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	Preface

	

	The pharmacy on the corner has moved to just the ground floor in front of my house, another ground floor...

	
All good, until they put up that damn neon sign.

It blinds me, my room looks like a seedy nightclub...



	



	Foreword

	

	Several months have passed. In summer the Sun hides that godforsakeness a little.

	
It is October. I prepare myself, I try to read the legislation of the Madrid City Council on these matters, but it is illegible.

	
I stand where the “friends”, I explain my situation and little more little less they laugh at me in my face.

	
Next thing I know, I call 101, and I explain everything that I have reported here.

	
—Fill in an application —a Barney with a lifetime salary tells me.

And so I do, stating my reasons, etc.

	
Writing I think I write well.
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	Next thing I know, there are four Federals in my living room:

	
“We can do this by hook or by crook”

	
—How is it for the bad?

	
—You have been arrested for a crime of damage.

	
I get up and without saying a word I put my hands behind my back so he can handcuff me.

	
Next thing I know, I'm stuck in the back seat of a squad car.

	
—How cool is that?— Does this thingo get Rock FM?

	
I say and they stay checked.

	
We spend a good while talking about good music (the one who was driving was in control, be the honest truth), until the other one lets me go:

	

	—And why do you do that, man?

	
I “lower” my guard and reply:

	
—Well, look, agent, I tried to solve it the easy way, but given the passivity from the Administration, well, direct action.

	
—Ah, yes, you have the right to remain…

	
—And to have my rights read to me at the time of arrest. You can be sure that it is the first thing I will say to my public defender.

	
Not another word on the whole trip.

	
Next thing I know:

	

	—And how do you do those things? —They ask me again at the Police Station.

Like a whore. Quiet as a whore.

	
I don't sign anything except the little silver chain that has been seized from me.
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