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“A SOUL’S JOURNEY”                                                                

by Andreas Galanos

It seemed so weird, this spectacle, this scenery that passed before him. How did he come to have climbed up there? One December night in this neighbourhood in Athens with his friends, in the familiar game of tag, only this time fate, silently reigning within the illusion of our choices, had decided differently… He saw his body laying there, in front of him, on the pavement stones, and his friends running around in a frenzy, howling. But… was that blood around him? How was he looking at his teenage body, how was he looking outside of it? Anthony soon realized the truth... the burn he felt at his heart, an endless numbness, a blackness, that dive in the void, and in the end, a flutter. Now he was standing at the edge of the roof on an old building, above his lifeless body, his very teenage soul. But he was not alone. Around him, he began discerning other beings, shapeless, insubstantial. He had never felt like this, among creatures that were like the clouds that had started to cover the night sky over Athens, below. He heard a voice, and within that crowd he made out a form, ascetic, emaciated. It was a teenager like himself, but as he got closer he saw an otherworldly beauty, kneaded with pain. Perhaps it was because of that small hole, and the single drop of blood above the brow. The teenager called to: “come with me, you have to travel now, you have to see”. He reached out unconsciously, and he slowly started to spin, he felt he was travelling far away, but in the end they didn’t move at all. They were in the same neighbourhood, a street away from the spot where he fell. Winter, December again, on a year long past. He recognized the streets, but the buildings were different. Old and beautiful. The streets were empty, no people, no cars. What was there, was a sense of danger, a threat, a tightening of the heart. Like what he had felt a few minutes before getting hit. Soon he understood “why”. The two of them went uphill, and suddenly there were some other kids with guns in their hands, running with them! … Inhuman, metallic sounds of death, dry shots were heard. He tried hiding, falling to the ground and crying “get cover!”. The teenager next to him reassured him: “Stop, be not afraid, you do not exist at this moment. Nobody can hurt you anymore, neither can anybody hear you”. They followed the group that was holed up in the entrance to an apartment block. Most of them were kids with barely a hair above their lips, only one older man among them that guided them. How odd, he felt like they were his friends. Suddenly, among the scared faces of the kids he made out one that seemed familiar. Almost terrified he saw that they looked very much alike! Different clothes, different haircut, but yes, it was like looking at himself in the mirror! He felt a threat. The kids inside didn’t realize that the other kids who where chasing them and firing at them had seen them going in there. Barely a hair above their lips either and they carried guns as well. But they wore uniforms. They had cornered them and they didn’t know. Curiosity and terror became panic: “let’s go, I don't want to see any more!” he cried to the teenager, and almost angry, he said “you’ll stand and watch, tonight you’ll learn”. Anthony tried to shout, warn them. No voice came out of him though. The hidden kids were trapped. He felt them; they were more than familiar to him. Like him, in this game, they followed their heart, their ideas, down a road with no return. Pushed by the thirst for freedom, justice, and a new, better tomorrow… that’s what marks young souls. He understood the purpose for which some powers had given his soul the chance to learn in this passing. The teenager next to him was quicker in these thoughts: “the kids -like you- were suffocating, they could not watch what was happening around them and just stand there. They had to fight, do something. This need, this sensitivity, some had come to reap and harvest. Before you too are lost in oblivion, before you haunt this neighbourhood like me, this place that’s cursed to feed on teenage souls, stay, and watch. When you come back, perhaps these memories will dash oblivion off your new body, and perhaps you’ll act differently. Shatter this chain, and let no other soul be wasted. Or that one too shall haunt and mourn”.


Anthony sat and quieted down. He had to drink from that glass, the universe was giving him a unique chance to know. Now he heard the kids that carelessly and without precaution talked like they were not trading death with the other kids. Anthony saw the kid that looked like him, crouched, silent, pensive. Perhaps he understood? He entered his thought, so many images alike: dreams, beloved form… his mother, his girl, happy moments… they shared the same dreams. He had no doubt about who he was. Did it matter, though? Anthony saw all these kids, laying among their guns, waiting for what Fate had in store for them.


The other kids, outside, played their own role in the Theatre of Destiny. They had brought another deadly toy. Some of them were dragging a small cannon, almost happy to be playing with it! They dragged it with great precaution and they turned the muzzle to the entrance. With deliberate motions they opened the breech, loaded with their ideas and hatred and let it spew forth death. Let it go meet the others’ ideas and hatred, inside… the teenagers in the building were scared by this inhuman explosion. Hot metal was poured on their heads. Pieces of flesh and cement, dust, gunpowder and moans... all tumbled. Some bodies fallen, immobile, horribly disfigured. Anthony could no longer see, he felt through the body and eyes of the other now… he tried to get out of the inferno, dizzy, looking for an exit without thinking that they were waiting for them outside. He lunged through the door first, firing without looking. Perhaps he didn't even want to kill. Only bullets and death were waiting for him there. He felt the burn at his heart again, a blackness, a dive in the void, he was dying a second time... the others were running, many were falling. A horrible crackling of guns. Voices of desperation, new cries and moans, teenage souls leaving their youthful bodies stricken by hatred. This was not like a battle, rather an execution, a quick execution… Anthony felt like he was slapped, he woke up. Again, he was with his teenage companion, and around everything had stopped, frozen. Smoke, debris, but everybody still. Calm and silence. Both of them approached the fallen teenager. He looked at him as he was perished; he saw the surprise, the horror, as well as the question in his eyes. Anthony tried to say something, ask him this: “Why?” but their eyes barely met and he was gone…


We heard the voice whispering next to him: “come, time for you to go. We must get back. Time for you to take your place on this street…” He fell in the same whirl that had transported him earlier and he found himself back on the roof, watching his body on the ground, now surrounded by nurses and doctors trying to bring him back to life. For naught. He had been anchored to eternity now. He felt like he was turning to stone, imprisoned, one with the company of souls lost unjustly. He now haunted this neighbourhood in Athens, the same days as the other young men, with the question… if he came back in the future, would he again fall in the same unjust and pointless way?


“Night and cold fell on earth

And the souls of the young were sacrificed

Not to the Gods, but on the altar of

Humanity”

Empedocles
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