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Chapter 1
 
    
 
   My name is Karen Walker, I am happily married with Edward Walker for almost 6 years, and we have an amazing son of 4. I am in the best phase of my life, seriously living the dream. I live the best life I could ever imagine possible with him and everything he gives me, most of my friends envied my life and they are not afraid to say, making me feel proud of my kind and successful husband. 
 
   He was the only one providing for the family, Edward was an amazing man and he insisted to be the only one working. 
 
   Edward is 10 years older than me, and he was already well financially secured when I met him. When we got married we moved to his huge manor, with 11 large en-suites, inside and outside pool, Jacuzzi, cinema and a panic room, and with a beautiful green garden with the most magnificent roses, in the most exquisite area in our small town. 
 
   My life before Edward was very humble and living now in this huge house is just like living a fairy tale with my prince charming. This family house was so enjoyable to live in and Edward was planning already having more kid’s right after Junior was born.
 
   Although I had started a degree in law, I never finished it because I have Edward who provides for me. My husband and I decided that I would personally take care of our family during the first years. We lived very comfortably only with his income, I very happy as a housewife with my own expensive convertible, a monthly allowance to manage the house, and to buy things I love. 
 
   Working in finance, he was even able to provide for maids to keep the house always sparkling clean, a cook, and a gardener, I only needed to take care of Junior and I was so proud to get to enjoy my son playing with him, teaching him news things, he is my life, my everything. 
 
   Every day I prayed to my angels thinking how lucky I was, for having it all.
 
   My favorite place in the huge manor is and will always be my garden, I love the smell of clean cut grass, and my roses, they are so delicate and yet so powerful, I am sure some of those roses are rare, they have such vivid colors and all petals are indescribable beautiful, this roses are in my garden like forever. But this garden has something magical for me, I can seat in my sofa and relax watching all the flowers and the most amazing butterflies’ busy flying from flower to flower, I love the view and it’s like a relaxing therapy to me. I could watch them for hours.
 
   Everybody jokes about my favorite place in the manor, when I talk about it. But the only person who seems to understand me, is my baby sister, she is a finance finalist and is already working as an intern in Edward’s company. She is beautiful and determined, I never saw her interest in a boyfriend and I never questioned her, because she was always talking about her dream of becoming a successful businesswoman, and I was so proud of her.
 
   Angela used to come over almost every weekend and stay we us to catch up, she loved studying in my glass house, which I arranged with comfortable garden furniture. My sister says every time that my garden is so inspiring, and I believe her, because this garden has the same effect on me. 
 
   Each time Angela is around, Edward takes a couple hours to give her some study advices. When Edward talks about Angela, I know he cares about her as family, and he likes how determined Angela is to be successful, she reminded him when he was young.
 
   My friends love to come over and stay for lunch or tea time in my garden, and my girlfriends are always saying how lucky I was to have married with Edward, he was so handsome and wealthy.
 
   We had at least holidays abroad twice a year, sometimes more, depending from the time of the year, we could go skiing or rent a villa next to a private beach and stay there for two whole weeks, sometimes Edward used return to work for a couple days, but only when he couldn’t avoid important meetings and then he would meet us again at our holiday spot.
 
   Today we are celebrating our sixth anniversary, and Edward has a surprise for me, I feel it’s big because all of the hush, hush. The only thing I know is that I need to wear a long gala dress. 
 
   After leaving Junior at school, I had time to treat myself in my favorite spa with a body massage, a special facial, and with hair and make-up done I am ready to pick up my precious boy. On the way home I received a call in my car, it was Edward letting me know he already arrived home, on his voice I could perceive he was waiting impatiently for me, because we would have probably a great night ahead and going out is only part of his surprise.
 
   I arrived home in pins and needles, excited to know what he had arranged this time, he was the type of man who liked to make beautiful surprises to me and each year I had a different surprise. He never forgets an anniversary, and I love him so much, he is and always will be the love of my life.  
 
   And once again, I knew he wouldn’t disappoint me this year, he has something prepared to make me feel special and unique. When I went upstairs to our bedroom, I had a beautiful, long dress with a classic sleeveless sweetheart cut and a pair of diamond earring studs and a diamond bracelet to match on top of the dress. That was really an extravagant surprise, and I can’t even imagine if he continues giving me expensive gifts like this, what will he give me when we will celebrate our 25th anniversary?
 
   Finally dressed up for our special night, we rushed out to another surprise, and as always Edward was behind me complaining a little bit that we were already late for our special dinner. 
 
   Outside our manor we had a huge black limousine waiting for us, inside, we had champagne to get us in party mood. We needed to be cautious as we are with Junior tonight, I decided to bring him along with us and Edward didn’t object. 
 
   I know he will behave very well, I teach him good manners since his first months and I am so proud that Junior is one of the most well behaved kid when we go out shopping, dinner or visit our friends, of course I let him to be a child, playing and creating kids confusion to develop his intellect at home.  
 
   Junior is naturally the most bright, genuine and caring boy in such an early age, and that’s why he cares about other kids at school, always trying to help them. I notice already he loves honesty and if I explain him all his doubts he can accept easily the word no. He is my golden child.
 
   The driver crosses town and I watch that we are going direction marina yacht, making me believe immediately we would have dinner in the club or maybe in a yacht, and I wasn’t wrong. When the driver stopped, Edward got out of the car and helped me out of the car, holding Junior in one hand and mine in the other one, leading the way into the most amazing, new and biggest yacht in the marina.
 
   When we put our feet in the yacht, lights went on and we saw all our friends and family inside clapping our welcome, overall there were around 50 people. 
 
   What an excellent surprise, for a moment I am feeling emotional, seeing everybody there, I am trying to compose myself but it is really hard. At the same time our wedding song started, I remember this song as if it was yesterday, it’s the amazing love song I ever heard and it’s so mean full for both of us.
 
   After we arrived, I saw Edward making a sign to the crew and the beautiful yacht sailed immediately towards the large sea into the dark night. Luckily it wasn’t a cold night and everyone could enjoy the wonderful view outside, we all could see our small town getting smaller and smaller, until we were in open sea and there was no trace of land anymore. But nobody is afraid, not even me, we were there to enjoy that evening with cocktails and a pleasant dinner. 
 
   Everything was just perfect, I was having a great time and so were all our guests, I could see in their faces. 
 
   But when I think, having dinner in this huge yacht was the surprise for our birthday, Edward takes the next step and announced to everybody onboard that my special gift was that luxurious yacht. 
 
   My jaw drops in front of everyone present, I couldn’t believe it, this is so insane. I wasn’t a sea fan nor did I have any wish of becoming one, never in my life had I thought I would receive a gift like this. Of course, it would be a gift to share with our family. I was thinking already about the amazing trips during weekends with friends, social parties and cocktail parties for potential clients for Edward to increase his business. 
 
