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INTRODUCTION



Here you are, I am glad to see you again, my good friends. I feel a great joyfulness because, one more night, your wandering footsteps have brought you to this place, to the cabin standing in the center of the woods of dead leaves, to listen to the words of this humble storyteller, while the storm gets worse outside and the rain splatters, monotonous in the ceiling above our heads.  

Last night my will was gray, cloudy like a shred of a cloud, and that is why I told you about the dark reality and the different forms it takes in our world, piercing in the deepest of men´s hearts, leading them to commit pervert and cruel acts. Tonight, instead, I feel cheerful as I haven´t been in centuries, with the desire to sing a tavern song in my lips and a refreshing feeling on my sleeve, which tells me that something is going to happen. Something gets closer and it will change everything. I can feel how a fresh wind of happiness shakes the dead leaves of the trees in the woods. That is why, in this very night when you seek refuge again from the storm by sitting next to the fire in my chimney, I will tell you about death... How?... Of course, my nice lady, I know that it doesn´t seem like a very pleasant nor joyful topic, but as all those who had been sitting by the fire of my fireplace to hear my little stories know, the tales I describe are seldom what they appear to be at first glance. 

It is true that the Old Death looked from the outside can seem quite cold and stretched, but I think that, although not even herself knows this, it is very possible that under her dark rags, of a severe old lady with vinegary expression, a heart would beat so big that it would not fit in this room, because I know by certain, that under those impassible dark eyes, always so serious, hides a shiny look, curious and playful.  

Although death is the guiding thread of most of the tales I have prepared for tonight, I am not just telling tales about the Old one, since when we speak about Her, we cannot forget her loyal servants: the reapers. And even though I admit that most of those beautiful ladies are as cold and insensitive as an ice floe, and some as cruel and merciless as a poisonous snake; there are, luckily, a very few that are not that bad all in all and, mostly, one in particular who won my heart. I hope tonight a hole would open up in your hearts as well, because she´s a black bean, a green apple among ripe apples, a little flame in the center of a glacier, a fresh rose in the hot dessert, and it is worth to know a little of her story. An interesting story that we will be shelling, somehow, throughout this long night that awaits but, for now, let´s start by knowing and comprehending the Old Woman a little better, since she may not be as bad as, undoubtedly, all of the gathered here think, because you blame her for what you fear the most in your life, without knowing that she, the same as you, does not comprehend the true meaning that death has for us. 
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THE PARADOX OF THE OLD DEATH 



In her ancient home, the Old Death, fascinated, was listening to a story that a minstrel was telling her, embellishing the tale with the most beautiful words that he had ever known in his life.  It was a beautiful story of passion and pain, adventures and romance, friendship and treason. The old lady was observing the minstrel with hopeful and attentive eyes, shiny as a child´s, who listens carefully and with desire the deep quiet voice of her old grandpa as he narrates a story, night after night before falling asleep. The eyes of the death are some black eyes like beads of onyx, eyes that had seen, immobile, the falling of the sand in the clock of time since the day the show had begun and that, without a blink, will see the last grain, the night that the curtains are down again. 

But, before the minstrel´s petrified eyes, something shocking and unexpected happened at that very moment: a cold tear turned the pale cheek wet, a trembling shook the old lady´s fleshless hand, the stare of the Old Lady wandered, horrified by the facts she had just heard from the minstrel´s mouth: her favorite character, the hero of that wonderful tale, had just died in the story. He had died after suffering great troubles and sorrows, which he had sorted out with bravery and courage, typical of a legend hero, just to die tragically betrayed, at the end of his tortuous path, without getting to kiss for the last time his lover´s red lips, who was waiting for him without knowing about his death, to enjoy a long life together, full of happiness, sorrows, children and shared dreams. All those projects, all that future happiness, was now lost in the void, helplessly. The Old woman could not find any sense to that death, any explanation. She just felt in that moment a strange emptiness that was oppressing her gnarled chest, there, where her heart was supposed to be. 

The minstrel observed the Powerful Woman, stunned by her reaction, without daring to continue the story which stayed petrified in his lips. The silence was eternal in the estancias of the Old Death, and the time seemed to fold in itself, catching the minstrel in an eternal trap, motionless as an antique ivory statue, until finally, after a moment that seemed an era in time for the minstrel, the Old Lady said good- bye, agitated and confused as she had never been before, to the man off her room, since she had a lot to think about. She needed to be alone, to think and meditate. 

The unknown heaviness, the confusion that haunted the Old Death´s conscience, made that the reapers, her servants, stopped their essential tasks, all of them at the same time. Thousands of human souls were suspended, without anyone to join them in their last trip to the place beyond the void. Such was the amazement that the consequences of death inspired in the very Death, that during that night nobody died in the world. 
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BURLANDO A LA MUERTE



From the terrace of my luxurious mansion I observe my grandchildren bathing in the soft waves of the Mediterranean Sea. Their exalting youth hurts my old eyes. Their cheerful laughter and their agitated games seem completely strange compared to my sickly body, devoured by the damn cancer. I have lived a long life, a life of luxury, sex and excesses. I don´t want to die. 

