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“In reality we know nothing; for the truth lies in the abyss.” 


ἐτεῇ δὲ οὐδὲν ἴδμεν: ἐν βυθῷ γὰρ ἡ ἀλήθεια.


 


Democritus, quoted by Diogenes Laertius, in Lives of Eminent Philosophers


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


“The millstones of the gods grind late, but they grind fine” 


 


Sextus Empiricus 


 


 


 


 


“Our gods, at least, take vengeance on the blasphemer in secret, compelling him to flee and hide himself, or else to be arrested and put to death.” 


 


Celsus, On the true doctrine
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It´s almost midnight on the coast of Kent.


When Caesar´s legions begin a crucial event,


The standard bearer puts his feet on land; 


Against this vision, none of the barbarians can stand. 


The Gauls´ conqueror advances through the Thames,


A prophetic vision of the future Italian river hems. 


The Tenth is the house of mighty Saturn, 


The god that will shape Britain´s pattern;


This island will be liberated from the demiurge´s law.


With Jupiter, they will make this foreign force withdraw. 


 






Battle of Hydaspes


 


 


 


A long time ago, Dionysius brought the sacred wine to India. 


Now, the city builder brings new weapons with him: Money, coins, and art. 


An erroneous chart moved Alexander ahead. 


Searching for the world´s end, and of it, there was no sign.


Mounted on the black sun of Thessalia! 


Unmatched in any battle, a warrior of legendary courage 


He knew Bucephalus would die seeing its own shadow. 


And choose to let him die in the house of Helios, 


Always leading his men with his example, not letting others discourage him. 


The man and his horse both have the wrath of the son of Larissa! 


The Macedonians had a magnificent cavalry. 


Porus put all his chances on his war elephants. 


And flamboyant elegance clothed his army. 


After defeating the Indian king, they treated him without rivalry. 


He saw his troops dying because of the damage the Sarissa had caused! 






Battle of the Catalaunian Plains 


 


 


 


For Atilla, Harley´s comet was a bad omen.


He was not the chosen one to carry Rome´s fall.


Between his army and glory, there was a wall. 


Since Aeneas Saturn was born in Rome 


Under Capricorn, he woke up to a last fight! 


He chooses one of his sons to carry the legion´s banner.


Remembering the days of the Republic 


Under the danger of disgrace, you cannot play with luck. 


Flavius Aetius took the lead and marched to save her, 


And the comet guided him on that June night! 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Battle of the Teutoburg Forest 


 


 


 


In the dark forests of Germania 


Lives obscure spirits of unknown demons 


With fear, Varus commands August´s legions.


Reckless as Crassus once was in Mesopotamia 


There´s little space to maneuver your squadrons of Alae!


The trees were covered in Pisces fog. 


As in the desert of Carrhae before 


And again, it will appear on Lindisfarne´s shore.


Finally, it will submerge the Armada´s inquisition smog.


For the fury of episcopi et papae! 


Even the heavy rain couldn´t wash the sweat of despair.


Arminius produced the perfect traps. 


Between the troops, there were mortal gaps. 


The suffocating humidity did not allow for fresh air. 


Through the sky crossed the black lines of the fremae! 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Battle of Yarmuk


 


 


 


Why the Byzantines could win, in fact 


When were the true Christians persecuted by them? 


The spirit´s power is diffusive and abstract.


Cannot be kept by Caesaropapism, and the art did not cause your defeat, you condemn. 


From the sands of Arabia, a storm will fall upon you! 


In the Horizon appears the Crescent 


Who are these troops, with beautiful horses and with so much speed? 


Heraclius asks. It´s the prophet´s army, led by Walid.


The future raids against the empire will be incessant. 


The Damascus blade will be to you like a thorn! 


Yet the cataphract terrorises the army of believers. 


They need to reflect on temporary shame. 


At the rear, there is a more fearsome army, which claims: 


How dare you flee from the battlefield? Have you feared the Caesars? 


Don´t make us show you the genuine fear of you never being born!


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Napoleon


 


 


 


A Foreigner from the island. 


Came to the Continent on the rise 


The Revolution dethroned the queen in public. 


To put a king in her place, to command 


After bringing the army to Egypt, he declared himself the first dhimmi of France! 


Cannot have the courage to apostatise from the faith 


Destroyed the grand army of the Mamluks. 


Unfortunately, in Acre, Britain was on the side of the Turks. 


From the Waters of the Nile, chase him, the wraith. 


Nelson´s fleet prevented the Revolution´s advance!


After returning to the Continent, he built up a reputation. 


Winning innumerable battles, a military genius indeed 


Against the mighty Habsburgs, whom all of Europe feared 


The only struggle that mattered ended his ego´s inflation.


The World Spirit broke against the Scottish square formation from Wellington´s dance!


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Us Army


 


 


 


It´s always better to win


All wars already won by others, 


Isn´t it, Oh Great Cancerian Mother!


When entering a war, it is better to have the brave Brits beside you 


To ensure a guarantee. Your matriarchy, built on cement, remains untouched. 


Until someone can find that point at 33° North. I´m curious how you


Will react: if, like the heroes from other lands, or France, will again help you defend? 


Run out of courage to engage Islam, 


And with flashy speed, made the Treaty of Tripoli. 


The Protestants prefer to steal Catholic lands. 


Poor Spain served as an easy victim. 


Your typical Zeus fury was directed again,  


contrary to Cronos. 


Aiming your diabolical bombs at Catholic churches 


As you said to the Mohammedans, you´re not Christians!


Within the 21st century, you´re incapable of direct confrontation.


You´ve sent your underdogs to tease Russia.


As happened with the pope´s aspirations


Russia will be the burial place of your Protestant expectations! 


Mommy, you´re seeing things through a Hollywood lens,


But in the real world, you were almost defeated at Ardennes! 


A game of chess, 1788 – Bowdler vs Conway (the sacrifice of the towers)


 


 


 


 


Fifth is the number that rules this country. 


Pawn is the first guarantee. 


They eat each other, 


So the enemy´s queen reveals itself.


This is followed by two movements of the white nation: 


First in the number eight, of death, by the bishop, 


Then, ruled by its ascendant ruler, the horse moves. 


The monarchy makes its first deadly mistake, 


That is, throwing down the Tower with the queen. 


Again, Zeus will overthrow his father! 


But the monarchy´s hubris eats the sagittarian horse,


That lies in his own domicile, in the ninth house. 


