
        
            
                
            
        

    
	In a world where occult power tries in every way to dominate everything and everyone, the only thing that really counts is to be able to maintain a free and crystal-clear thought.

	 

	I apologise in advance for any translation errors you are sure to find, the entire text was translated using an automatic translator.
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	Science is nothing more than a perversion if it does not have as its ultimate goal the improvement of humanity's conditions

	 

	NIKOLA TESLA
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	Nikola Tesla at 34 years old photographed by Napoleon Sarony


Nikola Tesla has a minimum of 272 patents granted in 25 countries, despite the fact that many of his inventions have not even been patented.

	Among the patented inventions we find the alternating current motor, the double-turn coil, various instruments that use rotating magnetic fields, the polyphase alternating current power distribution system, the fundamental instruments of wireless communication systems (read "the radio"), radio frequency oscillators, apparatus for the amplification of standing waves, robotics, x-ray apparatus, apparatus for generating ozone, instruments for ionized gases, methods of providing extremely low levels of resistance to the passage of electric current , means for increasing the intensity of electrical oscillations, voltage amplification circuits, high-voltage discharge apparatus, the bladeless turbine, vertical take-off aircraft (VTOL), and a radio-controlled boat.

	If this alone would be enough to identify Nikola Tesla as the most brilliant man of all time, it is however good to remember that many of his patents appear to be completely unknown to history, as are some of the scientific notes he wrote himself, as well as countless papers concerning its patents.

	Tesla was monitored by the FBI throughout his life, and upon his death the American agency seized all his notes, including the notebooks he wrote in the last period of his life.

	Even today there are around 290 documents with some parts canceled and illegible.


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	This book is dedicated to the memory of Thomas Sankara


REMEMBER…

	 

	USE YOUR BRAIN

	 

	Those who passively accept are always complicit in the crime



	
CHAPTER 1 - Dziechcinka Hospital

	Wisła - Cieszyn District - Poland

	 

	BOLEK – “…come on, come on, open your eyes you damn bastard, OPEN THESE FUCKING EYES, DAMN IT”.

	BOGDANA – “I'm ventilating, he's not responding…”.

	BOLEK – “Where the fuck has Dana gone?”

	BOGDANA – “I don't know…here it is, it's coming”.

	BOLEK – “Where the fuck did you end up Dana, may I know? Did you bring the AED?”

	DANA – “I went to gamble the salary that I haven't received for at least a year at the casino, okay? If you really want to know, there's a problem with the AED, the batteries are gone, I got a manual defibrillator."

	BOLEK – “What? Are the batteries in the AED dead? But it's not possible...".

	DANA – “It's very possible, however, they haven't been recharged for over a year”.

	BOLEK – “I can't believe it, this is absurd. All right, plug the damn machine in and turn it on, and for the love of God Dana, hurry up.”

	DANA – “I do my best Bolek, I'm not a magician. Here we go, defibrillator connected and working."

	BOGDANA – “I continue to ventilate, we are losing it…”.

	BOLEK – “Like hell we're going to lose this too; what about the heartbeats, Bogdana?”

	BOGDANA – “What can I tell you about the heartbeats? I tell you I don't feel them, that's what I tell you, I told you we're losing it, right? So don't ask me stupid questions...".

	BOLEK – “Holy shit, come on boy, get a hold of yourself. All right, pass me the Dana plates, 200 joules.”

	DANA – “Free, 200 joules”.

	BOLEK – “Contact…what do you read, Bogdana?”

	BOGDANA – “ECG flat, it's not working…”.

	BOLEK – “Shit. Alright Dana, let's continue, 300 joules”.

	DANA – “Free, 300 joules set”.

	BOLEK – “Contact…please Bogdana, give me a good reading.”

	BOGDANA – “Sorry Bolek, no heartbeat”.

	BOLEK – “Damn bastard, you really want to piss me off, don't you? You decided to die right here in front of me, right? Okay, we'll see. Dana, set 360 joules and inject this poor guy with 300 milligrams IV of amiodarone in two minutes, then find a pillow somewhere, and put it under his head, please."

	DANA – “Wykonuję1..."

	BOLEK – “I can't believe it, it seems like we're in the world”.

	BOGDANA – “Bolek, you know very well what is happening, they want to make us all die one at a time”.

	BOLEK – “Ugly sons of bitches…”.

	DANA – “Free, 360 joules set, amiodarone injected, Bolek”.

	BOLEK – “Contact…Bogdana, please don't tell me she has no pulse, otherwise at this point…what the fuck is going on, holy shit?”

	DANA – “Przekleństwo, nieobecna sieć, nieobecna sieć2..."

	BOGDANA – “Sons of bitches, we are without power, God damn them all; Dana, call those maintenance bastards who are surely sleeping, and tell them to start the diesels at lightning speed.”

	DANA – “I'll try. Maintenance, can you hear me? Start the diesels immediately, I beg you, we've got a cardiac arrest going on up here, and we're definitely running out of time. What? You're joking, I hope. But have we perhaps gone crazy? What the fuck do you mean diesels are diesel-free? Look, if you want to take the piss out of me, I... okay, I understand, I understand...".

	BOLEK – “So? Did those fucking diesels start them, yes or no?”

	DANA – “No they didn't make them leave Bolek, you heard it too, they're out of diesel”.

	BOLEK – “But how the fuck is it possible that emergency diesels are diesel-free? My God, help us. Continue to ventilate Bogdana, meanwhile I...".

	BOGDANA – “Bolek, he's gone, there's nothing more we can do to help him”.

	BOLEK – “No he didn't go, no he didn't go, holy shit; now let's start ventilating again and then...".

	BOGDANA – “And then what, Bolek? Even if I managed to revive him, his brain would still be shattered, you know that better than me. It's over Bolek, it's over this time too...".

	BOLEK – “No…”.

	BOGDANA – “Dana, please report 4.24pm as the time of death. Come Bolek, get up from the ground, let's go and drink something hot while the boys in the morgue put it back together."

	BOLEK – “No…”.

	BOGDANA – “Come on Bolek, you know perfectly well what the situation is, and you know equally well who are responsible, or am I wrong?”

	BOLEK – “No Bogdana, you're not wrong, we all know who's to blame, the usual sons of bitches with their fucking money. Thank you America, thank you from the bottom of my heart."

	BOGDANA – “It's like this, or rather thanks to a part of America, a small part in reality, that of the multi-billionaires, the remaining part of the population is worth exactly as much as us in the eyes of those in charge, nothing”.

	BOLEK – “We've been fighting against Bogdana windmills for too many years now, and in all honesty I'm tired of all this shit, but more than anything I'm sick and tired of all the idiots who still haven't understood shit about the real situation in global level".

	BOGDANA – “Console yourself Bolek, you are not the only one who is really fed up, since there are at least two of us who are fed up with all this”.

	BOLEK – “Yes, there are two of us, a real army, from now on those sons of bitches will have to tremble before our death threats”.

	BOGDANA – “Come Bolek, let's go and drink something hot, until those bastards decide that we can get the electricity back we won't even be able to do a damn EGC”.

	BOLEK – “A simple curiosity Bogdana, how do you plan to heat the water to make your elusive hot drink? In the staff room there is no gas stove, but only electric hobs."

	BOGDANA – “As Bolek has always done, we will heat the water in the courtyard by burning the wood recovered from hospital supply pallets”.

	BOLEK – “You are completely crazy my friend, you know that right? By doing so you will arouse the ire of supporters of global warming."

	BOGDANA – “Screw them and their huge bullshit about CO2, anyway I don't understand why you keep calling it global warming, it's unbearably cold here”.

	BOLEK – “Because the story for climate idiots began by talking about an unbearable heat that came from nowhere, that's why I call it global warming”.

	BOGDANA – “Yes, it all started with the history of the heat, and now we find ourselves with a part of the Earth plunged into a sort of ice age”.

	BOLEK – “At least we are no longer hot…”.

	BOGDANA – “But go fuck yourself too, Bolek”.

	The rest of the day passed as always between a serious chat and a series of amenities that I prefer not to talk about, after which around eight in the evening a phone call brought everyone back to the sad and harsh reality.

	BOGDANA – “Hello, Dziechcinka Hospital, I'm Doctor Kowalczyk, just say it. Yes, Doctor Novak should be at the Institute, wait a minute. Bolek, you are the mother of Blazej, the boy who died a few hours ago, what do I tell you?

	BOLEK – “Damn it, don't tell her anything, give me the phone call in my office, please”.

	BOGDANA – “Okay. Ready? Yes, wait a moment longer on the line, ma'am, I'll give you Doctor Novak, he's in your office."

	BOLEK – “Ready…”.

	ALINA – “Good evening Doctor, my name is Alina, I am the mother of Blazej, the boy who arrived at your emergency room a few hours ago in very poor condition due to some heart problems. I contacted your switchboard and was told that you were on duty in the emergency room when he arrived, and so I would like to know how my boy is doing."

	BOLEK – “Yes ma'am, in fact I was on duty in the emergency room when Blazej came to us, and as you also just confirmed to me, his health conditions were quite compromised. The first ECG confirmed that her heart was in severe pain, her pulse was very irregular, while her blood pressure was really too high. A few minutes after her arrival Blazej had a cardiac arrest, an arrest that we managed to overcome with difficulty with manual massage; at the second arrest we intervened with the same methods, but Blazej's heart no longer responded. The ECG was practically flat, so we switched to the manual defibrillator, first with 200 joules, then 300, finally 360 with the addition of an infusion of amiodarone, at which point the electricity failed, and consequently... ”.

	ALINA – “Did the power go out? In a hospital? Shouldn't there be emergency diesels?”

	BOLEK – “Yes, in fact it should be like this, and in fact there are diesel generators, the problem is that they are without diesel fuel due to the quotas imposed by the green policy, and therefore…”.

	ALINA – “Doctor, are you telling me that my boyfriend didn't make it?”

	BOLEK – “Yes ma'am, unfortunately that's the case, Blazej didn't make it, without a defibrillator it was impossible to even think about restarting his heart after the second arrest, and in any case even if we had succeeded with manual massage, we would most likely have made her a vegetable, and not a conscious person."

	ALINA – “So you're telling me that the bastards turned off the power because of CO2? Those sons of bitches are cutting off power to hospitals too now?”

	BOLEK – “Especially in hospitals, after all it is decidedly easier to kill a person who is already on the verge of death, rather than someone who is bursting with health, and unfortunately we no longer have the economic resources to keep the diesels running. Madam, we are reusing syringes, cannulas, we are decreasing the dosages of medicines day after day to save money; we doctors wear tattered coats, with a thousand patches, and often also stained with blood, while to be able to quench the patients' thirst we most of the time have to draw on the rainwater tank, which among other things is also against the law. Believe me, both I and the other doctors and nurses in the hospital earn about 2,300 sloths a month, and this by working about twelve hours per shift; 2,300 sloty when it's good, and when it's bad we can't even warm up once we get home, so what do you want me to tell you? Unfortunately we are only doctors, we are not God."

	ALINA – “But they manage to find the money for wars, fake poisoned vaccines, and their other enormous rubbish, or am I wrong?”

	BOLEK – “No, you're not wrong, just let people starve, and they'll see that the money will always come out”.

	ALINA – “In fact, in any case I'm not here to blame the death of my son on the rest of you, it's just that…”.

	BOLEK – “Excuse me if I interrupt you, ma'am, can I ask you something about Blazej?”

	ALINA – “Just say it”.

	BOLEK – “Was Blazej born with significant heart problems, or was there a triggering event?”

	ALINA – “Doctor, I hope you're joking, did my boyfriend see it well?”

	BOLEK – “Yes I saw him, he was a kind of colossus”.

	ALINA – “He was a farmer, played rugby, loved the mountains as well as the sea, and would never have picked up a cigarette, drugs, or even just a mug of beer. No Doctor, Blazej was healthy as a fish, what killed him was that crap they injected into all of us making us believe it was for our own good; they injected him with that shit, and now he's dead."

	BOLEK – “Yeah…”.

	ALINA – “Doctor, when will we do something about all this? When will people open their eyes and stop behaving like a bunch of sheep?”

	BOLEK – “I don't know ma'am, I really don't know”.

	ALINA – “Tell me doctor, in your opinion what is the real problem that binds all of us to this scum?”

	BOLEK – “I don't know what to say to you, there are actually a lot of them”.

	ALINA – “Yes, I know this too, but there must be one more important than all the others, don't you think so too?”

	BOLEK – “Actually yes, personally I think it's the energy”.

	ALINA – “Yes, I believe so too Doctor. Thank you for everything you did for Blazej, I know you were also suspended for refusing to be poisoned, and if today you were working in that emergency room for a salary that will barely allow you to survive and not in a TV studio to make themselves look good by spouting nonsense and nonsense, then there will certainly be a more than valid reason. May God help you, may God help us all, Doctor Novak.”

	BOLEK – “Thank you for your words madam, and believe me when I tell you that Blazej's death does not leave us indifferent”.

	ALINA – “I know Doctor, I know, have a good evening”.

	BOGDANA – “Can I come in, Bolek? Have you finished?”

	BOLEK – “What are you doing, Bogdana? Do you listen to your colleagues' conversations from behind the door?”

	BOGDANA – “How did it go with the boy's mother?”

	BOLEK – “Another case of sudden death linked to that shit which, luckily for us, we didn't get injected with”.

	BOGDANA – “Holy shit, they are dying like flies all over the world, Bolek”.

	BOLEK – “Yes, but the lady said one thing right, energy”.

	BOGDANA – “Energy? And what the hell does that mean?”

	BOLEK – “It means that the real problem is energy, that's what it means; if all the people on the planet had the possibility of obtaining electricity absolutely free, then these sons of bitches would have their days numbered."

	BOGDANA – “It's true, but how do you plan to produce this free electricity for the entire planet? By burning some candy?”

	BOLEK – “No, certainly not by burning sweets, however I am convinced that there must be a system to achieve this, or am I wrong?”

	BOGDANA – “The second Bolek was good, you're wrong, and a big one too; as far as I know there is no way to produce electricity completely free of charge, otherwise someone would have already thought of it, don't you think so? Come my friend, I'll buy you a pizza."

	BOLEK – “A pizza? Are you perhaps crazy? Do you want to kill me? Haven't you heard that in Italy pizza is killing millions of people because of the salt in the dough?”

	BOGDANA – “Bolek…”.

	BOLEK – “Tell me Bogdana…”.

	BOGDANA – “Go fuck yourself.”

	That evening the three of us went, me, Bogdana, and Dana, to our trusted pizzeria managed by our friend Antonio; a decidedly tiny but very nice and intimate place, surrounded by the greenery of the very famous, at least for us it is, Dziechcinka street, at number eight.

	BOLEK – “So, how did you think Antonio's pizza this evening?”

	BOGDANA – “I would say excellent as always, why are you asking me this question? Still with that story about the salt that kills, perhaps?”

	DANA – “I agree with Bogdana, the pizza was really excellent, but now Bolek you have to tell us what's wrong, you haven't said a single word since we arrived”.

	BOLEK – “What's wrong other than Blazej's story, you mean?”

	DANA – “Yes, obviously, Blazej's story aside.”

	BOLEK – “This afternoon I had the pleasure of speaking on the phone with Blazej's mother, a woman certainly devastated by the premature death of her son, but at the same time eager for revenge, in short, a woman who would do anything to make those responsible pay. of all this havoc."

	DANA – “What massacre are you referring to, Bolek? To vaccinations, to the climate, to the economy, to healthcare, to the control of people, to energy, to the lack of...".

	BOLEK – “I am referring to the Dana energy, I am referring precisely to that, precisely to the energy”.

	DANA – “Okay, and what is so poignant about the energy problem? We all know very well that, like water, there is so much energy that we could even give it to the inhabitants of Jupiter if only the bastards in power wanted it, but which, instead, is denied to us to make our life is hell."

	BOLEK – “Yes, I know this, but I wasn't referring to this problem, but rather…”.

	ANTONIO – “Guys, I'm sorry to interrupt you right at the moment, but the usual blackout is ten minutes away”.

	DANA – “This blackout is a real Swiss watch, isn't it Antonio? Okay, did you bring candles?”

	BOLEK – “Yes, I have two”.

	BOGDANA – “Ditto, two for me too”.

	DANA – “I also have a candle with me”.

	BOGDANA – “Well, I'd say that's enough. Do you have a candlestick to lend us, Antonio?”

	ANTONIO – “And why not? Antonio always has everything."

	BOGDANA – “Obviously…”.

	Having lit the candles and lost the electric lighting, we remained for a few minutes immersed in absolute silence observing the dance of the flames on the wick, a wick that was slowly burning out just like our hopes of being able to live a life worthy of the name. .

	DANA – “Sorry if I insist Bolek, but I don't think I understand the history of energy”.

	BOGDANA – “Dear Dana, Bolek is convinced that it is possible to produce energy completely free of charge, and that this energy can be distributed to anyone who requests it on the entire face of the planet. I admit, the idea isn't bad at all, there's no denying it, but unfortunately for all of us it's also a fundamentally unrealizable idea."

	DANA – “Yes, truly unachievable, but what is certain is that it would represent a truly epochal turning point in the lives of all of us”.

	BOGDANA – “You said it right Dana, it would represent…”.

	BOLEK – “It would not only be an epochal turning point Dana, but also the end of all those bastards who are reducing us to a mass of frightened mice, a mass of mice fleeing from everything and everyone”.

	BOGDANA – “I correct you Bolek, a flock of scared sheep fleeing from everything and everyone”.

	BOLEK – “Yes, you're right Bogdana, just a flock of sheep, that's what we are after all”.

	DANA – “But tell me Bolek, in your opinion, how on earth could this free energy be produced for the entire planet?”

	BOGDANA – “Yeah Bolek, tell us how, I'm really curious…”.

	BOLEK – “And what do I know? I'm a doctor, not a physicist, nor an engineer."

	DANA – “If we want to be honest, I also heard something about it in the past, but I don't remember what, or even where or when I heard about it, it's also possible that I dreamed it all”.

	BOLEK – “I like to dream, to dream that one day in who knows what future, someone will come up with a revolutionary idea capable of changing the fate of the entire planet forever”.

	DANA – “There are many of us who dream these days, dear Bolek, the problem is that a dream is always destined to vanish in the morning when we wake up to return to the usual bloody and fratricidal struggle for survival”.

	BOLEK – “I know, unfortunately this isn't a fight where the strongest or the most intelligent wins, this is a fucking fight where the biggest son of a bitch, the biggest bastard, the biggest profiteer wins, and all of this in my opinion it's definitely against nature."

	BOGDANA – “For that matter everything when it is going against nature, including us human beings”.

	BOLEK – “We are by definition something genetically against nature; there's no point in beating around the bush so much, dear girls, man is an evolutionary mistake, and unfortunately he manages to demonstrate it every day in everything he does."

	DANA – “Speaking of going against nature, have you read the latest news? At first I didn't want to believe it, I thought it was a joke, but in the end I had to surrender to the evidence. My God, we really are in a world that drives in reverse; maybe Bolek is right, we are a mistake, the worst mistake in the history of the entire planet."

	AGATA – “Why? What else has happened these days, apart from the usual health and climate crap, and so on and so forth?”

	DANA – “Do you want to have a laugh? Two bitter laughs, I mean."

	BOLEK – “I imagine you have some newspapers with you, don't you Dana? All right, let's have these two bitter laughs, let's see this last-minute obscenity”.

	DANA – “Get ready, because here we are at truly colossal levels of stupidity”.
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	BOLEK – “In fact we have reached excellent levels, there's no doubt about it”.

	BOGDANA – “I, on the other hand, wonder how much longer we will have to go down before we start going back up…”.

	BOLEK – “And who told you that sooner or later we will be able to go back up? In my opinion, and this in the best case scenario, we will stagnate in the muddy depths of the sewer that we ourselves have created for eternity, so much so that those who come after us will never see the light of the sun once in their lives."

	DANA – “I think this too Bolek, but I would like to hear your opinion regarding a topic that is particularly close to my heart, if I can”.

	BOLEK – “Our opinion on what topic, Dana?”

	DANA – “In your opinion, do certain people in the press and on television really believe the bullshit they tell every day, or is it pure propaganda and self-advertising?”

	BOLEK – “It depends, what is certain is that certain beings are seriously stupid, have you seen the global data on the vaccination campaign? Do you realize that they made billions of idiots believe that there was an incurable flu that was decimating the human race? Do you realize they passed off the tumors generated by that crap called a vaccine as a cancer epidemic? A cancer epidemic? But do you realize? Can anyone be so stupid as to believe such a thing?”

	BOGDANA – “Of course it can, there are even those who believed that tumors were caused by the excess of CO2 present in the atmosphere, you'll see…”.

	BOLEK – “Those are the best, the emperors of morons, we should put them all against the wall”.

	BOGDANA – “In fact, I think so too, with their innate stupidity they are making all of us drown in shit”.

	BOLEK – “Yet I remain of the idea that free energy is the only possible solution, a sort of medicine against all ills”.

	DANA – “Maybe you're right Bolek, but it's equally true that this whole free energy story is nothing more than a beautiful dream”.

	BOLEK – “You're probably right, it's probably exactly like that. Have you seen the new health officer sent by the Government? To me he looks like a real penguin, but without a brain."

	BOGDANA – “No Bolek, you can't say it a priori, he is certainly young and inexperienced, but according to what is said around he is also very intelligent, let's see if he can…”.



	
CHAPTER 2 - CAJ I & II

	Ogrodzieniec Castle - Zawiercie County - Poland

	 

	SHARMA – “Alessio, how long does it take you? Not ready yet?”

	ALESSIO – “Yes Sharma, I'm ready, I'm ready, are the boys already in their places?”

	SHARMA – “They are just waiting for your arrival so they can start the machinery…”.

	ALESSIO – “Tell them I need a couple more minutes, please”.

	SHARMA – “A couple of minutes to do what, Alessio?”

	ALESSIO – “To prepare myself psychologically to face this latest madness”.

	SHARMA – “Okay, I'll tell him, but don't get lost in your usual mental lucubrations, okay?”

	ALESSIO – “Okay, okay…”.

	The particle accelerator at our disposal, the Cząsteczek Akcelerator Jeden II abbreviated to CAJ II, is a classic high-energy hadron accelerator, with a capacity of forty TeV, built entirely inside an underground tunnel having a total circumference forty kilometers.

	The ion beams begin their journey through the linear accelerators, continue their journey in the proton synchrotron, pass through the enhanced proton synchrotron, to finally arrive in the outer ring with a diameter of thirty kilometers and two hundred and eighty meters.

	Above it we find about one hundred and fifty meters of solid rock, a quantity sufficient to effectively shield the structure from the various detectors scattered almost everywhere along the entire surface of planet Earth, but above all from the brand new satellite sensors which protect the globalist elite from the various, however unwanted, interferences caused by the activity of the various human resistance groups.

	To the supporters of single control it will seem impossible, but these miserable groups, scattered somewhat at random over the entire surface of the planet, just don't want to know, despite all the various proclamations for calm, of abandoning the struggle aimed at carrying out stubborn action sovereign over their lives.

	With increasing violence, they continue to seek a way to recreate a sort of free and human-scale life for all the inhabitants of the Earth, but let's get back to us.

	We can say that this machine is capable of accelerating two beams circulating in opposite directions inside special vacuum tubes, and then making them subsequently collide in eight different points that can be selected from time to time depending on the needs of the researchers.

	So far nothing strange, but what makes our accelerator truly special compared to all the others on the planet is the secret existence of a second particle accelerator capable of intersecting the previous torus at ninety degrees in two points critical, which can also be selected individually.

	This second particle accelerator, imaginatively called Cząsteczek Akcelerator Jeden II B and abbreviated to CAJ II B, actually occupies most of the entire underground complex of the research center, and was built in just eight years and four months per year. cost of countless human lives, plus around fifty billion donated by some repentant magnates, who, although belatedly, realized that paper money was ultimately unable to solve all the problems created by man during his long devastating, yet short, stay on planet Earth.

	The power of this second particle accelerator is enormously higher than the first, approximately one hundred and twenty TeV, while its circumference is approximately fifty kilometers.

	If you too have not lost, as has now happened to almost the entire world population, the innate desire to know and understand the reasons for things, now you will certainly be wondering the reason for all this.

	The answer is very simple, try to manipulate matter beyond the physical limit allowed by the laws that regulate the universe in order to deceive the Creator, all to remedy, before it is really too late, the countless idiocies caused by his creature the lowest and most useless, man.

	The research center in which we find ourselves is located in a very particular place, we are in fact located below the stupendous Ogrodzieniec Castle, located in the Polish village of Podzamcze, forty-two kilometers from Katowice.

	This stupendous construction, part of the network of fortresses called Eagles Nests, was built in the 14th century at the time of King Casimir the Great on the highest point of the Jura Krakowsko Częstochowska, thus allowing him to dominate a landscape characterized by imposing formations limestone, and rich vegetation.

	To tell the truth, the only things left are the imposing limestone formations, the rich vegetation has disappeared for at least three decades now, that is, since some idiot within the globalist clique thought it best to spray the area with strange powders and liquids, all in the insane attempt to shield the light of the sun, complicit, according to him, in excessively impacting the earth's surface.

	Sadly I get up from the stool on which I sit, and slowly walk towards the small chapel inside the fortified structure.

	As often happens, I don't reserve much of my time to talk to the one who is above everything and everyone, but in this case I will make an exception, I only hope that at this point He too is willing to do the same.

	The small chapel is covered inside with stupendous red majolica like fire, on which some reproductions of the salient phases of the entire earthly existence of the Christian God are beautifully displayed, a God who is certainly just, but certainly not inclined to forgive those who he dared to make fun of Him.

	Enveloped in absolute silence, I sit on the old wooden bench in front of the altar, after which, clasping my hands and closing my eyes, I turn to the Almighty with an almost inaudible whisper.

	ALESSIO – “I know, I don't need to tell you how long it's been since the last time I turned to you in search of support or real help, and I'm quite ashamed of it. Yes, I also know that trying to make ridiculous excuses would serve little purpose, except to worsen my already precarious situation. Better late than never someone would say, but that someone most likely knows little about the Holy Scriptures, and even less about your wrath so well described in the Old Testament, so, to begin with, the only thing I feel like saying to you is “listen to me my God; if you want, of course." In fact, the rest of us down here have made a lot of messes, and all in the name of money, that entirely human invention useful only for wasting paper and enslaving a part of the planet's population, so I imagine I can assert with absolute tranquility that few other species, or rather none, has been capable of causing you as many sorrows and problems as ours. We are the wonderful offspring of the much vaunted homo sapiens, and what we do best is to suck. And so here we are, a poor soul one step away from the end, turning with bowed head and in a low voice to his Creator for help, as if He had nothing better to do than listen to such a flea bringing misfortune and crystalline stupidity. In reality, at least as far as I'm concerned, I am now before You more than anything else to ask You to save the planet and the other creatures that live on it, rather than asking for grace for us miserable men, a grace which in any case would have as immediate effect is to save everyone from a self-destruction sought and strongly desired by ourselves. You know, I certainly don't need to tell you, my God, we men are so presumptuous and stupid that after having given you human features, after having put phrases you never uttered in your mouth such as "made in his image and likeness", we are even managed, with a single swipe of the towel, to relegate you to the darkest corner of our homes, promptly replacing you with the first useful fetish found who knows where. You gave us the gift of this planet so that it could support us naturally, allowing us to evolve intellectually and spiritually, an evolution that would probably have led to a profound understanding of the wonder that surrounds us, but unfortunately it didn't happen that way. Yes, it didn't happen, it definitely didn't happen that way, and all this is always due to the thirst for power and the lust for absolutely unbridled wealth typical of our race. We decided in the blink of an eye, or rather some decided like this, that things the way you had done them were not right. The ruling class, those lousy wretches gathered together in a small clique of filthy sons of bitches,felt obliged to remind you that if it is true that we were conceived in your image and likeness, then it is also true that many of us can be decidedly better than you, a sort of parody of "the student who surpasses the teacher" . Having said that, what better idea, again because of the same stupid story about CO2, than to fill the air with rubbish in order to block the sunlight? And what about the story about the final solution to the climate crisis? What more is there to say about the project intended to modify the lunar orbit, in order to cool the planet once and for all? What other considerations are possible, other than that it is pure and simple rubbish? After all, my Creator, you just needed to study better the disposition of the planets and satellites, if you really didn't like it if we men felt obliged to intervene so heavily to save the climate from destabilizing human action, don't you think so too? One thing is certain, at a certain point we had become decidedly too many, nine billion hungry and mindless locusts are definitely too many even for an ecosystem designed to resist attacks of all kinds, and so it was decided, again by the usual benefactors yes intends to lower the number of human parasites, all so that we can skim off the idiots on the planet. Unfortunately for the smart ones who remained, the initial intent was modified during construction, resulting in the so-called "final medical solution". What was it about? Sorry, most of the time I forget that I'm not talking to one of my kind, that is, a being totally lacking in intellect, in any case, just to clarify, the medical selection procedure consisted of a series of injections, which then became annual, artfully designed so as to make man biologically obsolete within about forty years from the day of the first administration. Do you know what the funny part of all this is, my God? These bastards had the courage to call these serums with the name of vaccine, that is, they named a deadly liquid, in the same way as a life-saving substance, doesn't it seem comical to you too? Can one be more infamous? No, most likely not. Once this first phase based on syringes and poisonous liquids, useful for reducing the human population from nine to four billion in the space of twenty years, was over, the bastards moved directly to the systematic poisoning of air and water, both through direct injection of liquids in the ground, and through the spraying of the other layers of the atmosphere with dust not yet fully identified on a chemical level. This latest stunt has plunged some areas of the planet into a real mini ice age; the pigs, no offense to the pigs of course,they realized that in any case all this would not be enough to put an end to the desire for freedom of some of us, and so here we are served yet another bullshit, the energy quota. You will tell me - "but I created CO2 precisely to allow life to develop without too many problems" - and this is certainly true, the problem is that suddenly this harmless atmospheric gas has turned into a ready-made excuse for who, believing himself to be God, saw fit to intervene in the original plan, with the firm intention of modifying it in a radical, but above all irreversible, way. It is useless for me to tell you how much all this will contribute to making us fall further and further into an abyss, an abyss of which we will never be able to see the bottom. You will surely ask yourself why I am here to bother you if there is nothing left to do anyway, am I not right? In fact I am here because, as you well know, in reality we still have a faint hope of putting things right, or rather of restoring energy to this dying world of ours. Please my God, give me the strength to fight and overcome this infected and rotting system, and I promise you on my insignificant earthly existence that I will never bother you again with absurd requests, or even with completely out of place thoughts."

	SHARMA – “Alessio…”.

	ALESSIO – “Hi Sharma, sit here with me, would you?”

	SHARMA – “Okay, but…”.

	ALESSIO – “Sharma, do you really think that He is listening to us every time we go to break His balls with our senseless requests?”

	SHARMA – “You ask me if God listens to our prayers? Yes, I really think so."

	ALESSIO – “I believe so too, who knows what he will think of us after our first eleven thousand years of continuous bullshit?”

	SHARMA – “I really think he's fed up with both us and all our absurd rubbish, that's for sure”.

	ALESSIO – “Yes, I really think that's how it happened”.

	SHARMA – “Alessio, shall we go? They are waiting for us...".

	ALESSIO – “Let's go”.

	SHARMA – “I forgot to tell you that it has arrived”.

	ALESSIO – “Who has arrived?”

	SHARMA – “The study on doses”.

	ALESSIO – “Interesting, and what were the results?”

	SHARMA – “Basically what we expected, look.”

	ALESSIO – “I would say more absurd than interesting, obviously they will have taken into account the people who were forced to be poisoned such as children, the elderly, and all employees, right?”

	SHARMA – “Absolutely yes, in reality under the age of fourteen the data obtained were practically not taken into account, just as the numbers regarding the elderly hospitalized in filthy end-of-life facilities and the data relating to the poor people who had to submit to blackmail in order to be able to eat, and to be able to make their families eat."

	ALESSIO – “But it's a real massacre, are there still any inoculated people alive walking around the planet?”

	SHARMA – “Actually very few, also because as we had initially predicted, that rubbish served precisely to put an expiry date on each of us”.

	ALESSIO – “On each of them, you mean”.

	SHARMA – “Obviously, on each of them.”

	ALESSIO – “However, I am pleased to note that my dear old friend Matthew has not lost his proverbial humorous streak, or am I wrong?”

	SHARMA – “What are you referring to?”

	ALESSIO – “To the superposition of data. Look, as the doses increase, the belief that the CO2 produced by cars, farms, carbonated drinks, and factories in general has actually destroyed the entire earth's habitat also increases. It's truly absurd, after all we've always known that virus idiots were also eco idiots, but I didn't think such a blatant correlation could exist. I can't believe it, it's like being inside a science fiction story."

	SHARMA – “Yes, sad but true as someone said, it will be the effect of herd immunity”.

	ALESSIO – “It will be as you say, after all we have always known this too, the sheep go spontaneously to the slaughter, this is the rule”.

	SHARMA – “Yes, this is the rule, unfortunately”.

	ALESSIO – “My God, why did you condemn me to live on a planet populated by such imbeciles? Why? What have I ever done to you that was so bad? What?"

	SHARMA – “You will have done something bad in another life, maybe not too bad, but certainly not nice, doesn't that seem plausible as an answer?”

	ALESSIO – “I think you're right Sharma, so according to your theory I should be in purgatory right now, right?”

	SHARMA – “Yes, something like that, a sort of purgatory from which you can only escape when you have atoned for all your past sins”.

	ALESSIO – “Then there really is hope, it may take a thousand years, but in the end I will find paradise, as far as I know there is only no return from hell”.

	SHARMA – “So they say…”.

	ALESSIO – “Tell me my friend, did those idiots really decide to explode hydrogen warheads on the Moon?”

	SHARMA – “Yes, the project has already been approved, and as far as we know it will be a sequence of detonations. In fact, it seems that around twenty thermonuclear warheads will be made to explode on the surface of the Moon at a distance of one minute and twenty seconds from each other in about six months from today, while the launches will take place exactly one month later, and will practically affect the 'entire nuclear arsenal available on the entire face of the Earth.'

	ALESSIO – “A trivial thing, in short”.

	SHARMA – “Look, this is the map of the sites where the automatic probes placed the bombs”.

	ALESSIO – “I can't believe it, the Moon, they will manage to tear even our beautiful satellite to pieces. Do you know how many times I've been enchanted with my head tilted upwards looking at her?”

	SHARMA – “A few million times?”

	ALESSIO – “To say the least, and now here filthy sons of bitches are blowing me up like it was nothing, God damn them all.”

	Immersed in a surreal silence, Sharma and I headed towards the control room of the two particle accelerators, where our support team was champing at the bit waiting to start the first real interconnection test between the two particle streams.

	ALESSIO – “Good day to all of you gentlemen, are you ready to set fire to the powder?”

	ADAM – “Hi Alessio, it's about time you arrived, we can't wait to…”.

	ALESSIO – “What the hell is happening? What happened to the lights? Why don't we have more energy? Why these red emergency lights? Damn, it feels like being inside a submarine during an attack; but hadn't they guaranteed us energy supply for at least twelve hours? Sharma, please go and see if everything is OK, and if so, start the diesel generators, even if in theory they should have already started on their own."

	SHARMA – “Adam, take the battery and the radio, see if they still work, and follow me, let's go and see what went wrong with those damn things”.

	ADAM – “Yes Sharma, radio and battery work perfectly, furthermore…”.

	SHARMA – “Alessio, look, look at the generator panel, there is an alarm 010, it indicates a failure to start, so the system tried to start them, but for some reason they didn't work”.

	ALESSIO – “How is it possible? My God, they are not engines for interstellar spaceships, they are very simple diesel generators."

	ADAM – “On the panel I also read a generalized voltage drop, at the moment we only have emergency reserves available, which means lights at minimum and forced ventilation, both functioning for about forty-eight hours, perhaps less”.

	ALESSIO – “Okay, okay, but why? Why didn't the generators start? Why all this mess without even a little warning? Why doesn't anything work in this fucking world anymore?”

	ADAM – “I don't know Alessio, I really don't know”.

	SHARMA – “Come Adam, I think the test will have to wait”.

	Together with the rest of the team I waited in silence for Sharma and Adam to return to the control room, after which, with my heart pounding, I asked them for information on what had happened.

	ALESSIO – “So? What's wrong?”

	SHARMA – “Everything seems fine Alessio, but for some strange reason we don't even have the energy to make a coffee”.

	ALESSIO – “I can see this for myself, but how is it possible?”

	ADAM – “It's very possible Alessio, even if as far as I'm concerned I can only think of one explanation”.

	ALESSIO – “And what would that be?”

	ADAM – “An IE”.

	ALESSIO – “An IE? And what the hell does “an IE” mean?

