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    1. The Casanova and the tattooed one


    



    


    Jerome? Where is the dog?


    A young artist hustled loudly and boisterously through the jam-packed showrooms of a Vernissage in the heart of Paris. It was a very exclusive event, held only once a year, well-sponsored by the press and therefore attended by art connoisseurs from all over France.


    “I can’t believe it! Every year it is the same circus! Jerome? Ach, what do I talk about? Anyway, he does what he wants! Next time I will get him under my thumb!” The young Monsieur was an eccentric sculpturer named Dexstar. He was one of the many who hoped to sell their artwork at this Vernissage. He could then live off these earnings all year long.


    At the moment, however, it seemed that he had another train of thoughts, other than the selling of his sculptures, which kept him busy. He was frightfully and exasperatedly in search of his best friend, Jerome.


    


    


    Dexstar, who always dressed himself in black, was wearing a badly-ironed pair of trousers and a jacket with cut sleeves. He was about 2 meters tall; he had distinctive facial features and a bald-shaved head. His lean and pale body was studded with countless tattoos. “Every tattoo tells a part of my life”, thus justifying gladly the pictures on his skin.


    Nevertheless, he would have rather not found out too much about that part of his past, from which the many demons and the dreary legends came.


    


    Dexstar tried to get in again, despite the noise level. “Jerome?” No answer. He pushed impatiently, with his skinny arms, the people who were ahead of him in the exorbitantly overcrowded corridors. Fierce glances were meeting with his because there was no one there who liked to get Dexstar’s elbows in their ribs. The artist muttered sullenly: “You, arrogant art philistines!” He noticed gloomily a simply-dressed, old herm, who was trying to examine an oil painting with a magnifying glass.” Every year the same rubbish! I really don’t know why I continue to do this to myself. For a few francs? One should live exclusively on chocolate! “Dexstar grimaced and rolled his eyes shortly heavenwards. However, the sky was, in this case, a concrete ceiling which was so low that the artist could easily touch it with his spread arms. He shook his head and carried on.” Pshaw! Ridiculous! And for that I have to tolerate hundreds of idiots. It is teeming here with pseudo-artists.”


    


    Finally he recognized a familiar face: “Well then! Who do we have here? Cute Haloon! At least I find my nice hairdresser here!” Dexstar touched a tall, slim lady with tightly combed hair on her shoulder. “Hi Haloon!” Haloon turned around. “Hi Dex! What are you doing here? Aren’t you all moving away?”


    “No. This is not the problem! Do you possibly know where Jerome has hidden?”


    “I’m afraid not.”


    “Why are you then still here? Maybe does my dear hairdresser want to come with us?”


    “Thank you a lot, Dex, but I can’t come with you this year. I’m having a very good time now.” At the same time Haloon winked venturously to her companion, a racy Italian girl, in a fiery red dress.


    “Wonderful, then!” The distress was written in the meantime on Dexstar’s face and so he started to talk to himself: “With what have you, esteemed Monsieur Dexstar, actually occupied yourself your whole life?” After a pretended meditation and a short pause, Dexstar finally gave himself the answer: “Ach, you know, half of my life I have tried to build the best sculptures in the world, which are now standing there-barely noticed-behind the entrance area, near other 700.000 works of art which are poorly sold. At this point he took a deep breath. “The other half of my life, however...”, now he started to scream, “I spent it trying to find my best friend, Jerome!” The one who, by the way-spent his whole life running away from me! “Ach, this is interesting! And how do you think now of living your second life? “The guests standing near Dexstar already shook their heads. However, he continued unwaveringly: “Now I am thinking of kicking my best friend’s royal ass! Afterwards I will establish myself in a monastery, on whose gate would be written in huge letters: >> We welcome every stupid moron! Apart from the king of Casanova: The Gigolo Jerome Monroe! <<” Dexstar began to laugh loudly and pushed himself further contentedly through the tide of visitors.


    “Liszio!” Dexstar has once again discovered someone that he knew. “Has my money-mad friend Liszio seen the poor fellow Jerome Monroe?” Liszio, a tall afro american, in a tailor-made suit, was surrounded by friends, whose glasses he has just overfilled with champagne.


