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PROLOGUE
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I was born with a pen in my hand and soon started to draw lines that then became letters. 

This is not true, of course, but I like to say that it happened this way, and this is where writing comes from, expressing whatever you feel like because you enjoy it or it appeals to you.

It didn’t happen as early as I imagine, but since I was very young I have enjoyed writing, and becoming a writer and publishing a book were more than a dream, they were an unreal and unobtainable chimera. 

The world changes and perspectives change, and I came to the conclusion that if you want to achieve something, you should start by trying it. I went back to writing short stories until I decided to publish them in this book. 

This Storyteller’s Journal is a collection of all of the stories I have saved and that have survived in one way or another. They appear in chronological order of their writing, except for the first, Crazy, which I wrote in 2011, when I decided to return to writing. This story was a finalist for First Place in the Folio en Blanco Awards of the Cátedra de Carmen Posadas, so it took away my fear of showing what I have written to other people.  The earliest stories date back to the early 90s, and the passage of time and my inexperience are noticeable, but I have a special affection for them, and wanted to put them together with the others. The more recent and more numerous begin with The best day of my life, written in 2011, and continue through 2014.

There are more than sixty stories, written for different reasons and purposes, and most are fiction, but there are also a few personal ones.

I hope that you enjoy them and read them all, so then I’ll know that it only would have been impossible to do if I had given up.
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Crazy

A story like no other

A lucky day

Destiny

The horns

One tree hill

Them

The liar

Hero

Encounter

The sign

Time travel

I didn’t know you yet, but I loved you already

The best day of my life

The perfect date

A love note

The trip

True happiness

The tear

Glances

The spy

The reunion

SMS

The red swimsuit

2011, the year the world still didn't end

My memories

The pink rubber duck

The chair

Breathless

Sounds in the freezer

Artichoke season

The invisible man

The umbrella

Amnesia

One hundred and four

B237

The scale

Anachronisms

Secret Santa

Voicemail

The advisor

The letter

Story of a kiss

The three little pigs: The whole truth

Procedure for a kiss

The decision

The maniac

With you

The writer

In search of a conscience

The binge

Leave me

Twenty years is nothing

Sun dog

The room

The roses

Girlfriends

The mirror

Rational

Mistaken

What matters

Kisses in the heart

For my father, for his insistence, 

persistence, and resistance.
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CRAZY
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I’m crazy. Really crazy. But not crazy like the people who put a paper hat on and say they are Napoleon or Jesus Christ. No, truly crazy. Although I am ashamed to admit that one time I said I was Cleopatra so people would take me seriously.

Nobody takes crazy people seriously. Not at all. I’m in therapy, even though my wife doesn’t want me to go. She says we can’t afford it, because it's very expensive. But I know what her real reason is.  She’s involved with my therapist, and she feels bad if I go to see him.  My therapist is kind. Very kind. He’s expensive, but I insist on going to him and I pay him double for each session. When they lock me up, he will have to take care of my wife and children, and he’ll need the money. He is such a good person that he senses my motives and does not refuse to charge me double.

Really, though, I can’t afford it. We’re poor. Really poor. But I applied for a loan. I heard that you have to be crazy to apply for a loan, so it was easy for me. 

My therapist is good. Really good. His method is self-suggestion. He says that through subconscious suggestion we can achieve anything. I’m already getting the hang of it. I self-suggested that Scarlett Johansson wanted to sleep with me.  It worked. For the first few days I wasn’t sure if it had worked, so I told my therapist. He told me that Scarlett was dying to be with me, but she didn’t know my address. He offered to contact her and give it to her, for the cost of two sessions. I agreed. I'm sure she's going to arrive at any minute. But we know that the traffic is bad. Really bad.

I really like my therapist. I’m pleased that he’s sleeping with my wife. My wife is not the most beautiful woman in the world, and she’s not among the hundred most attractive. Actually she’s ugly. Really ugly.  And disgusting. Really disgusting. At first I didn't understand my therapist. But now I do. I’m sure he uses self-suggestion to convince himself that she’s a top model.

Sometimes I have moments of clarity and I feel like taking revenge on them. I think about self-suggesting and becoming a homosexual and sleeping with him. Fortunately I’m not lucid very often. My illness is not getting much worse, though. My therapist says that it’s because I really don’t want to get better, and we need to increase our sessions. I don’t know if he’s right. But just in case, I have applied for another loan.

