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1. One step forward
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Salvador did not know that he was about to die.

He held the envelope in one hand, but couldn't bring the letters into focus. If that was what he feared, the deadline must have already expired. He'd been lingering too long, thinking about it, with the bad news tucked away in his pocket so Andrea couldn't see it and avoid shock until the last moment. Although he already assumed what he was going to find inside, to be able to confirm it, he was going to have to get up, find the glasses closely, and sit down again.

A lot of effort.

He took a swig of the beer, which wasn't even fresh. He lit a cigarette. What could I do? Well, lengthen the moment of uncertainty to the maximum while the nicotine ran through his blood, because once the knowledge illuminates us there is no going back, according to Father Anselmo said at the last mass.

How tired I was. Was this nightmare never going to end? He thought about lying on the bed and sleeping, forgetting about everything and hiding his head under the pillow, but he knew he couldn't do that either. How difficult it was to make decisions when there were no alternatives. At last he was encouraged to get up, having reached a mental agreement in which it was stipulated that before looking for his glasses and facing fate he would drink a cold beer.

I still did not know that it would be the last. 

She struggled off the couch, pushing herself up with both hands, as if her body weighed a ton; He walked slowly to the kitchen, reluctantly, shuffling, opened the refrigerator and took out an ice cold beer. He opened it and took a long drink..

Turning around, he saw the glasses. They were on the counter next to the cold breakfast. He put them on, went back to the couch, and sat down.

A new drink.

He felt that something was stalking him with the intention of destroying him. His body felt it, but he had already fought until he ran out of strength and was overcome with the certainty that he could not escape his destiny, so he remained motionless awaiting the blow. Finally, he took the envelope out of his pocket, wrinkled and battered, unfolded it and turned it upside down so as not to see the return address; He tore it on the narrow side, with the small knife he had in his key ring, inserted a finger and took out a folded sheet of paper that he observed out of the corner of his eye. Before daring to face her, he still took a swig of beer and a couple of drags on his cigarette, which he squeezed into the ashtray energy, a small gesture of affirmation to instill courage. Only then did he face the document with his eyes closed. Little by little he opened them, taking his time, until he managed to focus on them and discovered what he already suspected: an eviction notice. A document with very small print and two bulky signatures destroying his life. He was not surprised because he already expected it, although he experienced a slump that left him in a state of shock for a few eternal seconds.

He closed his eyes again. His ears were ringing. When he managed to recover, he began to read the court decision, but the formalism used to convince him that he had to leave his own home voluntarily seemed so absurd that he shitted the whore who had written that farce. Nothing personal, it seemed to convey the message. He had not paid his mortgage for a few months because he was unemployed. Was it his fault? He wanted to work, but nobody hired him. His wife cleaned houses and scrubbed stairs, morning and afternoon, although with that they barely had to eat and pay. He crumpled the document and threw it on the floor. He slammed the beer can against the wall, growling like an animal, a resounding and vain outlet that didn't solve anything. Then he realized that he was not alone and he felt ashamed. When he saw how his son looked at him, his eyes clouded over.

—Come here, champ.

Not knowing what to expect, the little boy sat on his knees, scared. The father hugged him.

—Dad, aren't we going to the park today? —Asked the kid.

Salvador lit another cigarette while he thought about the answer.

—No, maybe later.

—-Why?

The doorbell rang. "Rrrrrrr ..."

They were both startled. Salvador got up abruptly, placed the boy on a cushion and said:

—Dani, stay there and don't move. Voucher?

—Okay, Daniel replied.

—Do you promise me?

—Yes, yes...!

He ruffled her hair with his hand and kissed her forehead.

He entered his room and went to the window, stood behind the curtains, and then saw them. The court van, two Local Police patrols, a locksmith and a group of onlookers who wanted to find out what was happening. He could also see the front of the bank that was robbing his house. Employees were not cut off, staring openly. Somewhat more discreet, the branch manager lurked behind the Venetian blind of his office; when he noticed the curtains on the 7 ° C window moving, he released the sheet and jerked away.

The bell rang again. "Rrrrrrr ..."

—Dad, they're knocking on the doorbell.

He took a drag on the cigar and blew out the smoke angrily.

—I know, son. Keep sitting and do nothing.

—But...

—Listen, Daniel, when I tell you, get up, open the door and go to the neighbor's house.

—To Ana's house?

—Yes. But don't hit the doorbell button. Agree?

—Okay...

