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To my family, 

because, if causality exists, 

among so many souls, I chose it and it chose me. 

To my friends, 

because, if chance does not exist, 

we looked for each other, we found each other and we loved each other. 

And my enemies, 

because, whether or not there is a coincidence, 

tested the nature of my soul 

and, through it, I was able to know what it contained. 


1

Lubitana

The social instinct of men is not based on the love of society, but on the fear of loneliness.

Arthur Schopenhauer

––––––––
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No one who does not know it, looking from the plains that surround and extend from Arganda and Campo Real to the south and east, could swear that Lubitana is very close; but not only is it there, but it has remained there since the dawn of history, as evidenced by the fossils found in excavations carried out in their term, which refer us to prehistoric communities. It cannot be seen from the plateau, because its first settlers sought shelter from the winds of the plateau in the successive hollows that were formed when the land opened up as if in immense sores, in the very distant Pleistocene. 

If you could watch a fast-motion movie of its history, you would be surprised by the great variety of peoples that settled in the village, including Iberians and Celts, Phoenicians and Carthaginians, Romans and Vandals, Visigoths and Arabs and even Jews and Germans, amalgamating among them all the common blood that animates them today. 

Few, if any, are aware of this, ignoring that the first man still beats in the depths of their flesh; but they all belong to the same work, even if they are successive chapters of the same. An evolution, in short, in which the moments of splendor and even of glory occupied their place of privilege, but without lacking also their breakdowns, epidemics or plagues, as well as their Mohammedan, Christian or political slaughters, until the lady history left the village abandoned in the limit of the oblivion in which it is today.

Seen from the pine groves of the southeast slope, from the herd of houses that runs along the northwest slope of the hollow stand out the city hall and the Morázabe   church, both well in the heart of the maze of the meager city. The first is identified by presiding with more pretentiousness than lordship the diaphanousness of the Plaza Mayor; and the second, almost in the immediate vicinity of the former, for its location on a promontory adjacent to it and for its slender bell tower, built in the mid-nineteenth century in a mediating style between minaret and tower that decomposed the graceful workmanship of a church built between the V and XVIII century. Two buildings that are instituted in the dominoes that have traditionally struggled to bring man closer to his creed, depending on whether between those they represent there is an enamored partnership or a declared confrontation.

To the northeast and at the top of the already dreary town, white and stylized like a wool fleece, rises the hermitage of the Virgen de la Oliva, halfway between the last houses and the cemetery of the village, already almost overlooking the plateau; to the west, some manor houses alternate with some industrial farms, already in the highest part; And to the south, bordering the roads that wind their way up the winding folds of the tortuous orography of the slopes, ugly chalets sprout like mushrooms, with more pretensions than grace or harmony, as happens next to the stream, where others occupy much of what were once splendid gardens and poplar groves. 

The casino is not visible from a distance, but, as happened before with Lubitana from the plains, it is there. It is located between the town hall and the church, almost establishing medianería. It is a somewhat ugly and very pedestrian construction built on two floors that still preserves on the interior walls remnants of its history, both in old photographs framed with bad taste and condensed in garambainas or trebejos that seem to have been taken from remote past, when they are barely four or five decades old. 

Without artifice or ornamentation of any kind, but only declaring its purpose with a bronze plaque screwed on the facade next to the door, which announces tersely "Casino", it is accessed from a very short alley that leads to the Plaza Mayor. It has two halls. One, on the first floor, quadrilateral and of regular dimensions, which is accessed from the outside after crossing the bobbin curtain that defends it from summer insects, and has a dozen tables and a bar that runs along the entire bottom and part of the right wing. All of it is painted, up to a meter and a half from the floor, in a lemon green that makes you feel sick to your stomach just looking at it, and the rest, up to the ceiling, in a very dull white stippled paint, dotted, as has been said, with photographs, wallpaper and the odd oil painting that would deserve no better fate than the purifying bonfire. The other room is on the upper floor and lacks a bar. It is accessed by a staircase with wooden balusters that starts on the first floor, and it is in this space where the youngest customers and even engaged couples in winter, who demand more privacy or less surveillance by their elders, find the best accommodation.

Due to its location between the town hall and the church, the casino is the wall that separates the things of God from those of men, and its clientele is, by simile, the flesh that separates heaven from hell. Among the latter, there are those who, with their faces turned towards God, and those who, with their backs to religion, deny him or refuse to understand life through him. It is, finally, the place where a good part of the people meets and discusses the events of the day, whether they are local or affect the country or the planet itself, while they indulge in tobacco and drinking around tables where they beat worn dominoes or old playing cards, which are nothing more than the act of membership of the brotherhood of the living to raise their voices and let the world know their opinions. Those who are not included in the multiple gatherings, either listen, or at the bar analyze on their own this ungainly society that concerns us. Because, above all, order is imposed, although it is an unlegislated regulation that everyone respects, depending on the social ascendancy of the speaker.

On this battlefield, where such a heterogeneous legion is fighting, there is never lack of sly voices ready to sing the forty or to take the mountain; skilful strategists are just as quick to grab the whistle as the double six to throw the slam dunk; the audacious adventurers of the pair ordago and the roguish conchabados of the thirty-one wink make theirs; and, finally, one hears the fire of indomitable julepe and even brisca. And, at the same time, here the verbal sparring is dilated, all   disputing for the assistance of the lady of reason, whether their dithyrambs have worldly roots or are limited to more or less localist concerns.

Since some years ago, when the inclusion of Spain in the empire was established and all the so-called "green" laws were repealed, smoking has been allowed in the premises, and the parishioners do it in such a way that it gives the impression that they are smoking, whether as a punishment or as a way of escape from the turbulent years they are living, since even many of those who did not smoke seem to have taken up the habit. 

From the first lights, it seems as if matins were being played, and the faithful, as if in batches, began to parade through the premises. The first to arrive, almost always hurried by the urgencies of the schedule and still with the evidences of sleep printing its indelible stamp on their faces, are the employees of some farms, some town hall officials, and some religious women who temper the pulse of their bodies with a carajillo after a carajillo, certain beatas who temper the pulse of the body with a carajillo after appeasing that of the soul at the eight o'clock mass, and the priest, Don Jacobo, who never forgives his coffee with toast after throwing the very Lord himself into the coleto, prodigiously converted by the mysteries of religion into bread and wine. 