Now I have to stop writing. There's someone at the door. I’ve been self-suggesting all afternoon, so it must be Scarlett. She’s attractive. Really attractive.
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A STORY LIKE NO OTHER
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Allow me to introduce myself.  My name is George H. McBrown, I’m a private detective, and I want to tell you about the most important case of my life.  

At the time I had just arrived in Chicago, which was a relief, as I had been suffering from an unbearable cold.

In Chicago I was going to start a new life, trying to run away from my past. On that day it was seven in the evening and no client had broken the silence of my office since I had moved into it. I was getting ready to go see the Bulls when my secretary came in visibly elated.

“Mr. McBrown, a young woman wants to see you.”

“If it’s another Jehovah’s Witness, give her two dollars and ask her to pray for our souls.” 

“I already did, but she said she doesn't want to save your soul, she just wants to meet with you.”

My nose didn’t tell me anything because I was still stuffed up, but my instincts told me that behind my door there was a client waiting. I quickly closed the blinds to let in just a little light, I put on my hat and sat in my swivel chair, turning my back to the door – these details are very important in my profession, to impress the client. 

“Tell her to come in.”

Just then I heard some high heels approach my desk and an incredibly sensual voice.

“George H. McBrown?”

I nudged the swivel chair to face her, but my lack of practice made me turn around twice before stopping. When I managed to stop I was astounded. Before me was an incredibly beautiful woman, with a blond mane that shone in the light that the blinds let in, and with unending curves that seemed to speak. Until then I had only seen one woman as beautiful as her, and she was precisely the one I was trying to forget in this city with a new life. For a moment, dizzy from the spinning, I thought it was her.

“Are you the detective George H. McBrown?” She repeated.

“I hope so, because if not, I’m wearing someone else's underwear.”

“My name is Mary Washington, and I want to hire you to find my father, Charles Edward Washington.”

For a moment I was paralyzed. Charlie Washington was the head of the Air Washy airline company and one of the richest men in the United States.

“My father disappeared last Tuesday on his way back from a business meeting. The next day we received this letter.”

Her soft hands held the note out to me, which stated the following in letters cut out of magazines. “We want one hundred million dollars. If you talk to the police, the old man will die.”

“If you return him to us alive, we will pay you a million dollars.”

“Miss Washington...”

“Call me Mary,” she said, smiling.

“Why have you come to a new detective in the city like myself?”

“I thought that if I went to a famous detective, they would find out and kill my father.”

For all this time I have not stopped thinking about her. The million dollars was tempting, but she reminded me too much of the one who until then had been the only woman in my life, and something told me that I shouldn’t repeat past mistakes.

“I’m sorry, Miss Washington, but I handle divorces and murders, I don't take on kidnapping cases.”

“That’s fine, but here’s my phone number in case you change your mind.”

She took out a lipstick, wrote on a piece of paper and gave it to me. She got up and moved toward the door with a wiggle that I thought would bring down the walls. When she got to the door she turned her head, and for a moment her blond hair floated in the air.

“And call me Mary,” she said, smiling again.

It took me a couple of minutes to recover, then I ran out of the office so I wouldn’t miss the Bulls game. 

When I crossed the street a woman started to scream. I turned around and saw a man pointing a gun at me, but lucky for me, when he pulled the trigger he hit a truck.

Later, in the Bulls stadium, a man in a trench coat and sunglasses approached me.

“Raphael and the Fari are going to make a record together,” he whispered in my ear.

In Chicago, when people try to kill you twice in one day, it’s either because you owe money to the mafia or some guy is out of his mind after finding out his wife is cheating on him. And since I had just arrived here, I hadn’t had time to rack up any debts or seduce married women all over the place, so I guessed that the attempts to end my life must have some connection to the visit from Mary Washington. Then I thought that if my life was going to be in danger, it should at least be for a good cause, and from that point on a million dollars was it. 

––––––––
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The next day I called Mary Washington and we arranged to meet in one of the most luxurious restaurants in Chicago, the Telepizza Palace. As always when I go to a new place, I arrived a half hour early so I could make sure it was safe, and casually take the rolls from the other tables.

She was on time. As she approached, I started thinking of my last love and was about to run away, but the beauty of a woman is something that has always paralyzed me. She sat down.

“What made you change your mind, George?”