He went to the table, took the photo of Andrea, looked at her and hugged her. They did it the same night they met, nine years ago, in the photo booth at the Mandarache shopping center: "In case we don't see each other again...", he told her, wanting to have that face in his wallet, so that he could look at it whenever he would like and dream that she was also looking at him. Later, when it turned out that they continued to see each other, he had one of the snapshots enlarged to be framed and placed in his room. "This is my girlfriend," he told his parents. "It was about time...", his father replied. Her mother said nothing, but shook her head as if to say something.

The doorbell rang again. "Rrrrrrrrrr..." "Rrrrrrrrrr..." "Rrrrrrrrrr..."

—He took two hits in a row, and a third ...

—I love you son.

—Me too, Daddy. May I go now?

—No. Count to twenty and then you go. You can count to twenty, right?

—Yessss...

—Well, start.

He put the photo of his wife on the bed. He picked up the mobile phone and stared at the photograph of a blonde-haired woman for a few seconds; he kissed the screen, closed his eyes, and sent it to the recycle bin. She heard her son rise from the couch, his tiny footsteps echoing off the laminated flooring, heading for the door. She will have to stand on tiptoe to open the latch, she thought, because it wasn't enough yet, and her eyes clouded over again.

The moment had come.

He began to move slowly, fighting with himself, trying to dominate his animal part, the one that told him no, that’s no way, that he was making a mistake, that this was not written in his genes and that the decision he had just made was not it was the most convenient. Every cell in his body screamed, trying to stop him. And it worked, because he couldn't move. "Fuck...!" His body was blocked by the tension and the guys at the court must already be getting impatient. He turned on the radio, to regain movement and not to think about fear, but above all so that Daniel would not hear what he should not hear.

Click!

The music that was playing gave him a curious sense of calm, of inner detachment. He managed to relax by following the playful voice of the singer, which suddenly sped up, forcing the flute and guitar to increase the rhythm to catch up, until the intensity of the music decreased, replaced by the voice of an accelerated announcer that began to describe the artistic trajectory of the group. Now he could move. Something inside him had stopped resisting and he felt so light that his movements came out fluid, harmonious, precise. The magic of music. He began to walk decisively, as if they were waiting for him somewhere. He knew there was no going back, his body was going alone and he couldn't stop it. Nor did he want to.

He took a last drag on his cigarette to give himself courage and opened the window. Downstairs a discreet group of supportive people had gathered, rebuking the authority that had diverted traffic, cutting off access to the street in anticipation of disturbances; he saw STOP Evictions t-shirts and a PAH banner. He smiled gratefully. It was too late for him, but he was moved by the gesture. A 7TV camera focused on the window, while the Murcia Autonomous Television reporter broadcast the news live. He saw that the judicial procession had not yet entered; the locksmith was fiddling with his tools by the door. Before he softened too much and lost his resolve, he turned his head to find the branch manager's blind, the one that was moving, and stared at him, taking his time, so there would be no doubt who he was accusing.

Then, he jumped into the void...

... Without closing his eyes, because his plan required precision. I'm scared, he thought, before crashing right where he wanted to, at the feet of the commission.

His blood splattered them.

The 7TV camera immortalized the moment.

The national press would echo the event, because they love blood. The secretary came out, shaken in the photo, his hand on his cheek, as if something had hit him in the face; the rest of the entourage, by the portal, with their breath held in the same expression, it seemed that they were each contemplating their own death. They would be slow to forget that disturbing vision. That moment would be repeated every night in the solitude of his dreams.

It was Salvador's little revenge.
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2. Case closed
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On Monday morning, Inspector Juanito Proaza was heading to the police station on the AP-7. Everything seemed to be going well for him. He had solved two cases in record time, there were no mishaps in his first raid, and his insightful observations helped shed light on a third case, which turned out to be something very different from what it first appeared. Professionally speaking, he was doing great. In addition, on Sunday he put his mobile in airplane mode and spent the whole day with Virginia on the beach of La Perdiguera, one of the volcanic islands of the Minor Sea.

The memory drew a smile on him, and the recovered emotion made him travel back in time.

They had the aperitif, attentive to each other.

