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“Monsters are real, and ghosts are real too.

They live inside us and sometimes, they win.”


Stephen King
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Snowflakes were falling on São Paulo. It was a night when rats died of hypothermia, rivers froze, and planes didn't take off. In a dark alley in the center of the city, inside a dumpster, a young girl trembled from the bottom to the top. The flakes fell on her navy-blue dress, her chocolate-colored hair and her white skin like snow itself. Her lips were getting paler and paler as three men dressed in black approached.

The young woman's eyelids were frenetically moving, a sign that she was still alive. The wind was hissing so much that it muffled the creak of the writhing road signs. The ghost town painted itself white. But the three men kept marching as they got drunk on vodka.

They soon turned the corner and entered the alley. Suddenly, something shone among the dozens of garbage bags: two radiant amber lights, the eyes of the girl who had finally awakened.

Instinct spoke louder and she, despite being dizzy, jumped out of the dumpster. At the same instant, one of the three men exclaimed:

"There's a woman over there! Let's go get her!"

The young woman wide her eyes as she saw the three of them staggering towards her. Then, with confused and cloudy thoughts, she started running without even knowing where she was going. She ran but ran so hard that managed to get away from the trio.

She crossed avenues, took shortcuts, turned corners, then turned to the right and leaned against a door. She sharpened her ears and heard only the sound of the wind. She breathed a sigh of relief and got rid of the newspaper that stuck to herself while running barefoot; it was a story about Clarice Lispector.

Suddenly her body shivered, as she heard footsteps approaching, although they didn't come from the street. Abruptly, the door opened, and one hand muffled her cry of terror. She fought hard to escape the man but couldn't. He grabbed her by the waist, pulled her into the house and then locked the door.

They went to a living room with brown sofas and a little table in the center. Then he let her out of his arms.

"What do you have in mind to walk around alone at night?!”

She, confused, answered with another question:

"Do you speak Portuguese? Why are there so many Brazilians in this place?" she asked in her native language.

"Have you been using drugs?

"No... I don't know... I want to go home... Where am I?! New York?”

He laughed.

“New York?! This is Brazil! Did you take H66? Did you smell happy powder? Or what? You'd better sleep here tonight, you'll wake up better tomorrow.”

“Then why is it snowing?”

He stopped talking, it was better to end the unproductive conversation. He grabbed her by the waist again and began carrying her to the stairs, but she, outraged, didn't let him do it. 

"Who are you? Where are you taking me?” 

"Pleasure, Elvis Macedo." replied by kissing the young woman's hand, who, suspiciously, checked everything around her while making an escape plan. "I'm trying to take you to my apartment because if you go out that door over there, that one over there, can you see? Well, if you leave, the Special Guard will get you. Your mind is good enough to remember what they're capable of, isn't it?!”

She stared at him with extreme curiosity. Special Guard? Would it be those men in black? She wondered at the same time that her instinct said she could trust that man in jeans and leather jacket. Elvis, who was now swallowing a strange-smelling cigarette, fixed his long hair and smiled friendly.

The young woman considered running away, but thought better, remembered the snow and the three men. She thought a little more and felt the view darken. Her head was spinning like she was inside a washing machine. She felt herself almost fainting, so pronounced:

" Okay. You won...”

Elvis, noting the girl's situation, put her over his shoulder, grabbed her legs up and went upstairs.

"What's your name?”

"Ummm..." she murmured, struggling to remember, but the more she tried, the more she felt her head spinning. Then she said the first name that came to her mind: "Clarice..."

Then "Clarice" saw the steps rising little by little, took a deep sigh and saw nothing else, absolutely nothing...
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While the sun eliminated the last traces of the blizzard, Clarice was still in bed. It was after ten o'clock. Soon she woke up, looked around and remembered the night before, but only the night before and nothing more.

She threw the blanket, looked at her own body, scoured her memory and found nothing about herself, nothing, not even her name. Then she got up and, desperately, began to walk from side-to-side whispering to herself that all of that was just a nightmare. But she soon realized she was mistaken, and the terror possessed her body.

She wanted to go home, but how? Who could help her? She felt powerless. She struggled to remember at least one name, just one name, but not even that. What would she do now? She needed to rediscover herself, but where to start? Who to believe? There was no other way, Clarice needed to trust strangers fully; or rather, in the man that had given his bed to her.

In a desperate impulse, she searched her robes, but no clue, nothing to start with. Disillusioned, Clarice sat on the bed with her eyes wet by fear of the unknown.