As soon as they have taken flight, the first retirees usually make their appearance. These are legion in Lubitana, those who flee from their homes to avoid being picked up or those who seek the bustle that rescues them from that solitude that has echoes of a crypt. They usually stay in the place until the Angelus in the summer or until lunchtime in the winter, either casting their eyes with their peers into the depths of their memory to measure their miraculous longevity, or immersed in the television, while supporting their verticality on two sticks: their club and a glass of very cat-like cognac. 

At lunchtime the place closes; but it is for a short time, because from early afternoon, after duly fulfilling the liturgy of the siesta, the parishioners make the plenary session and almost all the loyalists come as if they were taking roll call. Then, each one takes his place, according to the rank that his seniority grants him, and happily they submerge themselves in the orgiastic of their games and parliaments, forming a noise of a thousand devils that will keep them glued to the tables or to the bar until it is already closed night for everybody, especially in winter, as it happens now.

The most important table, located next to the window, is occupied by six men well into their senior years, led by Damián, who is a retired scholar, a former history professor. He is a retired scholar, a former history professor, whom life has soured with enormous ideological and family disenchantments, but who sustains his reasoned discourse with such solid arguments that he seems to be a saint worthy of the greatest devotion even for the most recalcitrant agnostics. He is blind, and when he has to mention the darkness in which life has imprisoned him, he usually says: "God willed, He will know why, that my eyes should go down to my fingertips and that the light and the things of the world should enter my soul through my other senses". A believer, he is a stocky man, not too tall, with a good-natured gesture and serene movements, who everyone calls "Caesar" due to the imposing lost look of his dead eyes, which give him a certain appearance of a Roman bust. 

Next to it is the table whose estate is shared by the twins Justo and Pastor Bonilla. They are some of the most traditional tertulians of the place, who, in the image of those martyrs of Complutense in whose memory their respective names were placed, stubbornly obstinately obstinate in appearing in the martyrology of the enlightened, each one of them brandishing the ensign of their creed: Justo, that of biting cynicism, for lack of other weapons with which to bring to their conscience the laudanum of a minimal strife, since the socialist revolution of which our society always suffered, according to their anachronistic understanding, was impossible; and Pastor, that of conservatism, the most stale tradition and the most fervent faith in the holy Church. These are the living testimony that each one believes in the saint who exalts him, if he is on the right, or in the adversary of the one who expelled him from paradise, if he is on the left. Justo, is vehement and somewhat nervous, and Pastor, pacifying and with a stilted verb; the first one, with a natural wit that usually earns the complicity of the audience, and the other one, self-confident and learned in his assertions, since no one masters the art of making a good impression. 

In the center of the room there are five or six tables without fixed assignees for the so-called ambulantes, which are usually refereed by Melitón Benítez, a witty octogenarian of easy verb and mischievous sense of humor, capable of sharpening a sphere or laughing at the beard of the devil himself. 

And on the other side of the corridor that leaves the tables so that customers have free access to the bar, two stand out above the rest: one, occupied by retired ex-officials, almost all from the Forces of Order or the town council, led by Celestino Cabezas, a recently retired lieutenant of the Benemérita who was affectionately given the nickname "Teniente Cabezón" in honor of his obstinacy to prove that he is guilty of no matter what crime who in his opinion so fits him, no matter what the evidence says; and two, by Don Gilgamesh, a solitary and controversial subject who only comes to the place on Wednesdays like this one, takes a seat at his table, and who will be known at greater length later on.

It is possible to anticipate, however, that between Lieutenant Big Head and Don Gilgamesh there is something more than antipathy, at least from the former towards the latter, although the latter seems to care little whether the lieutenant lives or dies, as if he did not exist for him. They share space in the Casino and even deal with common characters, but never cross a single word between them. Lieutenant Cabezón accuses both publicly and privately Don Gilgamesh of being behind not only his hasty retirement, but also of being the author of a rape and two deaths, in the persons of Sigfrido Cifuentes and Iván Valero, precisely on the same day last February when they raped Niña Sara, the autistic daughter of Ismael Montoro. 

The latter used to escape in his ravings to visit don Gilgamesh since he arrived in town in December of the previous year and settled in the mansion he had built for himself in the Cerro del Aguila. The lieutenant found evidence of his participation in the crimes and arrested him; but he made a call and, wham, the detainee was released and he was urgently retired. For this reason, once the civil guard retired, he refused to return to his native Albacete and took up residence in a house he rented in Lubitana, devoting himself to gathering evidence that not even an accomplice in his misdeeds could deny, to give him the punishment he deserved, because nothing in the world is worth more to him than the rule of Justice. Well, because of that and because, in addition, one of the victims was the son of a friend and colleague of a very influential creed, Nazario Cifuentes. 

However, to Don Gilgamesh everything seems to pass him by as if it did not concern him, even though lately he has been charged by his persecutor for every crime in the Lubitana area, including the responsibility for the three corpses that appeared at the door of Nazario's house not long after those two other crimes. 

Don Gilgamesh disregards with the utmost naturalness any inquiry that Lieutenant Cabezón makes in his surroundings; he goes about his business, always alone and sparing even monosyllables, unless he has no choice but to answer, in which case he either emits a moo, if he is parsimonious, or drops a preposition, if he is talkative. 

With the only exception of a certain familiarity with the Montoro family, he is not known to have any dealings with any other person in town. Well, of these and of Vitorino Galván, a grandnephew of Loco Eusiquio, famous orate in the town that already passed away some decades ago and to whom this one succeeded in so dubious position, who acts as secretary and errand boy shared between Ismael Montoro and don Gilgamesh, and who at this moment enters the premises impetuously:

-Don Gilgamesh, who tells Ismael to go up to La Maldición at once because the Niña Sara has just given birth," he blurts out as soon as he stops, rolling his eyes as if reading from memory while he wipes with a handkerchief the copious sweat that his diligence in fulfilling the assignment has produced, despite the fact that the quicksilver is sinking deep into the thermometer.

Surely, because of his fatigue, he curses the fact that, due to the war that still devours half the world, telephony, both fixed and mobile, has not worked for more than a year and that he has had to return to the ancestral method of personal errands.

Don Gilgamesh, who was reading the newspaper leaning back in his chair with his legs crossed, drops the upper half of the newspaper to listen to him, notices his unpleasant features, his extreme thinness, the very vivid cheeks and the flapping of his aquiline nose, and makes a grimace of grateful agreement. 

In the meantime, Vitorino informs other family friends who are there about the event, stands up, leaves a small bill on the table that comfortably covers the price of his drink, and has already started to walk to the coat rack to get his leather jacket and scarf, when the shrill sound of the news headline on the television stops him in his tracks. 

