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Chapter 1. Holes in steps 

 

As I watch Bunz fill out and shuffle his papers, writing down the forms almost without looking at them, trying to get out of the way the pile of papers on one side of his desk. He hardly looks at me, bending his head and shifting it to the side to read and fill in. He was surprised to see in a cupboard a stack of forms to be filled out, he must have missed them, that's why I see him like this now, in a few days his deadlines will expire.

 

"Well, don't worry, it'll give you time," I say watching him.

"It's possible, but if something else comes up, let's see what I do," he says without raising his head or looking at me. 

"Tell me at least what you had told me that has arrived," I say, asking him.

"Give me a few minutes and I'll tell to you" he said to me making a calm gesture with his hand.

"But how many?" I say in desperation.

"Ten, really, ten, in ten minutes, I'll tell you,” he raises his head a little, looking at me and telling me.

"All right," I say, getting up and leaving him alone.

 

I leave the office, and take a walk making time. After a little more than ten minutes, he calls me and I head over there, I see him with the table at least a little clearer.

 

"Okay, I'll tell you" He says sitting on the chair at his desk "Come" looking at me he asks me.

 

I approach him, and he offers me some papers to pick up.

 

"And these?" I ask him, looking at them.

"A customer complaint," he says, folding his arms.

 

I look at them.

 

"Apparently they must have broken the pipes we put in, and they still have them under warranty, we should go there to look at them," he says with a regretful gesture.

"They are the old ones, aren't they? I said to him observing the place where he indicates that it came from.

"Yes, they are the ones we used to put in the past," he shares with me.

 

I make this comment to him, because in this company where I am a simple middle-aged worker in which I have been working for several years now, and I have been there since its beginnings, at first, we used to move long distances to carry out jobs, and I imagined that this is one of those cases.

 

"Well, here I have about two hundred and something kilometers," I tell him.

"I know, but don't worry, take it easy," he says.

"Well.... - I resigned by nodding.

 

I read the claim. 

 

"Yes.... Well.... They're supposed to have had some breakage; we'll see what the cause is..." I comment out loud.

"Yes.... You check to see" he leans with one elbow on the table and at the same time his head looking at me.

"Yes” I say, continuing to read “Ok" I pronounce myself, leaving the paper on his table. "I leave this morning, by first thing in the afternoon, I'll be there, you'll tell them" I tell him.

"Well, they told me that they'll be there these days, including today, so they won't have any problems," he explains.

"Okay, I'll go then," I say, turning to the door. 

"Take the tools you'll need, remember, take a little of everything," he says, raising his voice as I walk out the door.

"Okay," I say in the same way.

 

With the information of my whereabouts, I go to the warehouse, where I check if the vehicle is in order, and I put some tools, I leave a little bit of everything in the trunk. After that, I set off. A few hours and I am already on site. I enter Minnos. 

 

I'm already moving along its roads, and going down some of the mountains that surround it, I recognize the landscapes of the area. Minnos, is a town of about ten thousand inhabitants, somewhat apart from other more populous cities, there is a bigger and more recognized city nearby, but they are separated by about fifty kilometers. In these areas are very present rugged and arid terrain, you can see some forest or other, but it’s not so common, this makes it not a town of much traffic. As far as the town itself is concerned, it is divided into several neighborhoods, some of them, are of few inhabitants, but you have stores of all kinds, you find the solution to all the questions that arise, this happens in some neighborhoods that make up the main area of the town, then there are others more scattered, in these you can already find other types of populations, of very few houses, from those who need to move to these main neighborhoods of the center of Minnos for anything, remote houses in quiet areas, in addition some with distances between them of perhaps about twenty kilometers or more. The house I am going to is located in one of these neighborhoods, about ten kilometers from the center of Minnos, I do not remember seeing its coordinates, perhaps it did not touch me, we did several houses around these places. 

 

Around four o'clock, I go to the marinades of the house.
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The house is alone in an extension of fenced grounds, much earth, dry, on a cloudy day, with a somewhat deteriorated aspect, of dirty walls, and some façade faults. As I turn around, I can see some houses in the surrounding area, but they were several meters away. Hundreds of meters away. I walk to the vicinity.

 

Walking along this stretch, I observe some old parts of machinery on one side of the house, they are rusty and almost falling apart. I approach an outside fence, and seeing that it has no doorbell, I access inside to see that it is open, this is also damaged. I look at its windows, and see several of them open, but I can't locate anyone in my sight. I advance to the door, and ring a rather dirty doorbell.

 

"Hello" I say loudly, making my presence known, seeing that no one can be heard and no one opens the door.

 

I wait and raise my voice again.

 

"Hello" I say again.

 

I wait for a striking time; I wait for almost a minute without hearing anything or seeing anyone. Then looking to the side, I am a bit surprised, an image gives me a certain frightening impression, at that moment, I felt like turning around, and not return to that house. Looking to one side, I see peeping out of a corner of the house, on my side, a man, about fifty years old, but it was the same as forty or sixty, he is very worn, with a discomposed gesture, and a somewhat grim look. He is somewhat hunched over, and of some weight and wingspan, because although he is of average height, he looks robust, his clothes are worn loose, he wears ordinary clothes, but they are somewhat dirty with some stain, and somewhat torn, and also with a hint of much use. He looks at me still, fixed, undaunted, but with an animalistic presence. I'm not sure how long he's been standing there, I don't know if he's ever looked at me in that position. I can't help but get a little agitated when I'm struck by the situation, and I take a couple of steps back when I see the man. Then I take a few steps back.