On the table in the bar, the sifted shadow of the reed protected from the sun his caffeine reduced with ice and his alcohol with soda. Virginia was holding the toothpick of a flag that she had swallowed in a single bite, without stopping talking about the story she was drawing. Juanito listened. He had been watching the process of creating the settings and characters that Virginia took out of her head and was impressed. "How did you do that?" He asked. "Like this," she showed him, in a way that seemed easy. And the mystery of how an idea is transformed into action to end up as a drawing that provokes emotions that generate new ideas, began to cease to be when Juanito witnessed all the steps. Even so, he kept looking at her rapt, because he liked to see how she organized her work, the neatness with which she renamed and ordered her models, and the almost maniacal care with which she chose her textures and materials. She was like a goddess in her world, with characters that she gave life to, because once you saw them you couldn't forget them. They were all unique. She created beauty out of nothing, out of sheer necessity, because it sprouted within herself without her being able to do anything to prevent it and she had to share it with others. And live on it, if possible. That is why he had to finish his story as soon as possible, to start with another project and get excited again. How she liked to see that contained enthusiasm, that artistic sparkle in her eyes that made her unique.

—The following story is going to deal with a deaf-mute girl with a special sensitivity to colors, who with the patience of a little ant fills everything around her with color, until she manages to transform the city where she lives into something more beautiful.

Virginia was one of those people who preferred things the way they should be rather than the way they are.

—It's a happy story, isn't it? She asked excitedly.

—Yes, but why a deaf-mute girl?

—Because since he cannot communicate in any other way, he does so through his brushes. It's easy to understand.

—But it's very sad.

—Are there no deaf-mute girls in the world?

—Yes, but ...

—Then they have the right to be the protagonists of a story, don't you think? It's going to be titled "Hue," like Photoshop's saturation command. The title is good. Yes?

—Very appropriate, but maybe the kids don't understand it.

—What difference does it make if I like it?

As he used to argue in a simple and blunt way, he was easily convinced and kept listening.

—Are you okay, Juanito?

—Yes, with you. He closed his eyes, wishing that the rest of his life would always be the same, with her, without legal responsibilities. But I feel a tingling in my stomach when I think that tomorrow they can give me a new case.

—Because of the slaughterhouse?

—It's not going out of my head.

—Give it time and you will see how the new thing that happens to you will displace the old.

—Sure, but today is today and not just any other day.

—Everything comes, my lord, you just have to learn to tolerate waiting well, Virginia recited, imposing her voice.

—Where did you get that from?

—From Hiken, the book I'm reading. He knew what the answer was going to be, but despite everything he said, "You can also ask to be discharged.

—I think I'd feel worse without doing anything. I need to move, burn this anxiety.

—Why don't you go to the doctor and listen to what he has to say to you?

Juanito had had enough bad experiences with doctors during his first two cases, and he didn't even want to hear about them. He preferred to go ahead and face whatever came, which turned out not to be what he expected, as on the other occasions.

In the homicide group room of the Cartagena police station, the atmosphere was a little more dense than on other occasions. The death in the act of service of Sub-inspector Andreu Baro weighed like a stone, and it reminded them that, equally, it could have been any of them. Even the fan was disconnected, supporting and adding to the general apathy. Juanito was mentally repeating an Aerosmith song that didn't get out of his head, as he looked at the table with growing apprehension.

There was a new case.

Something simple, the commissioner had said: to determine that the suicide of Salvador Sánchez Abellan, a 35-year-old man, domiciled in Cartagena, married to Andrea Clarés Garcia, 32, with a 6-year-old son named Daniel, was a suicide and not a homicide. Even if a suicide is a homicide against oneself. The photos showed him face down on the sidewalk, his head had hit the curb and was surrounded by a crown-shaped pool of blood strewn with teeth, his neck turned, his jaw dislodged with his tongue teasing them and his eyes wide open. Into the vacuum; the plaid shirt had burst from the pressure, a shoe was six feet from the body, on the hood of a parked car, and the right leg was at head level, with the knee over the shoulder; the rest of the members were also out of joint, in positions that the residents of the neighborhood would take a long time to forget. The Picasso case, it could be called. Even Garrido's smile faded as he contemplated the limp body of the suicide bomber.

When De la Mata heard the comments and answered the usual questions, he covered the photographs with the file folder and asked Adolfo and Marcelino if they were moving forward with their thing, if they closed it or what the hell was going on.

—We continue to review documents, boss, but there are many and now we are fine-tuning more. Give us time and you will see how we get it.

—You've been with that for two weeks now. Finish it in this one. You have five days, —he blurted out as an ultimatum. I turn my head in the direction of the inspector—. Marín, what are you with now?

—With the report on the bullfighter's case. Proaza has given me a copy of yours and I want to read it before making mine, to avoid mistakes.

—When you finish it, you give it to Rosa and give Barba and Utrero at hand, let's see if we can close the bloody case of the funeral home for the fucking time. What are you guys checking?