“There are three things that will always convince a Scot: money, whisky, and a woman.”

“So then, why are you drinking water?” She replied.

“Because I’m not Scottish.”

After the usual conversation about the weather and the traffic, we began to discuss the case.

“Who else knows about the disappearance of your father?”

“Besides us, only my brother Brady.”

“How many children are there?”

“Just us two.”

“And your mother?”

“She died.”

“Since your father is such an important businessman, I suppose he had a very busy schedule and his partners are very surprised by his absence.” 

“We sent out letters canceling all of his appointments, saying that he had gone away to a spa for health treatment.”

“Miss Washington, do you know if he was involved in any important business that might have motivated someone to put pressure on him?”

“No, and stop calling me ‘Miss Washington’, George. I don’t know anything else that might interest you, so call me Mary. Why did you come to Chicago?” She looked at me with those green eyes and all I could do was answer.

“I want to forget about my past. I came here to forget about a woman who was everything to me, and who left me.”

“What kind of woman would let a man like you get away, George H. McBrown? And, of course, what does the H stand for?”

“Avelino.”

“But Avelino doesn’t have an H.

"I know that now, but when I took the name I didn’t know how to spell it.”

We talked throughout the meal and then I took her home. At the door I was preparing to leave.

“Good night, Miss Washington. It has been a pleasure to have dinner with you.”

"George, my brother isn't home and I'm afraid to sleep alone in such a big house." She said with a sensual voice while slowly lowering her eyes and opening her mouth slightly.

Then I understood what she was suggesting.

“I’ll be right back, I have to go buy something.”

So I went right away to buy it. I have to admit that at first I was a bit embarrassed, as I have always blushed when buying these things, but I strode decisively up to the clerk.

“A teddy bear, please.”

And so, thanks to me, Mary Washington would sleep peacefully that night. When I gave it to her, she looked a little disappointed, but the dinner had left me a bit short and I couldn’t buy a bigger one.

It was thirty-five minutes past midnight and it seemed to me a good time to start the investigation. I went to my apartment, changed my clothes, and refilled my wallet. At one-fifteen I was already at the door of the KitKat Bar, one of the worst dives in the city, where the most detestable types in Chicago got together, and where I could get valuable information.

Once I entered the room I knew I was right. To the right was a row of tables filled with poker players and drunks in search of some "work". In the back, at a pool table, one guy was trying to clean another guy’s ears with his heel, while the second guy was trying to ring in the new year on the first guy's head. Everyone there had a suspicious bulge under their shirt that gave away a concealed weapon. At times like these I was happy that I had not forgotten my nine-millimeter snub-nosed Beretta.

I went up to the bar. The bartender approached me. He was an enormous black man, with an unfriendly face and the look of someone with few friends. This could only be due to one of two possibilities, ether he had been suffering in silence for a long time with hemorrhoids, or when he was a baby they put vinegar on his pacifier. In this environment I should not back down, and I had to make them understand that I was a tough character, so when he got to me, I raised my voice so that the others could hear me and I said confidently:

“A double orange juice, no ice.”

As it didn’t seem to have much effect, I added:

“And no sugar.”

The place suddenly got quiet. I was about to ask him to at least put in a little sweetener, but I realized that I was not the cause of the silence, but the sudden quiet was because of a man who had just entered. He was a strong, tall, older man. He had close cropped, military style hair and a scar from his ear to his mouth that gave you goosebumps. With the ink from just the tattoos you could see, you could write a book that would make War and Peace look like a short story.

He opened his mouth and made a guttural noise that brought the usual noise level back to the place. He walked past the bar and went into a room with a door that was well guarded by three men.

I had seen enough, so it was time to catch a lead. When the bartender brought me my drink I started talking to him.

“A good friend of mine has a guy who owes him money, and he's been pretty hard to find lately. Maybe you could tell me if you’ve seen him.” I took a hundred dollar bill from my wallet and he snatched it from my hands.

"For that I’ll tell you when I had my first communion. So, who is he?” He answered, looking like he might just break into a smile.

I showed him a photo of Charles Washington. When he saw it, his face turned pale and for a moment I thought he was Michael Jackson.

“I’ve never seen him in my life,” he snapped while throwing the bill back at me.