	ADAM – “An electromagnetic pulse Alessio, do you remember physics lessons two at university?”

	ALESSIO – “Of course I remind you of Adam, but where did an IE so powerful as to knock out practically all the electronic equipment in the institute come from? And why did the two-way radios and flashlights you brought with you continue to work perfectly?”

	ADAM – “Because the rocky covering above our heads acted as a natural shield, while as regards everything else I don't know what to say, and in any case I have no alternative explanation to the electromagnetic impulse”.

	ALESSIO – “Okay, now what do we do? We are in the shit my friends, really in the shit."

	SHARMA – “The test is skipped, that's for sure, so all we have to do is get out of here and try to understand what's happening in the surrounding area, we have to go to the city”.

	ALESSIO – “Should we go to town? Are you perhaps crazy? In the city there are surveillance services and robotic patrols, furthermore...".

	SHARMA – “Alessio, calm down now, most likely the situation in the city is not that different from ours, so let's get ready to leave; let's get out of this fucking hole, and go see what happened to Ogrodzieniec”.

	ALESSIO – “Damn them…”.

	The municipality of Ogrodzieniec is part of Lesser Poland, is located on the outskirts of Zagłębie Dąbrowskie, has an area of twenty-eight square kilometers, is located approximately 400 meters above sea level, and before the advent of the single control by the Department of Salute World was a small pearl surrounded by greenery, where families lived a peaceful life, far from the problems of the big cities.

	Before the eco-idiots decided to spread their rubbish into the atmosphere in order to shield the Earth from the sun's rays, to the south and west of the city there were some wonderful forests full of centuries-old plants, as well as an absolutely enviable biodiversity.

	Now the town, if we want to call it that, extends as far as the eye can see within a sterile and inhospitable expanse, on which not even a blade of grass will be able to grow for at least another two thousand years.

	ALESSIO – “Look at the spectacle, it's been a long time since I looked up at the sky, it seems like I'm exactly at the center of Creation”.

	SHARMA – “Yes, right in the center of Creation Alessio, but now let's focus on the shit we have before our eyes, we must not let ourselves be intercepted by sentries for any reason in the world”.

	ALESSIO – “I love to be enchanted by the magnificence of the Milky Way, I could observe it for hours and hours”.

	SHARMA – “It is also for this reason that we must remedy this mess, to be able to go back to observing the stars, and this without any son of a bitch taking an interest in our lives”.

	ALESSIO – “Yeah…”.

	SHARMA – “Come Alessio, let's go to the city, but let's watch each other's backs, okay?”

	ALESSIO – “Okay, okay…”.

	Once we reach the Zacisze Assistance and Care Center we turn into Ulica Szkolna, where at number two lives a dear and old friend of ours, the mocking Professor Aron Lewandowski, a first-rate protester, amateur bomber, as well as the creator of the calibration system and synchronization of the antimatter collimator located in the middle of the interface between CAJ 1 and CAJ 2.

	SHARMA – “Let's hope he's at home…”.

	ALESSIO – “Why? Where else could it possibly be?”

	SHARMA – “Walking around the deserted city, or sticking revolutionary posters on the walls of public buildings, or visiting some new friend of his, or placing some of his bombs in some sensitive building, or…”.

	ALESSIO – “I understand, I understand, let's hope he's at home, try knocking”.

	ARON – “Who the hell is he? Stop where you are bastards, if you don't want to get shot in the face. Ugly sons of bitches, look, I'm not joking, I'll kill you for real, do we understand each other?”

	SHARMA – “Professor, it's me, I'm Sharma, I'm with a friend, and we're not ugly sons of bitches, don't worry, but can we come in now?”

	ARON – “Sharma? May I know what you are doing out and about at this hour?”

	SHARMA – “Why? What do you usually do around the city at two in the morning?”

	ARON – “Touché…”.

	SHARMA – “Can we come in now, please? It's not healthy to stay out here, you never know who might come."

	ARON – “I understood, I understood, I'm not stupid; come in, hurry."

	SHARMA – “Hello Professor, I see you have a new rifle, where did you get it?”

	ARON – “To the usual trusted black market, where else? What are you doing here, may I know?”

	SHARMA – “Yes Professor, thank you, I'm fine, and how are you? Have you got over the flu?

	ARON – “Of course I got over it, all influences if treated properly sooner or later pass away, doesn't it seem that way to you too?”

	SHARMA – “Yes, but tell me, what do you know about this blackout?”

	ARON – “Practically nothing. Hi Alessio, how are you?”

	ALESSIO – “Hello Professor, let's say we try to survive as best we can, you?”

	ARON – “Then let's say the same thing; tell me, wasn't it you up there in the castle with that damned thing who blew out the electricity in the whole city?"

	SHARMA – “No Professor, we were about to carry out the first test on the collimator, when everything went off, and goodnight to the test”.

	ARON – “I understand, have you measured environmental radioactivity?”

	SHARMA – “Environmental radioactivity? No, why would we need to measure environmental radioactivity?”

	ARON – “Because I really fear that one of those fucking mini reactors blew up, hence the impulse that shut down the entire city.”

	SHARMA – “Holy shit, it's true, the Podzamcze mini reactor, so we were right to blame it on an electromagnetic pulse”.

	ARON – “Yes, the Podzamcze mini reactor; fortunately I never trusted that rubbish, so I installed a mini environmental monitoring station right on the roof of my house, let's see what interesting things it has to tell us."

	We went down with Professor Lewandowski to the basement of the small house, and there we found a workstation waiting for us connected to a real mini laboratory for collecting data in real time on the radioactivity present in the surrounding area.

	ARON – “Come, let's download the data of the last four hours”.

	SHARMA – “So?”

	ARON – So you see this peak too, right? In your opinion, what could it possibly be? It was that fucking mini reactor, that's what shut down your particle accelerators."

	SHARMA – “But from this point on the curve has a downward bend, what does this mean?”

	ARON – “It simply means that after the explosion the containment bulkheads were lowered by the automated safety system, but sooner or later they will have to be reopened, and then you will see how much laughter we will all have, including those idiots who thought these mini reactors were safe” .

	SHARMA – “Are we really in deep shit, Professor?”

	ARON – “And yes, we are really in deep shit my dear girl, and if we carry on like this, no one will take away a nice leukemia from us”.

	SHARMA – “And not only a nice leukemia Professor, but we won't even be able to test the portal”.

	ARON – “That damned portal again, may I know why you care so much about it?”

	SHARMA – “How why? But you didn't hear the launches?

	ARON – “What throws?”

	SHARMA – “My God Alessio, but the Professor knows nothing about the Luna project”.

	ALESSIO – “The launches Professor, those directed towards the Moon”.

	ARON – “The launches towards the Moon? And what on earth would they want to launch towards the Moon?”

	SHARMA – “Hydrogen warheads, Professor, they want to deviate their orbit to use the satellite as a solar shield”.

	ARON – “But have they gone crazy? You don't want to make me believe that there are people who agree with such idiocy, do you?”

	SHARMA – “More than one Professor, in reality there are millions of eco-idiots waiting for the launches, haven't you seen what they have done by spreading their rubbish in the air? Even then there were stupid people who agreed with their ideas, they were then, and they still are today, unfortunately."

	ARON – “May God curse the stupid people in every corner of the Earth…”.

	ALESSIO – “But I see that the terrible situation hasn't stopped you from continuing to read these dirty regime newspapers; can you know what is so interesting about the main stream press?”

	ARON – “Did you see that stuff? But with what courage can they write such things? In reality I don't find anything interesting at all, I would rather say a jumble of absolutely ridiculous things, with which to have a laugh every now and then."

	SHARMA – “They write this bullshit with the courage derived from the money they receive to do it, that's where so much lion-heartedness comes from, dear Professor”.

	ARON – “If I were in charge I would put them all against the wall, sold out and stupid; they're just miserable assholes floating on a sea of shit, so I'd solve the problem with a single, definitive burst of machine gun fire."

	ALESSIO – “I imagine that there are many who think like you, but in order to arrive at a definitive solution of this type it is necessary to intervene forcefully, it is not enough to talk about it”.

	ARON – “I know, talking has never solved anything dear girl, that's why we're in this shitty situation”.

	[image: Image]

	ALESSIO – “It's all so damn absurd, I just don't understand how there are idiots capable of believing shit like that.”

	SHARMA – “What do you Italians say? Is the mother of stupid people always pregnant?”

	ALESSIO – “Yes, let's say so”.

	ARON – “Yeah, but what kind of world is this? Men and women who exchange sexual organs with each other like we did as kids with footballers' stickers, but also deviants of every kind, type and race, like those idiots who change the color of their skin to follow fashion, or other idiots who you sell a kidney and a cornea to buy the latest version of a cell phone or a neurally controlled video game console. Fifty-year-old fools who dress like children, and children who dress and act like adults; age gender the experts call them, basically a mélange of bullshit, combined with totally useless, stoned beings, and completely devoid of their own will. And what about the children sent to die in the mines from which minerals for electronics are extracted, or in uranite mines? All crap intended to supply the various reactors and mini reactors scattered almost everywhere on the entire surface of the Earth. On the street you meet people capable of even having petrol injected into their veins if some imbecile on television asked them to, but if you try to make them see reason, then they run away as if they were faced with the devil himself. Are you sick? Try going to any hospital, if you dare. It is now full of doctors as ignorant as the soles of the shoes they use to walk, or totally sold to the system that feeds them annually. At work we find appalling ignorant people placed at the top of companies solely because they are totally manipulable, while in research centers we continually come across imbeciles capable of drawing up thousands of absurd reports, but incapable of recognizing the obvious from the nonsense even just once in their entire life. life. I have personally come across reports whose conclusions were something like – “The faster train arrives before the slower one” – and I'm not kidding. When we are in line at the supermarket we can listen to unattainable pearls of wisdom pronounced by people who are surprised if it is hot in summer and cold in winter, while the hospital aisles are overflowing with poor people with fulminant tumors or heart pathologies of every kind and type, the all because of that shit they let themselves be injected with because they were sure it would protect them from non-existent pandemics. We have clean nuclear energy, a statement so stupid it even contradicts itself; a deadly form of energy passed off as safe not because it is non-toxic, but because it does not produce carbon dioxide. We are inundated with imbeciles willing to believe anything but the truth, but do we know where the fuck we ended up? Have we perhaps fallen into hell without realizing it? Have you seen the last pope? He seems like a character from a cartoon, he is so full of himself that he even started writing a Gospel all about him, after all, who could God ever be to want to impose his law on him,the pope with the half green hat and half rainbow on his head?”

	SHARMA – “No dear Professor, we are not in hell, even if we are close to it. In fact we are on Earth, on dear old Earth, but in the midst of a civilization dominated by the stupidest being that has ever existed, man, a being capable of creating a truly upside-down world out of nothing."

	ALESSIO – “Have you heard the latest idea of the new fluid gender pope?”

	SHARMA – “I'm afraid to listen, dear Alessio”.

	ALESSIO – “From now on during weddings it will no longer be possible to play Felix Mendelssohn's wedding macia, but only the macarena”.

	SHARMA – “The Macarena? And what the hell is that?”

	ALESSIO – “It's an old song by a Spanish musical duo called Los del Río, and it goes more or less…”.

	SHARMA – “Okay, I believe it, it's not necessary for you to start singing too”.

	ALESSIO – “It's a shame, because it's a beautiful song, I heard it while passing by a church where there was a guy who had just married his grandmother”.

	SHARMA – “Who married that idiot? Your grandmother? What the fuck...".

	ARON – “Let's forget it, let's think about serious things now, when should these launches take place?”

	SHARMA – “If there are no further problems, in about six months. First, some charges already present on the surface will be made to shine, while the launches from Earth should take place exactly one month later."

	ARON – “So we're screwed, there's no more time, come?”

	SHARMA – “There's no more time to do what, Professor?”

	ARON – “And what do I know? To do what you other crazy people up in the castle wanted to do.”

	SHARMA – “I don't know what to answer, certainly the number one priority is to get electricity back in the Ogrodzieniec area, this seems more than obvious to me, then maybe we can finally start the test”.

	ARON – “So I was right, we're screwed; if it was truly an extremely powerful IE that created this mess, then the technicians will never be able to bring the situation back to normal in a short time."

	SHARMA – “It means that we will wait…”.

	ARON – “Yes, but there's no time, damn it. We must restore the generators, there is no other solution, but above all call an emergency meeting as soon as possible."

	SHARMA – “But Professor, the generators alone would not be enough to activate the two accelerators, you know this better than me, while as regards the emergency meeting, what do you intend to do? Does he want to call a meeting with the whole group?

	ARON – “Yes, I intend to do exactly that, the entire leadership group of the Ogrodzieniec resistance will have to be present this time, no exceptions.”

	SHARMA – “What exactly does he have in mind?”

	ARON – “I have some ideas floating around in my head, but I have to talk about it with all of you, the situation is decidedly desperate, and it seems that as usual no one here wants to understand it”.

	SHARMA – “Yes, it's really a world that has lost its compass”.

	ARON – “Yes, that's right, an up side down on a planetary scale, but do you want it, do you know what the basis on which all this shit is based is?”

	SHARMA – “Which one, Professor?”

	ARON – “You see, God decided, in his enormous wisdom, that all living beings, including animals and plants, should be loved, respected, and understood, while inanimate objects used to improve the living conditions of each of us. Well, in this world exactly the opposite happens, people, animals, and plants are used, while objects, even the most useless and stupid, are respected and adored as if they were of divine origin. Try asking one of the many idiots you meet on the street to give up, even for just one second, his fucking cell phone; after a few minutes you pick up the same idiot as before, and instead try asking him where his old elderly mother is, or if she fed the dog before leaving the house. Do these two experiments, then come and tell me what you had to listen to."

	ALESSIO – “Unfortunately it's just like that Professor, unfortunately it's just like that. All right, what a reunion it is, and let it be all-encompassing this time. What should we do?”

	ARON – “After all we are like comets, we pass over this wonderful Earth of ours, and then we will resume our journey towards who knows where and who knows what, but as long as our miserable bones trample the surface of this planet, then we have the duty morality of preventing these filthy sons of bitches from devastating what God, with so much effort, wanted to create. Contact all interested parties, and tell them that the situation is absolutely critical; The sooner we meet, the better."

	ALESSIO – “Okay Professor; come Sharma, we have to go.”

	SHARMA – “Should we go? And where? Nothing works anymore, not even the basic cellular network."

	ALESSIO – “No, but we still have our legs, right? We will go and look for them one by one in their homes, there is no other solution."

	SHARMA – “Okay, let's take this night walk through the streets of the city, and hope that no one shoots us in the back. Listen Professor, we will come back to get you when everything is ready, in the meantime you barricade yourself in the house and don't go out for any reason in the world, do we understand each other?"

	ARON – “I'm not stupid, in fact I sent you around the city”.

	ALESSIO – “Thank you Professor, it is always a pleasure to collaborate with you. Come Sharma, let's hurry before the Police start patrolling the streets looking for some jackal to arrest, and then torture him until he dies."

	The meeting was called exactly one month after the Podzamcze nuclear accident, an accident with an initial death toll of four technicians due to the explosion of the forced cooling circuit, eight technicians dead after a week due to excessive exposure to radiation ionizing substances, and about a hundred civilians died within a month due to a particular form of fulminant leukemia which, also thanks to the various life-saving inoculations, gave them no escape.

	We found ourselves on the evening of the thirty-first day in the basement of the castle, the only place not yet affected by the radiation of the entire area; sitting in front of the enormous table in the main room, Professor Lewandowski started the proceedings.

	ARON – “Well gentlemen, I am pleased to see that we are all here, I deduce that not even radiation is able to put an end to your very annoying, for world power that is, desperate lives, so I would say let's start discussing the various problems that grip this poor world without further ado, and in doing so I leave the floor directly to Doctor Serra."

	ALESSIO – “Good evening to all gentlemen, first of all I wanted to thank you for the trust placed in me, since I was chosen as the main speaker of our meeting, an honor that I hope will be a good omen for all of us. I would say that we can start by addressing the first big problem, namely that of mini reactors, their obvious danger, and the necessary alternatives. On the overhead projector you can see the graph of the trend of environmental radiation in the area around Ogrodzieniec over the last two years; there is a first, strong peak, which fortunately resolved within a couple of days, exactly coinciding with the commissioning of the Podzamcze mini reactor, a mini reactor passed off as extremely safe, whose peculiarity is flaunted to the four winds , and obviously accepted pedestrianly by the usual pro-climate idiots, is not so much the non-harmfulness of the plant, but the theoretical absence of carbon dioxide emissions into the atmosphere. Well, this is the real, big problem that we have to face here, the widespread belief that the CO2 emitted by cars, animals, insects, carbonated drinks, rubber dolls and so on, can somehow actually destroy life on the planet Earth. As happened a few years ago with the medical profession at the time of the fake pandemic, in this case too we find ourselves facing the problem of the dissemination of false news. Exactly as then, in fact, it is possible to divide the class of technicians into three sub-classes that are clearly distinct from each other. The first, that of the ignorant and incapable, is represented more than anything else by the young levers duly indoctrinated within the now ridiculous universities that we all know well; These young technicians, not having a real scientific basis behind them, and being totally incapable of thinking with their own heads, cannot do anything but uncritically embrace all the stupid official narratives that are proposed to them. Then there is the second sub-class of technicians, that of the sellouts, represented by all those people who, despite being perfectly aware of the blatant mockery and the terrible danger of the mini reactors, do not feel like going against the official diktat , also thanks to the huge allocations of money given by the so-called planet-saving associations to the various research centers on the climate and nuclear energy. Among these benefactors we must obviously not forget the industries producing the damned mini reactors, as well as the very powerful industrial mineral multinationals. We end this miserable overview with the actual technicians, that is, those few scholars who, having instead realized the gravity of the situation and the absurdity of the data offered to the fundamentally ignorant masses as has never been seen in human history,they decided to stand aside so as not to suffer the fate of the doctors who at the time of the fake pandemic decided to save the lives of their patients, all clearly to the detriment of their professional careers, and in some cases even their own lives. Now the question I ask you is extremely simple in its form, but equally complicated in the answer, do you have any valid proposals to show us?”

	AGATA – “Just two questions before continuing, Doctor Serra, at what point are you with the studies on the interface between the two accelerators, and what should be the real purpose of this research?”

	ALESSIO – “As regards the aim of the research carried out at the double particle accelerator, it involves creating a sort of hybrid metastable atom with physical characteristics halfway between hydrogen and helium, therefore much simpler to treat than to the first, but also much more "energizing" than the second. In essence, dear Doctor Dąbrowski, this new particle could be able to generate an enormous amount of energy, all without requiring superstructures that are very difficult to create, as happens with hydrogen. Regarding the question about the interface, do you mean to ask me if we are already able to use the two particle accelerators in unison?

	AGATA – “Yes Doctor Serra, I mean exactly that, have you managed to test the system?”

	ALESSIO – “As you well know, we have recently had a huge problem, the failure to supply a sufficient amount of energy to carry out the final tests, and this obviously did not allow us to carry out the experiments as we would have liked. We are arranging the emergency generators, but in any case until the main network is restored, I really don't think I will be able to respond positively to your question."

	AGATA – “I understand, it is an extremely complicated and at the same time frustrating situation for all of us that we are experiencing in this period, so consider me at your disposal, I will do anything to reactivate the two particle accelerators”.

	ALESSIO – “Thank you Doctor Dąbrowski, your help will certainly be useful to all of us”.

	AGATA – “When do you plan to resume the experiments?”

	ALESSIO – “If all goes well, I would say in about a month”.

	AGATA – “Okay, in any case I personally believe that first of all it is necessary to evaluate the behavior of the interface, what do you think?”

	ALESSIO – Do you mean to say that we should ignore the problem of mini reactors for the moment?”

	AGATA – “Yes, I would really say that we can't do anything else, I think it is much wiser to move directly to the second question, that of the Moon”.

	NOUR – “I also agree with you Doctor Dąbrowski, among other things I imagine that at the moment it is not even possible to test the automated control system for the stability of the interface, and this not even using the simulator, therefore if we cannot know how will the structure react during systems integration, how can we know the real functionality of the interconnection between CAJ 1 and CAJ 2? Only when the latter becomes one hundred percent operational will we finally be able to draw the necessary conclusions."

	ALESSIO – “In fact I can only agree with you Doctor Hussein, among other things we still don't have the definitive software needed to control the interface, so in fact it would be much wiser to put aside the discussion on mini reactors, to focus on the second problem, do you all agree? Well, I see that we are all traveling on the same wavelength, so I would say let's move on to a problem no less important than the first, namely the one relating to the induced modification to the lunar orbit".

	NOUR – “Have the launches already been carried out?”

	ALESSIO – “No Professor, the launches have not yet been carried out, just as the hydrogen warheads positioned in advance by the automatic probes on the surface of the Moon have not been exploded, but to better understand the extent of this massacre, I leave the floor to who certainly knows more than me, Professor Blazej Kaczmarek, director of the Ostrovik Astronomical Observatory”.

	BLAZEJ – “Thank you Doctor Serra, but in order to fully understand the gravity of the situation a small initial premise is necessary. The warheads that should impact the surface of our satellite will be exactly 253, and will have power ranging from 50 to 200 megatons. The warheads already positioned on the lunar surface, however, have decidedly lower powers; in fact, they range from 20 to 50 megatons, for a total of 120 devices. If you look at the map of the Moon you can identify where the launches should impact the surface, refer to the blue dots, while the red dots indicate the position of the devices on site. The area that will be hit is essentially represented by the Grimaldi crater, the area affected by the on-site detonations by the Riccioli crater. The Grimaldi crater, whose coordinates are 5° 22′ 48″ south and 68° 21′ 36″ west, affects the LQ-18 mesh at 1:2,500,000 scale, and the LAC-74 Grimaldi mesh at 1:1,000 scale ,000. It is a large lunar crater 173.49 kilometers in diameter and 2.7 kilometers deep, located in the southwestern part of the visible face of the Moon, just southwest of the Oceanus Procellarum, and southeast of the Riccioli crater. The internal wall of the crater is extremely degraded and eroded, and this is due to the numerous meteoric impacts that have occurred over the millions of years; despite this, however, there are peaks within it that reach heights of over 2 kilometers. The bottom of the crater forms a flat and relatively smooth surface, has no notable features, and has a particularly low albedo coefficient, so much so that the dark shadow of the bottom contrasts with the lighter contours, making it easy to identify. As regards the Riccioli crater, however, it is possible to detect it at the coordinates 2° 54′ 00″ south and 74° 25′ 12″ west, while the mesh that contains it is the LQ-18 at the 1:2,500,000 scale, and the LAC-73 at 1:1,000,000 scale; its diameter is 156 kilometers. Now, what could be the result of such wickedness? What could such a launch of nuclear warheads lead to? In reality the consequences would be multiple, and all extremely negative. My research team and I monitored the lunar orbit with millimeter precision for over a calendar year, obtaining millions of data points, data that were subsequently fed into an impact simulator specially developed by Bangalore University in India. Unfortunately, what I have to tell you is not at all comforting, and from the expressions on your faces I am sure that only one single question is on your mind; Will the explosions be able to change the orbit of our beloved satellite? Well yes, the explosions will have the desired effect, the Moon will change its orbit, but that's not all, such stupidity will also have a second,terrible effect, an effect most likely neither wanted, let alone hypothesized by this mass of idiots."

	NOUR – “And that would be?”

	BLAZEJ – “The Moon will not only change its orbit around the Earth, but will also increase the speed of its departure”.

	I turned to meet the fearful gaze of Sharma, who shook her head in return, then whispered to no one in particular – “bloody stupid, damned fucking idiots”.

	NOUR – “Correct me if I'm wrong, Professor, but isn't the Moon already moving away from the Earth, and this regardless of the outcome of these launches?”

	BLAZEJ – “That's right, in fact our satellite is moving away from us at a speed of 3.82 centimeters per year, thus slowing down the Earth's rotation speed by approximately 2.3 milliseconds per century, which would have brought our satellite to deprive us of total solar eclipses within about 600 million years."

	NOUR – “Okay, that's without the explosions, but now? Now what the hell will happen to our beloved Luna?”

	BLAZEJ – “It will simply increase its speed of departure”.

	NOUR – “Will it increase? And by how much?”

	BLAZEJ – “So much so that we abandoned ourselves within a couple of years”.

	NOUR – “What^ a couple of years? But it's not possible, this is a real tragedy...".

	BLAZEJ – “You are absolutely right, in fact it is a real tragedy, and for multiple reasons, among other things”.

	NOUR – “Please, can you be more precise, Professor?”

	BLAZEJ – “Of course. To begin with, as the Earth's rotation slows down, the days on Earth will become increasingly longer, but not only that, winters will be much colder, while summers will definitely be much hotter. A further immediately detectable effect will obviously be given by the tides, which due to the lesser gravitational influence of the Moon, will be of a much less important entity. As regards the climate, however, as we all know it is influenced, among other things, by the Milankovitch cycles, which have been imprinted over millions of years within the sedimentary sequences. Unfortunately for us, the delicate Earth - Moon system turns out to be, on a physical level, in every way identical to a skater performing a rotation on the ice, whose rotation speed varies by moving the arms further away or closer to the body. Normally, that is, if no idiot had bothered to invent stupidity about the climate and the need to vary it in an artificial way, in 4.5 billion years, that is, shortly before the death of the Sun, the Earth and the Moon should have reached a a sort of orbital stasis, that is, a situation in which the two bodies should have been in synchronous rotation. The Earth day would have been equal to the rotation period of the Moon, while the latter would have been in a fixed position in the sky seen from Earth. The Earth's day would have lasted more than 1000 hours, but the sun by that point would have already become a red giant, and therefore both the Earth and the Moon would have already been engulfed in the solar furnace. Now, thanks to these sons of bitches, all these considerations no longer have any value, therefore in the future we will have to consider the Moon as totally absent within the Earth - Moon system. Again thanks to the usual sons of bitches, what was initially just a ridiculous idiocy, namely the deadly and non-existent climate change, will soon become a sad reality. In the absence of lunar tides, in fact, the ocean currents, fundamental for the continuation of life in the oceans, will weaken to the point of almost disappearing, while the enormous masses of water will be unable to do anything but stagnate, soon transforming into immense and putrid marshes . Ocean water will be redistributed, while sea levels will rise both around the coasts and around the poles, but it doesn't end there. Thanks to the explosions we will almost certainly have a myriad of fragments of the Moon wandering around space, some of which will be inexorably attracted by Earth's gravity; the smaller ones will burn in contact with the atmosphere, but for the larger ones the fate will be very different, as they will violently impact the surface of our planet".

	NOUR – “And the solar tides? What will happen to solar tides?”

	BLAZEJ – “Unfortunately they will be completely irrelevant, while coastal flooding will become devastating. We must not underestimate the action of the Moon on the continuation of terrestrial life, in this regard you must think that it is precisely thanks to our celestial companion that the Earth has been spared, up to now of course, the multiple misfortunes that befell that poor man Mars. As you well know, Phobos and Deimos, due to their small size, can only produce completely negligible effects on the reference planet. Among the many actions of the Moon there is in fact the stabilization of the Earth's axis, which currently has an inclination of 23.27 degrees compared to the ecliptic3. The variation in the inclination of the Earth's axis is normally equal to approximately two or three degrees every 41,000 years, while the variation in the inclination of the Martian rotation axis detected so far has exceeded 60 degrees in the last million years. This is a crucial point if we want to understand the stupidity of the story of human CO2 being responsible for the destruction of life on Earth, in fact those two or three degrees are able to modify the seasons enough to induce ice ages or to eliminate their effects, and this in beard all that plethora of eco-idiots who have been raging everywhere for too, too long now. Returning to the disappearance of the Moon, we can undoubtedly affirm that in the absence of our beloved satellite we would find ourselves with no longer defined seasons, with almost instantaneous and very violent variations in the climate, but above all with local variations of extreme cold and heat that are absolutely unpredictable. The poles will continuously change their position, while in a period of a few thousand years the Earth could tilt even by 90°, effectively moving the poles to the level of the equator".

	NOUR – “This is all absolutely horrifying.”

	BLAZEJ – “Indeed it is, but it's not over yet. Both animals and plants are extremely sensitive to the moon's rays, while for many life forms these even mark mating cycles. Once the Moon is eliminated, this entire world parallel to ours would find itself without this natural clock, which will therefore have to adapt to a new, terrible normality, the most total darkness at night. It goes without saying that physiological times do not adapt well to the instantaneous changes induced by our stupid race, and therefore the doors of extinction would undoubtedly open for all these living beings."

	NOUR – “In your opinion, Professor, will it be possible to talk about a new mass extinction?”

	BLAZEJ – “Yes, I would say that it is absolutely plausible to hypothesize a new mass extinction.”

	NOUR – “And what about man?”

	BLAZEJ – “As far as humans are concerned, the first evident effect will certainly be the decrease in daylight hours; as you well know, the Moon literally slows down the rotation of our planet, an effect which if eliminated artificially as in this case, will lead to the days being reduced to just ten hours, and this during the periods of grace, periods which we could identify as pseudo summers, while during the pseudo winter season we may not exceed six hours of light per day. Always in defiance of all those imbeciles who consider the appearance of man on Earth as an event that goes beyond all the rules imposed by those who created this system, this situation has already occurred billions of years ago, and this is when the Earth and the Moon were still in the early stages of their formation. The circadian cycles of all living beings would suffer unimaginable traumas, effectively failing to overcome this enormous "jet lag" on a global scale. Our brain would no longer be able to manage the sleep - wake sequence, while diurnal animals would find it practically impossible to adapt to these new conditions. Typically nocturnal beings will initially be hyperactive, after which they will unfortunately have to face a tiredness capable of literally putting them out of action, and this is due to the reduced number of daylight hours to be used for rest. I preferred to leave out the typically human issue linked to the economy that such a situation would entail. Just try to imagine what the energy consumption will be of such a high number of hours of darkness, associated with an obvious decrease in the general temperature; in all honesty I am absolutely unable to quantify it. I would like to hear the new bizarre theses of these climate idiots, once we have to burn the walls of our houses to produce all that electricity. The Earth would find itself immersed under an enormous cap of poisonous gas, that's for sure."

	ALESSIO – “Good, or it would be better to say very bad; Thank you for this enlightening explanation, Professor Kaczmarek."

	BLAZEJ – “I am the one who thanks you Doctor Serra, if the situation were not so dramatic I would have replied that it was a pleasure, but in this case…”.

	ALESSIO – “Yes, in this case there is really little to rejoice about. As far as I'm concerned I have one and only one question to ask you all, what can we do to stop this madness?”

	ARON – “Personally I would leave right now to go and look for those responsible for this crazy idea and then slit their throats, but apart from that I can't think of absolutely any other idea.”

	AGATA – “It's actually an excellent idea, a little difficult to implement, but certainly excellent”.

	BLAZEJ – “I am with you one hundred percent…”.

	ALESSIO – “I see with regret that we are stuck in a rather difficult swamp to overcome; what do you tell me Doctor Matsumoto, you know about energy systems, you will also have some idea of how to overcome such a crisis”.

	AMI – “Actually, not Doctor Serra, apart from cutting the throats of these crazy people”.

	ALESSIO – “Yet there must be a way to stop…”.

	CEZAR – “Excuse me Doctor Serra, can I allow myself to have my say regarding the matter? Ultimately it concerns all of us."

	ALESSIO – “How? Oh yes, of course you can, just talk, we will listen with great pleasure to any good idea, rest assured."

	CEZAR – “Let me introduce myself, my name is Cezar Bagiński, and I can't tell you whether this is a good idea or not, after all I am only a secretary present at this meeting to transcribe the final minutes correctly, but I am the only one who in this moment crosses my mind. Why don't you direct your efforts towards what I believe to be the greatest intuition of the greatest scientist of all time? No offense to anyone present, let's be clear."

	ALESSIO – “There's no problem, believe me, you're not offending anyone, but I'd just like to understand who you're referring to, if possible”.

	CEZAR – “Of course, I am referring to the immense Nikola Tesla, I imagine you know him too”.

	ALESSIO – “Absolutely yes, but I don't understand what…”.

	AGATA – “That Tesla? The one about the hundreds of patents regarding alternating current? Are you really referring to him?”

	CEZAR – “Exactly, I'm referring to him”.

	ALESSIO – “Sorry if I insist, but can you be more precise?”

	CEZAR – “Among Tesla's countless inventions, there is also a car with an electric motor powered directly by energy extracted from the earth's electromagnetic field. Now, if there were the possibility of successfully reproducing such an experiment, couldn't this be the beginning of a revolution on a global scale capable of shaking consciences, inducing billions of people, finally free from the energy yoke of multinationals, to rebel with violence, in order to destroy once and for all this infamous dominion of a few, disgusting chosen ones?”

	ALESSIO – “Of course, it could definitely be the beginning of a real revolution on a planetary scale, but how should we go about extracting energy from the Earth's electromagnetic field?”

	CEZAR – “You have to take care of this, you are the scientists in here, not me”.

	ALESSIO – “And yes, we are the scientists in here, the problem is that…”.

	AMI – “The problem, Mr Bagiński, is that no one has ever managed to replicate such an experiment, not even talking about Tesla's projects, they were all seized by the CIA after his death”.

	CEZAR – “I beg to differ, Doctor Matsumoto, what you say is not entirely accurate”.

	AMI – “How? How is that not entirely accurate?”

	CEZAR – “It is not true that all of Mr. Tesla's papers were seized by the CIA, there are still copies in circulation.”

	AMI – “What? And where the hell...".

	ALESSIO – “Cezar, can I call you by your real name? Forget the titles and formalities, are you really sure of what you are saying? Are you really aware of the existence of documents relating to Tesla's projects?”

	CEZAR – “Yes Alessio, I can confirm to all of you that not only do these documents exist, but that they can also be consulted, even if those who keep them tend not to disclose the news for obvious security reasons”.

	AGATA – “My God, but if what you say is true, then…”.

	ALESSIO – “Then we need to get hold of those documents, and in the shortest time possible”.

	CEZAR – “Then I will be happy to help you, as long as you allow me, of course”.
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	AGATA – “My goodness, how cold it is this morning, let's hope that things get better in Croatia”.

	ALESSIO – “I don't think so, haven't you heard of global warming?”

	AGATA – “But go fuck yourself too Alessio; rather, where the hell has Cezar gone? I don't see him anywhere."

	ALESSIO – “Yeah, where did he go? The flight leaves in an hour, and we still have to check in.”

	AMI – “Rather, can we know where the hell we are headed? Smiljan is a tiny settlement, I really don't think there is an airport."

	ALESSIO – “And in fact he isn't there, we will land in Zara, and from there we will head by car towards Smiljan”.

	AMI – “Are the documents there?”

	ALESSIO – “We should have more clarifications from Cezar during the flight, assuming he manages to arrive on time, of course”.

	AMI – “Here he comes, but how did he get dressed? Where do you think you're going? At a heavy metal concert?”

	CEZAR – “Sorry, sorry, I know, I'm late…”.

	ALESSIO – “Don't worry, we'll get through it easily; come, let's go to the boarding gates."

	AMI – “Tell me Cezar, is there any Metallica concert scheduled in Zadar these days?”

	CEZAR – “Are you talking about clothing?”

	AMI – “Yes, I mean the clothing, but how did you dress? You have more junk on you than an aircraft carrier."

	CEZAR – “I like dressing like this, I usually never do it”.

	AMI – “I can't believe it, Cezar”.

	ALESSIO – “Come on, come, it's our turn”.

	Once we took off, Cezar informed us how we should proceed with the delicate operation of tracing Nikola Tesla's lost documents.

	CEZAR – “So, once we land at Zadar airport, no less than two cars await us, in reality it will be about a hundred kilometres, the real problem is the OTs”.

	ALESSIO – “And what the hell is an OT?”

	CEZAR – “Ophodnja Trenutno, the Current Patrols; these are special police units duly trained to ensure that no one approaches the town of Smiljan without a more than valid reason".

	ALESSIO – “What? And you're telling us now?”

	CEZAR – “You don't have to worry, I know the area well, my grandmother was originally from Smiljan, I spent a lot of summers in that area, when the world was more or less normal, I mean”.

	AGATA – “That is, when men were men, women were women, and in summer it was normal for it to be hot?”

	CEZAR – “Exactly, I was referring precisely to that world, however once we land we will rent a car, and with it we will get as close as possible to the town of Smiljan, but know that the final stretch will have to be covered on foot, hiding in the bush that surrounds him."

	ALESSIO – “Where will we abandon the car? If an OT patrol were to find it, it would certainly take them a moment to realize that it was a rental car.”

	CEZAR – “I know, that's why we'll stop at an old friend of mine, dear Ljubomir Barišić, beer drinking champion, and chef of the best tavern in his town”.

