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Something Is Off About This Morning

I think it was around ten. I know because the sun was pouring through the bus window. But something didn't fit. The streets were too quiet for a weekday. Few cars, almost no noise, a silence that seemed to have settled over the city without asking permission.

I'm in the back row of an old bus. I'd dozed off and was having trouble getting my bearings. I felt a subtle disorientation, as if my body had woken up before my mind. The bus lurched along with a clumsy rhythm and that sharp smell of diesel and the past. Transportation from another era, the kind you think is extinct... until you're riding it again.

There are only a few people. I try to work out through the window where along the route I am. The sun is right in my face and my eyelids are heavy, but I force them open: I don't want to miss my stop, wherever it is.

I recognize the road. From what I can see, I'm headed home. The landscape is familiar. I'm passing the Estadio Italiano. On the other side, the Las Condes cultural center. No doubt about it: I'm close.

The stop is coming up, and on impulse I stand. I look for the button to signal, but there isn't one. Just a cord tied to a rusty horn. I pull the cord. It seems absurd that such a system still exists. What a joke of a country, I think. They tell us to leave our cars at home, then make us ride around in relics.

I get off. And the moment my feet touch the ground, something breaks inside me. I don't know where I am. I check my pockets. I examine my hands. No visible injuries, but my head hurts. A lot.

I try to check my face with my phone, but I can't find it. Not a trace. That's when fear starts creeping in through the cracks. Did someone rob me while I was asleep? Did I fall? Did someone hit me?

I check myself all over. No signs of violence. Just a tingling in my shoulder, a sharp twinge I can't see.

I look more closely. And there it is: written on the palm of my hand is the word “Tindara.” In pencil. No context. No meaning. It means nothing to me. I'm not hurt. But something is wrong.

None of it makes sense. And worst of all: there are no defensive wounds. I'm a fighter. I trained for years. Nobody could have caught me off guard without my doing something.

So what happened?

And my car? Why was I on a bus? That makes no sense. I can't call anyone; I don't have a phone and I can't remember a single useful number.

Just one. An old one. As if it were tattooed on my memory: my grandmother's house. From the days of rotary phones.

I laugh, almost in despair. Even the number for the Teletón telethon feels more familiar than my own life. 24500-03. A modern curse.

I thought about catching another bus, but just deciding which one was right felt foreign. I don't know the routes or where they go. I've never needed to. I always drive, and when I have to go downtown, I take the metro. But this time... that mental map was completely blurred. I felt the city, like me, had shed its skin.

I reached into my pocket out of reflex, looking for something certain. And there was nothing at all: no wallet. Nothing. No cash, no ID, not even that little card that tells you where you belong. It was as if the world had decided to do without me while I slept.

Anger rose slowly, like trapped steam. I looked at my pants, stained and rumpled, as if the night before had been rough. Everything felt dirty, dislocated, as if the place I was supposed to know were playing hide-and-seek with me.

And then a bus went by.

Its paint was flat and faded, with sky-blue and orange stripes you could barely see, as if the sun and the years had decided to erase them without asking. It had no digital sign, just a makeshift one, written in marker on yellow cardboard and stuck to the side window with thick tape. It read “326 - Recoleta / Las Condes” in hurried handwriting.

The windows weren't sealed; they had those metal cranks that were hard to turn. The seats were covered in green vinyl, some torn, all cracked with age. The interior lights flickered as if they couldn't decide whether to stay or go.

The passengers wore denim jackets, wide-collared shirts, canvas backpacks with silver zippers. Still faces, no devices, as if each of them were in conversation with the silence. They looked like they'd stepped out of a forgotten postcard from the eighties. And the most unsettling part: nothing seemed out of place... except me.

The bus rolled slowly past. And no one looked at it. No one reacted. Only me.

I felt that something didn't fit. That what surrounded me was no longer entirely real. Or at least not real the way I knew it.

My head ached. My shoulder kept tingling, as if someone had planted a starting point there without leaving me instructions.

I had no clues. Only one certainty: something had happened to me, but I didn't yet know what to call it.

No money, no help, no answers: the only option was to walk. It wasn't close. But it wasn't impossible either.

