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My eternal solidarity for all of the human beings in the world who have been victims of kidnapping in all of its forms, as I was for some hours by members of the Judicial Police of my country, the morning of May 26, 1983. 

To all of those people who are currently being victims of kidnapping, deprived from their liberties by those wild and criminal hordes. For all of those that is lost, somewhere in the Colombian Jungle, uprooted from their homes and society by force. My hope is with all of these human beings, so they can regain their unconditional freedom, as soon as possible.


«It was then when the ‘Compay’ Miguel, in a fatherly and protective outburst, witnessed the capture of his best friend offspring, as well as those other children’s that grew up with him, and he took the machete that he had on his back; he just wanted to take the commander from the back, but a treacherous bullet burst ended up with his life».

«Tomorrow, a new dawn».

––––––––

He was not in a hurry. It was just the end of another working day at the south riverside; he was taking his daily journey at dawn to end up with his workday as a security officer in a big shopping mall.

Lighted another cigarette meanwhile he started rambling on his mind, making projects; the same ones as every morning, and every single day. 

He had a few more semesters to finish college; and then he would have his diploma to be accredited to become a lawyer, specializing on immigration affairs. 

Although he had a monotonous job, this allowed him to pay for his own studies, and he wouldn’t need any kind of government loan. It was only a matter of months. 

That day, full of memories and nostalgia, his beloved and now distant Cuba came into his mind. The Cuba that he had to leave at once with the first chance that he found.  

Otherwise, he had certainly spent some good months as the scaffold  when he was just starting to feel like an adult meanwhile he was a child, that time when he was proclaiming his own ideas about freedom and justice, which may well bring you an odd headache to your parents.

On those days during the summer season, he should be able to harmonize the university holidays and vacation days from work. He decided to take a good and well deserved break, so he could clarify his ideas, put everything in order; and prepare himself for the next semester.  

Although it was not on his immediate plans, he might take the decision to make a trip to Ottawa, and why not, even Toronto. After all, I’ve always liked to take the road with my friends, music at loud and driving with no destination.

As cheerful as he was, after several beers with his comrades, they always started planning getaways and travel thousands of miles across Canada. 

As for love, he had always being clearly recalcitrant to stay away from any kind of romanticism. He never went beyond an affair from time to time; some sleepless night, some of the “today I saw you, tomorrow, I don’t know you”; some sporadic one night stand, no compromises, without consequences.  

Anyway, at his twenty something years, he still had to go and see the world and taste from its delights.

He was going up the hill from the slope of a long bridge, gently accelerating, to avoid  forcing the engine, as this slope was very pronounced. He began to see the city that refuses to wake up, reflecting its last lights at the Saint-Laurent river waters. At one side, the Olympic Stadium shows its round silhouette, resembling a resting and giant flying UFO.

Suddenly and out of nowhere, like a ghost, some human form appeared before the windshield and plunged against the railing of the bridge. At first, the figure hit against something, and then it just fell off into the road.

He managed to spot her almost by reflex. In just a flash, he suddenly put the break on, and holding his breath, tried desperately to steer the wheel.  The bumper stopped just at the right time. 

He was just a few feet’s away. Nervous and full of panic, he came out from his car to find out what did exactly happened, and try to provide immediate assistance. 

─ Ça va, Madame?  Vous n’avez rien?  Laissez-moi vous aider, s’il vous plaît!

─ ¡I don’t speak French! ─ She replied almost shouting, meanwhile she was trying hard to stand up; she was staggering and holding onto the railing to find some support. – I’m fine, don’t worry – the mysterious woman said. 

After holding her, he opened the car door; and still, even with some resistance, he gently accommodated her on the passenger seat. 

─ It’s very dangerous to stay here. The traffic will be impossible very soon. Let me take you to a safer place please, you cannot stay here-. 

And so, they left. 

On their way, he tried to guess what kind of reasons could take her to this strange situation in which he found her: alone in the middle of the bridge, in the middle of the night. He suspects, by the obviousness of the circumstances that her intentions were suicidal. As often happened, that river bridge had already claimed the lives of many desperate or deranged people. 

Anyway, all that remained as an enigma during the ride. 

