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Harry had only two months to live.

Or at least that was what his mother had been able to understand from the letter that was now turned into a paper ball in the back pocket of his backpack.  Everyone in his family had received the news with such dismay that Harry wondered if they had never really valued that possibility, probably because of the fact that unlike him, none of them had dealt with a degenerative congenital disease throughout his life.

His father had reproached him for taking that terrible news lightly, just as Dr. Clover had said a couple of days earlier during his routine visit to the cardiac hospital in Dubron.

"I am very afraid that aortoporesis has advanced more than we had previously anticipated ... You are also not responding to medications and ..."

"How much?" Harry had asked undeterred.

"A couple of months ... Three at the most."

"Well ... I guess that's how things are going to be."

"We're still hoping that with the new pills you'll be able to extend that period, Harry, it's never too late to ...

"I'm going to die anyway, doctor, today, tomorrow, in three months ... I don't see the point of slowing down the inevitable."  He had said before getting off the couch, putting on his shirt again and leaving that cold office.

Since then he had avoided all contact with his friends and his family, all the free time he had he preferred to spend in his room practicing with his instruments or devoting whole hours to reading. Everyone thought he was depressed, he just wanted to be alone.

"It will be easier for them when I die."

He used that thought to comfort himself in the fact that his family should learn to live without him, and it would be easier if they began to adapt to that idea early. His father, his mother, his brother Hector and his grandfather, they would all be better if they began to convince themselves that in a very short time Harry would no longer be among them.

Harry crossed the central courtyard at full speed after hearing the bell. That was the last bell of the school year, the last of his period in high school and undoubtedly the last bell he would hear in his life. The reason for his hurry was not the fear of being persecuted by the abusive rugby team athletes, nor for the last time encountering the annoying teachers who had made his last year into hell. No, all that had to do with two very special little people ...

"Well, neither of them is close, if I can reach the west wing corridor while they continue signing the yearbooks, I may be able to avoid them." - Harry said under his breath as his eyes scanned the wheezing tide of students in which the courtyard had become.

From his point of view he did not do that with bad intention, perhaps he was behaving like a bastard, but it was a necessary evil. Jenny and Erik were his only true friends around the world and did not deserve to have to go through a grieving process just to stay with him during those last months. Deep down I wanted to spend time with them as much as possible, but I also thought it was a selfish attitude.

"Death leaves scars on the soul." He remembered that sad phrase he had read in one of the books, who Mr. Schoffer had given him, of all the Schoffer high school teachers he was the only one Harry liked. An intelligent, serene and very eloquent man who was in charge of imparting literature. He was the only one (except for his family and his two friends) who knew the truth about his state of health.

"Do not go meekly on that good night, get angry, get angry at the death of the light."

To recite that phrase from the homonymous poem by Dylan Thomas had blown his mind, and it had been by far the best advice anyone had ever given him to face the idea that he would soon become part of the permanent tenants of the cemetery.

Harry camouflaged himself among the dozens of teenagers who hugged, shouted and sang in the midst of that sea of jubilant students because of the fact that the school year had come to an end. He was vigilant at all times to avoid being unexpectedly surprised by those who tried to avoid.

He sped up when he spotted the empty corridor of the west wing. He made a triumphant gesture with his hand as he moved at full speed down that long hallway. Too worried in his attempt to avoid meeting Jenny and Erik he did not notice the small sign next to the spout of water where he indicated that the floor was wet until it was too late and he was skating uncontrollably on that smooth surface floor like the fine marble.

He struggled to regain control of his movement and managed to dodge the row of lockers that stretched along the right side, but he was not fast enough to avoid the wooden door that led directly to the lower stairs and the secondary exit. He stumbled trying to grab any object that prevented his impending fall but none of them was able to stop him.

He rolled uncontrollably down the small stairs with a good blow to the ribs, when he thought he would continue with that demonic speed until the last leg of the stairs collided with one of the garbage cans stopping dry.

“A very peculiar way to leave the premises, Harry. Wouldn't it have been easier to use the emergency exit?

Harry stood up as fast as he could just to face the smiling Professor Schoffer.

“You already know me, professor, I have never liked easy outings.

"And that is precisely what makes you special ..." The professor said, accommodating his backpack. "How do you feel about not returning next year?"

Harry was silent for a second before answering.

“Since I learned about my illness, I have been preparing for this moment, professor, it is not as if I had never thought that I would die. 

Schoffer looked him straight in the eye while still smiling. He wore his usual khaki pants attire, white shirt buttoned up to the neck and a corduroy jacket with patches on the elbow area. His arms were crossed behind his back, he always used to stand that way when he taught.