It’s hard to see a guy like him get scared. The only thing that could have shaken him that much was if the mastermind of the kidnapping had been Hilo, the biggest criminal not only in Chicago, but in the major cities of the United States. The police, the FBI, and the tailors had been looking for him for some time, but even they didn’t know what he looked like. He controlled all of the illegal enterprises and was the most powerful man in the country, with thousands of hit men who enforced his law.

The bartender’s expression was enough for me for that night. I chugged the juice and went back to my apartment, even though I knew that from then on I would have to be more careful than ever, and would have to watch every corner, every car, and every shadow.

––––––––
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The next day I went to the Washingtons’ home. An older woman who seemed to be the housekeeper opened the door. 

“Hail purest Mary," she said. “Conceived without sin.” 

“I’m a friend of Miss Mary Washington.”

“I’ll let them know.”

She moved away slowly. I went in, and just then Mary appeared.

“Hello George, I’m pleased to see you again.”

“I have to...”

I couldn’t finish. A man wearing tennis shorts and a sweater over his shoulders came toward us with a racket in his hand, and kept moving around.

“This is my brother Brady,” said Mary when the man approached us.

He stopped moving for a few seconds, then immediately started up again more insistently than before.

“Hey shorty,” he said. Mary has told me about you. I’d like to stay, but Borja Mari is waiting for me to play a game of tennis. Ciao.

“You’re not leaving here,” I answered. “And stop jumping around before you hit me with your racquet. I have a strong suspicion that the person who kidnapped your father is Hilo.”

Mary burst into tears and threw herself into my arms. Brady also tried the same, but my fist held him off. Meanwhile, Mary was going to flood the place, and I tried to console her.

“Easy, don’t cry, everything is going to be okay. Or else you’re going to make me cry, too!”

She seemed to calm down.

“I hate to give up a job and even more a million dollars, but I think the best thing you can do is to pay the ransom."

“Whatever you say, shorty,” said Brady.

“You’re right,” said Mary. “We’ll wait for them to contact us again and then we’ll pay them.”

“If there’s anything I can do for you, please let me know.”

Brady was going to say something, but my gesture of raising my arm and closing my fist made him stop again.

“I’m very upset and I’d like to talk to someone, so I would like to have lunch with you," Mary said to me.

“I would love to.”

“Wait here. I’m going to get ready and I’ll be right back.”

And she left with Brady. While I waited the housekeeper came back in. She approached me.

“Will you stay for lunch?” She asked me.

“No.”

“Great, then we’ll have extra meatballs again.”

“Have you worked here long?”

“I’ve served Mr. Washington for more than forty years now.”

“And between you and me, what do you think of Miss Mary?”

“Oh, she’s a saint! God is so unfair! How can he punish her with that terrible illness that’s slowly killing her!”

“Excuse me, are you talking about Miss Mary Washington?”

“Of course. Such a disgrace, Mother of God!” She turned away and left.

I was surprised that a woman who looked so healthy could be dying. When she returned I nearly shed a tear, but I collected myself and didn’t say anything so as not to make it more painful for her.

"What are you going to do now, George?” She asked me in the restaurant.

“I don’t know. Maybe I’ll find some quiet place to find an answer to the questions that we all ask ourselves: Who are we? Where do we come from? Where are we going? Will Minnie cheat on Mickey with Mortimer Mouse?”

“Have you ever been to Hawaii?”

“No.”

“It’s a wonderful place. I go there whenever I can. I always have a ticket reserved on all of my father’s planes that go to Hawaii. If you want we can go, you and I, and forget about everything.”

I was tempted to accept, but in the end I declined the offer and came up with a good excuse.

“I would love to, but I can’t, I have an audience with the Pope next week.”

For the rest of the meal she talked enthusiastically about the wonders of the islands and she seemed to be really in love with Hawaii.

After dinner, we said good night and I went to my apartment, convinced that I would never see her again. I was tired, so I packed my bags, watched a couple of games on television and fell asleep.

––––––––
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The next morning I was headed toward my office to pick up my things, when I heard a boy shout:

“Extra, extra! Charles Edward Washington murdered!”

I ran over and bought one. I read the news on my way to the Washington house. The version that appeared in the paper was that Charlie Washington had been killed the night before on his way home. It seemed the murderer was a two-bit criminal who was caught by a passing policeman.

All of this was very strange, and I supposed that the true killer was Hilo, and he had arranged the whole thing to give the police a suspect and be done with it.

