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INTRODUCTION

Enter. Leave behind the darkness that accompanies you, along with the dirt of your boots, in the doormat. Leave also behind the questions that haunt you. Those questions do not matter anymore. It doesn´t matter where you are nor how you have arrived at this wood of dead leaves, ravaged by a strange storm, in the middle of the night. It doesn´t matter who I am, nor why I am sitting on this old stool, in front of you, with a lovely smile on my lips and an old and beautiful lute resting by my leg, and that, my friends, it is one great story to be told indeed, a tale worthy of being told, I can assure you. Tonight, nothing that you may remember, may know or may think you know has any importance. Now the only thing that matters is words. The words with which myths, legends and songs are remembered, giving shape to old and new stories. The magic of words, nothing else...words are everything.

Take a seat close to the chimney, make your frozen bones warm, outside it is a very bad night. I was about to tell some little story to entertain these good peoples who have come here, in the same strange way as you came. Good. I think all of us are here. Nobody else is going to come tonight. We can start. Let´s try with a fairytale:

The world was different by then, in those times people still believed in fairies, in witches and in the fact that a goblin could sour the fresh milk with only his presence or lift, lecherously, the pretty girls´ skirts, with just a simple whistling and a snap of his little fingers, to look with lust the girls´ well-formed legs and, to peep, for just a moment, their most guarded secrets. At that time, there still was a little bit of magic spread around the world and, under a rainbow, if you looked closely, you could still find a bag overflowing with gold coins, just minted, and a troll bothering under some old bridge. There was always a widow´s son looking for fortune and the youngest of seven brothers was, since he was born, willing to embrace the big events that destiny had prepared for him...

In this way, a nice fairy tale can begin, but the problem is that I don´t believe in fairy tales, and the stories that I am going to tell you tonight, will rarely end up as happy fairy tales, in practice. If you start walking this path with me, do not expect a happy ending, after an exciting adventure, because the reality which I am going to talk about tonight usually depicts the worst of the human being. Take my hand; follow the gloomy path by which my words will guide you, join me in this trip in the search for the dark reality that waits hidden, between a layer of dirt and filth, under the myth.

Each story has its moment, its exact cooking point, let´s just say, and this was not the time for the story I had started to tell you. My fault. Too soon, maybe. Maybe I will tell it to you further on, when you get to know a little bit better about the truth I want to tell you tonight. At present, let´s start by knowing one of the multiple faces, of the thousands of facets that the dark reality has. Let us start slowly. Take my hand. Let´s enter, one little step at a time, into the gloomy path that awaits... 


THE DARK REALITY

The path is dark because the broken and sad lanterns cast a weak dim of light, giving the alley a sinister look, similar to the jaws of a huge monster, willing to devour a careless and unconcerned prey that would enter, unknowingly, in his hunting territory.

The cold wing agitates, ferociously, the branches of the trees; as if they had life on their own, it seems to utter bad words on the girl´s frightened ears. The little one goes back home from the library, where she had spent all the afternoon reading fairy tales. Fascinated by what her eyes had read, time had escaped, flying, as only time can evaporate, her sight trapped in the pages of a good book. The early winter night has fallen on her, no sooner had she abandoned the library, covering her in its cloak of shadows.

Ignoring the fright that wants to carve in her chest, to squeeze her innocent heart and then run without a dyke along her skin, giving way to the panic, the girl takes a breath, plucks up courage, and goes through the darkness like a little heroine, without looking back, because, if she looks back, she will be lost. She knows, with absolute certainty that the darkness and all the waits hidden in the shadows do not forgive those who turn their backs to look.

With a last effort, feeling the creepy fingers of the fright caressing her nape, she opens the door of her home and breathing a deep sigh of relief, she leaves behind the monster of her fantasies, to meet face to face with the monster of reality: her stepfather stinking of rancid sweat, hatred, rage and cheap alcohol, beating her mother, mercilessly, with a belt of black leather. The girl, with a shudder of horror, looks the heavy iron buckle stained with her mother´s blood. She hears the deaf lament of the woman, who remains scrunched and helpless, while she implores for mercy, sobbing at the feet of her abuser, attached powerless to her partner´s legs, trying, desperately, to stop the beating that rains on her, with her bare arms full of bloody marks, but it´s useless; the belt smashed again and again against her body with a heartbreaking clicking. The girl screams with anger, rage and horror. The man raises his sight to stare at the little one; in his eyes the darkness covers it all.


