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“I walked through an unimaginable period of pain, anguish and madness until I reached the light and surpassed it. Finally, I discovered its truth and its enchantment. Then, I felt happiness in such a new, wonderful and fascinating way. My fear was gone and I was convinced that this state would be for evermore.”

– Here it is.

I grabbed the card. He continued:

– The answer for all your questions.

– I doubt it – I replied.

– Don’t be skeptical.

– I’m not, but I still have my survival instinct.

It was a cold weather and the heating produced a smoke that came from the restaurant’s pipes with an exit to the street that insisted on participating in our conversation. I smoothed my nose with my thumb and index finger and stopped my open hand shutting my mouth.

– I know what you’re thinking. You think you are crazy.

– I have to go.

– Aren’t you even going to thank me? 

– Thank you.

– You’re welcome. You’re going to like it.

I got a dubious smile, maybe even wicked, for a farewell. That made me even more disturbed. Anyway, it was worth the risk.

My hands were cold. I pressed my lips in a mutual squeeze and slipped out my tongue stealthily and lubricated my mouth’s dryness. I was in an anteroom, alone and bored with the waiting. I couldn’t stay seated.

That old furniture made of wood, the patterned pillows from past centuries, and innumerous Persian rugs on the floor and hanging on the walls. There was a prominent and almost visible mold. Maybe it was an antique dealer. It was not possible to see if it was day or night time at all. There was no sign of the external world. The outside light could never penetrate the thick and heavy lilac curtain. I examined the porcelain vase adorned with Chinese paintings. I couldn’t get a clear view of the hues. The yellow light was too dim. The wall clock rang. Slight fright and I was finally received:

– Good evening!

– Good evening!

– Would you accompany me?

I went through the extended and narrow corridor and stepped on more rugs. I felt claustrophobic. My head hurt like never before. We stopped at another room with the same design of the previous one with the slight difference of a desk in the corner. 

– You may be seated.

So I sit in the armchair. He seated in front of me in the executive chair and crossed his hands analyzing me. I got embarrassed and disguised it by looking at the beautiful greenish glass chandelier.

– What would you like to know?

– I don’t know exactly – I replied.

– You need to be careful. 

– I’m not worried. I want answers.

– Everybody wants answers.

– Can you give me answers?

– Maybe, but, eventually, it may not be the ones you are looking for.

The man was serious. A skinny fellow with a gaunt face, his face bones stood out, dark straight hair down the forehead, white hands with long fingers. By the way, all of his skin was extremely pale.

– What is your full name?

– Artur Roberto Camilo.

– Did you take long to find me?

– Yes. I was told all your qualities.

– So you are aware of all the procedures?

–Yes.

– Go to the divan and lay down.

The pain...It felt like my head was about to explode.

– Close your eyes and take a deep breath.

I heard the soft song he put on. It was a familiar song, but somewhat gloomy. The headache was stronger and everything got confusing and started spinning...

I felt his hand slipping down my face.

– Good! You are doing well.

Out of the sudden the pain was gone. I was surprised.

– Exactly! Now slow down little by little and go back to breath normally. Eliminate any and each one of your thoughts. Empty your mind. Nothing exists anymore, only you, only you, only you.

...

– Good, very good! Do you see? 

– Yes. It looks like a sponge. No! They’re intertwined wires, infinity.

– It does look like that. But only looks, these ramifications are actually all of your paths. Past, present and future. You are where time does not exist. It simply does not. So, free yourself and levitate your thoughts, make it go towards your wish. Float with it and look for answers. You, Artur, are your own master and today you’ll find the answer you are looking for. That’s why you came. 

...

– Look at the floor and tell me what you see.

– My feet. I’m wearing black shoes.

– Excellent! Now, look up and tell me where you are.

– I don’t know.

– What do you see? 

– It’s night time and I’m walking on the street.

– Good! Are you alone?

– Yes.

– Where are you going?

– I don’t know. I’m walking fast.

– Why?

– The woman...I’m chasing her.

– Who is she? 

– ?

– What is she like?

– I’m facing her back; medium height, long black straight hair. A noise behind me. I stopped chasing her. I caught a fleeting glimpse of a dark shadow that hid itself. I was in doubt about what to do. I decided to go for the woman. I ran a lot, but she escaped. Where did she go? I can’t lose her, I can’t, I...

– Calm down. Speak slowly.

– I still in a hurry. I’m confused. I think now I’m the one being followed.

– Is there anyone else?

