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BARCELONA, IN 1967 at the Police Headquarters, Inspector Simón Borrull, a reserved twenty-eight-year-old man, a good professional (although not too professional), integrated into the police force, felt that he had another hidden vocation for which one day he would be called.

Perfectly dressed, properly combed but without gel in his hair as was the custom among his companions and above all happily perfumed. In his pockets he had a flask of perfume, a deck of tarot cards and a gun.

That morning he was sitting in his office, looking engrossed at old photographs of his family: his parents and grandparents, he thought that his family was nothing like the other people he knew. How was it possible that he only had fragments of memories of everyone? Are they fragments of happy moments at Christmas and some birthdays where the entire family got together? Everyone except his mysterious grandmother Angelica, of whom he had heard so much but did not remember her face, perhaps it was possible that he had never seen her, although as a child in his imagination he remembered her as the superheroine “Wonder Woman” from the comics that he she devoured before going to sleep, she remembered her grandfather Felix's emotion when he spoke to her about her and the adventures they lived together, under the attentive inquisitive gaze of her mother who did not want those topics to be mentioned, much less the word witch. In At that moment, a sudden interruption caused by police officer Albert Cusidó overthrew his train of thought.

"Mr. Inspector has informed us of another attack on a perfume establishment," said police officer Albert Cusidó.

-Another one! Three in a week, well let's go to the police car and make sure you take the keys - Inspector Simón Borrull joked -

When the inspector and his assistant arrived at the perfume sales establishment on Canuda Street, they were surprised because that robbery or robbery was different from the previous ones. Inside the establishment, a pitched battle had taken place. The two girl shop assistants defended themselves from their attackers. Despite being badly injured, the criminals were on the ground with bloody faces and could barely be aware of the beating they had received. The ambulances arrived and took the injured to the hospital, guarded by the police.

Inspector, shall we return to the police station?

–No Albert! I want to investigate what has happened here. How is it possible that two girls who barely weigh forty-five kilos have been able to face four men as big as towers and also the money box is intact like in the previous attacks on other perfume stores? What would they be looking for?

-Who knows? Maybe they are those long-haired bands that listen to rock music – said agent Cusido.

– These guys are criminals hired by someone.

The two police officers commented while looking at shelves full of perfumes and essential oils. Shortly after, Agent Albert found a bottle of perfume that aroused his curiosity...

–Mr. Inspector, can I keep this beautiful perfume, will I give it to my girlfriend?

Inspector Borrull looked at his assistant to see what he wanted to show him and when he saw that container an avalanche of memories flooded his mind, he soon remembered that his grandfather, Chief Commissioner Felix Borrull, years before he died, told him that there was a secret organization called " the Perfumed Society” which was thousands of years old and was composed of female botanists who were experts in perfumes of destiny and which was especially helped in solving many cases by two of them. Angelica, her grandmother and Severina were called princesses and witches. His mother did not like these stories but he was curious, although he also suspected that all this could be a story for girls. But my grandfather's words resonated in my head...

–Yes Simón, I was like you, for me all those things were old wives' tales, but they saved my life and if you become a police officer like me, it is possible that they will save yours in the future. Their coat of arms was a perfume bottle in the shape of a woman with angel wings, don't forget.

That was the perfume that agent Albert Cusidó held in his hand.

–Inspector, is something wrong with you? It's frozen still!

–Give me that perfume! We will begin to investigate, starting with this test, it surely has a meaning, it reminds me of something. Now let's return to the headquarters, we have to start a line of investigation that will be totally different.

They got into the police car and shortly after they arrived at the police station on Trafalgar Street when the car stopped and they entered the police station, a riot of voices and complaints from a large group of men and women who were arguing with the officers. of cop...

“Silence, everyone shut up, Officer on duty, what is happening here?” asked Inspector Borrull.

–Some police officers have discovered some suspicious activities in a premises near the port and they have carried out a raid and here we have them –said the officer on duty

–Everyone calm down, you red-haired girl! What's it called? Inspector Borrull questioned.

My name is Carmen Vidal, and we were not doing anything illegal. We wanted to organize an Astrology Congress

–You mean astronomy! Are you students

–No, I said astrology correctly and we are not university students, we are dedicated to investigating the movements of the zodiac in the cosmos.

