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To the memory of Juan Antonio Lucero.

"Nothing's so cold, or so dead as his heart.”

Gaston Leroux
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The first steps
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In the beginning of humanity, out of those beings primeval that slowly had to evolve, the brutality, the distrust, and fear were the only means to survive, being able to keep up with life and, except to those who knew to be bound by such instincts with sufficient care.

However, the three means of survival could become an ocean unleashed violence in all its glory; for the sustenance of every day and at all costs to see the light of a new dawn, free from bondage and remorse, only did what his savage nature dictated.

And in that land devoid of rationality was born a boy, who like his parents and siblings could be walking bipedal, having long limbs and the pelvis is short and robust. His posture was upright, even with his back slightly hunched.

Similar to the rest of his contemporaries, the epicenter of life was nomadic and following with the customs, they all became hunters as soon as they reached the appropriate age. In addition they were trained to be wary of the dark night, the caves and the great forest where you were hiding the most dangerous predators.

The young one, with long hair covered in dust and dirt, wearing the face extremely darkened by the absence of cleanliness, covering his nakedness with the skins of animals that were food, it ended up becoming a skilled hunter.

It was the last of three brothers, but the more aggressive and wild, to develop a special talent for hunting and a taste exorbitant by the use of violence in their tactics of hunting.

He was tenacious, tough and strong, the muscles in his limbs showed the work of their efforts, since the output of the dawn until the fall of twilight only looked for the trail of some new prey, hunting alongside his older brothers, and always returning to the site where he settled his family momentarily, and smeared with the blood of his success-and-dragging with it the livelihood of every day.

Over the years, it was showing as a true warrior, not only at the time of the hunt but also in the physical clashes whenever the situation demanded, putting an end to the life of casual attackers.

One morning, as soon as the dawn came and for the first time in his existence, he decided to go in loneliness and to prove to himself that he was a hunter so successful; she spent nearly the entire morning until noon tracking a prey worthy, but in your step only found small birds, however, far from disappointed considered sufficient for that day, still perfect to satisfy the hunger of her family, returning with them to where his parents and siblings were.

But to be close to his temporary home could feel something strange, complete and total silence, dropping the birds that hunted down the steps to run in a hurry to reach the place where his mother, his father and two older brothers were lying without life; the scene was brutal, their loved ones lay dismembered, while the blood daubing themselves the earth, their mother had the belly open and the entrails decayed, his father had torn out the eyes, tongue and nose. In regards to his brethren, were flayers and their skulls shattered and there was no way to recognize them.

Surprised by all that I was witnessing, he ended up falling to his knees, remaining among the bodies of those who loved him, his face was downcast, his stomach felt a pain so great as never experienced before, to finally arrive in his eyes suddenly the tears that refused to spill.

Because right there, in that precise moment I had lost all the love, the friendship, the pleasure, the motivation, and in his mind was circulating the failure and frustration. Defeated by the injustice, because everything indicated that their siblings and their parents were attacked stealthily without the possibility of battle, to the time that such a deduction made owner of a fault infinite for not having been there to fight.

And for the first time since he was aware of his own existence, he experienced the loneliness, being something so powerful that it struck a chord in his being, leaving nothing more than empty. It was then that in his mind, he compared that feeling with the pain of a deep wound opened in his flesh.

The wind started to blow, the sun away slowly in the horizon, but the hunter without a name seemed oblivious to all of this, had joined once more by staying stationary, then unexpectedly walked among the corpses of his family, keeping his eyes fixed on the floors, not resignation but was looking for something.

Since that moment, nothing altered his concentration, since only one goal dominated his instinct, finding the culprits of such a massacre, putting to the test their tracking skills and identifying each mark left, every broken branch and each stone kicked.

That way, he undertook without a break which would be his last hunt, advancing hastily, feeling the sound beating of his heart ringing in his ears due to the fury and as a result he taught the teeth which pulled in a menacing manner.

The hours had gone and the night soon covered it all under his mantle; in the vicinity of a forest, which had a huge mountain rising in the distant horizon, a group of seven people, comprised of two women, one of them pregnant, two men and three children, they were marching. They traveled chasing the trail of some nomadic families in small number, who raided so stealth to kill them and consume their meat, then they would take everything that their victims were, and they would be useful, to later continue with your journey.

Having adopted as a means of subsistence, the murder in its most brutal manner, or even feared the consequences of his actions because he never left a single survivor, and therefore have not covered your own footprints, much less cleaned the blood of his victims that embadurnaba their bodies.

As soon as the winds night became colder, the small tribe of raiders found refuge among some bushes, slightly separated in the forest. Placated by the food and exhausted due to the flight, only sought to stay in a sector where they could wake up with ease, and confuse the large predators, falling into a deep sleep.

There, blinded by fury, the young hunter, directed their movements towards the man more robust, pouncing on him and with a heavy rock beat him savagely until the skull of the same burst leaving flow to the skeletal remains along with the brain.