Did you know that the ancient Egyptians thought in a similar way about Harry's death? For them, death only meant the next trip on the horizon ... A pretty revolutionary idea, it seems clear to me.

“That is great, although I doubt that they had also suffered from aortoporesis.

Harry trembled slightly under his clothes. That word exercised an unconscious control over him, just saying it gave him chills.

It was a congenital and degenerative disease that affected all of his cardiac apparatus, especially the aortic valve, responsible for regulating the constant changes in blood pressure during the diastole and systole process. In a healthy person that process happened normally and automatically, but in Harry that was not the same. The disease compressed the walls of the valve drastically, preventing the passage of blood or enlarging it, allowing an excessive amount of blood to flood the heart's bedrooms.

Although they had managed to control the disease slightly with medications, Harry's system had become immune to the effects of the drug, it was now prescribed with a new pill that was in the experimental phase so the results could be unexpected, however the damage was done and his aortic valve was in critical condition, at the rate at which the disease progressed it would only be a matter of months before it became totally unusable, which would lead to the total failure of his cardiac system. A certain death.

Professor Schoffer nodded slowly and looked away. Harry felt bad for saying that, he was aware that sometimes he could be a total idiot with the people who cared for him, but that was nothing more than a defense mechanism that he had unconsciously developed to avoid having to deal with the reality.

"In any case ... Something else you might not know about the Egyptians is that they used to give mortuary gifts to their loved ones while they were still alive, in fact, they placed these gifts in their mausoleums or in the pyramids when it came to pharaohs ... I doubt Have a Harry pyramid ready, so I'm going to give you your gift now.

Schoffer pulled his hands from behind his back revealing what he had been hiding all along. At first glance it looked like a small brown booklet.

"He didn't have to bother Professor ..." Harry replied, accepting the booklet and raising it in front of him to check it better, What is it?

“I have been told that you like music quite a bit, it is for you to make your notes and compositions. 

Harry smiled pleased at that unexpected gift he hastened to put in his backpack. His gaze searched again for his teacher's dark brown eyes and felt a surge of admiration and affection for him.

"Thank you, Professor ..." I regret that I have not thought of getting a goodbye gift before.

"No need ... Don't see it as a farewell." Consider it as my last contribution towards your education ... Although I have never taught you music.

Schoffer put a hand on his shoulder in a fatherly way and smiled again.

"Who told you that I like music?" Harry asked suddenly as if he had previously missed a detail like that. "The only ones who know that ...

"Yes, as for that ...

"Harryyyyyy!"

That squeaky voice came from the corridor of the wet floor where he had almost killed himself just minutes before. Jenny and Erik appeared walking slowly and very carefully through the corridor until they approached Harry and Professor Schoffer

Harry put on an angry expression that Schoffer knew to interpret very well as a clear desire to have wanted to avoid that moment.. 

"Miss Jenny and Mr. Erik, of course." They told me about that interesting hobby of yours for music Harry. They said you were pretty good and mentioned something about a ... Band? Schoffer added, looking in the direction of Jenny who came panting next to Erik - Is that correct, right?

"Yes. We have the best band in the world, professor. We are even going to ...

"Wait! I thought it would be a surprise for Harry." Erik interrupted

"Surprise?" What are they talking about and what are they doing here?  

Harry could not believe that his plan to avoid his friends had failed completely. He didn't want to be misunderstood, he loved his friends, he just wanted to be away from them for long enough to clarify his ideas. Deep down, his real concern was the wound he would leave when he was no longer with them. He had come to a very wrong solution that if he began to behave like an idiot with them, then they would gradually move away from him, protecting them indirectly from the pain that would cause them to die.

"Wow ... Yes, you're very grumpy today, Harry." Erik put an arm around his shoulders and squeezed it tightly. “We've been looking for you all day, we have news, good news, excellent news, in fact... Colossal news.

Erik was the youngest of the three and ironically the tallest too. Just touching the seventeenth but without having finished with his sixteen stage. He was in the penultimate year and therefore that was the last time he would share with both of them at school. He was also the calmest and most sensible, a kind of "Cricket Pepe" very developed and with an amazing ability for numbers and drums.

Jenny was the only girl in the band and most likely the only girl in their lives except for their respective mothers. She was Harry's confidant and companion, they always went together everywhere ... Or so they had done until Harry had begun to behave like an idiot. In any case, he never gave up on getting a smile and making him feel better. She was the smartest of the group, at eighteen she had already obtained a scholarship to study in Darmout, an achievement that made sure to emphasize everyone she knew. All his classmates used to say that he was in love with Harry, which he jumped to immediately deny with his cheeks burning as a result of shame.