–Damn what a day I have today! Agent Cusido, go to my office and bring me the manual on suspicious activities and other associations.

-Yes sir..

After a few minutes, the manual was handed over to Inspector Borrull, he opened it and ran his index finger over all the pages. There were indications prohibiting political meetings, union associations and Jewish Masonic collusion, but nothing that talked about astrology, all while he was surrounded by All the others present, some even put their heads into the manual and as that situation began to bother him, he closed the little book.

–Well, gentlemen, it does not say here that what you are doing is illegal, so you can all leave. And now I'm going to my office. Albert come with me! –the inspector stated emphatically.

When the inspector pushed the door of his office he noticed that in his jacket pocket there was a note with a drawing, how strange he thought this note is not mine, when he looked at it carefully he observed that it had the same drawing as the bottle of perfume that he had Found Agent Cusido, he ran out of his office down the stairs to the exit door of the police headquarters in the hope of meeting the astrological group, but everyone had disappeared through the numerous streets of the Gothic, after a while Agent Albert appeared, who ran after him.

–Mr. Inspector uff. Is something wrong? What did you see?

–They left this note in my pocket, it has a drawing that is the logo of the “Perfumed Society”, an organization that my family has told me so much about, it is sure that it is a message for me.

–And that organization is legal!

–It was in the past! Now almost nothing is legal, let's go back to my office I want to review the documents I have from this organization

Once sitting in his office chair and with the folder of documentation in his hands about the “Perfumed Society” he reviewed everything written about the organization and found nothing different from everything his grandfather had told him about it, he could tell yourself that you knew it by heart; the confrontation with the woman called Black Lady, the explosions, the shootings in the street and premises, the dead police officers, the children kidnapped for a bloody ritual, everything that could be written in a police report, clearly omitting

There is the secret and magical part that could not be recorded in any file, referring to fragrances of immortality, perfumes and miraculous cosmetics where very influential people from the city and the rest of the country paid enormous amounts of money, and that charges were never filed against To round out the story there was also an ancient angel called “the beautiful light” who granted eternal youth through an emerald, and all this sixty years ago.

For Inspector Simón Borrull, the adventure that his grandfather Felix told him when he was a child baffled him. On the one hand, it seemed like the fantasy of an older man, but he also remembered how his face lit up when he spoke to him about grandmother Angelica and her friend Severina. two incredible Botanical Witches wrapped in an aura of mystery and secrecy.

He again took the note that was left in his pocket and compared the drawing he had with the bottle of perfume that his assistant gave him and it was the same logo of the “Perfumed Society” at the bottom of the note he saw that he had written down an address it was about. from a residence for the elderly on a street in the best area of Barcelona, his name was Father Berenguer.

“Albert, we're leaving right now, take this note, get a police car and we'll go to this address,” Inspector Simon ordered.

After twenty minutes of traveling by car through the streets of Barcelona, they arrived at the place indicated in the note and once they had parked the car a few meters from the residence, they walked next to the entrance door once they rang the bell a few minutes later it opened. A middle-aged woman in a nurse's uniform came to the door.

–Good morning madam, I am a police inspector, could I speak with the director of this center.

-Director! Sure, come in. Do you have an appointment? If not, wait in the hallway – the nurse commented.

The inspector and his assistant Albert sat on two comfortable sofas while their gaze took in everything around them. The furniture and tapestries of exquisite taste were in accordance with what they expected to see, given the area where the residence was located. A short time later, the lady appeared and opened the door for them, indicating that they should follow her. They walked down a long hallway until they reached the door of an office where the person in charge of the center was waiting.

–Good morning gentlemen, I am the director Elena Berenguer.

–Good morning madam, I am Inspector Simón Borrull and this is my assistant, Agent Albert Cusidó.

The reason for my visit is for a line of investigation, we have a card with a drawing of a perfume logo and underneath is written the address and name of this residence as you can see. Does this relationship tell you anything?

–Well no, I don't understand why there is a card printed with a drawing of a perfume and our name from the Berenguer center, I haven't given permission for something like that.

–I understand, tell me your last name is Berenguer as the name of the residence.

– Yes, this center was inaugurated by my uncle Father Berenguer with a financial contribution from the church.

