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Text List
The bar died, once again, when the Oscar thing happened.
but who was Oscar? 

The little I knew of him, defines him. 

He liked tea with lemon.

Those artificial wafers.

He was a life member of Velez. 

So far, nothing outstanding about him, but there was something that made him special.

“Have you ever played with me?”

That was the way this harmless looking, 82 year old man introduced himself before occasional opponents.
maybe they felt pity or maybe it was indifference, but nobody could ignore him.

He opened his bag, took out a case and there it was, a paddle unlike the worn-out few that came with the table.
The ceremony aroused a mixture of sympathy and curiosity. 

But these feelings faded with Oscar`s first hits, as his prey saw the ball pass like a rocket to the moon.

Without having to say a word, he seemed to say: 

HERE, THE KING OF PING PONG, IT’S ME.
Like Oscar I don’t like to speak very much but it wouldn’t hurt if someone were to listen to his story or at least what I could gather from it.

Oh! And this is not my real voice, but the one my imagination permits.

This place was not a bar, it was a break; from the night, from the clock, from the others, from oneself.  

a blissful suspension from decadence

a regular known as Polainas said:

“Those of us who come here, we have problems.” 

He included me with the rest without asking and then he left. 

He was partly right. 

Oscar spent half of his days here. The size of his delicate universe was just 40 millimeters in diameter and a weighed 2.7 grams.

He arrived at dusk and the thrushes swept him away at dawn. 

I listened 200 times to the routine of his loneliness.
- Dancing

- Violent. pim pum

- Winning or losing in a poker game. I don´t mind losing.

- The day it arrives I will die in the field.

- A beautiful death is by freezing. In the middle of the snow.

- The day I get it, I`ll go singing.

- If a see a grandson getting married, I can die in peace.

- To die here.
Endings tend to be agonizing, wretched, frustrating.  

But for those who had the fortune of ending it here, of remaining here, it was the opposite. 

Like that elderly man who, while playing dominos, got a double six and pff... dropped dead before his friends who continued playing and didn’t even realize it.

And the one who was having lunch?

“I’m going to collect the rent,” he said.

He went to the bathroom, came back and when he got to the fifth pillar, he collapsed… pfff… dropped dead.

What does this place breathe if not even Death gets too close? just close enough. 

Fortunately, I wasn’t here the night it came for Oscar. 

It took him by surprise and attacked him while he was playing, in his most fragile zone.

Did he realize it? 

Was he expecting it?

How was the match going?

Did he leave unconquered? 

That was for sure. 

It was said that they could not take the paddle off his hand as if it were stuck to it. He clung on to that piece of wood and rubber, more than to his own life. 

During a week, his death was the unavoidable subject of commentary. 

Newspapers didn’t mention him. Neither did the news. 

And why would they do that?

He was just one more, people die every day

I never got to complete Oscar.

It wasn’t a lack of determination but of time. 

There is never enough time.

I played with him endlessly. 

We talked, I watched him attentively lots of times, yet most of him always remained in silence.

The legend will say that he was once the champion of Floresta, 

that his real name was not Oscar, that Chinese delegates came to challenge him and none of them could defeat him.

But there is something that no legend can refute. 

When he managed to hit one of those hits that no one was prepared for,

embodying both beauty and an incredible capacity to leave his opponent in complete ridicule,

something extraordinary happened... 

he laughed.

It was a brief laugh,

an internal one,

like Muttley’s, 

the flea-bitten dog of the cartoons.

He laughed.

Though it lasted seconds,

I am sure that at least at that precise moment he felt genuine happiness. 

He laughed. 

A wonderful way to escape from his night.

Laughing at its face.

I would have liked to have hung his photo,

so people could pass by, see it and say:

Have you ever played with me?   

A sort of password,

a secret key,

a testimony of his presence in this place,

but I couldn’t find a decent one and besides,

there is no room left for the past on these walls.

Oscar did not go alone,

in that tight fist and with his last breath,

he took of all us.