   This was too good to be true and everything was just a beautiful dream. 
 
   My life was a living dream, I had it all.
 
   After dinner, Edward took me to see the yacht. Although I had seen the yacht from outside, deck and the living room with a bar lounge, Edward showed me 4 large doubles and 2 twins’ rooms, they were beautifully decorated and everything was impeccable and new. Another living room equally decorated with great taste and there was the crew area as well, which we didn’t enter to respect privacy. I noticed something weird in Edward, I didn’t know what it was, but he was acting in a very unusual way with me, and every time I tried to look in his eyes he avoided looking directly at me.
 
   Finally we entered into the bridge he becomes very serious, and ordered the crew in the bridge to give him some privacy. 
 
   They obey and we stand there alone. 
 
   I don’t remember seeing him so serious since we meet; he was making me nervous and very anxious.
 
    
 
   But nothing had prepared me for what was about to come next.
 
    
 
   “My love, I have something very serious I need to tell you” Edward said in my direction, looking more serious as ever.
 
   I was so nervous I couldn’t get a word out of my mouth, so I waited for him to continue.
 
   “This is very serious, it’s about my work” he said and again he stopped. Edward was clearly nervous and he was having a hard time to get the right words out.
 
   If there were words that could even describe for what he revealed to me next.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   *****
 
   


  
 

Chapter 2
 
    
 
   We could feel the dense air for the first time between us, and the silence was too intense. I started to be impatient and I made a noisy sigh, slowly he continued, because he knew every word he would say next would stab my whole body like a sharp knife.
 
   “I need you to know that I love and I always will love you from the bottom of my heart, and nothing that I am forced to say to you right now, will change that.”
 
   He stopped, came close and kissed me, I couldn’t recognize him, he had the saddest look and continued very slowly:
 
   “Sometimes, because I’ve been very successful in my business I don’t give you all the attention you and Junior deserve, but everything I do is always thinking about both and trying to give you a better life, please forgive me for that and what I have to say next”
 
   Stopping again, making my blood running in my veins full of stress, I watch at him impatiently and he continued:
 
   “But as you know, business can in one moment be successful and we can earn lots of money, and in another moment we put everything in stake because we believe in a certain business and it can go very wrong and with it, we can lose everything…” 
 
   He stopped, waiting for me to take a moment and assimilate what he was trying to say. Edward was hopping I could understand the gravity of the situation. Now I was trying to understand what was going on and I needed to know everything.
 
   “What are you trying to say? That you had a bad business?”
 
   “What I am trying to tell you, is that I invested everything we have in one huge business which I thought the risk was very low and the potential of being successful was very high. But the person with who I was doing business died suddenly with a heart attack two days ago and the new responsible was in position to reject the business and without his approval and financial help, although we put lawyers from each side to deal with it, he could cancel the business. My company had put everything in stake but we couldn’t save the business, it felt through.”
 
   I was feeling dizzy and my blood is freezing in my veins right now, what he was saying was unbelievable.
 
   “We lost everything?” 
 
   I asked.
 
   “Yes, everything”
 
   “But how about this yacht and the diamonds you just give me?”
 
   “We cancelled the deal yesterday and I had bought the diamonds already and the yacht for the surprise. But as we stand today, I can’t afford to pay for it anymore and I need to return everything. I am so sorry, please forgive me.” 
 
   Putting himself on his knees in front of me curved as a vassal, desperately to receive my forgiveness, he was genuinely sorry for everything.
 
   I couldn’t avoid but being confused, how could a businessman who does business on a daily basis, knowing that any business is a risk and there is always the possibility of failing and why would he put his personal assets as a guarantee for a business. He should have kept at all costs safe his private assets, why didn’t he keep it apart from business? And I asked him exactly that, the only reply I got was: 
 
   “I was a complete fool, I know, I should know better. But I was so sure we had the deal, the opportunity was huge and at a minimum risk, but in the end everything felt apart. I am feeling the worst person on earth, because I was so careless.”
 
   “What do we need to do now?” 
 
   I asked nervously, because we were about to lose everything we had along with our family home. And I knew that right now we needed to stick together and start everything again.
 
   “Well the problem is really above huge, it’s not only about the house and all our belongings we lost, it is much more than that”
 
   “Is there more to it?”
 
   “Yes, basically we lost all guarantees I had give to do the business and I need to pay almost $3.000.000 back, and if I don’t do it in 2 months time I am going to jail and lose everything on top of it.”
 
   I felt the world falling over my head, slowly the strength of my body disappeared and I felt the need to sit down to process everything, specially the possibility that Edward could now go to jail.
 
   Edward put himself in one knee next to me and holds my hand, visible feeling guilty, but right now I was in a mix of emotions, I didn’t know what to say to him, and in an unconscious way I pulled my hand from Edwards. He got up and starts walking back and forward visibly tense, and for a moment I had the feeling he wasn’t finished with the bad news.
 
   “What do you intent to do now?” 
 
   I asked.
 
   He got back on his knee immediately and holds my hand again, this time I didn’t pulled away, because I wanted to know what he intent to do.
 
   “My love there is a solution, maybe the only one and this solution will rip me apart forever, I will not forgive myself, ever. Unless, you can come up with a better one.”
 
   He stopped for a few seconds and caressed my hand with a visible pain in his face. 
 
   He continued:
 
   “My love, I can’t go to jail, our son can’t have his father in jail, what would his life be? You will never give him the life he deserves because we will lose everything anyway...Could you give Junior a good life like the one he has right now? A good school? A great education? Everything on your own?”
 
   Looking me intensively in the eyes with a hard expression.
 
   “Believe me, if I had find another solution I would not hesitate for a second doing things in another way. My love, I thought this over and over again and this is the only way I can skip jail, pay everything and keep the company running successfully, is to activate your life insurance to save everything”
 
   I was more confused than ever, what was he trying to tell me?
 
   “What do you mean by that? Don’t I need to be dead for you to collect my life insurance of $10.000.000?!”
 
   “That’s a fact. But I couldn’t dare ask you what I will ask you right now, only if it was for our son’s future. But…there is a way I can get the money without you being actually dead my love…”
 
   “I am listening…”
 
   “Well…if you love your son and understand how important it is to give him a comfortable life, and put him in one of the best university in the country for him to be successful professionally and give him a bright future… you’ll need to disappear from our life’s and never come back. That’s the only way I can activate your life insurance. I know this is hard for you, but believe me my love it’s harder for me, because I don’t know what will I do without you and without your love that is so fulfilling.”
 
   Tears run down his face, it was the first time I saw him so broken.
 
