the head and they bring out in me one of the few smiles of the night. They always helped me when I needed her, they´ve always been here, I owe them so much, to the four of them really.

—We are really sorry for your loss, if you need something, you know we´re are for you —Then, one by one, they kiss and hug me, and after that I am relegated in favor of my daughter, that has already eaten and they take turns to hold her.

—I know, girls, thanks a lot. Do you want to know how she used to call you? The Mary´s trinity. 

—Yes, it´s true —says Asun, but I can promise you she adored you. She knew you had great affect for her husband and she was always grateful for that.

The three of them keep her looks at me and, as if they could communicate telepathically, come to the bed to hug me.

—That´s cos you are our favorite surgeon.

After a little bit of a chit chat, they start leaving, and as soon as Asun goes with them along the first rays of the morning, I close my eyes and try to rest.
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Chapter two
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William Shakespeare

Only mourn for me when I am dead

Only mourn for me when I am dead

While you hear the surly sullen bell

Who warns the world that I´ve fled

From this vile world with vilest worms to dwell;

Nay, if you read this line, remember not

The hand that writ it; for I love you so,

That I in your sweet thoughts would be forgot,

If thinking on me then should make you woe.

O, if (I say) you look upon this verse,

When I (perhaps) compounded am with clay,

Do not so much as my poor name rehearse,

But let your love even with my life decay,

Lest the wise world should look into your moan,

And mock you with me after I am gone.

––––––––
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After spending two whole days in the hospital, it´s time to go home. Asun offered herself to take me back, but I denied the offer, I have to know how to take care of myself with my daughter. But I granted her the favor of asking for a taxi, when it arrives, they alert me and I go outside to the damp reality of the streets, there isn´t a lot of coldness, but it isn´t neither summer.

Already inside the taxi, I tell the driver my address and take a brief glance outside to the people go by, when they go right in front of the hospital bar, where so many times I had breakfast with Sam, and for a moment I picture her sit down, looking at me and following me with her gaze. Could I be going crazy?

—Finally I arrive at home, after paying the service, I open the door and feel a strange force that pulls me backwards and doesn’t let me continue, I leave he basket on the floor and take a glance at my house. The furniture of the entrance, the mirror that looks back at me, the shelf with the books on his loin, all ordered by genre; the piano which she loved to play, next to the big window, with the sheet book still opened. I see the pictures and I notice how she is in all of them, like an antique divinity looking right at me.

A noise like the ones the babies do wakes me up from my lethargy, I pick the basket and take it to the bedroom, pulling my daughter outside from it and as I bed down her on the crib, I keep starring how she looks at me like me at her and how she clutches her little hands taking them to her mouth,

I pick the phone and call my wife, only for the voice of the answering machine to be heard. The first time my heart recognizes her voice and is as if it beats stronger and stronger, the subsequent times it beats only in the same voice thread, but still, I keep calling one and another time as I look my daughter.

—We´re alone both. Mom is no longer here.

I hope for a moment she understands and answers me, but I don´t know how could I believe that. She is only a newborn. And therefore, I keep talking.

—I don´t know how we are going to work this out, Naia. I understand about hearts, how it functions, I know how to cure them, but I don´t know a thing about being mother and father at the same time.

I leave the phone at the side, I pick Naia in my arms and I walk her through the house.

—I promise you I´m going to try it, may I commit errors, but I will improve, I want to a good father for you.

Allegedly incomprehensively, when I notice, she has become asleep, I smile and return to the bedroom.

—Can you see? I knew you were going to be a good father.

—She has only become asleep in my arms, I haven´t done anything yet. You are the better of us.

When I realize, I am having a conversation with my wife, I search for her in every corner, everywhere, but I can´t find a clue of where she is, it only has been a distant echo of my mind. I lay down and cuddle my princess, as I cover her little body, it´s amazing how something so tiny could have a desire so big to live, without any doubt it is magic.

I grab the bag of the bureau and take the milk that was given to me in the hospital. Tomorrow as a sort of gratitude, I´ll go to a pastry shop to buy bonbons; I take out the diapers and other things that my wife put on the bag after feeling the first contractions, and after that I realize I´m losing the time, I put them again in the bag. Why take them out if I have a whole package full? I´m so tired I could lay down and sleep until tomorrow, but something keeps me from doing that, a little obligation and vow called “being father”.