She curled up on his seat, staring, like indifferent, watching the birth of a new day, sluggishly dawning at the horizon. 

─ I’m Manolo Bustamante, what is your name? 

No answer came off from her mouth who, plunged into the depths of her thoughts, was tracing something with her finger on the car window. 

With the fair clarity offered by the new day, he discovered a serious bleeding on her naked left foot, lying on the seat. Besides, the swelling caused by it did not look very well. 

─It’s necessary that you go and see a doctor, that’s not normal, if I may, I-....  Said the young man, when she interrupted him, adamantly:  

─ I’m fine. I don’t need to see anybody. Just take me to my apartment-. 

─ So, if you give me your address...

─ On the D’Iberville street.

He was trying to establish some kind of communication with that unknown and fortuitous woman, that fell from heaven, or catapulted from hell itself, but the results were the same: nothing!

She was stubborn, with too much secrecy, locked in her own world. Only God knows what was going through her mind at that time. He just looked at her, searching for an answer.  

─ In that building, right next to the red car. I live there. 

He parked and immediately went down to assist her. She avoided him with a small jerk. Él se estacionó y descendió en seguida para asistirla. Ella lo evitó de un pequeño envión.

─ Thank you. I can do it by myself, you already did enough. 

She went down the car, shaky, and before she could avoid it, he took her in his arms again. 

─ This idiot, who does he thing he is? She thought for herself, so he replied:

─ Put me on the ground right away, I’m not a disabled person. 

─ If you don’t accept my help – he said -, I’m going to have to call an ambulance. I cannot leave you like that. So, with or without your permission I have no other choice.  

And stubborn as he was, he led her by those high stairs, going to the second floor to that building. 

She didn’t know what to do or say, but at the end, she let herself be led by the strange guy. Anyway, an ambulance would only make the situation get worse.  

She gently pushed the door, and she noticed that she didn’t even lock it.

─ Thank you for everything, you can leave now. 

Without even listening to her, he helped her enter; and then, after leaving her sitting on the couch he went straight to the kitchen: 

─ I would be good for you to drink some coffee. After that, I will soak your feet with hot water and salt, to prevent an infection─, he said, meanwhile he was pointing at her swollen feet.

––––––––

Meanwhile he was busy in the kitchen; she walked like a zombie to the bedroom. She stood there for a moment, standing silently, contemplating the inanimate body.  

And then, she burst into tears, she couldn’t stop. That pain, being withheld for so long, came out to the surface, unstoppable. He approached her, he saw the body, lying there, and then he understood everything. 

─ ¿Is she dead?

She barely nodded to confirm it. 

─¿Is your mother, I guess?

Without saying a word, she lay down the chest of her dead mother; and she lies there, moaning and crying for a long time.

He watched her, speechless. After a long period of silence, he gently placed his hands on her shoulders. Meanwhile he was trying to hide the tears that escaped from his eyes, unintentionally, he told her:

─ The first thing that I’m going to do is take care of you, after that, we will take care of her

─ ¡I don’t have any money, I don’t have anyone to go and ask for help! 

─ Don’t you worry; I will take care of it.  

Then, he led her into the living room, he sat her softly, meanwhile he walked to the kitchen. He made some coffee, that she accepted it, silently.  

Immediately afterwards, he got down on his knees, and with all of the patience in the world, he began to wash her feet with warm salt water. 

An employee approached them with some papers in his hand. 

─ ¿Qui va s’en occuper des frais?- 

─ C’est moi ─, Manolo replied, adamantly, meanwhile he was offering another cup of coffee to Amelia. Sitting on that funeral home, they were waiting for all of the correspondent procedures.  .

─ Amelia, uhm! I suggest you the incineration, because maybe one day, you will like to take her to be buried on her home land, with your family. 

She accepted it, without saying a word.  

Meanwhile Manolo was taking care of details of the cremation of the body, she wandered, thinking. Her mind was reconstructing the images and moments from the past, trying to understand the drama that she had lived on those last hours.  

She recalled this afternoon, after she was living for some shopping, she had found Teresa crawling on the floor of the bedroom, and meanwhile she was holding her wound with her hands. 
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