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To my father



I never told you how much I love you

nor did I thank you for everything I owe you.

I owe you my life

I owe you what I am.

And when you left I was left hurt

sad, empty,

because part of my soul went with you

and no memory of you will be forgotten.

I have no tears left to cry for you.

I just want you to come back..., father.





















« To grow strong, you must first sink your roots deep into nothingness, learn to face the loneliest loneliness.

You must be ready to burn yourself in your own flame. How could you rise anew if you have not first become ashes? »

“Friedrich Nietzsche”

Dear fucking diary:

I don't know what day I live in and I question myself. My name is Violet Petersen and today my psychiatrist told me to commit suicide. I know he wasn't kidding. Dr. Novak is cold; he doesn't show interest in listening to me and deep down he thinks I'm crazy because I'm hallucinating. A man appears before me. Sometimes, in the middle of the street or in a cafeteria. It doesn't matter if I'm alone or with people. I also see him in dreams. He’s mysterious and there’s something in his melancholy look that catches me. I would say that he’s like my guardian angel if it weren't for the fact that every time I meet him, something bad happens to me. I saw him when I lost my parents and I saw him yesterday, before my brother committed suicide during the lunar eclipse. He is my messenger of tragedies. My angel of death.

One night I couldn't sleep and I drew him, but Dr. Novak still doesn't believe that this man exists and keeps prescribing me sleeping pills. The worst thing is that the hypnotherapy sessions don't seem to do much good, I can only remember the same night over and over again... There was a lunar eclipse. I was with my melancholy-eyed angel in a car; he was driving. Suddenly, a dense fog invaded the road. Someone appeared out of nowhere. He shot at us. We had an accident. I don't remember anything else. I have no idea who he is or where we were going, let alone why anyone would want to kill us. Dr. Novak says that amnesia is a defense mechanism that the mind has to repress traumatic experiences, which is a way of burying them so as not to relive them more than they can bear, but I need to know. I can’t take it anymore.

Yesterday I lost the only loved one I had left, my brother Jake. Dr. Novak must think that, in addition to being a crazy amnesiac, I'm depraved for having slept with him. In fact, that was the reason why our parents insisted on making me receive psychiatric therapy; as if the love I felt, and that I feel for him, was some kind of rare mental illness or insanity to treat, but the truth is that only Jake believed in me, only with him could I share my visions and the strange dreams that I had that harassed me at night. 

In fact, he confessed to me that he also had dreams that disturbed him. "Memories from another reality," he called them. 

I'm curious as to what he wanted to show me last night during the lunar eclipse. He insisted on going with me to a special place to see him, a quiet place where we would have privacy. I never thought he would take me to a graveyard. We sat among the graves, and when the moon turned red, he told me that he was going to reveal a secret to me. The biggest secret that ever existed, something I would never believe until I saw it with my own eyes. But such a revelation would require a great sacrifice. Our sacrifice. Now he's gone, and I'm here still trying to understand what he wanted me to see. I miss him so much... My parents too. 

At the beginning of therapy, Dr. Novak advised me that writing down my experiences would help me fit all the pieces of the enormous puzzle that is my life, but it’s no longer worth writing in this journal; it has dates crossed out and pages are missing that I don't remember tearing out. 

I feel alone. I'm so tired of all this...

I think the best thing I can do is follow the last piece of advice Dr. Novak gave me.
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Lazarus
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31 October. Midnight 

It was a matter of a second. The car emerged from the fog at high speed, without lights, in the middle of the night. The driver was stunned, he didn’t see it coming. The impact shattered the front window into a thousand pieces. It was brutal. The girl couldn’t be alive after that accident. 

He slammed on the brakes after the red light. He started hyperventilating. His heart wanted to jump out of his chest. A sharp pain pounded in his head. Something liquid and thick dripped down his forehead. When he touched himself, he noticed a bleeding wound on his head. He was confused, disoriented. The cold night breeze chilled his face and chest. He looked around, there was no one. The full moon shone in all its splendor, illuminating the cemetery that was right in front of that intersection. 