	ALESSIO – “Where is this Ljubomir Barišić?”

	CEZAR – “Ljubomir lives in the town of Brušane, about eleven kilometers from Smiljan”.

	ALESSIO – “Eleven kilometers walking through the bush seems like a risk to me, it will take days”.

	CEZAR – “In fact it is like this, it will take us two days to be precise, but don't worry, Ljubomir will provide us with everything we need”.

	AGATA – “You and this Ljubomir must really be friends, isn't that so?”

	CEZAR – “No, not at all, that son of a bitch fucked my wife, God damn him.”

	AGATA – “What? Did he take your wife away from you? But then...".

	CEZAR – “Don't worry, it's all over now, and besides the situation doesn't allow for distractions, sooner or later I'll have my revenge, sooner or later I'll be able to cut off that bastard's balls once and for all”.

	AGATA – “I don't think I understand, what do you mean by “once and for all”? Maybe you mean that you...".

	CEZAR – “Once we had an argument and I stabbed him, but unfortunately I didn't hit the mark, I imagine he still has both”.

	AGATA – “Holy shit, you're crazy Cezar, Ljubomir will never help us if you tried to kill him”.

	CEZAR – “I didn't try to kill him, I just wanted to rip his balls off, that's all.”

	ALESSIO – “But what are you worried about, Agata? He didn't want to kill him, did he? She just wanted to rip his balls off, I don't see what problem she has with all this. But tell me Cezar, does this supposed friend of yours have children?”

	CEZAR – “No, as far as I know they never had children”.

	AGATA – “Who knows why…”.

	Having landed at Zadar airport we present ourselves at the counter of the state agency “Automobili za Svakoga4” looking for a car large enough to accommodate all of us, including luggage.

	CEZAR – “Good morning miss, we would like to rent a mini van, if it is possible?”

	SECRETARY – “Of course it's possible, how many of you are there?”

	CEZAR – “Just the four of us, plus our luggage obviously”.

	SECRETARY – “Okay, what is your destination?”

	CEZAR – “Why, excuse me, what does it matter?”

	SECRETARY – “He definitely has it, you don't want to enter the exclusion zone, do you?”

	CEZAR – “I don't think I understand, what exclusion zone?”

	SECRETARY – “The one that goes from the town of Brušane to the south, to reach Peruši to the north”.

	CEZAR – “Obviously not, we're not crazy, we want to go to Rijeca, you must know that we are on our honeymoon”.

	SECRETARY – “On your honeymoon? Okay, let's say honeymoon; How long do you want to rent the car?”

	CEZAR – “One week, no more”.

	SECRETARY – “Give your new wives a really nice gift, a handful of days of fun, compared to a whole lifetime of breakups…”.

	CEZAR – “Look miss, but what do you care about what the rest of us do with our wives? You mind your business for your sake, and give us that damned car, if it's not too much trouble."

	SECRETARY – “Exactly…that's 800 euros for Don Giovanni; immediately, and in cash”.

	CEZAR – “What the fuck… okay, okay, here's the 800 euros, and thanks for everything, especially for the good wishes”.

	SECRETARY – “Of course, have fun…”.

	The car is a shabby mini van at least thirty years old, of an obscene brown colour, and with an unusable cassette player inside without even a simple radio receiver.

	CEZAR – “In my opinion, that huge dickhead did it on purpose to give us this shitty car…”.

	AGATA – “Why? He even wished us well, and in any case he was right."

	CEZAR – “What was he right about?”

	AGATA – “About the week of fun in the face of an unclean life in your company, here's what he was right about.”

	CEZAR – “Please don't get involved too Agata, his dirty looks and his tavern jokes were enough for me”.

	ALESSIO – “Where are we going now? You heard too, we can't reach the town of Brušane, it's a closed area."

	CEZAR – “We will stop a couple of kilometers before, there is an old abandoned workshop in those parts, we will abandon the car in the garage, no one will ever find it there, but it will be better to wait until dark before going to visit dear Ljubomir , you never know who we might meet on the street."

	ALESSIO – “Let's start well…”.

	Having arrived near the famous workshop, a workshop whose exact location Cezar no longer even remembered, we are preparing to abandon our precious mini van accompanied by some decidedly suspicious flashes in the distance.

	CEZAR – “Here, no one will notice the presence of our mini van; come, the sun has already set, we are well behind schedule, we need to reach Brušane as soon as possible”.

	ALESSIO – “And what about those flashes in the distance? I really don't think we're having a party."

	CEZAR – “In fact it's not a party, they are illuminating rockets for night research, they are trying to screw someone in the forbidden zone”.

	AGATA – “Just one question Cezar, what happens to someone who gets caught in the forbidden zone?”

	CEZAR – “I imagine he is being tortured, but let's not think about it now, we could ruin the evening, after all we are on our honeymoon, right?”

	AGATA – “What the fuck…”.

	ALESSIO – “He's right, let's not think about it, it would be of absolutely no use anyway; come on my friends, let's go, let's see what other pleasant surprises this fantastic honeymoon will be able to reserve for us”.

	AMI – “You said shitty moon, did I hear you right?”

	ALESSIO – “Shut up and walk Ami, don't get involved too”.

	We arrived near Brušane at first light, just in time to hear the town bell tower chime six o'clock.

	CEZAR – “We arrived just in time for breakfast, come.”

	The house in Ljubomir developed more in length than in height, still remaining more than satisfactory for a couple without children.

	CEZAR – “Come, let's try to go through the back, there should be a service door”.

	The garden of the house was rather neglected, with weeds and dirt scattered everywhere, a clear sign that the owners of the house had definitely lost their desire to take care of their little corner of paradise far from the craziness of the world.

	CEZAR – “The light is on, who knows if…”.

	LJUBOMIR – “Who the fuck is he? Look, if you have bad intentions I'll kill you without even giving you time to scream, you ugly son of a bitch."

	ALESSIO – “Agata, why is everyone calling us sons of bitches lately?”

	AGATA – “I don't know, it's actually quite strange…”.

	CEZAR – “Don't worry Ljubomir, there is no policeman out here; It's me, it's Cezar, open the fucking door and let us in, please."

	LJUBOMIR – “Who? Cezar? But what...".

	CEZAR – “Ljubomir, please, let us into this fucking house, it's not good to stay out here without permission”.

	LJUBOMIR – “What the fuck are you doing here, Cezar? May we know what you want?”

	CEZAR – “Can we come in? See you after the explanations, please."

	LJUBOMIR – “Okay, come in, but if you have bad intentions this time I will kill you for real”.

	The inside of the house looked like an exact photocopy of the outside, dirty and messy beyond belief.

	CEZAR – “Hello Ljubomir, how are you? Haven't seen each other in a while, right?”

	LJUBOMIR – “Yes, many years have passed, and as far as I'm concerned, just as many could have passed, I'm not at all happy having you in my way, if you've always been the bringer of trouble”.

	CEZAR – “So you still have them…”.

	LJUBOMIR – “What do I still have?”

	CEZAR – “The balls…”.

	LJUBOMIR – “You ugly son of…”.

	ALESSIO – “Cezar, please, I don't think this is the best attitude to have at this moment, don't you think so too?”

	CEZAR – “Yes, sorry Ljubomir, forget what I said; rather, how is Mirna?”

	LJUBOMIR – “Cezar died two years ago”.

	CEZAR – “What…what the fuck are you talking about? Is Mirna dead? But…".

	LJUBOMIR – “Yes, that's right, she's dead, one of these new ultra-fast cancers didn't give her a chance.”

	CEZAR – “So she…”.

	LJUBOMIR – “Yes, she was forced to get injected with that shit otherwise she would have lost her job, we couldn't live only on my paltry worker's salary.”

	CEZAR – “Holy shit Ljubomir, I don't…”.

	LJUBOMIR – “Let's forget about it please, I don't want to talk about it, tell me what you have to tell me and then go away, everyone go to hell, I don't want to see anyone anymore”.

	CEZAR – “We need your help, Ljubomir”.

	LJUBOMIR – “What? Do you need my help? And to do what, may we know?”

	CEZAR – “We must reach Smiljan, and we must do it as soon as possible”.

	LJUBOMIR – “Smiljan? But Smiljan is in the forbidden zone, besides you... wait a minute, what the hell are you doing here without a pass? How the fuck did you get to my house without getting caught by the OT patrols?”

	CEZAR – “I knew about the OT Police, but I didn't know about the closed zone, the car rental girl told us when we arrived at the airport. We rented a minivan, we got to the old abandoned workshop, we hid the minivan inside, after which we got here walking in the bush."

	LJUBOMIR – “I understand, but what I don't understand is what you are doing in Smiljan”.

	CEZAR – “We have urgent business to attend to.”

	LJUBOMIR – “What urgent business? Cezar, don't bullshit me like you usually do, if you want me to help you you have to tell me everything."

	AGATA – “Mr Barišić…”.

	LJUBOMIR – “Ljubomir, everyone my name is simply Ljubomir, so you can do it too girl; no sir, please.”

	AGATA – “Okay Ljubomir, my name is Agata Dąbrowski, I am a theoretical physicist, and together with a research team I was working on a particle accelerator capable, perhaps, of opening a new window on the energy future of the planet, a future which would have freed us from the yoke of energy multinationals, but unfortunately as you can imagine it didn't work. We were supposed to start the final tests, when suddenly we ran out of power, so we called a meeting to decide what to do, and that's where Cezar told us about some papers belonging to Tesla saved from the claws of the CIA, and so now... ”.

	LJUBOMIR – “Are you looking for Tesla's papers? Then you want to meet Val Svjetlosti…”.

	CEZAR – “Val Svjetlosti? Who the hell is Val Svjetlosti, Ljubomir?”

	LJUBOMIR – “I don't know who he is, I only know his name and nothing else, he is the current custodian of the writings”.

	CEZAR – “Then you know where Tesla's writings are, don't you?”

	LJUBOMIR – “Absolutely not, I haven't the faintest idea, and as far as I know I really believe that they don't even exist anymore, the OT Police must certainly have seized them, killing the custodians at the same time”.

	CEZAR – “But if the custodians were killed, then what on earth could this Val Svjetlosti guard?”

	LJUBOMIR – “As far as I know, only writings of minor importance, trivial stuff. But exactly, what the hell are you looking for, may I know?”

	CEZAR – “We are looking for the documents of the Taumante Project5”.

	LJUBOMIR – “You are crazy, even if those documents exist you will never be able to get your hands on them, the OT Police have been looking for those documents obsessively for too long, and anyone who has been on their trail has met a bad end . Now I understand the reason for Agata's presence, while who are the rest of you? More mad scientists?”

	ALESSIO – “From a certain point of view yes Ljubomir; my name is Alessio and I am a high energy physicist, while she is Ami Matsumoto, our systems engineer".

	LJUBOMIR – “I know as much as possible, I don't understand anything about these things, at most I can prepare you a mutton stew if you wish”.

	ALESSIO – “Ljubomir, we need your help, we have to get to Smiljan at all costs, can you help us, please? If the situation wasn't so desperate, you can be sure that we would leave here in a hurry, that's for sure."

	LJUBOMIR – “How will you find Val Svjetlosti once you arrive in Smiljan? You don't want to go around the country asking about her, do you?"

	CEZAR – “We will think about this in due course, now do you want to help us or not? If you decide not to do it I will understand, after all I certainly can't blame you after what I did to you."

	LJUBOMIR – “Okay, I will help you reach Smiljan, but please, once you leave this house, never let yourself be seen or heard from again for any reason in the world, have I been clear enough?”

	CEZAR – “Clear as the Sun Ljubomir, clear as the Sun”.

	Ljubomir provided us with food, water, plus some clothes, after which he turned off all the lights except a tiny table lamp, took a map from the drawer of an old table, spread it out on it, and began informing us about the best route that we should have followed in order to reach Smiljan safe and sound.

	LJUBOMIR – “So, right now you are exactly here, in the middle of the charming town of Brušane, while your target is up here, about eleven kilometers away. The fastest and easiest route is certainly that given by the D25, but it is also the most risky for safety; the OT Police patrols are not joking, if they were to catch you without a valid pass they would not hesitate for an instant to torture you until you blurt out the why and how of your presence in that sector, which would automatically put an end to your dream of glory, therefore the The only solution is to cross the thick bush that separates Brušane from Trnovac”.

	ALESSIO – “Is it once we reach Trnovac?”

	LJUBOMIR – “Once you arrive in Trnovac you will follow the course of the Rakovac river until its confluence with the Bužimnica, after which you will continue along the Bogdanica. At a certain point the Bogdanica will make a sharp deviation towards the south-east; at that point you will leave the stream and head on the opposite side, in a north-west direction. Take it, it's an old but reliable compass, once you leave the Bogdanica, always head north-west, you can't be wrong."

	ALESSIO – “How long will it take us to complete the entire journey?”

	LJUBOMIR – “You will always travel at night, that's for sure, so I would say that you could get by in two days. You will be my guests until midnight, then you will continue on your way, and you will never be seen again."

	CEZAR – “Where is Mirna buried?”

	LJUBOMIR – “In the Brušane cemetery, but don't even think about it, the daytime patrols are no less dangerous than those on duty during the night hours”.

	CEZAR – “May they all be cursed…”.

	LJUBOMIR – “Yes, in any case my work ends here; I will present you with a fabulous camping tent from the eighties if you are interested, it certainly cannot be defined as featherweight, but at least you won't sleep in the open. Well, now you'd better rest, a two-day forced march awaits you; I'll go out and buy something to eat, assuming that Marija has managed to recover something from the Medak warehouses."

	CEZAR – “Ljubomir, I wanted to thank you for…”.

	JUBOMIR – “Forget about Cezar, none of us have two wings and a halo on our heads to keep him company; tonight you will leave and we will never see each other again, so let's not make this even more pathetic than it already is, do you agree too?”

	CEZAR – “Yes, I agree, as you want, Ljubomir”.

	When the evening arrived we said goodbye to Ljubomir for the last time, we loaded onto our shoulders the backpacks generously offered by our new Croatian friend, at least for us it is, and we headed on tiptoe towards the bush that borders the town of Brušane, in the hope of be able to reach Smiljan unharmed within two days.

	ALESSIO – “It's going to be quite a slog, mostly due to the tension, we've just left, and my nerves are already on edge, let's just hope that the OT Police decides to go and do their patrols elsewhere”.

	CEZAR – “If Ljubomir showed us this path, then he certainly had his reasons; basically he is a very good person, my ex-wife had left home because I was almost always absent”.

	ALESSIO – “Work?”

	CEZAR – “Yes, thrown left and right translating bestiality, one worse than the other during the meetings of the various congresses called by the fucking economic forum”.

	ALESSIO – “It couldn't have been easy, I'm sure of it”.

	CEZAR – “As Ljubomir rightly said, it's now a thing of the past, so let's focus on what surrounds us, and walk in silence”.

	ALESSIO – “I more than agree; lead the way, Cezar."

	We walked without stopping for hours and hours, then at the first light of dawn we chose a sufficiently hidden area in the middle of the bush, and there we set up the tent, preparing to eat and sleep.

	ALESSIO – “It will be fine here, these pine trees are so thick that they don't even let the sunlight through, no one will see us down here”.

	CEZAR – “Okay, help me with the tent Alessio; Agata, please, can you prepare the sandwiches? I'm so hungry."

	AGATA – “Of course, express sandwiches coming soon”.

	ALESSIO – “What can I say? So far so good...".

	CEZAR – “Yes, so far so good, but we are only halfway there”.

	ALESSIO – “Actually, that's not what worries me…”.

	CEZAR – “And what, then?”

	ALESSIO – “If we manage to get to Smiljan in one piece, how the hell are we going to find this phantom Val Svjetlosti? By the way, what the hell does Val Svjetlosti mean? What is it? A woman's name? Is our mysterious contact perhaps a woman?”

	CEZAR – “Val Svjetlosti means Wave of Light, and don't ask me why it was called that”.

	ALESSIO – “Okay, I'm not asking you, but explain to me how we can track her down. Do you mean to enter Smiljan with a megaphone in your hand and then start shouting her name from the rooftops?

	CEZAR – “No, I would say it wouldn't be a healthy idea, but we have an alternative”.

	ALESSIO – “And what would that be?”

	CEZAR – “We could always ask Dunja”.

	ALESSIO – “And who the hell is Dunja?”

	CEZAR – “Dunja Perković, wonderful woman, and great activist in the fight against the single world economic model”.

	ALESSIO – “Do you know her well?”

	CEZAR – “How do you think I got all that news about the real existence of the Tesla documents?”

	ALESSIO – “Okay, then let's try to reach this famous Dunja Perković without getting caught by the OT, then we'll see what to do”.

	CEZAR – “She is certainly not the famous Val Svjetlosti, but perhaps she can help us find her, in any case I warn you from now on, she will want to come with us”.

	ALESSIO – “What? We don't even talk about it, we can't burden ourselves with other elements every time we look for contact."

	CEZAR – “Listen to me, it would be much wiser to take her with us”.

	ALESSIO – “And why on earth?”

	CEZAR – “Because in addition to being abundantly informed on the issue of Tesla documents, in the past she was also an infiltrator of the resistance within the OT. You will see, it will be very useful to us."

	AMI – “Did this Dunja infiltrate the OT Police on behalf of the Resistance? But is she crazy? You will almost certainly have risked your life countless times with your insane gesture...".

	CEZAR – “Countless times, and even more if we want, but that's what people with principles do, they risk their own to fight what they consider unjust. We are used to listening to pseudo politicians who speak one way before coming to power, only to immediately deny themselves after having placed their filthy ass in the much-needed seat; you in Italy know something about it, right Alessio?”

	ALESSIO – “Us? We are the ones who invented this way of doing things, in living memory I don't remember ever having seen, and I underline never, a government that was worth even just a paltry cent, but only a bunch of useless, sold-out, traitor clowns, and ignorant like few others."

	CEZAR – “Well, dear Dunja fights just that, fights for a world free from all this disgusting scum. Of course, she does it in a totally different way from yours, but ultimately you are each other's photocopy, you simply try to exploit science to reach a common solution, and I mean real science, not the one with the final acca”.

	AGATA – “Come gentlemen, to the table, now we'll eat, and then everyone off to bed, tonight we'll set off again for Smiljan”.


CHAPTER 4 - Ivanka Draženović

	Smiljan - Municipality of Gospić - Croatia

	 

	The first light of dawn arrived quickly, while a dense fog at ground level welcomed us indifferently into the country that had given birth to one of the greatest human minds to have ever existed.

	The desire for a hot meal and a safe shelter made more and more inroads into our minds, which were at least as tired as the rest of our bodies, but unfortunately, as always happens, events would have a new, very bad surprise in store for us.

	ALESSIO – “I don't believe it, look at the sign, that's Smiljan”.

	CEZAR – “Yes, that is indeed Smiljan, but now comes the most complicated part of the whole plan, we will have to get out of the bush and run towards Dunja's house, so stay quiet, don't ask questions, but above all run with all your breath in your lungs."

	ALESSIO – “Why? What's happening? Why should we start running like the damned?”.

	CEZAR – “Because if you paid more attention instead of talking every two minutes, you would have noticed that it's about to arrive… damn, I'm already here, but how fast is that fucking truck going? Stay down, stay down for God, they must not see us under any circumstances."

	We threw ourselves on the ground as if someone had tried to shoot at us, while the silence around us weighed like a leaden pall over our heads; apparently nothing had changed since our arrival in Smiljan, then suddenly a distinct, metallic noise, coming out of nowhere, startled us, so much so that I had to force myself not to shout my fear into the wind.

	A motorized patrol of the OT Police made its appearance on the road adjacent to the bush in which we found ourselves, and then stopped exactly in front of our position.

	CEZAR – “Shit, these bastards decided to stop right here in front; don't say a word, for goodness sake, don't say a word...".

	POLICEMAN 1 – “Sto smo došli raditi u Smiljan?6”

	POLICEMAN 2 – “Ali slušate li kada šef razgovara s nama?7”

	POLICEMAN 1 – “Praktički nikada, zašto?8”

	POLICEMAN 2 – “Jer su osumnjičenici uočeni ovdje9”.

	POLICEMAN 1 – “Sranje. Hajde, idemo pronaći te kurvine sinove10”.

	We waited lying on the ground with our hearts in our mouths for the two to go on their way, then slowly we got up while still remaining inside the bush, to which I asked Cezar – “but what did they say to each other?”

	CEZAR – “Nothing important, but they know of our presence…”.

	ALESSIO – “What? But it's impossible, how the hell did they know that we...".

	CEZAR – “I don't know Alessio, I really don't know, the fact is that they were talking about suspects spotted in the area; In your opinion, who the hell could they possibly be talking about?”

	ALESSIO – “Holy shit, what do we do now?”

	CEZAR – “We are going ahead with the original plan, we are going to look for Dunja, but not now, not now, we will come out into the open when the sun goes down”.

	We waited until late evening before pushing into the town of Smiljan, and while the pangs of hunger began to make themselves felt forcefully, we followed Cezar with the last remaining strength until near a tiny wooden house, all black, and with windows of the doors in a lively aqua green colour.

	CEZAR – “Now stay here good and quiet, I'll just approach, then when I give you the signal by waving my arms in the air, then you too can approach the house, is everything clear?”

	AMI – “Of course everything is clear, it certainly doesn't take a genius to understand, keep quiet until the signal”.

	CEZAR – “Excellent…”.

	I watched Cezar stealthily approach the small house, heading directly towards the back, after which he disappeared from our sight, leaving us to wait for the agreed signal hidden only by a miserable Photinian hedge, which was actually quite poorly maintained.

	AMI – “Let's hope I can also hurry, I don't like staying out here like an idiot at all, if the truck were to return it would be big trouble for us”.

	ALESSIO – “Yes, lately the chances of ending badly are having a sharp increase”.

	AGATA – “Shut up, didn't you hear what Cezar said? Good and quiet."

	ALESSIO – “May the devil take him; and okay, let's do as he said, let's keep quiet and keep quiet, at least for a while, of course”.

	The minutes passed slowly, slowly as I have never experienced in my entire life, time seemed to almost stop, when suddenly Cezar reappeared from the back of the house, who, with a gesture of his hands that I would dare to define as rather theatrical, invited us to follow him.

	We ran like mad in his direction, rushing into the house without even having the decency to ask permission.

	CEZAR – “Exactly, I was just telling the landlady that you would arrive quickly as soon as I called you”.

	ALESSIO – “My lungs are on fire, I have to drink some water, or I won't go far”.

	AGATA – “My God, even my lungs are about to explode into a thousand pieces…”.

	CEZAR – “You won't die, you'll see that you will make it, and while the three of you recompose yourselves by returning to a condition of minimal human decency, I present to you a very dear friend of mine, Ivanka Draženović”.

	ALESSIO – “Who? Ivanka? But weren't we supposed to meet with a certain Dunja?”

	CEZAR – “In fact it is exactly like that, but unfortunately conditions have changed radically, so you will have to settle for Ivanka Draženović, Ivanka Draženović in Perković, to be precise”.

	AGATA – “What? Would you be Dunja's mother?”

	IVANKA – “Yes, exactly, I am Dunja's mother, welcome to my now very poor home”.

	After the ritual presentations we all sat together in the small living room decorated with all kinds of trinkets, from Santa Claus' inevitable reindeer obviously out of season, to some reproductions of the Buddha, sometimes fatter, sometimes in a clear state of malnutrition.

	CEZAR – “Listen Ivanka, we thank you for the tea, for the biscuits, and also for saving us from the prying eyes of the usual OT Police patrol, but now you have to tell us what happened to Dunja”.

	IVANKA – “Why do you want to know so much? Don't you guys also have something to do with the OT Police?”

	CEZAR – “Have you perhaps gone mad? But it's a miracle that we are alive."

	IVANKA – “Maybe, but no one has ever been so interested in Dunja as to risk his own life, apart from the OT Police, of course”.

	CEZAR – “We know that Dunja joined the OT Police a few years ago, and as long as she remained in service she passed sensitive information to the resistance, then from one day to the next she disappeared from circulation, and since then no one has he knew nothing."

	IVANKA – “She must remain like this, one of the many disappeared, for no reason in the world should one know what happened to her, was I clear enough? And what are you interested in? Dunja has been out of the OT Police for years now, so she won't be able to provide you with any information about the search and roundup activities of those sons of bitches."

	CEZAR – “Ivanka, if Dunja is still alive, you can be sure that the OT Police will not give up so easily; they will continue to look for her until they have put their claws on her neck, and at that point a light pressure will be enough, and your daughter will also go and keep company with the many victims of repression, and you know this better than me, don't you?

	IVANKA – “Even if you're not wrong I can't tell you anything dear Cezar, and then do you finally want to tell me what these friends of yours are doing in my house? What did you all come here to do in Smiljan?”

	CEZAR – “As I was telling you before they arrived, the story of climate change is only the tip of the iceberg; these filthy sons of bitches, with the lie of the uncontrolled increase in the Earth's temperatures, in reality only want to find a pretext to actually darken the sun's rays, in order to reduce their action on the surface of the planet. Ivanka, you know too that this is an absolutely wicked plan, and they are willing to do anything to succeed, believe me."

	IVANKA – “Let them do what they want, I don't care about anything anymore”.

	CEZAR – “Why, Ivanka? And don't tell me that you don't even care about Dunya's fate anymore, otherwise you wouldn't defend her like this."

	IVANKA – “Cezar, do you remember that song you always listened to with Dunja? That of that American group of the sixties, what were the names of those four desperate people?”

	CEZAR – “We listened to many Ivanka songs, I don't know which one you are referring to in particular”.

	IVANKA – “You sang it all summer that year, you couldn't stop, you literally drove me crazy”.

	CEZAR – “Now I understand, you're talking to me about the Doors”.

	IVANKA – “Yes, them, doors, what a fucking name for a rock band, don't you think too? In any case, I imagine you can also remember which song I'm referring to, or am I wrong?”

	CEZAR – “No, you're not wrong, I think I understand, but what…”.

	IVANKA – “There is a time to live, a time to lie, a time to laugh, and a time to die11, and this is all Cezar, there is a time for everything in life, then at a certain moment everything ends, and each of us will have to abandon this Earth to go who knows where, God only grant that it won't be a painful passing".

	CEZAR – “And what do you want to tell me with this, Ivanka?”

	IVANKA – “With this, dear Cezar, I want to tell you that I am dying, I don't have much time left to live, weeks according to some doctors, just a couple of months according to others, and since I will never see my Dunja again, my the last act of love towards him will be not to reveal to a living soul where he is, much less what he is doing at the moment”.

	CEZAR – “My God Ivanka, why didn't you tell me right away? What happened to you?”

	IVANKA – “Why didn't I tell you right away? And what purpose would it have served? Can you speak directly to God, Cezar? Can you throw yourself at his feet, begging him not to let me die? No, I don't think so, my dear friend, I really don't think so."

	CEZAR – “Ivanka, I beg you, you must tell me where Dunja is, there are too many important things at stake, most likely life itself on planet Earth, and I don't just mean that of us miserable human beings, but of all the species on earth , sky, and water”.

	IVANKA – “No Cezar, I won't tell you where Dunja is, and with this I want to end the discussion here. If you want, I will host you in my house until nightfall, after which I want you to leave and never show up again, am I clear?"

	CEZAR – “At least allow us to help you…”.

	IVANKA – “No, I know perfectly well why you want to help me Cezar, but this elementary school child trick won't allow you to track Dunja”.

	At that point we saw Ivanka get up from the chair to head into the bedroom; the cancer that was killing her was feeding on her body and all her energies without showing any respect towards her person, so much so that even a banal half-hour chat like this one represented for her a non-existent effort. indifferent.

	We waited for the sun to go down, then we said goodbye to Dunja's mother and wished her good luck, to finally return to our makeshift refuge in the bush about five hundred meters from the town of Smiljan.

	ALESSIO – “Well, we're in really bad shape, now what do we do?”

	AMI – “Yeah, what do we do?”

	CEZAR – “We have no other solution than to wait for Ivanka to die, then we will sneak into her house in search of information on Dunja's exact location.”

	AGATA – “What? You heard too, it could take months, how can we survive for so long amidst this tangle of brambles and felled trees?”

	CEZAR – “I don't know, I really don't know…”.

	We began to spend the days sitting on the ground immersed in total silence, and while the supplies provided to us by Ljubomir were rapidly running out, I tried in every way to distance myself from that unreal situation by imagining a crackling fire and a good hot meal.

	That day too, as always, I ate my portion of biscuits and canned meat, trying not to show my growing intolerance, after which I lay down on the ground so I could observe the stars.

	It's strange how, regardless of the situation, there are things that still manage to separate our attention from our surroundings, and as far as I'm concerned the stars are just one of those things.

	I emptied my mind and focused on the North Star – “You who have guided thousands of navigators in the past, help us find our way, please” – I thought to myself in the throes of growing anguish.

	What would we have done now?

	How would we survive?

	Would we ever be able to find Dunja, and with her Tesla's famous writings?

	No, as far as I was concerned the answer was definitely a firm and categorical no, and although it certainly couldn't make me happy, that was the only thought bouncing around at this moment in my mind, finally emptied of everything.

	“If only I had a spaceship now I would go straight to another planet, but what can I say to another planet, I would go straight to another galaxy” – I thought, starting to laugh.

	AGATA – “What are you doing, Alessio? Be quiet, do you want us to be discovered?"

	ALESSIO – “Sorry Agata, I was thinking about my spaceship”.

	AGATA – “What were you thinking?”

	ALESSIO – “To nothing, to nothing, forget it”.

	AGATA – “I understand, the stars, you are flying again in universes that exist only in your mind”.

	ALESSIO – “And who can say? Maybe there really are other worlds, worlds where a disgusting race like ours has never made its appearance, worlds where things go in the right direction."

	AGATA – “Who knows, you may be right, but this certainly won't be able to help us at the moment”.

	ALESSIO – “No, but how much I would like to be able to return even for just a moment with Professor Navarro to the Roque de los Muchachos Observatory. You know Agata, I have always liked that name, Roque de los Muchachos, it brings to mind the joy of the evenings spent together with the whole team that hosted us during that summer".

	AGATA – “And yes, who knows how our friends in the Canary Islands are doing at the moment?”

	ALESSIO – “I imagine much better than us, that's for sure”.

	AGATA – “Yes, among other things, the director of the Višnjan Observatory was also with us, who knows how he's doing?”

	ALESSIO – “It's true, you're right, he was also with us that year”.

	AGATA – “I know, I just told you”.

	ALESSIO – “I have to make a phone call, Agata”.

	AGATA – “And to whom? Perhaps he has gone completely mad?”

	ALESSIO – “The problem is not who to call, but how”.

	I motioned for Cezar to sneak up next to me so I could tell him my plan, it sure wasn't much of a plan, but given the situation, it was all we had at the moment.

	ALESSIO – “…and that's all. So, what do you think?”

	CEZAR – “Alessio, you really want to know, it's really a shitty plan, but who am I to criticize it? Mine certainly didn't work any better, so...".

	ALESSIO – “Okay, now we just have to understand how to make this blessed phone call”.

	CEZAR – “I think I saw an old telephone in Ivanka's house, we could ask her if she allows us to…”.

	ALESSIO – “Cezar, you know it too, right? All phone calls are intercepted and recorded by the local Police Department."

	CEZAR – “Of course I know, but I also know that there is a latency time on these old telephone lines before telephone calls can be reported to the listening centers, and therefore intercepted. If I'm not mistaken, it seems to me that it's about five minutes per call, so my dear friend, assuming that Ivanka allows us to make this phone call, start studying the part carefully right away, because you'll have very little time. to recite it all properly."

	We watched Cezar immediately head towards Ivanka's house, who knows if she would have agreed to let us make this blessed phone call?

	In my heart I hoped for it with all my might.

	AGATA – “But where the hell is he going? Can we know what you two said to each other, or is it a state secret?”

	ALESSIO – “If Cezar comes back with good news, then I will tell you everything, rest assured.”

	The wait lasted over an hour, an hour in which we lost and regained hope in the success of our mission countless times, and just when even the last hopes were about to give way to absolutely catastrophic futuristic visions, a rustling among the The tall grass alerted us to Cezar's arrival, returning from his mission to Ivanka's house.

	CEZAR – “So gentlemen, now listen to me carefully, Ivanka has agreed to the phone call…”.

	AGATA – “Phone call? Which phone call?”

	ALESSIO – “Agata, please, let him finish…”.

	AGATA – “May God strike you both…”.

	CEZAR – “I was saying that Ivanka agreed to the phone call, but as you can well imagine she is not naive at all. We have a total of half an hour to spend in her house, so let's go, make the phone call, which obviously must not last more than five minutes, after which we will remove the disturbance, and this time forever”.

	ALESSIO – “It's fine with me, now we just need to get the observatory number”.

	CEZAR – “That's what the switchboard is for”.

	ALESSIO – “Yes, but if we contact the switchboard directly within an hour we will have the entire Croatian Police Force around Smiljan intent on looking for us. No, it's not good, we have to study something alternative."

	AGATA - "Perhaps if you also tell us two poor souls what wonderful solutions you have come up with, we could very probably even try to give you a hand, don't you think too?"

	ALESSIO – “Sorry Agata, you're right, we have to contact the observatory in the Canary Islands”.

	AGATA – “And why should we contact the observatory in the Canary Islands? Do you want to go for a trip to the seaside?”

	ALESSIO – “Absolutely not, we must track down the director of the Višnjan Observatory at all costs, he is the only one who can help us at this moment”.

	AGATA – “It's absolutely senseless, but perhaps it could even work, what is certain is that it is a desperate action, there is no doubt about that”.

	ALESSIO – “Why? Are we not more than desperate?”

	AGATA – “Touché. All right, give me a minute, I have to check something, excuse me...".

	AMI – “Where is Agata going, can we know?”

	ALESSIO – “Of course you can know, just ask him”.

	AMI – “What kind of…”.

	CEZAR – “Let's be quiet please, as I was walking away from Ivanka's house I saw the usual OT Police patrol passing in the distance”.

	I saw Agata slip silently into the thicket of the bush; I didn't have the faintest idea what she was planning, but in my heart I hoped that she would manage, I don't know how she did, to pull some sort of solving magic out of her hat.

	We saw her return within a couple of minutes, and finally with a huge smile on her face.

	AGATA – “May God bless paper and all the pencils in this world, but above all all those who have decided not to get rid of them because of these new fucking digital technologies. Look here, my travel diary, and guess what's written on it?”

	ALESSIO – “Do you perhaps have the number of the Canary Islands observatory with you?”

	AGATA – “No, but I have Carmen's number, do you remember her?”

	ALESSIO – “Of course I remember it…”.

	AGATA – “Yeah, you flirted with her for an entire summer…”.

	ALESSIO – “Let's forget about that story, it's too embarrassing, okay? In any case, you are a true force of nature Agata, a super wizard of telecommunications, now we can hope again. Okay, now how should we proceed, Cezar?”

	CEZAR – “So, let's recap for a moment, if I understand correctly we have infinite calls available but only for half an hour, and each of these calls cannot last more than five minutes, is that correct?”

	ALESSIO – “Yes, that's right, continue…”.

	CEZAR – “Well, then let's carefully prepare the time sequence of the phone calls, do you agree?”

	AGATA – “Certainly; the first phone call will necessarily be addressed to Carmen, once we have obtained the number of the Canary Observatory we will contact Professor Navarro, and if we are lucky, then perhaps we can hope to also obtain the telephone number of the Višnjan Observatory”.

	ALESSIO – “And at that point we will have extra security in our hands”.

	AGATA – “Perhaps Alessio, perhaps, it is absolutely not a given that the director of the Canary Islands Observatory will decide to help us, after all we have not seen or heard from him for many years now”.

	CEZAR – “It doesn't matter, this is still the best we can do at the moment. Okay, who's coming with me to make these blessed phone calls?”

	ALESSIO – “You go Agata, I'm afraid I'll get stuck due to agitation”.

	AGATA – “Why? Do you think I'm totally relaxed about the situation?”

	ALESSIO – “I didn't say that, I just said that…”.

	CEZAR – “Okay, then I'll decide, Agata is coming; you two wait for us here, and while you are there also say two prayers, you never know if they will work this time. Are you ready for the challenge, Agata?”

	AGATA – “No, but let's go anyway, let's remove this bad tooth once and for all”.

	CEZAR – “Follow me, and don't make any noise, please”.

	Ami and I remained silent looking into each other's eyes like schoolchildren for at least a couple of minutes, then I couldn't stand the tension any longer and said to her – “Ami, what do you say if we put up the tent? At least we can distract ourselves a bit."

	AMI – “It's fine for me Alessio, but you can't see a thing here, it's pitch dark”.

	ALESSIO – “Very true, but a crescent moon should appear soon, it will certainly help us”.

