
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


In That Station

Michele Viviane de Souza Silva

––––––––

Translated by Amanda 


“In That Station”

Written By Michele Viviane de Souza Silva

Copyright © 2017 Michele Viviane de Souza Silva

All rights reserved

Distributed by Babelcube, Inc. 

www.babelcube.com 

Translated by Amanda

Cover Design © 2017 MK CAPAS

“Babelcube Books” and “Babelcube” are trademarks of Babelcube Inc.



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


IN THAT STATION












[image: image]




MISHA ANDERSON




















COPYRIGHT © 2017 MISHA ANDERSON



Cover: Diego Freitas Designer 

Final Review: Sabryne Cunha de Matos

Translation: Amanda Placca

1st. Edition

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

Any distribution or copy from any part of this book isforbidden without the author’s written approval.



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


IN THAT STATION

[image: image]




“Five love possibilities, five destinies and only one station”

Embark on this exciting trip...

Their ways were so different, but a coincidence crossed the five “couples” storiesthrough an unexpected event that would change their route forever and which will make us think about: On the rails of life, how far can the feelings lead us?

––––––––
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I – WHILE I WAIT– (Meryl & Peter)

II – IN A DANCING CASINO– (Lisa & Vadinho)

III – LULLABY FOR RAFAEL ZAHAV – (Sophia& Rafael)

IV – A TISSUE, A LOVE – (Aurora & Ken)

V – THE CARMINE OF YOUR LIPS– (Juanita& Liam)
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LOVE IN THE WAGONS, WAGONS IN THE RAILWAYS






Each writer has a way to create a synchrony with their stories, each one has a kind of ritual to write a piece, some of them only write in the same place, others like to work in the silent of an early hour. 

However, I consider myself to be a storyteller more than another thing. It is the most direct way, the most well-done arrow that the storyline and the characters reach me and get inside my soul is through the music.

For me some musicis like direct messages from the characters, as if they get undressed through the rhymes and chords, showing a little more about their secrets on each line.

The list of music bellow tells about the characters in this tale. I wish they could also touch your hearts.

- Naquela estação – Adriana Calcanhoto

- Trem azul – Elis Regina (Lô Borges)

- A rota do indivíduo (ferrugem) – Djavan

- Da cor do pecado – Dori Caymmi (Bororó)

- Em um dancing cassino – Fátima Guedes

- Encontros e despedidas – Maria Rita (Milton Nascimento)

- Menino grande – Maria Bethânia (Antônio Maria)

- La solitudine – Renato Russo (Laura Pausini)

- Por si acaso no regresso – Célia Cruz

- Dos gardenias Y Besame mucho – Omara Portuondo

- Murmullo – Ibrahim Ferrer (Buena Vista Social Club)

- Proposta – Roberto Carlos

- Caruso – Zizi Possi (Lucio Dalla)

- Oyfn Pripitchik – (Jewish Lullaby)

- Always on my mind – Michael Bublé

- Lullaby – Take 6 (Alvin Chea / Ivan Lins) 

PART I

––––––––
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You 

Got on the train 

And I was at the station 

Looking the skyrun away 

––––––––
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And it was late 

To try 

To convince you 

To stay...

PROLOGUE


“...It’s not about having

All of the people in the world for you

It’s about knowing that somewhere

Someone is looking after you

It’s about singing and being able to hear

More than your own voice

It’s about dancing in the rain of life  

That’s falling on us.




It is knowing to feel the infinity

In a universe so big and so beautiful

It is knowing to dream

And so make it worth every verse

Of that beautiful poem about believing.




It’s not about getting on top of the world

Knowing that you won

It’s about the climb and feeling 

That the way just made you strong

It’s being shelter

And also home for other hearts

And this way have friends with you

In all of the situations




We can´t have everything

What would be the fun in this world if it was like that

That’s why I rather have the smiles

And the gifts that life brought

Closer to me.




It’s not about everything that your money

Is able to buy

But all of the moments and smile that 

We get to share all around.

Not about running 

Against the time to always have more

Because when you least expect

Your life ran out of time




Just hold your son in your arms

Smile and hold tight your parents

While they are here

Cause life is a Bullet train

And we are only passengers waiting to leave...”

(Bullet train – Ana Vilela)
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BULLET TRAIN
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A man walked about the station carrying a heavy box: a job.

It was just what he should think, it was a job and nothing more.