The vehicle was missing the side mirrors; the one inside, broken, offered him the distorted image of someone emerging from the mist: a hooded man whose face he couldn’t see, but he felt his gaze. That guy was watching him, still, silent. His attitude was not typical of someone who had just witnessed such a brutal accident, but what completely disconcerted him was that there was no sign of the girl. This strange situation gave him chills. He sped up, burning rubber, and drove away wondering what had happened to her. Their eyes met just before he ran her over. He could have sworn she smiled at him. 

––––––––
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The mist hadn't quite lifted. He drove around for hours without recognizing any street or store, there was not even a building that looked familiar to him. It must have been late, there was no one on the street, but he couldn't know either because he didn't have a watch, and the one in the car didn't work. Suddenly, an insistent beep brought him back to reality. He was about to run out of gasoline reserves. 

He stopped at the only gas station he found. The dim light offered by the dying fluorescent light made him realize something disturbing; his clothes were bloody. Partly dried blood. He lifted his black shirt to examine his torso, feeling his legs for any cuts or fractures. The most serious thing was the head cut. A trickle of blood trickled into his left eye and he wiped it away with the back of his right hand. With the other he was looking for something to make a quick cure; the glove compartment was empty and there was nothing inside the car that could serve him. He got out.

When he closed the door, he was surprised to see it was scratched, dented. The other side and the tailgate looked worse. It looked like a truck had run over it. That hadn’t been caused by the hit-and-run at the intersection. Perhaps, at some point he couldn't remember, the car had flipped over and suddenly dashed through the fog to take this girl with him? But that didn't make any sense. It all seemed crazy to him and, for a moment, he doubted if what he was experiencing was real or a possible hallucination caused by the trauma he had suffered to his head. 

However, the front window was completely destroyed, with traces of blood. That proved that the hit-and-run had been real, but the body had disappeared. And without a body there is no crime, at least in theory, although there was a witness; the hooded man who emerged from nowhere. If this guy had called the police, they might be looking for him. At least now the mist had become his ally; it covered the deserted street. This made visibility difficult for potential patrols. 

After several attempts, he managed to open the trunk. Inside he found two guitars: one electric and one acoustic, both in their case, along with a black leather jacket, which he put on without hesitation. The rear window cracked a little more. Another slam like that would be enough to blow it out.

He filled up the tank and went to the small store to pay and buy something to eat. It was full of pumpkins and cobwebs everywhere. There was no one but the cashier, dressed as a zombie, with lousy makeup. The good thing about being on Halloween is that no one would ask any unwelcome questions when seeing a bloodied guy, dressed in stark black and driving a car ready for the junkyard. Or so he thought before the cashier looked at him with wide eyes and an expression of incredible surprise, as if it was the first time she had seen another human being.

—You can see me? —she asked incredulously.

He stared at her without knowing what that strange question was about.

—Wow —replied the zombie, making a wide smile that gave him chills—. That blood seems very real. 

He lowered his gaze, frowning a little and saving himself from explaining. He didn't feel like talking to anyone, least of all a stranger who looked as if she were suffering from verbiage. He felt in his pants pockets, took out a black leather wallet and a lighter while she watched him with the interest and curiosity of someone bored looking for conversation. He also took out a crumpled blue pack of cigarettes. He only had one left, and a gas station wasn’t the best place to enjoy it. Feeling his jacket, he noticed that there was something else in an inside pocket. It was a folded sheet of good quality paper.

—I have one just like it. I love that joint,” said the cashier, recognizing the logo on the lighter; the skull of a goat.

He put the folded paper back into his pocket, whatever it was, was none of his business. From the wallet he took out a debit card from one of the compartments. The bank's name stood out in white letters, Halifax, and had a bold X in the center. Reading the name of the cardholder, he was thoughtful for a moment.