   I was in complete shock – I couldn’t believe I was hearing that, it was too much for my brain to process right now. Instantaneity I pulled my hand from his, I couldn’t bear his touch any longer, it was as if he was on fire and burning my hand. I was shaking, and a complete mess, the air was thicker than ever and after a few minutes in silence, I manage to ask:
 
   “What do you mean disappear? How about Junior?”
 
   “Please forgive me for everything; I couldn’t believe how stupid I was. But listen, I thought everything through. Everybody on this boat will be testimonies that you fall over board, and in a few weeks later I can collect your life’s insurance and save the future of our son. I will be forever heartbroken, but you can’t contact us ever again. You can’t contact Junior ever again. Do you understand?”
 
   “Why do I need to fake my own dead? Why don’t you fake yours?”
 
   “If I could, I wouldn’t hesitate doing it for you, but I can’t, my life insurance is only one million dollars, which doesn’t cover all our problems.”
 
   “You thought this all through already didn’t you?”
 
   “Since I had certain about the deal had fall through, yes. I needed to find urgently a solution for this huge mess.”
 
   I was feeling as my body had separated itself in two, and I was seeing myself from above in a nightmare, that I would wake up and everything would get back together again. 
 
   I don’t have at this point the strength to ask Edward anything anymore, I was afraid there could be more to it. My worse fear turned into reality, Edward continued:
 
   “We are here in the middle of the sea, but we are not far from the coast and you are an excellent swimmer, but only I know that. You can swim to the coast easily. But remember, the future of our son depends on you, and if you are really capable to cut contact with us and let all others believe you’re dead for real.”
 
   I could only shake my head in disbelieve, I couldn’t believe what I was listening, this was a nightmare and finally I give up holding on and started crying. I couldn’t believe what was happening right now, I was completely in shock and was not able to think clearly. The only thing I couldn’t stop hearing in my head was that I needed to save my son’s future and I needed to pretend to be dead, how crazy was that.
 
   Continuing with my head completely clouded with all Edwards words, confused I cried without stopping, Edward cried too and tried to calm me, but I didn’t accept his comfort, I didn’t know if I was disappointed at him or if I hated him right now. A few minutes after, which seemed to be an eternity for me, I finally manage to speak a few words to Edward:
 
   “What do you mean by that? I need to fake my own dead tonight?! And I can’t see Junior ever again? Couldn’t we discuss this at home later on?”
 
   “My love the time is perfect, it needs to be now. We will never have this kind of opportunity so soon. Probably tomorrow I will have already lawyers in my office to take everything from me.”
 
   “Don’t call me love!” 
 
   I screamed at him angry without avoiding start to cry again. Tears came down as a cascade and I was not able to control my emotions right now.
 
   Edward was sitting opposite me and waiting for me to calm down, when I finally could speak again:
 
   “Can I at least say goodbye to Junior? Can I see him?”
 
   “Sure, please stop crying he doesn’t need to see you like that. Can you please put yourself together?”
 
   I tried to calm down to speak:
 
   “Give me a few minutes and I’ll be ready”
 
   Edward seeing the effort I made and that I was visible calmer, he went out of the bridge and minutes later showed up with Junior.
 
   I walked slowly in Junior’s direction –on my knees, I looked at him, in his kind bright green eyes.
 
   “You know I love you right?” 
 
   Junior was playing with his favorite toy, a tiny red Ferrari, and looking at his toy he only nod with his head agreeing 
 
   “I love you too mommy” 
 
   He said in his sweet voice and hugs me keeping his little toy in one hand.
 
   “I just wanted you to know that mommy will always love you, and will always think about you. Even if you don’t see me around I will always be with you in your heart.” 
 
   I touched his little heart and put his little hand in my heart. We give a long hug, Junior hugged me tight back. 
 
   It was my last hug I had from Junior.
 
   Hugging Junior I was starting to cry again and Edward saw it in my eyes he knew I couldn’t hold for much more. He pulled Junior gently from my arms and walked back to the party, giving me his last words:
 
   “Good luck my love and remember I will always love you.”
 
   When they walked away, I couldn’t tolerate anymore the pain in my chest, I was completely crashed inside and slide slowly on the floor crying. With a mix of emotions my heart was pounding uncontrollably, I knew I hadn’t much time, the crew would return from their dinner at any moment and I needed to be overboard before that. 
 
   I’ve heard some time ago people falling overboard and they were never found, they disappeared without any trace, that’s what Edward is expecting from me, and that’s what I am gonna do, not for him, but for my son, who I love from the bottom of my heart and I would give my life for him. Edward knows it and he definitely took advantage having me in his hand.
 
   I knew it was easy to fall overboard from the front of the boat, as all people were concentrated in the back of the yacht. Now I needed to hurry before I lost all my courage. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   *****
 
   


  
 

Chapter 3
 
    
 
   Going to the front of the yacht, I took my expensive heels off and threw myself into the dark night with my eyes closed and my arms open, touching the cold water with my whole body freezing for a brief moment.
 
   Resurfacing, I breathe in pain and my uncontrollable tears mix with the salty water, with my vision blurred I started swimming immediately in direction to a blink light from a light tower, which I could manage to see with difficulty between my tears. 
 
   At least that’s what I thought, but I only realized I was swimming in direction to a huge station data buoy, when I arrived. Clearly Edward had given me wrong direction to find land in the dark, and soon I realized he really wanted me to drawn in this dark water. I arrived at the buoy at cost, and grab it with all my left strengths, I was so tired and land was much far away I initially thought.
 
   Now I didn’t felt cold anymore, the water was now bearable, I stopped for a while at the buoy to gain forces and continue my mission, swimming direction land. Still grabbing the buoy to rest, I managed to rip my dress to the knee, to swim with more ease after.
 
   Minutes after I continue, although I was still tired, freezing was starting to take over my body, and I needed to swim faster to avoid hypothermia. I swam for about one hour and land was now near, now I was swimming slowly, I was so tired, but I managed finally reaching a sandy beach between high rocks.
 
   I was so exhausted, when I tried to get up on the beach and start walking, my legs didn’t react. Dragging myself in what I thought to be a safe place to rest for a couples hours and continue my way. 
 
   Still wet I tried to protect myself under the rocks, giving me a little bit of protection from the airy night. I was completely exhausted and asked myself before I fall asleep from fatigue: 
 
   How shall I continue from here? Where do I go from here? 
 
   Officially I am disappeared and soon I will be dead and I have nowhere to go anymore. I don’t have any documents, nor I could use my identification anymore and I don’t have any money at all. 
 
   Oh my God what will I do? 
 
   I fall asleep with so many questions in my head and no answers.
 
   Hours after when I woke up, I was freezing and my dress was still a little bit wet, opening my eyes for the very first seconds I didn’t know where I was and while I was trying to wake up, I thought I had the biggest nightmare in my life. 
 
   But it took only a few minutes to realize I didn’t know where I was and that I was living my nightmare.
 