He turns with the garment in his hand and fixes his eyes on the device, like almost everyone else present, and they finally hear the headline that they had already been wondering about for a long time:

-Today, no children have been born in Spain," reports the presenter, still with the hysterical music of the headliner playing in the background.

And, while the talk-show hosts engage in a heated debate, Don Gilgamesh and Vitorino go out. 

Mr. Gilgamesh

Time is a great veil suspended in front of eternity.

Tertuliano

––––––––
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His gaze was lost in the lofty infinity with the same sorrow of someone awaiting the mercy of a prodigy. In   spite of the stench and the humidity with which February manifested itself, he remained immobile and with his hands in his pockets very close to the high cut at whose feet the narrow valley opened up, allowing himself to be sheltered by the fog and ignoring himself. He was there, sheltered in the thick leather coat and, at the same time, absent from the world, as if he were contemplating events that it was impossible for him to see with his eyes.

He arrived in Lubitana a few months ago, but he did not make contact with anyone, except with the Montoro family, settling among them with a certain amount of mystery, as if he were a fugitive. Nobody in the town, until well after his arrival, knew that he was the one who had acquired through third parties almost all the Dehesilla and the hills that guarded it, except for the two farms that the Montoros have almost in the center of their property, building a large house of strange architecture, another more modest house not far from the first one and some enormous stables or sheds in the most pingorotudo of the hill of the Eagle. 

Few cryptic men like him had come to these lands. Since a couple of years ago he acquired his domain and began to build the mansion and other buildings, bringing stone specialists from Guadalajara and other provinces, he had the village in suspense. The villagers made all kinds of conjectures about the personage who was going to settle with such magnificence in their area; but it is that, when he arrived, it was a disappointment for all, because he did not meet any of their expectations. He was neither famous nor anyone else, but a simple stranger who arrived at the wrong time and who, who knows how he had managed to get so much money to buy so much land and build that set of buildings, clearly excessive for a single inhabitant. Because that was another one: he lived alone and in the middle of nowhere, since the nearest house was almost a kilometer and a half away from the one he lived in. 

He seldom, very seldom showed up in the village, except on Wednesdays and only for a coffee at the Casino, where he liked to browse through the newspapers. Other than that, nothing at all. And, if in the first instance he excited the curiosity of almost everyone, it is that soon the restlessness dissipated and he could wander where he wanted without the natives prying into his affairs. 

He was a young man still in his forties, more or less. Of great stature and formidable size, he dressed with a certain informality typical of bohemian life, but always with exquisite elegance. His attire was usually made up with cloth pants, swan neck sweater, black leather jacket and ordinary leather boots, the kind of boots that betray walking manias in those who wear them. His skin was auburn, despite the length of winter, and his countenance was somewhat angelic, although he could not escape from a certain somewhat primitive rudeness, for there were features in him that referred to remote canons of beauty or, at least, of a virility that fled from womanly handsomeness. With strong features and a clear forehead, he had fleshy, well-drawn lips, a broad nose and large, jet-black eyes that barely concealed a sadness that came from his soul. His hair was black and tightly curled, with no hint of gray to reveal his age; his hands had the grace of elegance, longer than they were wide; and his manners were decisive, but refined. For the rest, he was somewhat parsimonious in speech and used to resolve any encounter with the greatest dryness, evidencing that nothing outside himself seemed to interest him, nor that there was anything in him that he wished to give to anyone. 

He liked to remain on the edge of the cliff. He would lose his sight in the distance of his thoughts or in visions that were born behind his eyes, and he would spend long hours meditating or strolling.

In the past, that valley, which it acquired almost in its entirety, was a fertile plain, whose steep slopes were lined with magnificent vineyards and fig trees, and its bottom was furrowed by a stream lined with hawthorns and rushes; but for many years they had been nothing but pastureland on which vines and fruit trees had withered, and even the stream itself was practically exhausted. The most that the owners expected to obtain from those wastelands was that the big one would fall on them, that some mining exploitation would acquire them, of those that lately were so common and that extracted limestone or gravel; however, he arrived, he put in their hands amounts that not even in their wildest dreams would they have imagined and, what is things, it seemed to them that they had been swindled. In short, as they say in some places, they are people like Flora the cat, that if they cover her, she screams, and if they discover her, she cries.

He bought all the land for miles around, except for two that belonged to the Montoros, who did not want to sell; But if he did not manage to convince the obstinate Ismael Montoro to part with those two shreds of land at a generous price, he did achieve an uncertain friendship with him and his family, not so much because of the antiques that he gave him as a gift and to which he was so fond of, but because of the affinity that arose between the stranger and Ismael's autistic daughter, Sara, who was twenty-five years old at the time. A rare relationship that no one had ever had with her before. So much so, that from the time Niña Sara met him, it was not unusual for her to run away from home and go to where Don Gilgamesh lived, who used to take her back to his home when this happened. 

The Montoro family is one of the most prominent and deep-rooted families of Lubitana, which is impossible to historicize without their presence, since their roots go back to the darkness of protohistory, when biblical times and myths were one and the same thing. They are the last filaments of a caste of patriarchal transmission that is becoming extinct, since there are no male Montoros descendants and the girl Sara is only the third daughter of Ismael and the only one of Krasi, wife of the latter's second daughter. 

Ismael has two more daughters: one, Mar, is married to a career military man, has two children and has been traveling for some time to different countries where the empire has interests and they stand out to her husband; the other, Luz, has been divorced twice and currently lives with her third partner, barely surviving by singing around these worlds of God like a cicada, without the music she loves so much having brought her greater satisfactions than those derived from her interpretation. 

Krasi and Ismael met in Sofia back in 1925, fell in love and married, but not before suffering the horror of the entrenched war that still divides the world in two halves and that started around that time. In those years, he was divorced and she was pregnant by a man who had recently died on the Russian front. They met in a dungeon when they were being interrogated and tortured by spies, fell in love after they were released and decided to share their fate for the rest of their lives, joining in marriage and returning to Spain to settle in the ancestral home of the Montoro family, La Maldición, which is located in the upper northwestern part of Lubitana. 

They lost the creature that was being gestated; but life, that when it paints in pink, black spots disappear and when it paints in black, pink brushstrokes escape, compensated them with Sara, who came to fill them with joy and sorrow at the same time. Joy, because the baby was as beautiful as a seraphim; and sorrow, because time revealed that her reality did not follow the common channels: she was autistic. 