—Myfair? —the cashier was surprised—. I don't remember ever seeing that tobacco —something in her gaze changed, as if she had suddenly remembered something she thought she had forgotten—. At least not here. Not in Saol Eile —she added confusedly, almost in a whisper, before turning away.  

Upon hearing the name of the place, he frowned, narrowing his eyes, as if he weren't sure what he had just heard. Saol Eile? He didn't know of any place called that. He was startled when the zombie slammed the pack of cigarettes on the counter, snapping him out of his reverie; that brought a brief smile under all the pale makeup.

—These menthols are my favorite; they don't leave that nasty bitter aftertaste. Are they ok? 

Although he had never seen that brand and he didn't like menthols, he didn't want to drag out the conversation any longer than necessary. He nodded; his lips slightly pursed. His eyes took off from the counter to look at her for a few seconds while he gave her the card to pay.

—L. Holmes —she read aloud. Her expression turned more serious as she studied him more closely.— Do I know you from somewhere?

Even if Holmes wanted to, he wouldn't have recognized anyone under that ton of makeup, but there was something in her eyes that made him wonder. Holmes felt uncomfortable doubting where he was and even his own identity. He looked away for a moment and was struck by the fact that there were no magazines or any well-known publications in the newspaper section, only the local newspaper, with a rather unoriginal name: «Saol Eile News». 

—I'm afraid only cash is accepted here.

Holmes snorted, looking into his wallet. Luckily, he had a couple of bills.

—Are they pounds? —She was surprised with a certain nostalgic expression.— Where did you get them from?

Holmes twisted his head slightly in disbelief. The question seemed absurd to him, he was not in the mood for jokes; He just wanted to pay and get out, but she, for some reason that escaped him, wanted to prolong his stay to the point of placing her hand on his with a desperate expression on her made-up face.

—Lazarus? I think we do know each other. I'm Jennifer. Does that name mean anything to you? He, noticing the contact with her skin, had a fleeting memory and felt a strong dizziness. His head was spinning, he had trouble keeping his eyes open, and he began to hyperventilate, as if he were short of breath. He pocketed his money, grabbed his cigarettes, the newspaper, a sandwich from the refrigerated section on his way out the door, and hurried out to his car. 
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He was driving, obsessively looking in the rearview mirror to make sure no one was following him.

Jennifer. The name did mean him something: his ex-wife. She had committed suicide after the divorce. It couldn't have been her. He turned on the radio with the intention of picking up a station to think of something else that wouldn't bring back bad memories. He only got noisy interference, so he didn't push it too much. His head was going to explode with pain and he didn't even have a bloody aspirin. 

He stopped the car and took a look at the local newspaper. Most of the news was related to mysterious accidents, disappearances and deaths in strange circumstances. There was one that he found more disturbing than the rest, about a man who had disappeared without a trace after desecrating his own sister's grave.

The image of the girl he ran over came to him, thinking that perhaps she was going to the cemetery to meet her friends and tell horror stories among the graves. He was tormented by the thought that if he had braked in time, she would still be alive. At that moment he was sure the accident was real, there was blood on the front window, and what he felt the second their eyes met was too vivid to be a hallucination. She had smiled at him.

He took out the pack of cigarettes and lit one. He took a puff. The smoke came slowly from his lips while he took a look inside the car to try to remember. A trickle of blood ran down his temple; the blow to the head must have been strong enough to give him amnesia. Apart from that, he had pain in his neck and back, but his condition wasn’t a matter of life and death, which did not cease to amaze him. Given the way the car was, he should be half dead or dead. In his rush he had forgotten to grab some bandages and medicine, but he wasn't going back to Jennifer's gas station. There was something about her that disturbed him. He would find a pharmacy around there. 