The success in each of the enterprises I started has accompanied me throughout all of my years. I have never started anything that didn´t end up in success. Lately, the proximity of death has become an obsession to me. A winner like me cannot be beaten by something as vulgar as death that easily. The final destination that any poor tramp suffers, laying at the side of a wet road, cannot be the same as mine. I can´t imagine it. I don´t accept it. 

That is why I have spent a good deal of my fortune in search for something men keep dreaming about since the beginning of times and, as in everything else I had put my effort I have been a winner, I made a deal with dark forces which have promised me immortality; the eternal youth. 

As everything in life, escaping from the death has a price. A price that, according to what I had been told, I should be paying right before getting the promised gift. It is a very high price, but what do I care if the price is high? I possess everything, and the award is the eternal life. This afternoon they came to take possession of half my fortune, donated to the coffers of a dark nameless organization. Therefore, the time gets closer. Death awaits. 

I feel a presence behind my back. I turn round. An old little lady with severe eyes and dressed in black looks at me completely disgusted. 

— So here you are at last — I greet and mock the old lady. 

— Yes — she nods, — I always arrive when it´s my time. 

— Well for once, you´re late — I answer in laughter. The situation makes me feel completely satisfied. I have beaten death; I have the right to enjoy it. 

— It seems so — the old lady answers, analyzing me with her tiny black eyes which seem to break into a thousand facets. 

— What is it that you feel when seeing that you have failed for the first time in your whole existence, old woman? — I ask, interested to know the answer. 

— I cannot feel anything — the old lady replies turning her dark stare to the sea, hearing the whisper of the waves breaking into the shore. — I don´t possess that ability. 

— You should feel rage, since I have beaten you — I say euphoric. — Admit that I have mocked you, you ridiculous old woman! 

The old woman looks at me with her indescribable eyes, in which I seem to perceive a little glow of dissatisfaction, even sorrow. 

— Death cannot be mocked — she says, sadly, agitating her head as a sign of negation.

— Well I have done it. You can´t take me. I made a pact with the dark forces, which seem to know even more powerful secrets than you do. I have just paid the very Grand Master with hard cash half of my fortune. But each and every gold bar was worth. That price is nothing compared to the feeling of seeing you here, powerless before me, knowing that I am untouchable, that you can´t take me. 

— It´s not good to make deals with the master of that dark sect, of that nameless order. Nothing good can come out after making acquaintances with him and his associates. He has been altering the natural course of things for three hundred years and someday he will have to pay the price... with interest.  

— And what do I care! — I exclaim exalted.  – What only matters to me is that, as I always do, I have succeeded where everybody else fails. I am immortal! You can´t take me! 

— That is true — the old woman nods, fixing her eyes on the children, my grandchildren, that are playing in the sea. Even though the old woman says she can´t feel anything, she is lying to herself, because I can clearly see the mercy and the sorrow in her eyes. — The price to pay to the dark forces is not measured in gold.  The gold is just a part of it — she murmurs to herself.  I don´t understand what she means, since I have just paid the price I was demanded, right before the hour of my death, as they said. Nobody had mentioned a second payment. 

In that very moment, under the old lady´s sad stare, one of my grandchildren disappears among the waves. I can see his pale hand rising up off the water, before sinking definitely. The other children dash into the sea to help him. I observe the sea, which was calm a second before, getting braver and dragging to its depths all my offspring, before the old lady´s onyx´s eyes. 

The Great Master of the nameless order is on the beach, strolling on the wet sand with his ridiculous shoes of an ancient time and his dark coat which seems taken out of a bad drama play. The man, little and sallow, with steely gray look, lifts his eyes up to the balcony where we are and waves his hand greeting the old lady, as somebody who greets an acquaintance from a distance. 

— Death cannot be mocked — the Old Death repeats and she vanishes, without further ado, leaving me alone in the balcony. 

I can´t tear my eyes away from the sea, which has just taken the lives of all my descendants. Then, I see how the wrinkles in my hand start disappearing and I roar with laughter, and I cry of happiness and I jump and I dance. If death wanted to teach me a lesson by taking my grandchildren with her, she has the wrong person, since I am young again and I am alive. I am still immensely rich and a life full of endless pleasures waits for me. What do I care about those children! 

