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Dedicated to those who believe in their dreams, 

making them all shine through a dazzling beam. 

For life is just a dream inside another dream...

"Those who dream by night, in the dusty recesses of their minds wake in the day to find that all was vanity; but the dreamers of the day are dangerous men, for they may act their dream with open eyes, and make it possible."

(T.E. Lawrence) 

Book Two from The Pierrot´s Love Series

––––––––

Introduction

A breeze beats and breaks the latch of the window, opening it blatantly taking the curtains to make a ball on the Venetian blind. The red tail feather from a parrot comes in shyly and uninvited, at first, to later fall off rapidly in the environment. It enters the room by sliding freely moving as if seeking a safe place to land. It swirls and rools around itself and finally leans back and lies down on the floor. A wind comes in even stronger and knocks over a tree branch on top of the roof of the house.

Anne seems to have fallen into a state of profound sleep. Her mother is there beside her bed, praying and apparently aloof to any other event even coming from the roof.

“God have mercy on this child!” she cries, desperately. “Please, don´t take her away from me. Not now that I need her so much. Her dad already left us. Who else is there for me in this world?”

She´s sobbing like a baby, inundating her daughter´s bed with her tears. Suddenly she hears a crash coming from outside the house.

“Who can it be now?” The neighbor´s dog barks.

––––––––

She goes up to the kitchen and finds the computer Ana was working on. She looks through the screen and can not see anything. All dark. When she comes over to see the screen in more detail she sees a small light flashing in and out and right in the center of it. She even come closer and closer to see it better and... bang! She just hit the screen with the tip of the nose.

"Ouch! But what can it be that blinks, and then goes away? "

She moves the mouse. An immense flash fills the screen with a brilliance and a luminosity that almost makes her completely blind.

"But it could be that this girl was stirring before getting knocked out. It would be something she saw on the internet, something that yes- it could be as a phenomenon that caused her photosensitivity and led to a state of epilepsy? But have I not seen an episode? At least not while I was there... "

She felt strange talking to herself, but it was the only way she felt alive, now that she no longer had anyone to talk to. Her husband was gone, who knows if escaping from the police or with a lover (who could be both! A Cop lover (and not at all her cup of tea, for it might as well be the same person, she had no doubt any more, after all that he had primed her with). Anne´s grandmother had died some time ago and no longer there was anyone left in the family. There was not even a shoulder to whom she could confide. No one to comfort her at such a time to heal her life. She decided to seek help in a unique environment where she would not be judged for choosing her words. Then she rolled the mouse again, waved to and fro until she got it "caught in stride" and continued staring at the screen as she opened the browser to search for two words: "Photosensitive Epilepsia" 

She had already seen on a television show about a few rare cases that occurred among adolescents who were long in front of a computer and playing in games where flashing lights flashed so fast and so aggressively and flashes frantically that they ended up having hit the floor (and not in a good way) having convulsions in Homeric moves. And she was patient, in spite of having found out that her daughter was even more a patient since it was she who was bedridden. But more calm she waited and waited and nothing. The page did not open. She waited a few more seconds until competley exhausted she sank down in the chair. It was then that she noticed that the light continued even after having opened a page on the internet. The light did not bother her at all, so she continued typing. She again sought some pages on the internet. The problem was that their connection had always been very weak and failed a whole lot. Also she had no more money to pay for a more secure and fast connection, and less effective, so she had to wait for a few more minutes until the screen revealed ...

––––––––

Two words in bold letters ...

DEJA VU.

"Who but who was it that wrote this?" Anne´s mother began to feel a chill that ran down her spine.

Suddenly it began to show some images, scenes like in an old movie. Pictures came and vanished, right in and out in a showcase, and the scenes seemed to have no sequence at all provided it came from nowhere. It was making a show randomly. Some appeared across the screen as colored watercolors and these were the ones that decided to splash screen like a cartoon.

"Oh, I pressed the wrong button here that computes-pain, by chance, for these scenes appear suddenly out of nowhere?"

It was then that she noticed a scene that was repeated constantly. It was like a dream. The images were obscured, hazy scenes like clouds passing through her eyes that she could barely see what I was going on the screen, but she could make out two figures: a man and a woman; both beautiful in their old costumes walking down the street. She remembered that trip she had made to Europe with her husband when she first set foot in a cafe in Paris and was dazzled by the elegance of the place.

––––––––

"Ah, I know that place... I've been through this street. That´s Paris!"