	AMI – “Okay, then we'll wait for the Moon to arrive, as long as it stays in place I'd say let's make the most of it as much as possible, don't you think so too?”


CEZAR – “Come Agata, we're here…”.

	AGATA – “You knock, you're the one at home”.

	CEZAR – “Ivanka? It's us...".

	IVANKA – “Come in; Did you understand correctly what I told you before, Cezar? Half an hour, only half an hour, not a second more, after which you will disappear from my now short life forever, do we agree?"

	CEZAR – “We agree Ivanka, have I ever disappointed you?”

	IVANKA – “Go fuck yourself, Cezar. Come, the telephone is over there, good luck."

	CEZAR – “You make the calls while I time it, okay?”

	AGATA – “No, but you're fine anyway…”.

	CEZAR – “I will count down the last ten seconds available, but now it's your turn Agata, the phone is all yours”.

	AGATA – “God, please give me the strength I need to carry out such a madness. Okay, let's see, the first number is this, 0 0 3 4 8 2...".

	CARMEN – “Hola…”.

	AGATA – “Hola Carmen, soy Agata, qué tal? Do you remember this truth in the Canary observatory? Excuse me please, my minutes are limited and I'm in serious problems; can you give me the observatory number, do you remember it?12”

	CARMEN – “Agata, what…13”.

	AGATA – “Carmen, please, be alive or dead...14”.

	CARMEN – “My God, this is good, give me a minute…15”.

	AGATA – “Maybe we're there, how far along are we with time?”

	CEZAR – “You still have a good two minutes Agata, so try to stay calm, your hand is shaking as if you had to defuse a thermonuclear bomb”.

	AGATA – “Okay…”.

	CARMEN – “Agata?”

	AGATA – “Dime Carmen…”.

	CARMEN – “The number is 0 0 3 4 2 1 5…, but now let's tell me what…16”

	AGATA – “Now no Carmen, but thanks for everything17”.

	CEZAR – “Very good Agata, we got the number we needed while staying well within five minutes, now contact the Canary Observatory immediately”.

	AGATA – “My God, I'm struggling, I'm sweaty as if I'd run a marathon”.

	CEZAR – “Courage Agata, we don't have much time at our disposal”.

	AGATA – “Okay, okay, but don't rush me; Let's see if anyone answers us, 0 0 3 4 2 1 5...".

	OBSERVATORY – “Hola…”.

	AGATA – “Hola, would you like to talk, please, with the Director?18”

	OBSERVATORY – “Yes, part of this?19”

	AGATA – “Yes, sorry, I am Agata, one of your students20”.

	FELIPE – “Hola…”.

	AGATA – “Professor, I'm Agata, we passed a real meeting in the observatory, are you aware? I feel it but I really don't have time, Alessio and we are in problems and we need the number of the director of the Višnjan observatory21”.

	FELIPE – “Agata? Agata quién? Don't worry about me...22”.

	AGATA – “Professor, if we are not from this number we will probably die; No more, just this number, I'll call you again to give you an explanation... please...23”.

	FELIPE – “Está bien, espera…24”.

	AGATA – “Maybe we're here... time, please”.

	CEZAR – “Less than two minutes, Agata”.

	FELIPE – “Hola? The number is 0 0 3 8 5 7 3 8…25”.

	AGATA – “Gracias; God bless him, Professor26”.

	CEZAR – “You are a marvel Agata, one last effort, and perhaps we will have salvation in our pocket”.

	AGATA – “I can't take it anymore, I feel like I have a cactus in my throat, can I have a glass of water, please?”

	IVANKA – “Of course, give drink to the thirsty,” Jesus said; grab your glass of water girl, and be brave.”

	AGATA – “Thank you Ivanka, you are literally saving our lives”.

	IVANKA – “Yes, but I'm jeopardizing mine, and although I'm very close to leaving this sewer forever, in all honesty I wouldn't want to die after being properly tortured by the OT police, so try to do it in Hurry up, and then get the fuck out."

	CEZAR – “You'll see that everything will be fine, Ivanka. Come on Agata, this is the last phone call...".

	AGATA – “Luckily, I really can't take it anymore.”

	CEZAR – “Pick up the phone, I'll dial the number”.

	AGATA – “No Cezar, now it's your turn, this one certainly won't speak Italian, or even Spanish, but Croatian, so this time I'll dial the number, and you'll do the dirty work, okay?”

	CEZAR – “Agata, if I talk to him I will spend at least half an hour explaining to him the why and wherefore of the thing; believe me, the Director of the observatory will certainly speak in English, you will see that he will understand you perfectly”.

	AGATA – “Damn you Cezar… all right, dial this fucking number, but at least tell me how to ask him if he speaks English in Croatian, and please remember not to enter the prefix 0 0 3 8 5”.

	CEZAR – “Do you have to say govoriš li engleski?”

	AGATA – “Govoriš li engleski? Okay, go ahead...".

	OBSERVATORY – “Tajništvo zvjezdarnice odgovara…27”.

	AGATA – “It's an answering machine, holy shit, we're screwed…”.

	OBSERVATORY – “Halo…”.

	AGATA – “He answered, he answered, govoriš li engleski?”

	OBSERVATORY – “Yes…”.

	AGATA – “Good evening, I would like to speak to the Director, if it is possible”.

	OBSERVATORY – “I am the Director of the observatory, but who are you, may I know?”

	AGATA – “Good evening Director, we met at the Canary Observatory one summer many years ago, do you remember? My name is Agata, I'm Italian, we all had dinner together in that little restaurant on the seafront together with the rest of the team that took care of...".

	DIRECTOR – “Agata, of course I remember, I've been hearing from you for a long time, how are you? You seem quite agitated, why this phone call?

	AGATA – “Professor, unfortunately we are really short of time, but above all we are short of resources, and if you decide not to help us, then who knows where we will end up this time. We are in Smiljan, we are hunted by the OT Police which we fight with all our strength, and we desperately need his help. We only have five minutes for each call, after which I will have to interrupt and call back. Please Director, don't use the phone if the line goes dead, I will call you back immediately, in the meantime you...".

	CEZAR – “Ten, nine, eight, seven, six, five, put down the phone Agata…”.

	AGATA – “Fuck…”.

	CEZAR – “My God, what a struggle. Okay, call back...".

	AGATA – “Never had such an effort, let's hope you believed my story”.

	CEZAR – “He certainly believed us, but you call back immediately”.

	AGATA – “Okay…”.

	DIRECTOR – “Agata?”

	AGATA – “Yes Director, God bless you; listen, as I told you we are really in trouble, can you give us a hand? I will explain everything about you to you in your own time, don't worry, but now as you can see, it's not possible for me."

	DIRECTOR – “You are putting me in serious difficulty Agata, you understand this, right?”

	AGATA – “Of course I understand, but…”.

	DIRECTOR – “You know that if I were to accept I could end up in serious trouble too, right? How can I be sure that you are who you say you are, and not some sort of trap set up by the OT Police?”

	AGATA – “Wait a minute, does Estela remember her? The secretary of the Canary Islands Observatory? Do you remember that you gave each of us a shell-shaped key ring, telling us that it would bring us luck? Do you remember it, Director? Please tell me yes...".

	DIRECTOR – “Yes, I remember that key ring perfectly, it is still my favourite. All right, I want to believe you, but now tell me what I have to do to help you."

	AGATA – “God be praised. Director, you must come here to Smiljan as soon as possible, we will find a way to meet."

	DIRECTOR – “From Višnjan to Smiljan it will be at least 250 kilometres, it will take me all night”.

	AGATA – “It doesn't matter, we will try to resist, but please leave immediately”.

	CEZAR – “Agata, twenty seconds…”.

	AGATA – “Professor, which car will you use for the trip?”

	MANAGER – “A dark red Volkswagen Golf”.

	CEZAR – “Eight, seven, six, five…”.

	AGATA – “We are waiting for you, come and save us, please…”.

	CEZAR – “Agata, throw down that phone…”.

	AGATA – “Done…”.

	CEZAR – “Very good Agata, you were very good, really”.

	IVANKA – “It seems to me that you have finished your private calls, or am I wrong?”

	CEZAR – “No, you're right Ivanka, sorry, let's get rid of the disturbance immediately”.

	IVANKA – “Excellent, if you want to drink another glass of water, go ahead, but then get the fuck out once and for all, am I clear?”

	CEZAR – “Don't worry Ivanka, we understand perfectly, we'll get out of the way just like you say”.

	IVANKA – “What's still wrong, Cezar?”

	CEZAR – “Ivanka, if we don't manage to…”.

	IVANKA – “If you don't succeed in your aim, try calling Tantalus to your aid28, it worked for me, goodbye”.



	



	We waited over an hour before hearing footsteps approaching again; I crouched in the dark of the night trying to make my body stick to the ground as much as possible, almost as if this thing could actually make me even smaller and invisible.

	When I heard Agata's voice calling my heart opened, and even before I got up from the ground I finally managed to breathe a sigh of relief, after which I ran to meet them, happy as a schoolboy on the first day of summer holidays.

	ALESSIO – “So? How did she go?”

	AGATA – “Alessio, believe me, someone up there must really love us”.

	ALESSIO – “So you succeeded, didn't you? Someone will come to help us, won't he?”

	CEZAR – “Yes Alessio, that's right, the Director of the Višnjan Observatory will come to our aid as soon as possible”.

	ALESSIO – “My God, I can't believe it…”.

	AGATA - "If it's just that, I still can't believe it, but now give me something to eat and let me rest, these phone calls have literally torn me to pieces."


CHAPTER 5 - Dusan Katalinić

	Smiljan - Municipality of Gospić - Croatia

	 

	Compared to what was initially hypothesized, it took the Director of the Višnjan Observatory three days to reach Smiljan, all to our enormous disappointment, since further communications between us and our only source of salvation were impossible in any case to be accomplished.

	AGATA – “You'll see, he won't come, after all, who makes him do it? Why would he risk his life to help someone he met by chance years and years ago?”

	ALESSIO – “In my opinion he will come, don't ask me why, but I feel he will come to save us, I would do it in his place”.

	CEZAR – “Me too if it's just for that reason, however I am much less optimistic than you Alessio, so I fully agree with Agata, our dear Director will not show up in Smiljan for any reason in the world, on the other hand if he directs an astronomical observatory He doesn't have to be completely stupid, don't you think so too?”

	ALESSIO – “Of course not, but always keep in mind that…”.

	AMI – “Shut up, everyone, shut up for a moment please, listen…”.

	AGATA – “It will be that fucking OT Police patrol again; come, let's hide in the usual place, as far as I'm concerned we'd be much better off going back to the bush to wait for death to come and take us away."

	ALESSIO – “In the bush? What if the Director were to arrive instead? How could we warn him of our presence?”

	AGATA – “Alessio won't come, you'll see he won't come, not everyone is as stupid as the four of us, never forget this”.

	We hid at our second emergency shelter used as a privileged observation point, as from that position it was possible to keep the small central square of the town of Smiljan under control.

	ALESSIO – “Move please, let me see, this is not the noise of the van belonging to the OT Police”.

	AGATA – “Be rude, and then don't lean out as if we were playing hide and seek, if they see us we're dead.”

	I lay down on the ground calmly, and through the tall grass that surrounded the group of large boulders behind which we had hidden, I saw an old Volkswagen Golf of a very faded red, but which certainly originally it must have been a gorgeous metallic grenade.

	ALESSIO – “Holy shit it's him, it's him, what did I tell you? Men of little faith, he is precisely the Director of the Višnjan Observatory; come, let's go to...".

	CEZAR – “Wait, damned madman, stay here and don't move, let's see what he's up to first, only when we're sufficiently sure that it's not a trap, then we'll reveal ourselves”.

	ALESSIO – “Okay, we'll wait…”.

	I carefully observed the man who got out of the vehicle, he looked scared and frightened, but above all he seemed to be looking for something or someone very important.

	AMI – “What the hell is he doing?”

	ALESSIO – “He's looking around, he seems to be in a hurry to conclude a big deal, a big, rather dirty deal, it seems.”

	AMI – “Are you by any chance looking in this direction?”

	ALESSIO – “In reality he is looking in all directions, in any case he certainly cannot have seen us”.

	AGATA – “What do we do? Soon the OT Police patrol will be here again, and at that point they will have to give explanations. If he is convincing he will simply be removed and we will lose our contact forever, but if he fails to convince them then...".

	ALESSIO – “As far as I'm concerned, I don't think there are many other solutions, so let's take courage and come out into the open, let's see what that man has to say to us”.

	CEZAR – “Is that the car?”

	ALESSIO – “Yes, that's the car, a dark red Volkswagen Golf”.

	CEZAR – “All right, may God help us. Come Alessio, let's go and hear what our new friend has to tell us”.

	Cezar and I slowly emerged from behind the rocks that hid our presence from the stranger, who at our appearance had a jolt of pure terror that made him retreat at least a meter, crashing violently into the still moving car.

	ALESSIO – “Wait, don't be afraid of us, are you the Director of the Višnjan Astronomical Observatory?”

	DUSAN – “Yes, it's me, and who the hell are you?”

	ALESSIO – “My name is Alessio, he is Cezar, and behind those rocks there are Ami and Agata, the girl who contacted her”.

	DUSAN – “My name is Dusan Katalinić, I really risked a lot by coming here, but now let Agata come, I want to know from her what the hell is happening”.

	ALESSIO – “Okay, do you have a pass?”

	DUSAN – “Yes, I have a pass, it's a permit for a month's rest at the seaside”.

	ALESSIO – “Okay, then park the car and turn off the engine, the OT Police could return at any moment. Cezar, please go and call the girls, and tell them that the Director of the observatory is here.”

	I remained all alone in the middle of the road waiting for Dusan to park the car, and for Cezar to return with Ami and Agata - "If the patrol were to pass at this moment, I don't have a nice holiday in the OT police interrogation prisons." it will take away absolutely no one" - I thought to myself, while the panic began to increase dramatically, until it completely took over my thoughts.

	Luckily for me within a couple of minutes I saw them both arrive, and it was at that point that we managed to move towards the bush in search of a place where we could talk, finally away from absolutely unwanted gazes.

	DUSAN – “Is this okay?”

	ALESSIO – “Yes, Director is perfect here, in fact we have nothing better to offer you at the moment”.

	DUSAN – “Okay, but now tell me what the hell is happening, okay?”

	AGATA – “First of all I want to thank you for listening to me, as you can well imagine you are truly our last hope of survival. As for what is happening, however, I can tell you that the free energy project conceived by Tesla many years ago has something to do with all of this, a project that you are most likely already familiar with."

	DUSAN – “Nikola Tesla's free energy project? Would you like me to believe that you have come here with the hope that someone can enlighten you about an idea that has been dead and buried for over half a century? But it's simply madness, pure madness, let me tell you."

	AGATA – “It is true that the project dates back more than fifty years ago, as it is also true that the original papers of this project were seized by the CIA upon Tesla's death, but what not many people know is that they actually exist copies of these plans, and that these copies are kept by a mysterious person called Val Svjetlosti. Director, we are not here for those papers, but because in Smiljan there is the only person who could put us in contact with this elusive Val".

	DUSAN – “Okay, but then what do I have to do with all this? Are we in Smiljan, yes or not? Why don't you simply contact this person and ask him where this blessed Val Svjetlosti is hidden?”

	AGATA – “Because we have already done it, and it seems he has no intention of collaborating”.

	DUSAN – “But then if he hasn't collaborated with you, I really don't see why he should do it with me”.

	AGATA – “And in fact we have no expectation that you succeed where we have failed, dear Director”.

	DUSAN – “Excuse me, but now I really can't understand anything anymore. Precisely, what should I do?”

	AGATA - "To start with, you should help us survive for at least a month, after which, if you want, you can participate in the search for the cards, as you well know, an extra hand is always useful."

	DUSAN – “This is impossible, in exactly one month I have to return to Višnjan at all costs, I can't run around all over Croatia as I want and like, you know that too”.

	AGATA – “It is absolutely not our intention to upset your life dear Director, but we desperately need someone to help us get by here in Smiljan for at least a month, do you feel like giving us a hand?”

	DUSAN – “And how?”

	AGATA – “We need someone to buy food and water for us; we are penniless Director, and if you don't help us, we won't even be able to return to our homes. Please give us a hand, this thing is much, much more important than you can even imagine at this moment."

	DUSAN – “Where are you coming from?”

	AGATA – “We were working on the double particle accelerator in Ogrodzieniec, that's where we come from”.

	DUSAN – “I heard about it, but why do you call it double accelerator?”

	AGATA – “Because there are actually two accelerators, CAJ I and CAJ II”.

	DUSAN – “And what is the use of two accelerators next to each other, may we know?”

	AGATA – “Not two accelerators next to each other, but two accelerators capable of intersecting each other, Director”.

	DUSAN – “Do you mean that the two machines can physically communicate with each other?”

	AGATA – “Exactly, the intent was to generate a new particle with characteristics halfway between hydrogen and helium, a new particle capable of freeing the world from the energetic yoke of the imperialist elite that has been raging for too long now time".

	DUSAN – “Now I'm starting to understand…”.

	AGATA – “Director, our planet is falling into a bottomless abyss, some of us are clinging to the hope of being able to bring things back on at least acceptable tracks with tooth and nail, so if you think so too like us, then please give us a hand, allow us to carry forward what we believe in."

	DUSAN – “I cannot hide my indignation in the face of what is happening in the world, I cannot pretend nothing has happened when I hear perfect idiots say that everything will be fine, and that things will work out for the best, I cannot and do not I want to, and this is because only a total idiot could believe such a thing, and it is precisely for these reasons that I will help you, but I would like at least a word of hope from you, do you really think you can do it?”

	AGATA – “Yes director, if we manage to get our hands on those documents, then we will succeed, then we will seriously succeed in eradicating this fucking Zionist, Masonic and Satanist dome, and finally we will be able to give the world a new hope”.

	DUSAN – “Okay, tell me what to do”.

	AGATA – “We need money Director, we have to try to resist for at least a month hidden inside this bush”.

	DUSAN – “Okay, I will get you what you need, but please satisfy my curiosity, you told me that you contacted someone who could help you track down this Val Svjetlosti, is that correct?”

	AGATA – “Yes Director, that's correct”.

	DUSAN – “Well, but you also told me that after having contacted this person you were unable to conclude anything, so what I would like to know is what would be the point of an extra month?”

	AGATA – “To allow us to rummage through your things, Director”.

	DUSAN – “And how?”

	AGATA – “Our contact's days are numbered, one of the new cancers caused by forced inoculations is killing her at an impressive speed; we would simply like to be able to take a look at her papers before anyone notices her passing, and contacts the state funeral services”.

	DUSAN – “What? Do you want to sneak into his house after he dies? Are you crazy? If he were to know they would put you against the wall without too many compliments."

	AGATA – “We know, but we have no other choice; dance or die dear Director, dance or die, there is nothing else that can be done at this point”.

	At that point we separated, the Director headed towards Gospi where he took lodging in an out-of-the-way inn, while we returned to our camp inside the bush, waiting for our guardian angel to return with enough food and money to allow us to resist for a month in those conditions.

	ALESSIO – “Do you think he'll come back?”

	AGATA – “I can't know Alessio, in any case at this point he only has two options, return or go to the police and report us all”.

	ALESSIO – “Yes, it is precisely this second option that scares me to death”.

	AGATA - "Now let's rest, he said he will show up tomorrow once he has recovered the money and purchased the food."

	CEZAR – “One month, one more month in these miserable conditions, it seems incredible to me”.

	ALESSIO – “Always better than state prisons…”.

	The next day, around ten in the morning, we saw our dear friend Dusan emerge through the tangled tangle of brambles and branches that hid our presence from the outside world, hot and bleeding, and with two enormous bags full of canned food for all tastes.

	DUSAN – “Damn, you could have found a more comfortable place, right?”

	AGATA – “At least here no one can see us; come here Director, I'll fix all those scratches he has on his hands."

	DUSAN – “There are more thorns in this bush than in the whole jungle of Vietnam, all that's missing are the Vietcong with their AK 47s, and then we're all pretty settled.”

	AGATA – “Did you have any problems getting back here?”

	DUSAN – “I was stopped by an OT Police patrol, but fortunately the load was safe in the trunk; they asked me what I was doing here, and I told them that I didn't feel well, and that therefore I decided to stop for a couple of days in Gospi before continuing the road towards the sea. I can't stay with you for long, so take a look at what I brought you, and tell me if you need anything else, once I leave I won't be able to come back to help you."

	AGATA – “Do what you can, then we will have to manage the resources, but for the love of God be careful, there is nothing to joke about with the OT Police”.

	DUSAN – “Yeah, anyway in the car there are other bags with food, while in this bag there is money, it's all I could take out, tomorrow I'll bring you more, I hope it will be enough for you”.

	AGATA – “It will be enough for us Director, it will necessarily have to be enough for us”.

	In the following two days the Director of the Višnjan Observatory shuttled several times between Gospi and Smiljan loaded with bags full of food as if he were Santa Claus during the distribution of gifts to children from all over the world, then on the fourth day he said goodbye to us, and as he left he wished us good luck one last time.

	DUSAN – “Let me know how it went, but please be careful, I wouldn't want to hear news like – “Dangerous subversives arrested and shot in the village of Smiljan” on the radio – do we understand each other?”

	ALESSIO – “Yes, if we understand each other dear Director, you will see that nothing will happen to us, it is certainly not our intention to end up like rats in the hold of a sinking ship, that's for sure”.

	DUSAN – “Well, then I wish you good luck, may God help you”.

	AGATA – “Thank you again for everything you have done for us Director, without you we would have had no hope of making it, and please enjoy your holiday, okay?”

	DUSAN – “I will, I definitely will. Goodbye guys, and good luck again."

	We watched the Director walk away from Smiljan, remaining prudently hidden at the edge of the road, after which we returned to the center of the woods to put down on paper a strategy aimed at controlling the progress of the situation inside Ivanka's house.

	CEZAR – “So, I'm sorry to say it, but at this point we just have to wait for Ivanka's passing”.

	AGATA – “After all, that's exactly why we made all this mess, don't you think so too?”

	CEZAR – “Indeed, so how do you intend to proceed?”

	ALESSIO – “The thing is quite simple, we have to be able to understand if she is still alive or not by hiding somewhere”.

	CEZAR – “Okay, but how? We can't go knocking on her door every day asking – “Ivanka? Are you still alive? Yes? Sin…".

	ALESSIO – “Of course not, that's why it's important that, in shifts, we check whether there are movements or not inside the kitchen, that is the only window that can be easily observed from behind the rocks adjacent to the house”.

	CEZAR – “Okay, so I'll start, then every evening one of us will approach the house and try to understand if there is movement inside or not, do you agree?”

	AGATA – “I'd say we don't have much other choice, right?”

	CEZAR – “Right Agata, more than right, I'd say”.

	That same evening Cezar went to make sure that everything was in order, and that poor Ivanka was still alive.

	ALESSIO – “So? How did she go?”

	CEZAR – “From one point of view, well, Ivanka is still alive, from the other…”.

	AGATA – “Can we just report whether she is alive or not, please? I feel like shit enough sitting here waiting for that poor thing to kick the bucket, and that's without having to explain our theories about whether the wait should be prolonged."

	On the evening of the twenty-third day my observation turn came, so after having had dinner and wearing the only completely black dress at our disposal, I headed towards Ivanka's house, having as my only thought the discovery of Tesla's papers .

	ALESSIO – “We really hope it's worth it, imagine if once we get our hands on those blessed documents, we realize that no one is able to decipher them, or that no one is able to practically create that damned device”.

	I hid behind the usual rocks, even though that evening fortunately the OT Police patrol didn't show up - "Let's hope it doesn't pass just as I'm returning to the base" - I thought to myself, after which I took the binoculars and started to observe the inside of the house.

	ALESSIO – “Let's see what the situation is like; in fact Agata is right, you feel like shit staying here with the hope in your heart that it will die as soon as possible, in any case hope or not, I don't see a leaf moving inside that house. Okay, all I have to do is wait, the observation shift lasts two hours, and therefore for the next two hours I will know what to do with my existence."

	The minutes passed with exasperating slowness, then after an hour and fifty minutes spent observing an apparently uninhabited house, I decided to get further closer, and if necessary also to make direct contact with the person concerned.

	ALESSIO – “My God, what a situation, let's hope that none of the neighbors decide to do the same thing, to take a look at Ivanka's house to see if everything is okay”.

	Having reached a few meters from the house, I put the binoculars back in their case, looked around, and seeing that everything was silent as hoped, I decided to take a look directly inside the house.

	I headed for the back door, a door that, according to what Cezar said, Ivanka used to keep open throughout the day, only to close it again late at night just before going to bed.

	The door turned out to be actually open, so much so that I didn't even have to turn the handle, but a light push was enough to make it rotate on the old, semi-rusted hinges.

	ALESSIO – “Slowly, I have to be slow; I'd better leave the door open, if Ivanka is still up I might have to leave in a hurry."

	I headed towards the small living room where Ivanka used to spend her evenings in front of the television, and in fact it was right there that I found her with her ever-present glass of herbal tea still in her hands, and her head thrown back; a grimace of pain on her face made me understand that the passing away had been as quick as it was painful.

	ALESSIO – “Rest in peace Ivanka, but now from up there try to give us a hand, help us find this famous Val Svjetlosti”.

	I immediately returned to the bush, where I informed my adventure companions that our poor friend had died.

	AMI – “So, how did it go? It took you longer than usual, did you happen to find more than one OT Police patrol on the road?

	ALESSIO – “No, no OT Police patrol; she is dead, Ivanka is no longer here… ”.

	CEZAR – “May God welcome his soul…”.

	AGATA – “Poor thing, what an unworthy end she has met with. What do we do now?”

	CEZAR – “Yes, do what we planned to do from the beginning, let's go and look for information before anyone notices his death”.

	We waited until it really got dark, then the four of us headed towards Ivanka's house.

	CEZAR – “Once inside we have to turn off the lights, everyone must think that she is still alive, and that she went to sleep as usual”.

	AGATA – “And how do we rummage through his things without a miserable little light to guide us?”

	CEZAR – “We will wait until one o'clock, at that time the Moon should rise, it will be the one to light us during our search”.

	AMI – “The Moon? But it won't be enough, we won't be able to see anything anyway."

	CEZAR – “We will do this, we will pile up everything that seems important to us at the entrance, after which we will load the backpacks, and we will take everything to the camp, and only when we are safe will we start to sift through his papers, what do you think? ?”

	AGATA – “What if we were to lose the very information we are looking for due to the darkness?”

	CEZAR – “We could not see that even if we were standing under a street lamp; Come on, let's grab our backpacks and go, this is going to be a long night."

	We followed Cezar's plan from A to Z, stacked kilos and kilos of documents in front of the back door of the house, and after four hours of intense searching, we were finally ready to return to our base camp inside the bush .

	CEZAR – “Damn, I didn't think paper was so heavy.”

	ALESSIO – “In fact, a single sheet of paper weighs nothing, but all this stuff together does.”

	AMI – “But what did Ivanka do during the day, can we know? Did you collect newspaper clippings?

	CEZAR – “His whole life is here, we hope there is also something useful for our cause”.

	Ivanka's documents had been cataloged to perfection directly by the owner, which indicated a meticulous and orderly approach to life in general.

	AGATA – “He must have been a person who cared a lot about order, there isn't a thing out of place”.

	CEZAR – “Yes, Ivanka was a very tidy person, only in the last part of her life must she have let herself go”.

	AGATA – “I believe it, with what they did to her by injecting that shit into her.”

	ALESSIO – “There's everything here, it will take months and months to find our way around”.

	CEZAR – “We don't have all this time, Alessio”.

	ALESSIO – “Okay, but there's a mountain of information here, how are we going to sift through it carefully without taking forever?”

	CEZAR – “Listen, this information was certainly vital for Ivanka, after all it was her daughter, so I would say let's focus first on her private life. Leave aside the newspaper clippings that talk about forced inoculations, war, the economy, and so on, and focus your attention on photographs, columns, and things of the sort."

	AGATA – “Cezar is right, if the information is contained within these papers, then it must necessarily be inside one of these green binders with the wording “IVANKA” clearly printed in marker on the side”.

	ALESSIO – “Okay, one folder each, and please pay maximum attention to detail, okay?”

	We spent the next few days going through every single photo and every single piece of writing Ivanka left us; meanwhile the neighbors, after finding the body, promptly alerted the state services responsible for managing the burial of all those people who did not have a family.

	CEZAR – “It just seems like no one noticed anything.”

	AGATA – “Let's hope it's really like this, otherwise we'll soon have other problems to think about.”

	ALESSIO – “I don't think Ivanka often received visitors, so I don't think anyone had a precise idea of how her house was set up inside”.

	CEZAR – “Yes, let's hope it's as you say Alessio, otherwise we'll have to agree with Agata”.

	A week had passed since the discovery of Ivanka's body, none of us had yet managed to track down any useful information about Dunja's location, then suddenly a whisper from Ami startled us – “My God, maybe I found something…” .

	ALESSIO – “What did you find, Ami?”

	AMI – “Look here, look at this photo…”.

	CEZAR – “It's her, it's Dunja with some friends, it seems to have been taken during some birthday party”.

	AGATA – “Yes, but where? What is written in red on the back of the photo? It looks like it was drawn with lipstick."

	CEZAR – “No, a marker was used, it says “MAMA VOLIM TE”, which means mother I love you”.

	AGATA – “Yes, but there is no indication of where it was taken”.

	AMI – “It's not true, the photo was taken in Chacharramendi”.

	AGATA – “What? In Chacharramendi? And where the hell is there a place with a name like that?”

	AMI – “I don't know what to tell you, but behind the girls there is a road sign with Chacharramendi written on it”.

	CEZAR – “Alessio, try to see if the navigator has something to tell us about this Chacharramendi; remember not to activate the position search, please, those things are now connected to all the police on the planet".

	ALESSIO – “Let's see what it's about, did you say Chacharramendi?”

	AMI – “Yes, we said exactly that, Chacharramendi”.

	ALESSIO – “Here he is, Chacharramendi…”.

	CEZAR – “Is there really a place called Chacharramendi?”

	ALESSIO – “It exists, and unfortunately it's not exactly within reach”.

	CEZAR – “Why? Where the hell is this Chacharramendi?”

	ALESSIO – “In the middle of the Argentine Pampa”.

	AGATA – “In Argentina? So is Dunja in Argentina right now? And how the hell do we get there? All my documents were confiscated, I no longer even have my supermarket points card, let alone my passport."

	ALESSIO – “The same goes for me”.

	AMI – “Ditto…”.

	CEZAR – “Yet somehow we have to get to Argentina…”.

	AGATA – “What if he isn't there anymore? Also, can you explain to me how the fuck we track down Dunja in the middle of nowhere?”

	CEZAR – “Only one thing is certain, this is the only lead we have, and therefore it is also the only one we can follow. Now let's sleep, from tomorrow we will have to try to reach the Croatian coast, and from there the Argentine one".

	AGATA – “And how? With a rowboat? With a U-boat like the Nazi leaders did at the end of the Second World War?”

	ALESSIO – “Yes, but they had some extra help from above”.

	AMI – “Cezar, how can we succeed in such an undertaking?”

	CEZAR – “Have you ever heard of illegal immigrants?”

	That same night we abandoned the refuge in the bush near the village of Smiljan, and then headed directly towards the port city of Zadar.

	In front of us there were another hundred kilometers to cover entirely on foot, and with the objective impossibility of asking anyone for help for any reason.

	Loading my backpack on my shoulders, I said a prayer to God, so that he would once again turn his gaze on those who dared, for the umpteenth time, to challenge tyranny with the sole force of their madness and their will.


CHAPTER 6 - Montevideo

	Uruguay

	 

	The epic journey that took four desperate people from Smiljan to Zadar lasted exactly two weeks, marching only during the night hours, and stopping only to sleep and eat.

	On the morning of the eighth day, all the beauty of a port city like Zara, founded in the 9th century BC by the Liburnians, appeared before our eyes, and later became one of the most important cities of the Republic of Venice, of which it was part from year one thousand until its fall which occurred exactly in 1797.

	CEZAR – “Here it is, the city of Zadar, a true pearl on the Adriatic Sea”.

	ALESSIO – “Luckily, I couldn't stand walking anymore”.

	AGATA – “Okay, we've arrived in Zara, and now what the hell do we do?”

	CEZAR – “First we look for a place to sleep, the port will be fine, and tomorrow morning we will also look for embarkation for South America as servants of the servants of the last sailors”.

	AGATA – “It couldn't have gone better than this, it has always been the dream of my life to wash floors, toilets, and peel tons of potatoes”.

	CEZAR – “We will have to be satisfied, that's for sure, but now let's go and see if there is an inn willing to give us a room without asking too many questions”.

	We headed towards the port, a port which we actually reached in the early hours of dawn, but not before having made a brief stop to refresh ourselves in view of a long day of wandering between the various departing ships.

	ALESSIO – “I feel like I'm living inside a movie, now what the hell do we do?”

	CEZAR – “Now, my dear friend, let's look for a ride before someone decides to ask us some particularly uncomfortable questions”.

	We headed briskly towards pier number one, where a cargo vessel flying the South African flag, but with a strangely unusual name, Hermosa, was about to be loaded.

	CEZAR – “A cargo called Hermosa certainly cannot head towards South Africa; come, let's go and hear what they have to tell us”.

	It was Cezar who came forward, greeting the sailor in charge of operations and land militarily, and then immediately asking him if they were looking for personnel for the crossing.

	SAILOR – “Yes, in fact we will sail to South America, you understood it from the name of the ship, didn't you? Go and ask the company office, they will certainly know what to tell you.”

	CEZAR – “Thanks friend, we'll go straight away. Come, let's go and ask the company offices if they need our poor bones on board the Hermosa”.

	The company offices were located immediately next to boarding pier number one, so much so that all we had to do was cross the dock and open a glass door with the words "HERMOSA SHIP - BUSCAMOS PERSONAL".

	CEZAR – “It seems like a good start to me; come, let's go in...".

	We entered the small office where a very young, but also very pretty girl welcomed us with a bright smile, asking us bluntly – "I saw you near the ship, were you talking to Ramon, are you looking for work perhaps?"

	CEZAR – “Actually yes, we are looking for a passage to South America”.

	GIRL – “Where, exactly?”

	CEZAR – “Argentina”.

	GIRL – You're lucky, the ship has to transport all those containers to the port of Montevideo in Uruguay, from there to Argentina it's just a moment."

	CEZAR – “I would say that it is the right opportunity for us, what should we do to take up service?”

	GIRL – “First I would need your documents, including your passport, obviously”.

	CEZAR – “Really we…”.

	GIRL – “Don't tell me you don't have your documents with you, right? In this case I really can't...".

	At that precise moment we heard the front door open behind us and then hastily close again, while a male voice asked us – “Excuse me, but I really think the five of us should have a chat, if you don't mind”.

	ALESSIO – “My God no, please…”.

	UNKNOWN – “And yes, now sit there like good guys and tell me what you are doing at the port of Zadar, and why you want to escape from Croatia in such a hurry to reach Argentina”.

	We sat on some worn and rickety chairs, and it was only when we turned around that we recognized that voice as the sailor we had spoken to a few minutes earlier.

	CEZAR – “You're not from the police, right?”

	RAMON – “No, don't worry, I'm not from the police, my name is Ramon and I've been working for this company for many years, and now that we've made the usual introductions, you four will explain to me what this means”.

	After those words we saw Ramon take a crumpled piece of paper out of his trouser pocket, and at that point we understood.

	ALESSIO – “Holy shit…”.

	AGATA – “I don't believe it, but how is it possible?”

	RAMON – “You have to tell me how all this is possible, but here I read in big letters – “DANGEROUS - WANTED BY THE POLICE OT” – now do you want to tell me what the fuck is happening?”

	CEZAR – “Okay damn, we have to go to Argentina to make contact with a person who could make a difference for the future of the entire planet, and I'm not joking at all; as far as the Police poster is concerned, however, I really can't explain how they managed to get into your hands".

	RAMON – “I don't know how to explain it either, in fact I was hoping you would do it”.

	AGATA – “Can I ask you a question, Ramon?”

	RAMON – “Of course”.

	AGATA – “What do you think of the current situation? I mean, what do you think about the total control over the lives of each of us, and the fact that individual freedoms, including the ability to decide whether to be killed by an injection or not, have been completely abrogated?”

	RAMON – “I think I would like to be able to kill them with my own hands, that's what I think”.

	AGATA – “Then we think the same thing, dear Ramon. We are a group that is part of the resistance, we worked in a private research center located in Poland, in an attempt to find the system to produce electricity at very low cost to be distributed to those who needed it most, but unfortunately...".

	RAMON – “But unfortunately you didn't succeed, right?”

	AGATA – “Yes, something like that”.