—Properties, income, account movements, emails, messages... —Marcelino Barba recited, one head above the commissioner.

—Give the bills and the banks to Marin.

—What are you doing, Garrido? —The commissioner looked at him from above, because he was taller.

—I have to read Juanito's report, then Marin’s, and finally write my own. To avoid mistakes, as they say out there.

—And you, Juanito?

I've already made mine. —He handed a copy to De la Mata, who valued the weight before putting it in his file—. Right now I have nothing pending.

—And do you think you're fit?

—Yes, sir.

—Well, take the file on the suicide bomber and close it this afternoon. Agree? It is a pure administrative procedure. —How the commissioner liked to say that—. It will serve to distract you: talk to the woman and the neighbors, let them tell you everything they know and you will give me a summary tomorrow, without too many details—of nuances and unnecessary descriptions, according to De la Mata. Then he made one of those gestures he used to do when he wanted to be funny and added—. Hope you don't complicate it and it ends up being a serial killer case or something else. They laughed, because all the cases that Proaza had dealt with had started out looking like one thing that later turned out to be something much more convoluted and frightening, even though it wasn't his fault.

—I'll try to make it just suicide, Commissioner.

New laughter and the atmosphere became lighter, less charged with dire forebodings.

Even the fan started.

Satisfied, Octavio de la Mata left the room. Although he had not yet managed to speak to the relatives of the murdered policeman, his spirits had improved. He asked Rosa for a very strong coffee, before shutting himself in his office, lighting a cigarette and trying again.

This time, someone picked up the phone. It was Natalia, the girlfriend of Deputy Inspector Baró. The commissioner introduced himself and told him the news.

Marín and Garrido, each one at his desk, began to read Proaza's report in order to prepare their own, she is concentrating on the details and he losing his grip on the style in which the novice wrote. Marcelino Barba began to review e-mails without much desire. Adolfo Utrero collected the invoices and bank movements of the suspect who they could not catch, to deliver them to Marín.

Juanito Proaza looked at the photos of his new case, the third. He read the report of the Local Police and the Launching Diligence that had been suspended, finished off with the trembling signature of the judicial secretary who witnessed it live. Since at that moment he did not feel like going to ask the neighbors and he did not have the body to talk to the widow either, he put everything in the brown folder, put the pistol in the holster he wore under his pants and fastened the badge to his belt; later, he covered it with the Guns N 'Roses T-shirt that Virginia had bought for him on Sunday night at a booth at the Lo Pagan fair.

He would go see the coroner, because a suicide is a homicide until proven otherwise, in his own words.

He was walking, looking for the shade of the trees, because the day had begun to warm up. As he passed the newsagent in the square, he was struck by the cover of Don Winslow's latest novel and bought it. He had finished the book that Álvaro Laíz, the president of the Lolita Club, had given him and he had nothing new to read. He went through the review twice, flipping through the book as he walked, anticipating the emotions he always expected when reading this author. Thus, almost without realizing it, he found himself at the doors of the Institute of Legal Medicine, with a book in one hand and a rolled-up file in the other. He put the novel in his back pocket and entered the building.

Descending the stairs to the basement, he found Luzon sipping coffee next to the machine in the hall.

—Long time no see, Inspector.

—We met last Monday. Did he miss me so much?

—You know it is. Forgot you owe me a coffee?

—I had no idea.

—Yes, he does, but he doesn't remember it. Remember and place yourself in the early morning on a Saturday, when I called you to update you on Boada's autopsy.

—How to forget her.

—Well, while I was telling you about it, he wanted to invite me to a coffee by phone, as a courtesy I suppose, and since it could not be because of the lateness of the hour and because you were in one place and I in another, I suggested that you give me the next day. The fifty cents.

—Ah, I see. What he wants is to get the money out of me.

—You don't interpret things correctly. What I try to do is free you from the burden of something that has been pending in your life.—Luzon put his hand, palm up, Juanito handed him a coin, and the coroner put it in the slot of the machine—. I invite you to a coffee, Proaza.

—You're very generous.

—Everybody tells me. —When the machine finished spitting out the precious liquid, he picked up the plastic cup from the tray and offered it to the inspector—. And also attentive. They educated me well. But let's not talk about me, because you want to know about the alleged suicide, right?

—Of course? Are you saying they pushed him?

—That's exactly what happened.

—But, if I remember correctly, when the police entered the house there was no one else. He took a sip of his coffee, recalling what he had read in the report, to check that he was not mistaken—. He will not imply that it was the kid, because he was with the neighbor.