Now I´ll show where destruction is located,


Clarifying this game of our age forever. 


It´s in the twelfth house of secret enemies.


Indeed, the name can´t be Afghanistan, but Rastaban,


The dragon's head that appears in the smoke. 


It seems that the queen has won, 


Instead, Albion forgets that the white horse is ridden by the new Islam, 


Because the tenth number turns into the eleventh, 


In the Caliphate that was born in the lunar year of two hundred and eighty-nine, 


And dead in the Western calendar of the year 911. 


The checkmate happens when the White House´s King,


On the twenty-third degree of Pollux, it achieves its fortune. 


With the sun in the Devil number of Virgo, 


His face was seen, but the hidden intentions of the sacrifice remain unfinished. 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Battle of Elasa


 


 


 


You Hebrews had gotten all the Greek wisdom. 


But delivered yourselves with nationalism. 


Your god, one of many others, is inferior to most of them, 


With fake rumours, one more Revolution, you begin. 


There´s always a war cry by the god of the armies!


The sacred books of yours enthroned the idols. 


All of them spoke beautiful Greek. 


You can crush a statue, but not the language you speak. 


Stop seeing all other nations as rivals. 


Revolution is the last stage of hubris! 


Cannot defend themselves, asking for Roman help 


As the sound of Antiochus's elephants´ approach


But Roman Mars is the same as Ares, as Pompey´s imposes,


As your pride would soon feel 


At the village of Baal, the trap was made by the Dionysian bacchides! 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Siege of Jerusalem


 


 


 


Revolution is thy name, 


Bloody city of Jerusalem! 


In the apocalyptic year of sixty-six 


Once again, the iconoclast revolt took over, breaking the oath leading to the Styx. 


To the Emperor, eating pork was forbidden, but they liked the Artemisian-coined bees. 


As it was when Judea was introduced to them in the time of the Maccabees 


It wasn´t a good starting point for that Revolution to be led by a Ben-Gurion.


Even worse, arousing Azalfafage by blaspheming the Greek birds and leading the centurion 


Named Gallus to be broken to death. Let´s call the forceful Vespasian!


Carrying the deadly banner of the Martian army of the empire´s invasion


Hail to the traditional manhood of the legions of Rome! 


Coming to crush out the cat groomers´ zealots, breaking with their mastiffs the fanatical Iron Dome!


As the fixed star was disrespected, resulting in the Piscean flood Of the Christian-Dyonisian Era, bathing the Temple with blood 


The same Temple that Titus put down, never to be rebuilt once more 


Eternally remembering those who engage themselves against the Gods in a war! 


 


To the Cathars


 


 


There´s a lesson someone will never learn.


And I speak to you, Roman Pope. 


The Inquisition laid innocent bodies to burn. 


Nothing that the god wouldn´t avenge and give us hope!


The soul comes back to its home. 


The principle always returns at an appropriate time. 


Even against the demon powers of Rome! 


Now it´s time to judge every single crime in the Vatican!


Christ´s revelation began in Pisces.


With Paul, Marcion, and Valentinus 


And their successors taught Sophia´s hope and Pistis.


When the empire was under the peace of Antoninus 


The faith was kept secret. 


After Europe had fallen under Catholic darkness 


And reason was at its weakest 


The enemy is now a she-dog, pitiful and barkless! 


From Mani and the Bogomils to the Cathar perfection 


Sophia´s Wisdom was sung in songs.


The path to Christ Jesus for the Bonhomme´s Direction


The Kingdom to which the soul of the pure belongs 


See now, oh Raymond of Trencavel, Cathar hero. 


Carcassonne´s fall wasn´t your fault.


The power of the inquisitors is now equal to zero. 


See the crusader armies thrown down to the deep Asura vault! 


 


 


 


 


 


The last defeats of Islam (CAPH 5° Taurus)


 


 


For a thousand years, you´ve been victorious.


Spreading the faith mounted on horseback 


And the world wasn´t prepared for that.


A prophet who was also a warrior 


The arrow came along with the sacred words of the Coran! 


Not all historians noticed it. 


But slavery was both a strength and a weakness. 


Of the Arab´s rise and quickness,


And of all European victories over them in the conflict 


Do they now have the power of the Titans inside them? 


The first alert occurred at Lepanto. 


There was a signal in the stars. 


With the appearance of the letter CAPH 


And destiny carried Islam thereunto. 


It´s Cassiopeia that led the Ottoman fleet to destruction!


The second was at Vienna´s gates.


In Leo´s shadow after a millennium


No Empire in this world is perennial. 


And all of them must endure their fate. 


Farewell to the advantages that once had the armies of Islam! 


Nevermore, you´ll be victorious.


Unless with a single condition: 


Abandon this accursed tradition. 


With this, your days will again be glorious: 


Slavery, you must condemn! 


Haven´t you noticed this trap?


Western Money made you bound to Earth. 


And Aristotelian logic makes the spirit´s kidnap.


Attachment to the Law prevents Deus´ birth.


How long will you wait to awaken from this condition? 


Coronation of King Charles III


 


 


 


It´s like talking about aliens, but I´ll do it.


This strange pomp to crown an old man (and his successor is a kind of bald accountant), a Saturnian King, without spirit! 


It´s pretty bizarre; at least he´ll finally work; there´s always time for it!


Now I´m here, writing these lines


About this poor imitation of Catholicism called Anglicanism. 


At this moment, in the Aquarius Age 


The Holy Sacrament of the Eucharist shall be given to children, 


sub utraque specie, because they´re the kings on Earth, a boy and a girl.


Let´s crown the Children as the image of the Holy Spirit


From the renewed Pneumatic Church! 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Karl Marx


 


 


 


This Uranian man, 


Brown as a Moor, 


The colour of the Promethean race, 


Born in a land in which 


He was always a foreigner. 


 


First as a Jew, and later as an atheist. 


Even in other countries, 


Eyes and ears were blind and deaf. 


 


For his words of Revolution, 


The mother country of the Industrial Age, 


England, with its pride, 


Couldn´t admit such spite:


Of a hairy German preaching those doctrines 


From the strange continent of Europe, 


On the other side of the Channel. 


 


As a gnostic of the secrets of Money and Work, 


He tried to enlighten his Epimethean brethren, 


Who were all working without conscience, 


Being even further cast into slavery. 


 


´Cause it was the machines,


Not the Workers, the capitalist driving force. 


