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Dedicated with affection to my dear friend  Gilberto E. Quesada,

Who with his humour, always sets a smile upon my soul. 

An artist who I admire so much,

Because of his creativity in literature and everything manual ...
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Argument

Paula Dhen is a girl who has suffered intensely and who shall flee her home to rebuild her life from scratch.  She will have several “lovers”, some of them will fancy themselves her owners and some others will be only ephemeral lovers, but only one of them will turn into her perpetual lover. She will be torn between three lovers; Rodrigo the young circus clown, Edward Lewis a gentlemanly biker or Dante that existentialist hippie, who shows her the passive delights of life.  With whom will she return to be happy at length? 
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Puchuncaví, Chile 

The same tedious ambience came repeating itself time and again in her recollection. In which sometimes shrank and suffocated itself like a rabbit trapped in a maze. Torture joined the sounds that she tried to deafen and, in her senses, even less alert.

So engrossed was she in that misery, that she was nearly a fossil stamped within four walls. The stale liquor smell stained the windows, and with the sunshine the stench dissipated, to inebriate the entire house. The soiled ashtray and clammy sweat odour, impregnated the hair and scabby skin of its only two residents. The floral-patterned curtains seemed stiff to one’s sight and filthy to the faraway touch. The parlour carpet, as crumpled as it was, inspired an even worse disgust, but in that house, there was no one who could take a few minutes to give the furniture a quick touch-up. Bad vibrations could be smelled and sensed just before entering that dwelling, to be bewitched by that vile penance, unassailable per se. Lost souls’ spectres hanging over the velvety corners, drawn just like invisible arachnid palaces. The walls, flaky by the bulging paint, the sweat, the moist and any filth that could be hidden, gave the impression of being a mirage of her former house. 

A set of dark-brown armchairs with a black-chequered pattern, enclosed a very small perimeter tracing invisible lines and marking that area as the parlour. A few springs protruding out of the seat and arms, that were skinned by the claws of the stray cats. The leaks on the roof provided free and natural ventilation. Artificial and quite dusty flowers, sleeping within the mended flowerpots and the three oil paintings were hung askew as if they belonged to a ship crew. 

Paula opened her eyes with difficulty, only to shutter them again almost instantly, in an attempt to bypass the same ambience and squalor that had haunted her since the very dawn of her memory. It was not long before those exasperating snores compelled her to rise and face her wretched agony once more. A deep-seated routine which was the faithful spouse of her own shadow. She lived as a slave to a deathly past, an unborn present, and a future veiled in uncertainty. 

Donning her tracksuit robe, walked barefoot towards the man´s form, which lay sprawled haphazardly across the parlour armchair. His gaze was adrift in agonizing delusions, while a grey beard cast a silvered shadow over his mummified countenance. 

Over the tea table, she came across an ashtray full of cigarette ends with some used knives. The remains of cocaine from last night, spreading with madness over the wooden surface, decayed by so many compulsions and snacks. 

At the bottom of the parlour, a static of his body could be heard, in conjunction with the old radio station that still played psycho-folk music and other GO GO genres; thus, creating a 70´s rural family atmosphere, which definitely did not exist in this dwelling any longer. 

By listening to those songs, her slumbering unconscious recollections of a childhood she never lived were awakened. An infancy scarred by the parental tormentors, by the everlasting shadows of her home and by the forms the smoke always traced in the streets. Unable to help it, she remembered the cries of her mother while suffering a beating by her father, the moans of both her parents gambolling over the parlour floor amongst dry vomit and rubbish. She felt the urge to scream to release herself from that ghastly nightmare, from those memories that still haunted her, but it was impossible.

She picked up the old newspaper from the floor and flung it at her father. She could not bear to see him in that condition. It inspired her enough dismay and even disgust. How on earth was she able to survive all those years, after her mother's demise? It surely required a resilient girl, to fend for herself in that destitute situation; but above all, for being capable of withstanding the companionship of an unliveable man like him. An embarrassing man who opened his mouth with the sole purpose of driving away the alcoholic spirits, who tortured his soul and shattered his peace and quiet.
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In the kitchen, Paula brewed some watery coffee, sipping it from an old mug encrusted with yellowed tartar. She lit up another cigarette while she aimed for her bedroom and dressed unskilfully. Her hands trembled like a sober alcoholic’s and her eyes played dirty tricks on her by watching inexistent things. 

Her room did not even have the looks of a normal bedroom, but rather of a plain hovel with an old-fashioned rusty camping cot, that rattled louder than the city railway itself. A heap of clothes lay strewn across the floor, had found the soil to take root like the old oaks in the park. The mattress was made of a warped foam with metal springs, but after so many years of use by her parents and now, by her, it looked like a rancid biscuit with a soft marshmallow filling. By touching it, the mattress sank unpleasantly, giving way to the discomfort of those who slept upon it. The uneven bedroom window with the broken glass, was the only attraction at night, when the drug-addicted youngsters gangs rioted against the government, which was very wretched itself. So dismayed were the people, that from the dawn of their history, Indians, chieftains, immigrants and any human being who had the guts, had devised revolutionary strategies, that short after became the justice guerrillas, in the loudest students, all with the purpose of achieving equality. 