	RAMON – “And now you want to go to South America to try your luck? It's a little late my friends, things are getting pretty bad over there too, do you know that?”

	AGATA – “We don't know, but we can easily imagine it; help us Ramon, we don't want to cause you any trouble, we just want to be able to reach Argentina".

	RAMON – “And in your opinion, taking on board four wanted men by the OT Police is not a sufficient reason to generate problems, as you call them girl?”

	AGATA – “My name is Agata, and yes, I must admit, it is more than enough reason to feel at least uncomfortable”.

	RAMON – “Uncomfortable?”

	AGATA – “Look Ramon, if you really don't want to help us at least let us go, and if the OT Police come by to ask you questions, then simply say that you haven't seen us, and we will never bother you again”.

	RAMON – “Well gentlemen, it seems that you have put me in front of an absolutely difficult choice, and that is having to decide in a matter of minutes what to do with your lives. To believe or not to believe your absurd story, this is my current dilemma. Should I take you on board and risk finding myself faced with four OT Policemen in plain clothes, or let you go on your way? What would you advise me to do?”

	AGATA – “In fact, in a nutshell, it's exactly like this; personally I would pretend nothing had happened and allow the four to get on the ship, however...".

	RAMON – “You understand that it's not an easy choice, right?”

	AGATA – “True, in any case if we were plainclothes agents you would already be in up to your neck in trouble my friend, what you said about controlling people is not nice at all”.

	RAMON – “Yes, in fact it isn't at all; and okay, I will help you reach Montevideo, but from now on you four will do exactly what I tell you, and without commenting on my orders, am I clear?”

	AGATA – “Clearer than that…”.

	ALESSIO – “Thank you Ramon, God bless you”.

	RAMON – “No, God save us all, I would say. Now come with me, I'll hide you in the engine room, usually the OT Police officers don't like to investigate in the dirt."

	We wore the blue overalls typical of engine maintenance workers, and more generally of all the ship's services, after which we followed Ramon to the engine room, and there we hid inside a sort of dark and smelly closet, with the floor covered in heavy oil and solvents.

	AGATA – “We hope to leave quickly, you can't breathe in here”.

	ALESSIO – “That's why Ramon gave us these masks, so as not to fill our lungs with this shit.”

	AGATA – “Can you imagine if during the fake pandemic they had ordered you to wear one of these?”

	ALESSIO – “There would still have been a few million idiots willing to do it, that's all.”

	AGATA – “Yeah, that's all…”.

	Despite what Agata optimistically hoped, it took the whole day to complete the loading operations, so much so that when the ship left the port of Zadar, the clock inside the Captain's private cabin showed twenty-two o'clock.

	CAPTAIN – “Well, we've finally left, at least from now on we won't have the OT police breathing down our necks anymore, but now I have to decide what to do with you four”.

	ALESSIO – “Anything, but don't send us back into that closet, please”.

	CAPTAIN – “It's not good in the engine room, is it? Okay, I won't send you over there anymore, but you will remain in the kitchen for the entire crossing, you will leave your workplace only to go to eat and sleep, and under no circumstances, I repeat under no circumstances, must you ever go outside the ship, all we need is for some fucking spy satellite to detect you, or for some fucking drone to fly over us even just by mistake."

	AGATA – “You'll see, you won't have any trouble from us, I promise you, Captain”.

	CAPTAIN – “I would like to see…”.

	ALESSIO – “Sorry Captain, in your opinion, how did the OT Police issue that arrest order against us?”

	CAPTAIN – "It's difficult to say, almost certainly someone saw you doing your dirty business in Smiljan, and thought it best to let the OT Police know too."

	ALESSIO – “What sons of bitches…”.

	CAPTAIN – “Welcome to the fantastic world of tomorrow, where a real tomorrow exists only for a disgusting bunch of filthy sons of bitches”.

	AGATA – “How long will it take us to get to Montevideo?”

	CAPTAIN – “If all goes well, about a week, why? You still haven't told me where you're going."

	ALESSIO – “In Argentina, Captain”.

	CAPTAIN – “Argentina is great…”.

	ALESSIO – “In the Argentine Pampas, to be precise”.

	CAPTAIN – “You like open spaces, don't you? That's why you hate the closet in the engine room so much, in any case the Pampa is wonderful, if it were to happen, then seriously consider the possibility of stopping forever."

	ALESSIO – “We will do it Captain, believe me, we will do it, but first we must try to fix things in this sick world”.

	CAPTAIN – “Yes, Ramon told me some things about the free current, or something like that; are you sure it will work? I mean, will you be able to...".

	AGATA – “We will try Captain, and we certainly won't give up so easily”.

	CAPTAIN – “I'd say that's enough for the moment, you can go, Ramon will escort you to the kitchens where you will take service. Have you understood well what you can and cannot do?”

	AMI – “Certainly Commander, work, sleep and eat yes, but going outside the ship absolutely no”.

	CAPTAIN – “Excellent, now go, this evening we will have dinner together in my cabin, I am very interested in the story of free energy for all”.

	In the evening the Captain himself came to interrupt our shift in the kitchen, inviting us to go up to the mess hall to dine at his table.

	CAPTAIN – “I imagine you already know the menu, roast fish with vegetables”.

	AGATA – “Yes, we know it, I peeled an infinite amount of potatoes and courgettes all afternoon”.

	CAPTAIN – “Life on ships is completely different from life on land; here there is more solidarity between crew members, and except for a few isolated cases, people like to take care of each other."

	AGATA – “Unlike what usually happens, right?”

	CAPTAIN – “Unfortunately it's exactly like this, those in charge have an interest in maintaining this social status based on individualism and the most unbridled competition; What did the ancient Latins say? Divide and conquer?”

	AGATA – “Yes, that's exactly what we said Captain, never has a word been more relevant than this”.

	CAPTAIN – “Yes, in any case at this moment you are on a ship and not on dry land, so don't worry, no one will harm a single hair of your hair”.

	AGATA – “You don't know how much it comforts me to hear you say that”.

	CAPTAIN – “Rather, what can you tell me about this free energy project of yours?”

	AGATA – “In reality it is not our project, it is an intuition of Nikola Tesla, an intuition as brilliant as it is important, an intuition capable of forever changing the balance on the face of the Earth”.

	CAPTAIN – “So in your opinion it is possible to produce low-cost energy to be distributed free, or almost free, to all the peoples of the Earth, did I understand correctly?”

	AGATA – “Not cheap energy Captain, free energy, energy that costs nothing for everyone, and without anyone being able to do anything to stop you from becoming energetically independent”.

	CAPTAIN – “But how is this possible?”

	ALESSIO – “You see Captain, in reality we are immersed inside a gigantic electromagnetic generator, a generator so powerful that it is able to electrify anything without breaking down by a single millimetre”.

	CAPTAIN – “And what would this powerful generator be? Personally, I've never heard of it."

	ALESSIO – “Yes, you've heard of it, Captain, it's about Earth, dear old Earth”.

	CAPTAIN – “The Earth? Do you mean our planet? This Earth?”

	ALESSIO – “Exactly, this very Earth. Think about it, right now you are using satellite navigation, but in the past what guided sailors who ventured out to sea?”

	CAPTAIN – “It's obvious, the compass”.

	ALESSIO – “Perfect, and what allows the compass to correctly indicate the north in any position it is in, apart from the poles?”

	CAPTAIN – “The magnetic field of the planet”.

	ALESSIO – “Excellent. Now he must know that there is no magnetic field without an associated electric field, and vice versa; this peculiarity is called electromagnetism, so if magnetism guides sailors at sea, the electric field is able to generate enough current to make even an electric motor work."

	CAPTAIN – “Do you mean that without petrol, diesel, coal, or anything else it would be possible to generate enough power to move this ship? Without a single drop of fuel?”

	ALESSIO – “In theory, that's exactly how it works”.

	CAPTAIN – “Why in theory? So you're not sure about this, or am I wrong?”

	ALESSIO – “We need to find documents, documents drawn up at the time by Nikola Tesla himself, documents that could explain to us how to create the circuit capable of capturing this current, transferring it to another circuit capable of transforming and managing it, and with it driving finally any electric motor without even having to insert a plug into the wall".

	CAPTAIN – “It would be something truly incredible…”.

	ALESSIO – “This is why the CIA took care to make everything disappear from the hotel room where Tesla lived for years and years”.

	CAPTAIN – “But if the CIA has made everything disappear, how will you recover these phantom documents? And then why in Argentina?”

	ALESSIO – “Because in Argentina lives, hopefully, a person who could lead us to the only existing copy of those documents, the only copy that was saved from the censorship of the single power that is taking, despite us, control of the entire planet."

	CAPTAIN – “As you can well imagine, everyone on this ship is against the policies implemented by what you call a single power, a power that we poor sailors call much more simply a den of filthy sons of bitches. These words of yours open the hearts of those who, like us, have been fighting for years to survive; a difficult life, full of sacrifices, and most of the time lived in extreme poverty, not to mention the total absence of personal satisfaction. After mass inoculations began, we decided that we would never submit to similar abuses again, and this is precisely why I made the difficult decision to take you to Montevideo. If there is even a single chance that we can overthrow this fucking system, then rest assured that we will always be on your side. If what you told me is true, then most likely there really is a hope of freedom for the whole world, so don't give up, we all ask you only this, don't give up, and make those disgusting bastards pay for it with interest."

	ALESSIO – “Rest assured that we will make him Captain; whoever holds the cash consequently also holds the power, and exercises it with his arms industries, pharmaceutical industries, and so on from rubbish to rubbish, but there exists, unfortunately for them, something even more important than money, and that is 'energy. Let us never forget that whoever controls energy is able to control everything, because everything passes through energy, even their fucking computers with which they control our lives and our money”.

	CAPTAIN – “And then they must die, they must die together with their disgusting servants, people like us, who sold their souls to the devil for money”.

	ALESSIO – “I cannot guarantee you complete success Captain, you understand that. Real?

	CAPTAIN – “Of course I understand…”.

	ALESSIO – “However, I swear to you on my very life that if we ever free the planet from energy dictatorship, then one of these days you and I will toast and dance together on their filthy corpses”.

	CAPTAIN – “And you, my dear friend, rest assured that on that day we will all be with you to shake your hand, and to toast the elimination of all this shit”.

	We spent the rest of the evening talking about this and that, then at a certain time the Captain and the sailors who were not on duty took leave of us and wished us goodnight.

	CAPTAIN – “Rest well, tonight the sea is a table, it will be a pleasure to be lulled by the sound of the water breaking on the hull of the ship”.

	ALESSIO – “Goodnight to all of you gentlemen, and thank you, thank you again for giving us this opportunity”.

	CAPTAIN – “It will be a real pleasure to see them hanging from the gallows, that's for sure.”

	The rest of the crossing followed the usual script, with our group busy with cooking operations, and the rest of the crew increasingly interested in our very particular mission.

	CAPTAIN – “Look, the city of Montevideo, we have arrived, in an hour we will dock at the pier, and you will finally be able to get off”.

	ALESSIO – “What will we do about the documents?”

	CAPTAIN – “Don't worry, we'll take care of everything, we know a lot of people in the area”.

	ALESSIO – “I don't know how to thank you Captain, seriously, you were a real angel from heaven for us”.

	CAPTAIN – “Yes, you know how to thank me instead, do what you came to do, and put an end to this fucking massacre”.

	ALESSIO – “We will make him Captain, if there is even just one possibility, then we will see that we will succeed”.

	CAPTAIN – “We will always be with you, us and other billions of people like us. Now go get ready, Ramon will tell you how to disembark without problems. Good luck my dear friends, and may God help you."

	ALESSIO – “Thank you Captain, thank you from the bottom of my heart, God's help is exactly what we need right now”.

	Exactly three hours after our arrival at the port of Montevideo, we found ourselves sitting at a diner located right in front of the Centro de Salud del Cerro.

	CEZAR – “I still can't believe it, we managed to get to Montevideo”.

	ALESSIO – “We will never thank the Captain of the Hermosa enough, him and all his fantastic crew”.

	CEZAR – “Yes, but now we have to find a way to get to Chacharramendi, who knows how many kilometers await us?”

	ALESSIO – “I've already looked…”.

	CEZAR – “So? How many are there?”

	ALESSIO – It's more than a thousand kilometres”.

	CEZAR – “It's a lot to do on foot, don't you think?”

	ALESSIO – “I would say yes, but Ramon gave me this address; it's a friend of his, he said that he will get us a car without asking us too many questions”.

	CEZAR – “Where is this umpteenth lifeline?”

	ALESSIO – “Not far from here, it's on Strada Cruz de la Sierra”.

	CEZAR – “Good, now let's eat something, we'll think about the car later”.

	Having finished our fried cakes, we headed without further ado towards the workshop of Ramon's friend, a certain Santos Ortiz, who, again according to Ramon, would have solved all our locomotion problems on South American soil.

	ALESSIO – “Here, this is exactly the workshop”.

	AGATA – “The coche loco, let's start well…”.

	ALESSIO – “Let's just hope that the owner is much less loco than the coche…”.

	Once we entered the restaurant we were assailed by a sort of suspended silence mixed with burnt oil, while not even a shadow of the owner.

	CEZAR – “But is there anyone in here? What is this other one doing? Leave the workshop unattended?”

	SANTOS – “Buenos días, the workshop is not unattended, I was drinking a shot of tequila, what do you need?”

	AGATA – “Tequila? At this time?”

	SANTOS – “It's always tequila time, sweet little girl29”.

	AGATA – “I've already understood the hint, it's better if we let it go straight away”.

	ALESSIO – “No, wait Agata, we need it. Listen, Ramon, the sailor, sent us, we need a car."

	SANTOS – “When Ramon sends someone to me, usually this someone is always in a damn hurry to leave, or rather, to escape; rather, where are you from?”

	ALESSIO – “And in fact it's exactly like this, we have to reach Chacharramendi in Argentina, and we have to do it as soon as possible, in any case I'm Italian, while…”.

	SANTOS – “Okay, okay, basically I don't care about your private life, I just wanted to have a chat, you should know that I almost never see anyone during the day. Let me get this straight, I'll basically never see my car again, right?”

	ALESSIO – “There are serious possibilities that it will end just as you said, I certainly can't deny it”.

	SANTOS – “Well, follow me, do you have one hundred American dollars with you?”

	ALESSIO – “We have some euros…”.

	SANTOS – “That shit will be fine too, don't worry, money all sucks”.

	We followed Santos to the back, if you can call it that, of the workshop, and there waiting for us on display we found what remained of an old, or rather, what can I say, very old 1954 Chevrolet Special 150.

	ALESSIO – “That one?”

	SANTOS – “Yes, that one, because what's wrong with her?”

	ALESSIO – “I really don't know where to start listing the misfortunes of that car, but how many kilometers does that thing have?”

	SANTOS – “That thing, as you called it my boy, has 400,000 miles on it30, at least this is what the odometer now broken for years reports, and it has nothing to envy of your Italian Ferraris, let's be clear."

	ALESSIO – “I have my doubts about this, dear sir, however, can you assure us that this wreck will be able to take us safely to Chacharramendi?”

	SANTOS – “Of course, if the engine doesn't break, it's obvious that it will take you to your destination.”

	AGATA – “The reasoning is flawless…”.

	SANTOS – “So? Is the car okay for you?"

	AMI – “What car? I don't see any stains around here, only debris."

	SANTOS – “You are Japanese, right? I understood it immediately."

	AMI – “Given the features of my face it seems more than obvious to me, Mr. astute observer”.

	SANTOS – “It's obvious that you can't appreciate this car model, if you are really Japanese, then you will certainly be used to those strange cars, what do you call them? Honda?”

	AMI – “Yes, some of them are actually called Honda, and they certainly have nothing to do with this deal”.

	ALESSIO – “Okay, okay, that's enough, we'll take it, when can we leave?”

	SANTOS – “What questions, you can leave immediately”.

	ALESSIO – “Okay, here's your one hundred euros, are there at least a few drops of petrol in the tank?”

	SANTOS – “I don't have the slightest idea, the indicator hasn't worked for years now, just like the odometer”.

	ALESSIO – “Perfect…”.

	CEZAR – “Okay Santos, we'll take care of filling her up, for the moment we thank you, I don't know what, but we thank you anyway”.

	AGATA – “Come on gentlemen, we have to leave, I have already looked at the route, we will take Route 1 heading west, and we will abandon it in favor of 205 once we enter Argentine territory”.

	SANTOS – “Yes, but to enter Argentina you need to cross the border…”.

	ALESSIO – “In fact I was just about to ask you Agata, how do we do with the documents?”

	SANTOS – “Let's say that I take you all the way to Argentina together with my son Nuñez for another fifty euros, while you stay hidden inside the trunk, I don't think there are other systems. You can consider it a favor included in the price if you want, a favor I do for Ramon."

	ALESSIO – “Fifty euros more is not a favor included in the price…”.

	AGATA – “The extra fifty euros is fine, but let's try to hurry, I want to get to Argentina as soon as possible”.

	We crossed the border between the two states thanks to the General Artigas Bridge, inaugurated by the then Argentine president Isabel Perón, on December 10, 1975.

	SANTOS – “Well my friends, my task ends here, from now on you will have to fend for yourself, I can only wish you good luck, do you think you can do it?”

	ALESSIO – “We have no other choice, it seems to me”.

	SANTOS – “In fact you don't have it, it was only for…”.

	ALESSIO – “I know, it was just to say a few words, we understand. Thanks for the favor Santos, and good luck to you too."

	SANTOS – “Thank you friends, may God protect you31”.

	ALESSIO – “Well, now where do we have to go?”

	AGATA – “Go along the 205, I'll tell you when it's time to turn”.

	ALESSIO – “Okay, let's leave, Chacharramendi awaits us with open arms”.


CHAPTER 7 - Chacharramendi

	Department of Utracán - Province of La Pampa - Argentina

	 

	Unfortunately, the first turn at the wheel of our fabulous new custom-built car fell to me; uncomfortable seats because they were broken, clutch hard because they were broken, and most likely also shock absorbers and some other trifles, also broken.

	I drove without thinking of anything as if suspended in a sort of non-existence induced by the absurdity of the moment, and while the others still forced themselves to exchange a few words from time to time, I closed myself in an obstinate silence from which, in all honesty, I would have even done without going out.

	I drove and drove in this sort of trance for about 700 kilometers without ever asking for a change from the driver, which was in fact impossible since my traveling companions had fallen into a deep sleep, a sleep almost certainly full of nightmares and horrors of every kind. type.

	We crossed a lunar landscape where the only forms of life, viruses and bacteria aside, were completely absent.

	I drove observing the road that automatically unrolled under the wheels of the car, I drove with the sunlight in my eyes, imagining the convective movements of the masses of boiling plasma that rose from the center of the star to the surface, all this heating the planets and the living beings who relied on it to continue to exist.

	When the Sun gave way to the Moon I continued to imagine the complex laws of celestial mechanics in action; the stars, motionless above our heads, observed that unreal scene with total detachment.

	In the distance I saw a silhouette cross the road and then disappear into the darkness of the night – “It was certainly Amaltea32What are you doing around here?” – I thought, laughing in silence.

	A completely straight road that leads to nowhere, that's where we found ourselves, perhaps we couldn't even consider ourselves real living beings, perhaps we were just part of a colossal staging in which none of us had ever really wanted to participate.

	In the middle of nowhere, where the 65 crosses the 85, and more precisely near Guaminí, this long straight road heading towards a precipice perhaps only apparently imaginary, was interrupted by a fence capable of delimiting a rather large area, at inside which the silhouettes of a multitude of shacks were outlined, too close to each other to be simply called a village.

	I stopped the car a few meters from the barbed wire, and while my friends slowly regained consciousness, I got out of the car approaching this strange, apparently abandoned complex.

	AMI – “What the hell is happening? Where are we? Why did we stop?”

	AGATA – “My God, I fell asleep like a stone, I only remember dreaming, dreams of death, then nothing more. Alessio, can we know where we ended up?”

	ALESSIO – “I don't know Agata, I really don't know…”.

	CEZAR – “Alessio, how long did you drive? Why didn't you wake me up? I would have relieved you."

	ALESSIO – “It doesn't matter, I was following Amaltea”.

	CEZAR – “Who were you following? Amalthea? And who the hell is Amalthea? But are you feeling well, my friend?”

	ALESSIO – “Me? Yes, of course, of course I feel good, I've never felt so good in my entire existence."

	CEZAR – “What is this thing? What is a fence like that doing in the middle of the road?”

	ALESSIO – “It will be a passage towards Paradise…”.

	CEZAR – “You're tired Alessio, too tired I dare say; come, get in the car and lie down in my seat, from now on I will drive.”

	ALESSIO – “I'm not tired, I'm just…dispersed…”.

	CEZAR – “Jokes aside, where the hell are we? What is this place? Why am I starting to feel strange too? It's as if my whole body were vibrating at a frequency that was too high to be perceived by the ear, but which nevertheless...".

	AGATA – “The sky, do you see the sky too?”

	CEZAR – “Of course I see the sky, but it's not blue as usual, it's…”.

	AGATA – “No, it's not blue, it's orange, like a squeezed orange juice, a huge, immense squeezed orange juice”.

	CEZAR – “No, you're wrong Agata, the sky is not orange like orange juice, the sky is green, it's green like the water of certain high mountain lakes, but how is something like this possible?”

	ALESSIO – “How is it possible? It is possible simply because we have reached the end."

	AGATA – “In the end? At the end of what, Alessio? But what are you saying?”

	ALESSIO – “Yes, right at the end, there has to be an end, right? If there is a beginning, then there will also be an end, right?”

	AGATA – “Yes, an end, perhaps it's just as you say, we have reached the end…”.

	CEZAR – “I feel a warmth invade me, do you feel it too?”

	AMI – “What do you think? I think we should get out of here, do you hear me?”

	ALESSIO – “No Ami, it's good here, this is the place we've been looking for for a long time. Sit down and rest Ami, our journey ends here, right in this place with the green sky."

	AGATA – “Orange, the sky is orange…”.

	AMI – “But have you all gone crazy? What the fuck are you talking about? Wait a minute, wait a minute...".

	AGATA – “Look, there is someone inside those houses…”.

	ALESSIO – “It's true, there is someone, someone who is waiting for us”.

	CEZAR – “Let's go to them, look for the entrance and enter”.

	AGATA – “Yes, let's go in…”.

	AMI – “Earplugs, I didn't take off the earplugs I had put in so I could sleep, that's why I don't hear the frequency they're hearing right now”.

	ALESSIO – “Look, they're calling us, they're friends, everyone here is friends…”.

	AGATA – “Tell them we are coming, tell them not to abandon us; tell him Alessio, please tell him. My God, but everything here is so strange and beautiful...".

	AMI – “What the fuck are they saying? Wait a minute, but that's a child over there, what is he holding in his hands?”

	ALESSIO – “Don't abandon us, wait for us…”.

	AMI – “But it's a severed arm, holy shit, that child has the severed arm of another person in his hands.”

	ALESSIO – “Come, let's go, we were told to come in”.

	AMI – “STOP, stop, where the fuck are you going?”

	When pronouncing the sentence, Ami picked up a large branch from the ground that had come from who knows where, after which he dashed past us, to finally position himself exactly between us and that sort of prison camp that had literally sprung up out of nowhere.

	AMI – “You're not going anywhere at all, is that clear enough? I don't know what's going on in this fucking place, but this is definitely not normal. There is no one in there waiting for you, those you see are people driven mad by what is also pushing you three to follow them, but rest assured that I will stop you."

	ALESSIO – “Ami, please move, we have to go…”.

	AGATA – “Yes Ami, don't force us to hurt you, let us in…”.

	AMI – “Okay, we'll see who goes where, and then they say that martial arts are useless…”.

	Everything happened in an instant, I was the first to throw myself at Ami, but she managed to dodge the attack by responding promptly, and sending me flying with a precise kick landed exactly on my right knee, and then hitting me with all her forces on the head with the newly picked up stick.

	The two remaining standing at that point froze in their positions, unable to decide what to do, then Agata also tried to enter the camp, but luckily for her she was no more successful than me.

	At that point Cezar looked around calling for help from the people who were observing the whole scene from inside the camp - "Come and get me, take me with you, I don't want to stay out here anymore" - at which point Ami took advantage of the opportunity , reducing even the third pretender to oblivion to impotence.

	AMI – “Fucking bastards, feel how much these three weigh. My compliments Agata, you are a real fake skinny, a really successful fake skinny. I better hurry, I have to get away from this place as soon as possible, those beings in there are approaching the fence too casually for my tastes. Wait a minute, what the fuck is going on? They are all gathering outside those filthy shacks...".

	Ami loaded her three friends with all her energy, after which she jumped into the car, started the engine, put it in gear, and made the old Chevrolet leap forward, at the same time avoiding one of the large poles that supported the external fence .

	AMI – “What the fuck are they doing, what the fuck are those sons of bitches doing?”

	While the car picked up speed, going around the mysterious field to resume its route along Route 33, Ami had time to observe a group of children kicking an old man lying on the ground to death, who didn't even attempt to defend himself.

	When she arrived in front of the main gate she noticed the presence of a boy of about fourteen years old, who suddenly emerged from the guard sentry box, evidently abandoned for some time, and then literally threw himself in front of the moving car.

	At that point she was forced to press on the brake with all her strength, so much so that the car stopped no more than two meters from that strange being, who approached the window, and with an almost demonic grin stabbed her with a dagger his own neck, cleanly severing his jugular vein.

	Ami pressed on the accelerator again, and while desperation tried in every way to take possession of her, the prison camp soon finally disappeared from the rear-view mirror of the car.

	The fearless girl decided at that point that it wasn't at all wise to stop and check if there were actually any problems, but instead decided to continue driving exactly as Alessio had done before her.

	After about an hour the three slowly began to regain consciousness, and it was only then that Ami pulled the car over, opened the door, and then knelt down on the side of the road to vomit.

	ALESSIO – “What's happening? What the fuck happened, can we know? What are you doing, Ami? Why are you vomiting?”

	AGATA – “My God, my head, my poor head, I really believe that within a second it will explode into a thousand pieces. But where have we ended up?”

	CEZAR – “Yes, where have we ended up? Damn it, we have to help Ami, she's not well at all...".

	ALESSIO – “The last thing I remember are the stars…”.

	CEZAR – “Ami, how are you? Please tell us something, please."

	AMI – “I'm fine, don't worry, I'm fine, how are you? How do you feel?”

	CEZAR – “Dazed, I'm dazed like never before, and also very hungry, then I don't know what else to tell you about it”.

	ALESSIO – “What happened, Ami?”

	AMI – “I'll tell you about it this evening when we stop for the night, but now let's get out of here, I don't want to stay a single second longer in this absurd situation”.

	ALESSIO – “Yes, but then at least tell us…”.

	AMI – “I said we have to leave, do we understand each other? Now get in the car and...".

	CEZAR – “Okay, but I'll drive”.

	AMI – “Don't even talk about it, I'll continue to drive”.

	CEZAR – “I'm fine Ami, really, let me drive at least for a few hours, you look like someone who needs a lot of rest”.

	AMI – “But look at that…”.

	Ami exchanged places with Cezar, who continued his journey along the 60 towards Chacharramendi.

	CEZAR – “How long until the goal?”

	ALESSIO – “According to what is reported by the GPS, approximately 250 kilometres”.

	CEZAR – “Well, then there won't be much left”.

	AMI – “Do you really not remember anything of everything that happened?”

	ALESSIO – “Why? What should we remember?”.

	AMI – “Nothing, absolutely nothing, we'll talk about it once we get to Chacharramendi”.

	As the first stars appeared, we saw the lights of the town of Chacharramendi appear in the distance; almost as if it were an oasis in the middle of the desert, we all exploded in a liberating cry.

	ALESSIO – “Here it is, here it is, it's Chacharramendi, we've finally arrived”.

	AGATA – “My God, what a dream, I couldn't stand it anymore, this is most likely the strangest and most indecipherable journey I've ever had to face in my entire life”.

	AMI – “Who do you tell…”.

	CEZAR – “Okay, what do you say if we immediately look for a place to refresh ourselves and where we can spend the night?”

	ALESSIO – “I'd say it's a really good idea”.

	AGATA – “Yes Cezar, I want to gorge myself like a turkey, and then sink into a lethargic sleep for the next two weeks.”

	We found refuge in a modest hotel on Strada Domingo Faustino Sarmiento; it was a hotel that was at least fifty years old, but overall clean, and also had a small restaurant inside for the exclusive use of customers who intended to spend the night there.

	AGATA – “I'd say it went really well, bed and full plate in one go”.

	ALESSIO – “Yeah, but we have to hope that our luck doesn't stop here…”.

	CEZAR – “Come on, let's go and tidy up; I don't know about you, but I'm hungry as a wolf."

	AGATA – “Me too, I think I lost at least ten kilos on this trip”.

	AMI – “No, I assure you that it didn't happen like that, Agata”.

	AGATA – “How?”

	AMI – “Nothing, nothing…”.

	After a necessary regenerating shower we headed towards the restaurant room, where we were accompanied to the table by a young and pretty girl named Carola.

	CAROLA – Good evening gentlemen, my name is Carola, and for any of your needs you can easily contact me. I'd say let's start, you seem hungry, would you like some wine?”

	AGATA – “Water is fine for me, otherwise bring everything you have in the kitchen, we trust you”.

	ALESSIO – “Yes, we trust you absolutely”.

	CAROLA – “Okay, then I'll take care of everything, in the meantime if you wish you can consult the Chacharramendi tourist guide, I'll leave you one each”.

	CEZAR – “Don't you notice something strange?”

	AGATA – “What, Cezar?”

	CEZAR – “Since we set foot inside Chacharramendi we have not seen a living soul, we stayed in this hotel and we have not met anyone, neither inside the corridors, nor along the stairs, and now we are sitting at a table at the interior of a restaurant of which, apparently, we are also the only customers."

	AGATA – “Shit, I hadn't noticed…”.

	CEZAR – “What the fuck do we do with a tour guide to a deserted city?”

	ALESSIO – “Look, a girl we've never seen has come in; she started talking to Carola, and now they are watching us. I don't like this situation, I really don't like it...".

	CEZAR – “Not me either…”.

	AGATA – “What the fuck are we doing?”

	AMI – “To begin with, let's avoid looking at them in turn, after which we'll see what happens”.

	ALESSIO – “Shit, the girl is approaching our table…”.

	AMI – “Be ready to escape…”.

	AGATA – “And where?”

	ALESSIO – “But this girl is…”.

	CEZAR – “Shut up Alessio, be quiet”.

	GIRL – “Good evening gentlemen…”.

	CEZAR – “Good evening miss, if you want you can sit at our table and have dinner with us, it seems that in this city there are not many other tourists apart from the four of us”.

	GIRL – “In fact it's exactly like that, it's been a long time since we've seen any new faces in Chacharramendi. So if you don't mind, I'll sit at the table with you, I want to have a chat with someone."

	CEZAR – “Please…”.

	CAROLA – “If you're interested in reading the menu, I'll…”.

	GIRL – “Thank you Carola, I don't need the menu, I'll have a first course of your choice. So, what brings you here to Chacharramendi? We haven't had any outside visitors for a while."

	CEZAR – “Actually Chacharramendi doesn't really seem like the center of the world to me…”.

	GIRL – “And in fact it isn't, and maybe it's convenient for some that it is like this, what I don't understand is why you had the courage to get here after what you saw along the way. I imagine you took the 60, then the 18, and so on, or am I wrong?”

	CEZAR – “No, you're not wrong, that was the path”.

	GIRL – “What do you think of the Pampa? Beautiful, isn't it?”

	CEZAR – “Yes, definitely fascinating”.

	GIRL – “How beautiful is the tattoo on your arm, what is its meaning?”

	CEZAR – “Nothing that concerns you, rather, why don't you answer one of our questions first? Who the fuck are you? Why did you sit at our table without being invited? Why are you giving us this third-degree interrogation?”

	DUNJA – “My name is Dunja, Dunja Perković, and as you can well imagine I am not Argentinian”.

	ALESSIO – “I told you it was her…”.

	DUNJA – “Who are you? Who the hell would I be to you? What the fuck are you doing here? Can we know where the fuck you came from? How did you get through the field?”

	CEZAR – “Before the introductions, I'm afraid I have to give you some bad news, Dunja”.

	DUNJA – “What? What bad news?”

	CEZAR – “We escaped from Poland, from Ogrodzieniec to be precise, but not before making a trip to Smiljan; you remember Smiljan, don't you?”

	DUNJA – “Are you coming from Smiljan? But how is this possible?”

	CEZAR – “Yes Dunja, we come right from Smiljan, right from that small suburb where your mother, Ivanka Draženović, lived”.

	DUNJA – “What are you saying? How do you know my mother?”

	CEZAR – “Dunja died about a month ago from cancer, one of the many forced inoculations passed off as a remedy for all the evils of this world took her away.”

	DUNJA – “My God…”.

	CEZAR – “Why did you disappear like that, Dunja? Why did you let her die alone?”

	DUNJA – “I…I couldn't stay in Smiljan, I really couldn't…”.

	CEZAR – “Why couldn't you? What made you abandon your land, your mother, your friends, to finally take refuge in this godforsaken fucking place?”

	DUNJA – “I…I can't tell you, I'm sorry, just know that I never abandoned my mother; I made the decision to leave Smiljan, it's true, but for a reason that frankly I fear you are unable to understand."

	CEZAR – “You could always try anyway, but I would like to take a step back first, if you allow me. What is that camp we encountered on the road leading to Chacharramendi?”

	DUNJA – “I honestly don't even know how you managed to get out alive, in any case if you really…”.

	AMI – “If you allow me, I would like to be the one to explain to our friend what happened, since you three don't remember anything of what happened”.

	ALESSIO – “Exactly, explain it to us Ami, because what you just said is true, none of us three have understood anything yet”.

	AMI – “When I woke up the first thing I saw was Alessio positioned in front of the car still running, motionless, and with his head turned upwards, intent on observing the stars. Then I realized that Cezar and Agata had also regained consciousness, but that in reality something was out of place in all this, as if a sort of transparent molasses was clouding their vision, but above all their thoughts, so I got out of the car, and it was then that I saw the field. It is a camp fenced by various levels of barbed wire, and with an infinite series of wooden huts inside. The camp initially seemed completely abandoned, that is until a boy emerged from one of those shacks holding a severed arm."

	ALESSIO – “What? A severed arm?”

	AMI – “Yes Alessio, just a severed arm, and it was at that point that I heard that sort of strong buzz, while you definitely started to go crazy, first with disjointed sentences, then with the precise desire to enter into the field. I asked myself why I was the only one exempt from that sort of collective madness, and I realized that I was still wearing the earplugs that I usually use when I have to rest in a noisy environment, such as a moving car for example" .

	DUNJA – “Now everything comes back…”.

	AMI – “Blessed are you who understand something about it, dear Dunja, because to me it still seems like a story absolutely devoid of any sense. At that point I tried to stop you by placing myself between you and the camp, but you really didn't want to listen to me, and so I had to resort to more convincing methods."

	AGATA – “Now I understand the reason for these pains scattered randomly throughout the body; Ami, you hit us...".

	DUNJA – “Believe me that it was a good thing, otherwise you wouldn't be here to tell it”.

	AMI – “In fact, in any case, after placing you safely inside the car, I got into the driving seat and set off in the direction of Chacharramendi without ever looking back”.

	DUNJA – “You were lucky Ami, if it hadn't been for those caps, you would all be dead now”.

	ALESSIO – “What was that field, Dunja? What have we stumbled upon?”

	DUNJA – “You have come across what we call the “camp of suspended souls”, in practice they are camps in which all those who have shown problems that can no longer be resolved after various health treatments are locked up, but also people with problems caused from tests on very high frequencies, adverse effects resulting from inhalation of substances used to reduce the action of the sun's rays and de-carbonizing sprays, problems resulting from contact with new clothes containing synthetic fibers produced using some slow release capable of progressively altering the human genome, and last but not least the brand new remote-controlled neural implants, capable of interfering with thoughts during the waking period, but above all during the REM phase of sleep".

	ALESSIO – “But then that sound that Ami perceived in a muffled way…”.

	DUNJA – “What Ami heard was a multiple frequency pulse used to control the occupants of the camp; it is a series of impulses emitted by the camp's speakers capable of temporarily sedating them, but which has the side effect of making them completely crazy. Some live in a state of parallel vision, that is, they believe they are living a non-existent life in an equally non-existent world, while others, however, very simply sit still waiting for someone to hurt them, or they are waiting to end up in the stomach of others instead of a meal."

	ALESSIO – “And why all this? Does no one bring them food?”

	DUNJA – “They are fed, but only occasionally, the truth is that inside the camp there are no laws, none of what you commonly call “civilized living” exists. Once inside, you find yourself immersed in a true parallel dimension, a totally absurd dimension, a dimension from which you can only exit in one way, when you are dead."