When I arrived at the Washington house I found Brady looking stricken. He approached me and handed me a piece of paper that said: “We’re not joking. Give us two hundred million or we’ll kill her, too.”

This was too much, and I couldn’t allow Hilo to kill a woman like Mary. I didn’t have many leads, but I knew that the key must be at the KitKat Bar. Maybe the guy with the scar and the tattoos was Hilo, or maybe Hilo was hiding behind the door in the bar that was so well guarded. Whatever the case, I knew that the only chance I had to save Mary was to go to the KitKat, so I headed over there.

––––––––
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Once inside the bar I went directly to the bartender.

“I want to see Hilo right now. I know he’s here. Tell him if he’s so tough, he can come out and face a real man.”

Just then the mysterious door opened, and the man with the scar came out, grabbed me by my lapels and kicked me out the door.

“Don’t come back or I’ll kill you,” were his only words.

When he went back into the KitKat I got up. My plan had worked perfectly. When he grabbed me I put my hands in his pockets and was able to grab a piece of paper out of one of them, which I was still holding in my hand. I unfolded it and saw that it had “23J” written on it in large numbers. I supposed it must mean June 23rd. It could be a dentist appointment, but it didn’t seem that the guy was too concerned with his oral health, so I deduced that it meant that something important would happen to Mary on that day. It was already the 22nd, so I had to act fast.

I hid behind some bushes and waited for the guy with the scar to leave the bar. I followed him for several blocks until he went into an apartment building. I went in, looked at the buzzers, and saw that only one didn’t have a name, it was 5A, so I went up to the sixth floor and knocked at letter A. A woman with curlers in her hair and wearing a robe answered the door.

“Special Agent Smith. The Government of the United States needs your help. Let me in, please.”

The good woman opened the door wide and started jumping for joy. I went to the window and looked down. The window on the floor below was open. I went out, slid over the cornice and dropped into apartment 5A.

It was completely dark. I heard a noise and saw that a sliver of light was peeking through a crack. Something inside me said I was very close to Mary. I waited motionless until my eyes got used to the dark, drew my nine-millimeter snub-nosed Beretta and headed toward the crack that let the light in, which was none other than a slightly open door. I opened it slowly and looked inside. Before me was a hallway with two doors on the right, another on the left, and one more at the end, which was completely open and was the source of the light, which seemed to be from the kitchen. The other three doors must be for the entrance, probably on the left, the right one had to be the bathroom and the other the room where Mary was.

Since I didn’t have time to wait for someone to flush the toilet so I could find out where Mary was, I decided to go to the kitchen, where the guy with the scar must be, and take care of him first. I moved slowly down the hall, almost without breathing, stepping lightly so as not to give myself away and keeping my finger on the trigger. When I had almost reached the kitchen, the door to my right flew open and in a few seconds the killer was on top of me and the pistol was out of reach.

We fought, but he was always faster than me and wouldn’t stop twisting me like he wanted to tie me in knots. When he had me almost completely immobilized, I saw a suspicious bulge near my face and thought “this is mine” and I bit the bulge with all of my might. Unfortunately it was mine. The pain made me jump, and I got away from my opponent, who fell over and hit his head on the sink, and ended up stretched out on the floor, not moving. I approached him slowly and kept my eyes on him, just to be sure that he was no longer a danger to me. I checked that he had no pulse and was not breathing.

Now all I had to do was free Mary, but when I went to get up a blow to the head knocked me out.

––––––––
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When I woke up I was on a bench in the park. I didn’t know what day or time it was, but I followed my first impulse and went quickly to Mary’s house.

When I arrived she was at the door. I ran toward her to embrace her, and I would have done it if my joy at seeing her alive had not prevented my from realizing that there was a lamppost between us. When I recovered from the blow I shouted:

“You’re safe!”

“Yes, my brother paid the ransom.”

“But I was just about to find you. Did you see who they were?”

“No, they sedated me and blindfolded me.”

Maybe the man I had killed had had nothing to do with the kidnapping and I was wrong from the start about Hilo, but whatever the case, I thought I was going crazy. Mary took something from her bag.

“You look tired. Take this, it’s a ticket to Hawaii for this evening. Go get some rest and when you come back we can have some fun,” she said, winking at me and giving me a sly smile.

I accepted.

