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	When courage is your only way out!

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Steve’s and Ezra’s discomforts


Steve was washing some luxury cars that day, Audis, Mercedes, and a few Maseratis.

	He had been working in this garage for a while. He was a mediocre employee, with little initiative. But he was honest and usually on time.

	He sometimes forgot things, like a bottle or a cleaning product in the car, or to wash the lights. But the boss liked him. It was difficult to find employees with a low salary. It was, also, unpleasant job conditions. 

	As for the customers, they were rather indifferent towards him. All that matters to them was a job well done. Nothing more.

	One day, a couple came back to pick up their cherished Land Rover. 

	“Sniff, sniff... what’s that smell?”

	Bill saw a dirty rag on the back seat.

	“Oh, no! That’s disgusting! That’s unacceptable!”

	“Please, Karen, don’t say anything! Look, I took it out. Forget about it.”

	“Bill, we’re not letting them get away with this. I need an apology right now!”

	“Karen, I took that nasty piece of cloth out. It’s okay now honey. Let’s go!”

	“No way! This smell is so strong, it stinks. It will remain for a long time!”

	Karen went out of the car towards the employee. “That’s a spooky looking dude. I had better be quick.” she thought.

	“Hey, excuse me. Were you the one who cleaned our car?”

	“Yes, ma’am.”

	“Ma’am? Ugly work you did. I want to speak to your supervisor.”

	“Oh, okay. He has that red shirt across the parking lot.”

	“Get out of my way now, idiot!” whispered Karen.

	Steve was used to these unpleasant remarks. He did not care. He was there for his pay, nothing else. Hoping to keep his job.

	Bill waited in the car while Karen reached the supervisor. He looked at himself in the mirror to verify his handsome face and beautiful curls. He pulled out a comb to fix his greased hair. He noticed something familiar about the poor man. After exiting the car, he had a flashback.

	“Hey, Steve??? Is this really Steve?”

	“Um, yes...” Steve grumbled, uninterested.

	“THE Steve?? Steve Orion THE quarterback? We played together in the football team at the University of Mount-Trial. I’m Bill Delano, your offensive line center guard! I was the one who was handing you the ball between my legs!” 

	“Hi James. I remember you, vaguely.” 

	“Vaguely? You’re kidding. I am not James, I am Bill. So, Steve, is this your dad’s or your uncle’s company, and are you helping today? This can’t be your genuine job, you tell me!” quipped Bill.

	“Indeed, it’s my duty. Not my father’s business, nor that of any member of the family.”

	Bill was flabbergasted. Steve was the star of college and university. He came from a wealthy family, with enviable grades, promised to such a bright future.

	“Well, Steve, I may not be minding my business, but what happened to you? One day you quit the team, and the school, you flat out disappeared, so to speak. What happened? A tsunami?” 

	“I got in a lot of trouble.” Steve said laconically. “I don’t feel like talking about it. Now I have work to do, life goes on.”

	Bill left with a good tip, disoriented by the decline of his ex-buddy Steve. Whom he had not seen since his glorious university years.

	Karen had kept the chase on. 

	“Hi, I heard you are the manager. Your guy did a lousy job in our car. He left a smelly rag on the back seat. Dirty, stinky. Is that how you treat your loyal customers? I want a refund!”

	“Ma’am, we don’t give refunds. I will clean your SUV now again for you. If it’s necessary.”

	“How dare you speak to me that way! Do you know who I am? You just lost our business!”

	“Bill, let’s go! We will never come back here again.” Bill was speechless. He looked at Karen and at Steve. Drove off, looking lost.

	Steve glanced at them, sadly. Another unsatisfied customer.

	***

	“You’re sick again, Ezra, aren’t you?” the half-threatening, half-indifferent voice called out.

	“Stop complaining. You look like an old heap of scrap metal. Get a move on!”

	Ezra was struggling to complete her tasks, as was too often the case. She had been sick due to unknown causes, for years. Yet she was putting all her efforts, all her heart into it, for her children, first, and for herself, far in second place.


***

	All this circus in which Steve and Ezra had found themselves had been well orchestrated. In fact, a long time ago, with Bigotry as its country of origin. 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Seer’s move to Canasta


A woman came out of the kitchen, shouting from afar. “It’s time for dinner, Seer!”

	Seer was the fourth in a family of five boys. A curious kid. Bigotry was also a peculiar country, strange. That was an understatement.

	In 1940, the population of Bigotry was about 30 million. But quite dense. With overcrowded cities and large pockets of poverty, sometimes extreme.

	In the late 1940s, the country emerged from the former Mighty Empire in a successful independence movement.

	A few wealthy families benefited, but ordinary people had noticed no genuine change. Except a moderate impoverishment, balanced by a few advantages in their everyday life. But nothing more.