 


The promise of a world 


Where the mechanical devices 


Would release humanity from the burden of work 


Did not pass off as being more than an idealist cuckoo land. 


 


For the first time in History, 


The owner of the means of production 


Could control nature´s time,


And all the Worker´s life with its power.


 


Separating the good people from the countryside, 


Without proper initiation, 


Putting them to serve the new demiurge, 


The Father of all the Workers´ hours.


 


What Marx could alert 


To all men and women, but he didn´t,


Unfortunately, as a messenger, 


Were those the machines that turned on. 


 


The new industrial capitalist 


It is nothing more than a revolutionary path, 


Created by the pseudo-conservative island. 


 


Understand this, right-wingers from all over the world: 


All monotheist nations are the new Giants from Antiquity, 


Destroying the sacred time of the gods of the sky, 


It exists to release the spirit of humanity. 


 


The god of Protestantism has hastiness instead, 


More than the steamboats and loom machines; 


And his only son is not Jesus, but Malachi, 


The promised Messiah of the church pastors. 


 


All these phenomena make up the new slavery of the feminine, 


The shadow from Virgo´s servitude.


 


After England had exhausted 


The exploration of its own women and children, 


Capitalism started a new phase: 


 


The mass immigration of a cheap workforce 


From all the peasant countries, 


With their feminine shade. 


 


You´re accused of making a big mistake,


Of having not seen the proletariat enrichment: 


They´re not as poor as you thought.


 


Two Things need to be said: 


 


On the outskirts of the world, 


All daily life has become diabolically sped up. 


 


And the most critical Thing: 


The birth rate declined in the first – and third-world countries. 


 


If people have now become richer, 


The richest of four creations, our sons and daughters, 


IUDs and pills wouldn´t be avoided at all costs.


 


If Marx could speak to this age, 


He´d undoubtedly say:


 


A wealthy person has nothing to fear and lose, 


And will produce the most valuable things at the right time. 


Battle of Britain 


 


 


 


All Catholic countries, 


On the evening of the Nazi uprising, 


They were nothing but the Vatican´s cucks,


Not having the strength to keep fighting. 


How proud I am of Brazil for not being one of them! 


 


One country was a wall against the irascible ram 


The most desired target for the Germans´ planes


The old Saturn, Britain´s land


Even when the Anglo-Saxons had Aryan strains 


Which couldn´t be said for the licked-hair dictator then!


 


France has fallen with little fight. 


And the British sailed back from Dunkirk 


Escaping the Stuka raids of the day and night 


With the defeat, those troops were close to flabbergasted 


But the key to victory is always, for a moment,  


staying apart! 


 


The barbarians impetuously bombed the island. 


Destroying Coventry and its Cathedral  


Pretending to convert it into dry land 


And the pope´s silence was shameful and deceitful


The brave people from Britain will avenge the followers of Wotan at its heart! 


 


Forget Chamberlain´s wicked cowardice.


For the devil, the only language possible is death 


Bring the Fritz´s planes into the dust


Brave fighters from the RAF, now hold your breath 


Across the channel is your new target instead! 


 


Let´s meet at the house of the Nietzschean Übermensch


And avenge our lads from the demon´s night raiders


And bring down the beast lands from Berlin to Dresden 


Destroying this Arian fighter and the pope´s useful idiots and crusaders


From Britain´s bravery, nothing more needs to be said!


 


Divine Wind


 


 


 


The eternal blue sky 


Of the Great Khan of Mongolia 


What was imagined would never die. 


Reaching China, Europe, and the plains of Anatolia 


Awakened the retribution of Nemesis! 


Having assembled a great fleet 


In the waters of the Korean shore 


Thinking that the garrison of Tsushima would be easy to defeat 


Ignoring the samurai´s blades, you have never met before


Whose sharpness was mortal to the Mongolian formation crevices 


The Shinto temple had received a prophecy. 


The Khan has awakened Tethys and Ophion´s revenge.


Having been alerted by the great Ouranos, who, from the highest, all can see 


The gods cast the wind most intensely. 


Evoking the mighty Typhoeus from the Aitna Occidentalis! 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Africa, Land of Heroes


 


 


 


The time came from the Orient. 


And Aurora was born in the Occident 


When the chrysanthemum left the desert sands 


To meet the Ancient Egyptian lands. 


Humanity in Africa was born for the Europeans. 


Because the Sun´s light first radiated from the Aegean shore


And the principle of the Universe in the Nile Delta 


From where it creates a Triangle, and the Egyptians are sheltered on it. It´s the format of the hypotenuse, the firstborn geometry of sacred geology, the materialised form of the


Science of Estereometry. From Africa came Perseus to populate Crete. His son, Memnon, was Achilles´s respectful enemy.


Pythagoras, Plato, and Alexander visited the Oracle from these lands. When the first European sailors appeared on your shores, 


Where were the carabiners to shoot them off? You didn´t have any. That´s because you men are ruled by women who play games with you. That´s the curse of a matriarchy. Stopping reclaiming indemnities from Europe, or at least doing the same with the Muslims, would be a shame. Without a decisive victory in a war, you can do so if you live the Myths in your soul and spirit and forget about being taken seriously by others. Go on and live the Life of Perseus, convert yourselves to the Greek Theology I´m presenting to you, breaking the chains of self-pity of some of your leaders!


Baghdad


 


 


 


When the Western World was barbaric 


Expelling the great minds of science 


Seeing them as performers of black magic 


The European cities were abandoned. The reason was in the silence. 


All the Neo-Platonic sages fled to Persia. 


And with them, the Greeks with a Gnostic heritage. 


When the shadows of the Romish sect caused a deadly inertia 


Another religion is rising in the Golden Age. 


Islam founded the great city of Baghdad, 


Full of hospitals, hygiene, and libraries, 


Recovering the treasury that Greece once had. 


From centuries apart, we must pay homage to it. 


 


Their doctors knew that mental health was an important issue 


By Allah´s teachings in the Holy Book


Sufism first made its woollen tissue 


And Gerber´s elements, the Alchemists cook


In Baghdad, the first bourgeois society 


Of those who stand apart 


Gained the city its notoriety. 


With Al Rashid, it reached the peak of its art. 


Baghdad was born in Leo´s month, with the sounds of the minaret´s prayers


When the sun shines, announcing the future Golden Age 


Before the desert bathed it with tears 


In the Aquarius month, the Mongols bring death with all their rage. 