For this reason Ismael abandoned the journalism to which he dedicated a good part of his life and began his career as a writer -a little following in the footsteps of his father, Flavio Montoro, may he rest in peace-, and Krasi established a gynecology practice in the part of the house they built as a second home. They even had a garden with a kiosk built in the front part of the house, where Niña Sara likes to spend part of the day hugging a plastic doll that she has taken an unusual esteem for, while she gazes incessantly towards the Cerro del Aguila, right where Don Gilgamesh lives. 

Shortly after arriving in Lubitana, he approached La Maldición to negotiate the two pieces of land owned by Ismael that he wanted to buy from him. The visitor was very surprised to see such a garden and a Victorian kiosk in the middle of farmland, and when he saw Niña Sara there with her eyes turned to the southeast, he could not help but approach and take a seat next to her. 

She said nothing to him, nor even looked at him, until he, speaking to her in a language that only he seemed to know, told her a story that attracted her attention, which he finished off with a sort of conjuring, making petals, live butterflies and multicolored sparks burst from the air and flutter around her like a tiara before disappearing into thin air. 

It was the first time Ismael and Krasi saw their daughter smile, and it touched them both so deeply that they decided that the stranger deserved better than any other to be even in their inner circle. They did not sell him the land he desired; but, from this date on, he frequented La Maldición, often because the Niña Sara escaped to see him, if for some reason he was more than two days in a row without going to visit her. 

Both were very fond of each other: the girl, because she was the only person in the world with whom he seemed to be able to relate; and he, because he seemed to have taken a very special affection for her. 

Ismael and Krasi were pleased with this relationship. They saw her smile and their souls smiled, and, in their sad and healthy envy, they were satisfied that someone was giving her the joy of being alive. 

-I had never smiled before," Ismael confessed to her one day with his heart in his fist, moved by his daughter's blushing and innocent giggles at the visitor.

-Your daughter," he replied, "is an angel who refuses to incarnate and dwells between two worlds. 

-My daughter," Krasi  protested, "is autistic.

-Your daughter," he rejoined, "was afraid of the world before she was born, you will know why. She refuses life, but she is not allowed to renounce her contract: mortals choose the how, but the gods the what and the when.

And they had to quit. 

They knew that Don Gilgamesh was not a doctor, but his skills worked, and they enjoyed so much that Niña Sara was happy with his presence, that he gladly became one of the regulars at La Maldición, like Don Jacobo, César, Bárbara or Ginés, and rare was the week in which he did not appear there two or three times, except on Wednesdays, a day he dedicated exclusively to the casino. 

Closing this parenthesis and returning to what I began by mentioning, this day that concerns us did not lift the fog, the landscape remaining sunk in that mist as if it were a memory misplaced in the memory. 

Around noon he returned to the house, ate and remained there until early afternoon. Then, he left his domain and went to the road that went down Casasola towards the village, strolling leisurely.

He walked at a level pace through a world that gave the impression of being uninhabited. At irregular intervals, as if dissipating in the fog or emerging from it as he approached, he ghostly noticed the faint glimmering of some homes, through whose windows an ochre light flowed, alerting the walker of the family concert inside and that precipitated against the asphalt of the road the weft of the curtains, stamping on the black luminous and capricious figures.

He perceived himself placidly immersed in a landscape in which reality and illusion were estranged. Chimerical phantasmagorias seemed to him the lights of the homes submerged in the fog, in the image of the fickleness of a phantom ship that sailed at the mercy of time, through whose portholes mythical creatures condemned to wander for eternity could well appear. One could almost hear the clattering of the shreds of canvas on the crab or the scandalous, the cooing of the breeze as it rippled on the masts or the topsails, or even confuse the sound of their footsteps with the echo of the bell that from the bridge warned mortals of their passage on earth. But, above all, he could perceive a dense loneliness, like that of that imaginary captain condemned to perpetual voyage by a terrible act of love, walking his desolation along the bulwarks with a weary step, while from his crow's nests he stretched his blindness to a universe from which he knew he was exiled.

The dampness drove the cold like an awl into his bones, and, when he had not yet covered half the way, he felt the need to pull up the collar of his coat and wrap himself in his scarf, sinking his chin into the garment to comfort himself with the warmth of his own breath. 

Had it not been for the distant whine of some dog, which echoed cavernously in the distance, or for the sound of crushed earth from his footsteps, he could have sworn that his reverie had materialized. A sensation that comforted him, dilating his thoughts and precipitating in his mind memories or anxieties of another time, which were pleasant, if judged by the smile that from time to time appeared on his face. A smile that, at the point of reaching the outskirts of the village, darkened, giving way to a grimace of displeasure that frowned on the gray light of his eyes. 

He shook his head, perhaps trying to shake off the shadow of the thought that had disturbed his previous happiness, and looked around.

He stopped for a moment at the crossroads: on his left, on the other side of the bridge that crossed the stream, he could see Lubitana; on his right, the road leading to Orusco opened up, lined with embankments, terraced houses and pine forests; and in front of him, there was the slight winding of an unpaved road that led to the pine forest at the bottom and to the source of the stream. 

He hesitated for a short time, and was about to take the road that led to the village, when he noticed a faint light glimmering in the mist. It surprised him so much that he walked towards the house from which the light was emerging, which he had never noticed before, although he must have passed by it many times.

A masonry parapet separated his property from the road, at the back of which stood a one-story building at ground level, in front of which there was a lemon tree full of flowers and fruit. With whitewashed walls and a gabled roof, there was a door in front of it and a small window with wooden shutters through which a warm, faint, yellow light shone. The door seemed ajar, as light filtered through a slit, creating an imaginary partition that dissipated in the fog.

The sensation that spread in his soul was that of facing not a construction of this world, but that of a dissimilar reality; but he did not resist and, without caution, he crossed the gate that defended the courtyard, crossed it with a determined step and stood before the door of the house, pushing it gently, without knocking or giving a voice to alert of his presence.

Still standing on the threshold, with his back slightly arched so as not to hit his head on the lintel and with his hand on the jamb, he looked inside with the greatest of ease. Before him was a one-room dwelling, whose walls were lined with objects of very different kinds, as well as useful and household goods. The environment was friendly, as if it were a boat that was not anchored on land, but sailing through a space between the real and the fantastic. Just in front of him, in front of a chimney in whose chimney breast some vine shoots were rustling, lending their sweet aroma to the atmosphere, an old woman was looking at him from her rocking chair with a smile on her lips, between which her unpopulated gums could be glimpsed. Her appearance was humble, her attire made up of loose black garments and a white apron embroidered with roses on the selvages, on which she rested her hands, in the image of butterflies ecstatic to fly, between which she held a parchment with a red ribbon sealed with sealing wax. 