LOVE

The music floods in the room with sweet notes of heat, lust and sensuality. The old jukebox makes the needle to vibrate on the furrows of the old vinyl disc, making magic to happen. The torn voice of a beautiful singer, dead long ago, sings forgotten songs in the language of love.

There´s a rain of red roses, carefully spread on the bed, drawing with tenderness a heart, its penetrating fragrance invades the cabin, built at the banks of a crystalline lake, situated in the deepest spot of a thick forest. The fine crystal glasses, full of a good red wine, wait on the table, where an exquisite meal steams.

The dim light of the candles and the warm shinning, provoked by the playful flames of the fireplace, create on the walls a wonderful shadow dance, getting the perfect lightning for such a especial moment, a comforting gloom that invites to intimate, while through the window it can be seen the snow drowsily falling on the outside, covering little by little, the spruce forest, like a sugar layer, sprinkled over a cake, to end up creating the perfect atmosphere of an unforgettable love night.

It is the dreamt love night, since always, by the man: a sweet conversation next to the warm light, a smooth kiss, lovemaking, passionately, with the object of his desires, so much longed- for. 

The woman with bitter tears in her eyes, her wrists tied to the headboard of the bed with a strip of red silk, her broken lip and her sex abused, sobs after the cruel violation, without being able to look away from the awful threat of the sharp steel which brushes, cold, in her neck, drawing a fine line of blood which slips across her soft skin like a river, dying the white sheets of red.


THE HOUSE

The house was always full of visitors: uncles, aunts, cousins, second cousins and third cousins; neighbors asking for some salt; women gossiping and criticizing other women who, in time, with very little shame and a lot of insolence, had been criticizing them minutes earlier; the postman who stayed to sip tea, or a very strong coffee, before continuing with his round, being with pasta with heart of lemon and a little layer of sesame seeds sprinkled over it; strangers who appeared at the time of dinner and they didn´t leave until after having tasted a good breakfast with toasts, butter and the famous plum marmalade, that the great great grandmother Eustaquia prepared using a water bath, with the sweet fruits of the old plum tree that was in the garden.

Apart from the many visitors, of course, we should also count the multiple habitual inhabitants of the residence, the varied animals which accompanied and the wild beasts which populated the house, devouring some absent- minded visitor once in a while; nothing too alarming, because the beasts had an exquisite taste and they only devoured those unwanted visitors.

Such crammed multitude always made a terrible noise that invaded the place at any time, being it day or night. Therefore, that home was always full of voices and laughing, of crying and laughter, of barking and meowing; from the fine- tuned singing of the nightingale, which lived at the top of the willow tree, that reigned, as a tyrant, above all the rest of the trees in the garden to the completely off- tuned croaking of the frogs in the crystalline pond. As regards the noise it´s important to add that in the days of full moon, the night was inhabited by the terrifying howling of Mister Valdemar, the wolf man who lived there by renting, at a very accessible price, everything, we must say, in the small but comfortable attic of the house. All those loud noises made a wonderful bustle, unless you wanted to sleep, then it could be very unpleasant all that fuss, because the truth is that it was very difficult to close your eyes and sleep with such variety of noises, banging, shrieks, singing, squawks and roaring.

The house, as if this was not enough, was full of ghosts. Most of them, very nice and very educated, although there were a couple of them very creepy and one, especially, with a very bad mood, but the worst spirit by far, above all to sleep nicely, was a very antiquated specter which insisted on being a classic ghost, of a book, and he spent his nights dragging a heavy chain of dark iron, regretting with complaining whispers, under a spotless white sheet, which he was stolen from the laundry room.  

In the house there were doors that leaded to other worlds, to other realities, although one should be very careful when stepping under the arch of those doors, because some of them could take you to other worlds, but refused to let you come back. Unfortunately, that is how they lost Grandpa, who must have been still wandering in a strange world wearing his slippers and his red guatiné gown, with nothing else that some, not very clean, underpants under that old gown. A very not- so- formal or serious attire, to be wandering around unknown worlds, where one doesn´t know with whom you can be encountering, nor which strange place can the steps of his shattered slippers lead him, if he still follows the path of the yellow tiles.