Great is the Diana of the Ephesians! EVOCATIO for the destruction of the US Dollar 


 


 


 


In this consecrated lunar year 


I pray to Thee, great Diana of Ephesus! 


Come, powerful Virgin Goddess, 


With your arrows, destroy the false god, 


Whose eyes place all of us under his servitude 


That all of Deus´ children may drink of your wine


Inside the Grail of the Forest´s deer


Imperishable as the honey of the bee 


Oh, holy Artemis, be our help 


Pour your blessings into the horns of the elk! 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Battle of Monte Castello (1945)


 


 


 


In this decisive moment of History, 


You made an unforgettable decision, 


Of leaving behind your pseudo-brothers. 


For Brazil is not Catholic, but gnostic, 


Emerged from the whirlwind of Priscillian´s piscine


Mixed, without sin. You travelled to Europe 


To engage in a mortal fight against Germany. 


You won and should have occupied the fucking Austria, 


Nevertheless, you carry the banner of Nike,  


And now, with this Revelation, you´ll tear down the walls of the North,


Conducting Humanity to a new Golden Age with the blessings of Astraia!  


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Battle of Moscow


 


 


 


The ghost of an emperor was invoked, 


To avenge the dead, soldiers freeze below the ice. 


Ever since this war was provoked, 


Europe always feared and was prepared to pay the price, 


For defeating the red disbelievers! 


The Fascists were awakened by that event in October. 


Defending the privileges of a minor caste 


Suddenly supporting things that are supposed to be over, 


Of its nation´s darkest past


For fearing to lose what they never had! 


Barbarossa was dreamed of by the West. 


From London, Paris, and the Vatican, they thought 


Only the Beast can do the best, 


To the latrine that to us, the Pisces age brought 


The deus vindex of the Christians advances! 


The disaster came to the Red Army, 


After the Kyiv and Białystok–Minsk massive defeats 


The cathedrals´ domes from the capital look starry


Nothing can stop Von Bock´s panzers from beating.


Only self-sacrifice can make the hero an achiever! 


Resistance begins with the brave women from Moscow, 


Digging the big ditches, the mass grave of the Nazi soldiers, 


The fight and the snow are lowering German morale. 


From Siberia come the white ghosts with rifles upon their shoulders. 


The enemy faces become fearsome and sad! 


So much for those who, with a false prophecy 


Dreamed of smashing the errors of Russia 


Approving all kinds of atrocities 


Of the confused ideas of Sister Lucia 


All these delusions were turned into ashes! 


Battle of the Eclipse


 


 


 


Space is filled with Gods. The wise Thales and numbers reveal to us, in the precessions, 


That those who possess Knowledge calculate the omens, 


Which the ancients, who already possessed it, placed above our poor science. 


The war begins between Lydians and Medes because of an insult to the hunters. 


Hunting is known to be sacred to one of the Goddesses of the Night, 


Whose temple stands in Sardis. 


For six years the conflict drags on. 


This is the number being gestated in the hexagonal honeycombs of Lydia, 


From which the circle that will dominate all shall emerge, 


Therefore the city must be protected. 


At night, during the decisive battle, a black shield appears in the sky, 


Whose image will cross the harbor of Ulysses. 


Both kings know that, if they do not interrupt the conflict, 


They will be destroyed by invincible powers from above. 


Behold the dark disk summoning the souls of the soldiers to peace, 


Or else they will be swallowed, like galaxies, in distant vortices! 


It is no shame to lay down arms, for, like the Sun and the Moon, there are no victors, only the symbol for the Ages! 


The new masculinity


 


 


 


To be fully human, 


It is not to make one power loosen, 


That of the domain of sex, 


Where the lesser and higher powers reflect. 


 


How can we have a just balance 


Of the two polarities, and the challenge 


To be in the top three positions, 


Which exists in all traditions? 


 


In this century, it is so obvious, 


And this is making one side jealous, 


By the choice made on one side, 


And the ruthless consequences applied. 


 


So the woman has won, 


And the mess wouldn´t be easy to undo.


 


At least when we were a patriarchy, 


And ruled by the monarchy, 


The fire spirit in men was well-directed, 


By making the religion work as expected. 


 


With women in charge, 


Helping consumerism grow, 


What can we expect from them in philosophical terms? 


The other side will be present, as in the angiosperms. 


 


To generate a beautiful fruit, 


Or are we seeing a new asexual, non-evolutionary pursuit? 


 


They will not tolerate a weak man. 


For them, the future is bleak as well. 


 


Men paved the way to his own defeat, 


When the West received its enemy with greetings, 


Rejecting the mighty gods of their fathers, 


And the heroines who had inspired our mothers. 


 


Of our tragic past, 


Now it only survives to be daily harassed: 


 


We became servants of a strange deity, 


Reading a book that enslaved our society. 


 


It perplexes me that our comrades are blind; 


They're perpetually bound to the Law! 


 


Listen to me, friend: the god has already made a choice. 


He will never hear your voice. 


 


For him, you are a female, even if you´re a male.


Every favor you ask of him will fail. 


 


What options do we have? 


It´s easy, for your Christianity destroyed it long ago.


 


And I´m writing here for all of you,


Men, and I think you should pass to 


On our side, if you have faith in our Civilization: 


No more forgiveness for procrastination. 


 


You can only be divine, 


Accepting my presence, 


Said the Deity, with my humanity; 


We both attract each other like gravity. 


 


Schiller was right in his poem; 


For this knowledge, we are indebted to him. 


 


The masculine frame was stronger, 


When permitted to be led by Minerva´s banner.


 


We had more peace in our homes, 


When our wives welcomed us below the domes 


Of Vesta´s temple, in our houses,


Our peaceland, even after killing thousands 


On a battlefield, because they offered us peace 


To our hearts, not permitting the rage to increase. 


 


Like Hestia, burning the sacred fire, 


Easing the conflict on our entire planet. 


 


The great men of Antiquity are our models, 


Not suitable for the ridicule of medieval squabbles 


Of wimps and whiners for their supposed honor. 


 


And I´d rather be among Greeks and Romans, being honored


By the Gods and Heroes in a festival, 


Than to be falsely humble and respectable 


In front of Lutheran or Anglican priests, 


With their pretended, insipid asceticism and deceit. 


