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“Hospitals, jails and whores.

These are the

 universities of life.

I have taken

several degrees.

Call me doctor”



Charles Bukowski 








		





		
	
	
	

	CHAPTER 1 





It seemed so damn easy.

Five hundred euros a week, and who had ever seen them.

Expenses to be borne by them, including camera system and security door.

No, please do not lecture me: a lot of people are dealing here in the neighborhood, and even if I had not done it, those, the buyers, it is not as if they would have had a hard time getting their supplies elsewhere.

I rather would like to understand how the firefighters who were accompanying the police officers who did the break-in broke down the door with that speed, without giving me time to get rid of the amount of substance I had in the house: and now it is all an uphill path, you understand, I knew full well what I was risking. Twenty-five grams in pre-packaged sachets, the scales, and then they surely must have been filming with cameras to catch the comings and goings of customers...I am screwed, come on, we do not tell each other nonsense.

Other than bullshit, we are talking about ten years here: the evidence of dealing is so obvious that unless the lawyer comes up with something (and I don't see what he could come up with...), even with the alternative rite I cannot gain a substantial sentence discount.

Unless I repent, the petty officer who handcuffed me said with a slightly mocking smile. «We always put in a good word with the magistrates for those who provide useful information, and you by now are one who should know a lot about things ... come on, that you might even get an extra prize if you decide to cooperate.»

And how not. One shot of the revolver, extra, I could certainly make up for it.

Thank you, but I feel like I have enough problems already, do not you think?

No, the only sensible thing to do here is to put my mind at ease, calmly try to settle in, and resign myself to a waiting period that could be very long.

Even still, today this validation hearing I have to play it the best I can, and they have instructed me on how to do it: the lease is still in the name of the old user of the apartment, I just have to try to convince the judge that the house is not mine and that I was just passing through.

From the face he looks like someone not too bad this prosecutor, I will try to talk to him in a moment, when he is done with these formalities: I doubt I will succeed, but in short, it will not hurt to try.

«Mrs. Marella, right? I hope you have understood the situation.» he began.

«There you see, I actually, Mr. Judge, was only a guest in the apartment where I was arrested this morning. I'm homeless, and the lady who owns it offered to keep me with her for a few days, but then she…»

«No, no, don't waste my time with this nonsense, ma'am! We know that the lease is in another person's name, but we also know that the dwelling has long been occupied exclusively by you. The military has been watching you for two months, what do you think? And besides, you are certainly not here on a petty dealing matter...if you want to waste my time, say so clearly and we'll end it right now.»

I do not understand: after all, as I was reflecting earlier twenty-five grams may support a hypothesis of dealing, but certainly we are not talking about international trade, but what do you mean by that talk?

I do not have time to recover, to try to understand, to think, that immediately that one presses in: «Marella, of those three kilos of narcotics we found in your garage do you wish to tell us anything or do you wish to deny it? The keys proving that the garage was in your exclusive possession were found by the policemen in your house at the outcome of the search, so please ... don't waste our time!»

Holy Christ.

They screwed me.

Maybe those very ones made a trade with the cops: they stay protected, but every once in a while they sacrifice a little token like me and a few kilos of stuff, just to show that they made a big seizure, or...who knows, somebody really used my garage as a storage facility where they could settle, maybe temporarily, this very significant amount; I do not know, I do not understand anymore.

The only thing I know is that if that is really the case, and this certainly does not strike me as the type to make jokes or tell lies, that ten years doubles to twenty: and there is really nothing at all I can do about it, and certainly not now.

«I am exercising my right not to answer» I can only whisper in a hushed voice.

Then I seem to see a movie rewound at great speed, as if I were dreaming: the cell phone parked in the courtyard leading me out of the barracks, the highway tollbooth, the dark and very tall doorway of this sad building in front of which I have passed so many times and which bears at the top that sign “DISTRICT HOUSE” that gives me a chill down my spine. Another inner courtyard, that of the prison this time, another corridor, a very long one, the peeling walls, the signing on the forms, the slamming gates, the line with three other girls who, like me, are entering today, I understand.

