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THE  NEW  ESSENCE  OF  THE  ROSE

I  never  asked  her  the  name  of  the  scent  she  perfumed  her  body  with.  I wasn't  good  at  distinguishing  fragrances,  much  less  did  I  understand flowers. 

It  was  such  a  captivating  scent  that  the  smoke  from  the  cigarette  she was  smoking  began  to  repulse  me.  Without  thinking,  I  threw  the cigarette  away  and  stood  still  in  that  park,  trying  to  track  the  direction from  which  that  distinctive  scent  of  hers  was  emanating. 

I  wandered  around  there  for  a  while.  It  was  almost  7  p.m.,  and  the limited  natural  light  was  fading,  giving  way  to  the  artificial  illumination  of the  local  streetlights.  But  right  where  I  thought  I  was  following  the  trail,  it slowly  vanished  until  it  became  almost  imperceptible  to  my  sense  of smell.  It  would  soon  become  just  a  memory,  a  mere  mental  image. 

Juan  Cazaverde  wasn't  the  sentimental  type.  He  was  an  ordinary  man, with  a  history  of  casual  encounters  that  later  gave  way  to  more  stable relationships,  although  he  was  always  confused  about  which  women  had been  truly  important  and  which  had  been  mere  floozies. 

Rosa  was  one  of  those  (one  of  the  special  ones,  but  easily  relegated  to the  group  of  the  fuckable  ones). 
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Following  that  scent,  Juan  walked  far  away  from  the  streetlights,  into the  darkest  part  of  the  park. 

return  to  the  center  to  resume  her  walk  to  the  apartment.  It was  only  a  few  blocks.  The  walk  was  so  short  that  she  could  see  the white  buildings  that  seemed  to  glow  in  the  darkness. 

In  the  center  of  the  park  were  benches,  trash  cans,  and  dog feces…  Also,  a  person  lying  on  their  back  in  the  fetal  position, hugging  their  legs  to  protect  themselves  from  the  cold.  Perhaps it  was  a  homeless  person  or  a  drunk. 

But  that  was  not  what  Juan  saw. 

She  was  a  woman  with  long,  curly  brown  hair,  dressed  in  blue  jeans and  a  thick  wool  coat  in  intertwined  shades  of  gray,  white,  and  black.  She was  resting  on  a  bed  of  pastel  sheets,  completely  absorbed  by  a  green curtain  in  front  of  her. 

They  had  decided  together.  She  was  the  one  who  suggested  it  when she  realized  it,  and  Juan  felt  reborn,  for  Rosa  had  guessed  his  thoughts. 

So,  understanding  as  Juan  is,  he  took  her  hand  and  kindly  led  her to  the  clinic,  as  any  responsible  and  loving  man  would  do.  He  waited until  the  procedure  was  over  to  see  her  emerge  weak  and  in  pain, and  gently  opened  the  taxi  door  for  her  and  then  left  her. 

in  his  bed. 

But  in  reality,  he  was  just  a  man  in  baggy  clothes  and  curly  hair.  An ordinary  gray  woolen  cap  covered  his  head. 
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I  looked  at  my  watch:  it  was  almost  8:00.  There  was  no  one around,  not  even  the  doorman.  Just  rows  of  parked  cars  and streetlights  illuminating  my  way  back.  If  it  weren't  for  the  cats' 

meows,  I'd  be  completely  alone.  I  couldn't  see  them  anywhere,  but there  were  several  of  them.  Their  meows  would  drift  from  one  place and  then  be  heard  in  another.  (Maybe  they  were  watching  me and  communicating  with  each  other.)

Juan  arrived  at  the  elevator  and  waited  for  the  doors  to  open. 

There  was  a  woman  inside. 

