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  To Delfina, my beloved mother. She always says that when

I was born, he noticed a part of her coming out. Every time that

I write a book, I give it back a small piece.
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    1. Humiliation
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In a market. Year 1985




Instead of going to mass as was the Christian tradition in the United States, the three children decided to meet in an unusual place...the market.  Although what they were up to was new to them, it was sort of gratifying to be doing something different besides going to Mass.

"Did you bring the money?" asked Roy, the boy who was calling the shots.

"Yes," - Liam said a bit unsure if he should give Roy the money, "but my mother gave it to me to buy me sweets, not to...”

“Shut up! We can eat sweets any other Sunday.  Today we are going to do something much more fun. You know we have been planning it all week;  so you're not going to crack now.” Roy said angrily.

"Liam is a coward," Derek chimed in, showing his support for the group leader.

“You don't dare crack now Liam” Roy told him.

Liam was still not convinced of the plan, but he was starting to get nervous when he saw how his friends raised their voices.  The rest of the people in the market area also started to turn their heads and look at them.

Liam thought, as soon as his mother found out that he had not gone to mass, he was going to get a good scolding.

Reluctantly he held out a couple of dollars to Roy saying, “This is all I could get.”

Roy and Derek took out a similar amount.  After putting all their money together they had managed to raise just over five dollars but they weren't sure it was enough. They had accompanied their mothers shopping on many occasions, but never paid attention to the value of the food their mothers bought.

Roy clenched his right fist, with the money inside and approached the counter of the vegetable stall. Charlotte, the shop assistant, recognized him instantly and looked surprised to see him without his mother.

"Hi Roy, what are you doing around here? Shouldn’t you be at mass? And where is your mother?”

"She's at home, so she asked me to come and buy something for our lunch," - replied Roy, trying to hide his nervousness as best as possible from her and his friends.

"Ah, well, tell me how I can help you? What vegetables do you need?

"I want ..." – Roy began but then stopped as he looked back at his friends, as if mentally figuring out how many they needed.  Turning back to Charlotte again, Roy finally said, "Three tomatoes!"

Charlotte could not help but smile when she saw how nervous Roy was acting  She knew that this order was not his mother’s normal order as she usually bought more tomatoes. Charlotte did not want to embarrass Roy in front of his friends so she went along with him.

"Okay, here are three tomatoes. That will be twenty dollars.”

Roy went blank when he heard that figure. He never thought three tomtoes could be worth so much.  In fact, he didn't even like the taste of tomatoes. Derek nudged Liam as he spread his hands and shrugged, as if to sign that their plan had failed.

Roy stretched out his hand showing their five dollars, and said in a timid voice, "I'd better just take a tomato."

Charlotte laughed out loud as she loved teasing children. “It was a joke, Roy. Here, go, take the three tomatoes and you don't have to pay me anything. Give my regards to your mother.”

Roy pocketed the money and took the bag with the three tomatoes in both hands. He smiled at his benefactress and ran off with his friends. Charlotte did not know what they were up to.  She figured it was some mischief, but they were children and they had to enjoy themselves. When they grew up, they would lead boring lives, like hers, working all day, cleaning the house, taking care of her family to the point of exhaustion.




In the church




The eleven o'clock mass had just ended, as an incessant flood of people crowded around the doors leading to the outside. There were more people than could fit through the doors so a small traffic jam formed. A chubby ten-year-old boy sitting on the bench in the front row did not understand the eagerness to leave that other parishioners showed. He preferred to go out last and thus not have to stand, fighting to find his place.

This child was very good.  He always tried to do the right thing.  He was obedient to his parents, he respected the elders, and he did his homework.  The only issues he had since they moved to this small town was the inability to connect with those of his own age. They subjected him to constant teasing because of his great size. He was going through a bad time after having to leave his old friends behind.  As a result, he was stressed, he got bored at home alone and in the end, he always ended up opening the refrigerator door to have a snack. To top it all, his mother was obsessed with the fact that he was experiencing a growth spurt and fed him as if he were a pig. All this together caused him to have a considerable weight gain that only aggravated his situation.

The chubby boy looked sideways back toward the door and saw that only he was left in the church so it was time to go. He got up with his right hand on the bench and walked steadily toward the exit.

Appearing on the large esplanade that surrounded the church, he observed that most of the people were already in their cars with the intention of reaching their homes as soon as possible. He was not surprised to see three of his classmates watching him, all with a wicked smile. He was used to it by now. Surely, when he passed in front of them, they would call him Barrilete, which meant keg. That was the nickname they had given him because he was as round as he was tall and looked like a whiskey keg.

Unfortunately, the way back to his house passed in front of his classmares, so he decided to steel himself and stoically endure the teasing without paying the slightest attention to them or letting them know their teasing bothered him. Thomas, his father, always told him a saying, which his grandmother used to tell him: "He who is silent fucks whoever speaks." The boy did not quite understand what he was referring to exactly.

His father explained that his grandmother, when she was young, had to graze the cows in the fields.  She used to see another shepherd who enjoyed getting involved with the then young girls.  She used to answer him angrily, until one day she she decided to change tactics by ignoring him. She noted with great pleasure how the shepherd insulted her over and over again, each time with more anger in his words, until he became desperate, while she just smiled.  She had managed to make him angry without even saying a word. This was supposed to be the theory, but for the chubby boy, until now, it hadn't worked for him. His schoolmates never tired of making fun of him and actually seemed to enjoy intimidating him.

To the surprise of the chubby boy, they did not insult him or give him a slap. He walked past them as if nothing had happened.  He said hello to them in a weak voice that was barely heard. When he was a few yards away, he took a deep breath, happy to have gotten by them without any issues.  When he looked back over his shoulder, he realized that his three classmates were closely following him. Instantly, he looked forward again and quickened his pace, fearing the worst.




On a lonely street




The three boys kept their distance for a long time. It seemed that they enjoyed chasing their prey, which in turn caused their prey to walk faster and faster, their nervousness increasing by the minute. The chubby boy thought about running.  He knew in his mind that it wouldn't do him any good, because he was quite slow compared to the rest of his class.

When they started down a little traveled street Roy suddenly yelled , “NOW!”

"For Barrilete!" - Derek yelled, joining the hunt.

"Your time has come, Keg!" - Liam said as loudly as he could.

Shocked by the sudden shrieks of his classmates, the chubby boy stopped and turned around.  He watched in awe as they ran towards him with their right hands raised, each holding a tomato. He instinctively turned and started to run, just like any animal would flee in case of danger, even if it has no real options to escape.

Although he managed to put some distance between them, it was not enough.  Within seconds they had caught up with him. Derek was the first to launch, slamming his shot into the chubby boy's lower back.  The hit was so hard he felt a deep pain at the level of the kidneys. This made him stumble and almost fall to the ground, but he managed to regain control of his body.

It was Liam's turn. Taking powerful strides,  he overtook him to the side and threw the tomato, hitting the terrified boy's broad belly. His shirt was stained red, as the tomato was soft and decomposed covering a large amount of fabric.

Now only Roy was left to shoot. To Liam and Derek's surprise, after convincing them to do this crazy thing, he was the only one who hadn't used his tomato.

"Come on, Roy, it's your turn!" - Liam scolded him, annoyed with his attitude.

"Easy, I just want to have a little fun."

The evil boy ran to Barrilete's side and from time to time threatened to throw the tomato at him, causing him to startle for a few seconds.

The game lasted until the plump boy collapsed and he had no energy left to run. He was breathing like he was about to have a heart attack or something, and he was forced to put his hands on his knees to keep from falling to the ground.

When he mustered the last of his strength to lift his chin and look straight ahead, he saw a tomato approaching him, spinning at breakneck speed.  The tomato hit him squarely in his face, on his left cheek. He had no time to react and move out of the way.  When the tomato hit him, he fell to the ground with a thud, landing on his back unconscious.