Thirty-three blocks.

And then, not knowing what had changed around me, I started walking.

Despite the aches, I didn't feel the least bit tired. It was strange. I felt full of endless energy, as if my body had been rewritten. My breathing was different, more aware, cleaner. My heart was racing, but not from adrenaline. From emotion. Something extraordinary, hard to name. A mix of urgency and beauty.

I walked very fast. My mind fixed on getting home. Lost in my thoughts, trying to make sense of what was happening to me. Full of questions, far more than certainties. And with every block, the anxiety multiplied like echoes on the pavement.

Suddenly I stopped. A thought hit me like a dull blow. Had I dropped the kids off at school?

That was my job. I took them every morning. Gabriel's school, my oldest, and then the little one's. My wild girl, my beautiful Meche. Mercedes.

A lump rose in my throat. For a second I felt crushed by the world. What if something had happened to us? What if there'd been an accident?

I stopped for just a moment. I looked at the ground. I looked at the sky. I took a deep breath.

And kept walking, even faster.

I thought: if there had been an accident involving them, I wouldn't have woken up on some random bus. That idea calmed me enough to keep going.

I had no choice. I had to get home. There were still many blocks to go.

I don't think I'd ever walked the whole way before. There were stretches I couldn't quite recognize, and at moments I wondered if I was really going the right way. But that was absurd. I was completely lucid. The street signs confirmed it: I was on my usual route.

Even so... everything felt confusing.

I scanned the distance for my building. A modern twelve-story block right on Avenida Apoquindo, a few blocks from Padre Hurtado, across from the Los Dominicos church. It was impossible to miss. I should have seen it by now. Was it really that far?

And then, like a punch to the chest, it hit me: I didn't have my keys. I didn't have anything. Just the clothes on my back.

I didn't even expect anyone to be home at that hour. I felt angry. Absurdly angry, but alive. Maybe Don Juan, the doorman, could help me. That was my only plan.

More than forty-five minutes had passed since I got off the bus. The frantic walk was wearing me down. Thirst was drying me out from the inside, and my empty stomach had become a hollow echo that amplified my confusion.

The smell of fresh bread drifting from the corner bakery hit me with unexpected tenderness. A hook for memory. I knew that smell. And for a moment, that calmed me: I was close.

But then I saw it.

Where my building should have been... there was only a cluster of big houses and a preschool. Two-story houses with colonial tile roofs, ornate gates, and wide gardens bordered by thick privet hedges and freshly bloomed roses. The grass perfectly trimmed, the flowerpots lined up in a row. Everything radiated calm. Too much calm. They weren't old houses. They had a recent, modern look, and yet... they seemed to have always been there.

I froze. As if the ground had opened just slightly, in a silent crack.

Where was I?

Was I that lost? That disoriented?

I felt a dry kind of anguish. I decided to go back to the bakery, sure that I did recognize it. Maybe... I really was in another part of the city and still under the effects of whatever had happened to me.

Maybe they could help me.

I went in quickly. I approached a friendly-looking young woman at the counter who was weighing the bread. She looked calm, but I came in desperate, my words stuck between my throat and my chest, like a stifled scream that couldn't find its shape.

I asked her where I was. I asked her what had happened to the building on the corner.

Her expression changed. She looked me up and down. And in her eyes I saw more than surprise: a hint of pity, maybe a little fear.

She asked if I was by myself... or with someone. If my mother was nearby.

My mother? I thought: What does that have to do with what I'm asking?

I looked at her, annoyed. I asked again, more firmly, if she could tell me where I was.

Now she really was frightened.

A man working the register came over and, with some firmness, asked me to leave. He said they couldn't help me. Please, just go.

I turned around, fighting back my anger. I headed for the door.

And then, when I reached the glass door... everything changed.

The glass was clean, reflective. As I passed it, I saw my reflection.

And I couldn't believe it.

It was me. But... me from more than thirty-three years ago. My thirteen-year-old face. My teenage body. The shape I had before I knew what being an adult meant.

I walked straight into the glass. Shock knocked the wind out of me. It was solid glass. I bounced off and fell flat on my back.

The man from the register rushed over to help, but I got up first, on impulse. I didn't want anyone else touching me.