 

"Hello.... Yes.... We received a call from you, you had a problem with the plumbing, right?" I speak to him.

"Yes," he says to me in a rude way, seeming natural.

"Okay" I said, stepping down the stairs to his entrance.

 

I take a couple more steps in his direction from the steps, his image leaves me somewhat stunned. The man walks another couple of steps away, he wears a face with a mixture of a gruff and decomposed look, he walks with a somewhat brute pace.

 

“Are you here about the plumbing?” He asks me a little more pleasantly, although his tone is still rude and seems to be a daily occurrence for him.

“Yes," I answer.

"Well, okay, over there," he says, pointing to one side of the outside of the house.

"Okay, let's go," I reply.

 

I follow him, as we walk around the house, we pass one corner, and then the other, facing the back of the house, I see that it has more parts of old machinery on the other side of the house, on the other side, on the side of a deteriorated porch that is in the back of the house, we stay a few steps away as we go around the corner, I see the metal cover that gives way to the pipes, he approaches, and lifts it up. He shows me the image I saw in the photographs of the claim, I bend down and look inside. I see the same thing, there is a break, which looks more like a burst, but it looks as if it had been done from the outside, like it had been hit. This, maybe someone else does not see it, but from my experience, I know that it has been from the outside, and if after the pressures, and temperature, the damage has increased, but I see several small breaks and marks that indicate me that this has been so.

 

"Have you been doing construction work?" I ask him, raising my head from that hole and looking at him.

"No, I live here alone, and no work has been done at all" he speaks to me rudely "I opened the hole there, because water was coming out of the ground" he tells me.

"It's just that... Look at this here" I point to the marks I'm looking at "These are signs that it was broken from the outside, and then it expanded", I point out to the man.

"I don't know what you' re talking about, I told you that no one has been here, the ground is always like this, muddy," said the man, annoyed.

"Well, I don't know" I tell him standing up “I don't have any problem fixing it, but I don't know if the company will take care of it" I comment attentive to the man.

"What do you mean you won't take care of it?"  said the agitated and disjointed man in a strong and furious tone. "You have to fix this" he points to the hole angrily looking at me that voluptuous man now with a blank stare.

"Let's see, I won't decide, but they might decide that they won't take care of it," I explain.

"What do you mean, they won't take care of it?" says the man angrily.

 

He picks up a stick from the ground furious, and bursts it throwing it against him cursing, I stand still watching as he scrambles like an animal picking up another stick and doing the same, crouched down I watch him expectantly watching him move from side to side furious to that man with that wingspan and ragged dress. After several minutes of agitated rolling around cursing and throwing sticks against the ground, with me watching him undeterred, panting, he relaxes and leans forward, resting on his feet with his hands on his knees a few steps away.

 

"I'm going to call the company, to see what they'll me” I tell him, watching him gasp consecutively.

 

Quickly I take a couple of pictures of him, and I walk a few meters away to talk, while keeping an eye on the man who doesn't lose that angry look in his eyes. I dial the company's number and wait for them to answer the call with a bad feeling because of what I experienced with that man.

 

"Yes?" answered Bunz.

"How are you? I'm already here, you can't imagine what it's like," I tell him while I observe that the man of the house is panting less steadily, now a little far away.

“What's wrong?” he worriedly asked me.

“Well, I've been looking at the damage, and I'm going to send you the pictures, but it seems that it must have been hit from the outside, the earth is very disturbed, maybe they have been doing something” I comment “I'm sending you the pictures” I say, noticing that I'm also a little agitated from the impression of the man's company.

“Ok.... Yeah.... You have seen him doing something, haven't you?”, “Yeah, you know these things happen, try to temper the atmosphere, unload the responsibility on us” he tells me to relax me.

“He's a man far from some houses around here, and he's been throwing sticks on the ground, like a madman, and you can't see what he looks like” I say, venting my frustration.

“Well, don't worry, I've already received the photos” he said.

 

He stays silent for a few seconds.

 

“……..”

“Okay, so you will call me with whatever it is, all right?” he points at me. “Yes.... With these closer images it's clearer.... That's where they hit it, .... It's clear....”  He says to me as he talks to me and must be looking at them at the same time.

“I also see that it is clear” I comment. 

“Yes, there seems to be no doubt," he replies.

“What do we do then?” I ask him.

“Well... Look... Fix it... Tell him it's under warranty... It's very close now.... We're not keen on going to these places so far away, tell him it's on us...”  he says to me

OEBPS/cover.jpeg
S

L b 6Ll ez






OEBPS/nav.xhtml

    
  
    		Cover


    		Dark buildings


    		Author


    		Chapter 1. Holes in steps


    		Chapter 2. Keynote


    		Editor


  




  
    		Cover


  




OEBPS/Pictures/10000000000007800000054DF3497667.jpg