"You killed him, Roy!" - Liam exclaimed, putting his hands to his head. “We are going to get a good one!”

"The tomato you threw at him was very hard, that's why it did not splatter," - Derek argued, after taking the evidence of the crime in his hands.

“We are together in this. If any of you say anything, I'll say it was your fault,” - Roy threatened, pointing his finger at them.

There was a dead silence. No one knew what to say or how to act. Liam was the most cowardly of the three and was the first to leave the scene.

"I have to go home; I'll see you at school on Monday." Liam called over his shoulder as he ran down the street.

"I think we should call a doctor," - Derek said, very concerned, now feeling bad about the consequences of his mischief.

"If we do, they'll know it was us." - Roy shook his head as he started a mad dash toward his home. “I'm leaving too.”

Derek was left alone with the body, or perhaps already corpse, of Keg. He alone was worth nothing, without his group of friends.  He had no will and he ended up leaving as his friends did, ignoring in his mind what had happened.

Within twenty minutes, the plump boy regained consciousness.  He slowly sat up.  The only soreness he felt was in his face, especially the left side, which had swollen due to the strong impact of the hard tomato. Even so, what affected him the most was seeing the current state of his Sunday clothes.  He had a large red stain on the spotless white shirt that her mother had forced him to wear for this special day.

He began to fear for his mother's hysterical reaction when she saw the mess. He even had stomach cramps thinking about it.  He knew he couldn't go home like this but he was not sure what to do.  Then an idea came to him although it might not be the best or right decision.  Children's minds are sometimes clouded by youth and inexperience in life, and wrong decisions are sometimes made.




In the lake




The plump boy hurried to the lake shore with tears in his eyes. It was the only thing that had occurred to him.  He needed to get into the water and clean his shirt. He couldn't swim, but he was willing to do anything to hide his embarrassment. To top it off, in the fall, the water was very cold, which made his adventure even more reckless.

The poor boy was stepping slowly, trying not to become unbalanced.  With his weight and his clumsiness, anything could happen. He could feel his new shoes sink into the mud. Noticing this detail, he stopped and took them off, throwing them towards dry land. Now his socks were the ones that suffered. He gradually walked deeper into the lake.

With courage he managed to reach a point where the water covered him up to his waist. He was beginning to lose feeling in his legs from the cold, but he was not going back. He crouched down, sinking up to his neck. He took advantage of the few seconds that he remained in that position to rub the tomato stain on his stomach with his hands.  He did not think about the one on his back.  He was just concerned about the one on his stomach.

Suddenly he rose to his feet. He had to get out of there as soon as possible, as he was beginning to feel very bad. He turned and strode through the water until he reached the shore. The rush to get out of it made him lose his balance and slip as he stepped in the mud near the shore.  This caused him to fall flat on his face in the mud.

He was crying with helplessness.  His situation was much worse than before. He had even pissed on himself. A series of tremors arose caused by the cold that the lake water had transmitted to him. Forcing himself to stop crying, he finally managed to climb out.  Once on dry land, he flopped on his back to rest for few minutes.  Finally he put his shoes back on and began an agonizing journey home. He no longer cared what his mother was going to say to hime. He only needed a shower with very hot water, to rest in his bed, some affection and perhaps some explanation about what he had done to deserve this type of humiliation from his classmates.




In the boy's house




When his mother opened the door and found her poor son in such deplorable conditions, she almost fainted from fright. She had planned to scold him for entertaining himself after mass and being late, but that didn't seem important right now.

"For God's sake, what happened to you?"

"Nothing," said the poor boy with a trembling voice. He was ashamed of what happened and decided on the way home it was best not to tell his parents.

His mother took her son in her arms and hugged him.  She immediately put him in the hot shower to try to stabilize his temperature.  Anyhing that happened to her little boy hurt her soul.

A few hours later, the plump boy rested on his bed, wrapped in several blankets. He had finally managed to fall asleep, but even so he did not stop suffering. He had nightmares reminiscing over and over what happened. His mother stayed by his side, biting her nails compulsively, looking for some way to help hjm. She saw him squirming with his eyes closed and sweating ostensibly. He was her only child.  Since he came out of her womb, she felt that they had a special connection and shared his pain.

Hearing the characteristic sound of the front door, she left her son's room. She crept down the stairs so as not to make too much noise. As soon as she entered the living room, she could see her husband sitting on the sofa with a glass of wine in hand. After a hard week at the insurance agency, this was supposed to become his relaxing time.

"Tomorrow I want you to go talk to the school principal! Our son has suffered an attack again but refuses to tell me what happened.  He was wet, muddy, and had red stains on his shirt. It must have been something traumatic for him since he won’t tell me.”

"These are children's things," said his father, who did not like to confront others at all. “A couple of months ago I visited the principal and he treated me in a good manner, but he did not resolve anything I guess.  I guess the children will have to resolve it on their own,”

"Go up to see your son right now and then we'll talk.  You are acting like a bad father!" - she snapped angrily with tears in her eyes..

Thomas didn't even consider complaining as he knew it would do no good. He snorted, getting up reluctantly and apathetically ascended the stairs to the second floor. He slowly opened the door of the room and when he saw her son convulsed by the cold, wrapped in a dark dream, he dropped his wine glass,  When it hit the floor, it shattered into a thousand pieces and spreading its contents on the floor.

Hearing his noise, his mother was glad that at least her husband had some sensitivity. Sometimes she thought that he had married a piece of furniture. She waited patiently for him to come down to carry on their pending conversation.
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    2. Assassin
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In the house of Thomas and his wife




Days passed and the tormented child improved, although there was some bruising on his left cheek  the swelling had subsided.  His classmates were shocked by his appearance when he returned to school on Tuesday but no one asked what happened.

Several days later, when his father returned to his home one afternoon, he found something that he had not seen for a long time.  There was group of protesters in his garden with banners.  “We do not want Jerry Minotaur in the neighborhood". they shouted in unison:

"Assassin, assassin, assassin!" the protestors also screamed.

The skittish father, instead of driving these people off his property, ran across the lawn. As he opened the door to enter his house, he glanced back and, spotting Rachel Sullivan, lowered his head; She fixed her eyes on Thomas and raised her voice even louder:

“Killer!”

Inside, he bolted the door and leaned on the inside,. He closed his eyes, and began to moan under his breath. It couldn't be possible for this to happen again. His wife was watching him sitting on the sofa, with an unfriendly face. She motioned for him to come sit next to her.

The woman turned up the volume on the television.  He saw thar she was watching the news.  The reporter was talking abour an event that would change their lives. The family already had quite a few problems. One was the little money that h3+e brought into the house, which barely paid their debts  and the other was the maladjustment of her son at school ...

"Jerry Minotaur, one of the county's most famous murderers, will be released from prison shortly," narrated the local television reporter.

The father did not want to listen anymore, so he snatched the remote from his wife's hands and pressed hard on the off button turning it off. His pulse trembled. She, under normal conditions, treated him with some contempt, but today she took pity on him for a few moments, hugging him lovingly, and then kissing him tenderly on the cheek.

"Easy, honey. You are not to blame for any of your father's misdeeds. You are nothing like him.”

What was really wrong with Thomas was that he had regrets. Although his father was a monster, he professed an irrational love for him. His father had entered prison when he was a child so he did not get to enjoy a fatherlys love. On the other hand, Thomas felt indebted to him.  He had hardly been to see him in prison.

In a flush of compassion, he addressed his wife in a firm voice, “He will come to live with us.” In hindsight, he realized he had not talked to his father about where he would live but Thomas knew he had nowhere else to go.