It  was  coming  from  the  basement,  Juan  guessed.  The  woman immediately  pulled  out  her  phone  and  began  playing  with  her  hair.  It wasn't  unusual  for  Juan  to  be  surrounded  by  women  who,  in  their 40s,  believed  themselves  to  be  attractive  and  desirable,  despite  their crow's  feet,  dry  skin  hidden  under  layers  of  moisturizer,  and  hair  dyed to  cover  their  gray.  They  waited  for  a  man  to  break  the  ice  so  they could  make  small  talk  and  relive  the  days  when  they  were  young  and desirable. 

But  that  was  exactly  what  happened  in  the  past.  So  Juan  ignored her.  The  woman  got  angry  and  looked  away,  containing her  bitterness.  After  all,  she  was  a  stranger.  Juan  got  off on  the  fourth  floor  as  the  elevator  continued  its  ascent  to  the  upper floors. 

The  apartment  was  bathed  in  a  bluish  light,  as  if  entering  a  refrigerator. 

Juna  touched  the  switch,  but  the  room  was  still  dark.  However,  a  light  coming  from the  window  illuminated  a  naked  woman  with  long  brown  hair,  sitting  on  the couch,  watching  the  beam  of  light  enter  through  the  crack.  Rosa  had  her hands  clasped  on  her  knees.  Hands  covered  in  blackened  veins  beneath  a  skin that  was  9  inches  thick. 

​[image: Image 11]

Machine Translated by Google

10

​[image: Image 12]

Machine Translated by Google

pale  and  cadaverous,  exhaling  a  faint  vapor  that  became  increasingly intense. 

Rosa's  stomach  was  in  turmoil.  Inside,  a  living  entity  kept  chewing, stretching  the  skin  like  snakes  swimming  through  a  thick  surface,  unable to  escape...  for  now. 

The  only  thing  perceptible  was  the  feasting  going  on  inside:  the  crunching of  bones,  the  stretching  of  some  organ,  whether  guts,  liver,  or  even  the heart.  It  was  as  if  an  animal  were  moving  beneath  the  sand,  forming  a curve  that  went  deeper  into  the  body,  violently  shaking  the  ribcage,  which contorted  aberrantly. 

Whatever  was  inside  came  down  and  began  desperately  clawing  its way  out.  First,  a  thin  line  appeared,  and  like  a  veil,  two  small  hands appeared  and,  holding  on,  began  to  create  an  opening  to  get  out. 

A  black,  slime-like  substance  with  shades  of  green  and  pink  fell to  the  ground.  The  smell  was  so  nauseating  that  Juan  couldn't  help  but fall  to  his  knees  and  vomit  immediately. 

I  panicked,  not  because  of  what  I  was  seeing,  but  because  of  the fear  of  fainting.  I  had  no  chance  to  escape.  It  was  already  too  late:  my body  was  numb  from  the  cold  and  the  stench  emanating  from  the woman's  body. 

Rosa's  stomach  churned  even  more.  That  monster  needed  to  break through.  It  poked  its  head  out,  covered  in  black,  warty  veins,  and used  its  feet  as  leverage  to  burst  everything  open.  Pieces  of  guts and  other  organs  oozed  out  like  jam,  exuding  an  even  more unbearable  stench  before  falling  heavily  to  the  ground. 
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The  creature  crawled  toward  its  father,  who  could  not  move. 

Rosa  was  oblivious  to  all  of  this.  Her  face  was  no  longer  human;  it  was just  a  cursed  statue  created  in  a  hellish  art  workshop. 

The  only  thing  that  seemed  alive  were  his  eyes,  which  were  constantly weeping.  His  pupils  were  flailing,  trying  to  escape  their  sockets.  A stream  of  images,  memories,  and  thoughts  churned  within  his  irises, which  trembled  and  bounced,  trying  to  break  free.  His  entire  body was  now  a  prison  from  which  nothing  could  escape. 

Still,  a  few  tears  rolled  down  her  cheeks.  So  many  had  already  fallen, and  although  she  understood  that,  on  her  date  with  hell,  tears  would  be useless,  at  least  she  wouldn't  be  alone. 
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WHEN  DESIRE  WHISPERS  YOUR  NAME

Kim  lived  with  her  brother  in  a  village.  On  that  continent,  the  female population  is  lower  due  to  several  factors  that  aren't  relevant  to mention. 