I ran out. I ran and ran with no direction, no logic, no destination.

This couldn't be happening. How was it possible? Where was I? What year was it?

I had to be in a nightmare. But it hurt. Everything hurt. And that... you don't feel that in dreams.

I lay down on the grass in a nearby park and closed my eyes, trying to slow my breathing. I was on the verge of passing out. I don't know how long I'd been running. My body was shaking, and I didn't want to open my eyes. I didn't want any of it to be real. Not yet.

I tried to find sense in the middle of senselessness. And if all this was really happening, what was I going to do now? How could I fix it? How could I get back to my own time? How could I get back my life, my routine, my name? How would I find Josefina?

For a moment I thought maybe I was dreaming. Once in a while I'd had dreams where I realized I was inside them. A hazy awareness, a lucidity in the middle of the dream.

But almost always... when I realized it, I woke up.

Not this time.

There was no way out. I wasn't trapped in someone else's body. It was me. But thirteen-year-old me.

It wasn't a vision or a hallucination. My body responded as my own. But not like the one I had now. Not like the one I'd known just hours before. It was lighter, faster, more naïve. But also more vulnerable.

Did my other self from this time still exist? Or had I landed in him, pushing him out? Was I drugged, sunk in some induced illusion? Had someone hit me so hard I was starting to lose my mind?

My mind searched for explanations, but my heart only asked that all this have a name. Any name. Even the wrong one. Even if it hurt to say it.

I spent several minutes in shock. The world was still there, but nothing changed. I was still that boy.

Almost by reflex, I thought about going to my parents' house. But what if I opened the door myself? What would I say?

“Hi... I look thirteen, but I'm your thirty-three-year-old son from the future, or from another dimension.”

I'd end up locked away. Maybe for years. In a psych ward.

“Think. Think,” I told myself. But every thought came wrapped in desperation. Everything felt slippery, uncertain. As if every attempt to understand just dragged me deeper.

Until an idea came. Not brilliant. Not rational. Just pure and urgent: go to my grandmother's house.

Besides knowing the number, I remembered the address. And how to get there, as if the old streets had been tattooed under my skin. My grandmother Diana's house.

If anyone in this world could look beyond the body, beyond logic... it was her.

Open-minded. A soul with blurry borders. The kind of person who believes in signs, in parallel lives, in things that burn without consuming.

Maybe... just maybe... she could try to understand what was happening to me.

And then, as if a crack of light had opened, I saw things clearly. Maybe it was the memory of that rotary phone. The old one. The one that turned slowly and came back on its own, as if it always knew the way home.

I tried to get my bearings. To anchor myself. And I set off toward her house. It wasn't far. But it wasn't close to the world I remembered either. My world had changed. And I'd changed with it.

I had no idea how I was going to tell her.

My grandmother Diana was one of those magical people. The kind who seem to have lived more than one life. Who could read cards as if they were invisible maps drawn with the lines of the heart.

She came from an esoteric lineage. “Good witches,” as she liked to say, laughing without making a sound. Though sometimes, in a low, almost confidential voice, she'd whisper that we were also descended from La Quintrala.

“Catalina de los Ríos y Lisperguer,” she'd say. “The woman no age and no man could ever tame.” And then she'd look at me with those eyes where tenderness and fire lived side by side.

All that amused me. Even with the fear hidden underneath. The kind of fear you don't push away, the kind that seduces, like a fire that doesn't burn.

Her house was full of things no one could explain. A mirror that didn't reflect the same way in the morning. A rose quartz and amethyst stone on the desk that, according to her, kept dreams trapped inside objects. A carved wooden box no one had ever managed to open. Photographs hidden behind an old portrait, as if history had been chasing her for centuries.

She said La Quintrala wasn't just blood. That in her fury there was also love misunderstood. “Women like her can't be explained — only sensed,” she'd say. And I thought that line was about her too.

And then, like a stray flash, an unexpected memory came to me: one of our adventures with Diana... the time we went chasing UFOs.

There was a man who claimed to be in contact with extraterrestrials. Skinny as an antenna, long face, dull eyes, he dressed as if reality were always
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