––––––––
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“Tickets, please,” the smiling flight attendant said when I got on the plane. I gave it to her and she led me to my seat.

“Here it is, number 23J at the window. Have a good trip, sir.”

I asked for a newspaper and started to read. The front page had a photo of Brady and the caption named him as the new owner of the Air Washy empire, once his sister dies from her illness. I continued, unable to believe that Mary could be that sick, as she looked as healthy as the flight attendant who had said to me moments before in a sweet voice: "Here it is, number 23J at the window."

Number 23J!!!

I looked quickly to my right and saw the seat numbers: 23H and 23J. It seemed that the piece of paper from the guy with the tattoos didn't refer to June 23rd, but the plane ticket that he must have picked up and had then been given to me.

I flew off the plane and headed to the building where I had been the night before. I went straight to 5A and kicked the door open. In the room in front of me was Mary, putting clothes in a suitcase.

“George!” She exclaimed, surprised.

“Hello my dear. I know everything. I know that you are not Mary Washington.”

“How did you find out?”

"The airplane ticket you gave me is the one the man had who I killed yesterday. Besides, the real Mary Washington is dying in a hospital in Los Angeles.”

“I’m an unemployed actress, Brady hired me. His father was going to sell the company and Brady wanted to show him that he could run it, but his father wouldn’t take him seriously. He thought about kidnapping him and taking control of the company while he was away, so that's why he hired the man you killed yesterday, who was one of Hilo's men, and he hired me to...”

“To convince me to investigate. He needed an inexperienced detective who was new to the city, without many contacts, in order to show his father that he had tried to find him, and also to stay away from the police. But when I found out that Hilo was involved, he got nervous and sped up the plan. They released Charlie Washington, and when he discovered his son’s plan he confronted him, and Brady killed him. Then he went back to get help from Hilo, who organized the whole scheme about the police and the crook who appeared in the newspaper. With Mr. Washington dead, his house would be full of police, and they would think it was strange that sick Mary Washington should be in such good health, so you had to disappear, and you fooled me with the letter about the second kidnapping. Later, when I was here last night, you had come to give the ticket to the guy with the scar so he could get out of town, but when I killed him, you hit me in the head and this morning you gave me the ticket.”

“Yes, but Hilo doesn’t like to leave any traces, so this morning he killed Brady and now I think he will come for me. George, I think I’m in love with you. Let’s run away together and start over again.”

Then she hugged me and kissed me. I don’t know how long we were there, but all of my doubts were gone.

“I agree, Mary, I will wait for you downstairs. I’ll go get a taxi.”

I turned around and headed for the door. It was then that I heard a click behind me. I turned and saw Mary pointing a gun at me, swearing and pulling the trigger again and again. I took out my pistol and extended my other hand, opening it and dropping the bullets on the floor.

“I took them while you were kissing me. I’m sorry, Mary, or perhaps I should say: I’m sorry, Hilo.”

Her unbridled passion for Hawaii made me guess that she was Hilo, as I deduced that she would use the name of the capital of the place she loved most on the planet for her criminal activities. I would have forgiven her everything and run away with her, but her kiss had left me colder than a penguin's beak, and I realized the mistake I had made.

––––––––
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Once Hilo was arrested, her entire criminal career was exposed. All of the states of the Union showed me their gratitude, they offered me the keys to hundreds of cities, put my name on thousands of streets, and both the Republican and Democratic parties asked me to run for president. People offered me roles in tons of movies, Michael Jackson wanted to film a music video with me, and most of the children who were born that year were named Avelino. Everyone wanted me to stay, but I had an error to correct, so I hopped on a plane, crossed the Atlantic, and arrived at my house.

I rang the bell and a woman came out. She was wearing an apron, but she was as beautiful as the last time I had seen her. She seemed surprised, and before she could speak, I took the initiative.

“I tried to change my life, but I realized that there is nothing in this world that can take your place. I love you. Forgive me, I promise that I will never come in the house again without cleaning off my shoes. Oh, of course! You don’t have a twin sister who was separated at birth and brought to the United States?”

At this moment she smiled, grabbed my tie, pulled me into the house, shut the door and... well, that's another story.
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A LUCKY DAY
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Sunday morning.

I turned on the radio and there were No Doubt singing Sunday Morning. Just then I wished it was Sunday morning, and that nothing that was going to happen after that would have really happened, but then, as I turned on the radio, I couldn't even imagine that the worst was yet to come.