"Good morning, Clarice! Are you feeling better?" Asked Elvis entering the room.

"Kind of... Where am I?"

"In my apartment! What did you use yesterday? You must have been fucking high."

"I don't do drugs! And I know I'm in your apartment! I want to know what country this is!"

"Then I'm the crazy one... I told you, we're in Brazil. Did you understand?? B.R.A.S.I.L."

"Then why was it snowing? What fell yesterday was snow? "

Elvis laughed without any control. He thought Clarice was a fucking freak who had drugged herself last night, so much that, until now, couldn't say anything that seemed real. 

"You didn't answer my question!"

"What fell yesterday was anemic dove shit. Of course it was snow! What else could it be?"

"How can it snow in Brazil?"

"How can you not know that? C'mon, confess you're a cokehead, confess! Don't be ashamed, I myself use it sometimes too."

"That doesn't make any sense..."

"Okay. Let's change the subject. The question is, are you okay? Do you want to stay here a little longer or do you want to go back to your place?"

"I don't know where I live, nor my name, much less who I am. I don't remember anything! My only memories are of yesterday, when I woke up in a dumpster and ran out of three men who were chasing me, then I stopped at the door and... You know the rest..."

"Holy shit! Have you ever thought about writing a biography? But you told me your name was Clarice..."

"It was the first name that came to my mind"

"At least she has good taste." He said, approaching and examining her from bottom to top. "Maybe was it a car accident? But you don't look hurt. No, it doesn't make sense, why would you have an accident and end up in a dumpster? Well, I'm going to call the hospital, maybe they're going to..."

"No! Please don't!" begged her, getting up and grabbing Elvis' arm. "I'm afraid of what might happen. I don't want to be at the mercy of strangers, especially doctors. I'm an adult and can take care of myself. Thanks for everything, but I have to go."

"I still think you're a cokehead. Because this is the only answer for you to think I'm going to let you go out alone like this. You're going to stay here until you get better. Don't worry, I don't bite, just kill people..."

"You may be welcoming a psychopath into your house." She, smiled relieved, as she found someone to help her, at least for the time being.

"We won't have problems if you promise me that if you kill me, you'll keep a piece of my body."

"I just wanted to know for now why it was snowing yesterday."

"It's been snowing here for years. Your amnesia must have affected a lot. But you can count on me, I'll teach you everything again. I'll make breakfast and be right back."

Clarice began to observe the world around her. The bed was divinely soft. The window, round, had a surreal design. The walls were decorated with vinyl covers. The wardrobe, black, looked like plastic. On the desk there were countless weird objects.  

She walked to the window and was blown up by what she saw. São Paulo was surrounded by buildings of the most varied styles. There were strange shapes that mimicked objects, animals and everything else you could imagine. Electronic panels stained the cityscape. But there was a certain silence, a silence of a inner city. The whitish sky was full of drones and small planes.

Clarice looked at a gigantic skyscraper and glimpsed the panel that broadcast a live news cast. With her eyes half-closed, she saw the host announce that the South had recorded the first cyclone of 2040...
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Clarice didn't believe it was 2040, but she did. Despite being normal for someone with amnesia to find the world around strange, deep down, she thought there were more things to be clarified. Although it seemed absurd, there was a certainty within her, a certainty that that world didn't belong to her, a certainty that her past was farther than it seemed to be. What would be the explanation for this possible timeline jumping? A scientific experiment? A wormhole? Fate? Clarice didn't know what to think, it was so confused that she even doubted her sanity. She couldn't tell Elvis or anyone about this.

What if her past reveals things so horrible that they make death the best solution? What if she never gets her memory back? What if loneliness becomes her only companion? If... If... If... These ifs made her even more restless and terrified. She was living an emotional roller coaster, now she was optimistic, and then pessimistic.

Clarice heard Elvis calling her and, instead of answering, went to the bathroom to fix the deplorable state in which she found herself. But when she stared in the mirror, an icy wave of panic hit her. She saw a stranger in front of her, a fragile being of apparently eighteen years. Although irrational, her intuition said that body didn't belong to her. A suicidal idea went through her mind, thought about breaking that mirror, taking a piece and ending it all. The idea was surrounding her head while her body remained as static as a doll. The fear of the past and the future were the incentives for her fist to close more and more. Her abdomen hurt, she was nauseous, but Clarice, who seemed to be in a trance, wanted to end it all. When she finally decided to strike the mirror, a voice arose:

"Is everything alright?"