As he took his last drag, he tossed the butt through the hole that the front window should have occupied. He took out his lighter to look at the goat's skull on it. She had mentioned a joint to him as soon as she saw him and told him that she had one just like it. As he thought about this curious coincidence, he took out the folded sheet of paper that he kept in the inside pocket of his jacket. He was petrified to discover his face captured with such realism. It was done by hand with charcoal and ink. Perhaps in the portrait he would be somewhat younger, although it could be due to the absence of a beard. When he shaved, it seemed to take a few years off of him.

In one corner was a handwritten and signed dedication:


With love for my idol: Violet P.



He didn't remember anyone with that name.

––––––––
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Saol Eile. 1 November

It was a sunny day. Holmes was sitting on a park bench smoking a cigarette. The soft breeze swayed his long blond hair. There was no one else and there was an eerie silence.

Suddenly, the sky darkened due to an unexpected eclipse. He got up from the bench while looking up, and when he looked down, he found himself at the door of a school. It must have been the time of departure because there were a lot of children playing, shouting, running around and going with their parents and relatives. Only one person noticed his presence: a girl with black hair and pale skin. She was alone, and her large green eyes held such magnetism that he was unable to take his gaze from her. 

Holmes was awakened by the cool morning breeze and the raindrops that passed easily through the front window of the car. The pain that he felt throughout his body was not a consequence of the accident, but rather due to the bad posture of sleeping in the uncomfortable back seats, full of cigarette burns and dried stains of dubious origin. He stretched, still thinking about the strange dream. He remembered that when he was younger, he used to have long hair. And the girl that appeared bore a strong resemblance to the girl he had run over. He had seen her face for a few seconds, but that was enough for it to burn into his mind, but why had he dreamed of a school and children? Perhaps the reason was the daughter he lost because of his ex-wife? He didn’t understand anything. 

The roar of his guts brought him back to reality. He ate the stolen sandwich and cursed silently as he tasted the cheese. He hated cheese, but in his flight, he had not been able to stop to choose. He lit a cigarette and when he took a puff he frowned a bit, he didn't quite like those damn menthol cigarettes the zombie cashier had given him. There was something about her that was somehow familiar. However, judging by the dizziness and nausea that followed, it must not have brought back very good memories. 

He started the car and drove slowly taking in the surroundings. He hoped to find a school that would remind him of the one he had seen in the dream, but there were none there. 

He was in what seemed to be a development of small houses, all of them with the typical Halloween pumpkins on their doorsteps, taunting him with their hollow devilish grins. Only one gloomy and imposing building captured the attention of the horizon: a funeral home. He felt chills looking at it closely. He did not know how he had come to Saol Eile, but he was certain that he had never been there before. He passed the cemetery and left the city. Perhaps if he went back the way he had come, he would be able to jog his memory. 

It was cloudy, and a chill breeze swayed the branches of the trees. Everywhere, silence reigned. He drove a long time and did not meet any car.

The dark road was bordered by huge, sinister trees, whose leafless branches twisted and intertwined with each other, covering the sky above him, as if it were an immense tunnel leading to the underworld. He tried to tune in to a station on the radio; again, without success. 

Visibility wasn't much better after leaving the eerie wooded area; the road narrowed and he had to be extremely careful, since the fall on both sides was considerable and a small carelessness could be fatal. There was humidity in the environment and a characteristic salty smell. When he found what appeared to be a lookout point, he stopped the car. He got out without believing his eyes.

The sea surrounded everything. 
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When he returned to the strange city, the first thing he saw was the cemetery and the intersection with the traffic light that he missed the night of the accident. This time he saw the red light in time and stopped. There was no fog, but little drops were beginning to fall from the overcast sky. He got out of the car and discovered evidence of the accident on the asphalt; there were bloodstains, shattered glass, and marks from his braking suddenly. Suddenly, he was startled when he heard a whisper behind him, but when he turned, he only found the barred door of the cemetery that due to the wind, greeted him creaking and ajar, as if inviting him to enter. Holmes didn’t hesitate to do so. 