    “Ah, my friend, Dex! Just in time! It’s time for champagne! We were just toasting to art! May I introduce you, my banker Pandor Patis and his LOVEly wife, Linda! And here, in my left, this is Laruzo Largo, from whom I have recently bought the entirely over expensive Bentley, with his adorable girlfriend!”


    “Liszio, I have no time for shallow chit-chat! I’m looking for Jerome.”


    “Jerome? Do you mean the Gigolo Jerome? The beautiful Jerome Monroe? The man with the thousands of women and the gloomy black oil paintings?” Liszio and his friends laughed.”I have seen this gentleman at his works of art. And, how could it be any other way, with a very good looking woman.”


    “What? At his paintings? I was there twenty minutes ago!” Dexstar raised his eyebrows sceptically, what he was doing all the time, by the way, because he knew that, besides him and Jerome, there was hardly anyone that could manage to do something so masterfully.


    “Try it again then! About ten minutes ago I saw him there in the back!”


    Dexstar clapped his hands like a little girl who gets a bag of sweets from his father and squashed further through the crowd of people. “Dex, wait!” Liszio called his friend afterwards. “Don’t forget that we are meeting exactly, as arranged, at the exit! The gates of the White Room are only at exactly 1:11 open. You and Jerome are the only ones who are traveling with me; the others are already on their way. This year I’m traveling on schedule!”


    “I know, I know! Why do you think I am so keen on finding Jerome? Do you think I want to sing to him a goodnight song?” Dexstar plunged himself back into the tide of visitors. Liszio Dawn laughed and then spoke to his friends again: “Dexstar, isn’t he a piece of art himself? Tattooed from head to toe, a gloomy appearance, and yet inside a little, clumsy youngster.” All his friends laughed. Liszio raised his glass in the air: “To the little youngster inside all of us!” And they all toasted with him.


    After a few more minutes of pushing and shoving, Dexstar finally arrived in a dark room. Hundreds of candles illuminated the pictures, all painted with rough brushstrokes, in different tones of black. Something interesting seemed to reveal itself to Dexstar as his eyes began to sparkle. The back of a young man dressed in noble black appeared. It was Jerome Monroe.


    Jerome’s eyes were fixed on two beautiful women, who were flaunting themselves in front of him. The powerful energy of the young man seemed to affect them as much as his masculine beauty. The raven-black, long and straight hair bordered his gentle face, which time still couldn’t have negatively touched. His dark brown, almost black, sunken eyes resembled more with the eyes of a tamed wolf than of a man. His brightly white teeth and his muscular figure, which could have been recognized through the thight-fitting, black shirt, took the women’s breath away.


    Jerome was an artist who LOVEd life and beauty. Hardly anything could have thrown him off balance and his brisk, open nature earned him a lot of sympathies.


    Jerome was speaking with a seductive, imposing voice to the ladies: “And I will hold my great LOVE firmly in my arms and sing loudly from the Eiffel Tour: “O sole mio – Ooo sole mioooo!” Up to that day no one has probably ever sung O sole mio on the landmark of Paris. The ladies seemed, however, to enjoy the idea which qualified very well as an approach.


    Jerome continued, raising his forefinger up high: “But, as said, only when the true LOVE really exists! And also when I am standing with her for two hours in the tourists waiting queue and I am bored to death. But-it would be of worth!”


    Dexstar couldn’t control himself any more and he popped into the conversation, while he was waving about like a feral messenger of the GODs. “Your Majesty, the coach is waiting! Abandon the crazy Eiffel Tour singings, the night of the century is not waiting for us!” Dexstar and Jerome LOVEd to talk like kings of old times. In spite of not being able to return aristocrats from the dead, they both took delight in behaving themselves as such poor artists. Jerome laughed and responded majestically: “Hear ye, hear ye!” “Well, my loyal friend, then tell the coachman that he may be a little longer patient.” “The LOVEly princesses here”, at the same time indicating the both blushing ladies, “are waiting for me”. Jerome bowed and made it clear that he would rather be standing alone with the two ladies. However, Dexstar wouldn’t dream of leaving the scenery.