– No. Maybe...I don’t know. The street is empty. It’s drizzling. I looked back and saw a distant figure. I didn’t think twice. I pulled the gun and followed it. I didn’t find anyone. I wondered if it was all in my head. I stopped to take a breath, hands on my knees after the long run.

– Is there any poster or something that identifies your localization? 

– No. I can’t find anything. Everything is a blur due to the mist. Wait! There’s a mystic products store. A naked woman’s statue about one meter tall posted at the showcase. A sign: Aphrodite, the goddess of love and beauty. The church bells are ringing.

– Do you see the church?

– No. One bell ring, two bell rings, three bell rings...Oops!

– What’s wrong?

– It was just a cat on the trashcan, I almost shot it.

...

– Proceed

...

– Come on!

– A whistle. I turned around. I didn’t have time. No! No!

– Calm down! Relax. You are your own master. Master your emotions. Master them. Come on! Get out of there and go back to float. Change your thoughts. Search the infinite, another ramification, and go find what attracts you.

...

– Where are you?

– Weird, I can’t feel the ground. I’m flying over a room; my head is touching the ceiling. 

– Are you alone? 

– No. There are a lot of people down there surrounding...

– Surrounding what?

– It’s a coffin. I’m at a wake! I’m starting to approach it. Funny thing, I was up above now I’m next to it.

– Next to what?

– Oh, my God! That can’t be true, it can’t!

– What can’t be true?

– I hear them saying the shot was right in the chest. Oh, my God! It’s me. I’m dead. Noooo! I was murdered. 

– Calm down! Relax. Your state is suspended again, away from everything. Go back to float, enjoy and wander through empty infinity, and now search the way back to the ramifications.

...

– I’m going to count to three and your trip will be finished. You will remember everything, because that was your answer and your wish, what brought you here, you came to find it yourself by free will. One... Everything is torn apart, two... and three. Wake up!

I touched my face and wiped the sweat off. The headache was about to collapse. My eyes must’ve been bulging. I opened my shirt by breaking the buttons and searched for holes in my chest, there wasn’t any. I grabbed the man strongly by the arms:

– What is this?

– Your truth.

– Am I going to be murdered?

– There’s only one truth.

– That’s not what I’ve asked for.

– The answer is never wrong.

– You’re a charlatan. I don’t believe any of that.

– It’s your right.

– Don’t play with me. I could kill you.

I pulled the gun and pointed at him. He wasn’t intimidated and remained serene.

– I think you’re losing control.

– How can I see the future?

– I have to ask you to leave.

– I don’t believe this. It was a waste of time coming here.

– If you say so.

– Yes.

– Did you at least see who shot you?

– No.

– That could be important.

I put the gun down and soothed my impetuosity. I looked deep into that man’s eyes and waited for him to confess that it was all a joke but I got nothing, just his silence. I took my wallet out of the pocket and grabbed the money.

– I always pay, no matter how much of a rogue you are. If I wasn’t on leave of absence from my job at the precinct, I would take you in right now. For your information, I’m chief of police. You got lucky.

I threw some cash on the table and left that weird and wicked house. Going after that guy was a mistake.

––––––––
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I kept thinking about that. It was late at night and I was restless. I looked outside the window the lights in the sleeping city... more like a nap. A lot of animals go out when the sun is not present. They’re unnoticeable. Night habits. I even think I had become one of them. Then another thought would come. I got restless and couldn’t focus on an idea for more than two minutes. In between these thoughts, I got the vision of that coffin again. The present anguish and the feeling that something was about to get out of my stomach and hit my chest and heart. I thought about jumping off the twelfth floor. That would do it. The wake again. Argh!

The apartment had been dusty for a long time. I had changed, a lot. I was once an honest chief of police, but after a circumstance, a mistake, a wrong step, I ended up engaging in illicit services. The end of peace was laid down. It wasn’t supposed to be like that at all, but a man needs to earn a living. Murdered, how could that be possible? It couldn’t be true. The guy was a scammer. Who can see the future but God? No one can. I stared at the photo on the shelf. A simple photograph without a frame held by a paper clip, I was holding Raquel, a beautiful woman, so young. I’ll try to meet with her this week. Why did I have a fight with her? It was nonsense or something serious? I can’t recall the circumstances, such a weird forgetfulness. 

Only me in that place, it’s so sad for a man to live by himself. The night is too long. I lay in the couch and closed my eyes to put myself to sleep, but it was even worse, because the images would come and cause desperation. I opened my eyes and stared at the ceiling. The light would come from the outside and cause a dim of shades of the curtain that swayed sparkling to the gentle wind. Who would kill me? Was that possible? It felt so real. I got up and started walking in circles through the living room and the bedroom. I went to the bathroom and washed my face repeatedly, looking deep into myself, slanted down eyes, stubble beard, messy hair. A scar on my naked chest from a stab, I got lucky that time, and now this, a stupid shot on the chest and death. I returned to the living room and snuggle among the pillows on the carpet. I was hopeless; I was going to stay there in silence waiting to fall asleep due to exhaustion or for the sun to rise.