-You're here at last! And at five o'clock sharp, just as it was written," he was greeted.

He listened undaunted. He did not know her; but, far from being surprised, he went inside. He approached the old woman, slumped his bulk on a bulrush-seated chair in front of her and stared at her.

His eyes ran over the face of the old woman, who seemed to him the most endearing being in the world. She was a small woman, very small, as if the years had already consumed the matter that made her up; her eyes were almost imperceptible, like bonis pinned on the steel of her face; her soft hair was gathered in a chignon with a mother-of-pearl pin, topped with a tulle halfway between a veil and a headdress; and her lips, already very thin, who knew if they were worn out from so much kissing, were stretched in an ambiguous smile between sweet and mischievous.

The old woman, in her turn, did the same with the one who seemed to be her expected visitor, stopping at his abysmal gaze, at once determined and somber; and then, descending to his continent, she reviewed his attire and stopped at his hands, both embracing each other while his elbows, resting on his knees, supported his bulk. He well understood from his expression that he was exhausted, however much there were no apparent signs of fatigue or defeat.

-You have finally decided to face your destiny," the woman declared.

-Finally," he rejoined, "I face him head on and look him in the eye, as I always have.

Gilgamesh made a mental review of his acquaintances, but did not find her in the countless crowd. 

-Do we know each other? 

-Of course we know each other! The sets change, but the actors remain the same. They change us, not the facts, but the way in which we fit them: some of us are made ash; others, metal; and the rest, pure and precious crystal.

-Ash! -he chuckled. Perhaps that's what we are: ashes. Yes; perhaps like ashes, sterile and fruitless.

-Come on, let's go! -The old woman encouraged him, "Don't be sorry, that's not like you: the gods should not show fainting.

-Tell me: who are you, you seem to know so much about me? -he said cautiously.

-Yes, hardly anyone," the old woman muttered, dropping her eyes to the parchment she was caressing lazily in her hands. Someone who, like you, comes to the end of her road. I have long been called Grandmother and, to tell the truth, I like it and it is enough for me. If you only knew how many generations of men have passed through that door! Some, wonderful; others, not so wonderful; and the rest, well, you can imagine what the others are like.

-Yes, I know. Emotions can turn a hero into a coward; and fear into a wretch. But a man without longings and panics is not a man, but only waiting flesh. 

-With him, however, you could not have been what you are.

These words opened wide the doors of his mind to a typhoon of memories, producing in him unbearable itch of anxiety. "To be what I am?" he asked himself, "And what or who am I?" And, as he sank into memory, it seemed to him that he was no longer anyone or that he was many at the same time.

-It no longer matters what I am," he defended himself, "perhaps nothing more than someone who awaits a destiny that has not yet reached him.

-And yet it is near. What but he has brought you to the appointed hour? Will you dare to put out the fire of the gods?

-The mercy of the butcher.

-Can death be merciful? 

-The gods always add by subtracting: they decree death, but it is others who wield the knife. But yes, even the butcher can be merciful, if it is for the greater good.

The man watched the mocking dance of the flames, which cast their cresting shadow against the wall. It was not difficult to conclude that he was sinking in time. Hundreds, thousands of images boiled in his head, superimposed one on top of the other, following one another vertiginously and seeming to be capable of dragging him to the depths of an almost infinite yesterday. 

The old woman held out the parchment.

-What is this? 

-The voice that condemned you, and your last omen.

He did not dare to take it in the first instance, giving him the impression that, if he did, it would be like giving the welcome that the last events were already presented as impossible to postpone, raising the curtain of the last act. 

Then, thinking it over, he saw it as a liberation.

As the only certainty of an entire existence anchored in uncertainty.

Like forgiveness or death. 

She rose to her feet, rested her hand thoughtfully and gently on Grandmother's, as if in farewell, and made her way to the door.

-Break the seal, Gilgamesh, and you will unleash that destiny you love so much and fear so much; but you know you will bring pain.

The visitor put the sealed sheet of paper in the inside pocket of his jacket and left without saying goodbye. 

He closed the door behind him and took a deep breath. 

It was cold, very cold.

History had already had its chance.

Now it was time for its final point.

And maybe later..., later....

Life and death

Different in life, men are equal in death.

Lao Tse

––––––––
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The heart had told him at least an hour before Don Gilgamesh showed up with Sara in such a pitiful condition. 

Krasi had been pacing the living room of the house of La Maldición like a caged tiger, suffering the bitter apprehension of a foreboding that manifested itself in deep moans and painful choking. She was not saddened by the fact that Niña Sara had disappeared that evening when it was already getting dark, for she had done so many times without harm since she had met Don Gilgamesh, but that this event occurred on a Wednesday, the day her admired mentor reserved for the casino, which meant that it was dawn in the west.

When the front doorbell rang without alarm from Alaric, the old and outrageous watchdog so faithful to Sara, Krasi's heart skipped a beat and he knew without a doubt that misfortune had befallen his little girl.

Don Gilgamesh carried Niña Sara in his arms with her clothes in tatters, her body muddy and barely covered by her mentor's leather jacket. 

Krasi, in tears, immediately threw herself upon her, trying to tear her from Gilgamesh's arms; but Sara, unmoved and almost indifferent, fiercely resisted to let go of the prey around her protector's neck.

Since it was impossible to separate her from don Gilgamesh, Krasi dragged them to his office at the back of the house in order to treat the scratches and erosions that she showed all over her body, on her arms and wrists as well as on her face.

They crossed the long corridor that led to it, going almost in procession: first Krasi, who seemed to be engaged in an Olympic speed competition; then Don Gilgamesh, who with Sara Girl in his arms needed from time to time to avoid the obstacles that stood in his way; and finally Ismael, who in awed silence and with great difficulty followed them, because his many years seemed to have accumulated in his feet, making them clumsy and heavy.

The consultation room was a room of regular dimensions, painted all white and equipped with a very modern desk, one of those with a very light metal structure and a glass slab, an anatomical chair behind it and two chairs in front of it, the whole being located next to the window that overlooked the same side facade of the house that opened onto the road, and in which there was a door leading to the waiting room through which patients had access to this professional domain without having to cross the house. At the back, between two stained glass cabinets lacquered in white and of a very functional style that contained different instruments and some boxes of various clinical consumables, there was a stretcher for obstetric examinations, on which Don Gilgamesh laid Niña Sara. And all along the walls of the room, there were pictures and diagrams illustrating different stages of the fetus in gestation and some photographs of children in archetypically happy or complacent attitudes.  