–I will explain the reason for my visit, a few days ago in the city there were a series of attacks on some perfume shops perpetrated by very professional and violent people, this morning I found this bottle of perfume and this card with the same drawing and this address.

–I don't know what to tell you, there are only elderly people here and I don't think that between breakfast and lunch they'll do perfume shops.

They barely stay awake, I don't know how I can help you inspector.

–Could you provide me with a list of all the residents and workers of the center.

-Yes of course.

The director got up from her seat and went to a small filing cabinet that was located near the window that illuminated her office, extracted a folder from one of her drawers and handed it to the inspector.

–Thank you, let's see what we find.

He reviewed all the names that were written down on the list that the director provided him and he was not sure what he could find that would help him in the investigation, until he saw one that took him back to his childhood when his grandfather told him about his police adventures.

–Inspector! Have you found anything?–Agent Cusido inquired.

–This person Crisol Portabella! Where is he? I want to talk to her.

–Inmate Crisol, who recently came to this center and is the one in the best state of health, but she is far from being a criminal, she is eighty-six years old although she looks less than that, to tell the truth.

–Yes, I know, I met her when I was a child, she was a friend of my grandfather, she worked as a taxidermist and perfumer.

–My God! How can it be both things... Anyway, I'll take him to the pavilion where he is.

They walked down a long corridor with the director Elena Berenguer in front where they arrived at a pavilion, where there were numerous elderly people, who were carrying out numerous re-educational activities such as educational games sitting around a table, some were reading books, and others were limited. to look out the large windows that overlooked an outside garden, one of those people was Crisol.

–Inspector there he is! It's the one in the corner looking out the window.

–Thank you ma'am, now if we excuse ourselves we will go say hello and chat with her.

–Well, if you need me I'll be in my office.

Simón and Albert, the two police officers, approached the woman who was sitting in a rocking chair, staring abstractedly at an indeterminate place on the street.

–Mrs. Portabella, I am Simón, the grandson of Commissioner Félix Borrull, you and my grandfather were friends when they were young, remember?

–The woman turned her head towards him and looked at him for a long, silent minute, until she finally smiled.

–Ahh, yes, you are little Simón, your grandfather took you by the hand when you were a child, together we would go out for walks through the streets and talk about old times. I remember that you liked cream tarts in exchange for your silence because sometimes Your mother didn't like me.

–Yes, I remember it very well, eighteen years have passed and I see that you feel very well. What is a Botanical Witch of her prestige doing in a nursing home?

The Cusido agent opened his mouth in amazement. It was the first time he had seen Inspector Borrull call an old woman a witch. Crisol looked at both police officers with fixedness and strength. The inspector knew that look. His grandfather had told him about it. It was the consequence of a clumsiness and indiscretion committed on his part.

–Ah, no, no, ha, ha, ha, that's an affectionate name that I used to say when I was a child to Mrs. Portabella. Cusido agent, go to the cafeteria and eat something in half an hour, I'll meet you.

-Yes sir!

When the agent was walking away towards the bar, Mrs. Crisol indicated with her hand that he should take a seat in a chair next to her.

–Well Simón, what is the reason for your visit? Crisol asked, now with an authoritative voice.

–This morning at the police headquarters someone left me this note in my jacket pocket. It has the logo of the “Perfumed Society.”

and it has this address, and this place is nothing like what they told me when I was a child, so by the way, only you are left, Mrs. Portabella, do you still belong to the “Society”?

–Please, Inspector Borrull, you know very well that these organizations are not currently allowed.

–Of course, of course, my grandfather told me that witches were very evasive and that it was difficult for him to understand and deal with them, but I promise to keep an open mind if you would like to communicate something important to me.

–Well Simón, let's talk about those perfume shops that have been attacked by men hired by someone, what are they looking for? Money, smell good, cosmetics for your girlfriends?

–I don't know, you tell me.

–Call me Crisol, because of the name, very well, as I said, these guys are looking for something very specific, a very special perfume that grants eternal youth or perhaps another power.

–Please Crisol, I'm not a child anymore. Also, as I remember, it was an angel's emerald and not a perfume that allows you to live hundreds of years, like the famous Black Lady I think I remember.