"Not for all the gold in the world will I bring a murderer into my house!" - she said firmly, moving away from him.  “We have a son. He needs to come first.”

“He is very old now.  He will be a sweet grandfather to our son.  I does not care what he has done in the past, he is my father so he will come live with us.”

"He went to prison for killing two people! Out there is Rachel Sullivan, the daughter of one of the victims. He also killed your own mother. Jeez, are you blind?”

Thomas, for many years, refused to see reality. He fervently defended his father, but over time seemed to convince himself that he was wrong. Still, something was urging him to revert to his old attitude.

“It was a fit of insanity.  My mother was sleeping with Joe Sullivan. He discovered them and ...”

"Okay, let's just forget that he ended the lives of those two people. Inside the prison he killed another inmate and mutilated dozens of them.”

"I'm not going to play that game.  All of that is part of my father's legend, like his nickname, Jerry Minotaur. None of that is proven. I blame it on the tabloid press. He will live with us in his last days whether you like it or not!”

An uncomfortable silence invaded the room.  They had always  had different ways of seeing things but usually they ralked and worked things out.  She knew thar this time her husband was not going to budge.  She had made an effort to convince him with words, but she had also prepared a plan B. She got up from the sofa and went up the stairs, without saying anything.

The confused father went to the kitchen for a glass of wine, He had to think and with the noise that the protesters were making outside he was going to need some alcohol. Suddenly his attention was caught by the noises from the top of the house.  He assumed that his wife had become furious and was throwing everything non-breakable she could ger her hands on. He figured it would pass with time.

After ten minutes she came down the stairs. In one hand she was holding a suitcase, while with the other she was holding the arm of her son, who was wearing a jacket.

"My son and I are going to live with my mother!  You stay with your degenerate father! My lawyer will contact you to process the divorce papers!

He was a bit shock thar it had gone in that direction, but he stood his ground. He snorted and then said “Tell your mother I said hi,”

That same afternoon, Thomas received a call from his father. It was almost like hia father had read his mind. To his surprise, all his father wanted was to warn him that he was getting out of prison, even though the press had been faster and almost everyone already knew it.

"Hello, son, have you heard the news?"

"How can I not have heard?  I have dozens of people in the garden demonstrating about your release."

"If I weren't in a wheelchair, I'd go out there myself and cut their throats," - Jerry Minotaur commented angrily.

Thomas sighed. His father, apparently had not changed at all during the time he was incarcerated in prison. Although he was happy his father was being released, Thomas knew  release was not going to be easy for him.  At any moment he could go back to prison for messing it up again.

"Just kidding, son!  You didn’t buy it, did you?”

To be honest, he had fully believed it, but he didn't think to admit it. It was time to tackle the next thorny issue. After his wife left, Thomas did some soul searching and realized she was right. He now just had to explain to his father that he could not come and live with them even though his father had no brought up where he would go after his release.

Taking a deep breath he told his father, “Things with my wife are a bit rocky and although I would like you to stay in our house, maybe it's not a good idea.”

His soul was broken for saying these words, but he could not let the last threads of his marriage escape. His son needed him more than ever and Thomas realized that his family had to come first.

“Who even told you that I want to live under your own roof? I've spent half my life behind bars and you come to see me just five times! That wasn't right, Thomas!”

“I would have done it on more occasions, but... you know that my wife is very peculiar.  Every time we visited you, I had to put up with her complaining for several weeks.”

“You've always been spineless and your wife a witch!”

“You are not entitled to reproach me for anything. I grew up without a father... because you did not manage your rage, and without a mother! You killed her!” – Thomas yelled into the phone.

“She was a slut, and you knew it!  She slept with the damn Joe Sullivan! I killed them both and I don't regret it!”

“So, if you don't want to live with me, why have you called me?” Thomas asked, even though he knew the answer to the question.

For several moments neither said a word.. Thomas thought that something was wrong with the phone line, but in reality, it was a forced pause. Jerry Minotaur took a few seconds to speak again.  When he did, he did it between sobs, something weird in him. He was tough guy, or at least that was the side the public saw.

“I don't want to be a burden on you, son. I have already arranged everything to settle in a nursing home , to spend my last year of life there, I am seriously ill and I would like...”

“What's wrong with you?” - Thomas intervened very affected. His father always had an iron health and never thought that he could be in such a bad state.

“Don't interrupt me!” - Jerry shouted. “I just wanted to ask you a favor.”  It wasvery difficult for him to express his wishes without collapsing.  “I have pancreatic cancer that has no cure. The only thing I have left to do in life is... meet my grandson!”

Now it was Thomas who cried,  His father, behind his apparent armor, had a little heart, like everyone else. It was true that he never took his son to prison to see his grandfather as his wife expressly forbade it. What he asked was something Thomas could not refuse to do for his father..

“Okay, father, I promise we'll go see you one day and introduce you to your grandson.”

“I am glad that you have come to your senses and I hope you do not go back on your word. Good bye.”

Thomas was saddened that his father had little time left to live, but on the other hand, he seemed to have regained some of the lost humanity. The hardest part was yet to come.  He had to explain it to his wife.  He knew she would oppose it for sure, but this time he would be firm.  Thomas had to fulfill his father’s last wish.
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    3. Meeting grandfather
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In the asylum




A week later Jerry Minotaur moved into his new residence. The first thing he did was call his son to demand that he keeps his promise. The doctors gave him a year to live, but he didn't trust them.  He jusr took it for granted that his time might be closer than the doctors said.

He did not get to integrate with the rest of the residents in the nursing home  because they all knew who he was and they were terrified of him. Using their walkers or canes, they moved away as best they could. What were they afraid of? Death had been waiting for them for a long time but the survival instinct sometimes makes you behave in an absurd way.

On some occasion it occurred to him to play the role of his villain and frighten this bunch of old men, but he did not want to cause a heart attack in any of them and load his consciousness with another new death. His victims deserved it because of something they had done to piss him off deeply. These old men, deep down, made him feel sorry for them.  When he looked at himself, his decrepit body told him that death was approachingsooner rather than later.

Jerry was not religious and he was clear that even if God existed, he would not take him with him either. He had heard that all people, when they are about to die, pray even if they are not believers. He had proposed to break that rule.  He would die with dignity, which he lacked throughout his life.

It took Thomas many terse conversations to make his wife agree to take the boy to meet his grandfather. She also went but she had images of the cruel murders engraved in her memory so she did not trust her father-in-law much.

Husband and wife were stunned when they saw Jerry Minotaur slouching in a wheelchair with an oxygen cylinder at his side.  It was connected to his nostrils by a transparent tube, causing him to breath raggedly.  Thomas was shocked by his father’s wrinkled face and his dull gaze. It was difficult for them to recognize him.  He had always very big, but age and cancer had turned his powerful muscles turned into fat and skin.

The reception was a bit tense. Thomas approached him carefully, as if afraid of hurting him for how weak he seemed. He gently hugged him for a short period of time..  The gesture served to apologize without using words for not having visited him more in the past. A few tears escaped him, he felt excited. His wife gave him two light kisses on his cheek but she never touched him and tried to suppress her disgusted face at even that show of affection.

It was the boy's turn, who stood at the door with a panicked face. He did not want to be there but was forced into coming.  His mother had been speaking ill of his grandfather all her life, but she had not specified the details of why she felt that way.

"Come here boy.  Come and hug Grandpa Jerry!" the old man said with a truly sincere smile.  HE was dying to hold the offspring of his son in his arms.

The plump boy approached little by little, as if he were going to the slaughterhouse. Every time he stopped, Thomas gestured for him to continue. His mother preferred to look the other way. He stopped half a meter from the old man, who with a sudden movement stretched out his arm and grabbed the boy by the arm.  He brought him closer to his position and held him tightly in his arms.

