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It was only yesterday when I
realized I was being watched. Out of the corner of my eye and
through the reflections of the store windows, I caught sight of the
big bald Lieutenant who was persistently following me with a steady
walk all through Trade Street. His head looked like the bulged head
of an infant; big baby eyes and inflated cheeks. He too wore the
same black trench coat with the crossed buttoning that all
Lieutenants wore. They are all such imbeciles they think this way
they can walk around incognito in the city of
Vichnygorod.

I rushed inside
Café Rouge and sat at
the table by the large front window. I ordered a cappuccino and
stared at the Lieutenant who stood across the street. His gaze was
fixed on me. He took a big Havana cigar out of his trench coat
pocket and then he produced a cigar-cutter from his other pocket.
He cut the tip of his cigar with his cutter and then he put the
cigar in his mouth and he lit it drawing big puffs. The thick smoke
came glowing white out of his shirred mouth. I lost myself for a
few seconds looking at the chocolate powder that was sprinkled on
top of my cappuccino’s cream. I then turned towards the Lieutenant
and realized he was gone. I returned to my flat half an hour later
and went straight to bed.

In the morning I was
awaken by the strong smell of the cigar. I jumped startled from my
bed and looked at the two bulky Lieutenants who were standing above
me. Just a few feet away stood the big bald Lieutenant who was
following me yesterday. He was smoking his cigar in a flamboyant
manner and exhaled the smoke out of his mouth by bloating his
cheeks like balloons.

“We are sent by the
Authorities. Get dressed. You need to accompany us to the
Headquarters” they said.

“What for?” I
asked.

“We’ll give you all
explanations at the Headquarters. Get dressed.”


As I was getting dressed,
one of the Lieutenants took in his hands a framed etching that was
hanging on the wall. It depicted the front view of the Duomo
cathedral in Florence. In a
single stroke of the pen.

“The Duomo di Firenze…
Ever been in Florence?” he asked.

“No. Never. I’d like to
visit it though” I replied in a kind mood, a mood I actually forced
upon myself in order to keep me calm.

We exited the flat. As we
passed outside my landlady’s door, I overheard her giving a
statement to a Lieutenant; “He is a gentle
boy. He’s never caused any trouble. I’d never believe that he
belongs into any dodgy groups.”

They had three grey
Plymouths parked in a row outside the building. They pushed me in
the one parked in-between, in the backseat. Two bulky Lieutenants
sat with me, one on my left and one on my right. The big bald one
with the cigar sat in front, in the passenger’s seat. The driver –a
tall slim adolescent with a crooked nose and joint eyebrows-
started the engine and the three Plymouths drove off one after the
other.

We drove down the Central
Highway. Being crammed between the two bulky Lieutenants I had the
courage to gaze at the blackened facades of the buildings across
the Highway. There were tubular bells and dream catchers hanging in
almost every balcony, and almost all jalousies were shut probably
to protect the flats from the blinding light of the
sunrise.

Sunrise in Vichnygorod
seemed appendant to a poisonous quintessence, the first sunbeams
seemed uncleaned by the ozone as if they had insidiously penetrated
the atmosphere like the woodworm nibbles the wood. Even the streets
of Vichnygorod, in these early hours, emitted an immense stench of
moldiness.

A huge graffiti was
painted on the wall of a derelict building. It said
FREEDOM in deformed
letters. On another wall, another graffiti. THE REGIME MUST FALL. They were both
so large they couldn’t possibly have escaped the Lieutenants’
attention.

The big bald Lieutenant
kept puffing his cigar until the car was stuffed with thick smoke.
The two Lieutenants on my left and right didn’t complain, they just
opened the back windows, indifferently and impassively.

We arrived at the
Authorities’ Headquarters. I’d never entered that building before.
When we got in, I was struck by the floor that looked like a huge
chess board. Black and white squares, alternating with one
another.

We walked down the
basement. We reached a large iron door. On top of it there was a
sign. INTERROGATION OFFICES.
The door opened and my heart started pulsating
forcefully from agony. These were the famous dungeons. I’d heard so
many stories about them.

A long corridor. Left and
right, narrow iron doors; the cells. There were screams and
beatings heard from inside the cells. They led me to the last cell
on the right. They opened the door and pushed me in it. Then they
locked the door behind me. The cell was small and damp. Empty.
There was a lamp hanging from the ceiling. I waited in there for
about half an hour.

Three Lieutenants and the
Interrogator entered the cell, the Interrogator being a slim built
forty-year old man with pale skin and a goatee. He wore thin-framed
myopia glasses. The tone of his voice was so silky it gave the
impression of a man who, in the case of a ten-Richter earthquake,
wouldn’t bother to even crease his eyebrows. He held a file his
hands, a file with information about me.

