

        

            

                

            

        




	 


	 


	Collection of short stories


	The brevity of death


	The eternity of life


	 


	 


	 


	B. Pellizzer


	 


	[image: ]


	1st. Edition


	Brazil


	2015














	



Collection of short stories: The brevity of death, the eternity of life


	©2015 B. Pellizzer


	All rights reserved


	 


	Original title in Portuguese:


	Coleção de histórias curtas: A brevidade da morte, a eternidade da vida


	©2013 B. Pellizzer


	 


	PELLIZZER, B.


	Collection of short stories: The brevity of death, the eternity of life


	1 – Fiction; 2 – Short story; 3 – Brazilian literature


	 


	Translation: B. Pellizzer


	Review: Cíntia Menegalli


	Cover art: Editora Raredes


	E-book’s layout: Editora Raredes


	 


	This is a work of fiction, any resemblance to real events would have been mere coincidence.


	 


	This work is protected by ©copyright. Its distribution, reproduction and/or commercialization is prohibited by any means without the express authorization of the author.


	 


	 


	Rights of this translated edition are reserved to:


	Editora Raredes


	Rua Pedro Frankenberger, 281


	Rio do Sul – SC


	Brazil


	CEP 89.161-313


	editora.raredes@gmail.com






ISBN: 978-3-96246-284-0


Verlag GD Publishing Ltd. & Co KG, Berlin


E-Book Distribution: XinXii


www.xinxii.com


[image: logo_xinxii]



	 











	Author’s note


	 


	This is just a small collection of short stories that I wrote over the years, and that I had saved in some imaginary drawer.


	By rereading these stories, I discovered myself afraid of the death and the dead; I discovered myself afraid of appreciate life as it should be; I discovered myself unable to love the present, because I’m still trapped on the past and on the ones who have passed.


	Maybe my fears are the fears of someone else, so I wish you all enjoy them.


	 


	B. Pellizzer


	 




Revenge red


	 


	It was fast.


	The nothingness sucked me like a black hole. People say that, at death, we see our whole life pass before our eyes. If this is true, it is a lament to know that all my life summed up to the smile of a woman.


	Were for her my last thoughts and her red mouth was the last thing I saw before the infinite nothing sucks me. And with the nothing, came the absence: the pain was absent; the blame was absent; the desire was absent. My universe had the black color of absence, and for a very brief moment, I knew what peace could be.


	I thought dying was being easy. Too easy. Easy for me, but it was not fair that it was so easy for her too.


	Oh, no! I could not allow it to be easy for her.


	She, who tormented me for so many years with her smiles, her kisses, her hugs, and made my life a martyrdom. The most painful in that agony was that I needed it. I needed the chaos caused by that woman; I lacked to feel my heart pounding; I craved to throw myself towards her and suck that red mouth that stained my neck, tinted my shirt, and demarcated my destiny.


	I dedicated my whole existence on Earth to that red mouth. It is only fair that the owner of that mouth dedicates her earthly life to my love which, now, could be eternal. About that I was sure: she could no longer turn her back when she is tired of my devotion.


	I awoke from my easy peace, so her mouth grew. It became into my universe.


	I knew that she had become aware of my presence as soon as my spirit landed next to her in a funeral. My funeral. She felt me landing and did not show any sign of respect about the fact that I have disembodied.


	“You couldn’t go in peace. Could you, mean-spirited? You had to get back for one last fight”, she said.


	Maybe I should return to my nothingness, but her red mouth smiled, and even sad, even repentant for having sought her, I said.


	“I didn’t return to fight. I came back because now you can’t make me leave”.
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