    “Oh, I see! So today we have two similar princesses. One with brown eyes, one with blue eyes.” He bended down to Jerome, who was at least one head shorter than Dexstar, and began to whisper: “Pardon Monsieur,there is unfortunately no more time for making contacts. Our coachman, Liszio Dawn, is already waiting in his black Cabriolet and the only cargo which is missing are two noblemen called Jerome and Dexstar!” Jerome lingered a moment and then turned around, whispering as well: “I only want the ladies’ addresses! Their eyes’ expression alone drives me to insanity!” He spelled the word “insanity” with a growl in his voice, similar to the one of a hungry dog. Dexstar, who has been straightening himself, contemplated his tattooed hands, moved his each and every finger and yawned ostentatiously: “What does an event made only for selected artists tell you?An event which takes place only once a year, which our friend Liszio organized and funded on his premises, for which he turned the best underground musicians in town loose, where everything is snow-white decorated and where the most beautiful waitresses from Paris serve you?” Jerome answered with surprise: “The White Room!” He turned immediately to the two ladies, so as to finish the conversation: “Well, my dearest princesses, a year from today, same time, same event?” The ladies smiled in embarrassment and nodded.


    Dexstar and Jerome were now plunging themselves together in the crowd of people. The closer the exit was, the less the crowd seemed to overwhelm them. Dexstar yelled : “Hurry up, Jerome!” “If we miss Lizio now, we won’t make it in time to the residency!” At exactly the same moment the Cabriolet of Liszio Dawn drove away in front of them. “Stooop!”, Jerome called him. No reaction from the driver. “Is he crazy?” Dexstar shook his head pantingly. They both raced the moving car, with a view to the starry sky in hindsight, and jumped headlong inside. They were laying crisscross in the car, their heads in the footwell, while their feet were dangling out from the open top.


    “Remind me...”, Jerome was completely out of puff, “Remind me, Dex, to burn the driver the next time!” To this answered Liszio serenely, with a look in the rear-view mirror. “Remind me the next time, to give more gas from the start !” All three began to laugh and the trip to the Dawn residency has begun.


    The two artists turned over carefully and properly, took their seats in the back and Jerome threw a question to everyone around: “Do you actually know, how is it like to fly?” Liszio looked sceptically in the rear-view mirror because he would have never expected such a question! “What? Don’t come up with such crazy stuff!”


    “No, for real!” Have you never thought of how good it might feel like to be able to fly? I mean... without a stupid plane, of course! Just like that! Jerome made a hand movement as he epitomised a plane. “When one simply to the top, below and to the left or--”


    Dexstar interrupted him with a worried smile on his face.


    “Do you mean... like a sweet, little bird? “


    “Ha ha, you are yourself such a sweet, little bird! Do you know, however, what I mean? Every man on this planet has at least once wondered what it must be like to fly and stuff like that.”


    Dexstar answered: “Of course I want to know that. If Your Majesty would be so kind so as to explain once more in detail?” Jerome remained silent for a moment and smiled. Jerome bended down to the footwell of the Cabriolet, searched for his shoes under the driver’s seat and raised slowly. He tried loudly to drown the airflow and screamed: “So, my LOVE, pay attention! It will now be showed to you how a man discovers the feeling of flying!” Jerome has now closed his eyes, loosed his hands to the front seat and opened his arms. It all looked as though there was a pastor, who have just given his congregation the blessing to drive upright in a Cabriolet through Paris.


    Dexstar screamed in excitement: “Damn, the scoundrel can actually fly! Immediately he did the same. He clammed his huge feet under the passenger seat, raised himself up, opened his arms too and screamed in the night: “Yiiiihaaaa! I can flyyyy! I can flyyy!!!”


    Liszio shook his head indignantly. “Hopefully we won’t be photographed. Three idiots who are riding in the night with a Cabriolet. The first idiot is driving and two monkeys are trying to fly!”


    After about a quarter of an hour, the car finally turned into Bois de Bologne, a wonderful, tree-lined spot from Paris. Few beams of moonlight were penetrating the treetops and reflecting into the Cabriolet’s black lacquer. Jerome und Dexstar stared attentively through the open top. Here, in Bois de Bologne, they used to meet often. At night, when Paris was almost sleeping, they were driving around the small streets, hour after hour, philosophising about GOD and the world, enjoying the tranquillity, talking about their forthcoming art projects and visiting every now and then their friend, Liszio. They LOVEd the smell of the woods, the noise of the leaves, the sound of the wind, as it crept through the trees.


    A gentle flip and the crunch of the gravel under the tires revealed: The Dawn Residency was right there.