There was a funeral. The priest prayed for the soul of the deceased to the same god who had taken him. They were beliefs that Holmes never shared. He didn't know why either, simply the existence of God, or of any superior being, was not something that entered his head. He didn't accept it. 

Holmes could not help looking at the undertaker. There was nothing special about him, except that the way he looked and moved reminded him for a moment of the guy who had appeared out of the mist. 

Among those present was a man with a shifty look who seemed to pay more attention to him than to the sermon. He was younger than Holmes, in his thirties. Holmes looked away to avoid recognition as he moved between the headstones, his attention focused on the names carved on them. He saw a biker-looking guy with a weird haircut who left a red rose on one of the graves. It was raining harder and harder, so that guy left soon. Holmes went to the same grave. 

Reading Violet Petersen's name carved into the cold gray stone, his breath caught and an immense sorrow washed over him. She couldn't have simply disappeared in front of him as he thought at first, although, given the choice, he would have preferred that option to facing that reality. 

The girl wasn’t missing, but dead; her name was Violet and she had dedicated a faithful portrait of him. 
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The black clouds poured out their wrath on him as he wandered the streets of Saol Eile, feeling like a stranger. He was trying to make a mental map, but all the streets looked the same. More than a city, it was a small town with small houses with dark facades and one or two floors, separated from each other by fences or low hedges; all of them looking neat and well maintained. However, he had never seen any sweeper or gardener. No one went in or out of the houses, not even to walk the dog. In fact, he hadn't seen a single bird or animal. It was too quiet and deserted a place. 

He passed in front of a grocery store. His hunger did not stop the embarrassment he might experience again at not being able to pay for anything with his sterling, although he didn’t have much money anyway. He didn't like the idea of ​​having to steal again, but he wouldn't hesitate to do it again so he could put something in his mouth. He found the establishment completely empty, there weren't even any employees. The food and the cash register were at the mercy of the first thief that came by, but everything was in its place, without clutter. Perhaps something happened that would have forced them to leave suddenly. 

He approached the cash register; he was able to open it without problems. He didn’t know the type of coin. He took out his wallet to look inside again, he only had the Halifax Bank card in the name of L. Holmes and his driving license, valid for the whole of the United Kingdom and even had its flag, the Union Jack. In the photo he appeared with a few days' beard, and his full name: Lazarus Holmes. For a moment, he breathed a sigh of relief at the thought that he wasn't crazy. He had proof of where he came from.

Perhaps it was the world around him that had gone mad. However, that permit might be as good as his pounds at Saol Eile. 

A sudden gust of frigid air flung the door open, sending a shiver down his spine. He decided to get out of there. 
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Ever since Holmes had come to Saol Eile, he had had the strange sensation of being watched. Because of this, he often looked around in case someone had followed him, but he never found anyone on the street. It thundered, and a strong storm overtook him. He was soaked to the skin and cursed his luck to see that the rain had penetrated through the gap where the front window should have been. Now his car, more than an old relic, looked like a boat taking on water. He was exhausted physically and mentally, but he had to find another drier place to spend the night. 

The wind made the sign with the name Hollow Street squeak. He found a run-down, sinister-looking house. It could be said that it was abandoned, were it not for the sign in the wild entrance garden: «For rent or for sale. Tod Novak Funeral Services.» Under other circumstances it would seem strange to him that a funeral home managed property, but he was in Saol Eile and had witnessed more inexplicable things. Holmes tried to open the front door, but it was locked. He walked around the house to see if he could find a gap through which he could enter. He jumped over the fence leading to the back garden and broke a window with his elbow to get inside. 

It was colder inside than outside, but at least it would be dry, although there was a strong musty smell. A dense gloom covered the corners of the house where the moonlight didn’t reach. No switch worked, so he used his lighter as a flashlight. He went into the kitchen, and despite the outward appearance, everything was clean and tidy inside, nothing out of place, not a cup, no smell of food or coffee. The refrigerator was open and as empty as the living room, in which there was not even a sofa. No furniture. 
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