––––––––
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It was the ninth church I visited. I kept walking around waiting for the bell rings. I knew the surroundings and adjacent streets. None of them were familiar, even though I was in doubt about one of them, but ended up not being the right place. It’s hard to explain, I couldn’t describe where it was, but if I found it I would be sure it was it. I witnessed this so many times at the police station when people would come to identify the offender.

“Is this the one?”

“Yes.”

“He doesn’t look like the one in the sketch.”

“Maybe, but I’m sure it was him.”

“This is serious, take a good look and don’t jump into conclusions.”

“It was him.”

It’s crazy! It takes one witness to put a guy in a tight spot.

––––––––
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I sat on the park bench waiting. People walked by me. At the other bench a numb homeless man was tattered and hairy; he probably hadn’t showered in a long time. The common point between us: the lack of rush. The ninth church. And the last one was familiar. Was I going to die in an unusual place? I was determined to find the place I was going to die. It occurred to me that maybe it was in another city, another state, another country. God! I pictured the scene again. Was it possible? I couldn’t know, but it was all in my mind. And sometimes it was like a deck of cards thrown and spread over the floor, and you feel the urge to organize it all over again. I think deep down I knew it was close. Once again the anguish and the fear towards the unknown came. We all have these feelings, but I was really feeling it in such an extreme way, under my skin. I curse the moment I decided to meet that fortune teller. I swear I’m trying really hard not to believe it, but it’s beyond me; I wake up every morning thinking about this disclosed death of mine, and then the chest pain emerges. I’m consumed, almost swallowed, by these entities. These crawling insects that climb up my legs, walk all over my body and settle down in my brain. They eat the encephalon little by little. They’re like larvae bites that slowly transpose me to the point of madness. But before this sad ending, I’m going to find my murderer. I swear.

I lost track of time and the park was definitely empty. Except for the homeless man, that was now sitting with crossed legs a la Buddha in meditation position. His spontaneous trance, or hallucination from drugs, was finished, for he called me:

– Hey!

I ignored him, but he insisted and started yelling:

– Do you have any cigarettes? 

––––––––
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I showed him the pack of cigarettes, even though I didn’t want to. He got up, covered with a filthy blanket. He got closer to me and I handed him a cigarette avoiding touching him. I felt disgust.

– What about a lighter?

Maybe if I looked closely, I would’ve seen the lice jumping on his beard, and the ticks clinging to his bulky dreadlocks.

–Yes.

He took a puff of pleasure.

– Have you been here for too long?

– Yeah.

– Right, just like me. I can’t leave this place. It’s my park, my church, even though I can’t get in.

– I’m sorry, but I’m not in the mood for small talk.

– That’s a shame. It’s been a long time since I’ve talked to someone, and I thought you were a nice guy. I can’t sleep and these yellow lights disturb me, it feels like they distort my vision, as if I was in another world. Do you get it? Don’t think I’m crazy.

I kept in silence. I thought he was high.

– I sleep next to the steps over there.

He pointed at the place.

– It has a cover and it’s dark, and there’s no wind.

– Good for you.

– What about you? Where do you stay?

I got up with the intention of ending the conversation. I despised him.

– Are you leaving already?

– Yes.

I started walking, and when I was significantly away from him, he yelled:

– The church you’re looking for is the one in downtown, next to the park, at the end of the street of brothels and bars.

– I stopped and turned to him.

– What are you talking about?

– You know.

– No, I do not.

– It’s a crazy world. Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha! Good luck! You’re going to need it.

– What do you mean?

But it was late. The homeless man disappeared in the dark and from the place he had for a bed. I stood there for a while, and in the end, peacefully walked away while overthinking.