—I'm not hinting at anything, but there are many ways to push a person. Sometimes, there are as many hands that push him as the people around him.

—Oh yeah, his metaphors. —Proaza breathed a sigh of relief.

—If you prefer to see it that way.

—I don't understand you.

—Well, forget it. —Do you want to see the body?

—Necessary?

—It is convenient. —As he saw that he started walking to the glass of coffee in his hand, he said. Throw that away, go ahead, and don't contaminate my workplace.

The autopsy room was empty, because that morning Oscar Piédrola, the coroner's assistant, had had to go to the Veterinary School to present his thesis. If all went well, he was thinking of setting up a clinic in a posh area of ​​Cartagena. At last he would give up this disgusting job washing and sewing corpses, and he would lose sight of Luzon, who did nothing but make fun of him.

That was what the coroner was telling him when they stopped in front of an occupied gurney, covered by a green sheet that he tossed aside almost delicately. The inspector saw that Salvador Sánchez Abellan was a thin and wiry man, with a bruised face, but orderly; the rest of the body has been just as well placed. Luzon tried with his art that the recognition of relatives was the least traumatic for them.

—He was a man with no prospects for the future, —he said, backhanding the air—. He did not want to go through the embarrassment of sleeping on the street with his family and took his own life before that happened. Hopefully, the media attention his widow and son will receive will provide them with a place to live, perhaps a flat seized from another poor family.

—The lawsuit has been put on hold.

—Sees it?

—The fact that?

—That the dead man got away with it.

—But earlier, he said they pushed him. He remembers?

—Of course I remember: he was pushed by those who were forcing him to leave his own home, but also indirectly contributed by the people he believed he had let down. Even his own name could give him the necessary boost. His name was Salvador, and perhaps that had something to do with the decision he made.

—Are you planning to include such nonsense in your report?

—Are you sure it's nonsense? Because other people may see it the way I do.

—And...?

—People who do these kinds of things out of love tend to create very strong bonds with the people they choose to sacrifice for. —The coroner made one hand, dizzy when he spoke, while the other rested in the pocket of his gown, waiting his turn—. That, my friend, generates a lot of intense emotions that right now will be in turmoil. Will they slowly burn in their own fire, or will they cause dire consequences that they will regret for the rest of their wretched lives?

—What do you think?

—That’s the truth can be terrifying.

—Thank you very much, Luzon, that will surely help me to clarify the facts.

—Think what you want, Inspector, because everything I've told you is just an initial assessment. It may be that in the next chapter of this drama we will find answers.

Proaza left the autopsy room confused, as almost always when he spoke with Luzon, with suspicions and questions in his head that he did not have before. The coroner had suggested that he be on the lookout for relatives and friends of the suicide bomber in case they were hiding any intentions. Intentions of what?

Perhaps the widow would put him out of doubt.

Instead of going back to the police station to pick up the car, he decided to walk through his book, because the street was not far. When he got to the building from which Salvador Sánchez jumped, he passed under the perimeter tape and observed the damp sidewalk, which had already been washed by cleaning officials. He was struck by the hovering of a fly on a telltale flash. It came from a small crack in the asphalt, next to the curb: it was a tooth, which he put in an evidence bag after the fly buzzed away. Proaza took out his mobile to see the news in the digital newspaper La Opinion de Murcia and saw the photo. The secretary was in the same place where he had found the tooth, with his hand on his cheek and an expression of pain, perhaps due to the impact. Then he would hand it over to the coroner. Since there was nothing else to see, he went to the portal and pressed the 7 ° C button on the intercom. A woman asked, Proaza identified herself and Andrea Clarés Garcia allowed her access to the sound of a metallic buzzer. The elevator was full of messages: "I love you, churri", "What is happening Tomasa?", "Daniel's mother is a whore", scratches and deliberate marks on the aluminum and glass, as if serve as a catharsis to that angry and dark part that we all carry inside.

The woman who opened the door for him had such a presence that it momentarily clouded Juanito's concentration, because his body radiated an intensity and a supernatural harmony that annulled thought. Andrea Clarés looked at the policeman with her blue eyes, waiting for him to start; the inspector tried to speak, but failed the first time.

—Yes? —Asked the woman.

—Can I ask you some questions? —He managed to articulate.

—Of course. Pass you.