	Seer was very young when the Empire had dumped Bigotry. He didn’t remember, but he heard a lot about it. He was proud of his country, and indifferent to the Empire and its domination. Seer was an awkward boy himself, consumed by an inordinate ambition. And above all, he had a thirst for severe control over everything.

	This little devil Seer loved to read all kinds of books. He was dreaming that one day he would become a successful businessman. He would have a big family, a plush house, an immense pool, luxury vehicles and more. Seer loved the idea of having a flower garden. Not because he liked flowers, but to show his prosperity. He wanted to leave no doubt in people’s minds. He had carved out an enviable place for himself in society. Succeeded in his life.

	He knew it would be difficult to achieve this in his hometown. It was a daunting task for people to improve the social standing of their birth in Bigotry.

	Young Seer wanted to become an important and respected person. It wasn’t clear how to proceed. He worked hard at school, wishing to build a successful career when he grew up.

	He was listening to the conversations of adults at school, and on the streets. He wanted to understand who led the discussion, and how. This thirst for knowledge, information, and control, haunted him. 

	One day, his father offered him to go and study in a foreign country, far away. In the western hemisphere, Canasta. Seer instantly accepted, even though he didn’t know where the land was. He only knew that Canasta had been part of the Mighty Empire, like Bigotry. He also learned that most people lived differently there. It was freezing in winter.

	But about Canasta’s neighbor, the powerful United Spaces of Argentia, Seer had learned a bit more. The USOA was also a former member of the Mighty Empire. They had won the war of independence. A century later, they became more powerful than the Empire had ever been.

	


***

	USOA people owned many companies and businesses with branches in Bigotry. Many well-known professionals such as engineers, eminent chemists, and doctors lived there. Some had worked there only for a few years, while others did spend their entire career in the region.

	Two of the known professionals were directors in the largest factory within 300 kilometers near the village of Seer. A huge international chemical company that was owned by USOA nationals.

	Seer had run into these two VIPs from time to time at the local market. He had noticed them because of their stylish clothes and hats. Also, because of how they paid lavishly.

	Sometimes, they would foolishly display small wads of dollars from their well-stocked wallets. They were not rude to the local vendors, but cold, unsmiling. In Seer’s opinion, they showed little respect for his culture, haughty. Flaunting their superior class. But unconsciously, he envied these foreigners from a powerful country. They were sure of themselves, dominant.

	So, when his dad offered him to study in Canasta, he jumped on it like a leopard on a fleshy prey.

	***

	On the eve of his plane flight, his father approached him.

	“Son, always remember who you are and where you come from.”

	“What do you mean, Dad? I will always recall this house.”

	“I know, but I’m talking about much more... Well, make sure you pass on your culture to your children and grandchildren. Never forget your youth, our way of life, our traditions. Foreign countries have strange habits. We have the right ones, you know! You have the proper way, keep it, cherish it, protect it, until your coffin, promise?”

	“Sure, Dad, sure, I understand, and I swear to you.”

	Seer had guaranteed, convinced, from the depths of his soul.

	***

	In Bigotry, a significant part of the population lived with this closed mindset. Surely not everyone, though. For those who had it, maintaining the family image was paramount. Almost any type of action to preserve. They tolerated it, even encouraged. Physical mistreatment, abuse, even honor killings were acceptable. And in some families, it was deemed necessary.

	The local police were impassive, even powerless faced with these crimes. Sometimes savage acts that were often covered up by neighbors, for fear of reprisals. In some cases, this behavior was approved, encouraged by other powerful families. And their members would sometimes bribe the police not to investigate as they should. Fear in the population, or reasons that sometimes resembled passive indoctrination, led to the tacit support of these actions.

	Seer was no exception. He knew Canasta, and the Unified Spaces of Argentia, only by reputation. He had heard, and confirmed by his father, that the people there lived in strange ways. They had obscure values, but they were rich and dominated the planet. Seer would learn a lot there about power and money. The two affluent, distinguished men he saw in the village were, for him, a kind of target, an ideal to reach. 

	Young, but already imbued with these values, Seer packed his bags, and, with mixed emotions, left home for the first time. He was unsure if it would be for good or not.

	At Bigotry’s main airport, he saw many people of different skin colors. They were speaking unknown languages, something new to him.

	His father had not told him that Canasta had two official languages, English and French. He was about to live in the French majority area. However, about 15% of the people used English. That percentage would be higher in the largest city, Mount-Trial. The place where Seer was going to study and live. He was entering this world-renowned university for a bachelor’s degree in mathematics. So, no problem. But, how could he meet a woman if 85% of the population spoke only French?