To repeat it was his mantra, but every time he had imagined about the power inside that box and what his services caused, he thought about if that money would be worth.

He owed some million Euros for the Russians... Although he did not want, he needed to accept this job to pay them, or, well... The Russians would do what they knownwell how to do with him. 

“Rather them than me” – He repeated until it become a mantra – “Rather them than me...”

***
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The man with the mustache rose his eyes to the clock that blinked in front of him. Thirteen minutes left.

“I know Darling, I will solve it as soon as possible.” – Said him while he drank a cup of coffee. –“It is time to go, I need to turn off, love you.”

He put the phone and checked the clock in front of him with a golden watch that he took out of his waistcoat pocket. They were synchronized.

He liked his life in this way.

And his life was this way.

Each thing in its right time, and everything in a determined order. Was there anything better? Synchronicity was his favorite word, his personal neologism.

He put his watch into the right pocket of his waistcoat, checked the pen in the left pocket of his coat and put his haton.

Took his white handkerchief out of his pocket and polished his nameplate: 
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Thomas Lawkeeper – Train driver.
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***

“Mom, ask Mary to give my Ipad back.”

“Mary, give your sister’s Ipad back.”– Said her without take her eyes off the laptop.

“But she took it first.”

“Girls, you must obey your mother, don’t make me go there” – said the girls’ dad with his strong German accent, without take his eyes off the cellphone.

***
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Andrew had another travel. He needed to close the coal mines business’deal in Italy and check how the subsidiaries were.He was trying to concentrate on his report but he’d always lost his train of thought while the two damned girls, sat some places in front of him, were disputing an iPad.

Cannot their parents see that? Cannot they stop paying attention in their damned devices for a second and shut up those children’s mouth? – He thought.

I should have paid for the first class, damned Jeng, he never does what I say. When I come back London we will talk about it. If I cannot get the merger, he and his girlfriend will both be fired. I think he does not know that I know about their affair inside the company.

And the businessman tried to finish his report.

***
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A strong black-haired man with short stylish hair and beautiful brown eyes was looking through the window the beauty of a camp and, for a while, all the sadness that was inside that first-class cabin has passed. He had a purpose to be there:to enjoy his honeymoon with his wife, and that’s what he is going to do and nothing in the world would stop him. Neither a Glioblastoma.

The movement of the cabin bathroom door took his attention.

The man stood up fast and helped the woman to open the bathroom door, and, from there, comes a frail lady with a rosary of Our Lady of the Conception in her hand. When she sees her husband, she opens a sincere smile:

“Thank you honey! You are always by my side helping me with the little things.”

“Sure, my love. I am Osvaldo Silva, at your service, since 1975.”

“Are you a company now?” – said her giving a huge laugh.

“You know I could fight a thousand guys for you.”

“I know, honey, but it is not necessary. Ever since I saw your eyes in that nightclub, I had a certainty in life.”

“And what is this certainty, Mrs. Oliveira?”

“I love you, Vadinho.”

“I love you too, Lisa.”

The old couple enjoy their last honeymoon in that beautiful first-class cabin appreciating the sincere company of each other. Forty well-lived years, a love to remember.

***
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A young guy, sittingat the bar of the train, was looking at his cellphone a photograph of his family while he cries. As the waiter see it, he immediately asks:

“Can I help you Sir?”

“I think no.” – said the guy trying to dry his tears.

“Believe me, there are few sadness that the alcohol doesn´t solve. What about some whisky?”

“All right, let’s try it.”

The waiter professionally prepares the drink and serves it to the sad guy.


***
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“Are you cheating again, Jack?”

“Me?”

“Yes, the dice showed six, not five, you did not win.”

While the children played, a young guy observed them. Watching those happy children reminds him about his childhood in Israel. Happy days. When he could be who he would like to be without worrying. This train trip would change his life. He could be happy near someone that he loved and he could play witheverything he wanted to, with or without clothes. A Brazilian song named Velha infância (Childhood) came to his mind at this moment:


“...Eu gosto de você “... I like you

E gosto de ficar com você I like to be with you

Meu riso é tão feliz contigoMy smile is happier with you

O meu melhor amigoAnd my best friend

É o meu amorIs my love

E a gente cantaAnd we sing

E a gente dançaAnd we dance

E a gente não se cansaAnd we don’t get tired

De ser criançaOf being child

A gente brincaAnd we play

Na nossa velha infância...”In our old child hood...”




