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For those who dare melt into the concept of freedom and for

an infinitesimal fraction of time they can claim: freedom I am.

This book is not for the faint-hearted. Dare to read.
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Impact
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And since the new reality was upon us, we truly

accepted it: our God was dead. Buried him yesterday

afternoon with no songs, no paeans, nor lamentations, and

we felt a lot lighter. Nothing was as ticklish as

the mood of the sombre day, while fear, I’d say, was

hidden deep in our hearts. Sorrow reigned in the black

funeral home while beggars, outside, stretched their

hands asking for what we couldn’t spare: decency

of the new serpent who appeared without fangs,

feverish magnolia bloomed its purple flowers over

our nuptial bed and in an eyrie, we filled our chalice

with courage and shipped it to the four corners of

the universe and promised never to be trapped again

in the idiocy of a system.

The Andean condor we declared heir of the flesh

The wind and the rain, we proclaimed our catharsis

evoe, oh, free elements, evoe

multiply and conquer the earth, someone said and

it was good
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Futility
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We suddenly felt the flesh that carried our pain and

our dreams were foreign to us since He had died: our God

and inappropriate it was not to consider

the undertaker’s tears. We had none, God was too old

we thought, and finally we understood the angel

who advised us to show compassion, who advocated

morality, had also died, and we had to rely on the birds

to recommence our sentimental love and understand

our neighbor, who started his day brandishing a pistol

in his hand, his eyes fixated on us as though saying

you better not... a sentence that contradicts meaning

of our Sunday dinner, and in vain we insisted on lighting 

our oil lamps.
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Expectation
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Yes, it was all in vain, we knew it and all the news

we received a description of the abominable horrors in detail:

deeds of friends, acts of foes, merely insignificant and

we paid attention to the song of the chickadee and

to the meadow’s fecund verdure, still able to sing amid

the colorful destruction of our childhood as we gazed at

the decapitated houses as if they were gleaming

stars.

Then, we too, threw away our credit cards and free

from unpaid guilt we walked anew yet as desolate

as the earth we were meant to traverse.
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Apocalypse
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In those days, we felt as though we were in the second

month of pregnancy and pain was a constant variant

like the hypotenuse between a thought and an emotion

a spiteful smile and a heavenly laughter one display

and since we were too old to learn new tricks, we kept 

the old whipping of the wind that whined away from 

our dreams, truly an unimportant development.

And we were owners of ancient treasures, years of studies

in the darkness of the night, almost intended misery, inherited

catastrophe, when finally, we learned the meaning of the word

apocalypse though the famous St. John was absent, and it was 

all in good order.
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Treason
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It was the second month of his betrayal, he dared died,

our God, and we had come so far that we felt the need 

to yell it from the depths of our lungs to make sure 

the neighbours heard it: we were still here, and we were 

still poor.

Emptied syringes lay on the ground, and relatives heard

the news, one of them, teary-eyed, filled a glass

of brandy to our saints who died of sorrow, truly, what 

else was expected of us at this hour of reckoning?

Suddenly, the bankrupt priest refused to eat with us 

and taking his leave, didn’t forget to claim his right to 

his heaven, a man of principles that he was and

we knew the vacant house of the priest was already 

occupied by Hades.
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Miracle
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During the second month of the adventure, the hour

of our hunger had arrived, and we decided to become

edifice of pious men, innocent supplicants stitched

on the faded wall of ignorance, when with a sudden

gleam, as in a rapture, we opened the lid of Aeolus’

bag and let all hell loose: our saints and sins scattered

to the four corners of the galaxy, dumbness and treachery

and moral bankruptcy.

Suddenly, I remembered my uncle Anthony with

his wrinkles and the unblemished smile, and it was

as if another rose bloomed in my magical garden.

We evoked our unchained freedom, we broke doors,

fragments of the broken pitcher we gathered, in awe
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