	As for women, he should target the potential English speakers as soon as possible. The university girls were his first thought, for sure. And his controlling mind undoubtedly applied to his future wife, and later on, to his children. At the airport, waiting, and on the plane on this long journey, he had plenty of time to mull it all over. He juggled his ideas of grandeur and prestige. Could a woman with a lower level of education prove to be an easier prey? Maybe, maybe not. 

	The trip went very well. The hostesses were friendly on the plane, although they spoke with an accent he was not used to. Regularly, they asked Seer to repeat a simple command or comment. Was this a preview of some potential challenges to come? Yes, he thought, protect yourself. Dad had said.

	***

	The plane landed.

	Seer was now alone in this unknown society. A cab driver picked him up at the airport in Mount-Trial. In fact, this vehicle was already waiting for him. During the drive, he fell in love with almost everything. He loved the landscape, the buildings, the clear road signs, the way people dressed and spoke, though expecting problems with the accents. He already felt grateful for this decision.

	When he arrived at his apartment, he found it very spacious. His bedroom back home was smaller, as he had to share it with other siblings. Everything was clean. Well furnished. Fully equipped.

	A friend of his father who lived in Mount-Trial arranged everything for him. He made sure that his arrival was to be easy and his installation uncomplicated. The family was of paramount importance. He took his pen and wrote this wonderful news to his parents. This new home was perfect for him. Since his dad never mentioned whether he would return to Bigotry, he understood it was for a while.

	In the following days, Seer got up early every morning to plan outings to visit the neighborhood. He located the grocery store, clinics, community center, the library and more. He created a list of all the places he needed to get by. Things were good!

	Seer had been reading about Canasta for the past few months. Yet, nothing had prepared him for this culture shock. The more he interacted with people, the more he realized they didn’t understand him well. But obviously, it was difficult for them to decode his accent and vice versa, as he had noticed on the plane.

	Seer felt isolated. People from the local majority often looked at him with curiosity. Sometimes this was fine, and he smiled. But on other occasion, he was uncomfortable. He would go back to his apartment without completing his errands. 

	Besides, he often could not find the usual food he enjoyed at home, or the ingredients or spices to prepare a decent meal. He sometimes stayed in his apartment for a long time without going out, feeling homesick. But the militant fighter kept his head above water. These hard first milestones in Canasta were the genesis of the road to wealth, power and control, he told himself. A few minor obstacles, but nothing more. He would step over them, avoid them, crush them, burn them, or make them disappear. Minor hurdles.

	Seer also found help from the community center. He figured out the culture and learned some keywords in French. The major differences in pronunciation in English, key gestures, and more.

	Step by step, he got used to the food, but also kept working on recreating Bigotry’s cuisine. He located specialized markets to buy the necessities for the apartment. Adapting to Canasta was essential to him, too. It was where he wanted to fulfill his dreams of dominance, authority, and satisfaction.

	Also, he kept daily contact with his father’s friend, the man who had arranged the apartment for his very first day.

	He hoped that one day he could bring the rest of his family to this great country. Or better yet, create and control his own, here in Canasta. He would never be alone.

	No doubt about it, he would put all the energy into it. He would do it secretly. No one had to know, or even suspect, his ambitious plans. He had to appear like a simple foreign student coming to get an important degree, and nothing else. Not to arouse any suspicion, ever.

	He would live his dreams, and everything would work his way, under his guidance. That was the strategy. But how to make it happen? 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	The Druid’s mixture


After his arrival, Seer convinced his younger cousin to immigrate to the country as well. Together, they worked to build a sense of belonging to Canasta. At the same time, they continued maintaining their way of life. They surrounded themselves with new friends. They became very close to two other guys from Bigotry. This new dynamic helped them cope with the difficulties they faced in this new continent. 

	On a beautiful summer day, the close-knit group received an invitation to attend a party. Hosted by the most popular football player. It was a great opportunity, a privilege, Seer thought. They gladly accepted.

	When they arrived at the gathering, folks greeted them with kindness. They tasted the appetizers of the excellent buffet. They met the students who were among the elite of the school. Sometimes alone, other times two by two, they chatted with the other guests.

	Everything was going well in this very pleasant atmosphere, almost surreal. Then Seer heard a lot of shouting, loud, outside the main festivities building. He looked around for his group. He called out to his cousin Rick and friend Edward, who were nearby. They set out, a little worried, to find Nergal, who was not in sight.

	They walked their way through the screaming crowd in the gardens. They saw a student named Steve beating Nergal on the ground. With some courage, Seer asked for support from one of his new acquaintances. He was afraid to interfere. A guy named Mike. He asked the big guy to show mercy and stop the battle. The crush continued for a bit until Mike pulled Steve aside, urging that he ended it.

OEBPS/cover.jpeg
RoSEM AND G. BRUNO

THE

When courage is
your only way out





