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It's a starry night. A
full moon shines in the sky. Alone, I cross the road next to the
hospital of Viana do Castelo and start down the walkway towards the
cemetery. Behind me, there's the city mall, Viana Station. Many say
it is the jewel of the city. To me, it looks more like a dagger
stuck in its heart, for, since its opening, the streets of the
historical downtown have been almost empty, with the exception of
one or another special time of the year. Not that I care. I go to
the mall all the same, when it's convenient.

A few steps later, I
see a group of young people, none of them with more than sixteen
years of age, in a bus stop. They scream wildly, both girls and
boys, clearly drunk, around two of their companions who fight
savagely. This is the youth of today. They sleep in the morning
instead of sleeping at night. They drink and bury themselves in
hedonism to forget life without goals, aside from making money to
buy more oblivion and hedonism. Not all are like that, I know, but
many are, perhaps even the majority.

Well, at least they are
better than their parents. They are up to their necks in debt, eat
rice with rice and sleep on mattresses on the floor to be able to
have a huge house and to buy a new car car every couple of years,
in an attempt to show others that they are rich. It is obvious that
a family in which both parents earn the miserable minimum wage and
have two children can't be as rich as it tries to show, and
everyone knows this because almost everyone does the same. However,
people prefer to believe in what they see instead of what they
know. But I don't give a damn. Each one has the right to waste his
life as he well pleases.

While I pass on the
other side of the road, the two boys keep fighting, tearing
clothes, breaking teeth and bleeding from their lips. Their
companions to try to separate them, but, in reality, stir one
against the other. And the worst part is that, most probably, the
whole confrontation started for some stupid reason. Maybe one of
them looked slyly at the cleavage of the other's girlfriend. That's
a curious thing. Why is it that necklines always show more than
what we're allowed to see?

I don't meddle, of
course. During my vigils, I've seen worse, a lot worse, and have
done nothing. Robberies, kidnappings, rapes, even murders. I only
act when I know that the people involved are under the influence of
the agents of Heaven or Hell. Otherwise, I let each one do as his
heart wills. In the end, everyone will go to the place they
deserve. Or won't they?

I have done this route
every night because of a legend that has been going around for more
than fifty years. It tells that, one night, two young men stole a
bag of candies and decided to hide in the cemetery to split them,
but, when they climbed the wall, they dropped some outside. Leaving
them behind in their rush, they sat down on a tombstone and began
to dividing the remaining:

“One for me, another
for you. One for me, another for you.”

At this time, a drunken
old man passed nearby and heard them:

“One for me, another
for you. One for me, another for you.”

Thinking he was
listening to God and Satan dividing the souls of newly deceased,
the man decided to approach and take a look. Then, he heard:

“What are we going to
do with the ones outside?”

Fearing for his soul,
the old man ran into the night.

This story is told in
bars and coffeehouses across the region as a joke, but it caught my
attention because it has been renewed with the passing of the
years. There are versions that include modern technologies and
recent changes to the cemetery and the city. They may just be
popular updates. After all, “who tells a tale adds a tail
”. But there may be
something more, later events that were merged with the original
story. As the events are always described as having occurred at
this time of the year, I decided to come by the cemetery every
night of February. I'm skeptical as to the veracity of the myth,
but this is one of those cases where I prefer to be sure.

I approach the cemetery
from the back, from the street where it is said that the drunkard
had passed. On the other nights, I didn't notice anything abnormal,
so imagine my surprise when I start hearing:

“One for me, another
for you. One for me, another for you.”

Immediately, I start
looking for a way in, since, at this hour, the gates are closed.
Luckily, the cemetery's enlargement works forced the temporary
demolition of some parts of the walls, and it is through one these
gaps that I get in. On the other side, an angel from Heaven, a
creature with blond hair and white wings, splits between himself
and a fallen angel of Hell, with red wings and red hair and fingers
ending in black claws, small pieces of paper with something
written.

“One for me, another
for you. One for me, another for you.”

In the meantime, an
angel of Purgatory, easily distinguishable by its white hair and
eyes and wings of white feathers that fade to red at the tip, walks
through the cemetery, copying to other pieces of paper the names on
the latest headstones.

There are well-defined
laws about the division of souls, which ensure that each one goes
to the kingdom of the afterlife that it deserves. These angels,
however, are dividing them randomly. Why, I don't know. But it
doesn't matter. This goes against everything that I stand for. I
have to intervene.
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