
Don’t Trust Continuity.

Cristian Romero de la Torre


Table of Contents

Title Page

I don’t believe anyone who’s truly sane has never questioned their own sanity.

For my aunt Ana, with whom I returned to Galicia after so many years, and who helped me fall in love all over again with its people, its spirit, and its land.
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I'm an ordinary man.

Or at least, that's what I've always thought.

Though I suppose whether I am or not is for whoever reads this to decide... maybe a law enforcement officer, Silvia, a neighbor, or some real estate agent. Whoever ends up with this damn house.

I don't know why I'm writing this. I really don't.

There have been times in my life when I've read a lot, but I'd never considered writing anything, let alone something like this...

Maybe this is the only way I can leave my mark on the world, make sure someone remembers I was here. And maybe someone will understand what the hell happened to me and what brought me to this point. To this...

I've been lucky. There was a rope in the shed. It's rough and stiff; it's perfect. I'm sure it'll hold.

I've already prepared the noose, the stool I'll climb onto, and tied the rope to one of the ceiling beams.

I've got a few cigarettes left and half a bottle of whiskey. Just what I need to steady my nerves and tell my story as best I can.

When I finish these lines, I'll climb onto the stool, slip that rough rope around my neck, and it'll all be over. It's for the best.
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I don't want to waste too much time on details, but I like stories that start at the beginning. I like complete stories. I like them to have just the right amount of detail, but I want them to feel complete.

All right, with that said.

My story literally begins in Ponferrada. That's where I was born, and where I lived until not too long ago... And that saying about every child being born with a loaf of bread under their arm certainly didn't apply to me.

The first thing I did when I was born was kill my mother. I caused an embolism the moment I came out of her womb. I don't know how old I was when I started feeling guilty about it. I suppose it was as soon as I was old enough to understand that she was gone.

Her death left me alone with my father. And left him alone with me.

Though, from what I've been told, my aunt Mónica raised me in Bembibre for the first year and a half of my life. I don't remember any of that.

My earliest memories are from when I was four. I remember sitting with my father, watching a Western on TV.

There's not much to say about my relationship with my father. We'd always been two strangers living under the same roof. He never treated me badly. He never hit me or yelled at me, but he was always distant. Distant, and an alcoholic.

But he was all I had, and I was all he had.

And if it hadn't been for Mónica, my mother's sister, we would've been completely alone.

My father had two brothers, but he hadn't seen them in years. He never called them. I don't know why, but I got used to it. I knew other families were close, that this wasn't normal, but I came to accept it and tried not to think about it too much.

My aunt Mónica was the only person who called and checked on both of us. She tried to help him, but there was nothing she could do. You can't help someone who doesn't want help. You can't help someone who's given up on living.

Once, I asked her about him, and she told me my father hadn't always been like that. When he was younger, she said, he had a great sense of humor and a lot of charisma. That's how he'd won my mother's heart.

I suppose that version of him died the moment I came out of my mother's womb.

After that, his addiction only got worse as I grew up. In a way, I think the older I got, the more independent he saw me becoming, and the deeper he sank into his own private pit.

I remember breaded food. Atlético Madrid games we'd watch together just to spend some time with each other.

I remember the Clint Eastwood movies, the Jackie Chan and Jean-Claude Van Damme movies... I remember that, when I was little, I spent a few years idolizing my father, imagining him as one of those tough guys we watched in the movies. A hard man. Quiet. Resilient.

But time showed me the truth.

I can't remember a single time we actually did something together. Not one real conversation. He never took me to the beach, out to the countryside, or to an amusement park. He never played ball with me or talked to me about my feelings. That wasn't who he was. And I got used to it.

I don't blame him for the way I turned out. Not entirely... But I know he left deep scars.

I remember one time... I came home from school crying. Some kids in my class were bullying me.

When I told him, he slapped me. Not hard. It didn't leave a mark. He just wanted me to stop crying. Then he looked me in the eyes and said, "Men don't cry." Once I'd calmed down, he told me that if other kids gave me trouble, I should stand up for myself. I was the one who had to protect myself, because no one else would. That memory has stayed with me my whole life.

And I followed his advice. The bullying stopped as soon as I stood up for myself.

And from that day until now, I haven't cried again. Not once.

Though sometimes I wish I had.

The greatest comfort in my life during those years was my aunt. She was the most human thing I had. She helped even things out a little. She took me to the beach, gave me books, asked how I was doing. Anyway... she was probably the closest thing I ever had to a mother. At least until I turned thirteen, when breast cancer took her away...

I was devastated. It was... I wouldn't know how to describe it. All I know is that I couldn't cry. Not a single tear. What kind of person doesn't shed a tear when the most precious thing in his life is taken away from him?

My father said nothing, not at the wake, not afterward. Though, in his own way, I think her death affected him just as much as it affected me.