Elvis' question made Clarice come around and begin to regret what she had almost done. So she opened the door.

"Yes, I'm fine".

"I think you're looking for a bath..." he said, delivering some clothes and a towel. "That's been here a long time, a woman forgot. Oh, you can use anything you find in the bathroom. Then we're going to go shopping, you seem to need it."

"No! You don't have to spend money on me!"

"And what are you going to wear? You want to walk around naked? If you're a naturism adept, that's fine with me. Also because this little dress of yours is too retro for my taste.

"All right, but one day, somehow, I'm going to pay you back."

"So go take a shower and then come to have breakfast, lunch, or whatever name you want to give for this meal. It's all the same shit, this eating schedule thing isn't for me."

After that, Clarice locked herself in the bathroom. She threw the towel over the mirror so she wouldn't be able to see herself. She thought about undressing, but felt agony, so she went to bathe still dressed.

Soon the two were at the table, eating together.

"That red dress looks really nice on you."

"Thank you, that's exactly my size. Where did you sleep?"

"On the couch. There's another suite, but it's full of junk, you can only use the bathroom." 

"As of today I sleep on the couch."

"No way! Now that room is yours, and don't even think about arguing. Subject closed! Oh, what should I call you? Clarice? Florentine? Raimunda? Martian or what?

"Clarice it's fine"

There was pizza, steak, bread, cokeluna jam and fruit on the table. To drink there was beer and blueberry juice. Elvis put some steaks on his plate and opened a Snow Beer, a traditional Chinese beer. She, shy, took a piece of bread with jam.

"What is this cokeluna jelly made of?"

"Don't ask me hard questions. It must be something synthetic, I don't know... But it's good, right? It's even better than Nutella! Try these steaks, they're delicious!"

Clarice, curious, experimented and found it weird, though good. But thought it was even weirder when he said it was in vitro meat. 

Suddenly a loud meow appeared in the kitchen, Elvis threw a steak and, out of nowhere, a black cat appeared. Clarice sympathized with it, despite its ominous appearance. 

"His name is Kurt, Kurt Cobain..."

Clarice put on the sandal she got from him and joined Elvis. Soon they were in the icy and deserted streets of São Paulo. 

"Tell me a little about yourself."

Elvis revealed all the details of his life. He worked operating machines through a computer inside his apartment. The machines were in an auto industry miles away. He was born in São Paulo, capital. He lived alone because his parents died of urban flu. From time to time he played drums in a rock band called Mad Elves and, at the time, was single. 

"Your parents died of urban flu? What is this?"

"Yes, in addition to my parents, half the world's population died. It's a type of flu that has appeared in pigeons that lived in urban centers, they say it's a new version of the Spanish flu. I'm glad there's a cure today. You probably don't remember any of this. Much less the Kadoma that extinguished virtually the entire Mavi population in the world.

"Wow!" she said and, though frightened, began to understand that trail of abandonment and silence throughout the city.

"Some people say that Kadoma was created by Nazis because it was extremely lethal to the Mavis. Anyway... Oh, as you can see, the city is empty. Nobody gets their asses off the couch for nothing these days. Almost all trade was exchanged for distribution centers. But there are still a few things. I'm taking you to a store nearby."

"Who are the Mavis?"

He answered, and then she understood.

Clarice observed the contrast of luxurious buildings of ultramodern designs with degraded rustic ones. There were almost no bars, stores and churches. The few cars, which transited the streets, looked like capsules or time machines, constantly changing their color and moving on their own.

"Don't worry, amnesias are fleeting and, in a little while, I'm sure you'll remember everything. In the meantime, I'll help you investigate your past. Maybe we'll find your family? 

She, thoughtfully, walked with Elvis into a department store called Hell Mega Store.
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Although she found it weird to surf the internet using only her fingers over a projection on the table, Clarice was excited to discover some clue to her past. Elvis helped her and also taught her how to use the current technologies. She, contrary to what was imagined, didn't panic when had contact with contemporary novelties. She was excited as a child who was getting a new toy.

"When you get your memory back, you're going to laugh a lot about learning things you already knew. Too bad you don't remember which dumpster you were in, this could be a good clue."

"What if I came from the past, like in a scientific experiment?"

"Wearing that retro dress of yours, I don't doubt... But if it's true, I want to go back to the past with you. It used to be a really good time..."