   Ohhh I had no idea the hell I was in….my nightmare hadn’t even started.
 
   With a few hours rested, although I didn’t sleep in the most comfortable place, I was able to walk again into the unknown. 
 
   I was alone, and didn’t know the place I was and at this point I didn’t really care. I walked for a minutes and I found a road, I still didn’t know where I was but I didn’t care. I didn’t lose time and started walking along the road, after some time my bear feet started hurting.
 
   Almost two hours had gone, cars and trucks passed by me. One truck driver slowed down and asked me where I was going and if I needed a lift.
 
   At first I was so embarrassed I didn’t talked to the man, but then I remembered he could help me get away quicker from that place, as I needed to be as far as possible from my family.
 
   “I… I just need to go far away from here”
 
   “That’s where I am going…far away” 
 
   The man replied from the inside of the truck. 
 
   “Do you need a lift?” 
 
   The man insisted.
 
   Giving a few seconds to my brain and decide what to do, I said:
 
   “Yes please, take me out of here, as far as possible”
 
   “Done” He said.
 
   The truck driver hit of the road, he started asking questions, which I avoided at all cost forcing me to make up a convincing story to put out of his curiosity.
 
   “Well, if you insist on knowing, I ran away from home because of my husband, he tried to kill me. That’s why I need to run as far as possible”
 
   It was half of the truth anyway.
 
   “I am sorry to hear that” 
 
   The man sound genuinely sorry for me. Noticing I was freezing and was still in this humid unrecognizable clothe which had been an expensive night gown the night before, but now was just a rag. And he said:
 
   “I think I still have some clothes in a small bag from my ex-wife, she left somewhere back here, you can grab and use it if you want” Pointing to his back where he had things laying around.
 
   I looked to the back of his seat and saw a complete mess, before I could say anything, and I wondered if I wanted to wear someone’s clothes, everything looked so filthy inside the cabin. But now I didn’t had a thing and I was freezing and changing clothes was all I needed right now.
 
   After a couple of minutes trying to convince my brain looking for that bag, my body reacted and I started looking for the bag on my knees. When I was searching for it, I noticed the driver’s looking at me obliquely, making me feel uncomfortable and for the first time I realize it was a mistake to take a lift with a stranger. 
 
   I was definitely putting my life at risk. 
 
   As soon I found what I was looking for, I got back to my seat, opening the bag to look what was inside, and there was a dress, cotton coat and a pair of flats. It was everything I needed right now to get dry and comfortable. 
 
   “Are you sure it’s okay if you give me all these clothes?” 
 
   I needed to certify myself of it.
 
   “Please keep everything. You can change here if you want.”
 
   “Thanks, but I will wait for the next gas station and I’ll change there.”
 
   We keep in silence most of the trip and a couple hours later he stops in a gas station. Without giving him any type of chance I went off the truck and thanked him from the station, informing him I wouldn’t continue the journey, because I would decide to stay there for a while.
 
   He was confused, I think he was convinced I would continue with him for a while on the road, I would continue but I need to get away because he gives me always a creepy look that I can’t stand it. 
 
   So I decided to go my own way from the gas station. Going straight to the toilet and change my clothes. 
 
   Inside the small and dark toilet I saw a figure on the old and broken mirror, in the first seconds I didn’t recognized myself, I looked so different, so pale, without make-up and with a tousled hair I looked like a homeless. Shocked with that sight, I take my hands to my mouth to muffle my urgency to cry. 
 
   I cried alone in that toilet shocked with the view on the mirror and because I stopped for a moment and remembered again that I lost my son, my family, and my life. I gave up everything, would it be worth it? I just hope it will.
 
   My God, what will I do? How will I survive? Where will I live?    
 
   And while my thoughts were in a whirlwind I kept looking my new look and exactly the way I was looking, was the way I was feeling inside.
 
   I was completely lost without a place to go, I saw through the mirror I still had my diamond earrings Edward forgot to take them. I looked at my arm and I still had the bracelet. 
 
   Suddenly I had an idea, I need to sell the diamonds, and they would give me money enough until I could find a job and somehow continue living in the shadow as if I was dead.
 
   Now I fear for my future, was I blind the night before when Edward said faking my own dead was the only way out? I am trying to think clearly now, and I have my doubts. Was it really the only way out or was Edward convincing me it was? I guess, I will never know, but to protect my son I gave up my life and I would do it again.
 
   After trying to clean myself with cold water, I dried out with toilet paper and put on clean and cheap clothes on, they were a little oversized but it didn’t bother me, the pair of flats fit comfy enough to walk. In the bag I find a brush and around it, there was a small rubber for the hair. I rearranged my hair from the salty water and picked it up in a ponytail.
 
   Putting what’s left from the night dress in the small bag and my diamond earrings wrapped carefully in toilet paper. 
 
   Looking for one last time at that fogged mirror, I saw a poor woman with a miserable face. No wonder, I was simply devastated.
 
   I opened the door slowly, giving a shy picking if the truck was still outside, but he was already gone. With relief, I breathe deeply and entered into the gas station shop to ask if there was a town nearby.  In the shop I got to know that there was a town nearby, I could walk for about one hour and would be there, I would reach this town during the afternoon and could find a pawn shop or any other store where I could sell the diamonds.
 
   About one hour later, I was in a busy city with skyscrapers and lines of cars waiting for the green street lights to move. I didn’t know the name of the town and I didn’t care. How crazy was that, in one minute I was in an empty road and suddenly this huge rush all over the place.
 
   Getting all my strength together, I manage finding a gold store, but when I tried to sell my diamonds I needed to give my personal details, as I didn’t had any I was forced to leave the store without doing business. I couldn’t believe, I needed to identify myself to sell my own diamonds. Desolated without knowing if I would sleep again on the open night as a homeless, I was lost in every ways more than ever. 
 
   Walking along the street, soon would be dark and I still had no place to overnight, my stomach was giving signs, but in reality I wasn’t hungry at all, I think I can’t eat anymore.
 
   It was dark enough to be scary in an unknown city, now I was walking in a modest neighborhood with small houses, with gardens on the front.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   *****
 
   


  
 

Chapter 4
 
    
 
   Stopping in front of one house with a garden that remembers my own, in a small size of course, but the garden had these stunning roses like the ones I had once. 
 
   I needed a place to stay, but I couldn’t go inside a place that wasn’t mine. So the only solution was looking for a house where I could stay outside in the garden, and this house with a small garden, beautifully cared with so many types of flowers and a high green fence, was enough to protect me of being seen from the street. 
 
   I searched for a small space of grass where I could sleep, and suddenly I felt so tired that I needed to rest for a little bit.
 
   Tired I seat on the grass and I evaluate the surroundings, the house looked as if no one was there, so I lay down on the grass next to the fence putting my head on top of the small bag I was carrying and I fall asleep instantaneity.
 