For  practically  every  100  men,  there  are  10  women,  and  three  are elderly,  while  two  are  minors.  So  there  are  a  lot  of  men  whose  feminine world  is  completely  unknown  to  them. 

Today,  Kim  is  thoughtful  as  he  walks  through  the  fields  filled  with vegetables,  watermelons,  coffee,  and  other  crops,  as  well  as  a chicken  coop.  His  brother  lives  in  a  spacious  house  that  even  has  satellite TV  (friends  and  neighbors  enjoyed  the  soccer  or  baseball  games, followed  by  a  big  barbecue).  His  brother  lives  a  quiet  life,  and  to  illustrate this,  it's  enough  to  recall  the  breakfasts  of  fresh  milk,  cereal,  eggs,  and large  pieces  of  delicious  meat,  along  with  baked  bread. 

Her  brother  is  watering  watermelons  in  the  middle  of  the  field.  Kim  is  at  his side,  wearing  a  waterproof  jacket  and,  not  to  mention  his  boots, which  are  heavy  duty,  but  also  his  backpack,  which  contains  dried food  and  several  bottles  of  water. 

—I'm  not  one  to  forbid  you  from  going.  Immigrants  have  a  very  bad  life there.  You  can  have  an  incredible  life  without  a  woman  by  your  side.  I'm grateful  because  I  have  plenty  of  food,  I've  been  able  to  help  others, and  I  even  have  plenty  of  time  to  do  what  I  love.  I  can't  believe  there are  men  for  whom  all  this  isn't  enough,  and  this  sick  search  for  a  partner. 

It  died  out  years  ago. 
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That  thing  about  a  man  and  a  woman  achieving  great things  together.  But  I  see  you  need  to  learn  that  on your  own…  I  just  wish  you  luck.  —That's  when  her brother  pulled  out  a  wad  of  bills  and  gave  it  to  her. 

Kim  wasn't  one  for  hugs;  she  simply  thanked  him  and promised  they'd  keep  in  touch.  She  picked  up  her  backpack and  hoisted  it  over  her  shoulder,  turning  her  back  on  her brother.  She  had  to  tour  the  large  house  one  last  time,  and went  to  her  brother's  room,  where  there  was  an  inflatable doll  that  kept  staring  at  him  (it  was  almost  as  if  the  doll was  mocking  him).  She  had  seen  it  many  times,  as  she  had seen  it  in  other  homes  of  men  who  lived  in  the  village. 

This  reminded  him  that  his  brother  was  a  loser  and  even doubted  his  manhood.  He  had  to  take  the  risk,  as  he  had had  decided. 

Their  journey  began  by  paying  a  truck  driver  to  take  them and  others  hidden  in  a  secret  compartment  across  the border.  It  was  a  journey  of  more  than  10  hours. 

So  he  was  with  five  other  men,  packed  very  tightly,  and  the compartment  barely  let  in  any  light.  Besides,  they  were traveling  at  night.  In  that  sea  of  darkness,  Kim  pondered  his girlfriend.  She  had  left  him  more  than  six  months  earlier,  since Kim  couldn't  earn  seven  times  the  basic  salary  on  that continent.  So  their  love  affair  was  just  a  young romance,  but  she  had  to  leave  to  study  for  a  degree,  where  a successful  man  could  court  her  and  form,  now,  a  serious relationship.  Kim,  unknowingly,  found  herself  in  the  midst  of a  stage  in  which  a  woman  connects  with  a  man  to  have that  childlike  love,  then  ends  all  fantasies  and  seeks,  now, 15

​[image: Image 17]

Machine Translated by Google

A  realistic  man.  Regardless  of  the  feelings  that  were  previously involved.  Completely  forgetting  about  it. 

