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Eve - 

The Awakening of the Soul

Life is much more than a body, much more than a time, it does not vanish with death, it is not born in a day. Life happens in each moment, it transcends space-time and pours out beyond the physical, so it is pointless to take it for granted, to try and tie it to a single moment, because in essence, life is free and it escapes through the fingers of those who try to encapsulate it. 

Eve is not only the woman, the first or any other, she is teaching, she is feeling, deep, rooted and based in the true origin of being. Eve loves with the depth of a lover and the purity of a daughter. 

CHAPTER I

The fog was thick, all around me looked dull, the haze did not allow me to see past half a mile. I could hear birds chirping with a deep echo, as if I was stuck in an empty valley. I started walking, bewildered from not seeing the sun, I followed the sounds of nature, I needed to feel surrounded by more than just this loneliness, I sought life. I began to run blindly, as one who does not know where to go. The sound was increasing as if all the birds in the woods were flying next to me, but there were no sign of them, not even trees were in my sight, I remained submerged by this pale brightness.

I stop, there is something ahead of me, giant shapes seem to materialize in the approaching horizon. I hear a deep murmur, as if the wind mourned, without any breeze showing. Body shook, suddenly I feel threatened, silence confined to the whimper coming from those grotesque shapes I could not define. It looked like deformed creatures, misshaped and threatening beings. the feeling that they are approaching leaves me restless, out of nowhere I hold a sword, my instinctive self defence takes over and I go forth against the forest of monsters.

As if the confrontation were inevitable I discharge... Shouting...

I am sucked through a tunnel, like an invisible hand is pulling me. I awake with my heart beating wildly from emotion, my face sweaty, and out of reflex, I sit on the edge of the bed. The room is quiet and the light of day tears through the open window blinds in little shards of light that cast reflections of life beyond the room. 

It was another nightmare. Nights have been profitable lately. I remain still until I am able to control the beat of the pump that feeds the body.

I look in the mirror, dark circles spreading and a headache is throbbing like a hammer crushing steel against an anvil. I wash my face and get ready for work. The mind wonders, it does not /*-understand the why of all these fearful scenarios and terrifying nightmares that make up my sleeping nights. Warnings? Premonitions? I don't understand, but I try to understand why they are manifesting.

As a child I remember fearing the night, because it was riddled with creatures, frights and other suffering that would take me hostage during the day. When the sun set, everything about me grew dim, fear took over me and saw me walking through the dark, hiding behind each object in the living room, trying not to look up to the top of the stairs. It was there, in the bedroom, that it all happened. There lived all the monsters and falling asleep was a true ordeal. Light on, my small porcelain cat riddled with tiny holes where the rays of light from the lamp would create a protective dome above my bed. But it was a dim world, where doubt and ghosts hidden in the shadows became prominent when the lights went out. 

Later I found God, and I then  saw in Him protection, I would hide his cross under my pillow and keep it between my hands to pray, He was everywhere, as I had learned in Sunday School, therefore he was there with me and would not allow those nightly beasts to attack me. Faith defeats fears, it tears down myths and when we believe anything is possible, it is necessary to believe to move forward, and for many years this was my salvation. I am still comforted by the presence of this force which, after all, I would discover later in life, had inhabited in me forever. 

CHAPTER II

Eve had always felt different.  There was something in her that transcended reality and entered the spiritual world in such an obvious way that you could see it in the sweetness of her face, in the way she smiled and in the serene way she spoke. She was searching for an old flame when she came across my notes in the city newspaper. Upon reading one of my chronicles she thought she had found in my words the voice of that old passion. She wrote to me one day, inquiring about the way I translated feelings into words, confessing to me she thought I was someone that had been in her life once, and that by magic she had re-encountered in a newspaper. 

We wrote many times, I kept explaining I was not the person she was looking for, and she insisted for quite some time to make me into that person, that had fascinated her so but from whom but never heard of since.
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