They brought two chairs
in, one for the Interrogator and one for me. We sat the two of us
facing each other under the grim eyes of the Lieutenants. The
Interrogator opened the file and the interrogation
began.

“Is your name Piotr
Petrowicz?” he asked.

“Yes” I
replied.

“Son of Ilya and
Margot?”

“Yes.”

“And you are employed as
an archivist in the Census Department?”

“Yes.”

“Are you pleased with your
employment there?”

“It provides me with an
income and I am grateful for that.”

The Interrogator’s lips
formed a wry smile and he leafed through the file’s papers. He then
bluntly proceeded.

“What is your view in
regards to the Regime?”

“I am out of words I’m
afraid. Well, my whatever view on the Regime is rather
neutral.”

“Why are you using the
term regime? Do
you consider it a regime?”

“I am not terming it as
a regime. You
termed it as regime and I merely replied to your question based on the term that
you provided.”

“So? Have you not the will
or the courage to contradict the term I provided?”

“I don’t know. I honestly
don’t know. I’m unable to reply to this question I’m
afraid.”

A few seconds of silence.
The Lieutenants looked at each other. The Interrogator calmly
proceeded.

“We would like you to
provide us with information regarding the terrorist
organization Ecumenical
Lucidness. Anything you
know, even things that you might consider unimportant.”

“I know absolutely nothing
about this subject. I neither belong nor participate into any
terrorist organization.”

“Are you aware of the
organization in question?”

“Yes, I am aware of
it.”

“What exactly are you
aware of about it?”

“I am only aware of the
fact that it is a terrorist organization. Nothing else.”

The big bald Lieutenant
extinguished his cigar on the damp wall of the cell and stuffed it
in the pocket of his trench coat. He came towards me, grabbed me by
my nape and threw a punch at my face. The blow was so strong that I
fainted.

I regained consciousness
in the dark. I had no sense of time. Regime. Was it a regime? But of course it was
a regime. Since
individual freedoms are being repealed, since personal desire is
being subdued to the prescript of fear, what else could it be? It
was a regime alright.

My upper lip was swollen
by the punch. I sensed the metallic taste of blood in my mouth. My
left wisdom tooth was broken. The screams coming from the cells
next to mine arrived resonant in my eardrums despite the thickness
of the walls.

They switched the lamp on.
They came in. This time the Interrogator held a metallic tubular
container connected via a hose to a breathing apparatus.

“We want you to provide us
with any information you know about the terrorist
organization Ecumenical
lucidness.”

“I told you I know
absolutely nothing, sir. I’m being honest.”

They all looked at each
other. The Interrogator approached me and placed the breathing
apparatus on my face. He then turned the tubular container’s
faucet, and the container started making a continuous
hiss.

“Inhale deeply” he
said.

“What is this?” I
asked.

“Novocaine.”

“Meaning?”

“It dulls the
senses.”

“Why are you giving it to
me?”

“It will help you stand
the pain.”

“What pain?”

The big bald Lieutenant
took the cigar-cutter out of his trench coat’s pocket and came
towards me. He grabbed my right hand and placed my little finger
inside the cutter’s hole. He pressed the grip hard and the razors
of the cutter’s hole chopped my finger off to its root.

I screamed. I screamed
hard. Not from the pain, to be perfectly honest. The novocaine had
definitely done its job. I screamed more from the shock and from
the tragic realization that I had definitely and irrevocably lost a
member of my body.

The Interrogator
cauterized my wound using a device that looked like a shaver and
which beamed an azure LED light. The bleeding stopped. They then
picked my finger from the floor and exited the cell switching the
lamp off.

I was left groaning in the
dark. I don’t know how long I was left in there. At some point, the
door opened and I was told I was free.

I exited the Authorities’
Headquarters’ building with my head down. I turned in the
backstreet and walked with quick pace towards the city center. I
sensed that I was being watched. I was sure I was being watched.
The surveillance cameras –which were countless and installed in
several places of Vichnygorod- were turned towards me. I was still
maintaining the right level of concentration that enabled me to
trace them with my eye.

And that brunette woman
wearing that dark-green overcoat and that purple scarf must be one
of them, I thought. She was steadily walking a few feet behind me
from the moment I left the Headquarters.

I found a phone booth and
got in. I dialed the phone number I’d memorized and which I’d never
reveal, even if all my fingers were in danger of being chopped off.
It is a number that regrettably I cannot reveal even to you, dear
reader, and for this I will very humbly apologize to
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