So  there  was  a  mixture  of  bitterness  and  feeling  betrayed in  his  mind.  She  subtly  indicated  to  him  that  Kim  wasn't enough.  That  he  had  to  make  momentous  decisions  if  he wanted  a  woman  by  his  side.  The  plan  was  to  arrive as  an  undocumented  immigrant  in  a  metropolis,  work  and  save as  much  money  as  possible  to  study  at  a university,  and  then  have  the  opportunity  to  get  a  better-paying  job  and  thus  achieve  a  certain  status  so  that  a woman  would  notice  him.  A  woman  is  the  prize,  but  losers  like his  brother  fail  to  understand  that. 

The  five  men  arrived  in  the  city.  They  were  able  to  stay  in  a fairly  decent  motel,  where  the  owner  greeted  them  coldly, contemptuously  telling  them  the  room  number.  They  had  to move  the  bed  to  one  side  so  they  could  all  sleep  on  mats. 

They  managed  to  find  work  storing  gasoline  cans  and  other flammable  products  in  a  rather  picturesque  location.  These  old buildings  were  invaded  by  merchants  and  traffickers  of  all kinds. 

They  built  scaffolding  towers,  even  supported  by  bamboo, where  contraband  merchandise  and  flammable  chemicals were  stored  in  drums  of  all  sizes.  However,  rumors  spread  that weapons  and  drugs  were  also  hidden  there.  Kim,  along  with the  others,  simply  took  orders  without  asking  questions  or showing  any  curiosity,  as  it  was  dangerous. 

Sometimes,  some  of  his  fellow  travelers  would  spend  their  money  going  even further  south  of  the  city,  where  the  Macondo  Red  Zone  is  located,  a  place  of prostitutes  and  16
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Drug  dealers,  and  even,  according  to  rumors,  murder  and  even  organ trafficking  are  mentioned.  Kim  saw  how  these  men  squandered  their money  and  then  borrowed  money.  Kim's  only  goal  was  to  save  money, because  she  was  28  years  old,  and  by  the  time  she  achieved  that  ideal position,  she  would  be  40.  No  woman  on  her  continent  would  even notice  a  man  who  didn't  live  in  a  city,  with  a  house  and  two  cars.  Plus,  there was  the  reward:  younger  women. 

If  his  brother  had  heard  him,  he'd  tell  him  it  wasn't  that  big  a  deal.  He could  just  buy  a  sex  doll  or  pay  a  prostitute  if  he  couldn't  hold  back, but  Kim  saw  that  it  was  a  money  drain  that  left  you  dry.  Besides,  he  was one  of  those  who  didn't  pay,  so  his  self-esteem  would  be  rock  bottom. 

But  what  he  really  didn't  want  to  think  about  so  much  was  when  his brother  or  others  told  him  that  feelings  don't  exist  and  that  women are  more  a  product  of  fantasy. 

Kim,  moving  gasoline  cans  with  the  help  of  homemade  pulleys,  was insulted  and  endured  hunger. 

He  had  even  forgotten  the  taste  of  milk  and  meat,  clinging  to memories  of  the  abundance  of  his  home  village.  Exhausted,  he  fell  into  a deep  sleep  in  that  motel  room,  and  it  was  then  that  he  stopped  dreaming of  his  brother's  prophecies,  the  house,  the  gardens,  and  the  roasting meat. 

That's  when  she  appeared. 
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She's  a  voluptuous  woman.  She  looked  more  like  a  porn  star,  with enormous  breasts,  lush  hair  that  covered  her  face,  and  a  wide,  slender body.  She's  like  a  siren,  seducing  him  with  a  soft,  fiery  voice  and  swaying her  naked  body  as  if  floating  in  the  air. 

completely  attracted  to  Kim.  But  it  wasn't  all  about  enigmatic sensuality;  Kim's  feelings  also  played  a  role,  as  this  faceless  woman was  moved  by  what  he  suffered  or  seemed  happy  for  him.  So  those encounters  would  turn  into  sweet  dates  with  a  woman  born  of longing,  where  he  couldn't  see  her  face,  much  less  her  legs.  Always with  that  combination  of  a  face  hidden  behind  a  thick  mane  of  hair, large  breasts,  and  hips  completely  hairless. 