I was fourteen when his alcoholism got really bad. His supervisors and coworkers at the factory must have noticed his breath, the dark circles under his eyes, his wrinkled uniform. I don't know how they convinced him, and I never asked, but they managed to get him an early retirement.

And that probably finished him off... Having so much free time became his death sentence. A man with no purpose and too much time on his hands can become a ticking time bomb.

And that's when he began to decline. Four years later, he died from mixing alcohol and pills. I was saddened by it. I blamed myself for not having had a better relationship with him. But why? He hadn't tried either, for fuck's sake...

The thing is... I wish things had been different. I wish we'd had the chance to... I don't know...

When I finished compulsory schooling, I looked for work everywhere. Eventually, I got hired at a tire shop. Jorge, the owner, must have felt sorry for me. I was a skinny, awkward sixteen-year-old kid. He taught me the business and how to handle minor repairs. He was a kind man, not much of a talker, with calloused hands that were always dirty.

After two years working for him, he trusted me enough to leave me in charge of the shop now and then. And it was during one of those moments that she came into my life.

A woman with an angelic face and curly brown hair walked through the door. She told me she'd gotten a flat tire and didn't really know what she was supposed to do.

That's how I met Andrea.

What can I say? Fate, luck, coincidence. I don't know. What I do know is that she became my everything. My escape. The love of my life. Everything I'd ever wanted.

I don't know what made her fall in love with me. I was an ordinary guy. Pretty reserved. I'd never been the best-looking guy in the room, or the life of the party. Though I have to admit, I wasn't the same with her as I was with everyone else. I talked to her. I wanted to talk to her. Everything felt easier with her.

Maybe it was that wonderful smile she always wore, or those eyes that seemed to radiate warmth wherever they looked.

I want to believe she saw something in me. Or maybe she just saw me for who I was. But who knows?

She was studying journalism and working as an intern for a local news outlet covering stories in the El Bierzo region. I almost envied her people skills, the ease with which she moved through the world, the courage she showed when putting herself out there and stepping in front of the camera.

Our first few years together were wonderful. We moved in together six months after we started dating. It was a tiny apartment on the fourth floor of a building with no elevator, but we had each other. What more could we ask for?

We'd been together for three years when I asked her to marry me.

I was more surprised that she said yes than she was that I'd asked.

The wedding was eight months later. Nearly a hundred people came on her side, friends and family. I, on the other hand, had to make an effort just to get anyone to show up.

I've never had many friends. Socializing has never come naturally to me. I've had what I like to call circumstantial friends. People you go to school with or work alongside. I call them that because they're friends by circumstance rather than by choice. And when the shared circumstances disappear, so does the friendship.

There was Víctor, a friend I'd made in high school, but he'd moved to the Basque Country, and we'd drifted apart. Luckily, he came. Jorge came too. I'd asked him to be my best man. I also invited a few acquaintances, but only two showed up. One brought his wife, and the other came alone.

I felt a little embarrassed, but Andrea explained it to me and to the others by saying that many of our friends were mutual friends anyway. And it was true. She'd welcomed me into her wide social circle, but I'd always known they were her friends, not mine.

All those doubts disappeared, though, when I saw her walk in wearing that beautiful white dress, with that smile that could stop the world and those curly locks tumbling down from her temples.

We spent our honeymoon in Paris. A cliché. But I'd never been able to say no to Andrea.

I'd sold my father's house the year before, and thanks to that money, I was able to pay for a wonderful motel with a balcony overlooking the Eiffel Tower. She fell in love with the city. I just needed to be by her side. I didn't care where we were.

After we got married, we bought an apartment. A penthouse in the city center. Andrea decorated it. She's always had much better taste than I have. Besides, all I'd ever needed was a TV and a couch in the living room, and a bed in the bedroom.

She turned four walls into a home. A home that felt alive.

She focused heavily on her career and kept moving up. As for me, I've always been more of a man who settles for what he has. I was happy selling and fixing tires. Simple, straightforward, predictable. Peaceful.

We'd been together for eight years when Andrea got pregnant.

A fear unlike anything I'd ever felt took hold of me. I was worried I wouldn't be a good father, that I wouldn't be able to give that child everything they might need. But I let the fear settle in my chest and never said it out loud.

Little by little, fear gave way to excitement. Probably because she was so happy about it, and her excitement rubbed off on me.

But then everything went... Well...

She had a miscarriage at twenty weeks.

It didn't seem real. I couldn't make sense of it. There had been no symptoms, no warning, no pain beforehand, and no significant bleeding until it was too late.

Cervical insufficiency, the doctor said. Something about problems with the cervix. I thought he was an asshole. He kept repeating things like, "You were just unlucky," and "These things happen."

It was horrible... Even worse for her than it was for me.

In the weeks that followed, Andrea sank into sadness. I tried to be there for her. As much as I could. In whatever way I knew how.
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