It was after eleven at night on that Sunday, and I had just turned off the engine of my car, which I had just parked near the mouth of the river. It was the first time I had gotten so close to it, even though I had lived there for a year and a half. A year and a half living there. It seemed like it had only been a few weeks since I had arrived there with Dolores. I had met her at an exposition where she was working as a hostess. What was the exposition about? I didn’t remember, but I remembered her, as impressive as always, in that uniform with a name badge pinned to her chest. 

I remembered her laugh when, reading the tag, I said “Doloures.” That laugh made me fall in love instantly. We clicked right away, and before she could think for even a second, she had already said “yes” to my asking her if she would like to get a drink with me after she finished her shift.

The relationship developed just as quickly as that first date. Soon I moved in with her, leaving everything behind and moving almost four hundred miles away, but the truth is I didn’t have much to leave behind.  

That was a year and a half ago. During that time I had lived in the frenzy of passion that she had ignited in me, without worrying about anything else or doing any job other than living every moment with her as if it were the last. “You can't live your whole life in a cloud, moved by a dream, by an illusion. Grow up already, life is not a movie in which whatever you do, everything turns out all right in the end. You have to find a job, even if you don’t like what you do for work, you have to stop being a damn fool who thinks that a stroke of luck will bring you everything you ever wanted," she had told me that Sunday morning just a few seconds before she said: “I think it would be better if you leave.”

And that’s as far as I had gotten, to the mouth of a river, close to midnight, with a few clothes in the trunk, with no job, no money, and no better place to spend the night than my old car. Could I have a better companion than that car? He had never failed me and had always taken me where I wanted to go. This was the time to start over. If I had done it before, I could do it again.

I was lost in my thoughts when the sound of a car door closing brought me back to reality. I looked around. I was surprised to see the number of cars that had parked there. There were maybe fifteen or twenty, and although the beach nearby could be attractive for late night partying, I thought it was strange that there were so many people there on a Sunday night. “Alright,” I said to myself, “now you’re going to become a detective, that’s a good job.”

I probably would have kept wondering about all those cars if my bladder hadn’t been the only part of my body that stayed on a normal schedule, logical to the rest of humanity, and was desperately begging me to open the gates that were putting so much pressure on it. I got out of the car as quickly as my clumsiness would allow. I ran a few yards while fumbling with the buttons on my pants. I got to the nearest tree right when my hand freed the appendage that in a few moments gave me the greatest pleasure that I could hope to feel at that moment.

The stream that poured out of me made me feel a tremendous relief. As I tilted my head back slightly, I thought wistfully of the good times that particular part of my body had given me. My demented thoughts were interrupted by a sound that reached my ears, and had come from the beach behind me. A sound that was both mysterious and ordinary, between pleasant and ominous. Curiosity made me turn around, while the torrent caused by the pressure from the contracting walls of my bladder sprayed forcefully on the sandy ground. In front of me and about a hundred fifty yards away, about fifty people sat around fires, singing and praying, making the sounds that had piqued my interest. Some danced, others, kneeling, bent over again and again, raising their arms, in a ritual that was somewhere between comical and satanic. Looks like they’re having a good time. I’d like to try some of what they’ve been drinking, I thought while moving my hand from left to right, to not neglect the area surrounding where the result of the organic process of assimilation of all of the liquids I had drunk that day was still falling forcefully and happily.  

The volume of the chants and prayers increased until the collective sound stopped suddenly, leaving a silence of just a second which was filled by the gentle splashing of the ocean waves. With a few small waves there began to arise from the heart of the ocean the strangest, most disgusting and repugnant being that anyone could ever imagine. Its body had a humanoid form, but was disfigured by unknown ulcers, protuberances, and appendages. Its head, deformed and reddened, its eyes filled with blood, as if they were made of blood, and its mouth full of sharp teeth streaming blood. Now my urine stream stopped. The terror I felt at seeing that thing made me lose control of my own body, and I couldn’t hold my anal sphincter closed against the pressure of the gases that had accumulated. The gases, even though they were a small amount, were enough to emit a small sound, that lightly and ridiculously reached the ears of the congregation. Every one of them turned their heads toward me. Even that thing that had emerged from the ocean raised its head and looked at me. Now it was not just gases that wanted to escape from my body. With the same precision as when they had all stopped chanting, they again erupted in a single penetrating and chilling shriek that served as a signal to start a race in which the goal appeared to be me. Feeling assaulted by those hundred and two satanic eyes, I jumped back and ran toward my car, with no time to tuck away the part of my body that according to a recent study is the first thing that eighty percent of people surveyed look at on a man. I jumped into my car, slamming the door closed, running the risk that something of mine would be caught in it. “Relax, it's not that long,” Dolores would have said if she had been there.