His mother put her hand to her heart.  She thought that he was going to kill him or something like that.  She knew he wouldn’t but she was too conditioned by what happened in the past to think rationally. She instinctively prepared to come to the aid of her son, but her husband stopped her by putting his arm in her way. She whispered in his ear not to worry about her as she tried to calm down, at least on the surface.

When Grandpa released him, the plump boy took a few steps back and stood behind his mother. The old man, after seeing him up close, had noticed that his face was still lightly bruised

"Boy, what happened to your face?"

"I stumbled across a door," the plump boy answered softly. He had not told anyone the truth.  It was something that embarrassed him to the utmost extent.

“That's a lie!”  grandpa yelled showing his aggressive streak. “After spending my whole life fighting with the rest of the world, I can perfectly distinguish the different types of blows.  A door did not do that to you!”

His mother brought out the protective spirit and faced the old man. She pointed the index finger of her right hand at him and spoke on behalf of her beloved little son. "What do you know what happened to his face! You are a total stranger to the child.  You have never been by his side!”

"You fucking filthy witch, I swear I will...!"

Thomas had to put a stop to the conversation before things got out of hand. Both his father and his wife had a lot of character and were doomed to fight over any foolishness.

"Honey, why don't you wait for us in the car?"

"But... Thomas!" she answered surprised. It hadn't been her fault, but after thinking it over, he was doing her a favor.  She didn't want to stay another second in that room. Grandpa was still unbearable. “Okay, I'll wait for you outside.  Comte on son, we will let your father and grandpa visit,”

“No, he stays so his grandpa can get to know him better,”

She opened her mouth to protest but after seeing the look her husband gave her, she gave a little snort of distain, turned on her heel and left.

"Come on boy, tell me what happened to you," - Grandpa insisted again. “Your mother is no longer in front of you so you have nothing to worry about.”

The chubby boy looked first at his father and then at his grandfather, but he didn't say anything.

“Father, don't insist. He's very shy.”

Jerry did not give up and in his mind devised a plan to try to connect with his grandson. He was good at handling people, at least with the grown-ups, so he figured with children it should be something similar.

"I'm hungry. I fancy a chocolate  caramel candy bar. How about you, boy?"

The chubby boy nodded, but he still hadn't gained enough confidence to speak. Grandpa opened his wallet, took out a five-dollar bill, and handed it to Thomas, saying:

"Do you mind going buy two chocolate  caramel candy bars?"

“Eeeeh... okay.” - Thomas hesitated for a moment. His wife would kill him if she found out that he was leaving the child with his grandfather without either one being present, but deep down he knew he was in no danger. It would not take long for him to go to a vending machine that he had seen in the waiting room of the nursing home.

“Come back here to Grandpa Jerry and tell me what really happened to you.”

The chubby boy, hearing that name, remembered something that everyone was talking about at his school. He naively exclaimed, "Your  first name is just like Jerry Minotaur!"

"Ha ha ha, what do you know about Jerry Minotaur?"

“In class they say that he is a monster, with the body of a human and the head of a bull, with two horns. He has killed hundreds of people...”

"Look at my head, do you see any horns?" his grandpa asked.

"No," - replied the chubby boy without understanding what his grandpa was really telling him.

"I'm Jerry Minotaur. I've killed people, but I don't consider myself a monster.  They deserved it. I never allowed anyone to disrespect me. If there is one thing I regret, it is that I was caught.”

The boy showed a certain fascination with what he was hearing.  In theory his grandfather was bad, but his words were making sense. He began to feel comfortable next to him so he decided to tell him the truth about what happened. His grandfather, hearing the story, became unnerved.  He clenched his fist tightly gritted his teeth from the extra pressure he exerted with his jaw.

“Damn kids! If I had the strength, I would go to their homes and hammer their skulls apart in front of their families!”

Grandpa's bout of madness brought a smile to the boy's face. He didn't think he was capable of actually doing it, but obviously he didn't know his grandpa all that well.

“Dad says that a good Christian always turns the other cheek.”

“Thomas is a softie. I don't know how he can be my son.” his grandpa sighed as he looked up at the ceiling. “On some occasion I got to doubt it. Maybe Joe Sullivan had been sleeping with my girlfriend for many years before I discovered them. That would explain how come your father is a softie.”

The boy liked the passionate way in which his grandfather talked to him. He had many questions to ask his grandpa. He had never met a murderer until now, and for a moment he fantasized about ending the lives of his hateful schoolmates.

"How does it feel to kill someone?" his grandson suddenly asked

Jerry Minotaur smiled. He was not sure that it was an appropriate conversation to have with the little one. People used to look at him with contempt, but in his grandson, he saw admiration. He gestured for him to come closer. He didn't want to have to raise his voice and let everyone hear the answer to his grandson’s question.

The chubby boy slowly approached his grandfather so he could tell him more details. He was very curious, but they were interrupted by Thomas re-entering the room.

"Sorry, there are no chocolate caramel candy bars left in the waiting room vending machine. Do you want me to talk to someone from the nursing home to get you something to eat?”

"I've been eating garbage for a long time in jail, now I come to this nursing home and they give me sick food! I want a fucking chocolate caramel candy bar !”

Thomas was starting to feel quite uncomfortable. He was not going to go to the center of Biloxi to buy a chocolate caramel candy bar.  His wife was waiting in the parking lot and she wouldn't understand. It was getting late and cold sweats entered him just thinking about the scolding that his wife was going to give him because she been waiting for a long time.

"I'm sorry father that they have no chocolate caramel candy bara. We have to go. We're meeting... some friends," - Thomas excused himself, trying to sound convincing.

"I don't want to go," the chubby boy chimed in, clinging to his grandfather's wheelchair.

"Easy, boy, we'll talk more in detail another day. I was delighted to meet you.”

He ruffled the boy's hair with his right hand affectionately, then patted him on the ass to drive him to his father. He had time to give Thomas a contemptuous look.  He knew Thomas was lying about meeting friends as he never was good at lying. He had come for commitment and at the first exchange he found a bad excuse to take his grandson. He just hoped that he would see his grandson again before he died.
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    4.  Where is Barrilete?
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At school




The children, during the endless hours of language class, found it difficult to stay focused. They tended to joke around quietly as they could as soon as the teacher turned around.

Some threw balls made of paper squeezed by their little hands while others spoke in low voices, told stories of the weekend, etc.

This time Roy was not participating. He was scratching his chin while he kept his gaze blank. His friends, who were sitting next to him, noticed what he was doing and was curious why.

“What are you doing?” - Derek asked softly.

"You're going to be stupid from thinking so much," - Liam whispered chuckling.

Suddenly, Roy leaned slightly over the desk, motioning for his companions to come closer, as if he wanted to tell them a secret. They did, intrigued to hear what he had to say.

"I've been wondering what we can do to Barrilete today."

"Well, the usual I guess. We hit him, right?" - Derek stated as this was the obvious answer since that was what they usually did.

"We've done everything to him," - Liam said proudly. “Has anything new occurred to you, Roy?”

"Yes ... it's going to be brutal. The fat kid is going to shit because of the fear of what is going to happen."

"Okay, I'm on board," - Derek pointed out, "but then we hit him anyway."

"Count on me," - Liam joined in, rubbing his hands just thinking about it. “Where and when do we do it?  At the door of the school or someplace where no one is around?”

“Neither but something different.  We will set a trap for him on the street that he goes to his house every day.  No one will see us.”

The teacher wrote with white chalk on the blackboard with his back to his students. Keg remained in the front row, listening to the explanations. He was the only one who was learning the lesson. He occasionally felt some tiny wet paper balls hit his back or the back of his head, but he was already used to it. The paper balls, pipes, rubber bands and such things had long since ceased to bother him.