It took Gilgamesh a long time and sweet talk to get Sara Girl to relax and release him from his prey, which did not prevent Krasi   from cleaning wounds, disinfecting erosions and even recognizing her in the meantime.

-Oh, my God! -she exclaimed, putting her hands to her mouth as she undertook this last inspection. It's been forced!

And on the spot, he collapsed on the sidewalk, putting his face in his hands and weeping with hiccups that were more than capable by themselves of shattering the soul of the most temperate. 

Ismael immediately ran to console his wife without abandoning the caresses he was lavishing on his daughter, dividing himself between them without knowing where to apply his consolation with greater intensity, while Sara, undaunted and with an erratic look, lost herself in the ceiling of the roof or sank her unmovable eyes on Don Gilgamesh, who did not seem to be surprised by the terrible discovery.

In an instant, fury replaced Krasi' s pain, and, jumping to her feet, she rushed out of the consulting room in a whirlwind and was back in a flash, ready to rush out with Sara's coat hanging on her arm. 

-What the hell happened to the girl, Don Gilgamesh? -he reproached him with a very harsh accent, while he hurriedly put the garment on his daughter, who let him do it like a wimp.

The latter, taking a few steps away and lowering his head as if in an exercise of memory, exonerated himself of all responsibility, rambling awkwardly through a somewhat rambling story: that if he had found her wandering as if knocked out by El Golo when he went, like every Wednesday, to the casino...; that if he thought she had fallen down some slope, hurting herself...; that if he hesitated in the first instance to take her to the town doctor or to bring her to La Maldición....; that he thought she had fallen down some slope, hurting herself...; that he had hesitated in the first instance to take her to the town doctor or bring her to La Maldición...; and other such ramblings that, far from reassuring Krasi, put her on the back of her ear.

-This is not going to stay like that," she resolved, "No way! If Rome has to be sunk to find out, let Rome bid farewell to the verticality, because, as God knows, this affront will not go unpunished. 

Then, after a brief pause in which she cast a vicious look of resentment at Don Gilgamesh, turning to her husband, she continued: 

-And you, Pasmarote, let's go to the hospital in Alcala right away. And don't forget your phone book, because we have to put the world on a war footing.

-Krasi, for God's sake! -Ismael protested. You're not going to think that Mr. Gilgamesh...

-I don't think, nor do I want to do it; but, that even the tildes of what happened will be known here, they know that even in Java.

Ismael barely had time to follow her, because Krasi   was already with Sara Girl almost on his back in the corridor that led out of the house, caring so much whether Don Gilgamesh accompanied them or stayed behind. 

He stayed, of course, because he was given no other choice. From the door he saw how Ismael, after giving him a look that had something of an excuse for his wife's behavior and also something of an invitation to understanding, got into the car, still with his phone book and the coat he had taken from the coat rack in the corridor on his arm, and they sped off down the road towards the town.

Don Gilgamesh remained standing for a few moments, caressing Alaric with a calm dexterity while he followed with his eyes the lights of the vehicle that were already lost in the distance; then, he cast his eyes to the overcast sky and remained for a short time recreating himself in the faint rain that caressed his face; and, finally, closing the half-open door, he put his hands in his pockets and went to the road that led him out of La Maldición.

He did not return to his house on the Cerro del Águila hill by the natural route, but by taking a long detour through the upper part of the town, taking the road that led through the plains to the old high threshing floors and the cemetery, and from there descended towards the Plaza Mayor, passing very close to the hermitage. 

The night was closed and it was cold and unpleasant, unleashing not long after starting his walk, an unpleasant zarracina that forced him to pull up the collar of his jacket. Nothing pleased him so much or made him feel so free as walking in the solitude of the countryside, especially on rainy days. 

Shortly after leaving the cemetery to her left, the rain and wind picked up. Her hair, soaking wet, immediately began to distill tiny tributaries that snaked around her face and then snaked down her neck, making her feel a slight shudder. He looked around him, and there, in the background, he saw the flickering lantern of the hermitage's vestibule and hurried to take shelter. 

Luckily, the wrought iron gate that defended the tiny porch was open and he could take shelter in it. He shook his hair with his hands to free it from water, and was about to take a seat on one of the benches in the vestibule to smoke a cigarette while waiting for the rain to fall, when the ochre light streaming through the open visor of the chapel's closed gates caught his attention. 

He looked inside and walked through the narrow nave of a single bay. The uninhabited benches and the abiotic smell of sepulcher of the precinct gave him a feeling of abandonment; but, when he looked up and saw the presbytery, over the hundreds of candles and some lit candlesticks that represented so many human yearnings and supplications to the always elusive divinity, he discovered, as if turning, the image of the Virgin, who with a serene expression seemed to look at him from eternity as if she were alive. It was a beautiful carving, dressed in a white robe and surrounded by round little angels that seemed to enjoy eternal childhood, and he imagined that the wind that whistled powerfully as it slipped through the cracked doorway and filtered through the cracks of the gate, was her childish uproar turned into music; maternal and proud, in her arms she showed, strutting, a tiny and haughty God-child who, thanks to her protection, felt grown up enough to rule the world and even the universe. 

However, in his soul there was no room left for the myths of religion, and, lowering his head, he withdrew from the gates, took a seat on the bench, took out a cigarette and lit it.

It didn't take long for the rain to subside, and with a level step he walked down the street that led to the square. His footsteps reverberated on the walls, seeming to widen their narrowness. The world seemed deserted at that late hour, and the solitude multiplied everything in his eyes in such a way that even the imperial flag that hung from the main flagpole of the town hall, somewhat higher than the national and local flags that flanked it, seemed to him to have more stars and stripes.

He left the Plaza Mayor along the Gran Vía, turned left along the Calle del Agua and left the town by the road that led to the stream to take the Casasola road that would lead him to the Cerro del Águila. 

However, when almost an hour later he arrived at his domain, he did not enter the house, but went straight to the cliff, took a seat on a rock that he had carved some time ago as if it were a throne, and spent a long time thinking. 

There, in front of him in the distance, the little lights of the village waved in the humid night air as if crouching in the darkness; higher still, over the plains, the cosmopolitan luminescence of Madrid, not too far away, shone superbly and dominatingly; and higher still, among the opening clouds, the moon showed its paler countenance, thrusting darts of pure silver over the desolate fields.