 


Men from the North and South, under the British faith, 


Can´t you see you´re following a wraith


Of the deceased Crusaders, 


Being regimented to be the Raiders 


Of the alien god who wants to break up 


The defenses of our planet rise, 


As the Leviathan of the sea, the Archon of an earthly 


Jerusalem, and make you and me 


The slaves of an alien faith by decree? 


 


If women have an advantage in their bodies, 


Of the generation of the matrix copies, 


It´s through the masculine frame.


 


After seeing the light, they became individualized. 


 


Light is the temple of the masculine pole. 


In there, each man must act as a demiurge of the whole. 


 


He is a sacerdos in aeternum. 


Its space est sicut Christus verbum. 


 


Where we conduct our sons and daughters, 


Baptizing them with spiritual waters. 


 


Women should never be your priority, 


And you have to exercise your authority, 


Not upon them, but putting yourself apart, 


With intelligence and art. 


 


As Prometheus told us, to grow in conscience, 


You must fear becoming unconscious. 


 


If so, you´ll be caught in the trap of Pandora,


With its seductive aura, 


Carrying with her your proper doom; 


´Cause she carries the Demiurge´s prison in her womb.


 


You´d better make yourself strong in this realm,


Or you´ll experience the overwhelm,


Descending into your threatening anima. 


 


I don´t think anyone would like to damage


So important a part of its own soul, 


Unless you are part of the female victims´ toll.


 


In the Ages of Leo and Aries, purely solar, 


Each man was the controller 


Of his own destiny, with bravery; 


There was no time for those who got weary. 


 


Although friendship was more important, 


Romanticism was still dormant. 


 


Love was felt openly, 


For the other of their own sex; and hopefully, 


They didn´t know any of Jehovah´s curses.


So, Civilization was lucky to have Sapho´s verses.


 


Socrates could pass the test, 


With Alcibiades at his rest, 


Knowing the way to the Erotic Love, 


Proving that he was worthy of a prize higher above. 


 


The greatest military leader 


Of the Ram´s Era, eager for glory,


Had the company of a divine man. 


 


Hephaestion, the hero, has a friendship beyond the  


dichotomies 


That, to understand, the modern man can. 


 


The best image of a copy 


Of the male Eros in a body, 


Represented by Achilles and Patroclus 


Inside Helios´ temple.


The Era of Hyperion´s exaltation resembles.


 


We can´t forget the Dionysian rage


Of Hadrian, the Emperor, who was prepared to engage 


An inferior culture he despised, 


That of the Jews, in Christian clothes now disguised. 


 


Both religions are irremediably revolutionary, 


Plagued with disgusting false visionaries. 


 


A revolt began in the Jewish lands, 


Where Hadrian built Jove´s Temple, demands.


 


With the spiritual force of Bacchus-Antinous, 


He pushed the Demiurge´s Law of circumcision from us.


 


The female shall not be as today overpowered, 


And this poem will be remembered forever. 


 


After turning ourselves into priests of this temple of light, 


Hence, this should be done at night. 


 


Women want men who work hard. 


Now they have their retribution in regard. 


 


All those who do not work their higher mind, 


Of priestly, philosophical, and theological of any kind, 


Must be discarded for being unfaithful to the  


masculine frame. 


 


Who does not work shall not marry; 


Paul would say the same. 


 


The men who haven´t already married,


The Woman doesn´t yet know Sophia´s power.


 


Christ´s power is the Lady´s Love.


Her physical blessings come from her Saviour above. 


 


If so, they will search every woman, 


In his infidelity; because it´s the feminine who has 


the task given 


To search for masculine power, 


Impressive as the highest tower, 


To climb to the sacred chamber, 


For marrying inside it, 


Having the most remarkable ecstasy the soul permits. 


 


Jus ad Bellum


 


 


 


Every war was justified by the winner. 


An Empire´s strength goes along with the loss of liberties.


To comment on all kinds of iniquities, 


I guess if there is a right to others´ invasion


Within your own wicked nation? 


All wars made by empires rested on one reason: 


A god told me that all the world would be my possession. 


Even the Soviets had an inner voice. 


And the bond with the land (all of this is the woman´s frame!)


Shall condemn the innocent. 


If might is right, Callicles is a philosophy embodied; 


So all reason´s power would have already died.


 


Battle against the Archons


 


 


 


The invisible places beyond the Milky Way 


Are those who we can say 


These are territories of war, 


The Archons´ castrum or core.


 


Bringing these divisions down to earth 


It is an error that their inhabitants do not deserve. 


 


I don´t recognize any authority


Who can declare which groups are the majority and which are the minority. 


 


Tolerance is always given; 


The most intolerant groups have already risen. 


 


The iconoclasts of the richness of the past, 


Destroyed by novelties, so it cannot last. 


 


Neither the Popperian liberal stance 


Nor laïcité can provide us a chance 


To resist the chaotic destruction of the barbarians, 


Portraying the Furies; for they´re the Dark Ages´ flag carriers.


 


Who will protect our women in the end? 


In the Catholic and Protestant cucks, we can´t depend!


 


Neither in the Orthodox, because they´re traitors of the Greek pagans,


Eternal dhimmis of the Musulmans! 


 


The alien god despises the monkey worshipers; 


They only serve as the Archons´ cannon fodder.


 


So we must fight for them, and evoke all the goddesses, 


And advance with courage and awareness, 


Following the banner of the mighty Minerva, 


To make ourselves worthy of preserving a 


Territory built upon the providence of pious Jove. 


 


For sanctifying the Thursday for Him, we have striven, 


So our daughters will never be the slaves of Sabaoth. 


 


Rise, men of courage, enlist in the armies of Ares and Hades: experience defeat we´ll not!


 


 


 


 


 


Aeneas´ prayer – For the conversion of the Greek Zeus and Cronos into the 


Roman Jupiter and Saturn


 


 


 


Orationem in longitudine duodecima gentis Romanae pronuntio, 


in aede Iovis Optimi Maximi, 


inter Latinos, Apolline duce et auspice. 


	Troia quondam Achillis cruore maduit, 


caede in sacrum conversa. 


Bellum ex vana deorum contentione ortum est, 


a Iove ipso concitatum. 


	Graeci Troianique 


specie Helenae atque decore capti sunt. 


	Nam, cum luna oriretur, 


etiam lux Apollinis languescebat. 


Achaei Helenam non feminam tantum esse rati sunt, 


sed ipsam formam pulchritudinis. 