What he was not aware of was the disproportionate practical joke being prepared by his malevolent companions.




At Thomas and his wife's house




The child's mother was beginning to worry. She was looking at the clock insistently. It was not normal for her son to take so long to return home from school.  The meal she had prepared had gotten cold. She again pressed her husband on the matter.

"Thomas, we must do something!"

"Our son will be home soon so be patient, darling."

"He should have arrived an hour ago.  It’s not normal for him to be so late.  Call the police right now!"

Thomas was a man who did not like problems.  He was a man who had a hard time solving them and tended to try to avoid them. He liked to use the turtle technique, staying put until things worked themselves out. This time, however, he relented, realizing how hysterical his wife was beginning to get.

He got up reluctantly and shuffled over to the phone.  He picked it up, dialed the numbers, placed it at ear level and waited a few seconds until the police answered.

His wife was looking at him anxiously, biting her nails compulsively. She watched as Thomas recounted what had happened and then nodded over and over again, until after a couple of minutes he hung up the phone.

"What did they tell you?"

“Until 24 hours have passed, he is not officially missing. They can't do anything.  They have recommended that we calm down and relax.  That he will be home soon.  That he just got distracted and lost track of time.”

"Calm down!  Our son is an hour late coming home from school and all the police can say is to calm down and relax! You have no blood in your veins. He is our son and I know something has happened to him!" she screamed, her maternal instinct preventing her from sitting still without doing anything. “GIVE ME THE DAMN PHONE!  I am going to call the police and show you and the police how relaxed I am, you fucking asshole!”

Thomas knew very well how emotional his wife could get and took the phone from her hand.  He was not willing to let her make that phone call and antagonize the police. He had to come up with an alternate plan before his wife's eyes popped out of her sockets.

“We'd better call the parents of his classmates, in case anyone has seen him.”

"You are an idiot, Thomas. If you had paid any attention to things and our son you qould know our son has no friends at that school.  They  constantly harass him, don't you see? We should move him to another school!”

“We have already talked about this matter on other occasions.  This is the closest school in our neighborhood.  We do not have time or money to take him to a more distant school every day. I studied there and our son will study there even if they sometimes mess with him.  They are just children being children.”

Once again, they  did not reach an agreement on the matter. They decided thar the best thing to do was conentrate on finding their little boy. First, they called the school principal, who was very kind to them, but the conversation was not enlightening.  He confirmed that the language teacher saw him leave the last class, so he was not in the school building.

They got into the car and went through the streets of Biloxi, asking people who were there. She would show them a photo to refresh their memory; everyone knew his face. For Barrilete, hardly anyone knew what his name really was.




In the asylum




The chubby boy hadn't been the object of the hideous joke Roy, Derek, and Liam had prepared for him.  They got fed up with waiting for him to pass by on the usual street and ended up going home.  They were all scolded by their respective parents for being late coming home from school.

Kite, the chubby boy, instead of going home to eat with his parents, went to visit his grandfather at the nursing home. He was on the outskirts of the small town and had to walk for a long time.  He needed to talk to his grandpa about a matter that was of vital importance to him.

He did it without thinking.  It didn't occur to him that his parents might care and start to worry when he did not get home at the usual time.  He never though they would call the police either.  All that mattered was seeing his grandpa. Upon arriving at the reception area of the nursing, the young woman at the check-in desk was surprised to see him without his parents.

"Good afternoon? Shouldn't you be at school?”

"I get out of school at three o’clock and it is after four o’clock."

She looked at the clock on the wall to check. It was true, she thought it was earlier than it was.,.

"And where are your parents?"

“At home. I came to see my grandfather, Jerry.”

The young woman was a little surprised that a ten-year-old boy came alone, but on the other hand she was touched he actually wanted to see his grandpa.  Most children thar aage were brought by their parents dragging them in to see their grandparents .

"Go ahead, you know what room he’s in! Watch out for him.  He’s very grumpy today.”

“Thank you.”

The chubby boy walked down the corresponding corridors until he reached Jerry Minotaur's room.

"Hi, grandpa, I brought you a chocolate caramel candy bar!" Kite said waving it in the air as he made his way over to him.

"Thank you very much, but... what are you doing here, boy?" the old man was surprised, yet at the same time that he was happy his grandson went to all that trouble to get him something special he was craving.  He took the delicious candy bar and put it in a drawer.  If a nurse saw it, they would confiscate it, because the doctors forbade sugar.

”I will save it for later,”

"I wanted you to explain something to me if you have time?"

“Let me think for a bit.  I could take a walk in the garden, but I can't barely move. I could play cards with the other old men, but they always let me win for fear that I will do something to them in retaliation. I could watch TV, but I'm losing sight by leaps and bounds and I can only see grey shapes,” his grandpa said with a stern voice before a smile came across his wrinkled face.  “Of course, I can have a chat with my grandson! Sit here next to me on the bed!

For a moment Kite thought he was going to kick him out of his room, but for some strange reason, Jerry Minotaur acted like an ogre to everyone except him.

"Tell me, what's bothering you, boy?"

"Mom always says you're a murderer."

"Uh ..." the old man was shocked, not knowing very well what to say.

"I need you to get me a gun for..."  the chubby boy paused a little. He didn't want to fully reveal his plan.  “My father is anti-weapons and he doesn't have any at home.”

Jerry Minotaur deduced that he wanted revenge on someone. He recalled that on his previous visit, his grandson told him that some children had attacked him by throwing tomatoes at him. He knew he needed to get some information out of her.

"Have they messed with you again?"

“They do it regularly.” The chubby boy bowed his head in resignation.

"We'll make them pay in spades. You need to learn to defend yourself, I will teach you some tricks. You have a complexion strong like mine and you are big for your age. It would be enough for us to transform some fat into muscle.

“There are a lot of people who bully me.  They are almost all of my classmates.”

This response upset the former convict. If he had met him a few years earlier, when he was in good health, he himself would have served his own type of justice. Maybe break the legs of a father or drag a mother by the hair until he made them understand that if their hateful children were to interfere with his grandson again, he would slaughter them without any regard. However, the situation required ingenuity, not brute force, especially with a gun.

"Tell me everything they did to you. I want to know every last detail.”

Jerry didn't know how cruel children could be until he heard the story pouring out of his grandson.  The inmates he met in jail had better hearts than those little devils. He couldn't help but shed a few tears when he saw his grandson relate the atrocities to which he was subjected. The boy felt comfortable with his grandfather and gave him details that not even his parents knew.

After an hour recounting the exploits of his hateful classmates, his grandfather had already gotten the idea. Apparently, they attacked him almost daily and the little one could be talking about the matter for days.

“Okay, boy. Those sons of bitches deserve to die! And I'm going to help you with that little matter.  It’s my specialty.”

For the first time in several days the chubby boy laughed in a pleasant way,  He  was amused by the aggressive way of how his grandpa expressed himself.  The only thing that bothered Kite was it was all good in theory but it was another thing .to carry it out

"How can I kill them? There are more than me and stronger.”

“Boy, when I was young, I gave vent to my thirst for revenge and was very comfortable doing it.  Unfortunately  I've spent most of my life behind bars because of it.   If I were to be born again and saw myself again in the same situarion, instead of killing them at the very moment I felt like doing it, I would have waited several years. I would pretend that I was not offended.  Then when they least expected it, I would end them treacherously and no one would have suspected me. That way I could have  avoided being caught and I would enjoy a full life free and not in prison.”

The story of his grandfather seemed interesting to him, but he could not understand how it related  to his particular ordeal. Before the doubts that Jerry Minotaur glimpsed in the young man took hold, he opened a drawer of the nightstand and took out a small notebook with a green cover. It was the only thing he kept from his military period. He handed it to his grandson while explaining what he would do in his place.