He smoked one, two cigarettes. 

The stern expression on his face did not reveal what was brewing in his soul; but the activity of his hands revealed his restrained anger. Undoubtedly he was trying to resist the emotions or the images that the vivid event that was still being celebrated in his memory impelled him. 

He raised his eyes high in the moonlight, which, pure and icy, filtered through the clouds, and kept them in this uncomfortable posture for a long time, perhaps imploring an angel to stop his hand before he dropped the knife; then, at the point when once again misty clouds enclosed the world in dense darkness and it began to rain, he sat up, again let out a phenomenal litany in that tongue of his, and headed for home.

-If wickedness made men stupid, let them for pity's sake meet their fate," he said as he headed for the house.

His decision had been made.

And it was irrevocable.

No clock would advance any further.

Everyone would back down.

Men, for thousands of years, had been busy digging their own grave.

And the grave was ready to contain them.

Until almost dawn he was in front of the fireplace, a magnificent chimney in whose hearth a dozen men could stand upright without being disturbed by the draught, lying in a leather armchair while he handled the parchment with the prognosis that Grandmother had given him that very night. 

Between sips of an aged wine that he savored with quiet complacency, he watched the dance of the flames and turned his eyes to the document, weighing the convenience of breaking its seal and reading his last prediction; but he could not decide. 

It didn't matter, because the die was already cast.

Or maybe not.

Was there a speck of hope left?

However, there was an arduous struggle between his desire to know and his preference to ignore, and he did not decide one way or the other until, at the crack of dawn, in a burst of decision that surprised him, he took the file, broke the seal and read its contents in one go.

-Is this how the gods repay those who, out of love, try to suffocate the suffering of the innocent?

And he plunged into the painful maelstrom of his memory.

Centuries of pain.

Millennia of pain.

Of suffering.

Blood.

Death.

The world, life, howled.

The innocent cried out for mercy to the merciless gods.

But the gods were deaf.

Blind.

Mute.

Perhaps, who knew, they took pleasure in suffering.

-Enough! -he said to himself.

He got to his feet, went down to the basement, put his hand into the central cavity of a relief that contained an ancient seal, remote or unknown, which was carved on a granite wall built in one piece, pulled his hand out and waited. With the earthy sound that stone makes when it rubs against stone, the wall slid to the side, giving him passage to a secret room. He entered it, made a similar maneuver on a part of the back wall, and part of the wall, also made of granite, exposed a small clay amphora.

He took it and retraced his course, now closing the walls behind him; but he did not return to the hall, but went up to the upper part of the house, which was a building bearing some resemblance to the ziggurats, and came out on the terrace. There was there, in the center of the flat roof, a block of stone resembling an altar, and beside it he paused.

He lifted the small amphora high in both hands.

-Only for a mercy that you do not have," he shouted in his native tongue as he turned to the four winds. And he continued, "I free them. I free them from you and from themselves.

He stopped. He placed the amphora on the stone, broke its seal, removed the wax stopper, and raised the vessel again; but, when it was at the top, it turned violently on itself, and from the amphora poured a green and luminescent powder, like the breath of an ancestral and unknown god, which was immediately carried away by the wind.

* * *
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He woke up when it was already noon, because with persistent insistence there was a pounding on the door. It was a patrol of the Guardia Civil composed of someone who identified himself as Lieutenant Cabezas and two numbers, who wanted to take his statement about a certain event that had occurred the night before. He, without allowing them to enter, responded with indifference to their questions, showing a discomfort that the officer interpreted as hostile; However, when the witness had already made his brief statement, the lieutenant asked him if he had slept dressed, and, being that he admitted it, he asked him to show him the soles of his boots and to tell him the number he wore, to finally ask him about his relationship with a certain Sigfrido Cifuentes and another certain Iván Valero, whom he said he did not know.

-Well, he should," said Lieutenant Cabezas, "because they are the young men he murdered last night and for whose crime he is going to spend, I hope, the rest of his life in jail.

From that moment on, Don Gilgamesh did not say "this is my mouth," but allowed himself to be handcuffed and taken unopposed to Alcalá de Henares, where the judge would decide what to do with him.

Late that afternoon, however, he was already on his way back to Lubitana, in whose Plaza Mayor, by slander, he was dropped off by the Guardia Civil patrol car driven personally by Lieutenant Cabezas.

-You have a lot of influence," he dismissed him threateningly, "but I'm not going to stop until I make you pay for your crime. 

And he swore as he kissed his index finger and thumb crossed.

Those who were in the square were astonished to hear this summons and witnessed the unperturbed attitude of Don Gilgamesh, who with the utmost naturalness walked towards his house as if it were no big deal. However, from among the people who witnessed the event, Krasi   came out, advanced towards him with a determined step and, standing in front of him, looked at him with spiteful eyes and gave him a phenomenal slap, at the same time he said to him:

-Criminal!

From that day on, no one else wanted to have any relationship with him, even though he maintained each and every one of his customs. And it was even more so when, a few weeks later, the corpses of three South Americans were found next to the Casaumbría's hermas, the mansion of the Cifuentes family, among which they found a boot print like the ones he used, some say as signature and signature of the authorship and as a challenge to the jealous lieutenant Cabezas, who by that time was already unemployed and looking for a house in Lubitana to pursue the cause of his early retirement. 

For everyone, with some exceptions, Don Gilgamesh was already an outcast, a criminal not convicted by influence, because he had escaped a scripted sentence with a single phone call. As for the three South Americans found at the door of the uninhabited Casaumbría, it was clear to them that they were hired assassins sent by Nazario to avenge the death of his son, and they justified the murder of the latter and his friend by arguing that both young men surprised Don Gilgamesh trying to force himself on Niña Sara, and he killed them. 

Why didn't he also kill Niña Sara then, when we were already in the thick of it? Mysteries. 

The most of them said it was out of tenderness, out of a sickly compassion for a creature whom he desired with such a passion that his pity did not go beyond respecting her; the least of them said it was because the girl Sara could never testify against him, and because in this way he could enjoy her as often as he wished from then on. The rest preferred to stay out of it. 

However, the second crime, that of the three South Americans, turned the tables on those who did not consider him guilty, and this event definitively tipped the scales against him, making him an outcast.   

Now everyone thought they understood his secrecy and where he got as much money as he had spent, not missing those who linked him to international mafias or arms trafficking, nor those who linked him to the nuclei of imperial power as a political commissar or worse, because the peculiar accent he had was not typical of someone born in this land.