––––––––
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INTERLUDE 



The fear of death conditions us completely. The fear of the ending getting closer and what is beyond the last breath overcomes and threatens us, and it doesn´t allow us to enjoy the here and now with the strength we should. Throughout the history of humanity, a shadow has been hiding in the hearts of men, always present: the shadow of death. But what the human beings can´t comprehend is that, maybe, what awaits for us behind the veil of death isn´t that terrible, and maybe, in that place, just a step forward in the path of our lives awaits for us. Maybe we should all accept that fear with the calmed philosophy the two old men in the following story have. 








THE END



The two men with faces as wrinkled as the dry desert land are talking lethargically, sunbathing while playing an endless chess match that has kept them united in each and every one of their empty mornings for the last years of their mutual company, in the final journey of their lives, throughout the long and indefinite days passing by in the bleak and voracious routine of the sad asylum. 

They chat, with a few words, about the only thought they have spinning in their heads. They are talking about death with fear, solemnly and with certain macabre humor, typical of someone who has seen quite a lot in his long life, full of experiences, love and hate, of abundant disgrace and scarce lucky moments which, despite having been exiguous, they had been enjoyed a lot more. They are curious to find out all that men want to know. The answer to the question that has tortured the collective consciousness of humanity since the beginning of times. Death is the last topic of conversation left, since all those they knew and loved throughout the extended winters have long been gone. 

One of the old men carries on with his useless chitchat about death, absorbed by his thoughts, without realizing that his old friend has moved a step forward and already knows the answers he so desperately desires to find out. But, sadly, he cannot share them since, in that moment, he leaves holding hands with a young reaper to the ancient home of the Old Death and the strange paths that are beyond them. 

When the old man fixes again his cloudy stare in the game, he realizes that someone has moved one of his chess pieces without his permission and without him noticing it. One of his bishops threatens the position that some instants earlier had occupied his opponent´s king; The valuable wooden piece that represents his opponent´s center of the world, in the beautiful and perfect metaphor of life that is a chess board. The white king has fallen on the squares, lifeless, dejected, beaten, among a group of motionless and pale pawns. Check mate, end of the game. 





SUNSET



It is always sunset in that place. All the things find their ending there. Nothing ever started in that lonely spot and nothing will ever have its beginning there. It rises up on a cursed land where there´s no sunrise, not even the sun reaches its heights at midday. It is a place of shadows and death, where the end of the known world starts, which gives room to the world of darkness, the eternal sunset that exists beyond our lives. 

To that strange place they come, attracted by a force they still do not comprehend, The Man in Blue and The Dancer chased by The Man in Gray, The Man in Brown and The Old Man. They arrive at Sunset to end what they have started very far away from there, in a nice sunny morning in a sand beach washed by calm waves of salty water, next to a huge ivory mansion in whose impressive roof stood a golden dome. They could not have chosen a better place to finish it, but in Sunset things don´t always end up as one hopes for, especially when one does not know he is in Sunset. 

The Man in Blue drives with tired red eyes because of the tension accumulated and the lack of sleep hours, analyzing the dirty windscreen of the old car, trying to see something beyond the filth that covers the crystal and the snow that is falling, now even heavier, being moved aside by the  restless wipers that keep their frenetic pace, hypnotizing the Dancer´s sleepy stare, and she blinks constantly. The girl tries to keep her eyes open with great effort, and tries not to be carried away by the tiredness and the sleepiness, which her consciousness demand. 

When they took that road, the sun was shining in the sky. But soon a shapeless mass of dark clouds has turned into a blackness wall and started to download its frozen tears, restlessly, on them as if its ultimate purpose was to cut out the fast escape of The Lovers.  

It comes a moment when the wall of snow is so deep that the man has to stop the old car, fearing to end up out of the road. The vehicle stops, relieved, the cracked pounding of its engine, which resounds in the silence like the chronic cough of an old man who wakes up alone in the bedroom of a sad asylum. 

— I´m freezing — the girl says. The pretty teeth, extremely white, are chattering audibly because of the cold, as if they were emphasizing her affirmation. 

The man places his rude murderer hand through the soft reddish curls of the woman´s hair and he caresses her smooth cheek, trying to provide her with some heat. 

— This car is a fucking old trash — he arguments, mad with himself for not having found another vehicle to escape. — The heater hasn´t worked in years. I should have stolen something better, but I didn´t have the time. As soon as we get to any inhabited place, I will rob something better for you. Something much better. 

— If it keeps snowing like this, we will die buried in the snow — the Dancer affirms, with a little scared and fearful expression. — It is said that when you die by freezing, you simply fall asleep and dream about nice things. I wouldn´t mind dying dreaming with you by my side. There are worse ways of dying than dreaming. 

— Isn´t that what we have been doing for the last days? — the man asks, with a certain tone of cold despair. — We have been simply dreaming. I have dreamt that, for once in my life, things turned out well for me. I have dreamt that a beautiful and wonderful woman loved me, and that we were happy. A fairytale. 
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