“From now on, every time a child does something to you, you will write his name here. We can call it, for example, "the blacklist."

"And what good will that do me? Is it magic and will they die alone?”

"No, little one, it's an ordinary notebook!"  the ex-convict was slightly desperate, he was not used to dealing with the overflowing imagination of children. “When a long time, years or even a decade passes, you will assassinate everyone on the list.  That way no one will be able to incriminate you. You will no longer be a part of their lives.  You will finish school and go your separate ways, Some will go to university, others will find a job, some will move to another city...

"So, I have to keep putting up with being humiliated?" the plump boy asked with some disbelief.  He had gone there looking for a quick solution to his problems, not to be given a notebook to write names down and continue being humiliated.

“Think about it. It makes sense. No matter what they do to you, as you write the name of the culprit in the notebook that I have given you, you will be signing his death warrant. Instead of shooting him at that moment, you should enjoy thinking that he will pay for what he has done and you will decide how his existence will end.”

Kite was nodding in agreement.  He would never have come up with such a twisted plan, but it was really good. Today was the beginning of his new life and the end of his oppressors. That caused him a state of exaltation unknown to him.  Althouh it might be a long time he could finally see the end of the tunnel.

His first option had been to convince his grandfather to give him a gun, go to school and start shooting in the middle of class.  Once all of his tormentors were dead,  he would commit suicide by shooting himself in the temple.  He didn't want to go to prison as , they would probably mess with him there too. He had seen him many times on television how prisoners were treated, especially chubby ones. But the idea that his grandfather offered him included revenge and at the same time gave him the opportunity to continue living.

“Ok, that's what I'll do!” the plump boy cried euphorically.

"Do your parents know you're here?" Jerry asked as he looked at his watch.

“Not really.”

“Another day you can come visit me and we will talk more about our little secret, but now you should get in touch with them.”

Upon receiving the call from the nursing home, Thomas and his wife were shocked to find out their son had gone to see his grandpa. It had not croseds their minds thattheir son might have gone to visit his grandfather. The important thing was that they knew where their son was and went to get him.  Their worse fears had not come true.

He got a good scolding for not letting his parents know where he was going.The rest of his punishment was light, a week without going anyq=where but to school and home.  Considering that he had no friends, it didn't affect him in the least.

As soon as he finished his punishment, he began to visit his grandfather twice a week. At first, his mother did not like the idea.  She complained that it could be a bad influence on their son, but Thomas interceded,  He argued that he did not know how, but Jerry had managed to convey to his grandson that he had to face the life with a positive attitude.  As a result, Kite was more cheerful and had abandoned sad face that characterized him before.

Kite spent a couple of hours with his grandfather. On each visit he would tell him how things had been at school and the practical jokes he suffered, Kite told his grandpa that the names were written down in the notebook and most importantly, how he was enjoying imagining the way in which he would end them after a long time.

From that moment he did not suffer the way he did before.  Each affront they did to him would be paid for with their own life. With each name he wrote in the little green notebook, he felt an adrenaline rush that kept him in a state of artificial happiness for several days.

On the other hand, having someone to talk to was comforting. Until then he endured in silence the continuous humiliations to which they subjected him.  Now he had someone to vent to. His grandfather listened to him attentively.  He wanted to know everything that happened to him, without any kind of censorship.

Jerry Minotaur enjoyed seeing his grandson smii. Now he had a goal in life that gave him enough strength to keep going. The only thing he regretted was that he would die soon and would not get to see with his own eyes the culmination of the plan, but he did not care. The only thing that mattered to him was the boy's happiness and that he did not make the same mistakes as him.

The ex-convict did not regret having killed any of his victims, but he did regret that he had been caught and imprisoned for life. From an ethical point of view, his argument had its gaps, but he never cared what other people said or thought.

He sometimes doubted that his sweet grandson could ever do anyone any harm. Today he did not consider him capable of even stomping on a row of ants by crushing them with the sole of his shoe. In the future, who knows, he had many years to harden, both physically and mentally.
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    5. Do you play soccer?


    [image: image]

  




At school




One ordinary morning the bell rang to signal to the children that recess time had started. In a few seconds the courtyard was flooded with hundreds of them, running around, screaming and having fun. The normal thing was for those of the same age to play together since they were classmates and they knew each other well.

A group of boys decided that they would play soccer today and were preparing to organize a match. There were two who liked to lead. They were Roy, the baddie of the class, and Jack, who was better at sports in general. They both regretted suggesting a soccer match when he counted how many of them there were.

“We are nine. We need one more to be able to play five against five.”

"Jack, you're the best of all. The team you're on will have an advantage over the other,"  Roy suggested with some malice. “We can play five against four.”

"Don't think so. I'm not willing to kill myself running for having one less player on my team!"

"Okay, we'll find one more," - Roy agreed reluctantly.

After taking a quick look around the soccer field, they observed that Kite was sitting on some stairs eating a sausage sandwich that his mother had prepared for him.

"Tell him to play with us," - Jack suggested, pointing at the chubby boy.

“Bah, Keg is a packet. He doesn't know how to play well and besides, he's very clumsy.”

“You see, if we are not five against five, I will not play soccer. I will go with my cousin to play basketball.”

Roy did not like talking with Keg at all, but the truth was that he wanted to play soccer and beat Jack at any cost. He decided to make an effort , putting a false smile on his face as he moved closer to Kite's position.

"Hi, do you want to play soccer with us? We are missing one.”

The plump boy stopped eating and looked into his face with a mixture of contempt and disbelief. What was this after the continuous humiliation that he and his friends subjected him to? He would have liked to throw many things at him and yell at him, but his personality was much calmer.

"I don't like to play soccer, I'm very bad at it," - the chubby boy replied in a low voice.

Roy forced himself to stay calm but his patience had a limit.  He was not willing to beg this insignificant worm to play with them. He looked out over the field and shrugged, indicating that he had declined the offer. Jack frowned and gestured for him to insist. The boy snorted and turned back to Keg.

"I'm sorry about the tomato the other day. If you do me a favor and play with us, I won't mess with you again.”

The chubby boy couldn't believe it but it was a very good deal. Kite did not like to play any type of sport and he doubted the truth of Roy's word .  He didn’t even like the classmates who wanted him to play but he ended up accepting. He rewrapped what was left of the sandwich in white paper and put it in his backpack.

“I'm in.”

"Well done, Barrilete!"

The two boys approached the soccer field to join the rest. Roy came in like he was a hero. It was time to form the teams. Captains were usually the most popular, which in this case were Jack and Roy. Since Roy was able to get Kite to play, he got to choose first

To everyone’s surprise, Roy’s said, "I choose Ralph."  Everyone thought he would choose Derek or Liam first since they were inseparable. 

Derek, very upset, approached his friend and whispered a few words in his ear:

"Why didn’t you chosen me first?"

-“Ralph is a repeater, being older and I need strong players to stop Jack. “I will still pick you for my team.”

Derek didn't seem too convinced by the explanation as he took it as a personal offense. He withdrew a few steps, folding his arms, waiting to be Roy’s second pick.

"Lennon, with me," Jack raised his voice, choosing his best friend, who was also a very good goalkeeper.

"Now I... Liam," - Roy said with some doubts.  Liam was also a friend of his but he played a lot better than Derek so he felt he had to choose him over Derek.   Maybe he was getting carried away by his competitive spirit, but he was like that.

"It's my turn, I'll stay with Derek," Jack commented with a smile. He did not consider Derek a great player, but by choosing him he only wanted to deconcentrate his rival.

This last move caught Roy and Derek off guard. Derek shot a cold glance at his fellow rogue partner. One by one they chose until there were only two left, a boy who had a problem with one leg and ...