It  was  then,  in  that  world  of  illusions,  that  they  began  to  fuck. 

Kim  would  have  these  orgasms  and  wake  up  in  a  bit  of  a  panic,  since  he was  surrounded  by  other  men,  but  for  some  mysterious  reason  none  of them  listened.  They  remained  asleep,  while  Kim,  upon  seeing  his pants,  had  come.  So  he  had  to  get  used  to  the  fact  that,  for  just  such eventualities,  he  had  bags  with  which  to  cover  his  penis  and  a  towel  that he  quickly  secretly  stored  next  to  his  blanket  to  wash  immediately  in  the morning. 

A  rather  strange  and  anything  but  casual  relationship.  Kim,  however, understood  that  this  was  a  fantasy.  She  sent  her  savings  to  her  brother for  safekeeping.  It  was  just  a  matter  of  waiting  12  years  until  he  could finally  return  and  marry  a  real  woman. 
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Things  took  a  complete  turn  when,  as  Kim  was  passing through  a  sewer,  he  suddenly  heard  her  voice  coming  from down  there,  clearly  and  without  losing  its  siren  echo.  The  call was  constant,  a  plea  that  she  missed  him  and  couldn't  wait  for nightfall.  It  was  like  speaking  telepathically  during  the  day, whether  she  was  his  colleague  at  work  or  a  friend. 

Then  they  met  again  in  their  dreams  and  were  completely  his. 

"Meet  me  at  the  entrance  to  Strand  station.  I  can't  stand  the urge  to  actually  touch  you,  Kim,"  the  sexy  voice  said. 

Kim  hadn't  been  to  the  city,  and  indeed  there  was  a  place  by that  name.  The  station  was  located  near  some  white  apartments, adjacent  to  a  canal  system,  and  it  was  precisely  the entrance  to  one  of  those  semi-subterranean networks.  It  was  more  than  obvious  then  that  this  wasn't  a figment  of  her  imagination,  since  she  had  revealed information  that  was  actually  true.  She  had  also  had  a  real influence  on  his  life,  and  they  had  traveled  a  path  together.  She was  no  longer  a  stranger  to  him,  and  he  wanted  to  get  to  know  her. 

The  girl  no  longer  appeared  in  his  mind.  Kim  felt  again  that emptiness  to  which  Munchai  had  subjected  him.  It  was only  a  matter  of  days  before  the  melancholy  came  and  where  the world  to  lose  its  value,  reaffirming  that  he  truly  loved  her and  missed  her.  Her  brother  was  wrong;  it  was  just  a  matter of  perseverance  and  risk-taking. 

It  was  then  that,  one  night,  he  took  a  taxi  and  went  there. 

It  had  just  rained  heavily.  It  was  the  rainy  season.  The  taxi stopped;  drops  were  still  falling  in  the  air  and  pattering. 

Kim  adjusted  her  raincoat  and  walked. 
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briefly  along  the  banks  of  that  canal.  It  was  a  wonderful  night;  the lights  of  the  city  were  visible.  It  was,  in  a  way,  a  romantic  place  for  the preamble  to  a  dream  encounter. 

"You  came...  come  to  me,"  like  an  echo,  his  beloved's  voice  reverberated throughout  the  place. 

So  Kim  quickly  climbed  down  using  some  stones  that  served  as  an improvised  ladder,  then  jumped  half  a  meter  and  entered  that  completely dark  space. 

The  place  was  clean;  it  wasn't  actually  a  sewer.  It  was  a  canal  tunnel kept  cool  by  the  movement  of  the  water.  At  no  point  did  he  notice  a  bad smell  or  anything  that  alerted  him;  it  was  simply  the  fragrance  of  a damp  environment,  as  if  it  were  a  pond. 