	ALESSIO – “Fuck…”.

	DUNJA – “What people don't know is that Argentina has been designated as an experimental laboratory on the effects of new technologies. In practice, all substances are tested here, including injectable liquids, before they are launched on the market. Have you heard about the new dust fired from airplanes into the atmosphere to darken the sunlight? Well, those same substances were first tested on Argentine territory, and only then exported to the rest of the world."

	CEZAR – “A sort of enormous open-air laboratory, in short”.

	DUNJA – “That's right…”.

	CEZAR – “But then why did you flee to Argentina, Dunja? Why take refuge in the most dangerous place in the world?”

	DUNJA – “To protect a secret…”.

	ALESSIO – “So we weren't wrong…”.

	DUNJA – “Aren't you wrong? You weren't wrong, doing what?”

	ALESSIO – “Dunja, we came this far because we have to find Val Svjetlosti”.

	Hearing that name Dunja had an unexpected shock, most likely the secret of Val Svjetlosti was in her eyes sufficiently protected to be essentially inviolable.

	DUNJA – “But what… how the fuck do you know about Val Svjetlosti? Wait a minute, it's not like my mother...".

	ALESSIO – “Your mother probably let the name Val Svjetlosti slip out, but she certainly didn't want to tell us anything else on the subject, we had to find out what we know ourselves”.

	DUNJA – “But if she wasn't the one who told you about Val Svjetlosti and this place, then who the hell was it?”

	ALESSIO – “Does this photo mean anything to you?”

	DUNJA – “Shit, but where…”.

	ALESSIO – “I understand perfectly that it's not something to say to a daughter who has just learned of her mother's passing, but when she died we sneaked into her house taking away all her papers, and it's right in the middle of those documents that we found this photo of you. On the back you wrote the name of the place, Chacharramendi, that's how we found you."

	DUNJA – “Did you enter my mother's house when she was already dead? But how could you do something like that, may I know?”

	ALESSIO – “We were forced to do it Dunja, she didn't want to give us any indication on how to track us down”.

	DUNJA – “Can we know who the fuck you are? And I don't mean if you are Italian or Polish, I mean what is the real reason that brought you here."

	AGATA – “My name is Agata Dąbrowski and I am a theoretical physicist, he is Alessio Serra and he is a high energy physicist, she is Ami Matsumoto, systems engineer, while he is Cezar Bagiński, interpreter and official companion. At Ogrodzieniec we were working on two coupled particle accelerators in an attempt to artificially recreate an atom with characteristics halfway between hydrogen and helium; an atom with those characteristics would have been able, again theoretically, to produce energy at very low cost, but without all the problems linked to the use of hydrogen. Unfortunately, even in Europe we are not doing well, indeed, it is precisely the energy shortage, always wanted by the usual sons of bitches, that creates the biggest problems for us. During a meeting between the leaders of the local resistance Cezar informed us about the existence of some copies of Tesla's documents on energy derived directly from the earth's electromagnetic field, and that is precisely the reason why we headed towards Smiljan, where we met finally your mother. In all of this there is only one thing that I don't understand Cezar, you told us that you know Dunja, while it seems to me that she has never seen you in her life”.

	CEZAR – “In fact it's exactly like this, this is the first time we've met in person. I met her mother many years ago, and it was she who told me about Dunja and Tesla's secret documents; she even showed me some photos of her, but as I just said, this is the first time I have the pleasure of shaking her hand”.

	DUNJA – “Wait a minute, then you would be the friend my mother always spoke to me about, the one who loved dancing, and…”.

	CEZAR – “Yes, it's really me Dunja, it's really me”.

	DUNJA – “My mother had a soft spot for you, she always told me, I think that if you had met before, then most likely I would have my father in front of me right now”.

	CEZAR – “I don't feel like excluding this possibility…”.

	DUNJA – “Holy shit, what a fucking situation…”.

	CEZAR – “Dunja, you have to help us, you have to help us find this person, you have to help us find Val Svjetlosti”.

	DUNJA – “Person? Which person? Val Svjetlosti is not a person...".

	CEZAR – “How is he not a person? And who the hell would that be?”

	AGATA – “So Ivanka lied to us, why would she have done it?”

	DUNJA – “Most likely to protect me, in her own way she believed that by inducing you to believe that Val Svjetlosti was a name referring to a real person, she would somehow manage to keep you away from me”.

	CEZAR – “You're probably right Dunja, it's probably just as you say, after all Ivanka just wanted to protect her daughter's safety”.

	ALESSIO – “But if Val Svjetlosti is not a person, then what the hell is he, can we know?”

	DUNJA – “Val Svjetlosti is a place, a place far from everyone and everything, a place where the guardian who came before me hid Tesla's secret documents.”

	ALESSIO – “I imagine it's a rather inaccessible place, or am I wrong?”

	DUNJA – “No, you're not wrong”.

	CEZAR – “Dunja, please…”.

	DUNJA – “No, the documents must remain where they are, it is not yet the time to make them known to the whole world”.

	CEZAR – “But don't you see what's happening, Dunja? Don't you realize the magnitude of the attack that this fucking globalist elite is carrying out against the people of the whole world? Not to mention the damage to the environment and animals; talking about global warming bullshit, these filthy pigs are completely devastating every single healthy corner of the planet. We are faced with a real crime against nature and against life in its entirety, but if you believe that this is not the time to intervene drastically, then I really can't think of a better time."

	DUNJA – “I know the current situation perfectly, just as I know what is happening in this sick world, it's just that…”.

	CEZAR – “It's just what, Dunja? Who else knows the secret of those documents? Who?"

	DUNJA – “First my mother was also there, now only I am left”.

	ALESSIO – “Would you like to come and tell me that the only person in the world who still knows the exact location of those papers is you?”

	DUNJA – “Exactly, it's exactly like that, I'm the only one left to protect the secret”.

	ALESSIO – “But how many of you were there initially?”

	DUNJA – “At the beginning there were ten of us, but then…”.

	ALESSIO – “But then, what?”

	DUNJA – “But then the others were killed one by one, that's why I was left alone, can you understand now?”

	ALESSIO – “Of course now we can understand, we understand that you could very well follow their same fate, and at that point for all of us there will no longer be any hope of getting out of a shitty situation like this”.

	DUNJA – “No, I can't, I can't tell you the location of those papers, I don't know you well enough to trust you”.

	AGATA – “This is absolutely true, in fact, in reality you are not aware of it at all, but you know very well those who would like to erase the memory of Tesla's intuitions from the face of the planet forever, and as you have seen for yourself, this someone is willing do anything to do it."

	DUNJA – “I know this perfectly, however…”.

	AGATA – “Let's do this, we'll have dinner, after which we'll all go to bed, and tomorrow morning we'll talk about it again calmly, what do you think? Is that okay with you, Dunya?”

	DUNJA – “Okay, let's do as you want”.

	AGATA – “Well gentlemen, bon appetit everyone, the dishes chosen by our friend Carola are arriving”.

	Once dinner was over and Carola had said goodbye, as suggested by Agata we all retired to our rooms, waiting for the sunlight to peek out on the horizon again, and for a new, this time crucial day, to finally come to life.

	I had struggled quite a bit to fall asleep that night, as I would have liked to have with me a pair of those earplugs that Ami always talked about, when at a certain point, around two in the morning, I literally collapsed into a sort of comatose sleep, and this without not even having time to take my clothes off.

	In the dream I was wandering through a forest, a forest of dense pine trees such as I had never seen in my entire life; underfoot the needles crunched as I passed, while an intense aroma of resin forcefully invaded my nostrils and lungs.

	In the dream that forest appeared like a friend, a friend in danger of her life, a friend who was shouting all her desperation to the world, but without anyone really wanting to listen to her.

	In the middle of the forest blood began to drip from the trees, a rain of blood that hit me like only a monsoon can do, and it was at that point that I distinctly heard the screams.

	Initially I confused them with the dream, I thought it was the forest that wanted to vomit all its anger and contempt at me for what my people were doing to it, but then I realized that the screams were coming from much closer, perhaps from the same corridor where I was, in fact, probably right from the room next to mine.

	“Dunja…” – This was my first thought, after which I suddenly opened my eyes, immediately realizing that something very serious was actually happening to my new friend.

	I rushed into the corridor where I met Agata and Cezar still half asleep, and wearing hideous nightwear of an absolutely obscene color.

	ALESSIO – “But how the hell did you dress? Aren't you ashamed? You look like clowns suddenly transformed into presidents."

	AGATA – “What the fuck are you talking about Alessio, have you perhaps gone crazy? Who is shouting like this?”

	CEZAR – “Holy shit, it's Dunja…”.

	I saw Cezar rushing towards the room where Dunja was staying, when suddenly two men wearing balaclavas came out of the room's door, shoved him roughly, and then lowered themselves into the street through the corridor window, finally disappearing like swallowed ghosts. from the darkness of the night.

	AGATA – “Come Alessio, let's go see how Dunja is”.

	We found Dunya curled up at the end of the bed, her face full of scratches, and still holding a bloody dagger.

	ALESSIO – “Dunja…”.

	AGATA – “Dunja, how are you? What did they do to you?”

	DUNJA – “Have they gone?”

	AGATA – “Yes Dunja, they've gone, but now try to calm down…”.

	DUNJA – “Those bastards wanted to kill me, but they'll remember me for a while, you'll see”.

	ALESSIO – “I'm more than convinced, but what…”.

	DUNJA – “You were followed, now we're really in deep shit.”

	AGATA – “Dunja, we…”.

	DUNJA – “Go and pack your bags, we're leaving.”


CHAPTER 8 - Mendoza

	Argentina

	 

	The following morning, after having adequately refreshed ourselves and having said goodbye to Carola in a rather hasty manner, our small group, now duly expanded to five members, got into the old Chevrolet with all our luggage, and then headed north-west without hesitation.

	ALESSIO – “Okay, where are we going now?”

	DUNJA – “Let's go and visit a dear and old friend of mine”.

	ALESSIO – “And who would that be?”

	DUNJA – “His name is Marcos Castillo, and he is an absolutely reliable person, you can rest assured”.

	ALESSIO – “What does this Marcos Castillo do in life?”

	DUNJA – “He is an Andean guide”.

	ALESSIO – “An Andean guide?”

	DUNJA – “Yes, an Andean guide, why? What's wrong with being an Andean guide?”

	ALESSIO – “Absolutely nothing, it's just that…”.

	CEZAR – “Dunja, where the fuck are those documents?”

	DUNJA – “Try to imagine”.

	CEZAR – “Holy shit…”.

	DUNJA – “When you reach the intersection with the 151, turn right, then follow the road without stopping, we have to reach Mendoza”.

	ALESSIO – “How far is Mendoza from Chacharramendi?”

	DUNJA – “About 820 kilometers, so relax and enjoy the ride; call me when you're tired Alessio, I'll relieve you."

	I drove for about two hundred kilometers, after which I handed the wheel to Cezar, who continued in the same direction for another three hundred kilometers, and this before giving way to Ami.

	The following day, around half past ten in the morning, we finally arrived near Mendoza, the capital and only city of the Department of Capital, having a population of approximately 1,100,000 inhabitants in the metropolitan area alone.

	ALESSIO – “What kind of traffic is there in Mendoza, it feels like being in New York”.

	DUNJA – “What did you expect, a small country town? Mendoza has over a million inhabitants, it's normal for there to be traffic on the streets, don't you think so too?”

	ALESSIO – “Okay, but where should I go now? I don't understand anything in the midst of all this mess."

	DUNJA – “Marcos lives on Avenida Belgrano; pull Alessio over, I'll drive."

	ALESSIO – “Never been so happy to hear you say it, Dunja”.

	The traffic at that time in Mendoza appeared to my eyes, now accustomed to moving between bushes and rural villages of various types, absolutely unbearable, so I closed my eyes, and reopened them only when Cezar informed me of our arrival in front of Marcos' house .

	DUNJA – “Here we are, you wait here, I'll go up to see if he's at home”.

	CEZAR – “Okay, but hurry, I don't like being here in the middle of all this mess, I feel like I'm a fish out of water”.

	DUNJA – “Don't worry, I'll do it in a moment”.

	After about five minutes we heard ourselves called from a window on the fifth floor – “Hey, down there, come on up; fifth floor, third door, corridor on the left".

	CEZAR – “Come on my friends, let's go and meet this Marcos”.

	AGATA – “So much worse than that…”.

	CEZAR – “Don't say it too loudly Agata, I really fear that the worst is yet to come”.

	AGATA – “What do you mean?”

	CEZAR – “Nothing, nothing, but now let's go up”.

	The accommodation where Marcos lived was covered with posters and photographs dedicated to his exploits in the Andes, including a climb to the tip of Aconcagua in perfect Alpine style.

	MARCOS – “…and here I am again on the top of Aconcagua with a truly minimal backpack; I struggled really hard that time, you know?”

	ALESSIO – “I don't doubt it…”.

	MARCOS – “So, what brings you to Mendoza?”

	DUNJA – “You have to give us a hand Marcos, you have to accompany us to Aconcagua, the problem is that we don't know how to pay you”.

	AGATA – “Where should we go?”

	CEZAR – “I thought I saw clearly…”.

	MARCOS – “Dunja, you know very well that you cannot climb Aconcagua without a special permit, right?”

	DUNJA – “Of course I know, but this is an emergency situation”.

	MARCOS – “How emergency?”

	DUNJA – “Massima Marcos, last night they tried to kill me, luckily I always keep the dagger you gave me under my pillow, otherwise…”.

	MARCOS – “I understand, but what exactly should we go to Aconcagua to do?”

	DUNJA – “In reality it will not be necessary to reach the top, we will just have to arrive near Plaza Canadá, at 5,050 meters”.

	AGATA – “At 5,050 meters? And should we go up there?”

	CEZAR – “Actually I thought worse…”.

	MARCOS – “What do you have to go to Plaza Canadá to do?”

	AGATA – “That's what I'm wondering too, what should we go up there to do?”

	DUNJA – “Near Plaza Canadá, as you well know, there is a shelter, we have to get exactly there”.

	MARCOS – “Of course I know it, I've been there lots of times, but what's special about that refuge?”

	DUNJA – “The refuge has absolutely nothing special, it is what is close to the refuge that is important”.

	MARCOS – “Why? What's near that shelter?”

	DUNJA – “Marcos documents, only documents. Tell me, how many times have I told you that sooner or later the time would come to do something to put an end to all the shit that is submerging this poor world of ours?”

	MARCOS – “Millions of times Dunja, millions of times”.

	DUNJA – “Great, that moment has finally come, but in order to give the final push to the bastards who are making our lives hell, the five of us have to get up there.”

	MARCOS – “Who among you has mountaineering experience? Nobody? I imagined it. Now tell me Dunja, how can I get them up there without them killing themselves? Do you realize that they might not be able to withstand the altitude, not to mention the fatigue and technical steps they will have to face during the ascent, but especially during the descent?”

	DUNJA – “Marcos, it doesn't appear to me that there are any impossible passages on Aconcagua, we're not on K2, right?”

	MARCOS – “No, we are definitely not on K2, but not even on a hill in the middle of the English countryside, if it's just for that.”

	DUNJA – “Marcos, I have dedicated my life to protecting these documents, and now the time has come to go and recover them; If you give us a hand, fine, otherwise I'll go up alone no matter what the cost, you can be sure of that."

	MARCOS – “If your mother heard what…”.

	DUNJA – “My mother Marcos is dead, and this is for her too, for her and for all those who have suffered and who still suffer because of that handful of sons of bitches who rule the world”.

	MARCOS – “Fuck, look at the shitty situation you put me in, Dunja”.

	DUNJA – “If you don't want to help us, that's fine, we certainly can't force you, but please, don't waste our time, those who tried to kill me will surely come back, and this time there won't be just two of them, and then at that point for all of us...".

	MARCOS – “Okay, okay, I understand, but something like this can't be organized in just one hour. First of all the equipment, you will all need boots and clothing suitable for high altitudes, then there are the ropes, crampons, and finally also...".

	DUNJA – “Marcos, if I'm here it's because I trust you blindly; get everything you need, we will give you what little we have, but please don't waste time, because we don't have much left available."

	MARCOS – “Okay, you stay here in my house, in the meantime I'll go and see what I can recover”.

	DUNJA – “Marcos, one last favor, bring the Chevrolet down here to the scrapyard, and tell them to make it disappear at the speed of light, that car is almost certainly burned by now”.

	MARCOS – “We also missed this; okay, I'll do as you say, but you don't leave the house and above all don't open the door to anyone, do we understand each other?”

	DUNJA – “Don't worry Marcos, we are not crazy enough to do things like that”.

	AGATA – “I have my doubts about this, if we weren't really crazy, then we would almost certainly find ourselves somewhere completely different, that's for sure”.

	Inside me I felt I had to break a tension that could now be cut with a knife, so while waiting for Marcos to return with the equipment, I proposed to kill the time by chatting about our past lives - "...and so my mother realized that I had brought the practically empty folder with me."

	ALESSIO – “Who knows what a nice surprise, a first day of school without even a shred of notebook and pencil”.

	DUNJA – “Yes, but in any case a few days were enough to realize that studying would never, ever be part of my life; rather, how did you manage to study practically for almost the entirety of your existence? I would never have succeeded."

	ALESSIO – “When you do something that you like and that you are truly passionate about, then believe me that it is not that difficult to succeed”.

	AGATA – “No, in fact, the worst comes when you have to deal with stupid, and even incompetent, professors and colleagues; that's when something can break inside you, and permanently."

	DUNJA – “And tell me, are there many of these stupid and incompetent professors and colleagues?”

	AGATA – “Of course there are, more than you can even imagine”.

	ALESSIO – “A degree is now earned with points, like tea service at the supermarket”.

	AGATA – “In fact…”.

	DUNJA – “The door, there is someone at the door…”.

	MARCOS – “Don't worry, it's me, it's Marcos”.

	DUNJA – “Hi Marcos, how did it go? Have you fixed the car?”

	MARCOS – “Yes, everything is fine, from here on we will use mine”.

	DUNJA – “And what about the equipment?”

	MARCOS – “She's all in the car and ready to go; listen Dunja, are you really sure what you want to do?”

	DUNJA – “Never been more confident Marcos, never been more confident”.

	MARCOS – “Okay, so this evening we will try to study a sort of action plan, and tomorrow morning before dawn we will leave for Aconcagua”.

	AGATA – “We have to eat something, I would like to have a decent meal at least once, whenever possible, of course”.

	MARCOS – “We can go to a club a few blocks from here, they should also play live music this evening, we'll blend in with the crowd.”

	ALESSIO – “I think it's perfect…”.

	In the evening we all went to Nilo's, with the hope of being able to eat something that wasn't a dull soup, or worse a concoction made of no particular thing.

	ALESSIO – “It's packed, we'll never be able to get in”.

	MARCOS – “Come with me, let's go through the back, I know the owner of the place”.

	Thanks to Marcos' intercession, after a few minutes we were sitting at our table, menu in hand, and already with a mug of ice-cold beer in front of us.

	ALESSIO – “What can I say, knowledge is everything in the world, there's nothing to be done”.

	AGATA – “Yes, it seems that this is actually the case”.

	MARCOS – “I like this place, I come here often, it's a quiet place overall”.

	ALESSIO – “What are the boys playing this evening?”

	MARCOS – “It must be a rock fusion band, or something…”.

	 

	…at forty-two you will have to confess forty-two

	and you will do well not to underestimate the weight of the feather

	a feather that could change your existence

	the feather rules baby, oh yes, the feather rules...

	 

	ALESSIO – “What exactly awaits us once we get up there, Marcos?”

	MARCOS – “A nice walk, that's for sure, but now do you want to tell me what we're really going to do on the slopes of Aconcagua?”

	ALESSIO – “Actually, I…”.

	DUNJA – “Let's go and recover the keys to Paradise, dear Marcos”.

	MARCOS – “I didn't know that the keys to Paradise could be found on a mountain in the Andes”.

	AGATA – “For that matter, neither do we, you can be sure of it.”

	MARCOS – “Here the situation is becoming more and more critical day by day; people are exhausted, and it seems that no one cares. If you ask for food no one will listen to you, but if you need cocaine to get high and not think, then they will almost give it to you...".

	AGATA – “Of course, it's more than obvious, it's all part of the plan to dehumanize the world population. Have you ever seen the camps where those who go mad are interned?”

	MARCOS – “I saw one once, a friend took me there, at first I didn't even want to believe it, but then…”.

	AGATA – “How do these people live as if nothing had happened? How can they pretend nothing happened?"

	MARCOS – “It's a cure, a cure for all ills, it's called “amphetamine & sedatives”, the state provides it to you free of charge, or rather the pharmaceutical industries, which in this way manage to keep the enormous mass of angry people. Try to imagine, what would happen if at a certain point everyone started to think seriously, becoming aware of their real condition? They would most likely rebel badly, which is absolutely to be avoided from the point of view of the globalist elite, don't you think so?”

	AGATA – “In Argentina does the state supply you with amphetamines and tranquilizers?”

	MARCOS – “Of course, why? But not with you?"

	AGATA – “As far as I know, not yet…”.

	ALESSIO – “What if I refused to take that shit?”

	MARCOS – “There's no problem, they even put it in the food we eat”.

	ALESSIO – “What? You mean that when you sit at the table you also gulp down the food...".

	MARCOS – “No, not me, but only because together with other friends we founded a sort of cooperative where we produce food for ourselves, otherwise…”.

	AGATA – “But it is pure madness”.

	ALESSIO – “Agata, Argentina is a sort of open-air laboratory; the rubbish is first tested here, and only then applied to the rest of the world's population."

	MARCOS – “Unfortunately it's just like that my friends, unfortunately it's just like that. God damn money and those who own it, it's all that shit's fault that we are reduced to these conditions."

	ALESSIO – “Give a man a gun and he can rob a bank, give him a bank and he can rob the whole world33”.

	MARCOS – “Yes, do you know how many times I thought about giving up everything and going to some hermitage together with other desperate people like me? Billions of times, then every time something would come up that would make me give up, but if we carry on like this there are only two solutions available to me, escape or die."

	DUNJA – “There is also a third, my dear friend”.

	MARCOS – “And what would that be?”

	DUNJA – “Stay and fight”.

	MARCOS – “I know, but sometimes I'm so tired, my dear friends, that I can't even open my eyes when I wake up in the morning; many times I have asked God to take me away while I sleep, but then I wake up, and then everything starts again."

	ALESSIO – “It happens to everyone Marcos, you are not the only one to suffer from this absurd situation”.

	MARCOS – “I know this, but it is not enough to make me feel better, unfortunately”.

	DUNJA – “I assure you that if we were to manage to recover those documents, then everything could change.”

	MARCOS – “Why should everything change thanks to a bit of paper? What is written on those pages?”

	AMI – “Marcos, in your opinion, what is the real sword of Damocles that weighs on our poor heads?”

	MARCOS – “It seems obvious to me, the money”.

	AMI – “Of course, money is shit, no one doubts it, but there is something else, something much less theoretical, and much more practical”.

	MARCOS – “And that would be?”

	AMI – “Marcos energy, energy”.

	MARCOS – “Energy?”

	AMI – “Yes, just the energy; try to think, what would happen if the entire planet had the possibility of drawing on a completely free, and what's more, infinite energy source?”

	MARCOS – “The economy as we know it at this moment would collapse, and the sons of bitches who at this very moment have us on a tight leash would no longer have any power, or almost no power”.

	AMI – “Very good Marcos, exactly like that”.

	MARCOS – “Yes, but what does all this have to do with going to Aconcagua?”

	AMI – “Marcos certainly has something to do with it, because perhaps up there we will find the answer to the energy question”.

	DUNJA – “Marcos, on that mountain there are copies of Nikola Tesla's writings preserved, and among them there is one in particular concerning the possibility of obtaining free energy directly from the earth's electromagnetic field”.

	MARCOS – “Free energy for all? Free? It really seems impossible to believe...".

	DUNJA – “Perhaps this is precisely why no one has ever really thought about it except for a few visionaries, one of whom was certainly Mr. Tesla.”

	MARCOS – “Okay, but thinking about it is not enough, the project also needs to be implemented”.

	DUNJA – “And this is exactly the difference, Tesla succeeded, he managed to make a car equipped with an electric motor move without any external power source”.

	CEZAR – “If you allow me, I would like to tell you a story, dear Marcos34”.

	MARCOS – “Of course, I am absolutely fascinated by these stories of yours.”

	CEZAR – “During the summer of 1931, the city of Buffalo, New York witnessed an absolutely extraordinary event. In that period the economic depression had compromised production and trade, but despite everything the city was buzzing with activity. That day among the thousands of other vehicles in circulation there was one completely different from the others, a wonderful latest model Pierce Arrow sedan, from which the internal combustion engine had been removed in favor of a much more powerful and silent engine. electric. A passerby noticed the total absence of fumes from the exhaust pipe, so he approached the driver and through the open window asked the reason for that strangeness. The man driving thanked the passerby for the compliments, and confirmed that the car was not emitting smoke because it had “no engine”. In reality, as previously mentioned, the explanation was not entirely truthful, the car in fact had an electric motor, but the real peculiarity was not so much this, but the fact that this motor was not powered by any battery. The man driving was a certain Petar Savo, while the passenger was called "uncle", a very particular uncle I would dare say, a brilliant uncle beyond all imagination, that uncle was Nikola Tesla himself. Tesla realized that electrical energy could be propagated across the entire surface of the Earth by exploiting an atmospheric zone called the “Schumann Cavity,” which extends from the surface of the planet to the ionosphere. The pulsation of the Earth's electromagnetic field, called Schumann resonance, resides within a well-defined range of frequencies, which revolve around the "golden frequency" which is equal to approximately eight 8 Hertz. This energy can propagate practically without suffering any loss towards any point on the planet, therefore any electrical device, appropriately tuned to the right frequency, is therefore able to draw the current necessary for its operation directly from the environment around it. As is easy to imagine, the creation, but above all the commercialization of such a technology, already represented too great a threat for the enormous interests of those who produced, distributed and sold the already essential electricity. Tesla was denied any further funding, while the vile ostracism by the fake official science, combined with the gradual removal of his name from the history books, decreed the end of the dream. Tesla, now a poor man, was offered a lifelong subsidy, on the condition that he remained good and quiet in his hotel room, and that his ideas did not for any reason go beyond the threshold of that door. Upon his death, the CIA made all the papers relating to his most secret projects disappear, and no one knew anything about them again."

	MARCOS – “But in reality it didn't go exactly like that, right?”

	CEZAR – “That's right, in fact the scientist was not only kept under control by the CIA, but also by a secret association made up of people who understood what an enormous treasure was kept within those walls. Some of them invested their entire life savings in order to rent the room exactly adjacent to Tesla's, while the members of this society took turns spending days, months, and years waiting for the scientist to die. At that point a team made up of ten people went into action, and in a single night they photographed everything on paper that they could find inside that hotel room, after which they had the photographs developed, and with infinite patience they reproduced the information on paper. entire writings of the scientist, to then hide them where they still are today, on the slopes of Aconcagua, to be precise within a structure code-named Val Svjetlosti”.

	MARCOS – “It's an absolutely incredible story…”.

	CEZAR – “Yes, absolutely incredible, but nevertheless true”.

	MARCOS – “Okay, you have convinced me, I will take you to that refuge no matter what the cost, but you have to promise me one thing”.

	DUNJA – “What, Marcos?”

	MARCOS – “Promise me that once the documents are found, and Tesla's ancient dream is translated into reality, none of these sons of bitches who are poisoning the lives of all of us and the entire planet Earth will be able to get away with it once again . I want to see them all rotting inside a filthy prison without even windows...".

	ALESSIO – “I assure you right now that we will do better, my dear friend, there you will see everyone hanging from the noose of a gallows, rest assured of that”.


CHAPTER 9 - Aconcagua

	Province of Mendoza - Department of Las Heras (Argentina)

	 

	We arrived near the border with Chile after about a week of travel, but at that point we decided not to force the mission's hand, the tension accumulated up until now had put a strain on our ability to think clearly, so much so that we decided to spend two days of absolute rest at a hostel in Polvaredas.

	MARCOS – “Well gentlemen, starting tomorrow we will get serious, we will finally begin the actual approach to Aconcagua, do you have any questions for me?”

	ALESSIO – “No, I can imagine for myself that it won't be a walk in the park, that's for sure”.

	MARCOS – “Aconcagua is not a hill, it's true, and although the entire operation does not involve reaching the summit, it will still be an experience that will put your body to the test. To be safe, however, we will proceed step by step, making a minimum adjustment to the altitude; I don't mean to say that we will behave as if we were having to face a climb in the Himalayas, but in any case we will try to avoid getting a nice pulmonary embolism."

	AGATA – “I agree with you Marcos, but I would like to know exactly what the actual climb will consist of”.

	MARCOS – “There are, as is logical, several camps and many rest points along the route; the first we will encounter will be Puente del Inca, at 2,740 meters. Puente del Inca is a small town located right on the main road from which the actual ascent begins, there we will find several places where we can stay, including a refuge. After passing Puente del Inca, after a few hours of walking we will reach a camp inside the Aconcagua Natural Park, to be precise in Confluencia, located at 3,380 meters. The third step will lead us to Plaza de Mulas at 4,370 meters, a real base camp, set up with tents, showers, and even Internet access. If you want, as long as you are interested in it, there is also the possibility of sleeping in a real refuge no more than 500 meters away from Plaza de Mulas. Personally, I advise all of you to seriously consider the idea of staying for a few days at Plaza de Mulas, both to be able to catch your breath and to relax and enjoy the magnificent landscape offered by the Andes. When you are ready to leave again, we will face the climb that will lead us to our final objective, namely Plaza Canadá, located at 5,050 meters above sea level. The refuge where we will stay is located in a very panoramic position, right above Plaza de Mulas. From this point on it is not something that concerns our mission, but if you wanted to reach the summit, then...".

	ALESSIO – “No Marcos, I'd say we can even stop at 5,050 metres, it's more than enough for my tastes”.

	MARCOS – “It's a real shame, because from Plaza Canadá you can reach Plaza Alaska directly at 5,200 meters; this point is called the "slope change" by mountaineers, as from then on the slope of the climb suddenly drops. There are some tents placed there, but generally not much is used."

	AGATA – “Let's stop at Plaza Canadá, we will consider reaching the summit another time, do you all agree?”

	CEZAR – “I would say yes…”.

	MARCOS – “Okay, then we will stop at Plaza Canadá, after all it is you who command the mission”.

	DUNJA – “Marcos, do you think we will have problems during the climb? I mean, do you think someone might try to reach us up there too?”

	MARCOS – “Do you mean those who tried to kill you?”

	DUNJA – “Exactly, them”.

	MARCOS – “I don't know Dunja, we follow our program, in case we'll see what to do; if someone decided to follow us, you can be sure that we would notice immediately, it is not a very busy place, especially in this period".

	CEZAR – “As far as I'm concerned, my main fear is not so much that someone will try to chase us, but rather that they will find some border guards, or other things like that.”

	MARCOS – “There is an observation point where the park rangers are stationed, but it is located above Plaza Canadá, at 5,400 meters, at the Nido de Cóndores”.

	CEZAR – “Okay, but these park rangers will have to get to this Nido de Cóndores, I don't think they will reach it by helicopter, or am I wrong?”

	MARCOS – “No, you are not wrong at all, in fact there is the remote possibility of being intercepted by some border officer, but it is a risk that we cannot avoid in any way, if we want to get to those documents”.

	CEZAR – “There's no way to get the classic false document through the usual roundabout ways, what do I know, by paying the classic bribe to some anonymous, and useless, customs employee?”

	MARCOS – “Maybe yes, but the thing had to be planned well in advance, now we can't do absolutely anything else except go up there and hope that everything goes well”.

	AMI – “Do you know what I'm telling you? I'm telling you that I'm going to bed, that's what I'm telling you, otherwise tomorrow I won't even be able to get up, let alone tackle a climb like that."

	ALESSIO – “Ami is absolutely right, let's go to sleep, we can't do anything more about those permits anyway”.

	MARCOS – “Okay, I'll wake you up tomorrow morning before dawn, goodnight everyone”.

	The next day Marcos was as good as his word, before sunrise we found ourselves, backpacks on our shoulders, forcibly whisked straight onto the road to Aconcagua.

	MARCOS – “How do you feel? Can we leave?”

	AGATA – “Of course, there aren't any buses that go up there.”

	MARCOS – “No, for the moment there is no bus capable of taking us up there; come, let's go, the road is still long."

	It took us five days of uninterrupted walking to reach the starting point from which we were supposed to begin the actual climb, and during all this time we did nothing but walk, eat and sleep, stopping at some private homes made available to us by people willing to offer a minimum of hospitality to travellers, in exchange for an offering of money, but also clothing or medicines.

	On the sixth day, tired and hungry, we finally arrived at the town of Puente del Inca.

	MARCOS – “Look at the magnificence, doesn't it seem wonderful to you too?”

	AGATA – “Absolutely yes, but I would never dream of attempting such a climb if there wasn't an absolute need”.

	MARCOS – “I can understand you Agata, but you don't have to worry, this is neither an endurance race, nor a challenge to whoever finishes first; we will go step by step and keep the pace of the slowest, so that all of us can get where we are headed without particular problems".

	AGATA – “If you say so…”.

	MARCOS – “Well, let's go and book the rooms, then we'll think about feeding ourselves.”

	We went to sleep after a rather frugal dinner; the night seemed to want to melt into a timeless world, bearer of peace and tranquility, and this even though the wind had decided to keep us company in a rather insistent way.

	MARCOS – “So goodnight, and good wind to everyone”.

	DUNJA – “Marcos, do you mind if I sleep in your room? There is a beautiful view of the mountains, I would like to pray a little before falling asleep, pray that my mother's immortal spirit can finally find peace."

	MARCOS – “God forbid Dunja, go ahead and make yourself at home, the room is all for you”.

	DUNJA – “Thank you Marcos, you are very kind”.

	As soon as I put my head on the pillow I fell asleep like a stone within a couple of minutes, suddenly finding myself alone in my mountains in Italy, alone on a cold winter night, with only snow, ice, and the light of the moon, a light capable of illuminating even the loneliest and darkest paths.

	I walked slowly through a thick pine forest; the path led to a shelter, I was sure of it, but although I had been walking without stopping for many hours now, there wasn't even a shadow of a shelter.

	The pine forest seemed to thicken as I advanced into it, and just when I was about to lose all hope of finding the longed-for refuge, a plateau opened up before me covered by a thick layer of snow over one and a half meters thick.

	Stopping in the middle of the plateau, I turned to observe the prints left by the boots; I have always loved to fixate on my footsteps imprinted in the snow, especially when they were the very first to violate the white blanket.

	The light of the Moon made the ice crystals on the surface sparkle, so much so that I could notice every little ripple imprinted on it by the action of the wind; the solitary footprints now appeared almost alien to my eyes, as if the inviolability of the place had been compromised by someone who had no right to it.

	I advanced a couple of meters more, turned around, and saw that the footprints had disappeared; suddenly I felt my blood inside me become a single block of ice, now I was certain, I had lost my way, and I knew in my heart that I would never be able to return home again.

	I felt that I would wander those cold and inhospitable lands for the rest of my life, immersed in a perpetual darkness capable of undermining even the most solid beliefs.

	I felt the panic growing inside me, I felt it transform first into fear, then into genuine terror, when suddenly a blood-curdling scream broke the silence of the night, a scream that seemed to come directly from another world.

	I turned over and over in bed like a demoniac, but it was only when I was shaken forcefully by a friendly hand that I realized that the scream most likely did not only exist in my nightmares, but also in that reality that more and more often I tried to distance myself from myself in every way.

	So it was that my nightmares, slowly, became absolutely real, nightmares that revolved thick as molasses around me, entangled me forever in their evil plot.

	AGATA – “Wake up Alessio, for goodness sake wake up immediately…”.

	ALESSIO – “What…”.

	AGATA – “Get up Alessio, please, a fucking mess has happened, follow me…”.

	ALESSIO – “What…”.

	AGATA – “Do as I tell you, get up your ass and follow me, we're in deep shit…”

	I got up with still a lot of sleep to catch up on, and after dressing as best I could, I followed Agata along the corridor of the hotel where we were staying.

	Finally arriving in front of Marcos' room, I saw Dunja kneeling in front of two legs protruding ominously through the door of the room.

	ALESSIO – “But what the hell happened, can we know?”

	AGATA – “It's about Marcos, they killed him…”.

	ALESSIO – “Did they kill Marcos? What the fuck...".

	AGATA – “Do you remember that before going to bed he exchanged rooms with Dunja?”

	ALESSIO – “Of course I remember it, but what is this…”.

