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	To the memory of Jose Rafael Hernandez Morales


	 




Chapter I


	The creatures of Heaven were in ecstasy before the supremacy and marvel of their Creator, whose shape was hardly noticeable. What emerged from Him was an intense light that blinded all His creations. To contemplate His marvel, these must be pure spirits with high elevation.


	All of them were immersed in beauty and beatitude –far away from human meanness. They were around their Creator in harmony and love, and through wisdom they communicated with Him. But, He, besides rejoicing all the fruits of His paradise, was in complete care of those beings –who were His creations also– that had not reached the highest. These were on trials through existences, so they could nourish their spirits from the bittersweet milk of learning and figure out the paramount aim in a life –which was love.


	Within all His supremacy, He beheld His mundane creatures, and He saw all the wonderful nature that He had created in all the splendour of colourful and wild life.


	As the Supreme Being wrote His thoughts in His designs, His sons had shown up, and the Prince of Darkness was among them.


	“Whence comest thou?”


	“From going to and fro in the earth, and from walking up and down in it.”


	“And hast thou considered?” the Lord said unto Satan.


	“Man has not learnt to love.”


	“To love, he has gone through existences.”


	“Even so… They doth not get the knowledge.”


	“You desire to raise your word against my finest creation.”


	“You give me one, and I shall prove my word,” Satan told the Lord.


	“I shall give you the painter,” said the Creator.


	“But, this time You concede him a gift that almost equals him to You.”


	“I shall invest him with clairvoyance.”


	“So he will consider himself greater than You, and he will curse thee.”


	“He will fear God and escheweth evil,” the Almighty said unto Satan.


	***


	 


	The black man over the plank sputtered uproariously out a strange name, “Marcios!”


	 




Chapter II


	God sent his angels for the soul on trial. Its masters had led this to the omnipresent Creator, who had expressed to it through His creatures. Otherwise, the soul would haven’t able to behold The Supreme Being inasmuch as it was not so pure as the Almighty, whose fulgurant energy this could not endure.


	So, God putting himself into manifesto through the Seraphs –and these through inferior divinities- had addressed the soul.


	Suddenly, images of one of his terrene existences had appeared. In this one, the soul could see a thickset man who went irreverently through life. His personality was rebellious and crowned by a husky mood. But, this man was so gifted that his mind created only beauty.


	“Within that existence thou used thy art to reveal the true nature of the soul of every model that thou hast painted. And through that gift that I hast granted thee, thou dared thy neighbour.”


	“And what dost I hath to do to please my Lord?” this man said unto the Lord.


	“Thou will return into mundane existence.”


	***


	 


	He scratched his temple over the white brick, and his sight was lost all around, as his mind reaped the whirlwind.


	All of a sudden, he beat hysterically his forehead on the rough wall as yelled, “the man painted... painted his brothers’ souls out!”


	Two guards rushed into the cell. 


	One took the inmate around and held him off the wall. His frame wrapped the jailbird’s lankiness, “hurting yourself again, eh?”


	“‘Fuck! He’s been eating his own crap,” said the other.


	“Jesus!”


	Having the legs hanging loose to sides, he cried out, “gotta go up on trials.”


	The guard, whose baldness was hidden under a baseball cap, said, “We have to take him out of here. But, we should put him in one single bed cell. On the contrary, he’ll try to commit suicide dropping himself from the upper bed.”


	He was pulled out of the cell in jerks. His eyes almost popped out in rage as bawled, “He’s power… but not for his own perk.”


	“You’re nuts. Hung on to heroin since a child.”


	“Get back to this… until learn to love,” said the inmate.


	Scratching his beard, the other guard told, “Now we have to look for an available cell.”


	 




Chapter III


	Was portrayed the image of a woman of comely appearance whose melancholy eyes observed a man of rough features and sully humor before an easel as his brush stroke against the canvas. She was in a perpetual sadness; meanwhile he remained immersed in his labor.


	Her love was infinite but a fraction in comparison with the love that she could have had from somebody else. The soul in woman shape was the being who could understand the tormented soul in a man’s body –with all the magic with which he created worlds out of nothingness. In fact, the woman’s heart always was willing to grant all what the painter desired and needed. And the artist was obedient to her lover’s impulse. He just did so for love.


	And, God had spoken to her through His divine entities: “Thou will take human shape anew.”


	“Be complied my Lord’s words with me,” said the soul unto The Lord.


	“But, he will find thee… And, thou doth not him. He will choose on which direction he will go ahead.”


	“It will be carried out my Lord’s design.”


	“And, it will be complete thy circle on earth after thy life joins with his.”


	Until the throne had brought another soul, whose wisdom was precarious, so the spirit was in advance continuously, on several trials through different levels, so that there were more divine entities present to filter the energy through which the Almighty put Himself into manifesto.