Keg, with us," Roy said out of hand. He was the best of the worst. For you the lame one, Jack.”

The two captains smiled, shaking hands and wishing each other a good game. From now on they stopped being friends for the duration of the game. They both wanted to win and were convinced that they could get it.

Roy was aware of how skilled Jack was with the ball at his feet.  He opted for an ultra-defensive tactic, figuring with this tactic their team would win.

He indicated to Keg to take a forward position in the rival field. Roy made a long movement towards Keg who was alone as the rivals were not covering him, assuming that he was not a danger.

The chubby boy controlled the ball awkwardly losing part of the lead he had to the opposing defenses. He was slipping fast due to his weight. He already noticed a player from the other team behind him, so, although he was still a bit far from goal, he kicked the best he could. The ball went straight into the hands of Lennon, the goalkeeper, who stopped it without any problem.

Roy was biting his right fist. He was so full of rage.  An opportunity this clear they were not going to have again in the whole game. He crossed the entire field with great strides until he reached the position where the plump boy rested, propped up on his knees to catch his breath. Without giving any explanation, he gave him a strong slap. Fue to how weak he was, it  caused him to fall to the ground.

"You're an idiot. You were supposed to score a goal!"

Jack came over to mediate and jokingly commented to Roy, "You should have chosen the lame man, ha ha ha!"

The two captains laughed. It seemed that they had forgotten about the chubby boy who got up with difficulty and began a slow walk towards the stairs with the intention of leaving the field.  He no longer wanted to play.

"Where are you going, Keg? Until the game is over, you can't leave,” -Roy snapped.

The chubby boy looked at the rest of the boys and they were all staring at him in what he perceived as a threatening way. Out of fear of retaliation he returned to his position. Roy returned to his place in the center of the defense, but this time he indicated to Liam that he should take the forward position.  Roy did not trust Kite any longer to score them a goal.

Lennon, the goalkeeper, kicked hard and the ball flew into the opponent's court and, as usual, Jack did exquisite control.   Jack was very good and thought maybe one day he would become a professional soccer player. He dribbled toward the rivals until he found Roy and the repeater, Ralph. They expected him to try to dribble them but this time he passed the ball to Derek who came in from the side.  He remained alone in front of the goalkeeper, who he beat with a strong shot.

Several attack actions were succeeded by both sides. Roy's team had managed to generate a corner and he himself went up to try to finish with his head. It was thrown by Liam, who was the one with the shortest height. The ball drew an almost perfect parable.  It went directly to the head of its captain, who was about to score a goal and tie the game. Jack avoided it with a shove, throwing him off balance just as he hit the ball.

"Penalty, penalty!" Roy yelled raising his hands in protest.  The rest of his team stood behind him to support him.

"Don't be a baby.  I hardly even touched you!" Jack yelled, moving closer until he was inches from Roy’s face.

The players of the two teams began pushing each other.  Both teams sensed a fight was brewing. This was the bad thing about playing without a referee, as it was all very subjective as to what was and was not a penalty.  Jack then made an unusual proposal to his rival to settle the matter.

“For me it was not a penalty.  Even so, so you can see that I am a good person, I am willing to grant it to you, as long as Kite kicks the penalty shot.”

“That is not fair!”

“If you don't accept, the game will be over and my team will have won, one to zero!”

Roy was tremendously enervated.  He wanted to throw a punch at Jack,  He knew he was trying to take advantage of Roy’s team.  He quickly put the idea of throwing a punch at Jack out of his mind.   Roy really preferred to mess with those who were inferior to him and not with his equals. He came to the conclusion that even Keg could score a penalty.  It was very easy. Lennon, the goalkeeper, was ten years old like them and the goals were quite large. 

"Alright, I will accept what you suggested.”

The chubby boy had spent most of the time avoiding the ball. The less he played the better, but now he couldn't get away. Roy handed him the ball with both hands and told him that he trusted him, although Keg could read in his eyes that he thought just the opposite: "If you miss the penalty, the octopus will fall to you."

Kite placed the ball on the penalty spot. Roy's team players stayed behind him in case he missed and there was a rebound that they could take advantage of to score a goal.  Lennon, the goalkeeper, pointed his index finger at the plump boy, then ran his thumb down his throat, yelling:

"If you score a goal, I swear I'll beat you up, chubby!"

The chubby boy mentally evaluated all of his options.  No matter what he did,  he was into a lot of trouble. He decided to leave it to chance. Kite took a run and shot with a powerful kick. The ball could go either way, but it went straight in through the squad. Lennon guessed the direction, but was unable to get there in time to stop the ball.

Roy's team members cheered on Keg as if he were their idol. He had scored the tying goal. For the first time since they moved to Biloxi, he felt part of a team..

Jack went to comfort Lennon.  He put his hand on his shoulder and commented that this was not over. He was confident that they would still win the match. The goalkeeper, on the other hand, felt humiliated by not stopping a goal from the chubby boy whom he considered an inferior being. He followed him with his eyes for a long time.

On the next play, Liam recovered a ball and shot out in the direction of the opposing goal. He was quite small, which gave him speed.  He got away from a couple of rivals, until he got close to the goal. He passed Keg with the intention of making him make a wall, returning the ball to him so that he could score a goal from point-blank range. He even indicated with his hand where to put it.

Kite understood what he meant, but his clumsy legs weren't able to do it.  His faulty pass was cut off by one of the defenders organizing a counter. Liam was very angry. His play had been the host and the chubby boy had just screwed up. He approached him and kicked his ass three times. He was learning Taekwondo and caused the poor boy a lot of pain. When he got tired of kicking him, he spat at him and walked away like Kite was nothing.

Jack, when he was about to score another goal, received a powerful kick from Roy. He fell to the ground in pain. Everyone seemed to agree that it was a foul from outside the box. From that moment on, the rival striker was not a problem. He hobbled for the rest of the game and was afraid of receiving another kick from Roy.

The rhythm of the match changed by exchanging various positions. Roy and Liam, up front, scored another two goals to bring the score to three to one. On the rival team, Derek had been left alone, with options to score a goal, in front of Keg who at this moment was occupying the goal. The bell that indicated the end of recess, was about to ring.  Even if he scored a goal they would still lose the game, so he decided to shoot directly at the testicles.

Kite writhed in pain on the ground, howling incessantly. He had never suffered so much pain before. The rest of the children were milling around him, laughing mockingly. Lennon, the goalkeeper, without a word, began to kick him.

"This is for scoring the penalty goal.  I warned you that you would pay if you scored!"

Jack accompanied his friend as it annoyed him to have lost the game.  He was better at playing soccer and blamed the chubby boy for losing even if it was not his fault. As his right leg was injured, he punched Kite several times.

"Trash, don't ever play soccer again. It’s not for you!"

Roy and Liam started to defend Kite because he was a member of their team, but when they saw Derek join the beating they did the same.

The bell finally rang and everyone went to class, except Kite, who was still on the ground curled up in a ball.. His companions always ended up causing him suffering. He was left on the ground of the soccer field, clutching his battered testicles, tormenting him more than the rest of the blows put together.  Finally he managed to drag himself to his feet and go back to his classroom.

Slowly he recovered from the beating, not letting anyone know what happened. At times he wanted to vomit, but he could not.  The entire episone gave him a feeling of absolute helplessness.

Under normal conditions he would have collapsed, crying inconsolably and then he would return home so that his mother could take care of him ..., but his life had changed in the last weeks since he had been visiting his grandpa. Now he had a new incentive. He took from his pocket the little green notebook his grandfather had given him. He lifted the cover and on the first page he had written three names:




Roy

Derek

Liam




The boy took a small pencil inserted inside the wire ring and wrote two new names:




Jack

Lennon





Immediately afterwards, he forgot the deep pain he felt,  He showed a perfidious smile and then released several laughs in no way habitual in him.  Thnkfully nobody heard him, because if they did, he would seem a madman. He rejoiced when he imagined the moment when he would take revenge on his  hateful companions.  He would follow the tactic that his grandfather explained to him. It would not be today, nor tomorrow, but someday ...