They laughed, even though she meant it. Soon they resumed their investigations, searched news reports about accidents in that fateful night, saw pictures of missing persons, but nothing, no clues. Elvis again proposed medical help, but Clarice again refused.

"You know what I think? You must have suffered an emotional shock and started walking around. Then, you ended up in the dumpster because of the cold or to hide from the special guard."

She found the theory incoherent. Once alone, she would immediately look for everything about time travelling.

Clarice finished cleaning and organizing the apartment – that was the only way she could find to reduce her debt to Elvis – and went to take a shower without undressing.

She went around wrapped in a towel, chose an overcoat among the various pieces of clothing she had got, put on some of her sweet floral perfume, and was ready. Then she went into the room and froze when saw the image of a wolf grabbing and eating a poor rabbit, all over Elvis' naked back.

"I know I have a great body, but you shouldn't stare at me like that" he scoffed. "Have you never seen a tattoo like this? Don't be afraid, it's just an animation."

“It's all right. I was just shocked. It's different, but it's cool. Who knows, one day, I get one.”

Elvis put on his shirt, and the two went down the stairs, as the elevator was still broken. They walked a few blocks and took the subway to Chocolate station.. 

There the region had an even more futuristic air while the streets were still deserted. Clarice, who was astonished by the landscape, tried to read all the ads that were distributed by the electronic panels. Her white skin was getting more and more reddish due to the cold weather.

Then they entered the bar called Motherfucker. She was startled by the size of the place. There was a kiosk in the center and six others scattered at the ends of the huge hall. The stage, further ahead, was empty, but the sound of "Hotel California" cheered the atmosphere. Hundreds of people, who wore the most diverse rock and roll props, were drinking and dirty dancing.

They sat at the table. Clarice found the place strange, but felt good, liked the sound and especially the company of Elvis, in whom she placed more and more her confidence. They looked at the menu and ordered a serving of fries and meat, plus a few bottles of Snow Beer, which she had decided to try despite not remembering what the taste of alcoholic drinks was like. 

Between one beer and another, Clarice found really weird some clothes that, according to Elvis, varied in color with the change of temperature or emotional state. She, who had loved the taste of Chinese beer, said to herself that she would never wear those clothes, ever!

"The thing I like most in this world is when people call me Motherfucker, because I love this place! Now I'm going to confess something, I find your accent hilarious."

"I'm also going to confess one thing. I think it's weird your craze for cracking your neck all the time, even though it's kind of cute." Clarice was ashamed of saying the last confession aloud. Elvis took the comment as a joke and asked for another serving of snacks and two bottles, one of Mary-Cola and another of vodka.

"Now you're going to try the best cocktail of all time," he said, mixing the drinks.

Clarice tasted it and loved it. She discovered, by questioning the different taste of cola soda, that it was made of marijuana with all the conserved psychedelic properties. So she, who was already a little drunk, gave herself up to drink.

Suddenly some friends of Elvis appeared: John, Penelope, Snowball, Jess and Dumão. They talked loudly while Clarice, who understood nothing, laughed for no reason. They offered her a multicolored drink, a drink she didn't refuse.

"Clarice, you're not okay... I think you drank too much..." said Elvis as she kept laughing. "Do you want to smell happy powder? You must get better. But just a little, or you're going to be as crazy as in the other day."

She accepted and went to the bathroom with Penelope. Soon saw the pink-haired girl prepare a dust and offer her a plastic tube. Then Clarice smelled the powder, which came down burning from the inside. She felt her veins dilate and felt better.

She, who grew increasingly lucid and agitated, looked at Penelope and felt a strong physical attraction. The two approached, having a moment, but Clarice dodged and went straight to the toilet to force vomiting with toes down her throat. Her head began to spin, and in the midst of it, flashes arose.

As the sun was going down, a boy, about ten years old, washed a cat with alcohol. After that, the cat was hung on the clothesline with its hind legs tied. Suddenly, something shone brighter than the sunset, it was the flame of the match that had been lit, a match that was soon thrown against the cat.

And Clarice continued throwing up...

The horrifying meows echoed everywhere as its body was consumed by flames. Suddenly the clothesline broke and the cat, which writhed, fell on to the lawn that began to catch fire. The boy laughed, but laughed so hard, he seemed crazy. But he, not satisfied, took an iron rod and began a sequence of blows that ended the seven lives of the poor animal...
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