	Unexpectedly, some scenes of a bullring packed with a hilarious crowd were shown. In the arena, a bull with its budding horn had raised the bullfighter by the right side, and when he had fallen down he was picked up again by the budding horn.


	At the stands, she was scintillating with an extraordinary and rare beauty, meanwhile the bullfighter, held by the base of the budding horn inside him, slumped down along with the bull at unison.


	The bullfighter had not died of the horned just of the indifference of her love that could not have for him only.


	“I hath always granted a sort of supreme power over my creatures. This is beauty. But, thou hath not hast used it wisely.”


	“My Lord, I hast been reckless.”


	“Thou must come into human life anew,” the Lord said unto the soul.


	“I will… to enrich my soul. And so to attain a higher level.”


	“Thy mission is love, and thou will find in the most hidden place, so thou should be understood that it will be in the person that thou will consider worthless, thou will fight off against thy demons that will torment thee as shallowness, desire and ambition. I will grant thee the same power anew. Thou exercise the influence of this for good.”


	The soul comprehended the Creator’s message.


	“My Lord is my glory.”


	***


	 


	A guard watched, by the glass of the cell, the inmate who nodded, many times on end, over his legs crossed on the plank.


	“I come back here… I come back… Here… Back,” he repeated unconsciously. Standing up on the other side of the white cell, the man still peered. “I come here in the way I am,” he cried out.


	Being open eyed on the prisoner’s outburst, the guard had remained motionless.


	“Tell me why I’m irresistible!” All of a sudden, the inmate pulled himself together. “I have been turkey on my beauty.”


	The guard brushed off the prisoner’s blab and carried on walking by the corridor on his watch round.


	 




Chapter IV


	“The word of my Lord lays upon me.”


	As the soul had bid its farewell was cast into existence anew.


	So the Thrones had destined creation in time and space. The Domains had set the plane where the soul would act in accordance with the beings and circumstances already created. The Virtues granted the soul all the elements concerned with the form to take. The Authorities had conceded energy adjustably to the gender. And, These moulded also an aura to let the soul express itself like a being.


	Lastly, the Archangels would be his guardians, and the Angels would lead him through existence.


	***


	 


	He was the same man who had gone through many existences and whose soul was now incarnated a one of youthful appearance. His mind would not be consecrated to Art neither would be to politics. But, with a wondrous gift bestowed on him, he would conduct himself through a political world to attain what he most desired.


	Seated in a black-leather-upholstered club chair, Marcio lingered in the Hemingway bar. He thought retrospectively about his own stratagem to achieve a position. In fact, he had come from shadow and had pulled the strings behind for his own benefit. He had taken advantage of the others’ indifference to him, to use it wisely to act incognito.


	This man upon whom nobody laid wage dared his world and almost defeated everyone. But at the end, the last act was on him.


	As Marcio watched some volumes in the long bookcase, he pondered on all the wisdom that enclosed them and had also reasoned about the treasure that represented the concepts written by privileged minds –from which he learnt so much.


	Those ideas –sometimes poisoning ones- had been a powerful influence over him, so he had thought once more of all his stratagem to climb into a high position –from where he could exercise a quota of power.


	His deeds had been the fruit of a Machiavellian mind –the end justified the means. He was determined to succeed and have the woman who obsessed him.


	Marcio was the only personage who derived benefit from the political death of the current president in the past. His own mistakes had dug his tomb (there laid the young man’s advantage). Nobody perceived Raul Menendez’s potentiality. He was aware of it, though. So, when time came for him he moulded the failed man into a presidential candidate.


	Raul Menendez’s reputation was mudded since he let the government snatched away the votes of the referendum recall which conceded the victory to opposition –which he led. His countenance of defeat shown on the local television was an image seared on the electors’ mind.


	His advisors were at sixes and sevens about fitting him into the political scenario again. They weren’t able to take this politician out of the grave. And on top of it, he still proceeded wrongly.


	So, Marcio outlined a course of action and introduced it to Nuria González –Raul Menendez’s close friend. His first and immediate step was to get rid of his circle of advisors. The old wolves had failed but Marcio would not. 


	His mind absorbed recalled every detail of his deeds that brought himself to prominence. However all it was in the past. The man was completely aware of disgrace would come along. It was destined so that he had to carry out what had been written previously by the Gods. He could not avoid it.


	This man’s proposal was focused on creating a new image of the once electable candidate. So, firstly Raul Menendez would turn his invalidation to the regional elections into martyrdom (such a deliberately ban by the judicial system was advantageous –not running for the elections avoided the electors considering the governor post as the only position which he was apt to). Secondly, his image had to be redefined politically (the new Raul Menendez would be a man of all people of the country. For it, he would call on every corner of the country to perceive its reality. But, above all, he would set an emotional link with all the voters of the nation –and not just with the people who elected in the state in which he had postulated in the past).