	Iuppiter autem, per somnos fallaces, 


Achilli mentem induxit, 


ut facilem victoriam speraret. 


	Illo tempore, 


cum solis vis in unum conveniret, 


femina facta est species erroris, 


pulchritudinis simulacrum. 


	Paris quoque, mente levis, 


consilio deorum ductus est, 


quod providentiam vocant, 


non sapientiam. 


	Intellectum erat Helenam 


signum esse sacrificii inevitabilis, 


sub lege et ordine civitatis. 


	Venus et Libra 


aequilibrium inter Occidentem et Orientem servant. 


Oriens autem sedes est 


Dianae Ephesiacae, 


triplici numine praeditae. 


	Sic agnus sub ipso tempore mactatus est, 


Chrono dominante, 


cuius figura sex angulos habere fingitur. 


	Inde quidam ortus spiritalis 


ad Helenam refertur, 


quasi ad mare matris. 


	Primus ortus Patris fuit, 


Filio in supplicio relicto. 


Secundus ortus Filii fuit, 


lumine corrupto, 


per cultum adulteratum et doctrinam falsam. 


	Tertius autem, 


qui quartus appellatur, 


ex ipsa rerum materia nascitur, 


ubi malum cum forma miscetur. 


	Tum vir ex femina nascetur, 


cui Mariae atque Helenae nomen concurrit. 


	Is superstitionem solvet, 


et Iovem et Saturnum 


ab errore veteri liberabit, 


veram scientiam a vano cultu discernens. 


	Femina vero, 


quae talem imaginem efficit, 


non caro tantum est, 


sed sapientia corpore induta. 


	Candida lenitas et vis pecuniae perniciosa 


animos hominum sollicitant. 


Pro ea pugnant omnes, 


quamvis Saturnus ipse naturam eius perspiciat. 


	Ut pars obscura lunae, 


cum sapientia deorum regnum obruit, 


deus temporis ad ossa mortuorum consumenda transit. 


	Iuppiter autem 


per omnes deas unum principium quaesivit, 


imperium candidum, 


quod Graeci efficere non potuerunt. 


	Sic substantia deorum caecorum mutata est, 


in novam formam redacta, 


per potentem sacerdotum ordinem, 


lunam ultra Minervam transgredientem. 


	Haec forma per feminas transiit, 


per virgines sacras, 


quas Vestales vocant. 


	At ego Ulixis discessum mente concepi. 


	Iuppiter, fulmine persecutionis, 


primis heroum nominibus impressis, 


ad Occidentem cursum vertit, 


ad Herculis regiones, 


ubi dei cultus late diffunderetur, 


in communem utilitatem omnium. 


	Chronos, filios suos devorans, 


veram temporis significationem ostendit, 


fines mentis populorum coercens. 


	Septentrio gentes produxit 


quae nullum alium deum noscerent 


praeter eum qui super omnia stat. 


	Accipite benedictionem 


et remissionem Patris atque Filii, 


et estote dei patientiae, 


quam scientia ipsa postulat. 


	Labor quoque agricolarum 


diis acceptus est. 


	Ita facta est celebratio cotidiana, 


quae culmen attingit 


diebus Saturnalium, 


cum sub Saturni nomine 


in rem Romanam renascitur. 


	Sol Invictus 


die vicesimo quinto mensis Decembris nascitur, 


cum coniunctio in Virgine fiat, 


terra nomen accipiente. 


	Tum iter per orbem terrarum diffunditur. 


Homines in caelo silentium Patris vident, 


ubi deus cruci adfixus iacet, 


lumine flavo circumdatus. 


	Iuxta eum puer promissus adstat, 


fulgore vitae et mortis, 


cicatrice memoriam tempestatis gerens. 


	In caelo pater pacem secum ipse fecit, 


sub sole Apollineo. 


	Inde legiones nostras Lusitaniam vicisse ferunt, 


ut Filius appareret. 


	Apparentia Paulo data est 


in itinere Damasceno, 


aetatis anno tricesimo tertio, 


in regione Dianae. 


	Haec loca in Asiam refulserunt, 


et crux caeli astrologis Saturnum significavit. 


	Signum hexagonum 


trium Bacchi natorum ostenditur. 


Sol ad Occidentem tendit 


atque in hemisphaerium australe, 


ubi nunc quintum imperium 


Filii Hominis conditum est, 


a Prometheo, 


quarto elemento ad crucem perficiendam. 


	Sic luna, mulier facta, 


uterum novi sacerdotii praebuit, 


principibus orbis terrarum. 


	Legiones equitum invoco 


ad praesidium, 


contra eos qui homines occidere volunt, 


imaginem dei violantes. 


	In via Appia suspensus est, 


ubi ille qui ad exercitum natus erat 


trecentis sexaginta quinque ducibus inclusus est. 


	Ruber est sanguis agni, 


furor quoque legionum, 


excitatus et fulvus. 


	Hoc est vexillum eorum 


qui scientiam signorum temporis possident, 


potestatem non in saeculorum transitu quaerentes, 


sed intra se, 


ubi mysterio creare licet. 


 


Bataille de Baziège (1219)


 


 


 


C´était le printemps.


Parcourant le terrain, une armée distinguait 


Deux confessions antagonistes: 


L´une des chrétiens, l´autre des papistes.


L´une de la foi du Parfait,


Triomphant avec Paul dans ces verts, 


L´autre avec son gouvernement d´archontes,


Qu´on ne peut affronter pour les simples.


Les deux troupes se rencontrent en Occitanie, 


Avant que les peurs n´accomplissent leur liturgie,


Renforcée par la Convenenza imposée. 


Ceux qui meurent pour la foi y sont prédisposés 


Par les martyrs de Montségur, 


Sacrifiés au démiurge catholique. 


«Nous nous vengerons de Muret »,


En partie vengé par les dames de Toulouse, 


Qui chantent pour la gnose de Sophie 


Contre la puissance terrestre de Marie. 


La Croix jaune apparaît à Baziège. 


Contre l´armée de sang de Pierre,


La cavalerie avance: le comte de Foix. 


De cette victoire, il ne restera plus rien. 


Un événement isolé, croyait-on, reconstitué,


Car la guerre des deux se perpétue. 


Et Rome rencontre sa fin dans la ville de fer, 


Affrontant sa défaite mortifère. 


Dans ces vers en français, bien qu´imparfaits,


L´esprit gnostique triomphait,


Pour que cette belle nation solaire 


Illumine l´ancienne foi


Venue des forces stellaires. 


