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	I see life in pink

	 


 

	 

	 

	To those who think that beauty has to be externalized.

	 


I. Waking up

	 

	Once upon a time, I had just finished a dream in which my thoughts had been put to test, in which I had lost myself, my identity, my reason for living.

	When I finally woke up, I laid on an uncomfortable bed and I couldn’t recognize the place I was in because of all the beautiful little things in front of me.       There were plenty of handsome men painted on the walls, a lot of elegant women’s pictures on the doors and so many other similar things…

	Suddenly, a man with long braids, apparently a reggae fan, began to stare at me and sang to me the first words that I had heard since a long, long time:

	“Hello brotha, I gonna tell you bad news.

	But stay strong and faithful, you’re so lucky.

	You’re not going to be able to choose.

	Your days are counted, unfortunately.

	At the end, my friend, you gonna lose.”

	I had thought that this man was going to bring me the vaccine against this infernal disease or cheer me up after all this storm that I had crossed. I was quite surprised and a bit scared. That’s why I decided to go out.

	I hadn’t even made my first step out that I could see how much my dear little town had changed, I couldn’t have imagined that. All my attention was centred in those little works of art making the streets of my city always more beautiful, some Mona Lisas, Screams or other Guernicas.

	Then, I saw my mother Jane walking quietly in the street. I began to head for her when I stopped and observed her, married since an eternity, springing into the arms of a very young, bearded man like Jennifer Grey on Patrick Swayze in Dirty Dancing. I couldn’t say anything. After that, they laid on the ground and began to sing together: “My heart will go on”, with a voice far away from Celine Dion’s one. I was thinking: “Fortunately, she became pastor, because with that voice, she couldn’t have been able to sing in a gospel band, even in an empty church.”

	 


II. Meeting

	 

	I was called James, lived in Ovaloma City, the capital of Ovaloma and I didn’t know how to react. I decided to go and meet her, though.

	We hugged and then, she kissed me weirdly. She kept her lips, 10, 20, maybe 30 seconds on my cheek. I didn’t know why she was behaving like that and when she stopped, I tried to find a way to look at myself in order to see the effect of this long kiss. I put my hand in my pocket as I used to before, but I had no phone anymore. So, I didn’t ask my mother because she hates phones and I put myself into an annoying situation, having to ask to my mother’s lover.

	I said therefore to him: “Man! Do you mind lending me your phone? I just have to look at myself.”

	My mother didn’t let him answer by saying: “He isn’t a simple man, he’s my future husband.” She turned to him and invited him to introduce himself.

	He began by singing a little melody, something Gypsy and said: “Bamboléo, bamboléa, I am Juan Roman Fernández de la Luna.”

	I began to feel the tears coming into my face and asked my mother: “Why have you left daddy?”

	She answered: “Sorry my dear son, I haven’t left daddy. Daddy left us. He went to join the Heaven. He died two years ago, you have been in a coma for too much time. Things have changed. The year which followed his death was quite complicated for me, I was alone, trying to seize the beauty of life, as He wishes but I couldn’t stop mourning. Once, I went to one of these old shops where there were still people working at the tills and Juan saw me facing difficulties to wear my purchases, he helped me to carry these to the car and he asked me my phone number. I was quite seduced since I was nearly 60 years old and it had been a long, long time that a so handsome man hadn’t been so helpful for me, attracted to me. We went to the restaurant, I invited him at home and we practiced together all the activities He prescribes us to do. Yesterday, he made me a proposal and I accepted. Half of my life is passed, I want to enjoy the other.”

	I felt so hopeless. I hadn’t once thought that my mother could have spoken about someone dying, especially his beloved husband, without having any emotions, without having any mercy for me. Of course, I was sad of my father’s death, but he was already 75 when I had my accident. So with his age, I knew that it could happen whenever.

	Though, I was still surprised by my mother’s choice of husband and I asked her: “Why have you chosen to take a husband so younger than you whereas you often felt uncomfortable in public with daddy?”

	She sang to answer: “Porque mi vida yo la prefiero vivir así”, it means: “Because I prefer to live my life that way.” And your dear father was just 25 years older than me. In a true couple, Age doesn’t matter, Love matters.”

	I began to shout: “Look at this dude, he’s just finishing high school. Do you wanna become a cougar, mommy?”

	Juan said: “Stop talking to us like that. If you continue, I won’t hesitate to send you again to the hospital, son.”

	I told him: “I’m not scared of you. Do you think that a little guy like you is gonna hurt me? Oh no, man!”

	He became angry and went away. For 10 minutes, I stayed, silent with my mother. I thought that she was quite disappointed in me, but I felt like she knew that it was quite a challenge to come back to the true life again.

	Juan came back and showed something to my mother. She made a nod and looked at me angrily.

	Then, Juan ran towards me, put me on the ground and began to draw something I couldn’t see on my T-shirt. He placed a sheet on it and they left me alone there.

	A few minutes later, I got up, took off my T-shirt and saw that Juan had drawn a death head on it and that the sheet he had placed on my T-shirt was actually a picture that he had taken when my mother was explaining me the changes of her life. I was quite afraid, I looked like a disgusting mix between daddy and an old poor man. By the way, my mother’s kiss had let a red star on my cheek but why had she done that?