(Velha Infância – Child hood – Tribalistas)




***
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Thomas was in his cabin and after a long silence period during the trip, he noticed a low beep.

He takes his watch out of his pocket. Nothing.

Thomas started looking for where that different sound was coming from.

He has been worked as a train driver for thirty years and he didn’t remember about that beep inside the cabin. Would it be a new security measure?

He kept following the sound and noticed that it came from a seat. 

And that there was a heavy leader handbag under it.

“Who has forgotten a handbag here?” – He thought – “Who was here to leave a handbag inside my cabin?”

When he opened the handbag, he couldn’t have had a worst surprise.

A small clock linked to a bomb showing five minutes in its screen.

He knew now why his door was half-hidden.

He felt angry because he hadn’t discovered it before.

He thought about doing something, but he wouldn’t have time to open the door, he knew what would happen.

Thomas thought about his wife and his children. He had promised to stay with them as soon as the trip was over.

“Clara, no matter where you are, know that I love you.”

The train driver was covered by the sun that took over the cabin.

The train derailed.

An old couple that was in their first-class cabin didn’t even notice the explosion that made them leave together. They were too worried about loving each other.

The guy in the bar did not finish to drink his whisky.

There weren’t any children discussing for an iPad anymore.

The business man would never finish his report.

The children’s game was over.

The guy who was observing them was lying on the floor in a fetal position, thinking about how the man he loved would be.

The train would never arrive in Rome.
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WHILE I WAIT
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(Meryl & Peter)

I look at the snow falling through the window, the snowflakes swaying from side to side, like wind, like little cotton candy swaddles, spinning in the air, light and soft, before falling to the slippery ground and I’m distracted by this beautiful spectacle of nature, perfect in this ludic period of Christmas celebrations. We, the Chapman, have lived in New Jersey forever, married here, raised our son, and it was here that my Usher was twice elected Governor of the State.

From where I am sitting, stretching my neck, I can see the huge pines filled with lights of the Sarandon, our neighbors for more than twenty years, and without any struggle, a silly smile appears on my face while I contemplate the snowman at my front door, made by our neighborhood children, which quickly reminds me of my Peter, I have never seen a child who loved Christmas as much as my son did.

It's funny that I remember him like a kid, since he'd left his pants on for so long, becoming a handsome boy at twenty-eight.

When Peter was a little boy, he used to join his friends and spread snowmen all over the street, he loved peeling the apples for the pie of Christmas dinner, and he always helped me to decorate the Christmas tree. When Christmas came, he was always the first in our house to be involved in everything, the most excited, the last to sleep, a party-lover, that's what he is.

Anxious as he was, a few days before the special night, he already put his slip on the window to receive his present, and on Christmas Eve, he always fell asleep on the living room mat, expecting to surprise the poor Santa when he went down the chimney.

Life is a surprise, I could never imagine that the shy boy, who hid himself from everything and everyonebehind my legs, would become a dedicated and courageous doctor, so worried with humanitarian causes, travelling around the world to save the lives of those who need it most.

He inherited this altruism from Usher, an active and ethical politician, who,until now, has several social projects, idealized by him, in force in our state.

I am not an insensitive person or a woman dazzled by the luxurious life we have always had, but I have never omitted that I found a great empathy, my only child, raised with all comfort, to insist on volunteering as a pediatric surgeon at the NGO Médecins Sans Frontières (MSF) and embark on the miserable places of Haiti.

Oh... I fingered the knitting needle, I press the tip of my blood-stained finger to stop the wound, I lift the moss-green sweater and give one last check on my son's gift, even though I still have to do some improvements, it's getting beautiful, I think Peter will like it.

I turn my fist to look at the watch and see that it's already eight pm.This boy is very late, did he miss his flight and will arrive later?

Before I complain about Peter's delay, Usher enters the room with his slow steps and calms my moods of neurotic mother, saying that he must already be arriving, he holds my hand and calls me to go to his office, so I see his newest baby: a toy train.

Calling this steam locomotive, atoy is a tremendous lack of respect for my husband's ingenious work. I lean forward and adjust my glasses closely to see better, and look at the designer's details, the little glass windows, the gears and the wagons perfectly recreated. Usher stares at me silently awaiting my opinion, and I demonstrate my admiration with his prototype, hugging him by the waist and kissing him through his beard and lips.