Simple Words on the World´s Theater 


 


 


 


Somewhere in the interior of China, some changes are noticed. 


Zhang Minghao: Usually, these winds move crops and the animals´ hair


Where signals of blessed rains and the richest harvests 


Despite that, something is different. 


Then, when I remember the exact situation 


As a child with my deceased father 


Chen Yuxin: The seasons seem to be stranger


Without the distinction of the past, the years seem to pass 


More quickly, and the weather is unpredictable, yet not seasonal. 


Zhang Minghao: The fields used to be with few children


As the years passed. The younger generation dreams of city life and money. I haven´t seen any more of them.


My ancestors faced challenges we don´t with these machines.


Although it seems more infertile, like the generations through these years 


Chen Yuxin: I have always in my memory the Book´s passage


When the people of the city lamented the renunciation of the rites 


Of the elders to the ancient deities that governed the skies 


Like a punishment for only thinking about gaining money 


Chorus: Not knowing the tenuous balance of these regions


Where the regions seem to be multiple 


Only thinking about one city where one deity lies. 


Somewhere in Siberia, a blizzard almost drags the trees where a hunter is walking back to his home. 


Hunter: The Shaman of the village advised us of the difficulties ahead. The visions in his ecstasy were blurred, he said, but the omens declared that in other regions, men and women are making terrible decisions, and the results will arrive here, eventually. For my part, I didn´t care too much, even less about the prohibition he made before I left to do what I´ve done.


After arriving at the village, the Shaman speaks after seeing the hunter: 


What are you carrying with you? If my eyes don´t lie to me, I said not to do this!


Hunter: These are only superstitions of the past! I heard the sermons of some priests in the nearby cities, and they say we have to abandon these omens!


Ayuna Sokolova: These traditions you´re mocking out were in these regions ages before the invaders


Of the religion you´re talking about, it will remain here long after the memories of that faith become forgotten by our descendants.


Hunter: Whatever… but why the decree about hunting this animal specifically?


Ayuna Sokolova: It´s written in the stars. They were in the same position when the death horse left the plains and the desert centuries ago. The elders always advised against touching and eating this kind of animal.


Hunter: Why so?


Ayuna Sokolova: They cave into the land, and the underworld of these regions keeps some secrets of times when humans had only flashes of those events. All of them would be forever buried under these sites; when Time is favorable to them, they wish to come back to Life, reviving their dead Life.


Hunter: I´ve heard from my parents about the time when men, women, the elderly, and children were covered by black vesicles, and they had bloody coughs as well.


Ayuna Sokolova: The omens say not to touch and eat this animal, the marmot. They carry one of the worst kinds of diseases inside them. Below our feet, beings are sleeping of a type we don´t know.


A caravan moves in the desert in the evening. 


Isaac ben Yehuda Halevi: These camel hooves, sinking into the sand, make a sound that pleases me from the start, but lately, they have been doing the work of an hourglass, and Time seems to go faster. Haven´t you noticed it?


Ahmad ibn Yusuf al-Andalusi: Some prophecies point to a significant change in the last times, even those written in the skies, when the position of the stars points to the Waterbearer, which will change the concept of religion, bringing justice and peace to all humanity.


Isaac ben Yehuda Halevi: Let me stop for a moment and put my hands in these sands


Ahmad ibn Yusuf al-Andalusi: Let it be so


Isaac ben Yehuda Halevi: What´s happening is this: From the beginning of Creation, the skies tell us a story, with the alternation from the One, the shining sun, and we fix our eye on it. At night, a captivating occultation of humanity occurs, and we fix our eyes on the fetching stars, forgetting our sisters and brothers beside us, thinking only of these sensible lights.


Ahmad ibn Yusuf al-Andalusi: I agree with you. Among all lights, the light of the Spirit is the most stupendous; The water symbolism of Aquarius is inside our body, in nature, in the painful, tearful experiences of the innocents, and also in the water clock of the teaching of the ancient Greek philosophers, when Creation began by Time, after dividing the Great Sky and its seed submerged in the primordial Thalassa, the motherhood of the Earth´s beings.


Isaac ben Yehuda Halevi: The guidance of the stars and the astrolabe shows us the path; however, the solitude felt by the traveler gives him the experience of being connected to the One. Nevertheless, this one is different in other areas and countries, where there are trees, waterfalls, flowers, plants, and colorful birds. The only thing that remains is the center where the compass sustains the great circle of the sun and Earth: It´s the man and his experiences.


Ahmad ibn Yusuf al-Andalusi: These experiences are so contrasting. Think about our current position and compare it to the worldwide explosion of mass disturbances.


Isaac ben Yehuda Halevi: They´re like these dunes when the winds carry the sands to other positions, but the desert remains the same. What they never ask is where those winds of rebellion came from?


hmad ibn Yusuf al-Andalusi: You know the sandstorm causes temporary blindness, like when Capulus is activated, with its rage, which controls the weather storms. Only a few humans, not masses of them, are in the desert, taking the water with them to arrive finally at their destiny. It´s like this water might have the spiritual condition of everyone, either to fulfill their soul, with a new power, altering the conditions of the matter and the weather.


Within the district between the countryside and the great city of Russia. 


Anna Mikhailovna Petrova: The neighborhood calls me insistently a broodmare of useless beings, refusing any kind of help for my three children. Why is this so?


Ivan Sergeyevich Petrov: We´re only a few around here with children; three is an unusually high number these days. It´s difficult for me to maintain my job unless I lie and say I have only one of them.


Anna Mikhailovna Petrova: The hostility to children growing up. Even the richest cannot afford health insurance for more than 2 kids. The government used to make propaganda for people to have more children, but apparently, they gave up the task.


Ivan Sergeyevich Petrov: In the cities, they´ve become almost invisible


Anna Mikhailovna Petrova: In the last decades, when I talk to my friends and the doctors, although not speaking loudly about this, they say that there´s high mortality of children, either by diseases or by violence, practiced by their own parents.


Ivan Sergeyevich Petrov: They say having children is a Third World disease, and technology has made things more accessible, and most women have children by themselves, by an anonymous donor.


Anna Mikhailovna Petrova: That extinguished religion had placed a lot of emphasis on having children, but committed the worst crimes against them. People became tired of the hypocrisy of religious people.


Ivan Sergeyevich Petrov: Children were accused of draining nature´s resources, and now the population is old in most places, and the young people live entirely in populous cities.


