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AN OBSESSION

 


Roberto should have been working right
now, but his obsession was calling him and he knew from previous
experience that it would not allow him to leave this spot where he
was standing in rapture until fully satisfied.

Tourists and people of lesser importance strolled past as
his eyes stood still upon its desired target. Some were children
and perhaps did not understand why the young guard was so diligent
in his work around this particular item. Most of the parents and
adults didn’t even bother to look.

The young man scratched his chin and
allowed his attention to sweep away as it did now and then. The
paintings on the walls were still there; the tourists were still
staring up at them in enjoyment of what others had achieved such a
long time ago; and the halls of the great space where his favorite
piece sat on a high podium above all others were as bustling with
people as they usually were.

It was in such a busy place that he
stood. The large bay windows to the side sent sunlight throughout
the space in long glistening shards and the greenery of the gardens
created a good comparison with the plaid painted stone walls of the
interior with their curves and small carved figures. The tiling
below his booted feet was comfortably worn but beautifully
maintained nonetheless. All around him the sounds of dozens of
languages - English, Spanish, his mother tongue of Italian in all
its dialects, Chinese and French, among others - were being spoken
and guides sifted among the gaggles of people with their tour
groups in tow. All in all it was rather peaceful and a part of the
job that Roberto enjoyed when he paid attention to it.

As time passed people would come to
him with questions. His answers were short, practiced and exact. It
was only when one asked about the object of his fascination would
he answer with detail.

“Sir, who made this statue?” an elderly woman with a small
child asked.

He could have pointed out that there
was a plague with information on it, but he could see that the dear
mother had weak eyes that had been damaged by the ravages of time
and use and was in need of his help.

Roberto stepped forward and took her arm lightly to lead
her closer to the statue’s glory, so she might see it
better.

“This was created by Agustin Ciervo, ma’am.”

“Not an Italian?” she noted on hearing the name.

“No, ma’am. He was a Spaniard, but I swear to you he had the
heart of an Italian.” Roberto’s hand swept towards the piece. “His
passion for the art,” he said, “was strong and they say he visited
Manarola in La Spezia in the North of our fine country just before
this piece’s creation.”

“When was it made, mister?” the child asked. She must have
been nearly 7 years of age and her Italian was very fine for a
child of mixed birth as her light blondish hair
signified.

“It is a good question you ask, child. Perhaps 1875. It was
a popular time for dynamic statues such as this.”

His eyes were drawn to the Olympian
style pose of the statue. One hand was far outstretched and curled
into a fist while being almost skyward and the other spread out to
the side and low with the fingers of the hand spread outward also.
The legs were posed apart and one off to the side to form the twist
that bought the statues abdominal section to fully glory. Then, of
course, there was the nudity below. So huge by the times standards,
he mused. What would the real man have been like? Was he a sensual
man and a lover of men as Roberto most certainly was?

The young guard put this aside as he
always did and continued.

“It is said that this is the most lifelike of statues
created without the casting used in later pieces,” Roberto noted.
“It is considered a miracle by many and still our best artists have
not managed to recreate the skill of the inspired Spaniard who
created it.”

The old woman eyes were on the nudity. She nodded and said,
“I also feel so.”

He smiled at her knowingly and allowed
them to enjoy other works. The old woman had been stirred by the
statue as Roberto was stirred daily. Of that he was
sure.

A tour group of formed of mostly Asian
gents and young men entered and one of the older men had a
restricted beverage in hand. He sighed as one does when their work
requires the mundane of them and made his way over. It would not be
long before he was pulled back to the statue again, Roberto knew.
One can not be far from the object of their obsession for
long.


A BIT OF DARK
MAGIC

 


It was the deepest, darkest night of a
hundred years on the day that Roberto strolled out into the dimness
of the big open space that housed the statues and paintings that he
had advised the old woman on.

The room was quiet as the huge
multilevel gallery had closed many hours ago. The young guard
checked his watch and saw that the day had just changed from Monday
to Tuesday and was only a minute and 30 seconds in.

He sighed.

Roberto hated the night shift like
nothing else. First, there were no people to speak to or assist
and, second, he could not see the statue clearly on an evening like
this when there was no moonlight to illuminate the space from the
big bay windows along the far wall.

He strolled past a beautiful painting
of a woman sitting among a field of yellow flowers of a kind he did
not know the name of and kept on at a slow and measured pace.
Around the room Roberto did a lap. There was nothing to see that he
had not seen before. Everything would be where it was until morning
and no thieves would come to this hall if they desired things to
steal. The paintings were massive and heavy and it had taken a
small crane to bring them in. No fool would come for these when
there were easier pickings in the ancient jewellery section just a
few doors down.

His feet took him far along the walls
until he stopped them at the corner painting near where the windows
started. There was enough light to make out the Il
Diavolo.

It was a painting of young Lucifer as he was drawn down
into the depths of hell by seven serpents that were made more of
vapor than reality. The background was one part blue heavenly
clouds and one part hellfire. It was the nudity of the man that
caught Roberto’s attention. This piece was a painting of a statue
that they say is the only one dedicated to the devil in its
time.

Roberto could never understand what
was so arousing about this painting, but the restrictive pose,
which even the most feared of all beings could not break the hold
of perhaps, was the answer. He found desire fill him and then
turned away. The man had no need for the devil in his life because
his demon - his kinky obsession - was in the middle of the room
among the shadows that would not allow him to see the statue as it
was meant to be seen.

A sliver of light passed through the
clouds for a second as Roberto passed the windows.

“What?” The word punched loudly from his mouth.

There was shock in his voice and for
very good reason.

The young guard came quickly to the
podium. As impossible as it might seem, the statue was not there.
He had seen it the instant that the light had passed over where it
should have been.

Roberto fumbled for his torch and
bought it upwards.

“The statue,” he shouted into the two-way radio receiver
connected to his right shoulder, “it is gone!”

His mind was numb and Roberto could
only stare. The thing had weighed several tons. No one could have
stolen that without the security team noticing.

While his mind tried to calculate how
such a thing could be taken, minutes past. There was no reply on
the radio and he did not note the strangeness of that as there
should have been several security team members on staff at this
time of night who could have answered.

Roberto soon began searching around
the area. There were no scratch or scuff marks on the tiled floor.
The big stone podium was undamaged as far as his fingers could tell
in the darkness. And even the roof was fine when he shined the
light upwards in the unlikely case there was a hole there that the
statue could be lifted through.

The young man finally came to stand in
front of the window and stared out into the darkness. There was
such fear in him as he had never known. Of course, his job would be
forfeit as this was his area, but that was not it. To never see the
nudity of the statue again... such a tragedy was
unthinkable.

He reached for his receiver once more
and detailed the situation in a
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