The house smelled clean, of pine scrubs and bleach, of sunny Monday mornings, of fresh coffee, and toast with butter and jam, as if it were just another day and nothing had happened there. If the woman knew that the policeman had a tooth of her husband in a plastic bag inside his pocket, would the illusion be broken or would he still keep the guy? The boy was in the living room, watching a cartoon movie with his fists clenched, because Gru had gotten into trouble again.

They sat on the terrace, in plastic chairs around a folding table, and he offered her a drink that Proaza politely declined; Later he regretted it, because even though the awning was down, it was too hot. Andrea had the beautiful and strong hands of a working woman and she moved them quickly and efficiently, accustomed to cleaning and moving all kinds of objects; she dressed simply, with a very colorful apron protecting the dress. "My husband had a heart that did not fit in his chest, —" he told the inspector—, "and he knew how to keep his intentions hidden until the last moment," she said, as if he were talking about someone who had died twenty years ago. What she wanted to imply was that he had done it to avoid worrying his wife and son. He took out the bank papers, showed him the card and the mortgage deed. The woman was about to collapse when answering some of the questions that the policeman asked her, but the message that she wanted to convey to her son was that his mother was still there, that he was stronger than anyone and that she would take care of him at all cost, because life went on and the child needed to grow up in an emotionally stable and safe environment. Even though Daniel was watching TV right now, she couldn't break down and risk being discovered. She had to protect her little one from reality, she had to keep him from pain. He played his role so well that Juanito began to wonder what he was doing there wasting that woman's time. She looked at him and smiled tenderly. He would cry silently later, alone in his room, his eyes seemed to say.

—You really don't want to drink anything? I also have a beer ...

He said no again and when he saw the pitcher of orange juice with ice cubes, he regretted it again. Mouth dry from the heat, watching the drops trickle down the surface of the glass, he kept asking questions:

—Did he have brothers?

—He was an only child.

—Friends?

—Your party friends were left behind when we got married. Our friends are those of Daniel's school: the parents of his classmates—. ”He smiled, remembering moments and faces.

—And didn't your husband have close friends?

—No.

—Did they have coexistence problems?

—I supposes like all marriages.

—How he got along with his parents.

—They were tolerated, but they stopped talking in December, when his mother died.

—Does the father know?

—Of course, you know. I myself told you on the phone a moment ago.

—And how did you react?

—With his usual bad shadow. —There he frowned and pursed his lips—. Reminding me that he already warned us that we were not going to be able to pay the mortgage.

—Where do you plan to leave when the eviction is executed?

He replied in a taken voice:

—I'll have to ask Julian to take care of the boy while I'm at work. It sure softens and lets us live in your house until you find something. He's her grandson, and even though he plays tough, I know he adores him.

—Do you have his current address?

—Sure... Are you going to see him?

Andrea did not understand the type of questions the inspector was asking her, unless it was some image laundering tactic that the National Police Force had implemented, asking about family matters out of courtesy to appear closer and closer. humans. She was confused, because the young man seemed sincere, but gave her the address and phone number of her late husband's father without much enthusiasm. Proaza saw grief begin to darken his face, or perhaps exhaustion, as he cast furtive glances toward the living room. The inspector looked at his watch, closed his notepad, got up, said he was sorry, and left, thinking that I should have asked him for a glass of water. Nor did he ask the neighbors, who told him some gossip about Salvador and Andrea. When he was back on the street, the first thing he did was go into a bar and order a coffee with ice. He downed it in one gulp and asked for another.

Julian Sánchez, her father-in-law, lived a few blocks from Andrea's home. He was a stubborn, tough man who seemed stupider than he was, with grudges and entrenched prejudices speaking for him. Although he lived surrounded by crosses and little pictures of saints, he gave the impression that he was drawing his energy from contained hatred. Salvador was a wimp, he said, a weak man that that bitch manipulated at will, as he had always said, because he was penetrating her little by little. How did you manipulate him? Well, taking the money from him through his son, who had to humble himself and ask, because the lady wanted to buy a flat in a tower to have a good view and they did not have the money for the entrance.

—I knew I had lost it when he stopped listening to me.

—Is that why he stopped talking to you, because he didn't agree with you?

—It's not just that, don't think so. That woman scared me, if I have to be honest. I'm not ashamed to admit that I couldn't handle her, but I watched her when she was unprepared and I didn't like the things I saw a bit: she made gestures in front of the mirror and talked to herself. I know what I'm saying. First, he ruined his own father, whom he put into a mental hospital, resulting in the death of his wife, and now he has killed my son after ruining me. I don't think it will get me out of the way, because I wouldn't get anything out of it.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Rafael Estrada

Dellrlum





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