"Usher, it is perfect, this train is just like the one we traveled on our honeymoon.”

“You noticed? That was my intension, Meryl, I wanted to recreate the place where we loved each other for the first time.I guess I did it, right?”

My husband is a romantic guy and I love that he is like this, while I was always the discreet and measured figure of the relationship, he was always responsible for keeping the flame of our marriage lit with unforgettable moments, especially the many trips that we always did together.

Together and usually by train, Usher is so passionate about the life under the rails that our honeymoon was aboard a train, and even Peter's birth happened on a trip,on an express, that we made to Italy.

Usher turns his gadget on and press the remote control, putting the full-lighted train to work. I laughed as I carried my hand to my chest in a mixture of emotions to see the magic of Christmas to happen, and I said him that for his replica to be a perfect train, the only thing that was missing was the smoke.

The doorbell rings,Usher and I walk fast, both of us want to be the first to reach the door to surprise Peter, once my spine is not very good, he gets therefirst and opens the door on the third ring of the bell.

I clap my hands in celebration of my son's late arrival and I cry from the hallway:

"Peter, dear, I know you're really late.But why you didn’t open the door if you had the key? Ah! Boy.”

I stop in the living room and through the half-open gap, I see that instead of my son, a dark-skinned middle-aged man, stands at the door, briefly talking to Usher. My husband invited him to come in and sit down, and said with a worried air:

"This gentleman said that he is Peter's friend and must talk to us."

I sit silently on the couch next to Usher, and while the man keeps his face pale, staring at us with a lost air, I carefullyobserveour unwelcome visitor: dark-skinned, about fifty years old, blue-eyed, straight hair brushed sideways, the man hits his fingers copiously on his trembling thighs, and after almost an eternity like a statue, he begins to speak, hesitantly, with a strong Italian accent, as if he was measuring the right words to say:

“My name is Giancarlo Costardi, I am the chief surgeon of Médecins Sans Frontières in the Sud region and I have worked with Peter since he arrived in Haiti. First of all, I would like to express my feelings to you and tell you how much I feel honored to have worked with such a young man but so dedicated to the mission to save lives. I do not know how to start saying...”

I get up from the sofa, forgetting for a second the pain in my spine, which get worst in this cold days, I feel a shock of adrenaline that invades me, as if a shoal of eels has attacked me and I complain, irritated, walking sideways.

"You could start at the beginning, I think it would be the easiest thing to do, after all, I still have to finish my son's sweater and I need to make dinner.”

- Meryl! Usher snapped, making me a sign to shut up and the man to continue.

I lookat my husband angry. Why hasn’t he put this guy out of our house yet? I do not want to know what this man intends to tell us, as long as his look of regret for both of us is only a conjecture, a suspicion, we are protected from the reality ... Why do people insist on pursuing the truth, when sometimes itonly tramples on us? Roll over us like a tractor? Can you serve me a little lie that warms my soul?

Apparently no, once the blessed "member of Cosa Nostra" decides to continue, while taking a handkerchief out of the pocket of his rumpled gray suit and wiping his eyes, partially hiding his face.

“Our medical post in Sud, a zone of intense conflict in Haiti, was plundered by an armed group of revolutionaries who oppose the current government, they stole medications, medical devices and accessories, some doctors and employees went into combat, trying to prevent that they invaded the children's ward, the looters opened fire, unfortunately Peter was hit and...”

“And what? Damn, I have a lot of things to do, tell me what you did to my son? I gave him to you, handsome, healthy, whole, and what do you, you bastard, full of humanitarian speeches give me back? What are you doing here? Saying that my son got into a fight that was not his, had a bullet in his head to save Haiti's miserable children and died? At twenty-eight, five days away from Christmas?

"Meryl, for heaven’s sake, do not say such things, no one is guilty for what happened, it was a fatality." Usher shook his head reproving my relief as if I was an inconvenient little child.

Fatality? It would be a fatality if my son had been buried by an avalanche, when he posed as a superhero in a zone of dangerous conflict of these, this tragedy would be the only result... A tragedy that Usher could have prevented to happen, if he had not encouraged our son forvolunteering in this damn NGO.

Damn Usher, damn Costardi, all damn.

Usher puts his hands on his face and stares at me and the damned man, as if he does not believe in the misfortune that has just happened.

