
Table of Contents

CHAPTER 1. ANCIENT SILENCE

CHAPTER 2. PROFOUND THOUGHTS

CHAPTER 3. THE MADNESS OF DAYS

CHAPTER 4. REFLECTION OF THE FINALE

CHAPTER 5. THE FRUITS OF TRUTH

CHAPTER 6. WALLS OF FEAR

CHAPTER 7. CRIMSON TWILIGHT

CHAPTER 8. LEADEN VOLLEY

CHAPTER 9. HANDS OF STEEL

CHAPTER 10. CROWN OF THORNS

CHAPTER 11. COLD EMBRACES

CHAPTER 12. THE LAST CONNECTION

CHAPTER 13. SIGNATURES OF LEADERS

CHAPTER 14. WANDERER OF THE AGES

CHAPTER 15. THE REAL DREAM

CHAPTER 16. THE ETERNAL PATH

CHAPTER 17. BOLD LINES

CHAPTER 18. FAMILIAR FEATURES

CHAPTER 19. BLOODY SETTING

CHAPTER 20. THE PATH TO SOVEREIGNTY

CHAPTER 21. THE LIMIT OF PATIENCE

CHAPTER 22. THE WEIGHT OF A BULLET

CHAPTER 23. GARDENS OF ABUNDANCE

CHAPTER 24. THE FINDING OF FAITH

CHAPTER 25. FURIOUS WATERS

CHAPTER 26. FALSE CREATION

CHAPTER 27. THE CURTAIN OF TIME

CHAPTER 28. THE CRY OF SUCCESS

CHAPTER 29. TAMING PRIDE

CHAPTER 30. ARMOR OF THE SOUL

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 1. ANCIENT SILENCE
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November 1, 1998

***
[image: ]


November has come, and the curtain has been raised,
The law has found its European home.
The rights of man are guarded here at last,
And wisdom sealed by justice on its throne.
***
[image: ]


A temple has been raised where truth presides,
Not for dominion, but for purity.
A granite vault shall freedom still protect,
Burning the bridges of arbitrariness.
***
[image: ]


The bounds of greed and passion fade away
When law is raised above the raging crowd.
Amid the labyrinth of shadowed ways,
A stern and sacred light begins to glow.
***
[image: ]


The ancient seals of silence have been broken,
The world has forged a sacred parity.
Above the abyss of lawless emptiness
The imperishable light of truth is spread.
***
[image: ]


This diamond has been set within the crown
Of unity, where human honor reigns
Above the splendor of a thousand crowns.
Not power speaks within us, but justice,
Entering the unshakable law of ages.
***
[image: ]


By binding the wild force of human will
Within its proper bounds, the world bows down
Before the judgment seat of law and fate.
The righteous cause of human rights becomes
A saving vessel for the human soul.
***
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CHAPTER 2. PROFOUND THOUGHTS
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November 2, 1917

***
[image: ]


The seal was pressed upon a fragile page;
Lord Balfour gave Rothschild a solemn word.
Time wipes away the boundaries of old,
And dawn now glimmers over Palestine.
***
[image: ]


The words are graceful, yet the thoughts run deep;
Empires forge their answer in reply.
From letters rise the roots of things to come,
Where every syllable may shape a hundred years.
***
[image: ]


Within a simple letter lies the fate
Of hoary centuries yet to unfold.
Lord Balfour sketches contours of a dream;
A people gains a home, and history moves,
Burning the bridges built by diplomacy.
***
[image: ]


The imperial hand, aflame with war,
Bestows a right upon a scorched and barren land.
A hearth arose from brief assurances,
A sudden gleam within the densest fog.
***
[image: ]


An imperial gesture — and the die was cast;
Within an envelope, history surged.
The people and the soil became one body,
And a letter changed the borders of an age.
***
[image: ]


An ordinary envelope, stamp and seal —
Yet within it rumbled a biblical continent.
Exile was commanded to be crowned,
And ancient roots returned to their first soil.
***
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CHAPTER 3. THE MADNESS OF DAYS
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November 3, 1793

***
[image: ]


Her words — her rights, her burden — cannot wash
The blood away from silent stones.
Those who arrive before their time are doomed,
So that the madness of an age may be absolved.
***
[image: ]


The pen was made the equal of a dagger;
The law was lost amid the intrigues.
She searched for justice and for rights,
And found instead a moment of immortality.
***
[image: ]


She grew as cold as reason turned to falsehood;
The crowd sang wildly in its madness.
The century was far too complicated
To comprehend the flight she dared to make.
***
[image: ]


The executioner — an inept critic —
Tried to silence thought with steel.
She walked toward the scaffold without fear,
Regretting nothing, bowing to no one.
***
[image: ]


The eighteenth century, drenched in blood,
Could not accept a woman's intellect.
For those who stand for what is right,
A prison is forever being prepared.
***
[image: ]


The doors to the scaffold stand wide open
Whenever the road to the tribune is barred.
In an age of chaos and of unbelief,
Only steel is allowed to speak of rights.
***
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CHAPTER 4. REFLECTION OF THE FINALE
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November 4, 1989

***
[image: ]


Granite cannot save the one who has grown cold,
And slogans cannot prop a crumbling throne.
The people are a current rising from their veins,
Stronger than any blind and rigid law.
***
[image: ]


The reign of false gods is coming to its end,
And squares resound like oceans carved in stone.
There are no slaves, nor any need for foes;
Freedom is blazing at the height of dawn.
***
[image: ]


Concrete cannot save a monolith
Once human will awakens deep within.
Yesterday's idol lies beneath our feet —
The world has simply shaken off its sleep.
***
[image: ]


Enough of prayers before the shuttered doors
When millions stand united at your back.
The world becomes more human, more discerning,
Where absolute dominion has outlived its time.
***
[image: ]