Ana's mother continued to watch the scene, once seduced by the place where the action was taking place. The man approached the woman, but she did not see him pass. She was too distracted rearranging the curls of her red, bright hair. The man touched lightly on her back. She did not move, looked like a wax doll, so full of decorations and with a Candied makeup face, she looked more like a clown. Or more like a white heron, butnot a heroine, with that translucent powder over the face she might very properly have been mistaken for a ghost.


ACT 1

––––––––

A GHOSTWRITER

Talitha’s daydreamed again. She remembered the first day they two met. And the next day. 

“I dreamed this day would happen,” she had told him. “I mean, really, literally!” She was trying to disguise her emotional state but she could hardly keep it to herself. “I had a dream a few months ago about the way we would meet”, she then completed.   She knew she would meet him again. And she did. It was not something out of the ordinary, nor was it something she had been particularly obsessed about, to know the man of her dream. It simply happened, exactly like in her dream. She was walking back home when she crossed a man in the streets. He stopped and asked her for a cigarette. 

––––––––

“Pardon me, sir,” Talitha sighed, keeping her head down and without looking at his face she continued to walk, saying, “but I do not smoke.”

The next day she dreamed about the same scene, but this time instead of asking for a cigar, the man just stood there at the other side of the road, staring at her as if studying her moves. And contrary to the behavior previously described, she did come to his direction and she was the one to ask for something. 

“Do you know what time is it, sir?”

“Yes, I do,” the man replied. “I do have my watch here somewhere.” And he quickly pounded his chest from outside his coat with his right hand. She was waiting for him to look at his watch inside his pocket over his jacket. But he kept his hands down for a whole lot, holding onto his wallet as careful and attentive as a mother would do to her child's cradle. His piercing eyes, so strong and rich in forms as a kaleidoscope of magical colors and shapes, along with his elegant posture cut her consciousness like a sharp knife, making her captive of his dark completion. 

“So what time is it?” She pierced his ear with her impatient high pitch but with a somewhat charming girlish voice. But the man remained still, just looking at her eyes, when he calmly curbed his back forward, taking up her left hand, saying, “It's time for you to marry me!”

Talitha remembered her past. And she was only fourteen, a dreamer or one more of thousands of girls who wanted to be the first ballerina of The Paris Ballet Opera, yet an ordinary girl, who also dreamed of turning thirteen and then when she turned fourteen she would be ready to be the next model for an artist, just like the fourteen-year-old ballerina, the sculpture by the impressionist Edgar Degas that she once saw at the Gallery where the French artist, who had always denied but could not hide his fascination for ballerinas, had his works exhibited for the first time. 

“I'm only here because I like the colors and the light when it touches the dresses”, he would say. Of course there were more girls in his painting dancing and shaking than in reality. He would look at one or two ballerinas running or stretching, and he could make a whole scene out of merely nothing. He was an artist, there was no doubt of that. And although he confessed he had no interest whatsoever for any of the girls, he was too shy to admit, but he had fallen, and not only once for he had failed to recognize that he had made it too hard on himself when he painted the beauty and grace of one of the girls to whom he had reserved the most admiration. And that one in particular, specifically saying who she was, little Talitha. He even helped her at the beginning of her career. 

He knew her mother could never provide a decent home, a good education, and even food in their table that he sometimes offered. Talitha's mother was too proud to obtain any favor, especially from a man like him, who had such a good reputation on society. She didn't want him to get involved. But he insisted so much that she at least let him pay for Talitha's study at the school of Ballet. That's how little Talitha could enter and rehearsal her first steps. He also provided her with some education, giving himself some personal lessons on how to behave while eating, showing her the good manners, telling her what she should and shouldn't do. She was almost a princess. She was ready to be taken by the royalty. He prepared her for a baron or such. Nevertheless, in spite of all the careful preparation, although all the detailed preliminary measures he took before introducing her to fight to the high society, Talitha, that little rat, had to fall for a culprit and ruin all his best intentions. 

He had tried with all his devotion to help her up. But somehow he thought he had failed on her. How many times he wished he would have had the courage to ask her to marry him instead. That would have made their lives much easier. If only she was not so young...Yet, it was not a secret that he had already made her serve him, not as a concubine, but a columbine, a seductive woman, as a model for many of his nude painting. That's to say all the women he drew taking a bath he had her in mind and the composition would come almost instantly as her image...the face of a incomparable sweetness, the body of a perfect volume, her skin never to be needed a retouch, and her hair...hah! Such a ravishing, beautiful, exquisite color, her long and vivid strawberry hair of quite a lustrous uniqueness, made his paintings more alive than all the country scenes he had dreamed about.
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