The keys in the ignition slipped between my fingers, while the shriek became steadily louder and more terrifying. Finally I managed to turn the key. The start of the engine was the most beautiful music to my ears. I left there with a mass of people chasing my car. Some were already very close. I turned quickly down the road to the right, and was surprised by the leap that the fastest of my pursuers made, reaching the hood of my car from three yards away and smashing against the windshield. I shuddered when I saw those same blood eyes that I had seen in the creature. I turned the wheel sharply to throw the limp body off the car while I heard doors slamming and engines starting behind me, along with that infernal shriek that made my legs shake. I turned up the volume on the radio to drown it out.

“You better run, you better hide!” The old Pat Benatar song gave me goose bumps. It seemed like someone was playing the song on the radio. But I had turned the radio off, because when I turned the key in the ignition, there was a muffled sound in the engine that startled me and made me turn it back, changing it into a desperate rumbling. I checked the gas gauge. The needle was well below the E. I moved my eyes to look in the rear view mirror. An army of lights was approaching. I turned the wheel quickly to the right, while violently slamming on the brake, making the car slide sideways across the road. With no time to react, I felt the impact of the cars, and of the second wave slamming into the first. The force of the chain reaction pushed the car sideways for more than a hundred yards. When it stopped, I got out. I looked back. There was a twisted mass of steel and smoke with a few human forms inside. I didn’t consider staying to see if everyone was all right. I ran into a park that I had visited hundreds of times, and I knew its shortcuts well. The darkness of the night hid branches that tore at my clothes and scratched my skin, but I felt nothing thanks to the calm that came over me when that scream of fear and hysteria finally stopped.

I ran about three miles, and I didn't stop, didn't look back, and didn't slow down until I got to Dolores' house. Gasping, I rang the bell, bending over to try and get my breathing back to normal. The door opened and I went in. At least I would have gone in if I hadn’t run into what I thought was a piece of furniture. I moved back and raised my head to see a huge guy filling the entire door frame. He was about a foot taller than me, had muscles that seemed to grow by the second, was holding a towel around his waist and wore nothing else but a gold cross that looked tiny on his massive chest. “What do you want, buddy?” The mastodon asked me, giving the impression that he had made a superhuman mental effort. I looked at the door, hoping that I had gone to the wrong house, but the only thing that surprised me was the view, through the narrow space between the giant and the door frame, of Dolores covering herself with a sheet. “What the fuck is this?” I shouted reflexively, even though I wasn’t sure I had the right to ask such a thing. “What do you want, I couldn’t resist when Loli called me,” she answered with her damned sensual voice. “And you, what are you doing here looking like that and with all of those friends?" She continued, looking over my shoulder. I turned my head and felt my heart jump again when I saw six people whose eyes turned blood red as they resumed their demented scream and ran toward me. I ducked instinctively, leaving my pursuers with a view of the colossal mass of human flesh that stood in the doorway with his gold cross, which made them forget about their old prey and attack the giant, who dropped the towel before he fell to the floor. I had to squint my eyes in order to make it out. I turned to Dolores with a look as if to ask her “you left me for this?” She gave me back a look that seemed to say “he was more impressive with his clothes on." I didn’t want to wait for the human beasts to get tired of him and turn back toward me, so I started running again.

I ran without stopping, even long after the demonic scream had died down and was being replaced by the sound of a distant radio. I was wiped out. I stopped and fell flat on my back, trying to catch my breath. I closed my eyes, trying to focus on figuring out what song was playing on the radio. The music was interrupted by the bells of a nearby clock tower. Twelve bells. That damned Sunday was over. The peace that thought gave me lasted for a few seconds, until I felt an enormous weight fall on top of me. I opened my eyes. It was the beast from the sea. I opened my mouth and let out a groan, feeling like I was going to throw up. A deep, sepulchral voice came out of the beast:
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