The Tape:
I love the rain

The touch of rain drops makes me feel alive

Rain makes the days different

So they do not become (The days) a caricature of what they should be

Rain washes away everything on its way

and when it ends, when it stops raining 

Finally, light and calm

everything is at peace again

all things find themselves

and, slowly, they go where they belong

just as if the stillness and silence flooded everything

I love the rain

The touch of rain drops makes me feel alive

and you too, because this is your own voice, these are your own words

your story, recorded till the end

this tape is the only chance  that I have to try save you, the only way to go back and change things.

because we cannot allow our story, to be washed away by the rain just like that...



If you're listening to this, it means that you finally received the package

You’ve been waiting long for something that could change everything

and finally it looked like you had it in your hand

A sign shaped like a tape cassette, but a signal nonetheless.

While you were looking for your cassette player you were wondering why would you send a tape to yourself to the past.

That’s the player Carla gave you some time ago, remember?

As if she had known that someday you would need it

Surely you unpacked it in a hurry 

So let us not waste more time

"It all began in your dreams; you dreamt the very same thing every night"

Real situations seen in an unreal way.

In the first (Dream) you could see yourself from the back at a place you don’t remember ever being

In the second (Dream), you recognized your street where something terrible seemed to have happened

And the last one, my favourite, the one you finally baptised as the Paris, Texas dream

because just like Travis, you are facing the planes and giving your back to Walt's house in Los Angeles, as in the Wenders’ film.

None of the dreams made the slightest sense to you,

but one morning, like every day, you went out to the balcony, before going to work, and as you stepped out, you felt that something was odd

Everything looked like in your dreams, nothing seemed real

You checked that you weren’t actually sleeping, and then you got ready for another day at that senseless job 

Every day you did exactly the same

Even the conversations with your colleagues were always the same

 “Another day and they still haven’t approved the budget. They still haven’t approved the budget. Unbelievable”

Time went by, but you didn’t recover your normal eyesight so eventually you decided to go to an ophthalmologist.

The doctor said that your disorder was very strange, that throughout his career he had not heard of anything like it...

He seemed a very quiet and patient person

But still, it didn’t look like he thought you really had a problem 

"And then he said; "

"“We haven’t found a thing; everything is as it should be”"

You didn’t like you his diagnosis, so you decided to look for a second opinion

The landscape never looked so beautiful

And just as if you had tap your heels three times, you suddenly realized that you were at home

Your parents were waiting with arms wide open, but you didn’t come home to tell them your problems, you didn’t want to worry them
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You came to talk to your brother, who always tells you what you do not want to hear

which perhaps at this moment, could give you a new perspective on your problem

You told your brother the entire story, more or less using the same words I've used so far in the tape 

"He didn’t interrupt you at any time, waited in silence and when you were done talking; he lit a cigarette and said: "

 “Let me tell you something that happened to me recently”

He was at our parents’ place, switched the TV on, took a cigarette, put it in his mouth and tried to light it

But he couldn’t, he thought the lighter was faulty

"He remembered that he had left another one in the kitchen; it was over the table, where he left it "

But he could not get this one to work either

There had to be a lighter in the house that worked, but where?

And finally, he found another lighter, but it wouldn’t work either,

It seemed like a joke of destiny, but he did not give up

He began to notice a weird smell. It smelled like town gas and it did not come from outside. It came from the house, there was a leak 

Then he understood everything. It was his guardian angel who just saved his life. 

Funniest thing isn’t that the lighters didn’t work, it’s the fact that there wasn’t even a spark – “Not even a spark”, he emphasized.

"That would have been enough to have gotten blown up"

"""Are you saying that all this is happening for a reason?"", You asked"

“No, not just that”, he answered

“Do you want to know how I pictured the story while I was telling it to you?” 

“In black and white”

 “During the last few years you’ve been telling me that your life is like what?”

 “As a caricature of what I expected it to be”, you muttered

Exactly, “Sort of like a cartoon”, your brother asserted

Finally he said that if the medicine could not do anything for you, perhaps you should look in other sciences

And there you were, in a place you didn’t trust

" “Good afternoon, the ""Master"" is expecting you, please come in”"

Perhaps it was the incense or the music but suddenly, you began to see things

And you don’t know why you remembered a book that somebody gave you long ago 

And from having forgotten about it, you came to see every word, you were able to see that seagull fly

You could see how it soared the sky, the passion it put into it

looking for something else than just surviving

And although no one around could understand, it was happy in its search

He may have been a professional of “the future” but you only could see some things from the past

Here ends the story that you already knew, turn the tape

When you come back, nothing will change for a while

You won’t even worry about it anymore

But one day...

You will look out the balcony, and on the other balcony of your house there will be another you

It could even be me.

At the beginning it will only be an occasional thing
But then, it will become routine, you will live with other “yous” in all possible scenarios

They will even appear in your dreams, in the usual dreams

After some research, you will find out that yours was not the only case. In the 50’s an experiment was conducted in the US

A mouse was placed in the same environment, at same time, performing the same tasks for months

To their surprise (Of the scientists running the experiment), more mice started to appear, doubles of the original

They called it “Efficiency of the Dark Energy Theory”. When an event is repeated at all times, everywhere, and nothing can alter the fact that it is going to happen, then it means that it will also occur in every dimension possible.

So the space-time will fold, and the same action will take place again and again, but only in one space-time dimension.

Therefore the universe will save a huge amount of Dark Energy

They never mentioned however, if they ran the experiment on people

And they also omitted the part where, driven by a strange behaviour, all the mice died.

This perhaps could explain everything that has happened, but still, you will remain without a solution

You’ll start to get the feeling that something horrible will happen, that you are running out of time and that it will only get worse

One day, it will seem that the underground train is being driven by death herself

You will feel that all those inside are already dead, they are lost souls, just like you

And for the first time you will feel fear,  just as if death was waiting, waiting for you, and all your doubles, and you won’t be wrong

That same night, you will wake to the sound of a running tap, you will wake up and see the light of your bathroom switched on

You will expect one of your doubles getting ready for work 

And you will find one of them bleeding in the shower

he had slit his veins and he won’t be the only one. From that moment,  every night your shower will be flooded with blood from a different double

And you'll know you were right about one thing - you are running out of time.

Even now, while you are listening to the tape, I know doubts haunt you

Would you be able to do it? Could you kill yourself? Or couldn’t you?

From that point on, your only thought will be to find a way to avoid the inevitable

Eventually, you'll think of a solution. You’ll come to think that if you break your routine, your everyday life, if you do something that you had never done, you would then break the vicious circle and everything would go back to normal

You’d think about killing someone, but it had to be someone that your conscience would allow you to.

That’s why you decided to kill a “pusher” that sold drugs to the kids.

He'll pull a gun and before you even know it, you will kill him 

You will keep the gun to avoid leaving any evidence

What you won’t notice at that time is that all your doubles, reached the same conclusion about what to do to solve the problem

But what no one will know (The doubles) and what would eventually mean our undoing 

Is that we’ll all survive the suicide attempt in the shower

And while trying to save ourselves, our own suicidal tendencies, will now have a gun as an ally which we will one day use to kill a “pusher” 

We will all be doomed and it will only be a matter of time until we shot ourselves

I will be the next and so my story ends here, I hope you have better luck ...

Goodbye 



No, this won’t be my end, otherwise I would not have been able to send this tape to warn you



No, this is not what will happen



What will happen is that you'll see your life pass by



Almost unnoticed, without living it

What will happen is that the rain will just wash away your story

And that's what we cannot allow to happen