Anna Mikhailovna Petrova: I can´t even have government aid. The money I was told is being rearranged to make robots or something like that.


Ivan Sergeyevich Petrov: My fears are becoming true. Maybe the only jobs remaining are those that can control the masses of robots, making all the jobs humans once did.


Elena Ivanovna Petrova: Dad, I´m reading this old magazine, and here there are beautiful photos of a closed amusement park. It looked so cool! Is there one of this kind that´s still open for children?


Dmitri Ivanovich Petrov: Yes, we´re so bored… the TV sucks, and we´re tired of the internet, watching videos of a few children like us, and they´re far away, talking about things we don´t like.


Ivan Sergeyevich Petrov: Unfortunately, no, they were entirely closed long ago. There are fewer children now than before, and they go mostly unnoticed. The owners of these enterprises say they´re no longer profitable.


Dmitri Ivanovich Petrov: Our teacher says our school will probably close in a few years.


Elena Ivanovna Petrova: The youngest ones are so few, Mom. It´s weird because it seemed there were more children when I was their age.


Anna Mikhailovna Petrova: This is true, my daughter. It´s difficult for us to buy toys for you, which is why these wicked screen devices are in the hands of other children. For companies and advertisements, it´s more important that you see more than read.


Ivan Sergeyevich Petrov: You, our children, in a few years, you´ll have to go to the cities. Even with my heart breaking, the ability to master all these screen devices is like a map you see on old maps. Being a grown-up in a group, the ability to read electronic advertisements is the best education we can give you.


 


Chorus: From all over the globe,


People were seeing the changes: 


One of the first signs visible to most 


Was the disappearance of the churches, 


Converted, if not in museums, 


At least in libraries or deposits 


Of the overproduction of stuff. 


 


The worry of an Islamic invasion, 


Or mass conversions in Europe, 


In other parts of the world, 


Didn´t confirm.


 


The major religions suffered. 


 


In the beginning, a denial phase, 


When noticing the progressive 


Emptying of their temples. 


 


Progressively, these old jewels 


Architecture as an adornment 


To the tourists´ egos, captured by cameras


The sacred monuments of humanity 


Had lost its meaning. 


 


What´s important is to move on


With a higher speed 


To a place other, 


Only to show people 


You´ve been there.


 


Your fake smile matters most. 


By doing these things, 


You can get noticed. 


 


You have the power 


Most valued during these times: 


Showing yourself moving on 


From one place to another. 


 


´Cause you have the power


Of money and popularity. 


 


You´re nothing in passing days,


To the flow of the masses. 


 


During your work and reflection, 


You´ve been reduced


As an assistant at a movie, 


Behind the photographs 


Made by tourists, the modern version 


Of the medieval vagabonds. 


 


The real money-making system 


It is the power of your own self. 


 


So, pretending to have a family, 


Taking care of babies and children, 


Take off the precious time 


Of your work; in other words, 


To show yourself to the outside world. 


 


In Antarctica 


 


 


 


In Antarctica, two scientists, one from Argentina, the other from Chile, are observing the landscape. A group of killer whales is jumping out of the water, making waves to bring down a seal from its little haven on ice. 


Alejandro Martín Quiroga: Sadly, we can´t do anything to interfere; it´s like the last movie I feel we´re watching.


Sebastián Andrés Valdivieso: Normally, I wouldn´t agree, for my heart was always optimistic; however, since the last data we collected, I agree with you.


Alejandro Martín Quiroga: I feel like this poor little seal, like the whole of humanity was in me, and invisible enemies are making waves to devour me.


Sebastián Andrés Valdivieso: Oddly, we´re having this kind of conversation. Even though we know the South Atlantic anomaly is a scientific fact, we couldn´t expect how far its effects could go.


Alejandro Martín Quiroga: The axis of the Earth is changing. We can prove it, but how can we announce to our governments, to all people, that the South is the North, and the North is the South?


Sebastián Andrés Valdivieso: The old Arab cartographers were visionaries, making maps ahead of their time.


Alejandro Martín Quiroga: Imagine the sense of humiliation and bewilderment!


Sebastián Andrés Valdivieso: How could we possibly have imagined that the significant anomaly of the Brazilian coast was a signal for this unprecedented event?


Alejandro Martín Quiroga: The data we´ve collected were not considered.


Sebastián Andrés Valdivieso: We´ve also sent many photos of these cracks in the ice, suggesting that volcanic activity in this region is returning after so much time.


Alejandro Martín Quiroga: What most of the population expected was that the ice would melt, not only cracking but also creating these ominous black doodles upon its surface, as if a giant meteor had crashed on top of it.


Sebastián Andrés Valdivieso: And the whales used to travel ahead to the tropics to give birth; now they´re returning after reaching that point of the South Atlantic. Although there´s no sign of their babies dying, it´s weird that for once, a moment, they´re just disappearing from our radars.


A blizzard is coming, and their glasses are filled with growing snowflakes. 


Alejandro Martín Quiroga: (cleaning his own glasses) When I talk with my family, they speak as if society is growing mad, with anxiety, depression, and irrational behavior through self-destruction.


Sebastián Andrés Valdivieso: With mine too. The last time I left them, living between my home and my workplace, I felt this anxiety. Now I´m here, in this desolate continent, and I try to think about these feelings. Watching the behavior of other species, the soil of a place never touched by almost the whole of humanity, it´s like our planet is trying to teach us a lesson, although not by climate change.


Alejandro Martín Quiroga: At university, we learn a lot about a law of physics called entropy. Let´s make a supposition: Is there a chance that we´re experiencing our end?


Sebastián Andrés Valdivieso: If so, who´s to blame? Are we reacting to Earth´s revolutions, or are we the cause of these phenomena?


Alejandro Martín Quiroga: Well, the planet is inevitably changing, and that´s a huge event we´re experiencing. We can´t name it entropy, but it surprised us.


Sebastián Andrés Valdivieso: Indeed. Also, I must confess something I´ll never tell other scientists. (speaking louder because the wind sounds are more robust)


Alejandro Martín Quiroga: And what is? (almost shouting)


Sebastián Andrés Valdivieso: If I told you that two or three times last week, I wasn´t able to fall asleep after arriving here, so I came outside and walked until that point. I remember it was around midnight, and I saw a large crowd of that species leaving, roughly in the region I´m pointing to now.
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