  
    
      	
        [image: image]

      

      	

      	
        [image: image]

      
    

  


    [image: image]


    6. The entrance exam
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At Johnny's house. 30 years later, 2015




It seemed like an ordinary morning but it wasn't. The young man was very nervous. His father, Andrew, had been warning him for some time that something big was going to happen to him in the next few days. Johnny pressed him over and over again for a clue, but his father was not saying anytrhing. From the smirk on his face, it must be something good or at least funny.

The father approached his son, putting his hands on his shoulders, and then said:

“Today is the day.”

"But what is going to happen to me, Dad? My nerves are killing me."

"You're finally going to have a job.  I've talked to a friend of mine and he's going to hire you.”

“Yes?” - Johnny asked elated. He couldn't believe it.

In his mind he was already beginning to imagine all the things he was going to do with the money he earned. The first thing was to buy a car. He had had a driver's license for a long time, but his father rarely gave him his Cadillac to drive.  He was afraid that he would scratch it. Sometimes he doubted if his father loved him or the damned car more.

In fact, he was so desperate to join the world of work that he didn't care about one job or another, but he was curious. He was suddenly doubtful whether he would be able to carry out the new job diligently.

"You've been playing this little game for several weeks, dad,  so tell me once and for all what it's about."

His father reflected for a few seconds before answering. He came to the conclusion that deep down it was ridiculous to hide more from him.  It was time for the details.

"Do you remember I told you that my friend Logan had been made sheriff?"

“Yes.”

"As you know, he and I go fishing from time to time. In one of our endless talks waiting for the fish to bite, I told him that you had been looking for a job for a long time, but that it was costing you more than expected. Without me asking for anything, he offered to hire you.”

Johnny was in limbo. Sheriff Logan himself wanted me to work for him. At this point a silly question arose:

"Does he want me to be his assistant or does he need me for something else?"

The father gave his son a slight smack.  Sometimes his son could be kind of dense.. The young man touched his face with his right hand.  The slap did not hurt much, but not expecting that reaction from his father, he was somewhat confused.

"Sure, son, be smart. You're going to be his assistant!" A few months ago, the old sheriff died of a heart attack, and Logan succeeded him.  I think there is one more assistant and you would complete the squad.

"And do I have to do something such as an exam, physical tests ...?"

At the young man's insistence, Andrew decided to give him one last piece of information. He promised Logan that he would not warn his son but the worried look in his son’s eyes made him go back on his promise..

"Okay, I'll tell you, but ... when he shows up, you're going to act surprised, like you don't know anything!"

"Of course, Dad, count on it!"

“Well, he told me that he plans to test you.  He needs someone who is good with weapons, but the rest of the trade he will teach you over time.”

"You could have told me earlier!" -the young man reproached him. He did not have much self-confidence and would have  liked to practice with his pistol for a long time to sharpen his aim.

"Stop the nonsense! We've been to the shooting range a lot and you're really good. in fact, you shoot better than me. Hunting you also developed with ease. Half of the stuffed animal heads that we have in the living room are thanks to you.”

“It's true.” Johnny finally calmed down. He was good with guns and the sheriff was friends with his father. He had to do it very badly to spoil everything.

They did not have time to continue talking about the matter. The sirens of a police car stopped in front of the door of their home. The father let out a small laugh, Logan was excited so he did not have to put on this little act.

After a short time, the sirens stopped sounding and Johnny watched through the peephole in the door as the sheriff walked through the yard until he stopped in front of the door and rang the bell. He was an imposing guy, six feet tall, muscular, with an elegant demeanor. He dic seem to be a bit conceited as, he always wore his hat and sunglasses, thinking they made him look orricial and more important.  Johnny had never gotten to talk to him, but from what he had heard, he was a good person got along well with everyone.

The young man started to open it, but his father held him back for a moment.  He did not want them to be seem as desperate.

"Good morning, Logan," - Andrew greeted his friend as soon as he opened the door, trying to hide his excitement. “How I can help you today?”

"I have been told that your son is a bad boy.  I have to ask him some questions," - he said in a serious tone.

Johnny understood that it was part of the joke they wanted to play on him. It was absurd, as he knew he was going to offer him the job but he decided to play along with the game

"Good morning, sheriff, I haven't done anything wrong. I don't know what you mean,” he said in a scared voice.

Logan could not take it anymore as  he burst out laughing, which caused a chain effect. The young man's father accompanied him with abundant laughter. Johnny was not sure how he should act and ended up imitating them, more to accompany than for anything else.

"Relax ..." the sheriff hesitated, as he couldn't remember the young man's name. He looked at the father who said said his son’s name in a low voice, moving his lips very slowly.  The sherriff continued, “Johnny. You have not committed any crime, that I have discovered.”

"Ah, well," - the young man commented somewhat curtly. “Can I then ask why you are here?” as if he had no clue about the job offer.

"I need an assistantr and your father has told me that you are a good boy, obedient, respectful of the law and you shoot better than Bruce Willis."

"Well, I'm not bad at it. Maybe my father could have exaggerated a bit, but...”

"I was counting on that. That is precisely why I am going to submit you to a shooting test; It is a mere formalism. You shoot five cans in the forest and if you hit, let's say ... three, you are hired. Is that okay?”

"Of course, sheriff.  I'd be honored to work alongside you," - Johnny replied, looking very excited.

"Well, let's all go to the squad car,"  Logan said as he slipped one of his big arms over his shoulder of the young man, who was considerably skinnier than he was.

During the journey, Logan was explaining to his, almost certainly, future assistant some details about the functions he would have to develop. He stressed that he was the Sheriff of Harrison County, which belongs to the state of Mississippi, in the southern United States.  They had the central office here, in Biloxi, which was a quiet, small city that did not have fifty thousand inhabitants. The sheriff also told him that they gave assistance to the surrounding villages, although they did not usually cause much trouble.




In the woods




They were already in the place set for the shooting test. The ride there was a bit degrading. Johnny and his father were inside a patrol car, sitting in the back, where detainees usually go. To make matters worse, the sheriff was using the siren and was driving at high speed, attracting a lot of attention. Everyone was looking at them wondering what was going on.

They got out of the car and Logan walked to the place he had prepared. Johnny and his father followed a few steps behind him, in silence. After a few minutes they came to a clearing in the forest where the trunk of a large long-fallen tree stood out. He had five cans of beer on top, placed three inches apart.

"Johnny, it's your time. There are the targets you have to shoot down," the sheriff commented pointing to the cans with his hand.

The young man purposely hit his right hand on his forehead and groaned. He had been so excited that he had forgotten something important at home. He looked at the sheriff and said in a low voice: "I didn't bring my gun."

"You don't need it!" Logan exclaimed, spreading his arms. “Use my revolver.”

Johnny was ready to freak out as he held the sheriff's service gun in his hands.  It was a beautiful revolver. It was silver, pristine, heavier than his, but that was normal, being of a larger caliber.

Immediately after taking the revolver in his hands, doubts started to flood his mind.  Would he shoot as well  with this revolver as he did with his usual weapon? He couldn't convey insecurity, so he got emboldened and aimed for the first can. His right arm was stretched out as he looked through the gun sight dowsn the barrel. He determined the exact position of his target. The cans weren't very big, but the distance was perfect.
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Thirty years have passed, no one will suspect me anymore.
It is time to end those who humiliated me in my childhood.

Uotn Nexdar





OEBPS/Images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/Images/chapter_title_below.png