	AGATA – “Someone inside the hotel must have most likely informed the OT Police or whoever, and so they came to finish the job, but from a certain point of view it went badly for them. They certainly didn't know about the replacement of the room, they must have simply opened the door, at which point Marcos woke up, and they shot him with a pistol equipped with a silencer."

	ALESSIO – “But who at the hotel could have called the OT Police?”

	AGATA – “There must have been a certain Felipe at the reception for the night shift, he was hired less than two weeks ago, and as we wanted to demonstrate, no one, not even the owners of the inn, can find him anywhere anymore”.

	ALESSIO – “Damn it, Marcos' death is already a very serious thing in itself, but it is especially so for another reason”.

	AGATA – “I know, someone missed the mark”.

	ALESSIO – “Yeah…”.

	We spent the whole morning at the Polvaredas Police District for the ritual depositions; apart from the five of us, it immediately became clear that no one else was really interested in shedding light on what had happened.

	Returning to the inn, we went straight to Dunya's room; the original plan had obviously fallen through, and now all we had to do was improvise.

	ALESSIO – “I'm sad to have to ask you Dunja, it's already the second loss for you in the space of a few days, but I'm still forced by the situation, now what the hell do we do?”

	DUNJA – “Don't worry Alessio, I'm used to getting slapped in life, and in any case I agree with you, we have to decide what to do”.

	AGATA – “We are screwed my friends, how can we even think of reaching the refuge on the slopes of Aconcagua without Marcos' help? We are lost in the middle of nowhere, desperate, and without the slightest idea of how to proceed."

	ALESSIO – “Agata, I understand you perfectly, believe me, but in any case we cannot abandon everything, we cannot simply return to our homes, and many greetings to the entire planet Earth”.

	AGATA – “I know we can't do it, but then what…”.

	DUNJA – “I'll take you up there. Listen to me, I know the way, and even if no one will ever think to dispute the fact that it is not at all easy, you will see that in the end we will make it. In all this disgusting business only one thing is absolutely clear, we have to leave tomorrow morning at the crack of dawn."

	ALESSIO – “Fuck, those sons of bitches will sooner or later discover that they killed the wrong person, and then…”.

	DUNJA – “And then for me, and for dear Felipe, there will be nothing left to do, that's for sure”.

	ALESSIO – “Felipe? What does Felipe have to do with it now?”

	DUNJA – “Alessio, do you perhaps believe that those are people capable of forgiving those who make mistakes?”

	ALESSIO – “Yes, one more reason not to waste any more precious time”.

	DUNJA – “I ask you only one thing…”.

	ALESSIO – “What, Dunja?”

	DUNJA – “Take me with you, wherever you go once you have recovered those documents, take me with you. I have nothing left to lose, but above all I no longer have any reason to stay here in Argentina."

	ALESSIO – “That's for sure, actually, do you know what we're doing now? Let's start right away, tonight we will all sleep in the same room, at the cost of recovering other mattresses around the entire town of Polvaredas".

	DUNJA – “I didn't dare ask you but yes, it's exactly what I would have wanted”.

	CEZAR – “Well gentlemen, where do we start recovering mattresses?”

	The night passed peacefully, and while Cezar and I took turns on guard duty, Agata, Ami, and Dunja tried to regain their strength for the following day's walk.

	The following morning we got up with the stars still high in the sky, and without making any noise we walked towards our final destination, the highest mountain in all of South America, Aconcagua, which in the Aymara language, a group of Argentine indigenous people, it means very simply “Cima Nevicata”.

	The first stretch, the one that leads from Puente del Inca to Confluencia, has a total height difference of 640 metres, a not inconsiderable joke for people like us who are not used to high altitudes.

	ALESSIO – “My God, did all the mountaineers who came here before us breathe the air?”

	AGATA – “I was thinking the same thing, but I no longer had the strength to express myself”.

	DUNJA – “Come on guys, this is nothing, at the moment we are still at low altitude”.

	ALESSIO – “At low altitude? Actually, this thing that Marcos was wearing around his neck measures 2,954 meters, an altitude that personally doesn't seem so low to me."

	DUNJA – “In fact it is not absolutely, but it is if compared with the 6,961 meters of the Aconcagua peak”.

	ALESSIO – “Yes, but we don't have to go up there, right?”

	AMI – “Do you want to be silent and walk? You're taking away what little air I have around my head, please."

	AGATA – “Sorry Agata…”.

	In the late afternoon we finally arrived at the Confluencia camp, a place that for my poor legs and my lungs devastated by the too dry air and too little oxygen, appeared like a true oasis in the desert.

	ALESSIO – “But is it all true? Aren't we already dead, and this is heaven?”

	DUNJA – “No Alessio, this is not paradise, it is Confluencia; come, let's look for a good place to set up before someone takes it for themselves."

	ALESSIO – “But if there's only us…”.

	DUNJA – “Exactly, it would be really stupid to have your place stolen by someone who doesn't even exist, don't you think so?”

	ALESSIO – “Your reasoning is flawless, it will be the high altitude that plays these jokes”.

	In the evening we all sat around an old and worn gas camping stove, on which Dunja heated a legume soup kindly offered by the landlady of the Puente del Inca inn.

	DUNJA – “So, how is it?”

	ALESSIO – “It's excellent, I really needed something like that after all this walking.”

	DUNJA – “We will have to change plans, we will not do as Marcos initially predicted, but we will go straight to the refuge, stopping at most one day to rest once we reach Plaza de Mulas”.

	AGATA – “I agree with you, let's just hope that those bastards don't decide to follow us up here”.

	AMI – “If they have realized our real intentions, then you can be sure that they will not give up so easily”.

	ALESSIO – “Yes, this is exactly my fear…”.

	DUNJA – “One question, what will you do with those projects once recovered?”

	ALESSIO – “We will try to understand how we can translate them into something truly concrete, after which…”.

	AGATA – “After that we will create a PDF text file using any writing program, and we will shoot it into the network to all the sons of bitches who on Earth at this very moment own a computer, a smartphone, or any other devilry of the can't fucking open it."

	DUNJA – “Do you think about it? Free energy for all, an entire system designed and built to oppress an entire planet, destroyed in a matter of minutes with a simple push of a button.”

	ALESSIO – “And yes, exactly like that, but to achieve this we must ensure that anyone, and I underline anyone, has the possibility of creating the energy capture system created by Tesla at home, and without anyone's help”.

	DUNJA – “It won't be easy…”.

	ALESSIO – “No, but those who already manage with electrical engineering and electronics will have to be able to do it comfortably, they in turn will teach and help others to do it, and slowly the entire planet will discover how to obtain energy for free. At that point the blackmail of the usual bastards will no longer have any effect, the people will raise their heads and rebel, violently, so much so that even this reign of terror and oppression will finally fall, and finally everyone will be able to dance on the corpses of the bastards who are now laughing of us, and of our misfortunes."

	DUNJA – “It would be a dream come true, the dream of mine, of my mother, of Marcos, and of billions of other lost and scattered souls on the surface of the Earth.”

	AGATA – “That's right, but let's sleep now, we'll start again tomorrow”.

	The second day of the ascent led five desperate people to cover the 990 meters of altitude in just under twelve hours; a record time if we think about the effort of the day before, and the fact that none of us had ever accomplished such a feat before.

	ALESSIO – “My God, do with me what you want…”.

	DUNJA – “Look, the camp, we have arrived…”.

	AGATA – “It can't be true, from up there someone must surely be taking the piss out of us”.

	AMI – “Shut up Agata, do you want to wake me up? Let me gloat in my high-flying dream…”.

	DUNJA – “Well, the camp is completely deserted”.

	CEZAR – “Of course, they're not all crazy like us”.

	We spent the night in the throes of an agitation we had never felt before; probably the high altitude was starting to show its effects on those who, like us, were certainly not used to walking and living at such heights.

	The next morning, during the breakfast ritual, we decided to stay one more day at Plaza de Mulas; this wouldn't have changed our situation much, and so in the end we found ourselves resting wrapped in our sleeping bags for another twenty-four hours at 4,370 meters.

	The next day a cold wind and an absolutely clear sky gave way to the final part of the climb, the one that would finally lead us to Plaza Canadá, and, God willing, also to our long-awaited secret documents.

	The 680 meters of altitude difference to be faced seemed at least double seen from below; the dry air and the incessant wind did nothing but dry out, if possible, even more our already extensively tested mucous membranes, while the lungs seemed to want to catch fire with every single breath.

	ALESSIO – “Now I understand what drives mountaineers to face such challenges”.

	AGATA – “Why does it exist?35”

	ALESSIO – “No, because they are all crazy”.

	DUNJA – “Think about one thing, the return will be all downhill”.

	AMI – “Then I will abandon my body to gravity, letting physics do all the dirty work.”

	CEZAR – “Can I know where you find the strength to spout all this bullshit? I can barely drag myself down the slope."

	ALESSIO – “It is the force of desperation, my dear friend”.

	CEZAR – “I understand, or rather no, I cannot understand, my brain absolutely refuses to collaborate”.

	ALESSIO – “Like the brains of those who still believe in the bullshit that is told on television?”

	CEZAR – “Let's take it easy, now let's not exaggerate, do you realize or not that you are insulting me heavily?”

	We walked without stopping for another good ten hours, we walked without thinking either about the destination to reach, or even about what we would find once we arrived, we walked, and nothing more.

	It was exactly 5.29pm when the outline of the shelter in Plaza Canadá appeared before our eyes, and I can guarantee you that never was a more celestial vision.

	ALESSIO – “Look, we've arrived; damn, we didn't die along the way, we actually succeeded."

	DUNJA – “Do you want to continue to the top?”

	ALESSIO – “I don't have the strength to send Dunja to hell, so think about it on your own”.

	DUNJA – “Come on my friends, we are here, we are in Plaza Canadá”.

	Despite the enormous effort spent climbing up there, it is not possible to deny the fact that the panorama that can be enjoyed from such an observation point is certainly of the highest level.

	ALESSIO – “My God, it's truly wonderful…”.

	DUNJA – “Yes Alessio, it really is, think how much misery and meanness lie compressed beneath us”.

	ALESSIO – “It is precisely for this reason that primitive men have always associated the home of the gods with the mountain tops, because no God would ever want to live among infamous and useless beings like us men”.

	DUNJA – “I really think you're right”.

	AGATA – “What do you think? Shall we go in?”

	DUNJA – “You mean, let's break in, right?”

	AGATA – “Why? Is there no one inside the facility?”

	DUNJA – “Absolutely not, there isn't a living soul within kilometers, luckily”.

	AGATA – “But then…”.

	DUNJA – “I would never have gone up here to retrieve documents here, if I had even had the inkling that someone was able to see us”.

	AGATA – “I understand…”.

	ALESSIO – “Dunja, if you have to break into something then do it quickly, those clouds don't promise anything good”.

	DUNJA – “No, you're right, it will snow tonight, and quite a bit”.

	Dunja managed with a single blow to release the two locks positioned on the main door of the refuge; a dead silence reigned inside, so much so that, apart from our breathing, each of us could easily hear the beating of our own heart.

	ALESSIO – “My God, what silence, it feels like being inside a tomb”.

	AGATA – “Let's just hope it's not ours…”.

	DUNJA – “It's better this way, no one will disturb us”.

	CEZAR – “I hope so Dunja, I really hope so”.

	In the evening we sat at the large wooden table in the center of the dining room reserved for the shelter's clients; I had never had the opportunity to spend a night inside a deserted refuge, and in all honesty, although the general situation was far from happy, it still had its charm.

	ALESSIO – “Hear how the wind howls outside, the temperature has dropped well below minus ten”.

	DUNJA – “It's quite common at these altitudes Alessio, but don't worry, you'll see that the refuge will resist”.

	ALESSIO – “I didn't mean to complain, on the contrary, I find it rather fascinating”.

	AGATA – “You're right Alessio, it's a strange sensation, it's like being on another planet, it doesn't even seem true that the world is falling apart around us”.

	AMI – “It would be nice to be able to stay up here forever, wouldn't it?”

	AGATA – “Yes Ami, it would be nice, it would be really nice”.

	DUNJA – “We were also lucky, the refuge pantry is full of canned goods, but above all liqueurs”.

	AMI – “What's wrong, Cezar? He didn't say a word the whole evening."

	CEZAR – “It's true, excuse me, it's just that I'm dead tired, I can't wait to go to sleep. Sorry to ask Dunja, when do you plan to look for the documents? I would like to return to civilization as soon as possible, personally I don't find this situation so electrifying."

	DUNJA – “I would say tomorrow Cezar, but try to listen to me, since we are in this oasis of peace and silence, at least try to relax for a moment, what do you say?”

	CEZAR – “Okay, I'll try, I promise.”

	ALESSIO – “You're absolutely right Dunja, I don't think I'll ever come back up here again in my life, so I want to enjoy every single minute of this adventure”.

	AGATA – “That's for sure, Aconcagua will never see my ugly mug again”.

	DUNJA – “Et voilà, dinner is served, polenta and sausage for everyone, do you also want some loaf of bread? The pantry is full of them."

	ALESSIO – “All-round refuge evening, I see”.

	DUNJA – “Sure, why not take advantage of it?”

	AMI – “I love polenta, but we would like some fresh cheese on top”.

	DUNJA – “No cheese Ami, I couldn't find even a measly thin slice”.

	AGATA – “Then it means that we will be satisfied with the sausage”.

	Once dinner was over we helped Dunja tidy up the kitchen, after which we sat around the large stove in the center of the room, waiting for the time for a well-deserved rest to finally arrive.

	ALESSIO – “It doesn't seem like it's true that we're all together up here, doesn't it seem like it to you too?”

	AGATA - "Yes, it doesn't seem true but it's exactly like that, and tomorrow, God willing, we will also be able to find Tesla's papers."

	DUNJA – “Listen, I'm going to tidy up the bedrooms, in the meantime you have a drink, the bar is full of liquors of all kinds. Ami, you don't drink right? Would you like to come with me and give me a hand?”

	AMI – “Very willingly, Dunja”.

	We remained immersed in absolute silence, all of us absorbed in our deepest thoughts, then at a certain point Cezar asked - "Do you think we will be able to find those documents tomorrow?"

	ALESSIO – “Why Cezar, do you doubt it?”

	CEZAR – “No, but what I don't understand is why we didn't go looking for them straight away, I really don't understand.”

	ALESSIO – “What would you like to say by this?”

	CEZAR – “Nothing, I just don't understand why we have to wait for it to be done tomorrow; after so much effort, now we are here lazing blissfully."

	ALESSIO – “We're lazing around because we're dead tired Cezar; we will go tomorrow to look for those documents, you will see that we will find them".

	CEZAR – “I hope so…”.

	AGATA – “Be more clear Cezar, do you perhaps doubt Dunja's honesty?”

	CEZAR – “I really don't doubt anyone, I just hope that there is nothing strange behind all this, that's all”.

	AGATA – “Yeah, that's all…”.

	ALESSIO – “What do you think? Shall we go and see what those two upstairs are up to?"

	AGATA – “I agree with you Alessio, I'm a terrible sleeper, I think I'll go straight to bed”.

	The bedrooms, as in all self-respecting refuges, turned out to be rather small, but despite this very comfortable; I settled in the room adjacent to Agata's, on the second floor, while Ami, Dunja, and Cezar unanimously decided to take up accommodation in three different rooms on the third floor.

	ALESSIO – “So, what else to say other than goodnight everyone?”

	DUNJA – “Goodnight guys, I'll see you tomorrow morning, at your convenience, please”.

	AGATA – “There is no danger that I will wake up before you, I am literally dead tired”.

	The night passed as always between one nightmare and another, one of which terrified me to the point of forcing me to hide my head under the covers, just like children do when something manages to scare them to death.

	I was inside a room in the company of unknown people, we were all sitting on large armchairs, talking about this and that, when at a certain point one of them took a syringe full of a transparent liquid with written on it “COVID 19 VACCINE”, and turning to me with a monstrous grin, he attempted to stick the needle directly into my shoulder muscle.

	Instinctively I tried to block the blow by raising my arm, but it still managed to stick the tiny needle into my finger, piercing it cleanly.

	I was terrified, I asked him if it was just a joke, or if he had really injected me with that putrid liquid.

	The man turned towards me, and with absolute indifference replied – “Yes dear friend, I injected, now you too are one of us, now you too are a living dead”.

	In the morning I woke up with that animalistic grin still in my eyes, and trembling I went down to the kitchen for breakfast.

	AGATA – “What's wrong, Alessio? You're as white as a corpse, you look like the walking dead."

	ALESO – “Agata, please, don't get involved with this story of the walking dead, okay? I've already had my share of zombies tonight...".

	AGATA – “What? Your zombie fix? But what did I say wrong?”

	DUNJA – “Come on gentlemen, sit down and eat, once breakfast is finished we will all go and get the documents”.

	After breakfast we headed towards the basement of the structure, and after moving an iron cabinet containing some general cleaning products, behind it we found an old wooden box, probably the packaging of a branded whisky.

	DUNJA – “Here she is, my God it's her, she's still here after all these years; I'm very excited, now all we have to do is open it, and...".

	CEZAR – “…and deliver its contents to me”.

	ALESSIO – “Cezar, what…”.

	I saw Cezar take a nine-millimeter pistol out of his back pocket and point it directly at Dunja who was still kneeling on the ground.

	CEZAR – “Come on Dunja, don't make me waste any more time, give me that box”.

	DUNJA – “You're a huge son of a bitch Cezar, you know that, right?”

	CEZAR – “It is very likely that you are right, dear Dunja, but this does not mean that you, together with all your friends present here, will never leave this wonderful mountain again, at least not while alive, of course. But why, aren't you happy? You are on Aconcagua, the highest mountain in the entire Andean chain, isn't everyone supposed to die in such a beautiful place, or am I wrong?”

	AGATA – “Do you really want to kill us all in cold blood, you filthy bastard?”

	CEZAR – “Yes, it's about time we had to do it”.

	AGATA – “Ugly son of a great whore, this pig really intends to kill us”.

	CEZAR – “I'm sorry, it's nothing personal, as Hollywood heroes say”.

	AGATA – “Nothing fucking personal, I…”.

	CEZAR – “What are you, Agata? Come on, stand against the wall without making a fuss, that way we'll make it much faster."

	DUNJA – “Who paid you, bastard?”

	CEZAR – “You should be able to imagine it yourself, or am I wrong? Who would want to see dead the bastards eager to free the world's population from the tyranny of multinational energy companies? I'll give you a hint, aren't they the same ones who produce weapons, medicines, poisoned food, and so on? What do you think, dear Dunja?”

	DUNJA – “And to think that my mother always trusted you…”.

	AGATA – “Yes, can you know why they do it? Why do they hate us so much? For money? Candies? Why the fuck do they do these things, answer me."

	CEZAR – “If I told you you wouldn't believe it, so…”.

	DUNJA – “Try it, it's over for us now anyway”.

	CEZAR – “Okay. I personally met one of these people, and you want to know something? I asked him the same question as you."

	DUNJA – “And what did he answer you?”

	CEZAR – “Out of boredom, they do it because they're bored. Ultimately I don't feel like blaming them, they are monstrously rich people, who are absolutely not interested in accumulating more wealth, but only in spending their time in a pleasant way. Are you saying out of power? Also, in fact they like power, they like to see millions of obedient ants believe like so many stupid people in the sick parts of their equally sick minds, but even more they enjoy seeing you suffer. You have no idea how much laughter you get reading the bulletins on the deaths caused by the vaccines that they themselves have created and put on the market, and then force you with subtle blackmail to accept the inoculation, it's a real fun. For them it's just a game, for them you other miserable people are just pawns to play with from morning to night. You have to imagine the planet as a huge and immense Monopoly, or if you prefer a gigantic War Games on a planetary scale, it depends on the context in which you find yourself, obviously”.

	AGATA – “Ugly sons of bitches…”.

	CEZAR – “Yes, it's a shame that you don't…”.

	ALESSIO – “Ami…”.

	CEZAR – “Do you love? What the fuck...".

	In the silence of the shelter the shot echoed like a mournful echo along all the corridors of the structure, and while Cezar's body finally collapsed to the ground lifeless, Ami put the gun back in the holster she kept under her windbreaker, and approached Dunja to help her get up.

	DUNJA – “Thank you for giving me a hand Ami, you had exceptional timing my dear friend, there's no denying it”.

	AMI – “Thanks to you Dunja, you prevented that bastard from killing us all.”

	DUNJA – “Yes, unfortunately that's exactly how it is”.

	ALESSIO – “What? What is it that is just so?”

	AMI – “Nothing Alessio, nothing, just that Dunja never trusted Cezar, that's all”.

	DUNJA – “I started to doubt the goodness of his actions from the first moment, ever since he avoided showing us the beautiful tattoo he wore on his forearm. Remember I asked him what he represented?

	ALESSIO – “Yes, I remember this perfectly, but what…”.

	DUNJA – “That evening, once I returned home, I reproduced it on a piece of paper, after which I showed it to Marcos, who immediately confirmed my initial hypothesis”.

	AGATA – “What was that tattoo supposed to represent, can we know?”

	DUNJA – “Actually there are two, one next to the other, look here…”.

	AGATA – “So what? He is simply a dragon, a rampant dragon, dare I say.”

	DUNJA – “Yes, but a special dragon, a three-headed dragon, and what's more also with a forked tail. Each head represents a power, the economic, the political, and the religious, while the forked tail signifies devotion to the devil."

	ALESSIO – “Ugly son of a bitch, and to think that we considered him a sincere friend”.

	AGATA – “Where did that weapon come from, Ami?”

	AMI – “Marcos gave it to Dunja after seeing the reproduction of that tattoo, never was an idea more appropriate”.

	AGATA – “Yes, but how did you manage to…”.

	DUNJA – “To organize this little trap? Last night we didn't go to make the beds in the rooms, but we went down to the basement and hid some old newspaper clippings in this wooden box, then we went back up pretending nothing had happened."

	AGATA – “And this morning you triggered the trap, you clever ones…”.

	ALESSIO – “Okay, but what do we do now?”

	DUNJA – “Now? Now let's all go and find out what story our lifelong friend Val Svjetlosti has to tell us."

	Having put on our heavy jackets and boots, we went outside the refuge, it had recently stopped snowing, but the wind was still blowing very strongly, and the temperature just didn't seem to want to rise again.

	ALESSIO – “My God it's cold, but where the hell should we go?”

	DUNJA – “Over there, it's not very far, trust me, I know what I'm doing”.

	AGATA – “Lucky you, because I no longer understand anything about this whole story”.

	About a hundred meters from the refuge, completely buried under a generous meter of snow, we found a statue of the Madonna of Guadalupe herself, who with her sad gaze watched over all the people of South America.

	DUNJA – “Here we are, we have arrived; Alessio, take this wrench, and give me a hand to move the statue".

	ALESSIO – “Dunja, but we really have to remove the statue of the Madonna from its place”

	DUNJA – “Don't worry, we'll put her back in her place once we're done, but now we really have to disturb her for a moment.”

	ALESSIO – “Okay…”.

	Once the data that fixed the bronze statue to its stone and concrete base had been unlocked, Agata, Ami and I delicately lowered the Virgin of Guadalupe to the ground, while Dunja extracted from a small recess in the base a watertight metal container completely painted with black.

	DUNJA – “Okay, let's put the statue back and go back to the shelter, it's freezing out here”.

	Once we returned inside the building we sat in religious silence around Dunja, who in the meantime had sat down on the floor in front of the large cast iron stove; as I observed her in the act of opening the black metal box, I felt a very strong emotion growing within me, which quickly took possession of all my thoughts, even the deepest and most intimate ones.

	ALESSIO – “My God, now I understand why you called that place Val Svjetlosti”.

	DUNJA – “Yes Alessio, I imagine you know that Val Svjetlosti means Wave of Light, right?”

	ALESSIO – “Yes Dunja, your mother told us when we were in her house in Smiljan”.

	DUNJA – “I had imagined it; well, that name certainly refers to the contents of the box, but also to the fact that my predecessors had wisely placed the statue of Our Lady of Guadalupe to watch over it."

	AGATA – “Dunja, what's inside the box? Those cards are just...".

	DUNJA – “Yes Agata, these papers are true reproductions of Nikola Tesla's original documents, do you want to see them?”

	ALESSIO – “My God, yes we want to see them…”.

	DUNJA – “Okay, now we'll try to understand something more about these schemes, then around seven in the evening we'll have dinner, and tomorrow morning we'll leave home, is the plan okay with you?”

	AGATA – “Very good, but what do we do with Cezar's corpse? We should bury him...".

	DUNJA – “We'll let the worms eat him, people like him and his filthy masters don't even deserve a burial.”


CHAPTER 10 - Project Trickster

	Buenos Aires - Argentina

	 

	DUNJA – “Welcome dear guys, I present to you two great friends, Yago Rojas and Vida Fuentes in Rojas”.

	ALESSIO – “Hello, we are…”.

	YAGO – “We know who you are, Dunja has told us a lot about you since you arrived in Buenos Aires”.

	AGATA – “I hope that I haven't also told you about the fool you made during the climb up Aconcagua, or am I wrong?”

	YAGO – “Don't worry, he only spoke well of you”.

	DUNJA – “Yago and Vida are the inspirers and coordinators of the group made up of computer scientists, physicists, mathematicians, engineers, and bloggers, who will help us spread Tesla's message of hope throughout the world”.

	VIDA – “Welcome to the basement of Project Trickster; we will be a little uncomfortable, but we absolutely cannot risk being discovered."

	ALESSIO – “No, I would say not at all”.

	AGATA – “Why this name? Why did you call it Project Trickster?”

	VIDA – “Because the Trickster is often a thief or a madman, the Trickster is the one who sets in motion unpredictable changes in the continuation of the stories; we called him that because all of us have always felt at least partly like little Tricksters."

	AGATA – “I understand…”.

	VIDA – “Come, you absolutely must meet someone very dear to us”.

	We followed Vida and Yago along some narrow corridors brightly lit by powerful LEDs, so powerful, that the intense white light emitted was so strong that it disturbed the retinas of our poor eyes, still battered by the Aconcagua wind.

	VIDA – “Here is the one who deciphered Tesla's writings, one of our leading electronic engineers, Joao Moreno”.

	ALESSIO – “Nice Joao, how did you find yourself with all that rubbish?”

	JOAO – “Good morning to you gentlemen, and thank you for bringing that rubbish, as you call it, back to the valley. Let's say that initially it wasn't easy, after all it was the intuition of a true pure genius, which I absolutely am not, but after hours and hours spent on books and schemes, in the end we managed to get ourselves out of it something very interesting."

	DUNJA – “I'd say we arrived just in time, look what the fuck these four assholes write”.

	ALESSIO – “Let's see what the bullshit of the day is”.
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	AGATA – “After reading this shit, I can say that it is a real pleasure to know that finally there is something good in our lives, dear Joao”.

	JOAO – “Come with me, I want to surprise you.”

	AGATA – “I love surprises…”.

	We entered a rather large room, full of cables and computers everywhere; what should have been the definitive diagram of the Tesla circuit was coming out of a huge plotter, a circuit now renamed ETPB, or more simply Electromagnetic Tesla Power Box.

	ALESSIO – “Is this it? Is this really the definitive circuit?”

	JOAO – “Yes, it's him, once printed and archived we will use the digital scheme to create the final file to send all over the world. Please come with me, I'll explain how it works. There you have it, these are the two simplified schemes. In the first diagram you can see the final circuit in its parallel version
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	while in the second diagram you will find the same circuit in series.
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	In the first case you can notice the addition of some diodes to the antennas, diodes used to rectify the incoming multi-wave energy, while the series version is based on the accumulation of voltage collected from multiple wave inputs. Note in this case the presence of a single rectifier diode for the negative or positive currents".

	ALESSIO – “Just one question Joao, but do these two things really work?”

	JOAO – “Yes, if they work, we have created four prototypes in total, and all four have given results that I would dare to define as excellent”.

	ALESSIO – “But here I see that you have also included within the circuit…”.

	JOAO – “Sorry to interrupt you Alessio, but I would say that it would be much better for everyone if we started from the beginning, what do you think? Originally the internal combustion engine was removed to be replaced by an electric motor capable of approximately 80 HP at 1800 rpm, an engine that was actually installed on the existing transmission. This electric motor, remember that it is an alternating current motor and not a direct current one, measured approximately one meter in length and approximately 80 centimeters in width. It is said that Tesla went to a store, and there he purchased 12 tubes, a set of wires, plus some assorted resistors. We know for sure that the circuit was stowed inside a wooden box 60 centimeters long, 30 wide, and 20 high. For convenience, the box was placed on the front seat, while the wires coming out of it were connected to the air-cooled brushless motor. air. And now comes the best part: two ¼ inch diameter rods protruded about three inches from the box. Now you may be wondering, what was contained inside this mysterious power box? We know that TH Moray most likely possessed the most updated version of this device, whose peculiar characteristic was the presence of a special valve with specifications very similar to those of a modern diode. In reality, we managed to understand, after an infinite series of tests that were completely unsuccessful, that this valve - diode necessarily had to function as a triac, that is, as that semiconductor-type electronic component, specifically designed to control alternating current loads. This sort of primitive triac ensured that any electrical wave, whether positive or negative, was picked up by an antenna, and passed through this diode with minimal energy loss. As far as we know, this valve was based on a composite substance, at the base of which germanium was placed as a host material. From the triac we pass directly to a tuned circuit based on some vacuum tubes plus other capacitors, in order to capture and discharge the energy required by the load. All the tuned circuits were obviously resonant with one or more frequencies related to the earth's electromagnetic field, while the vacuum tubes acted as true amplifiers of constructive harmonic interference of the input signals. Among other things, we were able to note from the writings that the resonant circuits belonging to Moray also used capacitors, coils, and resistors. Experiments conducted by Moray demonstrated an output capability of up to 50,000 watts of high-frequency energy; we believe this energy was high frequency, because the 100-watt bulbs still burned cool to the touch.Another critical point of the Moray converter was the fact that its circuit could only power resistive loads, and this is because inductive loads involve wire coils that are heated more by the hysteresis of the materials, rather than by the simple resistance given by the flow of current through atomic fields such as those present inside cables. In and of itself the device was of a tuned type, therefore once the correct tuning of the various elements had been carried out, this could absolutely not compensate for any frequency variations or distortions within the geo-electric field. This also meant that any attempt to connect an inductive load to the circuit would have caused an interruption in the generation of electrical energy by the device itself, so much so that in order to restart it it would have been necessary to remove all the inductive loads, and only then retune and restart the device. Moray also used a highly unusual mode of operation for a vacuum tube, in that he operated with a cold cathode; all this obviously did not require the intervention of a heated plate for thermionic emissions, emissions considered necessary for the correct functioning of the vacuum tube. The documents also mention the use of unspecified radioactive elements in the antenna circuit, which would lead one to think that Tesla may have tuned into the continuous processes of radioactive decay, rather than the energy of the Earth's electromagnetic field, but in all honesty I believe that this discussion regarding radioisotopes was reported more than anything else to mislead any decidedly less than virtuous users."emissions deemed necessary for the correct functioning of the vacuum tube. The documents also mention the use of unspecified radioactive elements in the antenna circuit, which would lead one to think that Tesla may have tuned into the continuous processes of radioactive decay, rather than the energy of the Earth's electromagnetic field, but in all honesty I believe that this discussion regarding radioisotopes was reported more than anything else to mislead any decidedly less than virtuous users."emissions deemed necessary for the correct functioning of the vacuum tube. The documents also mention the use of unspecified radioactive elements in the antenna circuit, which would lead one to think that Tesla may have tuned into the continuous processes of radioactive decay, rather than the energy of the Earth's electromagnetic field, but in all honesty I believe that this discussion regarding radioisotopes was reported more than anything else to mislead any decidedly less than virtuous users."

	AGATA – “Then even Tesla didn't trust his fellow men…”.

	JOAO – “No, he didn't trust his peers at all, and he had good reason to, but let's now move on to talking about the actual Tesla Power Box. You will notice first of all the use of an AC coil motor, which alone tells us that Tesla's device was absolutely superior to all others, and not at all dependent on tuning, as it was, e.g. , the Moray machine, which, as previously mentioned, could only power resistive loads. Basically, all the energy captured, i.e. the current of the Earth's electromagnetic field, actually moves in the form of actual waves, and it is precisely for this particular reason that Moray defined it in his book as "the sea of energy in which the Earth floats”. Moray thought that the entire universe was immersed in these alternating current energies, which would cover the entire frequency spectrum. Honestly, the thing that struck me most in this whole affair is how Tesla was able to only use OTS components36for his projects, and then combine them in order to arrive at an absolutely correct and functioning configuration. Another thing that's immediately striking is the parts list, namely 12 70L7 GT rectifier beam vacuum tubes, some power tubes, a bunch of wires, a bunch of assorted resistors, plus some ¼-inch diameter rods , and about eight centimeters long. Don't you notice that something is missing in all this?”

	DUNJA – “Personally no…”.

	AGATA – “Yes, I don't see the presence of capacitors”.

	JOAO – “Exactly, in fact there is no trace of capacitors, in practice Tesla used the cables for the connection by wrapping them like coils, while the ¼ inch rods were used as real BBs, bus bars for the outgoing contacts, but much more probably as antennas to pick up the Earth's electromagnetic field".

	ALESSIO – “How did you reconstruct the resonant circuits?”

	JOAO – “Resonant circuits can be reconstructed using different techniques, in fact it is possible to obtain the same and identical effect from resistors and capacitors, from capacitors and coils, but also from coils and resistors, so in the specific case of the Tesla Power Box, its creator wound the connection cables to form real coils, and never used real coils".

	ALESSIO – “At this point I think that Tesla has only used a diode inserted somewhere inside the circuit, so as to interfere only with one polarity”.

	JOAO – Yes, I believe so too; in reality we don't have any real specifications regarding the AC motor used by Tesla inside the hood of the car, and therefore we don't have the faintest idea whether this was single phase, or polyphase”.

	AMI – “Okay, but a single-phase motor requires only one winding that projects a magnetic field capable of rotating based on the increase or decrease in the alternating current introduced, while instead a polyphase motor with two or more poles uses multiple powered windings by phased input currents, which alternate in such a way as to reinforce each other".

	JOAO – “It's true, in fact in the case of a three-phase motor the currents are out of phase by 120 degrees, which provides a much greater torque to the motor, but at the same time requires three times the current needed for a single-phase motor, and this is because it uses three times the input energy”.

	AMI – “So what? Which solution did you use to carry out the project?”

	JOAO – “Very simply a single-phase motor, but with the possibility of making some modifications capable of making it usable even with three-phase currents. Originally the box that powered the motor was probably tuned by Tesla to one or more frequencies, most likely polyphasic frequencies."

	ALESSIO – “One or more polyphasic frequencies? So this would indicate that the eight centimeter rods, and assuming they were actually eight centimeters long and used solely as antennas, would resonate at around 246 MHz.”

	JOAO – “Very true, although from what could be deduced from the list of components used, I am personally of the opinion that it was a dual type circuit, that is, with six vacuum tubes and a ¼ inch rod inch in diameter, all put together with assorted resistors, whose sole task was to collect and promote only the positive signals, while the other six vacuum tubes, combined with the rest of the rods and the resistors, did the same job, but for negative signals. As you have seen, such a scheme is capable of using both parallel and series connections of the vacuum tubes, and this is because the conduction of the current would be proportional to the surface area of the tubes themselves. Personally I favor a parallel system, as the arrangement of the 70L7 GT power tubes, with all inputs connected to a single antenna source and all outputs connected to a common terminal connected to the load, is capable of providing the maximum current flow obtainable from the incoming geoelectric field waves. What we absolutely cannot understand is the true nature of these energy waves; are they cosmic rays, electrostatics, Schumann peaks, electromagnetic forces, or something completely different, such as a flow of energy deriving from what was called aether at the time?”

	AMI – “I don't know what to say to you, dear Joao, I really don't know. Rather, what about the vacuum tubes used?”

	JOAO – “As far as vacuum tubes are concerned, the simplest configuration consists of two simple plates separated by a very common metal grid. When the bottom plate is heated, ions thermally induced by thermionic emissions are emitted from the bottom plate, while the grid can be polarized by the application of a voltage that can increase, decrease, but also stop the flow of these ions to the top plate . Other shapes include multiple plates with multiple grids to allow better control of ion flow; with proper biasing, vacuum tubes can be used as switches, modulators, or amplifiers. In any case, whatever the configuration used, these vacuum tubes worked essentially by introducing high voltages, which could effectively control the ion flows. Modern transistors are the equivalent of vacuum tubes of the time, except that they operate using currents rather than voltages.”

	AGATA – “Could some of you scientists explain to me how a vacuum tube is the equivalent of a transistor, please? It's something I can't understand, and I must say it baffles me a bit."