    



    



    


    

  


  
    2. The White Room


    



    


    Jerome screamed in excitement: “What a masonry!”


    The car have come to a stand a few meters in front of a big, sombre wall. Dexstar jumped elegantly out of the Cabriolet, contemplated the king-sized property and screamed in the night: “Well, well, my gentlemen! This is a place that I truly deserve!” He bended his head down majestically in front of his non-existent audience. Jerome replied theatrically: “So this is—” But he was severely interrupted by Liszio : “Quiet!” Liszio put his hand to Jerome’s mouth. “My gentlemen, what have I told you before in the car? Be quiet! Last year we had the police right here in front of the absinth fountain. This year let’s stay away from the law enforcement, please! I don’t want to get bothered for some liters of alcohol!” Liszio took his hand from Jerome’s face. Jerome whispered: “So be it, oldster! Our lips will only be opened for eating the oxygen! Won’t they, my loyal fellow Dexstar?” Dexstar smiled because he LOVEd it when Jerome was speaking like that. “So be it, sir!” Liszio nodded. “Very nice. So let’s go, follow me, everything is ready.” The bell of a church, one could realize it, had just announced 1 o’clock. All three were sneaking through the residency gardens towards the inner yard, where people of different cultures and nationalities were waiting silently and densely packed in front of a big, black gate. One could look in the different faces and see that each of them was an artist and acquaintance of Liszio, the son of the late landlord. All of them were dressed in colored, tailored embrasures, which were shining almost magically in the moonlight. Liszio moved slowly through the group of people and pulled a pocket watch out of his pants. The gentle ticking could have also been heard in the last rows. The wind whizzed through the yard. Liszio knocked at the wood gate and spoke:


    “So wash my soul, that is black as the doom,


    so that my gaze is in no way inferior, to the holy...”


    In this moment, a little hatch from the gate, opened like a flash, while two eyes were staring at Liszio, and a dark voice from within, completed the sentence:


    “…to the holy White Room!”


    The secret formula was said. The gate opened itself.


    A bright white dazzled the eyes. Some of the guests had to put their hands on their faces. Then they entered the room hesitatingly. Liszio waved to the last ones. A whisper went through the rooms. A group of afro american musicians were standing above, at the end of the hefty staircase and were looking down hopefully at the crowd. Still quiet. The hefty gates have been closed. Liszio looked once again through the hatch outside. Not a human body was to be seen outside. Liszio turned around to his guests, who were so mesmerized that they kept looking quietly at the host. Then he whispered:


    “Welcome, my friends of the true art! The green fairy is expecting us.” By this, he meant the absinthe which was illegally and lavishly served at the bar. This was also the sign for the musicians. The drummer’s thundering rhythm started off. Life became awake.


    Such good music! Powerful rhythms were filling the strong hands, the delicate fingers of the strings. Basses, which were so powerfully and independently played, urged the guests to dance. There was no other nightclub in Paris with such sounds. Here the new music was meeting open ears. Dexstar and Jerome looked at each other. They both nodded smilingly and the words have been already exchanged. This event was exactly how they dreamt it to be. They mingled through the dancing crowd and began to blend along with the music.


    Dexstar closed his eyes and his long arms were drawing movements in the air, so as to make the sounds more conspicuous. With his eyes closed and his arms stretched ahead, Jerome was moving his hips along with the music. Each of the artists was moving in his own way, enriching the atmosphere, but all together were forming an unity.


    The beads of sweat were dropping, the robes were soaked in sweat and, after a while, both men left the dancefloor, feeling exhausted.


    



    



    


    

  


  
    3. The arrival of the beauty


    



    


    Dexstar flopped himself in a white-leather armchair and looked contemplatively at the dancing crowd. “What thought troubles you, my friend?”, asked him Jerome. Dexstar responded:


    “Have you ever thought, why do people LOVE so much to dance?” Jerome hesitated. “What do you mean?” Dexstar smiled. “Yes, why do people feel the need to move themselves to such simple bass-beats? I mean,let’s be honest, what is actually a rhythm?” Dexstar also gave himself the answer: “Some beats to a certain interval, strung together. Why are we finding this so great so that we are making the same funny moves, like a bunch of idiots?” Jerome answered: “I think there is no explanation. I think it is simply in our genes. Also the Neanderthals were jumping crazily around the bonfire and they were enjoying the same rhythms.”