And of course, Harry ... He had never liked to define himself, he knew well that that meant limiting himself. The easiest way to describe it was by saying that he was a "rookie" with eighteen years in tow. He had spent most of them in the wards of the Wichita General Hospital. A boy almost as intelligent as irreverent, although he had always been popular with girls because of his attractiveness, he always found a way to repel them with his clumsy attitude.

His friends called him "The Fool's Charm," whenever a pretty girl tried to talk to him, his brain was completely disconnected from his body, the result was the same every time: he babbled like a fool and the girls ended up watching him. with a strange expression and slowly walked away where they had come from. However, there was something in which he dazzled with his presence, he had the strange ability to make people interested in him, in what he said and what he did. 

Anyone would have called him charisma, Jenny called him "angel"

"Look, the truth is, I'm not in the mood for any surprise ... I just want to go home and rest." Professor, thanks again for the gift. ”Harry said, putting his backpack back over his shoulder and starting toward the main gate just to be stopped by Erik's strong grip.

"Well, if you're not in a better mood, you get excited about this ..." Jenny said winking and looking for something in her backpack "Where did I put it ... I think ... Ah!" Eureka

The girl held up that brown envelope as if it were a magnificent treasure that deserve to be admired by everyone. 

"What is that?" Harry asked with a frown.

"This my dear friend is nothing more than the maximum prize for our effort as a band ..." Jenny replied with a singing accent. "Do you remember that time in my dad's garage when we decided to record one of our rehearsals?"

The memories of that April afternoon came to Harry's mind when, for pure fun, they had taken their instruments to Jenny's house and pretended to make a cover. 

"How to forget it, Erik played so loudly that Mrs. Norris ended up calling officer Redmond to shut us up," replied Harry, who still didn't understand what this was all about.

"Exactly ... Where I want to go is that I recorded that session and sent it to the selection jury of the Tennessee indie festival and ..." Oh God Jenny ... Please tell me no .." Harry put his hands to his face guessing the girl's response. "Yes, I did," she replied.

"Oh, what if he did ..." Erik added, nodding fervently.

"I think he did," said Professor Schoffer, laughing at the sight of Harry's expression.

"They accepted us!" We are going to compete in the festival and we will have to play in front of ten thousand people on the final night! "Jenny could not contain the emotion and start clapping." That will be exactly one month from tomorrow.

"They have to be kidding ... Why did they do it?" 

Harry could not believe what he had just heard, a torrent of emotions debated internally in his chest. He felt excited, stressed, afraid and at the same time wanting to run away and never return. He had never taken music seriously beyond playing a couple of times on amateur evenings in Sally's cafeteria, or rehearsals and covers with his friends. That was great ... It was real.

―It's excellent news. I congratulate you guys ... But Tennessee is quite far from Salt Lake City. How did they get there? ”Professor Schoffer asked in an air of bewilderment

All the emotion he had felt just a moment ago disappeared suddenly from Harry's chest. The professor was right, they had never left Salt Lake City and Tennessee was too remote a city. Hadn't Jenny and Erik thought about that?

"It's just that it's not all the surprise ..." Erik added. "Our dear Jenny has had the brilliant idea of  preparing our" Tour of the Victoire" or what it means in French, victory tour ...

"I don't think that means ...

“We are going to embark on a trip by land through several villages doing local performances to prepare for the big night. What sounds exciting to you? ”Erik said, pulling his chest out and speaking proudly.

Professor Schoffer looked at them with an expression of disbelief that no one had seen before in him, although he soon became a broad smile.

"That's ... Wonderful! And you say that will be in a month?" Well, he informed them that they already have a fan who will go see them that night. I am sure they will win.

Schoffer hugged the three of them with pride as Jenny and Erik continued talking about how wonderful the festival would be and why they were sure they would win without problems.

Harry had his head down and didn't dare say a word. Schoffer realized the situation and tried to make him react.

"Hey ... It's very good news, Harry." Not many boys your age have the opportunity to embark on a trip like this with their friends. You should feel very lucky.

As if that had hurt him in the depths of his being, Harry raised his face, letting the tears begin to escape his eyes.

"Lucky for this?" Do you want me to tell you something else that many of my age boys won't do? Dying of a fucking heart disease! Lucky says? There is no reason to rejoice, we get excited, we get into a dilapidated car and travel seven hundred kilometers until we arrive in Tennessee and they tell us that we were never good enough and never will be.

Erik and Jenny stared at him speechlessly without daring to say a single word.
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