The bathroom door used to lead, precisely, to the bathroom, but sometimes it leaded to a mall crowded with people as all malls are during the days of Christmas, which was excellent when you needed to go shopping, but when your necessities were very urgent, it was a great trouble and that could put you in very embarrassing situations.

The pretty red- haired girl, who had been playing in the patio, under the curtain of clear rain, was splashing with her golden water boots, in the deep pools, trying not to sink in the depths of the ocean that connected the patio of the house to the bottom of the seven seas, she went through the main door, she said hello to the singing coat hanger which guarded the entrance door and it responded the greeting, singing an old romantic song, too off tuned, by the way. It seems it wasn´t enough to be a singing coat hanger, to sing well, and the voice of that hanger in particular was as unpleasant as the sound of a cat fight in a dark alley late at night. But he put such passion, such enthusiasm and such effort, that the inhabitants of the house were sorry for him and they let it keep singing so as not to smash his dreams or break its illusions. The dream of singing, one day, in La Scala in Milan and the illusion of being able to elbow with the great tenors of the world. The little one left her shinny canary- yellow raincoat in the coat hanger, drowning, then, a little bit, the howling of the frustrated artist. She entered in her mother´s cozy kitchen, wood spoon in hand, and she cooked next to her great great grandmother Eustaquia. The old lady, with a perfect grey ribbon and a ragged apron which seemed to have been devoured by some starving mouse, had been dead for a hundred years, but she refused, stubbornly, to acknowledge it. And not even Death, who had to leave important business aside to take the old Lady, could convince her that her place wasn´t that kitchen anymore. And, as incredible as it may seem, the Old Death, feeling beaten, had to compulsorily abandon her in view of the great obstinacy she showed off, declaring her an impossible. For the first time since the world is world, the Death couldn´t fulfill her task. The great great grandmother, who had a good heart after all, seeing the sadness and desperation that she had caused the Old Death, she gave her a delicious pot filled with rice and milk, cinnamon and lemon flavored, to compensate for the troubles caused. And the truth is that the gift greatly relieved the Old Death´s sorrows, because she had never tasted anything that sweet. Therefore, she left through the door where she had appeared, and every year, the same day, invariably, she comes to fulfill her job and take the old Lady, there, where she should be, wherever the place, but the great great grandmother waits for her with new candies and every year the death lets her stay and leaves to her obscure mansions with a booty in the form of delicious desserts.

The wonderful smell of the spices (basil, oregano, cumin and clove) which was coming out of the stove, filled the child´s nose, and made her stomach to roar. She kissed her mother in the soft, although wet, cheek and she sat at the table before the steaming dish that her mother gave her. She devoured it, starving, as if she had been a whole week without eating anything.

Once she finished eating, she stood up, kissed her mother again, ignoring the watering eyes and the sad face, as if she hadn´t seen them and took a ready- made doughnut, that her great great grandmother gave her. She could have been a hundred years dead, but her sweets, under the child´s qualified opinion, were still the best in the whole world. I t was a pity that the old Lady smelled like old dust and camphor, as rooms never ventilated.

In the hall she chatted a little with the house elf, which guarded the fireplace sweating like a pig. The little elf of pointing ears had frizzy hair, which was so red, so alive, that it competed with the flames of the fireplace. He couldn´t stop complaining with bitterness, he said that he hated the heat and that choosing this job had been a bad decision. He dreamt of, without knowing them, the snow and the cold. He always threatened to escape to the mountain, in search for fresher horizons, but he never did it, because in reality, as the child well knew, he was afraid of the outside. House elves are very home- loving peoples. 

She sat for a while next to the fire to listen to the stories that night the Story Teller had reserved for her. Under the warm candle light, she listened, captive, observing the Guardian of all the Tales, with her eyes as dishes. He always had for her stories of ancient kingdoms, of warriors and princesses, goblins and dragons, light and darkness, because he knew she had a weakness for such tales.