–Well, Simón, I see that you keep the memories of the family, well, well, and tell me how you explain that Commissioner Borrull in the year 1908 was shot three times, fell from a height of four stories and two days later he was discharged from the hospital. hospital. I was there that night and your grandfather was dying when he entered the ambulance accompanied by the botanical witches Angelica and Severina, I could see how they made him inhale a perfume and poured it on his wounds.

––––––––
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THE CRUCIBLE EXPLANATION did not come to him again, he knew the story, but he never gave it much importance because he spent the summers on the beach with his parents and grandfather and he never saw any trace of any wound on his body.

–I know very well what you are thinking, Simón, there was no scar on his body, right? Well, let's continue at that time, police officer Lucas Sorní, your grandfather Felix's assistant, and I became boyfriends; he belonged to Commissioner Borrull's police brigade. and after a few years of working together as a forensic taxidermist in a dirty basement of the Trafalgar central police station, we went to America, specifically to California, we had a daughter. At that time there was a global fever for cinema, those films made millions of people dream. Thanks to my new knowledge about magical perfumes I was able to enter the movie mecca, Hollywood! Nothing less! crazy parties, full-throttle fun, luxury, lovers, French champagne, and more lovers, that was crazy, I remember the actor Rudolph Valentino, he was a very fun man, I laughed a lot with him, I gave him love filters, which made him He drove women crazy and because he also had one eye that stared at you and the other eye looked at the Pacific Ocean.

–Because he tells me all that! Melting pot

––––––––
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–BECAUSE THAT MADNESS almost ended me, my health was ruined and my boyfriend Lucas had stopped seeing him for a long time, I barely had any news, only that he made some friends that were not recommended, I for my part tried to regain the balance of Bruja for something I had had formidable teachers like the members of the Perfumed Society when I lived in Barcelona, but one day I had an attack of coughing and cold sweat, I caught yellow fever, and at that moment, lying on the floor, I had a revelation about myself. My passion, the lack of control of my life, my taste for those things that make a woman lose herself, was that I, Crisol Portabella” was a crazy witch of the forest, my family called The Zero Arcanum were uncontrolled witches, and to make matters worse The situation: I invested all my money earned from the sale of amorous perfumes in the New York Stock Exchange and one Monday in 1929 the stock market collapsed and I lost everything. I had to flee because I owed money to some well-dressed Italians. And when I felt better I hid in an opium den, another bad decision for someone like me, that place didn't suit me, anyway I asked my ex Lucas Sorni for help, and after a few weeks, I will always remember seeing him appear among the people who were lying on the ground making their way until they reached me, were my two dear witches and friends Severina and Angelica leaned towards me they looked at me intently and my friend the look of a witch makes your whole body vibrate! It was them ! And the most amazing thing of all was that they had the same face as twenty years ago, how was it possible! I hadn't even scratched their faces for a single minute, at first I thought it was the effect of opium, but that day I hadn't smoked, I was just resting, believe me! They had not aged.

–Excuse me Crisol, I have to go to the bathroom.

–Of course, of course I won't move from here.

Suddenly, the inspector stood up from his chair, looking displeased. He walked briskly to the end of the hallway and closed the bathroom door behind him. Sitting on the toilet bowl, he took out a flask from his jacket and put it in his mouth. He needed a drink. drink of liquor from his harvest, for years he had been trying to make his way as a botanical perfumer and now after hearing the story of Crisol he still wanted it much more. In his house he had a great variety of plants and flowers in a backyard but he couldn't make a miserable perfume, all of them spoiled, he introduced alcohol as a preservative in his mixtures, but it didn't work either, the aroma evaporated immediately and the energetic component did not appear. and finally he ended up drinking it as a herbal liquor, which became a drinking addiction and a problem. “Loving perfumes” and the worst thing was the laughter of his colleagues at the police headquarters because of the smell. a “strange” not to mention a faggot who gave off his perfumes, which is why he didn't have any friends and was called “the perfumed one.”

–Well, it's time to go back to Crisol.

He closed the door behind him and headed to meet his interlocutor.

–Well, Mrs. Portabella, you said that you saw your friends from your youth again and....

“Wow, wow, Simón, don't tell me that you drink perfumes,” Crisol laughed loudly.

-How is it possible!

The
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