	JOAO – “In the specific case of our Tesla Power Box, transistors are the equivalent of vacuum tubes because the vacuum tube essentially works like a real pump, a pump capable of collecting the input current in the form of ion intensification . Once this compressed ion field reaches a certain density, the pump allows it to be released into the next stage of the circuit, so if the circuit is made up of six vacuum tubes in parallel, all powered by a common antenna and connected to a If the load output is always in common, then the common antenna input would feed all the vacuum tubes with a single wave. All this would give maximum current accumulation, and this is due to the expanded surface of the tubes, tubes operating as previously mentioned in cold cathode mode, as they are absolutely not powered by any external source. However, keep in mind that if the vacuum tubes were to be connected in series, then one energy pump would necessarily have to power a second energy pump, all in order to obtain a higher electron density capable of producing higher voltages, and this to due to the increase in current pressure”.

	ALESSIO – “Agata, consider that electricity is very similar to air or water, we can in fact think of voltage as pounds per square inch37, and current as cubic feet per minute38, where PSI represents the pressure, while CFM is the flow”.

	AGATA – “So if I understood correctly when the energy waves are collected by the rods, positive on one and negative on another, the energy accumulates in the form of ions in each of the vacuum tubes placed in parallel, is this correct? ”

	JOAO – “Yes, that's exactly how it works, and just like in the case of the Moray generator, the circuit will power any connected load as long as it does not exceed the current carrying capacity of the various components within the circuit itself.”

	AMI – “So I'd say we're there, all our efforts have ultimately led to something good, or am I wrong?”

	JOAO – “No, you are not wrong at all, you have most likely saved the entire planet from almost certain oblivion”.

	AGATA – “Maybe, but we certainly won't be able to stop the moon launches.”

	JOAO - "It's not true, some activists dedicated to the systematic tampering with the regime's systems have already thought of that, in practice teams of authentic attackers, but this time dedicated to a good cause."

	ALESSIO – “Finally some good news…”.

	AGATA – “I would say yes, so when do you plan to communicate the good news of the rebirth of the Tesla Power Box to the whole world?”

	JOAO – “Tomorrow, more precisely tomorrow morning at twelve o'clock, when everyone abandons their information control stations for lunch, we will basically fuck those censor sons of bitches big time, God damn them all.”

	AGATA – “Excellent, essentially you will act when the global network system is less controlled”.

	JOAO – “Exactly”.

	ALESSIO – “Who will you send the information to?”

	DUNJA – “We have identified a total of around three billion possible first users, but after the first shipment many others of lesser magnitude will certainly follow.”

	AGATA – “But how will you avoid being tracked?”

	DUNJA – “We will sacrifice one of our laptops, in practice we will launch the signal from the toilets of an airport, using pirated software, and a public connection”.

	AGATA – “Brilliant…”.

	ALESSIO – “What will happen next, Joao?”

	DUNJA – “Together with the projects for free energy we will also convey a whole series of documents capable of holding the entire series of characters who up to now have always gotten away with their responsibilities. The people will raise their heads, they will rebel against the system, many will die in the clashes, this is certain, but the wave that is about to be unleashed cannot be stopped now, or ever."

	AGATA – “And finally we will have our revenge”.

	DUNJA – “It won't be easy to awaken consciences, there are still too many sleepers, but above all there are still too many stupid people around”.

	ALESSIO – “But then…”.

	DUNJA – “There are many of us who have understood, and just as many who really can't anymore, so it will be enough to restore confidence to those who still want to fight, and the rest will come by itself”.

	ALESSIO – “The famous Ashkenazi friends…”.

	AGATA – “Yes, just them; those responsible will have to die, and their filthy fucking servants will pay by shedding every single drop of their putrid blood”.

	ALESSIO – “Let impure blood water our fields39..."

	DUNJA – “That's right my friends, that's right; get your ropes and blades ready, the gallows are warming up their engines.”
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	FRANÇAIS



	




	La science n'est qu'une perversion si elle n'a pas pour objectif ultime l'amélioration des conditions de l'humanité.

	 

	NIKOLA TESLA
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	Nikola Tesla à 34 ans photographié par Napoléon Sarony


Nikola Tesla possède au moins 272 brevets délivrés dans 25 pays, même si nombre de ses inventions n'ont même pas été brevetées.

	Parmi les inventions brevetées, on retrouve le moteur à courant alternatif, la bobine à double tour, divers instruments utilisant des champs magnétiques tournants, le système de distribution d'énergie à courant alternatif polyphasé, les instruments fondamentaux des systèmes de communication sans fil (lire « la radio »), la radiofréquence oscillateurs, appareils pour l'amplification des ondes stationnaires, robotique, appareils à rayons X, appareils pour générer de l'ozone, instruments pour gaz ionisés, procédés pour fournir des niveaux extrêmement faibles de résistance au passage du courant électrique, moyens pour augmenter l'intensité des oscillations électriques , des circuits d'amplification de tension, un appareil de décharge haute tension, la turbine sans pales, un avion à décollage vertical (VTOL) et un bateau radiocommandé.

	Si cela suffit à lui seul à identifier Nikola Tesla comme l'homme le plus brillant de tous les temps, il est cependant bon de rappeler que nombre de ses brevets semblent totalement inconnus de l'histoire, tout comme certaines des notes scientifiques qu'il a lui-même rédigées, comme ainsi que d'innombrables articles concernant ses brevets.

	Tesla a été surveillé par le FBI tout au long de sa vie et, à sa mort, l'agence américaine a saisi toutes ses notes, y compris les cahiers qu'il avait rédigés au cours de la dernière période de sa vie.

	Aujourd’hui encore, il existe environ 290 documents dont certaines parties sont oblitérées et illisibles.


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Ce livre est dédié à la mémoire de Thomas Sankara


N'OUBLIEZ PAS…

	 

	UTILISEZ VOTRE CERVEAU

	 

	N'oubliez pas que ceux qui acceptent passivement sont toujours complices du crime.



	




	CHAPITRE 1 - Hôpital Dziechcinka

	Wisła - District de Cieszyn - Pologne

	 

	BOLEK – « … allez, allez, ouvre les yeux, putain de salaud, OUVRE CES PUTAINS YEUX, MERDE ».

	BOGDANA – « J'aère, il ne répond pas… ».

	BOLEK – « Putain, où est passée Dana ?

	BOGDANA – « Je ne sais pas… voilà, ça vient ».

	BOLEK – « Putain, où as-tu fini Dana, puis-je savoir ? Avez-vous apporté le DEA ?

	DANA – « Je suis allée jouer au casino le salaire que je n'ai pas reçu depuis au moins un an, d'accord ? Si vous voulez vraiment savoir, il y a un problème avec le DAE, les piles sont parties, j'ai un défibrillateur manuel."

	BOLEK – « Quoi ? Les piles du DAE sont-elles mortes ? Mais ce n'est pas possible...".

	DANA – « C'est très possible, cependant, ils n'ont pas été rechargés depuis plus d'un an ».

	BOLEK – « Je n'arrive pas à y croire, c'est absurde. Très bien, branche cette foutue machine et allume-la, et pour l'amour de Dieu Dana, dépêche-toi.

	DANA – « Je fais de mon mieux Bolek, je ne suis pas un magicien. C'est parti, défibrillateur connecté et fonctionnel."

	BOGDANA – « Je continue d’aérer, on est en train de le perdre… ».

	BOLEK – « Bon sang, nous allons aussi perdre ça ; et les battements de cœur, Bogdana ?

	BOGDANA – « Que puis-je vous dire sur les battements de cœur ? Je te dis que je ne les sens pas, c'est ce que je te dis, je te l'ai dit on est en train de le perdre, non ? Alors ne me pose pas de questions stupides...".

	BOLEK – « Putain de merde, allez mon garçon, reprends-toi. Très bien, passe-moi les plaques Dana, 200 joules.

	DANA – « Gratuit, 200 joules ».

	BOLEK – « Contact… que lis-tu, Bogdana ?

	BOGDANA – « ECG plat, ça ne marche pas… ».

	BOLEK – « Merde. Très bien Dana, continuons, 300 joules ».

	DANA – « Gratuit, 300 joules réglés ».

	BOLEK – « Contactez… s’il vous plaît Bogdana, donnez-moi une bonne lecture. »

	BOGDANA – « Désolé Bolek, pas de battement de cœur ».

	BOLEK – « Putain de salaud, tu veux vraiment m'énerver, n'est-ce pas ? Tu as décidé de mourir ici devant moi, n'est-ce pas ? D'accord, nous verrons. Dana, règle 360 joules et injecte à ce pauvre type 300 milligrammes IV d'amiodarone en deux minutes, puis trouve un oreiller quelque part et mets-le sous sa tête, s'il te plaît."

	DANA – « Wykonuję40..."

	BOLEK – « Je n'arrive pas à y croire, on dirait que nous sommes dans le monde ».

	BOGDANA – « Bolek, tu sais très bien ce qui se passe, ils veulent nous faire mourir tous un à la fois ».

	BOLEK – « Vilains fils de pute… ».

	DANA – « Gratuit, set 360 joules, amiodarone injectée, Bolek ».

	BOLEK – « Contact… Bogdana, s'il te plaît, ne me dis pas qu'elle n'a pas de pouls, sinon à ce stade… qu'est-ce qui se passe, putain de merde ?

	DANA – « Przekleństwo, nieobecna sieć, nieobecna sieć41..."

	BOGDANA – « Fils de pute, nous sommes sans électricité, bon sang ! Dana, appelle ces salauds de maintenance qui dorment sûrement et dis-leur de démarrer les moteurs diesel à une vitesse fulgurante.

	DANA – « Je vais essayer. Maintenance, vous m'entendez ? Démarrez les moteurs diesel immédiatement, je vous en supplie, nous avons un arrêt cardiaque ici et nous manquons définitivement de temps. Quoi? Vous plaisantez, j'espère. Mais sommes-nous peut-être devenus fous ? Qu'est-ce que tu veux dire, les diesels sont sans diesel ? Écoute, si tu veux me foutre en l'air, je... ok, je comprends, je comprends...".

	BOLEK – « Et alors ? Est-ce que ces putains de diesels les ont démarrés, oui ou non ?

	DANA – « Non, ils ne les ont pas fait quitter Bolek, vous l'avez entendu aussi, ils n'ont plus de diesel ».

	BOLEK – « Mais comment est-il possible que les diesels de secours soient sans diesel ? Mon Dieu, aide-nous. Continuez à aérer Bogdana, pendant ce temps-là, je...".

	BOGDANA – « Bolek, il est parti, nous ne pouvons plus rien faire pour l'aider ».

	BOLEK – « Non, il n'y est pas allé, non, il n'y est pas allé, putain de merde ; maintenant recommençons à ventiler et puis...".

	BOGDANA – « Et puis, Bolek ? Même si je parvenais à le réanimer, son cerveau serait quand même brisé, tu le sais mieux que moi. C'est fini Bolek, c'est fini cette fois aussi...".

	BOLEK – « Non… ».

	BOGDANA – « Dana, veuillez signaler 16h24 comme heure du décès. Viens Bolek, lève-toi de terre, allons boire quelque chose de chaud pendant que les garçons de la morgue le remettent en place."

	BOLEK – « Non… ».

	BOGDANA – « Allez Bolek, tu sais parfaitement quelle est la situation, et tu sais aussi qui est responsable, ou est-ce que je me trompe ?

	BOLEK – « Non Bogdana, tu n'as pas tort, nous savons tous qui est à blâmer, les habituels fils de pute avec leur putain d'argent. Merci Amérique, merci du fond du cœur."

	BOGDANA – « C'est comme ça, ou plutôt grâce à une partie de l'Amérique, une petite partie en réalité, celle des multimilliardaires, la partie restante de la population vaut exactement autant que nous aux yeux des dirigeants, rien".

	BOLEK – « Cela fait trop d'années que nous nous battons contre les moulins à vent de Bogdana et, en toute honnêteté, j'en ai marre de toute cette merde, mais plus que tout, j'en ai marre de tous ces idiots qui n'ont toujours pas compris merde sur la situation réelle au niveau mondial".

	BOGDANA – « Console-toi Bolek, tu n’es pas le seul à vraiment en avoir marre, puisque nous sommes au moins deux à en avoir marre de tout ça ».

	BOLEK – « Oui, nous sommes deux, une vraie armée, désormais ces fils de pute devront trembler devant nos menaces de mort ».

	BOGDANA – « Viens Bolek, allons boire quelque chose de chaud, jusqu'à ce que ces salauds décident qu'on peut récupérer l'électricité, nous ne pourrons même pas faire un foutu EGC ».

	BOLEK – « Une simple curiosité Bogdana, comment comptez-vous chauffer l’eau pour préparer votre insaisissable boisson chaude ? Dans la salle du personnel, il n'y a pas de cuisinière à gaz, mais seulement des plaques électriques. »

	BOGDANA – « Comme Bolek l’a toujours fait, nous chaufferons l’eau de la cour en brûlant le bois récupéré sur les palettes de fournitures hospitalières ».

	BOLEK – « Tu es complètement fou mon ami, tu le sais, n'est-ce pas ? Ce faisant, vous susciterez l’ire des partisans du réchauffement climatique. »

	BOGDANA – « Au diable leurs conneries sur le CO2, de toute façon je ne comprends pas pourquoi vous continuez à appeler ça le réchauffement climatique, il fait un froid insupportable ici ».

	BOLEK – « Parce que l'histoire des idiots du climat a commencé par parler d'une chaleur insupportable venue de nulle part, c'est pourquoi j'appelle cela le réchauffement climatique ».

	BOGDANA – « Oui, tout a commencé avec l’histoire de la chaleur, et maintenant nous nous retrouvons avec une partie de la Terre plongée dans une sorte d’ère glaciaire ».

	BOLEK – « Au moins on n’a plus chaud… ».

	BOGDANA – « Mais va te faire foutre aussi, Bolek ».

	Le reste de la journée s'est déroulé comme toujours entre une conversation sérieuse et une série d'agréments dont je préfère ne pas parler, après quoi vers huit heures du soir un coup de téléphone a ramené tout le monde à la triste et dure réalité.

	BOGDANA – « Bonjour, Hôpital Dziechcinka, je suis le docteur Kowalczyk, dites-le simplement. Oui, le docteur Novak devrait être à l'Institut, attendez une minute. Bolek, c'est la mère de Blazej, le garçon décédé il y a quelques heures, que puis-je lui dire ?

	BOLEK – « Bon sang, ne lui dis rien, appelle-moi dans mon bureau, s'il te plaît ».

	BOGDANA – « D’accord. Prêt? Oui, attendez encore un moment au bout du fil, madame, je vous passe le docteur Novak, il est dans son bureau.

	BOLEK – « Prêt… ».

	ALINA – « Bonsoir Docteur, je m'appelle Alina, je suis la mère de Blazej, le garçon qui est arrivé à vos urgences il y a quelques heures en très mauvais état en raison de problèmes cardiaques. J'ai contacté votre standard et on m'a dit que vous étiez de garde aux urgences à son arrivée et j'aimerais donc savoir comment va mon copain."

	BOLEK – « Oui madame, en fait j'étais de service aux urgences lorsque Blazej est venu nous voir, et comme vous venez également de me le confirmer, son état de santé était assez compromis. Le premier ECG a confirmé que son cœur souffrait énormément, que son pouls était très irrégulier et que sa tension artérielle était vraiment trop élevée. Quelques minutes après son arrivée, Blazej a eu un arrêt cardiaque, arrêt que nous avons réussi à surmonter difficilement grâce au massage manuel ; Lors de la deuxième arrestation, nous sommes intervenus avec les mêmes méthodes, mais le cœur de Blazej ne répondait plus. L'ECG était pratiquement plat, donc nous sommes passés au défibrillateur manuel, d'abord avec 200 joules, puis 300, enfin 360 avec l'ajout d'une perfusion d'amiodarone, à ce moment-là l'électricité a coupé, et par conséquent… ».

	ALINA – « Est-ce qu'il y a eu une coupure de courant ? Dans un hôpital ? Ne devrait-il pas y avoir des diesels de secours ?

	BOLEK – « Oui, en fait ça devrait être comme ça, et en fait il y a des générateurs diesel, le problème c'est qu'ils sont sans diesel à cause des quotas imposés par la politique verte, et donc… ».

	ALINA – « Docteur, êtes-vous en train de me dire que mon petit ami n'a pas survécu ?

	BOLEK – « Oui madame, malheureusement c'est le cas, Blazej n'y est pas parvenu, sans défibrillateur il était impossible de penser même à redémarrer son cœur après le deuxième arrêt, et en tout cas même si nous avions réussi avec un massage manuel , nous aurions très probablement fait d'elle un légume, et non une personne consciente."

	ALINA – « Alors tu me dis que ces salauds ont coupé le courant à cause du CO2 ? Ces fils de pute coupent aussi l’électricité aux hôpitaux maintenant ?

	BOLEK – « Surtout dans les hôpitaux, il est décidément plus facile de tuer une personne qui est déjà sur le point de mourir que quelqu'un qui est en pleine santé, et malheureusement nous n'avons plus les ressources économiques pour faire tourner les moteurs diesel. Madame, nous réutilisons les seringues, les canules, nous diminuons les dosages des médicaments jour après jour pour économiser de l'argent ; nous, médecins, portons des manteaux en lambeaux, avec mille taches, et souvent aussi tachés de sang, tandis que pour pouvoir étancher la soif des patients, nous devons la plupart du temps puiser dans le réservoir d'eau de pluie, ce qui est également illégal entre autres . Croyez-moi, moi et les autres médecins et infirmières de l'hôpital gagnons environ 2 300 paresseux par mois, et cela en travaillant environ douze heures par équipe ; 2 300 slots quand ça va, et quand ça va mal, on ne peut même pas se réchauffer une fois rentrés à la maison, alors qu'est-ce que tu veux que je te dise ? Malheureusement, nous ne sommes que des médecins, nous ne sommes pas Dieu. »

	ALINA – « Mais ils parviennent à trouver de l’argent pour les guerres, les faux vaccins empoisonnés et leurs autres énormes conneries, ou est-ce que je me trompe ?

	BOLEK – « Non, vous n'avez pas tort, laissez les gens mourir de faim et ils verront que l'argent sortira toujours ».

	ALINA – « En fait, de toute façon, je ne suis pas là pour rejeter la faute sur vous autres pour la mort de mon fils, c'est juste que… ».

	BOLEK – « Excusez-moi si je vous interromps, madame, puis-je vous demander quelque chose à propos de Blazej ? »

	ALINA – « Dis-le simplement ».

	BOLEK – « Blazej est-il né avec d’importants problèmes cardiaques, ou y a-t-il eu un événement déclencheur ?

	ALINA – « Docteur, j'espère que vous plaisantez, est-ce que mon copain a bien vu ?

	BOLEK – « Oui, je l'ai vu, c'était une sorte de colosse ».

	ALINA – « Il était agriculteur, jouait au rugby, aimait la montagne comme la mer et n’aurait jamais pris une cigarette, de la drogue ou même juste une chope de bière. Non docteur, Blazej était en bonne santé comme un poisson, ce qui l'a tué, c'est cette merde qu'ils nous ont injectée à tous en nous faisant croire que c'était pour notre bien ; ils lui ont injecté cette merde, et maintenant il est mort. »

	BOLEK – « Ouais… ».

	ALINA – « Docteur, quand allons-nous faire quelque chose à propos de tout cela ? Quand les gens ouvriront-ils les yeux et cesseront-ils de se comporter comme une bande de moutons ?

	BOLEK – « Je ne sais pas madame, je ne sais vraiment pas ».

	ALINA – « Dites-moi docteur, à votre avis, quel est le vrai problème qui nous lie tous à cette ordure ? »

	BOLEK – « Je ne sais pas quoi vous dire, il y en a en fait beaucoup ».

	ALINA – « Oui, je le sais aussi, mais il doit y en avoir un plus important que tous les autres, tu ne le penses pas aussi ?

	BOLEK – « En fait oui, personnellement, je pense que c'est l'énergie ».

	ALINA – « Oui, je le crois aussi Docteur. Merci pour tout ce que tu as fait pour Blazej, je sais que tu as aussi été suspendu pour avoir refusé d'être empoisonné, et si aujourd'hui tu travaillais aux urgences pour un salaire qui te permettra à peine de survivre et pas dans un studio de télévision pour te faire faites bonne figure en débitant des bêtises et des bêtises, alors il y aura certainement une raison plus que valable. Que Dieu vous aide, que Dieu nous aide tous, Docteur Novak.

	BOLEK – « Merci pour vos paroles Madame, et croyez-moi quand je vous dis que la mort de Blazej ne nous laisse pas indifférents ».

	ALINA – « Je sais Docteur, je sais, bonne soirée ».

	BOGDANA – « Puis-je entrer, Bolek ? As-tu fini ?

	BOLEK – « Que fais-tu, Bogdana ? Écoutez-vous les conversations de vos collègues derrière la porte ?

	BOGDANA – « Comment ça s'est passé avec la mère du garçon ? »

	BOLEK – « Encore un cas de mort subite liée à cette merde avec laquelle, heureusement pour nous, on ne nous a pas injecté ».

	BOGDANA – « Putain de merde, ils meurent comme des mouches partout dans le monde, Bolek ».

	BOLEK – « Oui, mais la dame a bien dit une chose, l’énergie ».

	BOGDANA – « L’énergie ? Et qu’est-ce que ça veut dire ?

	BOLEK – « Cela signifie que le vrai problème est l'énergie, c'est ce que cela signifie ; Si tous les habitants de la planète avaient la possibilité d'obtenir de l'électricité gratuitement, alors ces fils de pute verraient leurs jours comptés. »

	BOGDANA – « C'est vrai, mais comment comptez-vous produire cette électricité gratuite pour toute la planète ? En brûlant des bonbons ?

	BOLEK – « Non, certainement pas en brûlant des bonbons, mais je suis convaincu qu’il doit y avoir un système pour y parvenir, ou est-ce que je me trompe ?

	BOGDANA – « Le deuxième Bolek était bon, tu as tort, et un gros aussi ; à ma connaissance, il n'existe aucun moyen de produire de l'électricité de manière totalement gratuite, sinon quelqu'un y aurait déjà pensé, n'est-ce pas ? Viens mon ami, je vais t'acheter une pizza.

	BOLEK – « Une pizza ? Etes-vous peut-être fou ? Veux-tu me tuer ? N'avez-vous pas entendu dire qu'en Italie, la pizza tue des millions de personnes à cause du sel contenu dans la pâte ?

	BOGDANA – « Bolek… ».

	BOLEK – « Dis-moi Bogdana… ».

	BOGDANA – « Va te faire foutre. »

	Ce soir-là, nous sommes allés tous les trois, moi, Bogdana et Dana, dans notre pizzeria de confiance gérée par notre ami Antonio ; un endroit décidément petit mais très agréable et intime, entouré de verdure de la très célèbre, du moins pour nous, la rue Dziechcinka, au numéro huit.

	BOLEK – « Alors, qu'avez-vous pensé de la pizza d'Antonio ce soir ? »

	BOGDANA – « Je dirais excellent comme toujours, pourquoi me poses-tu cette question ? Toujours avec cette histoire du sel qui tue, peut-être ?

	DANA – « Je suis d'accord avec Bogdana, la pizza était vraiment excellente, mais maintenant Bolek tu dois nous dire ce qui ne va pas, tu n'as pas dit un seul mot depuis notre arrivée ».

	BOLEK – « Qu'est-ce qui ne va pas à part l'histoire de Blazej, tu veux dire ? »

	DANA – "Oui, évidemment, l'histoire de Blazej mise à part."

	BOLEK – « Cet après-midi, j'ai eu le plaisir de parler au téléphone avec la mère de Blazej, une femme certes dévastée par la mort prématurée de son fils, mais en même temps avide de vengeance, bref, une femme qui ferait tout pour que les responsables paient pour tous ces ravages. »

	DANA – « De quel massacre parlez-vous, Bolek ? Aux vaccinations, au climat, à l’économie, aux soins de santé, au contrôle des personnes, à l’énergie, au manque de… ».

	BOLEK – « Je fais référence à l’énergie Dana, je fais référence précisément à cela, précisément à l’énergie ».

	DANA – « D’accord, et qu’y a-t-il de si poignant dans le problème énergétique ? Nous savons tous très bien que, comme l'eau, il y a tellement d'énergie que nous pourrions même la donner aux habitants de Jupiter si seulement les salauds au pouvoir le voulaient, mais qui, au contraire, nous est refusée pour faire de notre vie un enfer. ".

	BOLEK – « Oui, je le sais, mais je ne faisais pas référence à ce problème, mais plutôt… ».

	ANTONIO – « Les gars, je suis désolé de vous interrompre en ce moment, mais le black-out habituel est dans dix minutes ».

	DANA – « Cette panne d'électricité est une vraie montre suisse, n'est-ce pas Antonio ? D'accord, as-tu apporté des bougies ?

	BOLEK – « Oui, j'en ai deux ».

	BOGDANA – « Idem, deux pour moi aussi ».

	DANA – « J'ai aussi une bougie avec moi ».

	BOGDANA – « Eh bien, je dirais que ça suffit. As-tu un chandelier à nous prêter, Antonio ?

	ANTONIO – « Et pourquoi pas ? Antonio a toujours tout."

	BOGDANA – « Évidemment… ».

	Après avoir allumé les bougies et perdu l'éclairage électrique, nous sommes restés quelques minutes plongés dans un silence absolu à observer la danse des flammes sur la mèche, une mèche qui s'éteignait lentement tout comme nos espoirs de pouvoir vivre une vie digne de le nom.

	DANA – « Désolé si j'insiste sur Bolek, mais je ne pense pas comprendre l'histoire de l'énergie ».

	BOGDANA – « Chère Dana, Bolek est convaincu qu’il est possible de produire de l’énergie de manière totalement gratuite et que cette énergie peut être distribuée à quiconque en fait la demande sur toute la surface de la planète. J'avoue que l'idée n'est pas mauvaise du tout, c'est indéniable, mais malheureusement pour nous tous, c'est aussi une idée fondamentalement irréalisable."

	DANA – « Oui, c’est vraiment irréalisable, mais ce qui est sûr, c’est que cela représenterait un tournant véritablement historique dans la vie de chacun d’entre nous ».

	BOGDANA – « Tu l’as bien dit Dana, ça représenterait… ».

	BOLEK – « Ce ne serait pas seulement un tournant historique Dana, mais aussi la fin de tous ces salopards qui nous réduisent à une masse de souris effrayées, une masse de souris fuyant tout et tout le monde ».

	BOGDANA – « Je te corrige Bolek, un troupeau de moutons effrayés fuyant tout et tout le monde ».

	BOLEK – « Oui, tu as raison Bogdana, juste un troupeau de moutons, c'est ce que nous sommes après tout ».

	DANA – « Mais dis-moi Bolek, à ton avis, comment diable cette énergie gratuite pourrait-elle être produite pour la planète entière ?

	BOGDANA – « Ouais Bolek, dis-nous comment, je suis vraiment curieux… ».

	BOLEK – « Et qu’est-ce que je sais ? Je suis médecin, pas physicien, ni ingénieur."

	DANA – « Si nous voulons être honnêtes, j'en ai aussi entendu parler dans le passé, mais je ne me souviens pas de quoi, ni même où et quand j'en ai entendu parler, il est également possible que j'aie tout rêvé ».

	BOLEK – « J’aime rêver, rêver qu’un jour, dans on ne sait quel avenir, quelqu’un aura une idée révolutionnaire capable de changer pour toujours le destin de la planète entière ».

	DANA – « Nous sommes nombreux à rêver ces jours-ci, cher Bolek, le problème est qu'un rêve est toujours destiné à disparaître le matin lorsque nous nous réveillons pour revenir à l'habituelle lutte sanglante et fratricide pour la survie ».

	BOLEK – « Je sais, malheureusement, ce n’est pas un combat où le plus fort ou le plus intelligent gagne, c’est un putain de combat où le plus gros fils de pute, le plus gros salaud, le plus gros profiteur gagne, et tout ça à mon avis. Je pense que c'est définitivement contre nature.

	BOGDANA – « D’ailleurs tout ce qui va à l’encontre de la nature, y compris nous les êtres humains ».

	BOLEK – « Nous sommes par définition quelque chose de génétiquement contre nature ; ça ne sert à rien de tourner autour du pot, mes chères filles, l'homme est une erreur évolutive, et malheureusement il parvient à le démontrer chaque jour dans tout ce qu'il fait."

	DANA – « En parlant d’aller contre nature, avez-vous lu les dernières nouvelles ? Au début, je ne voulais pas y croire, je pensais que c'était une blague, mais à la fin j'ai dû me rendre à l'évidence. Mon Dieu, nous sommes vraiment dans un monde qui marche à rebours ; Peut-être que Bolek a raison, nous sommes une erreur, la pire erreur de l'histoire de la planète entière. »
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CONTRO LE NOTIZIE FALSE

Lo abbiamo sempre detto, la cosa peggiore in grado di contaminare la vera conoscenza sono le notizie false
e tendenziose che alcuni gruppetti di rivoluzionari tentano di far circolare, talora inutilmente.

Queste notizie viaggiano attraverso i vari social e i vari programmi di messaggeria a nostra disposizione, ed
& per quello che & estremamente importante imparare a riconoscerle.

A chi non sara capitato almeno una volta nella vita di ricevere comunicazioni del tipo “i cambiamenti
climatici sono una cosa del tutto naturale” oppure “Covid 19, la pii grande farsa del millennio”?

Immagino un po’ a tutti quanti noi; a me personalmente, migliaia di volte.

Ebbene, & inutile ribadire che si tratta solamente di miseri tentativi di spostare I'attenzione della gente
verso quelle che la narrazione dominante definisce “BLACK NEWS” cioé quelle notizie in grado, con il loro
pericoloso carico di errori e inesattezze, di contaminare la corretta comprensione di alcuni problemi di
rilevanza mondiale.

Negli ultimi anni 'Ente per la Salute Mondiale, 'ESM, ha ripetutamente messo in guardia circa 'esistenza
di queste notizie, notizie che sono giunte al limite estremo, quello di mettere in dubbio addirittura la bonta
dei vari vaccini salvavita messi a disposizione dalle case farmaceutiche a titolo del tutto gratuito all'intera
popolazione mondiale.

Una delle ultime trovate di questi criminali & stata una lista, a dirlo loro aggiornata, riguardante i decessi
causati da queste inoculazioni; si & parlato di oltre un miliardo di decessi solo nei primi quattro anni di
somministrazione, una cosa assolutamente ridicola.

Ora, come posso riconoscere una notizia falsa da una vera, direte voi?
Semplice, dalla fonte da cui viene divulgata.

Esiste un solo canale al quale dovete affidarvi, e questo canale & quello ufficialmente riconosciuto dalle
autorita preposte di ogni singolo stato, le quali vigilano affinché le masse vengano adeguatamente istruite
su cid che & giusto, e su cio che invece non o é.

DIFFIDATE DELLE BLACK NEWS
AFFIDATEVI Al NOTIZIARI DISPONIBILI SU TUTTI | CANALI UFFICIALI

LA CIECA OBBEDIENZA E LA SOLA E VERA CIVILE DEMOCRAZIA
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ATTERRITA DAl CAMBIAMENTI CLIMATICI FAMIGLIA DI
VARSAVIA MULTI FLUID SUPER GENDER SI BARRICA IN CASA
MORENDO AFFOGATA NEL VAPORE ACQUEO DELLA DOCCIA

1l capofamiglia (sessualmente integro non operato — 95% etero & 5% trans), era gia stato visitato dal Centro
per la Prevenzione delle Patologie Nervose, dove al poveretto era stata diagnosticata la classica “sindrome:
dell'ultra temperatura” ovvero quella modificazione dellipotalamo indotta da un eccessivo assorbimento
di CO, associato ad un’esposizione prolungata a temperature prossime ai 30 gradi.

La moglie (innesto parziale di organi maschili — 70% etero, 20% trans, e 10% animal fluid con tendenze
talora fruit fluid), gia nota alle cronache per le sue attivita contro I'emissione della micidiale CO, da parte
delle stufette ad alcool utilizzate da alcuni negazionisti criminali durante il rigido inverno polacco, si era da
subito dichiarata contraria all'idea dei suoceri (100% old etero obsolete style non fluid), di consegnare loro
i due figli della coppia (scambio parziale di organi tra i due gemelli — 80% etero e 20% alien and age minor
fluid), per salvarli, a loro dire, dalla follia dei due.

“Se la CO; i ucciderd, almeno moriremo insieme” — ha affermato la donna di origini italiane, la quale prima
di barricarsi in casa ha fatto sapere a tutti tramite social di aver modificato il suo stato sessuale da 70 + 20
+10a 60 + 20 + 20%.

Stando a quanto raccontato dai vicini, attivi nella contestazione contro la diffusione sulle spiagge della
bevanda “cocco & menta” responsabile di almeno il 2% di tutta la CO; presente in atmosfera (e questo a
causa dei sistemi di coltivazione intensiva della menta), questi ultimi hanno dichiarato di essersi tenuti
costantemente in contatto con 'interno della casa, e di non aver mai pensato che la decisione di isolarsi
dal mondo avrebbe potuto avere infine un esito tanto tragico.

“Tutt'ora non riteniamo possibile che siano morti di fame come sostenuto dai negazionisti del cambiamento
climatico” ~ ha dichiarato 'uomo (innesto mammellare destro eseguito — 40% etero, 40% non binario
indefinito, e 20% crostaceo fluid) ~ “ma riteniamo piuttosto che la fine sia giunta per affogamento dovuto
ad un eccesso di vapore acqueo derivante dalle docce fatte dai componenti della famiglia durante le ore piis
calde della giornata”.

1l Presidente polacco e il Capo di Stato italiano Giorgiolone Popone hanno espresso solidarieta verso il resto
della famiglia, dichiarando che — “questi nuovi martiri del climate change, seguaci della vera scienza, non
verranno dimenticati tanto facilmente” — dopo di che il Premier italiano ha aggiunto — “alla famiglia é gia
stata dedicata una via di Roma nel centro del Rione Castro Pretorio, Rione XVIl, sulla cui targa
commemorativa ¢ stata apposta la dicitura “Fam. Gtupi — Morta combattendo il cambiamento climatico”.

Con estremo rammarico dobbiamo purtroppo segnalare I'ennesimo sfregio alla democrazia e alla verita
assoluta, infatti nella notte di ieri alcuni attivisti negazionisti sulla targa toponomastica hanno scritto con
della vernice spray rossa “BRAVI COGLIONI".
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TROVATE TRACCE DEL VIRUS COVID-19 SULLA LUNA

I nostri peggiori incubi si sono avverati, la sonda americana MoonFib 2 ha rilevato la presenza del mortale
virus a circa venti centimetri di profondita nel suolo selenitico.

Stando a quanto riportato dai vertici dell’ente spaziale americano durante la conferenza stampa svoltasi a
Cape Canaveral a pochi giori dallallunaggio, il laboratorio automatizzato presente a bordo della
nuovissima sonda americana, costruita utilizzando per I'80% materiale riciclato per non impattare
negativamente sulle emissioni di anidride carbonica, ha rilevato una massiccia presenza del mortale virus
allinterno della regolite lunare.

“In parte & una cosa che ci aspettavamo” — ha confermato il Direttore della struttura — “in quanto il vento
solare, a causa della maggiore densita dell'aria dovuta ad un eccesso di anidride carbonica, ha potuto
trasportare il virus sin lassu”.

D - “Quale strategia pensate di attuare al fine di salvaguardare la salute degli uomini sulla Terra?” — ha
domandato il nostro inviato.

R~ “Per prima cosa provvederemo a richiudere il buco formatosi dopo la trivellazione con una sostanza
simile al pongo, dopo di che tenteremo di inviare sulla Luna uno dei nostri virologi di maggior spessore, al
fine di valutare 'aggressivita del virus in loco”.

D~ “Chi si accollera i costi della missione?”

R~ “I costi verranno interamente sostenuti dal noto filantropo Billy “Little Ball” Stage, e questo anche grazie
ai ricavati derivanti dalla vendita del nuovo vaccino contro il Covid destinato alle persone depresse e ai
vegetal in generale”.

D - “Quindi vuole farci intendere che la depressione aumenta il rischio di infezione?”

R~ “In effetti si, le persone tristi hanno I'80% di possibilita in pi: di contrarre la malattia e di morire se non
vaccinate”.

D - “Avete gia dei candidati virologi da inviare sulla Luna?"

R~ “S}, si é offerto volontario il noto virologo John Sbastite, vincitore dell’ultimo concorso canoro “Christmas
in the lane”.

D~ “Allora da quanto abbiamo potuto capire possiamo dormire sonni tranquilli, non é forse vero?”

R - “Assolutamente si, con personaggi del genere potete stare tranquilli, vedrete che andra tutto bene”.