Without  people  there,  everything  seemed  like  the  right  atmosphere  for a  reunion  of  two  beings  with  a  special  psychic  connection  that  fractured all  logic. 

But  there's  no  denying  that  the  water  was  almost  up  to  his  knees.  Just as  his  mind  began  to  realize  the  absurdity  of  the  situation,  and  even  more so  the  fact  that  he  was  there  at  night  in  an  abandoned  place surrounded  by  rainwater,  that's  when  he  smelled  that  musky  scent,  that scent  of  wet  vaginal  sweat  and  full  lips  thirsting  for  him.  His  mind had  already  shut  down,  and  his  penis  was  erect. 

The  water  was  becoming  more  and  more  tumultuous,  but  it reverberated  in  tune  with  his  heart,  which  never  stopped  beating  anxiously. 
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And  just  a  few  meters  ahead  was  a  clear  spot,  where  a  beam  of  light adorned  a  goddess  who  was  standing  there. 

It  was  her,  who  was  standing  there  naked  and  impatient,  she  kept calling  him. 

—You  can't  imagine  how  much  I  want  to  try  you. 

"I  want  you  to  be  mine,"  his  voice  was  truly  hypnotic.  Kim  had  already taken  off  her  clothes  and  left  them  lying  there;  the  movement  of  the  water was  making  her  float  and  carrying  her  to  other  corners.  He simply  wanted  to  possess  her.  It  was  then  that  he  went  to  her  and quickly  hugged  her  and  began  to  kiss  her  passionately.  It  was  the first  time  he  had  made  love,  and  it  was  more  incredible  than  he had  imagined.  She  simply  moaned  and  squirmed.  Kim,  bathed  in  thick sweat  with  a  potent  aroma,  would  not  let  her  go  for  any  reason. 

It  was  then  that  a  violent  shock  engulfed  him,  but  he  didn't  care.  He  was still  trying  to  penetrate  her  when  everything  went  completely  dark. 

Digestion  is  slow.  Kim,  for  now,  won't  suffer  from  the  lack  of  oxygen, and  when  he  tries  to  escape,  he  won't  be  able  to  move  at  all,  as  he'll find  himself  in  a  cramped  stomach  that  will  completely  dissolve  him.  So Kim  slowly  feels  an  intense  heat  that  grows  second  by  second,  but  he doesn't  care,  because  subconsciously  he  knows  he's  going  to  die and  that  he  must  enjoy  the  moment  until  the  air  runs  out  and  he  begins to  suffocate,  where  his  arms  can't  free  themselves  from  that viscous  mass  holding  him,  and  then  he  feels  his  lungs  explode... 
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Kim  never  reappeared.  They  only  found  his  pants,  which  had  his  wallet inside  them  for  later  identification. 

Like  another  missing  person  who  has  been  devoured  by  mystery. 

BROTHER  OF  THE  MANOSPHERE

David  has  turned  20.  This  isn't  a  special  day,  as  many  might  think,  where a  supposed  spell  makes  you  feel  more  important  than  usual.  We're talking  about  a  young  man  who,  for  eight  months,  has  been unsuccessfully  looking  for  a  job. 

He's  managed  to  find  an  abandoned  place  to  sleep,  a  space  where  he has  a  mattress  and  a  portable  television... 

His  only  possessions.  He  keeps  his  worn-out  clothes  in  a  cardboard  box. 

He  only  has  a  decent  pair  of  shoes,  a  pair  of  pants,  and  a  shirt  to continue  his  job  search. 

It  was  on  this  day  that  he  found  a  coin  on  the  street. 
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That  coin  became  his  gift.  At  least  it  entitled  him…  to  a  cookie. 

Sometimes,  David  felt  an  unconscious  fear  as  he  realized  how  fragile  hope is.  He  woke  up  each  morning  with  renewed  courage,  only  to  be  rejected time  and  again  for  his  youth,  which  made  him  seem  inexperienced.  Oddly,  the older  men  he  knew  were  rejected  for  being  too  experienced.  He feared  his  hope  would  be  shattered,  taking  him  to  a  dark  place  he  wanted  no part  of.  A  place  where  thoughts  of  doom  and  madness  waited  eagerly  to  eat away  at  him. 