   When I woke up, it took a little bit to open my eyes because of the bright day, I looked around to see if there was someone watching and certified myself if my bag was still there, relieved, it was everything in place. With my body stiffed from the hard bed, I sit in the grass and saw right above my head a few butterflies, it was spring and they were all over the place. I enjoyed the view, these small species were absolutely beautiful and I dreamt for a moment I was in my garden.
 
   After I few minutes I get up and about to leave, when I noticed someone was watching me from the inside of the house, the door opens and an old lady walked in my direction. 
 
   I didn’t know if I should run or stay, I didn’t know if I was a lady or a homeless, I didn’t know what I was anymore.
 
   The old lady stopped and held me a wrapped sandwich and said:
 
   “I saw you sleeping in my garden, please don’t break my flower, I love them, here is a sandwich for your journey.” 
 
   Without giving me time to explain myself, she returns to her house.
 
   “I won’t, your flowers are absolutely magnificent, and thank you for the sandwich.” 
 
   I manage to say while she was already opening the door. She looked back, smiled and walked in.
 
   I was looking the sandwich in my hand, I haven’t eaten for almost 2 days and my body is giving signs of weakness, I know, I need to eat something, but I just can’t. My wish is to be death for real, I feel so miserable, I miss my son, my husband and my life, how easy and perfect it was and know I am in a living nightmare. 
 
   Back on the street with nowhere to go, I eat at cost half of the sandwich and stuck the rest in the small bag for later.
 
   At the end of the street of these small houses neighborhood, there was a long street with lots of small stores, I kept walking and found in an alley next to the stores a Hostel. I got in the old building with cheap furniture inside, but I didn’t care and asked for the price, it was cheap, but I still had no money, so I asked the receptionist that seemed to be the owner where could I sell a gold ring without identification to pay for the room. 
 
   “There is a store nearby where you can sell without identification, but you need to be very careful because you can be scammed easily, if you get in to the wrong store.”
 
   “Thank you so much, which store is it?” 
 
   “I am only helping you because I only receive cash and I don’t need identification too, my place is the only one with these conditions around, you will be back and we both will win.” 
 
   The receptionist said, visibly eager to rent another lousy room, giving the exact location of the store.
 
   I found the store with ease, entered and asked if they were able to buy from me diamonds without documents, behind the counter was a large man with thick glasses, he said I should enter to the backroom. I did a little bit afraid and he said I could seat down, after he analyzed me carefully he said with caution:
 
   “Who indicate my store to sell diamonds?”
 
   “The receptionist from the hostel just around the corner” 
 
   I said hopping the guy could buy the earrings at once. I was so eager to sleep in a real bed again and taking a long shower.
 
   “I see” 
 
   The large man said:
 
   “Can I see the diamonds?”
 
   “Do you buy diamonds without identification or not?” 
 
   I insisted before I saw him anything.
 
   “Yes, I buy diamonds and we can pass over that small issue you have, because I understand how life sometimes can be difficult for people and especially for women.” 
 
   The man assured.
 
   I took from the small bag the piece of toilet paper, unwrap it slowly, showing finally my diamond earrings, leaving the bracelet in the bag.
 
   He lean at me to see my earrings and asked if he could hold them to analyze to let me know how much I could get from them. 
 
   Trembling I give him my earrings. Holding them he took his time to see them, making me extremely nervous. After five minutes which seem almost an eternity to me, the large man spoke:
 
   “Yes, I can buy them. Of course I can’t pay the same as a normal store as I am doing a risky business here. But I can give you $10,000 for the pair” 
 
   He said slowly to be sure I understand.
 
   “Oh my god these earrings were $80,000…” 
 
   I couldn’t believe how rob I was feeling right now, and the worse thing is, I don’t have any other option, or I accept or I don’t and I spend another night sleeping on the street.
 
   “Please make at least $20,000. You can easily double the price by reselling the earrings, you know it’s true” 
 
   I begged and hoped he would give me a little bit more money for my earrings.
 
   “You are right, but you don’t want to give me your identification I can’t make a better deal, I am sorry”
 
   “Please, please” 
 
   I begged again.
 
   “Okay I can give you $15,000, but not a penny more”
 
   I couldn’t beg for more, I knew I needed to accept the price right now.
 
   Finally I said with my words ripped out of my guts. 
 
   “Okay, I accept”
 
   It didn’t take long to set the rest of the business, and I left the store with an envelope with the money. 
 
   Finally I would have a roof to rest and think about my future. I entered in a clothes store to buy some clothes, I knew my life would never be the same and I would never wear the same expensive and modern clothes I used before, now I was okay with basic clothes and that’s what I bought, I got comfortable clothes and from the supermarket some hygiene basics and some fruit.
 
   Back to the hostel, the receptionist smiled when he saw me again. I negotiate a room for one month, and I got a good deal. 
 
   Finally in the room, I took a long shower, when I finally got out I felt much more relieved as a heavy weight was lifted from my body. Although I had bought something to eat, I eat the rest of the sandwich the old lady had given me early in the morning and now it tasted heavenly. Finally seating on the bed I took out the money and saw how much it was, I was aware that it looked like lots of money but I knew it was very easy to spend. In my other life I had that money and more for one month, but now I knew I needed to manage the money carefully, because my life would be very hard from now on.
 
    
 
   I had no clue it would be hard as hell.
 
    
 
    
 
   *****
 
   


  
 

Chapter 5
 
    
 
   Trying to relax on my bed, I looked for the first time at the size of the room, it was really tiny, almost claustrophobic. If I had been in prison, I could swear this room was not bigger then a prison cell. 
 
   I think about Junior, what is he doing now? Is he alright? Had he been eating correctly? Is he missing me? How is he handling my disappearance? We had never been apart since he was born and I miss him dearly. Knowing I am not going to see my son anymore, it breaks my heart in pieces, it is the most horrible experience someone can be put through. 
 
   I couldn’t avoid but starting to cry desperately, missing my little boy that I love since his first heartbeat and now I will never see him again I wish I would be dead for real, I didn’t know if I would support such pain.
 
   I cried for hours, my heart was shrunken from crying, breathing was hard as hell, I am so tired, my chest was feeling an enormous pressure, and I was in this unspeakable deep pain. 
 
   My pain sinks and anger arise, growing with the entire situation I am in, anger for myself because I was not able to fight for me and for my son. But I was irritated especially with Edward, how he could do that to me, using my weakness to fix his damages. Right now I really hated him, but I would never do a thing to him only because of Junior, and he knew that, he thought about everything on forward. How could I be married with that man, a man who was capable to let me die to save himself from bankruptcy, I couldn’t believe it. 
 
   I fall asleep full of anger and sadness.
 