The Union revolts were orchestrated from the most socially outraged, with the purpose of obtaining affordable rights, to the university students who demanded better academic conditions. 

The social atmosphere was tense, politics worked upside down and the cultural influence of North America began to push for a new lifestyle.  One where more and better importance was granted to love over war. The hippie movement was taking over with weariness, embracing art, loving life and even worshipping universal culture. It seemed that nobody could be safe from too many violent revolts and the pacifist counterculture. Both social opponents were fighting over which was to become the centre of the world. Which centre could be granted to the famous Ying-Yang? 

Paula...- cried her father with a thick voice. A loud sound made the house rumble, but that scared her no more. She was used to the mortuary moans of the condemned souls, those which her mind fabricated and those which in reality lay spread out everywhere 

It was so commonplace for her father to rise from the armchair with a bad temper and fall directly onto the floor, without uttering a single groan; that this morning it was nothing special. The girl shrugged, ignoring that call. Evelio had become a living puppet, that each day, month and year became more insufferable and unliveable. 

She was only waiting for a frenzied impulse that pricked her buttocks and motivated her to leave that isolation that smelled like a stable, as soon as it was possible for her. She was only eighteen years of age, but did not have the courage to leave that comfort zone, literally uncomfortable. 

What do you want now? - cried Paula exasperated from that little hovel, putting on an almost see-through blouse. She took a wool, black sweater and left the room towards the parlour, knowing the scenario she would come across there – I told you yesterday that I was tired of being like your mother and playing at being your wife. Mom died and there's no remedy for that- listening to herself naming her mother out loud after so many years, made the hairs of her nape and back stand up. She thought she had moved past the tragedy, but that was not so.


–  Don't leave- her father's eyes peered at her with effort. 


The heavy and livid eyelids with a slight reddish outline, and with a crooked mouth, put her nerves on edge. She did not know for how long she would cope with that nightmare, but she was willing to put an end to it, that very same day. Why wait a day more? Possibly, she would be dead by tomorrow. She knew that life was short and that she had to make things happen the moment she felt them, never postponing them. –Come...- said Evelio again, throwing up on the floor and almost spattering the bare feet of his young daughter. 

She darted an obnoxious look at him, feeling like throwing up all over him as well, but her stomach was empty and there was nothing to dispose of. It had been several days since she last ate, because her father´s addiction did not allow her. And even if she had some food, she was only sure that if she vomited, only pieces of her organs would be expelled through her tiny mouth.

What else do you want from me? - said she with a broken voice. She had stopped calling him father since she was ten. –I´ve been loyal to you in every moment and I´ve even given you everything you have wished for. I see no reason whatsoever to carry on living in this hell. A hell that repeated itself in a loop at every millisecond. 

Paula began working since her mother passed away, five years ago. Evelio was the owner of a petrol station in Puchuncaví. He was not a responsible man, and much less a family one, but a poor vagrant who lived at the expense of his wife´s salary as a waitress. The very few times that he committed to work were, when his wife fell ill without his knowing that this illness that wrung her entrails, was a pregnancy and not a deadly bacterium.  


–  My goodness, I feel like I´m dying. An infernal heat has pierced through my body, my blood burning my skin and intestines, hiding deep inside to avoid letting themselves out in the toilet. 

–  Shut up and stop complaining, if you drink from this small bottle, all your ailments would come to an end. 

–  I cannot drink, you know I´d get fired from the restaurant. I hope I get well by tomorrow so I can go back to work; since you don´t earn anything with that stupid business. Evelio used to leave home at midday and would lay on a lounger, outside the petrol station with some cans of beer or with the famous small bottle, as he used to say. 

The business was a petrol pump, or so it was one day, but Evelio did not invest his money to improve his business, but in himself. The few customers that visited him, were those wealthy foreigners who could afford filling up the tank and taking long road trips back and forth. The majority of the commune inhabitants earned their living through agriculture or other more profitable business, at least more inspiring than working the whole day, under the sun to evaporate alcohol, drinking more just to continue feeling that transient state of relaxation, shaking off the drowsiness, waiting impatiently for the nightfall, to return home stating that it had been a taxing day’s work. –A family man´s work is too demanding and nobody appreciates it. 
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Lilly would leave home early to avoid her husband, as long as it was possible. She remained in that cafeteria till late in the night, packing a bag with the daily leftover food. Afterwards, she would visit the liquor store, for a couple of bottles of booze, cigarettes and at the same corner, at seven forty-five p.m, she would wait for a scruffy- haired, young man with a bushy beard almost falling to his feet, wearing recycled tyre flip-flops and bright-coloured puka shell necklaces. 