    “Haha!” Dexstar was happy like a child who was allowed to ride a pony for the first time. He jumped up, placed himself in front of his friend and continued: “No explanation, my ass! Listen, Your Majesty!” Dexstar grabbed Jerome’s head, pressed it ungentle to his chest and looked down at him. Jerome’s words were vaguely comprehended.


    “Dexstar, I find it very nice that you hold me so gladly but I have no air! Should this then-” Dexstar interrupted him. “Psssst! Listen!”


    “What?” Jerome’s answer sounded more like a “Waff?” in Dexstar’s chest. Furthermore, Dexstar’s shirt attenuated the words. “Shut your trap and listen!” Dexstar’s heartbeat channeled his way through the shirt, roamed across his friend’s ears and finally penetrated loudly his auditory canals. Dexstar went on with his question: “What sound do you think was the first sound you have ever heard in your life? - No idea?” Dexstar was waving about with his open hand like a wild maestro. “But I know it! It was the first and the most beautiful rhythm of all times! I mean... the perfect rhythm! The mother of all grooves, so to say! “Dexstar pressed Jerome’s head so tightly to his chest so that the surrounding sound lapsed into silence and all that he could hear was his friend’s heartbeat. “It was your mother’s heartbeat! Yes, yes, my dear friend, as you were only a sweet, little baby, well-protected in your mother’s belly. Only you and the trusted heartbeat of your mother. And that’s why”, Dexstar was feeling like Christopher Columbus, as though he have just spotted America through his telescope for the first time, “that’s why rhythms release such a feeling of wellness in us! Because they remind ourselves of: Mama! “


    


    Jerome, who was still standing in Dexstar’s claws, screamed in excitement: “Awesome!” His excitement, however, came now not from his friend’s discovery, but from a very cute Mademoiselle, whom Jerome spotted. “Incredible, absolutely incredible!”


    The young woman had straight, blonde hair and her skin was like the skin of a porcelain angel. Jerome was stunned. He had been making a lot of acquaintances in the last past years but this one was different. In a fraction of a second he has encountered so much beauty! Jerome caught his breath. “Incredible!” He had never seen such a perfect creature in his entire life. Jerome noticed her, while he was still hearing his friend’s heartbeat. The way she placed her champagne glass on the silver tray revealed an act of feminine perfection. For Jerome, she was a unique living masterpiece!


    Dexstar, who was still finding himself mentally on the level of Christopher Columbus, finally released Jerome from his arms and posed as a king who had blessed the entire population of France but which, to his greatest disappointment, was not even present. “This is it!” Dexstar went through his non-existent hair. Jerome, who was thinking at something else, replied: “For GOD’s sake, who is she? She is incredible!” Dexstar shook his head blankly.


    “Who is what?” He couldn’t understand that Jerome wasn’t able to acknowledge his discovery. Jerome responded: “Well, this woman, who looks as if GOD himself has created her for me! Let me go now, I must by all means know her!” Dexstar took his hands perplexedly from Jerome’s head and stared at him with his open mouth. “Pfff! I unveil him the secrets of this Universe and Monsieur Jerome has nothing else in mind that to run after some dollies!”


    



    



    


    

  


  
    4. The arrival of LOVE


    



    


    Jerome crossed a long corridor and finally entered a large room, with wide-opened windows. The chilly wind made the long, silken curtains dance and the candle flames were guttering on the wall. The white curtains were expanding widely. The music could have been hardly heard in this wing of the residency and therefore the noise of the wind and the flutter of the curtains were dominating. The young woman, whom Jerome had followed, was there, disposing the empty glasses from the wide windowsills. Her white, tightly-fitting dress, her blonde hair and the pale skin made her become one with the bright room. The curtains, which where deeply winding through the white room, covered her and Jerome’s face. It seemed as though the wind was playing a trick on them. Every time she could have actually been seen, she was hiding behind the curtains.