Far away from the church, I got the feeling I was being watched. I looked around, kept walking. Two blocks ahead, I turned the corner. Total silence. A fine drizzle started to fall and I got colder. Deserted streets. I started walking increasingly faster, almost running. A noise. I turned around and saw nothing. I started walking again but this time without so much rush. I grabbed the gun in my pocket and it kept my hand company. Attentive ears. Another noise; this time something metallic, maybe a soda can was kicked accidentally. I didn’t even look. My thumb was rubbing the gun. I turned the corner and hid myself in a dark place at the door of a store, under the awning. I waited for one, two, three minutes. I peeked. Four, five minutes. I was sure he was on my trail. I was a cop, I couldn’t be wrong about these things. He could’ve been waiting for me too. It was a game. Six, seven minutes. I could see the drizzle increasing in intensity on the lamppost. Eight, nine and ten. That was enough. I showed up at the sidewalk, but I was being cautious. There was no one to be seen at the crossroads. I took a few steps towards the corner. That noise again. I rushed and pulled the gun out of my pocket, ready to pull the trigger. In the middle distance, I saw a couple holding each other, walking in opposite direction of mine. They didn’t even notice the man who, for a moment, pointed a gun at them. I touched my face to wipe up the water that was falling from the sky. I looked for the bastard, I couldn’t be mistaken. I didn’t see anything. It doesn’t matter. I’ll catch you some other day, I sentenced. 

––––––––
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The street was full of people. At the corner, groups laughing while holding drinks. Young ladies dressed in handpicked clothes offered themselves to men walking by. A father was holding his daughter by one hand while carrying a bag of bread in the other one. He was in a hurry, maybe in an attempt of avoiding that the girl saw too much of that. I walked by some other people, the lost ones, the ones without a destiny, the homeless ones that didn’t care where they laid their head, and the ones that had that street as they usual way home, daily. I walked by some bars and brothels, by odd and noisy people. I saw a man sitting on a step and talking to a dog and right ahead an evangelical center lost in the midst of all that, and a pastor calling people on the street out to conversion. I had a familiar feeling that I’ve been there before. I couldn’t remember, so I didn’t mind. I kept walking. In the last block, the lights and the agitation ended, leaving a dark and empty stretch. It felt like I was in the against-flow, since the people I crossed paths with, where heading towards the opposite direction. It was like a magnet attracting the lost particles. The street became an alley, and the alley became crooked, however, the name was still the same from the beginning, and at the end a bifurcation emerged bypassing a brick building similar to medieval ones. I looked up and saw a tower with a clock and a bell from an unusual angle. It had arrived. I was standing exactly at the back door of the church. I followed the walls. The path expanded and I was out at the front square. It looked like so many others: benches, palm trees, a garden, and a popcorn man. I stared at the façade for a while. Suddenly the park became crowded. Everybody was coming from the stairs. The mass was over. I remained still. Shortly after that, the park was empty once again. At last, the popcorn guy packed his stuff and went away as well. I crossed the avenue and followed the transversal street from this one after a parallel one for pedestrians. It was a shopping street that would be full during the day and at night the stores would be silenced, purposefully. At that moment, there was no one but me. And all of a sudden the shrill sound emerged. I got goosebumps. The bell was ringing, and I accidentally found the store. My heart raced. Could it be true? It was all so real. I got closer to the showcase but didn’t find any naked woman’s statue. I looked down searching for the place where I thought I would fall. I crouched down. I felt the hard cold cement texture with my fingers. What an inhospitable place to die, I concluded. 

I stood up trying to understand what was happening. An announced death made no sense. Supposing it was true and discovering the place of this total imaginary madness, I should never come back. I heard a noise that broke me out of trance. 

– Who is there?

A thought emerged making me reflect about how this could be the same date, the same night and hour. I was petrified. I immediately felt the cold sweat. My vision became a blur and the world started spinning. I almost fainted. I leaned on the post. It felt like my vision was getting better, but then everything would become murky and dark. That noise once again. I recalled the drizzle and in a deductive reasoning if it wasn’t drizzling, I could assume that no murder was going to happen. If the murder occurs, then the vision was false, because it was drizzling. The murder only can happen with the drizzle otherwise all of it is wrong. So, I cannot die today. There’s also no statue, and no woman to be followed. This cannot be the moment otherwise the prediction is fake, and if it’s fake then there is no murder. I kept repeating these things like a mantra in an attempt to keep the rationality, that was about to leave me. Once recomposed, I followed the sound in slow steps, but once again the lights went off. I forced my eyelids and shook my head. God! I saw a movement right in front of me but couldn’t see what it was, exactly. I grabbed the gun, but it slipped from my hands and fell to the ground. The dark shadow came towards my direction and I waited for the worst. The world got clearer and clearer and the figure was before me in a form of a cat. 

– You son of a b*!

I was going to kick it, but it was faster and escaped from me and my sight.  The hullabaloo made two more cats come out of the pile of cardboard boxes near the wall. I searched for the gun and picked it up from the ground. Big loser, officer, I thought to myself. That’s so stupid! I left, disappointed in myself.
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