Once the tale of that night was over, she left the Story Teller, watching the flames, thoughtful, as if through the very flames came out new stories to tell, and she went to say goodnight to her father. As it happened to her, over the last year, when she confronted her progenitor, she entered in his studio with a knot in her stomach and with the wish to cry contained under her long eyelashes, which remarked her two beautiful and despaired ayes; one green as the grass in the garden and the other so blue as the surface of a huge calm sea.

In the studio, her father serious and sad raised his gloomy look off his work for a second, he looked at the child with a not -at -all dissimulated worry when she kissed him in his neglected unshaved cheeks, and she told him goodnight. Her father tried to smile without success and, worried, returned to his boring papers, pretending that he was so busy, that he couldn´t waste one more second paying attention to his daughter, but as soon as she left the room, he went on staring at an unfixed point on the wall and he left it there, lost in his dark thoughts, without paying any attention to the papers scattered on the table.

While leaving the studio, the grey she cat crossed sugary between the child´s feet, complaining that in that house there were a lot of things except mice and the golden she dog, lying in the sun, under the window, observed with one sleepy eye, mid- open, the she cat walking by her side, and she also complained bitterly, that in the house there were too many cats.

After having to wait in a long queue in the hallway, because there were twenty or more lost travelers blocking the way, travelers who couldn´t find their path in life, she finally arrived at the tranquility of her room, and closed the door behind her.

The terrible monster that lived in her closet roared, trying to scare her as it did every night, but as every night, it couldn´t. The little girl threw the horrible beast the last piece of doughnut and pet the viscous skin of its reptile head, whereupon, the monster roared in gratitude as a cute kitten.

Before going to sleep, she talked about boys, for so long, with her elder sister and they tickled each other on the bed. There the mother of all the pillow fights took place. They laughed and laughed, until the child was exhausted. Then, the elder sister kissed the child´s forehead and went away, in silence, going through the wall, ethereal. The poor girl had died the year before, after a long and cruel disease, but this didn´t prevent her from taking care of her little sister and playing with her as long as she could, as a good elder sister should do.

The girl had heard the old man in white coat, thick moustache, incipient bald and sad eyes, who gave her those nasty pills which tasted as thunder, cabbages and chards, and with whom she had to speak every day, during a long and endless hour, where the nosy old man didn´t stop asking her stupid questions, telling her father that the sadness for her elder sister´s loss, had deeply twisted her mind and that she had found a refuge in an imaginary world, turning away from reality.

The girl thought, with acute certainty, that the man was a little bit crazy, not only because of his determination to ask again and again stupid questions, but also because of his continuous assertions about the trauma that her sister´s death had caused in her mind, because she couldn´t be sad and twisted for her sister, especially because they played together every night, as it was before the disease which had made her stay in bed. Her sister was now happy and her look was healthy. She wasn´t sad or pale anymore, she didn´t coughed up blood as she used to do. She didn´t suffer from neither terrible pains, nor she wasn´t drunk with cruel attacks of crying, tears and despair. How could she be twisted by that?

And if that was true? What if the old nut was right? What if that imaginary world wasn´t real? What would it be wrong in that? The only thing the child wanted was to be with her sister, nothing else. Maybe it would be better to have an empty house which never welcomed any kind of guests, in which the singing of the nightingale wasn´t heard when the dawn approached, because the old willow where the singing bird had lived, would have been logged so her parents couldn´t remember how her sister went up to the top of the tree, as agile as a little fair monkey. This had made the tiny bird to look for new horizons far away from his home; it would have been better to have a place where the frogs had died because of the draught of the pond where they lived, because nobody paid attention to care for them anymore; a house where grandpa had died of a sad stroke while he was taking a nap; where the only sound that altered the oppressive tranquility at night were the tired sobbing of her mother, for her lost daughter, for her much- wanted child of golden hairs; an empty home which no longer deserved to be called home, in which during the day the father sought refuge in his work, without going out of his studio, and he only uttered no more than two words together from dawn to dinner time. A house completely empty. With no laughter. Where there was no room for happiness. Just a cold emptiness. Where she had dinner alone eating reheated food, after kissing her mother´s wet cheeks, wet for the tears, under the severe and austere look from the old photograph in sepia tones of her great great grandmother Eustaquia, who watched her with lifeless eyes, from the wall of the kitchen.
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