Silicio was the one who supplied her with hallucinogens and other treats, that made her escape reality alongside Evelio. He was one of those existentialist men, who lived the transcendence of being, relieving the misery of the human being trapped in an unequivocal world and body like that one.


–  How much do I owe you? - asked Lilly with trembling hands, foraging in the hand-woven nylons purse. 


She was a simple woman, with a weather-beaten countenance by the sun, with strong but varicose legs due to the accumulated addictions. Her hair was quite short, dyed in fluorescent orange, making her head look ablaze in the distance for the human eye. She walked slowly, dragging her feet, always looking into the ground searching for pennies or objects that could be granted a next life and a better functionality. 

–  Nothing, beautiful fancy. In a world where peace and love must reside. The payment for favours should be affection samples- Said Silicio with a slight bow. 

That slender young man, with an innocent gaze and delusional smile, was a master of desire and sex like no other. He knew the cosmos through his various drug trips several times a day, he knew the tarot cards made up by the ghosts living in his dry brains and he even understood the manifold bodies which comprised the human being. All of that he had learnt at hippie gatherings. 

Lilly dodged his figure, to feel the vapour coming from the drugs inside her body and kissed Silicio’s lips, so parched like sandpaper. The young man took her by the waist in an elegant movement and in an obscure dump located in a dead-end alley, Silicio introduced her to the grandeur of tantric sex, in the company of more extra hallucinogens.

Don´t tell anyone, shsh...- murmured he clumsily, joining the hair ends of the shiny woman´s hair, like a beautiful caress. 


–  I won´t - responded Lilly laughing with an equal level of clumsiness, letting herself go in all postures on each of the limbs of that existentialist madman. 


Silicio caressed her soul with that shared ecstasy, taking her to the doom of conscience and thus she felt another and better way of reaching the sky with the tip of her tongue. She did not need to feel spaced-out; it would only suffice to know how to make love as it should be. Soon after, she tried to fix her clothes and walked back home, keeping in both hands the ambrosia that would submerge her alongside Evelio into another one-way ticket trip to the psychedelic universe.

There, where oneiric fairies, elves and other overestimating creatures, would seize them by the hair to lull them into sleep until the alarm clock goes off the day after.  An alarm-clock that had a name, age and gender.  An alarm so shrill, that would awaken the tedium and the remorse of being parents.

––––––––
[image: ]


Mum...- cried Paula, making herself heard - I´m hungry - 

Lilly would wake up in a bad mood, with madness-shot eyes. She took her with offence by the loose hair and would shake her, grabbing her drooping shoulders, showing her unintentionally, the parade of pinpricks that she inflicted upon her twice a night. The child observed the pinpricks with terror, suffering a corporeal transfiguration and the transformation of her mother, into a deranged monster. She would escape straight into her old clothes nest and start weeping disconsolately, wrapped between newspaper sheets and stray cats that entered through the window, to forage the food remains stuck on the floor, or to hunt mice. 

There´s no food Paula, go and tell Evelio to bring some quince pastry- yelled her mother from wherever she was located. She did not care if Paula went to school or not, if she fell ill or if she spent more than three days without anything to eat at all. She had not asked for the role of a mother. Nature had just stuffed her with a daughter, as if her womb were a turkey on Christmas Eve. 

Dad is asleep. The food you brought yesterday was not much either, besides, it was a bit sour -

Paula felt a pang of remorse for having talked too much, she knew that she ought to respect her parents and be thankful for all of their laudable efforts. Otherwise, she would be punished, undeservedly. The punishment consisted of kneeling upon corn kernels under the sun for several hours, while meditating upon the affront she had caused, and that was one of the most lenient punishments that Paula survived as a child. Sometimes her father would add to the corn kernels chastisement, the whipping of her bare back, inflicted with chinaberry sticks, in some other occasions he would give lashes to her buttocks and legs. When she had learnt her lesson, her mother used to pull her ears and hair before throwing her violently into her bedroom for she had been a naughty girl.


-  This way you’ll learn to be grateful for all you have.
You are evil, so evil ...- yelled her father angrily, suffusing the entire room with the stench of stale liquor. 


-  You had better get used to this way of life, Paula, we poor have no advantages in this world. 


Her mother always turned the world into a carnivorous monster, that devoured everything. Firstly, she began to swallow the whole culture, then she proceeded with values and finally, the human being, just like the white whale with Jonas, the decrepit.

When Lily died due to a heroin overdose, Evelio could not bear to lose his partner of games, mischief and addictions, thus falling into the grip of eternal alcoholism.


He had ceased to frequent the petrol station, because he said he had no face to be seen as a “normal man”, because that was just what Evelio did not proclaim  neither before nor after her death. But rather gave the impression of being an untamed hunk, a dominant alpha with not subtleties, but in his sad reality, he was no more than a wretched devil
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Final chapter 
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