	As Marcio savoured an exquisite champagne reasoned about the laborious part of the entire plan which had been remoulding the image of Raul Menendez -which was enough lousy and not presentable to the media; just not to mention the task of assembling and diversifying his speech -especially for the entrepreneur.


	All what this man had foreseen was right. The regime wiped out the nation’s old leadership, so no any remaining of the past was left, and had also crushed the new and upcoming leaderships. So when a young candidate ran for the presidential election –before Orallez’s regime collapsed by his own death, the government snatched away his victory at the election by setting fraudulent vote-counting machines at the electoral centres. For some reason or the other, the opponent candidate never dared the regime. He and his party didn’t have enough strength to fight off the government’s fraud –in fact, his allies weren’t such, these wanted to grind the young candidature and his organization, so they propped up the orchestration of the fraud by Orallez. However, three years later, the constitutional dictator had died. His opponents, inside and outside his government, and people rallied against the vice-president and, in an unexpected turn of the events, the protest ended in a social outburst. So, after the country had been devastated, a new government, whose foundation was set by mass of people, came into power. After three years, of the transitional government’s ruling, a new election was called for. Surprisingly there was no one to present to the electors, neither was there anybody who assumed the direction of the country. Raul Menendez’s time had come. His leadership was identified with the needs of the poor and his verb soothed the uneasiness of the lower stratum of the Venezuelan society –the major one. Therefore, civil society embraced the candidature of the former governor. And, this was elected president.




Chapter V


	His companion was already awake even though it was early. All in nudity, she loitered around the room. Her purse –still open– leaned against the armchair (It meant she was careless about her client. In fact, it was not her first time with him). As usual, she drew the greyish drapes on both sides letting the sunbeams came in –a signal of being time to wake up. Weirdly, she always liked the fantasy of playing the wife role with him as if they were a real couple. This pleased Marcio so that he just followed the course.


	The suite was refulgent by the rays of light that streamed through the big crystal panels of the door. Nevertheless, he was yet thrown onto the queen-size bed, where he and his lover were fooling around until the early hours, with his head under the pillow. 


	Last night had been exhausting. On purpose, they lost their way to the hotel on the narrow streets, half lit by lamp posts. Fear came over him as he passed by the high and old buildings lined along. It seemed as a sort of déjà vu which blended with terror. In fact, he always had got strange perceptions every time that he saw from the Eiffel Tower, Paris, the famous city of lights, which had surrendered before the once vast Nazi power, where the black-leather hobnailed boots of the well-line Stahlhelm troops had made their entrance marching through the great Arch of Triumph.


	Marcio wished to elude thoughts of his final, which were persistent at the time of being at his suite, so that he attempted to delay the hours until he had to get to the hotel


	In paranoia, he had awoken completely. A dreadful vision in his nightly rest scourged him. Marcio found himself alone under the white sheets. Suddenly he heard little sounds of chuckling, so he pushed his head up to see Julie sufficed by the sunlight thrown in, with her long legs over the arms, caressing her ivory-made body as she was having mockery at him.


	It seemed that all troubled to him was disclosed to her. Perhaps, she laughed at him inasmuch as it looked so hilarious to her the tragedy of not to know a way to save or avoid himself from his fatal end, or she thought that he weighed himself down so much for a worthless thing.


	He considered that his life was rather odd. An overwhelming solitude embraced him of which he hadn’t been able to get rid even though he had conquered the woman who he desired for so long. But this unknown woman completed him, whose name –printed on her cash-point card- was Juliette Maner. The same one with whom he spent days on any occasion in which he was in Paris. Somehow Juliette seemed to read his thoughts and foresaw his future, as if she had his gift; but, above all, she was sympathetic with his grief, having no idea about what troubled him the most.


	As he dined upon his petit déjeuner, a croissant with butter and chaud chocolate, served on a silver tray on the black coffee table of le salon, which he considered his eccentricity in an austere time –announced by the government. It was afforded by his faculty, though. He was in an imperial room of a palace, all in white, with chandelier lamps of le chamber and exquisite pieces of furniture, all proper of kings.


	This man had climbed so high neither by financial power not political influence –which he had not. And, he was not in the cabinet by his ideas either. Marcio was in the corridors of power due to his notorious capacity of perception. In fact, it was he who had warned the current president from not leading the opposition at the referendum recall and who envisaged the collapse of the regime and who had predicted the role of the former governor at the time. Indeed, this man was the only person who was always aware of Raul Menendez’s potentiality and who perceived that his time was still to come when many believed that his candidature had not any chance whatsoever.
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