The tyrant chokes within his own dead end,
Seeing the final image in the crowd.
History writes upon each bayonet:
“Freedom is born within the womb of Tantalus.”
***
[image: ]


The second hand has frozen in the emblem,
But the square now dictates other laws.
Within the great and level fate of peoples,
The golden icons crumble into dust.
***
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CHAPTER 5. THE FRUITS OF TRUTH
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November 5, 1943

***
[image: ]


The Holy See was wrapped in bitter smoke,
Where truth stood naked and exposed.
Before the face of heaven, forever young,
Power and Satan stood as equals in their madness.
***
[image: ]


A shell does not seek the just or guilty;
It knows no sacred seal.
Amid the fury of a raging war,
Even temple stones are learning how to scream.
***
[image: ]


Men drew their lines in silence,
Naively trusting in the magic of borders.
But steel does not seek a temple for the soul,
Erasing destinies from sacred pages.
***
[image: ]


Ash rose upward toward the ancient heavens,
Where every stone remembers what has been.
War is an ending deaf to human tears,
Where cross and sword are wed in fire.
***
[image: ]


Iron cannot read the ancient books;
A papal judgment does not frighten it.
Within one brief and merciless instant,
A silent reproach of fire descended from heaven.
***
[image: ]


Within the gardens where truth once bore its fruit,
A black and furious flower opened.
War never divides the world into “us” and “you”;
It sweeps away all things when its hour arrives.
***
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CHAPTER 6. WALLS OF FEAR
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November 6, 2024

***
[image: ]


He returned — the man who knew the end,
Carving his way through storms of time.
Like Cleveland, he had learned the lesson well:
History itself can be turned around.
***
[image: ]


Through thorns and furious fire he walked,
Ascending without ever losing pace.
Those who feared to fall achieved no victory;
He reclaimed the heavens that were his own.
***
[image: ]


Fate bowed before the one who dared,
Before the one who waited, confident and sure.
He did what no one else before him could,
In that desperate and relentless struggle.
***
[image: ]


Greatness belongs not to the man untouched by grief,
But to the one who rises and prevails again.
He walked along an untraveled path
And mastered the storm through strength of will.
***
[image: ]


Whoever was cast down yet refused the ending
Will rise above the rest in time.
He broke through walls of fear by sheer resolve,
Leaving his competitors outside the gate.
***
[image: ]


It is not chance that rules the world, but drive;
The one who waited now receives his due.
The long and useless argument is over —
Triumph has pierced the darkness of the past.
***
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CHAPTER 7. CRIMSON TWILIGHT
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November 7, 1917

***
[image: ]


Do not expect mercy in the whirl of upheaval;
Where thrones collapse, foundations rise on bones.
Only time — that stern and impartial genius —
Will judge the truth within our burning hearts.
***
[image: ]


A bayonet flashed through crimson twilight;
The man who thought himself a rock became dust.
Meanings rise from history's cesspool,
Where every leader is both genius and outcast.
***
[image: ]


A dream of paradise was built upon the ashes;
A temple was destroyed for the sake of new days.
We believed, we went blind within the struggle,
Burning our lives within the fire of our ideas.
***
[image: ]


An idea burns more fiercely than the sun;
It fears neither bullet nor prison cell.
But how many souls has it destroyed
Before it lost its former mind?
***
[image: ]


Not human will, but the motion of the stars,
Released the avalanche from its resting place.
Within the harsh sweep of great retribution
Were born both symbol and oppressive cross.
***
[image: ]


They sowed chaos and harvested granite —
The merciless logic of upheaval.
History will remember those who cast
The heavy yoke from off their shoulders.
***
[image: ]
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CHAPTER 8. LEADEN VOLLEY

[image: ]


November 8, 1923

***
[image: ]


Shadows froze upon the pavement
Where a march was broken by a volley of lead.
It was only an instant, only one step downward,
Into a cellar that would later shake the world.
***
[image: ]


Failure is soil for pride;
A prison grate becomes a cocoon for ideas.
The man who once was no one in an empty desert
Became the terror of future judges.
***
[image: ]


The crowd is a capricious force;
It needs a leader and it needs an enemy.
But power is not a tyrant's shouted cry —
It is a long and calculated step.
***
[image: ]


Upon the stones of Munich lingered
The breath of future fires.
What yesterday had enraged the crowd
Today became a challenge to the gods.
***
[image: ]


Drunkenness and hunger for glory mingled
Into one explosive, vicious brew.
Whoever seeks authority without restraint
Is heading toward hell, not toward the font.
***
[image: ]


Order is fragile at the hour of sunset,
When passion boils within a tavern.
Yesterday an orator without a mandate,
Today a challenge destined to fall.
***
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CHAPTER 9. HANDS OF STEEL
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November 9, 1799

***
[image: ]


Tribunes' words are merely sounds
When a bayonet enters the chambers.
The law is seized in hands of steel
By one who has grown accustomed to silence.
***
[image: ]


He cut away the rotten body
With his decisive sword.
What had been allowed to decay for years
Was consumed in a single flame.
***
[image: ]


The Republic lay beneath his feet,
Exhausted by its own intrigues.
The prophets of liberty were forgotten —
The hour of one-man rule had come.
***
[image: ]


Ideas drowned within a sea of blood;
The people fell silent in the shadows.
Napoleon furrowed his brow,
And the fires of liberty went out.
***
[image: ]


In place of fiery speeches
Came the dry discipline of the military.
Peace returned to the shores,
But this peace belonged to another world.
***
[image: ]


A people weary from rebellion
Exchanged the empty lorgnette for a marshal's baton.
Amid the heat of dreams that never came true,
The dawn of the Republic was consumed.
***
[image: ]
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