The second man who owns a body build average, he ended up waking up alerted by the sounds of the shots that ended the life of his companion, your instinct, and the clarity of the moon gave him the perfect view of the stage, but before I could even stand up, and the young hunter was able to observe throwing the heavy rock neatly to the front, knocking the man and leaving you completely disoriented and with an open wound that crossed the area of the impact, the nose and the upper lip. With an agility immense, the hunter jumped on his opponent with knees to contain the arms of one, while with his hands and proceeded to strangle him and did not tighten until its prey stopped moving.

As soon as you put an end to the major threat, the young man felt a few steps striding towards him from his back, turned then witnessing one of the women struggling to raise a rock that you would use as a weapon. Without thinking, she joined with the rapid breathing and the fury intense reflected in his eyes, pouncing on the woman, bringing down the same, it was there when he opened his mouth and threaded his teeth on the left side of the neck of the new victim, to be torn a profound piece of meat that immediately spit it and leaving it drown in your blood.

He was completely enraptured, devoid of any control, when he perceived to be the second woman fleeing in the opposite direction and being advanced by the three children; which fierce wild, the hunter without a name, he ran towards the woman jumping and slamming against the back of it making it fall over his own belly, she cried she stoops by a terrible pain as her pussy flowed with the blood. Without any kind of mercy on their own acts, the hunter grabbed his prey by the right shoulder making it flip and immediately sank his thumbs in the eyes of the woman until she stopped moving and screaming, leaving a corpse with the basin empty.

Despite the violence is unconscionable that you used, that was not enough for him and began to jump again and again falling down with all the weight of your body in the womb of the woman, until it was no more than a misshapen mass of flesh.

Covered from head to toe with sweat that it would soak into and mingled with the blood of his victims, he looked much more frightening. In both his rapid breathing and his eyes lost denoted the absence of rationality in his actions; he heard some branches breaking under bare feet and the light of the moon, we have provided the enough clarity to see the three children fled to the distance.

Quickly embarked on the career and soon jumped on the small ones, who despite his young age were as savage as their parents and were struggling with their nails and teeth, although it failed to make the hunter stopped. He broke his legs and arms, rendering them immobile in the soil, there with infinite patience and while the children screamed, throwing screams and moans, he, laughing hysterical and moans insane, one by one the unraveled live only using the strength of her own arms and then sit next and observe how desangraban to death.

Then he found himself surrounded by dead bodies, but not satisfied sought the largest rock to hit them until the bones were shattered, tearing the skin and by transferring the meat and leaving the bodies were exposed.

Finally, after closing, his anger was appeased, leaving the remains deformed of those killers in peace and without turning, he walked away from that site.

Between the cold frost of the night, the hunter without a name, with their long black hair and his body bathed in a strange mixture of blood, viscera, dirt and sweat, keeping your eyes always to the front, continued to walk while the exhaustion of his actions manifested itself slowly into his being.
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II

Between the arms of the desolation


[image: image]




––––––––

[image: image]


With nothing to occupy his thoughts, he continued to advance; the penalty overwhelming it was to exercise an immense power inside of it, and despite not being aware of what was happening, for his cheeks were at the salty tears retained by the ira already mitigated; devoid of any regret for his actions, only the vacuum was slowly growing in its interior, replacing the sentence while his tears sapped for their eyes were dry. And each step he took was an image that came to his mind, seeing the remains lacking of life that belonged to your loved ones who are abandoned in the weather and to whom would never see or feel his love.

The night grew more frigid bringing with it a wind touching the skin, penetrated to the bone, the great nocturnal predators soon became notorious for their presence with growling snarling that seemed to go after the hunter without a name. He remained oblivious to all the wild beasts, and corroded by the desolation, through his green eyes reflected the absence of emotions and feelings, as nothing had a meaning to him.

Much to her dismay, her body was not inexhaustible, and the effects of your effort is made to present first in your throat grew the thirst that consumed, the absence of food in your stomach, weakened slowly, then her legs began to tremble because of pain that assaulted, all the product of the hunt and the fight, being a direct course toward its own death.

There at the top of the firmament the stars radiant filled the sky and its light were accompanied by the full moon, in both the wild animals they pursued the trail of the hunter. Each branch of the ravine, each movement in the trees and shrubs for a more imperceptible than it seems, was a clear indication of the closeness of those creatures that wanted to, forward to, a prey worthy of his attention.

It was at that moment when the traveller had come to a clear deduction, his life no longer had any kind of value since lost all of those who gave him a meaning to their existence, and in spite of this still prevailed in him a desperate fear of dying.

But it was already too late to seek a refuge, as well as he understood that he did not wish to perish, could also feel a great increase in physical ailments that ladies. Finally his legs could not take a single step further, and fell to the ground kneeling, had rapid breathing, and without a way out and decided to lie on the ground face to the skies to observe the wonderful stars, while the sounds of the night creatures approaching became more and more noticeable.
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