There were few who did not openly show themselves to be enemies of Don Gilgamesh, and, if things did not escalate, it was not for lack of agitators, but for that arrogance so much his own and that ascendancy he seemed to have over everyone without even trying, as if his nature were superior or if they, understanding theirs to be inferior, knew how to recognize that they were before someone of greater entity whom they either respected, or they could already abide by the consequences. 

But if for the same facts he was a man repudiated among the liberals, what can we say about what was thought of him among the conservatives, among whom Nazario, father of one of the victims, Sigfrido, was the main one. If, atavistically, Lubitana had been divided almost in half between liberals and conservatives, and each of these factions was commanded by Montoros and Cifuentes, Don Gilgamesh was cursed by both sides. Some, even, came to think that this union in the calamity would serve to close the wounds that for generations were open between both families; but it is that nothing of that happened, not even approaches were made, since not a single Montoro deigned to attend the funeral of the ill-fated Siegfried or to send messages of condolences, nor any Cifuentes was interested in the state of the Niña Sara.

Be that as it may, no one, except Vitorino Galván, Ismael's and his own secretary and errand boy, showed Don Gilgamesh the slightest appreciation of these events. 

He was a tall, wiry man of extraordinary vivacity, commendable diligence and a very inharmonious appearance, for all the parts of his body seemed to have been received in temporary usufruct from different owners. With gray eyes, tiny and tearful, which seemed to be hidden in a cave to contemplate the world with greater perspective, they had a place in one of the most dreary countenances imaginable: thin lips, few and lackluster teeth, thin and aquiline nose, prominent cheekbones, bony chin, recumbent forehead and, to top it all off, with an eyebrow and a beard that, although he had been in office for more than thirty years, seemed to be made up of cuttings from some disused stuffed animal. Of a prodigious thinness, he covered his skeleton with very loose garments that, because of their size and age, must date from remote times and many fashions ago, with his head sticking out of one end of them; in the middle, his hands, which looked like nothing but small bundles of vine shoots; and at the other end, his feet, of enormous size. His voice was somewhat high-pitched and his manners were captivating, always displaying with his fellow men an excessive loquacity and correctness that bordered on the finely tuned. Or he tried to be, because he was not very bright because he was hyperactive, making real efforts to hide his more than known shortcomings behind his opposite, which was this pretentiously exquisite mask that, in his opinion, made him a little more equal to his fellow men. He was a great reader, not for reading, but for collecting voices and terms that gave more luster to his language, but which his understanding and memory disowned as alien to his nature, he affected without much success the erudition of a master in many disciplines, although he could only be recognized as a professor in the affairs of life, in which he had graduated cum laude as an honorary spectator, since his peers did not allow him to do otherwise, often mocking both his appearance or pretended instruction and the famous ancestry of maniacs from which he came. 

And it was not that he was an ordinary madman; no, far from it. He suffered from a particular derivation of Tourette's Syndrome, a brain disorder that caused him on certain occasions, usually when he became excessively excited or drank alcohol in inappropriate doses, verbal incontinence, in whose episodes he would talk about eschatology in its most apocalyptic vision or sexuality in its most mischievously worldly version. Oddities, if you will; but typical of a probated and sensitive soul who found in the affection of the few peers who allowed him proximity and dignified treatment, the imitation of the social paradise from which he knew he was exiled. 

In spite of his many faults, but weighing more the virtues of his clean soul and his faithfulness and dog-like obedience, Ismael Montoro had taken him as his secretary when, back in 1926, he abandoned journalism and took up the profession of writer; And for similar reasons Don Gilgamesh took him, following the recommendation of his then friend, so that with his selfless diligence he could help him with errands and various purchases of supplies, find carriers to bring from customs the most varied shipments that he received in profusion from all parts of the world, and, finally, carry out both formalities and orders in neighboring Madrid.

-Master," he said to the flat-footed woman on the Wednesday following the death of Siegfried and Ivan, when Don Gilgamesh was reading the press in the Casino, either confessing his views to her, putting his snout almost in Don Gilgamesh's ear and pouting with his lips, or leaning back and gesticulating with his spleen as if he were a professor discovering universal truths before the most learned disciples in the world, "we're screwed. I, for his part, as it should be, because I know he is innocent, and, if you hurry me, whoever killed those two, would deserve a prize. What birds, master! What birds! What's the point of improving, as if they were hams, those who have earned by their own merit a place of privilege in the deepest part of hell? If you want me to tell you, I'll tell you; for my sake, let there be no more.

And he would say it by vigorously tapping on the table with the fierce cane of his right hand, as if he were placing a card on the board that would defeat any other possible card. 

And it went on:

-I, with you, as it should be. This Siegfried, a Nazi-convert of imperial court and patriot informer, had already had his fair share of trouble with the law, which, since our new masters have been in these domains, should be working at the Ballesta's, or taught in meublès, because you know, I suppose, that twice he was arrested for entertaining himself by forcing himself on girls on a whim, which for him was just a diversion like any other. For that rascal, master, his enjoyment was worth more than the life of anyone else. And his little friend, that Ivan of my sins, well, three quarters of the same thing, there are no beasts in nature more alike: one creates them, and they get together by themselves. Suffice it to say that the police record of those two was longer than the list of heroes who surrendered Spain to the empire. 

The secretary paused to see what impression his speech was making on his master; but no symptom of the latter's countenance denoted approval or rejection, interpreting the ambiguous "aha!" that from time to time he would utter as encouragement to continue with a soliloquy that was not sure where it would end. 

And it continued, of course:

-To all of these perdularios, master, do not give them much credit, because they themselves do not know what they believe, because like the ears of corn they incline in favor of the wind, that is to say of what they think who they consider to be more talented than themselves. They are just a bunch of brutes who spend their time censuring others, and that's all. That's the way people are, what can we do, and that's the way this one has fallen into, to your misfortune, you'll know why. As for the rest, master, what can I say to you: "Surprise me! 

And as he said this he stopped short, as if frozen in mid-air, with his eyes open as if they were hatches intended to show in the flesh the genuine nature of his soul, and with his arms almost crossed, as if to signify that his master's state seemed to him also to be one of unjust crucifixion. However, seeing that in his master there was no trace that seconded him but polite indifference, he resumed at once the thread of his speech and, changing from that third to another that would better win his sympathy, he added: 

-Ismael appreciates you, believe me; but he is married to Krasi, he sleeps with her and there is no one who can get her out of the fact that you got Sara Girl pregnant, because she is pregnant, there is no doubt about that
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