	 


III. Reunion

	 

	As I still remembered my way home from the hospital, I succeeded to arrive quickly enough at home. Outside, it hadn’t changed so much, there were only more flowers in front of the house but when I entered, I decided to forget my words.

	It was absolutely different from what I used to know before staying at the hospital. It was more colourful, shining, amazing than it had ever been. I was observing all this magnificence in the living-room when suddenly, a young woman breastfeeding a baby arrived in the room. By seeing me, she became afraid, she launched the baby but, fortunately, I could catch her up before she touched the ground.

	After that, she took a knife and began to threaten me by saying: “You put only one of your dirty fingers on my daughter and I won’t even let you go to the doctor after having broken the other fingers you have!”

	I went towards her with the baby in my arms and said slowly: “Calm down, calm down, I just wanna save her.” And I rendered to the woman her daughter.

	She tried to calm the baby and settle her nerves by the same occasion. She asked me: “How have you been able to come in? I have the only key.”

	I answered: “No, there are two keys. The other is just under one of the bushes in front of the house. I’ve lived here since I was born.”

	She became troubled and reflected a long time till she said: “That’s not possible, that’s impossible. Jimmy, is that you? Jimmy, is that you?”

	I began to cry because I know that the only person who called me that way had always been my sister, Linda who was 16 years younger than me. I answered: “Yes, it’s me, my dear sister.”

	She took me in her arms, and we kissed, hugged and cried. She had changed so much. When I had my accident, she was still only a teenager finishing middle school. I had left her as girl and saw her as a woman having her own child. I felt lost.

	She said: “I hadn’t recognized you, you’ve changed so much.”

	“Really”, I said. “I wish I knew the year we are in because I saw a picture of myself and found me so old and now, it’s confirmed due to your reaction.”

	Touched, she told me rapidly: “I absolutely didn’t want you to feel that, but I had never thought that you would wake up and unfortunately, I can’t tell you which year we are now because of the Changes.”

	“What changes?”, I asked.

	She said: “We’ve gone too far, we should stop talking about that.”

	In order to get the information, I asked her her age and she told me that she was now 24 years old. Consequently, I understood that I was 40 years old due to our age difference and that I had stayed in a coma for 10 years.

	Then, we talked about my niece and she presented her a bit weirdly to me: “She’s called Joanna, Jo, Jo, Joanna with a J for my be-lo-ve-d Jimmy. She’s 10 months, 3 weeks and 5 days old.”

	After that, I was happy that she had thought about me for choosing her child’s name and I asked her who Joanna’s father was, but she told me again: “We shouldn’t talk about this now. Let’s broach that later. It’s time to catch up the lost time together.”

	It was already the end of the day and that’s why she proposed me to sleep in my room which hadn’t changed at all. There were still Serena Williams, Erling Haaland, Michael Jordan, Kylian Mbappé and Eminem’s posters on the wall and these helped me to sleep quietly despite all the questions coming into my mind after this very weird but first day of my new life.

	 


IV. Discoveries

	 

	Next day morning, some singing birds woke me up and I felt like my day was starting well. During the night, I hadn’t heard of Linda and Joanna. As I was very hungry and I hadn’t eaten so much after leaving the hospital, I headed for the kitchen and I was quite happy because I knew that I was sure of finding something delicious to eat since Linda and I had always been big eaters.

	However, I opened shelves after shelves without managing to find something tasty like peanut butter, Nutella or chips we were used to eat so much before. Instead, the fridge and the different shelves were full of fruit, vegetables, dairy products and flowers. I was quite surprised, I didn’t understand how my sister had changed so much.

	I didn’t eat as I was very troubled and my mind was full of questions without answers. I began to think a little bit and I became curious of discovering new changes. That’s why I decided to visit my house room after room as if I was looking for a new one with a Real Estate agent.

	Downstairs, I was still surprised by all the works of art making the house more beautiful. The stairs had even been repainted. I went upstairs where there were 4 rooms if we don’t count mine. The first room, Linda’s one was quite different to the one I had seen 10 years before. It was still so pink but with more flowers, more singers’ posters and especially more paintings.

	Then, I went to my parents’ room and when I went in, I was quite impressed and I felt so little because I had the impression of having entered in another house. It was so white and shining. There were also so many paintings, flowers and even Greek gods’ sculptures. Nonetheless, a few items attracted my attention. Actually, above my parents’, there was bed a portrait of four men. I could directly recognize my father smiling and sitting in the centre of two other men. I also didn’t need to think so much to distinguish Ronald Dunk, the previous One with a surprising but unmistakable blue moustache standing at the back of daddy. The man on my father’s right reminded me of Juan but here, he really seemed to be still at high school because of his tear up clothes, his pink and blond hair and especially the lack of the beard he wore yesterday. At the left of my father, there was another man who didn’t ring a bell, he wore military clothes and a little black hat with a red star. Though, he didn’t smile like daddy and Juan, he seemed to be a bit angry. A little bit after, I felt like it was Juan’s father because he had a Gypsy look, the same beard but his hair was longer than Juan’s one. Why were these three men gathered with daddy?

	I stayed in the room, trying to imagine what my father had become. And a few minutes later, I heard someone singing in my granny’s room which was just next to this room. I entered into and I understood that it wasn’t my granny’s room anymore but a bathroom by seeing Joanna and Linda taking a shower together and the latter singing: “I will always love you” with a voice as soft as Whitney Houston’s one.
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