   The following days, although all that sadness that was embracing me as a fog in a dark night, I was living this new life and day after day it was becoming almost unbearable, I tried to get up early and search for a job, but it was no help that I did not have any identification and most of the job owners don’t hire people in my conditions.
 
   My life was collapsing emotionally and I knew the money I earned from the diamonds wouldn’t last forever. I still had the bracelet to sell, but would last for a short time.
 
   With no friends, no family, and no one in my life I became extremely lonely, since I am a woman with no identity I haven’t had a warm meal, I don’t feel the need to eat and I find myself going shopping for some groceries only to deceive my stomach, but the only thing I am always eager to buy, is a bottle of wine.
 
   After another painful and unfruitful day, I drown myself in a bottle of wine in an attempt to numb my body and all my sad feelings I have ever since.
 
   Sometimes, when I feel really down, with no clue what to do next, I walk down the street and stop in front of the small but beautiful garden with all these roses, I feel so attracted by the roses and specially to these rare butterflies. 
 
   I seat on the grass, still, just watching for hours the most beautiful butterflies flying around me. Sometimes the old lady comes out and gives me a sandwich or a cup with hot soup, but she doesn’t really talks to me. She is the only person who helps and cares about me without asking anything.
 
   After some time, I manage to ask what she does to her garden that is always so beautiful and full of butterflies as I never found any butterfly in any other garden in this neighborhood. 
 
   She looked at me with the saddest eyes I ever seen, and she said:
 
   “If I told you, you would say I was crazy like everybody else.” 
 
   And again she walked inside her house, shutting the door behind. I didn’t understand the old lady, she was always so kind to me but she doesn’t want to talk to me.
 
   Months after looking for a job, I manage to find a job in a night bar the only place paying cash at the end of each night and didn’t need to know my real name. My job was forcing in a gently way clients to drink and buy me drinks. 
 
   At start I hated the job, all that drunken men waiting for an opportunity to touch my butt, and I couldn’t do anything, they were always asking me out for intimacy. It was very hard to stand it, they were absolutely disgusting, but after a while I didn’t care anymore, I knew I was resignedly to this miserable life. 
 
   I deserve it.
 
   Spending nights drinking with clients became a routine to me, and each night I supported everything after I started to feel numb from the alcohol.  It didn’t took long until I arrived at work already with a bottle of wine in my stomach, this way I could keep going on throughout the night. Every time I left the bar I was completely intoxicated and without my brain working properly I started to steal a bottle of alcohol, it didn’t matter of bottle it was. 
 
   My emptiness was filled with everything that could numb me, because I only wanted to stop feeling something. 
 
   I woke each day knowing my destiny was now this miserable life, without the opportunity to be happy ever again. How could I, if I could never see my son again. 
 
   I am guilty for this life I am having now, but I deserve to be unhappy because I couldn’t be strong enough to fight for my son and for me in that night I faked willingly my own dead. 
 
   In some days I was able to remember my son’s face and sadness overcome my heart and I needed to walk down the street and find some piece inside me, when I couldn’t bear a drop of alcohol anymore, I needed to see and be in that beautiful garden always with that magical butterflies.
 
   After a couple of years, I gain courage and asked the old lady again why she was the only one having these magnificent and magic butterflies flying in her garden, and again she gave me the same answer:
 
   “If I told you, you would say I was crazy like everybody in the neighborhood.” 
 
   She was about to walk from me again, like she always does, but I hold gently her arm and she stopped.
 
   “Please tell me why, why do I find a little bit of piece when I am here. I promise I won’t doubt anything you say to me.”
 
   She sighs for a second and said slowly measuring every word.
 
   “Many years ago, I had a baby boy” 
 
   She stops, sighs again catching breathe and continues: 
 
   “And one day he dies…my baby was cremated… but I couldn’t bear having him inside my house. I spread his ashes in the roses and after a while my roses become the most beautiful flowers I ever seen and I never stopped having butterflies flying around.” 
 
   She stopped again for a few seconds.
 
   “Do you think it’s related?” 
 
   I was intrigued.
 
   “I am sure, and when I started saying what I did and that all these beautiful butterflies are my baby boy’s soul flying around to my neighbors, they started to call me crazy. And I never talked to them again.”
 
   A moment of lucidity mixed with hallucination because of the alcohol, I grabbed gently the old lady’s hands, and said:
 
   ”I believe you, because I had a son too and he died. I feel something here, I don’t know what, and maybe it’s your son and my son. I don’t know, but each time I am here something is here.” 
 
   The old lady looked at me, gives me a sad smile and walked in silence into her house.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   *****
 
   


  
 

Chapter 6
 
    
 
   Years had gone by…
 
   And my life was almost still the same, I got fired from the bar after the owner found out I was drinking more than his clients. Alone without a job and no money, I was living some days on the street and others I ended intoxicated in some ones bed without knowing who he was and I didn’t care, I had everything I needed, a bed to sleep, a shower in the morning and a bottle of wine for the day.
 
   Sometimes I woke up with some bruises in my arms and legs, I knew the guy I ended up last night was being rough with me, sometimes I even got beaten up, but I didn’t care, probably I deserve it.
 
   One day one of the guys who was constantly at the bar and was always inviting me to go out, he recognized me on the street and took me to his small flat, letting me staying there, forcing me to have sex with him and clean his flat in exchange of a bed, shower and a daily bottle of wine. 
 
   Brian was never satisfied with me, and everything was an argument to hit me, at first he was only screaming at me all the time, escalating to slaps in my face on a regular basis, but lately he likes to beat me when I am completely intoxicated when I can’t defend myself, and the next day I can barely walk. He leaves me alone in the flat for a few days and then he returns when I am better, repeating the forced sex and the beating again.
 
   Every time I was to sick of him, and I think I am in my limit because I can’t bear him and this miserable life anymore, I fight deep inside to find myself for short periods of time, and I go to the old ladies house.  She was now too old to come outside and take care of her garden. Although we don’t talk much, we only need each other’s presence and a cup of hot tea, sometimes she offers me some food which I appreciate, but I never asked. 
 
   Although she see’s my bruises in my body, she never says a thing, I have comfort being near her and her garden. Now 20 years after, I come over whenever I am sober to gardening and I take especially care of the beautiful roses. 
 
   This is the only place I feel in peace and I take my time in the garden appreciating all the colorful and delicate butterflies, they remembered me my little boy, they fly always so carefree and playful around me, sometimes I have the feeling they challenge me to play with them, but just watching they give me for brief moments a hint of joy.  
 
   Although I know she has the door during the day unlocked, I knock always before entering. Inside her house was old like her and very small, everything was really tiny and neatly organized.
 