David  walked  around  the  city  with  a  sheet  of  paper  in  his  hand,  on  which he'd  written  down  the  addresses  of  places  that  needed  staff.  He  no longer  had  money  to  pay  for  the  bus,  so  he  had  to  walk  for  hours.  He carried  a  suitcase  filled  with  bottled  water  and  leftover  bakery  items.  Every day  was  a  constant  anguish,  moving  from  one  place  to  another  in  an indifferent  city,  where  people  regarded  each  other  with  distrust,  fear,  and contempt.  He  never  imagined  he'd  end  up  mired  in  absolute  poverty, in  every  sense  of  the  word. 

He  felt  like  everything  was  a  slow-motion  nightmare,  where  his  only  solace was  to  arrive  tired,  watch  a  little  television,  and  sleep. 

She  longed  to  stop  being  invisible  to  others  and  feel  normal. 

This  made  him  cry  inconsolably,  reminding  himself  that  men  who  cry  are seen  as  weak  and  worthy  of  rejection.  But  he  couldn't  help  it,  so  he  felt himself  becoming  even  more  dehumanized.  He  believed he  was  the  only  one  in  that  situation,  constantly  comparing  himself and  feeling  less  and  less  like  a  person. 
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But  one  man  changed  everything.  His  name  was  the  Red  Patriarch. 

The  Patriarch  opened  the  eyes  of  David  and  others  through  the internet.  He  showed  how,  in  both  war  and  civilian  life,  men  are  the ones  who  die  the  most,  how  their  lives  lack  respect,  and  how  the  state, along  with  the  power  elites,  conspires  to  sacrifice  and  oppress them  under  a  campaign  against  them.  They  deprive  them  of  benefits  and subject  them  to  unequal  laws  that  favor  others,  creating  a  society  where men  are  abandoned  and  even  deprived  of  the  right  to  grieve. 

Just  like  what  is  happening  to  David. 

David  never  imagined  that,  overnight,  he  would  become  part  of  a  virtual family  where  they  call  him  "brother"  and  would  be  part  of  a  revolution that  would  change  this  paradigm,  restoring  family  and  lost emotional  stability.1

But  the  adventure  was  short-lived,  as  he  was  soon  back  on  that mattress,  eating  leftovers.  David  took  it  as  a  bittersweet  moment.  At least  he  knew  there  was  someone  out  there  who  cared  about  what was  happening  to  him  and  considered  him  a  brother.  So  he  could  go  out feeling  like  he  had  a  big  family  behind  him. 

He  no  longer  felt  alone  walking  through  the  city.  Some  days  he  would search  through  the  trash  for  beer  or  soda  cans,  or  anything  he could  sell  for  scrap  to  make  some  money  and  survive  another day  in  his  search  for  stable  employment. 
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He  came  to  an  abandoned  alley  where  three garbage  containers,  forgotten  by  the  garbage  truck,  were overflowing  with  waste.  From  experience,  David  knew  it wasn't  worth  searching  there,  as  there  was  only  organic waste  like  used  diapers,  food  scraps,  and  disposable plates,  along  with  rats  and  flies.  But,  amidst  all  that  filth, there  was  a  man. 

He  was  a  broken  man  who  only  had…  his  head  left. 

The  head  was  breathing  raggedly,  with  its  eyes  closed. 

It  was  covered  in  dog  feces,  urine,  and  rotten  food,  with a  swarm  of  flies  buzzing  around  it. 

David  watched  as  other  people  arrived  at  the  scene, completely  ignoring  the  man  buried  in  torn  garbage  bags. 

They  even  kicked  him  and,  at  times,  poured  more  garbage on  him.  He  saw  a  dog  defecate  on  his  head,  while  its owner  watched  unfazed. 

The  red  pill  had
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