I draw near the kitchen and open the fridge to drink a beer, taking a long sip and after that I stare at her for a seconds, now I have under my protection a little person who depends exclusively of me, I can´t risk myself to spend a hangover night only for the reason of drinking some beer, I open again the fridge and throw to the spout all my bottles, drinking is over, from now on I will only drink some soda and nothing more, I´m not saying I´ll be a teetotaler, but I´ll make an effort to not bring any alcohol beverage until she has a major age.

I go outside and stand again taking a look at everything, seeing everywhere around me her things, her slippers...

—How many times I´ve told you to not put them in the living?

I crouch to pick the slippers and thereafter I see the clothes, folded, waiting for me to place them, the ones hanging on the clothesline, her underclothes and I smile as I see her socks of the Lion King; I trace back to the moment in which she wore them and how she defended them, the next day I bought some tickets to see the play in the theater and after that, going home, the animated movie, and we baptized that day as the Lion King day, still a little smile comes out from me remembering that, I pick the clothes to put them in the drawers, and as I do that and without helping it, I break down and cry like a little child, my heart makes me feel how much I miss her and not even a day has passed since she left us. As soon I laugh when I remember those times, I cry when I realize all of that is gone, my body is totally absent in here.

I pick a photo from the sideboard, and I sit down on her rocking chair and I put her blanket on me to feel her nearer, and quickly, her smell makes me feel that of some way, she is still here.

—Do you remember this photo? I do, I remember that as if it was yesterday, it was our first date, I asked that musician with dreadlocks that was in the retreat with is to take that photo, as we danced, I can´t believe we won´t dance again anymore, we won´t go for a walk, we won´t run along each other.

The doorbell rings and I leave the photo on the sideboard, waking from my dreamy state and, before opening the door, I look myself on the mirror to cleanse my tears, I open the door and in front of me appears Ana, Samantha´s sister.

—Oh, Daniel— she hugs me and tries not to cry.

—Ana, I didn´t expect you to come around here. How you became aware? Please forgive me, between a thing and another thing I couldn´t tell you that.

I invite her to make herself comfortable, I pick her coat and I hang it on the rack behind the entrance, I accompany her to the living and we sit down in the couch of three seats.

—Sam sent me a message last week to tell me the birth was coming. Reaching the hospital, I crossed paths with Asun and she told me what happened, and after that I grabbed a taxi as quick as I could.

She hugs me and I return the sentiment to her, we haven´t really had too much contact because she lives outside, but she was always a great support for me and my wife.

—Anything, have you heard me? Anything you need, you only have to ask for it, I´m sorry I could not be early.

—Don´t worry, you don´t have a precisely easy route from your home to here. —I try to excuse her to not harm her feelings.

—Last year my mother, now my sister, if only I could have seen her before... Now I am the last remain of our family.

—You are wrong, there is another member...

—Another? Is a girl? Sam would´ve loved a girl, if she was a boy she would´ve loved him either way, but since she was so little she always wanted a girl. Can I see her? Wait... Could she see her? Did she know she made it?

—Yes, she could see her before passing away. —I smile lightly, gently, and I come near to give her a hug, and when I do this she breaks down in tears—. Of course you can see her, you are her only aunt, I hope you pamper her.

We both go to the bedroom, I encourage her to enter, she walks closer and closer to the crib until finally, she sees her inside like hypnotized.

—She has the hair of her, and her mouth... Oh my God... she looks so much like her.

I step nearer and I place myself behind her, putting a hand in her shoulder to let her know I didn´t go anywhere. Naia´s head is turned to the side, asleep, If only I could imprison the time in crystal... leave her as she is for the eternity...

—Shhhh, don´t talk to her... you can cry, for her, for you, for both of them, for all that happened.

—I haven´t been a good sister. The last time...

—The past is past. It doesn´t matter, she loved you and forgave everything that happened the same day. ¿Do you want a way to compensate it? Be a good aunt for her daughter.

—I thought you didn´t want me to form a part of your life.

She raised her eyebrow and I turn to her looking directly at her eyes.

—Listen to me, Ana. You two discussed, things that wouldn´t have to be said were said, but you were sisters, that bond could never be broken by any discussion as strong as it is, she lives now embodied in the spirit of this little person and she needs you, she needs that fragment of Samantha only known by you that is veiled for all others and you can give her.