The man looks at us desolated, with his lowered eyes, shaking his head.

Why is this man still standing in my living room like a tree taking root?

Did not thisdevil emissary tell us what he wanted? What does he expect, that I thank him every minute, hour and day, the weekends, Thanksgiving holidays, the birthdays I've been without my son, since he went to that damn mission?

And now, the gift I’m going to receive from Santa, because I was a good mother the whole year, is my son's body and his eternal absence?

My mind, at this moment,goes backto the past, when I still had my little boy sheltered in my arms, sitting on the kitchen table, stuffing himself with apple pie. 

I hear Usher's voice in the distance and feel his arms shaking me by the shoulders, but I ignore his grasp.The memories of those happy days are too sweet for me to return to the present, which devours my memories without mercy or pity, greeting the stranger in front of me in a nod, and I sit down on the chair by the window, knitting the last details of my son's moss-green sweater, looking at the living-room door, while I wait...

***

[image: image]


After a terrible delay in the transfer from Haiti to here, Peter was buried with honors worthy of a Head of State, on a rainy and cloudy Saturday. As the cemetery emptied, Usher insisted me to go home, but all I wanted was a little peace and quiet, being able to be alone with my boy, it was still too early to leave him, I had so much for talking with him, so many unfinished plans, so many hugs lost ... I was not ready to go back to our house and find the sweater on the couch, notfinished yet.

A day later and Christmas comes... Usher watches me in the kitchen, through a double glass of whisky, his newest inseparable companion, where one is, surely the other will be, side by side. Although we've had Sally’s help in our house for years, a fantastic cook, I make a point of preparing the meal today.

I woke up early to prepare our dinner and I prepared everything we like, as always: roasted lamb, rice, potatoes, nuts, and the apple pie with cinnamon that Peter loves.

I dry my hands in my apron after washing the dishes, and I say to Usher, who looks at me with a strange face:

“Usher, honey, light the fireplace on, Peter will be here in a while, and you know how cold your son is."

He leaves his glass on the table and comes up to me, holding me by my shoulders, so I stop drying the dishes and faces him.

“Meryl, listen to me, our boy will not come, I need you to stay strong with me, the guilt that I feel for having encouraged him to go on this mission is already killing me, he will not come back dear, not today, not ever more.

Oh My God!Why does my husband talk such thing, is this stinking whiskey that is making any effect on his drunken mind?

"Stop talking idiot things, of course Peter will come back."

I hear the first ringing of the doorbell and complain to Usher, hurrying to answer it. Usher continues to stare at me with sad eyes, I open the door and face my boy.My eyes fill with tears, but I hold myself, because I know he hates to see me crying, even with the blurred vision, I watch him from top to bottom, realizing how much he lost weight on this mission.

Peter smiles for me in that shy way that's just him, dressed beautifully in the sweater I made for him last Christmas.

I step back for him to pass by and say to Usher, who stares at me:

"I told you my son will come back!" Now stop being lazy, old lazy man, and go light the fireplace on, while I set the table for us.

THREE WEEKS LATER

By Meryl Chapman

My eyes are passing through the dead walls in this dull clinic. Damn it! This terrible place makes me feel anguished, claustrophobic, I need to go away from here fast. I dry my sweaty, cold hands at the hem of my floral skirt and make a sound with my mouth showing my dissatisfaction in waiting for the damned doctor to attend to a last-minute patient who had a “schizophrenia crisis”.

I look at the door, counting to ten, trying not to go away from there and wonder why did my husband bring me to this mad house? Oh, you know what? I have more important things to do than to stay here like a statue, in this weird clinic. Did that doctor steal the scenery from the movie Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, or his intention is that all the patients go away from here quickly?

“Usher, I am not going to wait for this doctor anymore, I need to prepare our dinner.”

“Meryl, please, if you love me, you need to let me help you, you need a medical help, I cannot help you by myself.” – answered him quickly.

In contrast to the morbidity of his blue eyes, I open my mouth, the answer was scratching on the tip of my tongue, however, I thought for a few seconds and I preferred, at this moment, to shut up avoiding us to argue again,once our relationship is getting worse and worse.

I do not want to bewilder Usher, or to annoy him more than healready is, but I do not understand why my husband insists on saying that I need help, while it’s he who only sleeps with calming drugs and large doses of whiskyevery night. If there is a person who is totally out of control, that one is Usher.
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