    They got slowly near each other, without realizing it, back to back. Shortly before they had run into each other, they turned around. They got scared and holed their breaths. However, the fright from their faces has shortly given way to blissful smiles. They were standing face to face. The white curtains kept dancing around. The gentle smell of the young lady’s perfume inspired the artist, while he was looking deeply at her mysterious, blue eyes. It was as though the sea had left this world so as to come and stay and gleam into her eyes for ever and ever. Her skin resembled a white pearl and her sweet smile seemed to allure Jerome from his body straight to his soul. Only a few centimeters were separating the two slightly opened mouths. The narrow, soft lips, the straight, blonde hair, which was falling down to the small tip of the nose, embraced her prominent cheekbones. The young woman and the artist. They both felt it. This fire. This emerging magic. This pure happiness. They were both smiling. No word was needed. An inner perfection has broadened into the two souls. It was the essence of happiness, which they were both spurring. A moment which carried only the positive in it. It felt like, they would become one with the Universe. It felt like entering the paradise... No doubt, the kiss of GOD was perceptible in every pore of them and the spell of spells began to raise in both hearts. The fire of LOVE was flaming up. Jerome’s eyes and the young lady’s eyes closed and...


    the music stopped!!


    Liszio’s scream went through the residency: “Get out, my friends! Hurry up! The police is right outside the doors! Alcohol tracing! Pour the absinthe in the corner and go!


    Panic busted immediately through the residency. Everything was happening so fast. The room, where the time had stopped for Jerome, immediately filled itself with people. What wild animals have shot past Jerome and the lady! For a moment they were both confused, but they immediately found their calm anchor in the eyes of the other. The general hysteria seemed not to touch them any more. Jerome finally took courage. He wanted to ask her name, but the answer came running , as though the question has abandoned Jerome’s lips.


    “Mia!”


    With this single word, the unknown beauty turned away, smiled and disappeared in the crowd.


    Jerome inhaled deeply. The guests were still storming past him. Now he knew her name! His entire face was beaming with joy. A great feeling of happiness has now shot his whole body. A true firework of happiness. If all the lights in Paris had been turned off, Jerome would have illuminated the whole city with the mere radiance of his eyes.


    “There are you, Casanova! Hallo? Are you there?” Dexstar suddenly waved his hands around Jerome’s face. “Jerome? Jerome Monroe? I don’t understand it. This girl has really enchanted you! Your Majesty! Wake up!”


    Jerome whispered: “Mia! My name is Mia!” Dexstar began to laugh. “I’m very glad to meet you! Unfortunately, madame Mia, we have no more time for conversations in this room because the police could arrest us in any moment!”


    Jerome, who was gradually loosening himself from the spell, spoke with utter calmness, while one could hear the screaming and the whistling of the cops next room. “My friend, I have seen an angel!” Dexstar responded impatiently: “Very nice! Doesn’t it ring a bell to you when we are all running like crazy towards the emergency exit? By this he meant the wide-opened gate. “Jerome! Hallo? I don’t feel like spending the night in prison, if you know what I mean!!” Jerome shook his head, gathered his thoughts, screamed out a shout of joy and ran outside along with his friend.


    “What a night!”, thought Jerome while he was running with Dexstar in the starry night. “I missed her by a hair’s breadth!” He smiled: “I know her name! Mia! The most beautiful lady on this planet. It sounds just like a wonderful symphony in my ears. Mia! Three letters which perfectly reveal the name of an angel.” Dexstar answered wheezily: “Yes, yes, like a symphony. I would rather say at the moment there is the symphony of the get-away-march singing!” Jerome began to laugh because he knew that Dexstar couldn’t bear it to run more than 20 minutes without taking a cup of coffee and a chocolate croissant with him. After a while, they finally arrived at a corner house, where the Boulevard de la Tour-Maubourg and the Quai d’Orsay were intersecting. They arrived at Dexstar’s home. They fell completely exhausted in the old armchairs. Without exchanging too many words, they fell blissfully asleep.


    



    



    


    

  

OEBPS/Images/AuthorOfHope_fmt.jpeg
CThe author of h

JOREL.- THE CRYNG GRTE (I3





OEBPS/Images/logo_xinxii.png
XinX11





OEBPS/Images/002_fmt.jpeg
“WHEN THE SUN KISSES THE GROUND..."
ISBN° 978-3-9815723-1-5





OEBPS/Images/wt.jpg
oL THE CRING G

i





OEBPS/Images/004_fmt.jpeg
Dis

928

1S WHERE THE HOPE BEGINS ...