—Damn, Daniel... Why did you have to be so good? Couldn´t you just denied me the chance to see her? Or saying all hell to me? How lucky was my sister to having you...

—You are my sister-in-law, Naia is the only leftover of your sister, I would never deny you the chance to see her.

I give her another hug and she returns it to me, until she notices the name

—Wait... Her name is Náyade! Thanks for making her dream come true. She always talked about how she would love her first daughter to have that name.

—There wasn´t any name that suit her better. Besides, it was my job making her dreams reality.

She smiles and caresses my cheeks with a sweetness that reminds me of the hand of her sister.

—They gave me a holiday week, but I have to return to San Diego next Monday.

—Don´t worry, if you like you can stay in my parents´ room.

—Don´t you mind it? I don´t want to bother anyone.

I deny it with my head and put my hand in her back to go out of the bedroom and let my little girl rest well.

—This was and always be your sister´s house, you´ll always have a room here. Obviously, that said if you can stand the weeping of a baby.

—It will be a pleasure. By the way, have you already slept? You can´t take care of a baby with those dark patches under your eyes.

In that moment, all of a sudden, I realize how tired I am, between the cups of coffee and the emotions I didn´t even have the time to rest.

—Well, to be honest, very little. Too many events have occurred in so little time and the hospital bed, look, I shouldn´t say it, but it is so nice to be at home finally.

—Then go to bed, we´ll take the crib out to the living to not disturb you. How do you feed her the milk?

—The hospital has provided me some feeding bottles, tomorrow morning I´ll have to buy powdered milk.

—Tomorrow morning I´ll buy it, you have to rest the time that is necessary —she answers me.

—Thanks a lot, Ana, If I´m being honest I´m dying of sleep —I say trying to keep a yawn.

—I already told you whatever you need. 

After taking the crib out of my bedroom and leaving it in the living, by now, I open a drawer and pick a bunch of keys, before going, I leave fifty euros under them.

—Buy what you need for her and for you.

—You don´t have to, I have all that I need. Seriously.

—And you´ll go with that; when I´ll go to your house, you´ll pay.

I come near to give her a hug again and a kiss in her forehead, after that I enter my bedroom leaving the door opened, I pick the phone and like those moments before, I call my wife only for her voice to be heard, falling asleep with that melody in my ears.

I open my eyes and I find myself standing in a white room, so white it harms my eyes, a door opens and I am left shocked seeing my wife come in.

—Hi, my love.

—Sam! You are alive!

—No, honey, I´m sorry I had to left you alone, it wasn´t my fault, it wasn´t my plan, it happened so quickly I didn´t even have the time to say farewell to you.

—I know, I´m still wondering how could you not be by my side now, by our side... We have a child, remember?

—Of course I remember her, the last image I saw were her eyes, her cheeks, her little fingers, her nose, her hair... —She starts crying and I want to hug her, but my arms are only able to trespass her ghostly body.

—We can´t touch us, I don´t even know why we have to be here —She has difficult to talk and not cry at the same time and that shatters my heart even more.

—I´m not complaining, at least I can see you for the last time. Naia will have that luck.

—Have you put her Náyade? Oh my God...

—It was always her name if she did come as a girl, I wanted to give you that surprise.

—You don´t even know how much of a good father you are going to be, frequently I pictured you with a girl in your arms, playing with her, pampering her... Now you can finally do it, you´ll live the adventure I never had the chance to live, and never will. Talk to her about me, ok?

—Always, on every moment she will have the shadow of her mother present on her mind, how dearly she loved her even before being born.

Her image starts to fade suddenly, I try to catch her in vain again and again.

—I´ll never cease to love you.

—Promise me you´ll be happy, you´ll find a new wife to fulfill you... Promise it to me.

—I doubt a lot I will be able to find another wife... it was only you... Always you.

—Promise me, Daniel, please, I couldn´t be able to go forward if you don´t do it.

—I promise it, Sam... I promise to be happy.

I don´t know how much time I was asleep, I open my eyes and I see is night. SAM! I get up running and searching everywhere my wife, and when after that I realize it all has been but a dream, I look for the crib but I don´t see it anywhere, I go out to the living and see Ana feeding Naia. In that precise moment I remember all that occurred that afternoon and I breathe finally calm.

—A nightmare? —she asks me upon my arriving.

—Pardon, for a moment I forgot you had come, I didn´t saw the crib and... —I refrain myself from telling her the dream with her sister.
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