   The door gives directly to the little living room, but she was not seating on her old sofa watching TV like she usually is. I entered without doing any noise in her only small bedroom and she is lying there, I said hello, but she didn’t wake up. Slowly I walked next to the bed and I touched her, she was cold and her face was weird pale.
 
   In shock I realized she was dead, the only friend I had on earth is now gone and I was alone again, but at least she is not in pain anymore, now she can rest in peace. I was not sad for her dead, because I knew her time had come, but now I didn’t had anyone anymore, no safe port to go. I knew she had a daughter, I called her and said what happened, I walked away after her daughter arrived with a few coins I found on the old lady kitchen table, I never took anything from her, but now it would not make any difference to her anymore.
 
   My first stop was at the liqueur store and I bought as usual a bottle of cheap wine, starting drinking from the bottle as soon I paid.
 
   I didn’t want to go back to the flat, I knew already what was expecting me, so I drank a bottle of wine to honoring my only friend I just lost. I don’t need a lot of wine to get intoxicated anymore and soon I started dragging my skeleton along filthy streets full of rubbish and trashy people in the worst neighbourhood to numb my sadness and forgetting what I knew was only extending the inevitable. 
 
   I open my eyes and I am still in bed, feeling sick I searched anyway for a bottle of wine next to the bed and take my first sip of the day, I needed to stay numb all day long. I just want stop feeling anything, today was a difficult day for me. 
 
   I was alone in the world.
 
   Stuffed in a small and filthy flat full of cockroaches with a man who takes pleasure forcing intimacy and beats me up for fun, I only want wine to forget I still breathe, and if kills me the next time he beats me I appreciate it because it will end with my despair.
 
   Brain, as I expected started yelling at me while I was still in bed. Every day he has a new argument to beat me up, I just wish he can ends with my life as soon as possible, I am too tired to continue living. Screaming at me, I was still in bed coughing and ignoring him, he got upset easily and right away he starts hitting me with his hands, with his fists, and I didn’t move from where I was nor defended myself or screamed from pain. When he saw it wasn’t taken the desired effect, making me scream and cry, he takes his belt and starts hitting me with it. It hurts like hell and I felt my skin ripped off. 
 
   I hate him so much right now, and if you don’t kill me right away I will kill him. He kept hitting me with the belt, with a quick movement I took the empty bottle of wine and hit him with all my strength in his head, making him falling instantly on the bed sprouting blood from an open wound. 
 
   Brian was on the bed motionless and I didn’t know if he was unconscious or dead, I hoped it was the last option because right now I want him dead, I hate him so much.
 
   Slowly I approached him, I needed to certify if he was still breathing, but for my relief he wasn’t. I called the police, I knew I was going to prison because I killed a man, but at least there I had a place to stay and a warm meal.
 
   As I predicted the police arrived soon enough with giving me time to put my mouth in another bottle of wine, they arrested me, but I didn’t care.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   *****
 
   


  
 

Chapter 7
 
    
 
   At the police station, they put me in interrogation room and tried to get information out of me to know what happen in that filthy flat, they wanted to know my name, and who I was, but how could I say to them who I was, if I don’t remember anymore, I forgot my real name, visible tired I remain in silence.
 
   Without having any additional information about me, not even after they search the flat, they decide to take my finger prints, I was hoping they couldn’t find anything, I knew I wasn’t in any police database.
 
   Feeling sick I don’t know if it’s because of the hangover or anything else, but I was sitting on the chair and I was feeling my body shooting down, all voices sounded more and more distant and my vision become blurry, I start faint slowly away. 
 
   When the police officer noticed, I was unconscious lying on the floor, he called for help and I was taken to the hospital.
 
   Three days had gone and finally I woke up, I was still in a hospital bed, and as soon I woke up the doctor came and talked to me:
 
   “Do you know where you are?” 
 
   He asked gently.
 
   I nod affirmative.
 
   “Can I ask your name please?”
 
   I looked down and kept in silence, after a few minutes without any answer, the doctor continued:
 
   “That’s okay if you don’t want to tell, we treat everyone here and you are no exception. But you shall now that the police asked us to take a sample of your blood to run it, but they couldn’t find anything.” 
 
   He sat on the edge of the bed and continued slowly.
 
   “You know that you have been severe beaten, don’t you?”
 
   I nod with my head confirming.
 
   “Can I hear your voice?” 
 
   He asked.
 
   I looked down and kept in silence.
 
   “Okay, okay. We took already care of all wounds, however the reason for you having passed out, was malnutrition, when was last time you have eaten anything?”
 
   I looked down again, because I couldn’t even remember when I had my last warm meal. As I remain in silence the doctor continued:
 
   “We have already taking care of you, with intravenous. But we are really concerned about your liver – this organ is to damage and is shooting down. If you sign a declaration of intention that you will never touch a drop of alcohol, we can put you on the national transplant list, you don’t have much time to think about it. Here is the paper, please sign it. Now I have to sign you out, as you need to go back to prison.”
 
   He continues sitting on the edge of the bed, waiting a reaction from me, finally he stands and says:
 
   “Did you understand everything I just say to you? Do you understand your health seriousness?”
 
   I nod my head confirming, without saying a word, I knew something wasn’t right for some time, but I was just ignoring it, because I really don’t care about me anymore, I only wish I could die as soon as possible to put an end to my misery.
 
   The doctor left the room and two police officers turn up and escort me back to prison.
 
   Now I was staying alone in a prison cell, because of my health problems and the police wanted me living and well enough to go to court. With my pain numbed because all of the meds, the police restarted a never ending interrogation.
 
   I was so tired of their voices and of this life I didn’t want to talk anymore so I kept in silence. But the police officer was trained enough to kept going hours after hours trying to convince me to tell him what happen, claiming that my testimony was important, because he believed I acted in self defense and if I did, I would be a free woman again.
 
   What the police man didn’t know was that I wanted to stay in prison, anything could be worse than prison, it just couldn’t.
 
   Frustrated without being able to rip any information out of me, the police man said I had the right to an attorney, maybe I would talk to him, I needed to wait until the judge named an attorney for me. 
 
   I continue looking down without reacting and kept in silence.
 
   The following day, I was not feeling well again, but I was back without any complaint to the interrogations room, I stand still sitting on the table looking into the infinity waiting today for my lawyer. 
 
   I didn’t need to wait for long, and in a few minutes after, a well groomed young man entered the small meeting room. 
 
   Burning in fever, I looked at him and my heart stopped immediately, I knew those kind and bright eyes and that unforgettable smile, I’ve it before, but my meds and my health state didn’t help me remembering.
 
   Introducing himself as Edward Junior Walker my nominated lawyer.
 
   Oh my son, my dearest son is in front of me, I never ever thought I would have such joy, I thought I couldn’t feel anything anymore and yet I was feeling this inexplicable pain of love inside of me, just having the opportunity to see him again.
 
   Inside I was happy to see him again and at the same time heartbreaking because I couldn’t tell him anything. Outside I was motionless and as soon I realized it was him, I looked away into the floor and tears slide slowly my face down.
 
   I didn’t know if I was dreaming, was it my medication effects or what it for real. I looked quickly back to him again, while he was sitting in front of me pulling out paper and pen and start his lawyer duties.
 
   Still looking down, now I was certain he was for real, although I wanted to scream of happiness, I couldn’t break my vow nor could I say to him I was his dead mother. I wasn’t her mother anymore, because I left and wasn’t strong enough to take care of him.
 
   Junior started talking to me in the most gently voice I ever remembered someone had spoken to me in years. In silence my tears continued coming out in slow-motion.
 
   I think he was impressed with me, but for the wrong ways.
 
   “I know you don’t want to give your name, but can we talk? Tell me what happen, I want to help you. The police couldn’t find your name in at database; you are a very mysterious lady for them and I can’t deny, for me too.” 
 
   He said looking softly at me.
 
   Remaining in silence, I looked away hiding my tears. He is so calm and tender to me, my heart was filled with love just by the way he was talking to me.
 
   Hours had passed, but instead of getting frustrated like the police officers and getting the same result, he grabs gently my hands and says in the most caring way:
 
   “You know, you are my very first client, I just graduate. I am so happy that I can pursue a profession I am passion about, and my mother if she was still alive she would be so proud of me, as she wanted to be a lawyer herself, but she give her dream up to take care of me.”
 
   I look at him, my heart was lacerated and I leaned my head with the saddest face, I couldn’t avoid it. He saw my face expression and he continued holding my hands:
 
   “You have such a sad face, you must been through so much pain, I saw your medical report you must have had a very hard life. I am determinate to help you.” 
 
   He stops, because he wants me to know he would understand whatever I would say to him, but I couldn’t get a word out of me anymore. 
 
   Junior doesn’t give up and continues decided to connect with me, but he can’t imagine how deeply connected to him I was since the first moment I saw him.
 
   “My mother died already, she died when I was little and I don’t remember her very well anymore, many years have gone by. But I still love her and I miss her dearly. Do you have any family we should contact?”
 
   I looked at him and down to the floor, ignoring eye contact.
 
   We stood there for hours, until a police officer came and helped me back to my cell.
 
   In the next morning Junior was there again trying to convince me to talk and to tell him what had happen:
 
   “I read the police report, are you aware that you have been charged for murder in first degree? If you don’t talk and tell us that it was in self defense. We don’t have a case and you will be in prison forever.” 
 
   He was starting to be in despair because he couldn’t get me to talk, I knew it, but I just couldn’t talk anymore. 
 
   I needed to protect him like I always did, that’s why I faked my own dead and that was the only thing I was able to do, my silence is to protect is and this prison is now the best place to be.  
 
   “Please talk to me, you know, we have all your medical reports as well and the doctor was so sensible with your case, he will testify for you and confirm all the abuses you have been suffering by that man you murdered. He was a monster and with your help we can proof it.”
 
   And again he started with his never ending questions and talking about his mother, leaving me completely heartbroken. He had all this wonderful memories of me and him and he puts me in a pedestal as if I was a saint, when in reality I was forced to fake my own dead to save his father from bankruptcy. I wasn’t strong enough to fight with his father and keep my son with me, and that devastated me deeply ever since. 
 
   Was it fair to keep him in this ignorance? Yes it was, because I am technical dead to protect him and give him the life he deserves. At least his father didn’t talked bad about me to him, and that gives me a little piece.
 
   It looks like Junior had a good education, he is a kind man and very smart with a law degree, and he will be a good lawyer. His father kept his promise and raised him properly.
 
   I didn’t expect that Junior would open up with me about his life, it could be because he want to connect with me or because I am his first case he is just too naïve.
 
   “You don’t know me” He said to me and continued:
 
   “But I know deep down you are a good person you are just a victim of circumstances and I don’t understand that you don’t have someone that can support you. How can a sweet lady be so alone in the world? Don’t you have children? How about nieces or nephews?”
 
   I kept in silence looking to the floor, my tears started running uncontrollably. He saw how broken I was and he hold my hands again.
 
   “This might sound crazy to you, but I don’t have a mother anymore and from the few memories I still have when I look in your eyes, and your face, although you have a hard expression, you resemble so much my mother, it’s almost scary, you remember me so much of her. The only thing I know is that I love my mother so much, and although my father give me the best life I could ever imagine, I know that he never surpassed my mother death, she was the love of his life.”
 
   He stopped for a while.
 
   “Please let me help you…” 
 
   He almost begged. 
 
   I remained in silence, he couldn’t recognize me, and he was too little to remember me. It was a mix of emotions inside me, I don’t remember having so many feelings at once anymore. This poor young man, who was once my son, still misses his mother as if he was 4 years old, and here I am, I am his real mother, and I can’t say anything anymore, it’s too late, this was too painful.
 
   Hours were passing, Junior kept trying to convince me to talk and I was feeling this bad fever again, I started feeling dizzy and minutes after I couldn’t avoid but faint again.
 
   Junior ran in my direction and catches me from the floor, he sat on the floor holding me in his arms, I didn’t had any strength to get up anymore, I lied half on the floor and half on Junior’s lap and I manage opening my eyes one more time, looking into his eyes, I felt deep inside I knew it was the last time. I smiled at Junior, he smiled at me back perhaps out of pity or love because I remembered his mother. With my trembling hand I could to put a small paper in his pocket I’ve had written previously, because I knew my time was near. 
 
   I could hold my eyes for a few minutes, seeing the most beautiful and caring man, my son.
 
   Exhausted I closed my eyes, I knew I wouldn’t open them again, finally it was over and I found a hint of happiness. I died happily in my son’s arms looking into his eyes, with his love or pity it doesn’t matter, and knowing that he and his father always loved me, I collapsed peaceful.   
 
   He let me go, maybe he thought I was just tired and felt asleep, but I was gone forever. When Junior realized something was wrong, he started shaking me, but I didn’t wake up. He called for help, but the police man confirmed his fear, I was already dead.
 
    
 
   Finally, I was out of my misery and if I would come back, I’ll be back as a butterfly in a rose garden.
 
    
 
   Leaving the prison building dragging slowly his feet to his car, Junior had an indescribable sadness, he couldn’t understand why, could it be because she was her first client or was it something else he was feeling, there was something about that woman he can’t explain. 
 
   Still thinking about her, he put his hands into his pockets, feeling something that wasn’t there before, and he pulled out a small paper, reading it:
 
    
 
   Please take care of my Butterfly Garden
 
    
 
   He didn’t know what it meant and how this small paper had turned up in his pocket, but he was determinate to find out…
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