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Second year of Macron's reign. As we predicted in the previous book, France is under the sign of chaos and desolation. For the twentieth consecutive Saturday, the streets of Paris and the main cities of the country are the scene of a confrontation, violent and intransigent, between a people and a police that has unconditionally placed she herself at the orders of an elite; which, by an anti-democratic and corrupting procedure of an already defective political system, has illegitimately seized all the organs of power and is not willing to yield an inch to the massive protests of an entire social body, whose standard of living has been dangerously degraded by the various previous governments, in which it already dominated,  although not with the arrogance, with the morgue, with the absolute and unfailing contempt that it is doing now, completely devoid of any humanitarian feeling towards those who have no choice but to live on salaried work. 

A people's trust in its institutions has been irreparably shattered and, at best, it will take decades, perhaps generations, to rebuild. The reality that only a few months ago the masses did not see, or did not want to see, now appears with such sharp and dazzling contours that they hurt the sight of the contemplator and only with an excessive and unbridled dose of hypocrisy and shamelessness, the media, also under the splint of this elite that finances and owns them,  believe that they can mitigate the effects of such a impressive and powerful revelation; but with this, they only manage to lengthen and deepen the gap that separates the majority of the popular masses from the official sources of information, from any form of discourse that emanates from the established power, except that propagated, more or less freely, by the new instruments of communication, through the Internet and the latest technologies. For this reason, many journalists are violently expelled from the demonstrations. 

Every Saturday, the heart of major French cities, including Paris, is shrouded in the veil of tear gas, smoke from cars and buildings burning; they resonate with the explosion of dispersal grenades, LBD shots, proclamations, slogans, insults, challenges, provocations; it is adorned with the various colors of the most diverse and opposite flags,  scribbled banners and yellow vest that, formerly, these same elites, had the misfortune to impose, according to the letter of marque consisting in making an exhaustive catalog of good intentions, in order to exploit them industrially and make it a lucrative and exclusive trade. Today, everyone owns one of these yellow vests, out of obligation, - per opus, out of necessity. And they paint the cities with an acidic spring, lemon color or rapeseed yellow. 

The riot police were ordered to target the faces of the demonstrators, with the obvious aim of spreading terror, putting an end to the demonstrations with the weapon of horror and terror. There are already about twenty one-eyed people, because of these rubber bullets, several feet and hands torn off, by the explosion of tear gas grenades. And police commanders will bear before history the immeasurable responsibility of having obeyed such orders from a tiny ruling minority which, in order to save their privileges, does not hesitate to dishonor the Nation before the world, to mutilate, to beat, to humiliate the very citizens it has the obligation to protect and govern. Countless shocking testimonies show police pointing their weapons, unnecessarily, upwards, at the faces of those who are there, in the street that belongs to all, to defend the bread and the future of their children. 

Behind the riot police are concentrated the hordes of the BAC, ready for the surprise raid, the lightning assault that strikes with batons, with hands, that pushes and overturns with their armored bodies by all kinds of protections, that chooses a victim, whether man, woman or teenager, to throw him to the ground in any way whatsoever, by pushing, dragging, grabbing her by the hair, if she is a woman and offers a better grip, then they immobilize her on the ground, cover her, hide her from the eyes and objectives of the curious, hit her head against the pavement, hold her with their knee, with all the weight of their bodies. Finally, they surround the cores of demonstrators, surround them, and throw tear gas canisters in their midst. 

But today, a dictatorship cannot last long, even if it takes on the solemn garb of a pseudo-democracy, a crude substitute for democracy, even if it is endowed with a formidable and all-powerful propaganda apparatus, because there is the Internet and mobile phones that film and broadcast, on the spot, the scenes they capture, to the city and to the world. 

The oligarchy, which had believed in the end of history, which is why it has gradually dropped part of the mask, the pious and occasional veil that hid its moral ugliness, is now threatened in its heart, in its marrow, in the whole temple where the god of lies, propaganda, empty myth and selfishness, is venerated,  so that, faced with the emergency, it is not afraid to drop the rest of the mask and make open and frank use of violence, as long as it retains control of force. 

However, the blame for all this scorn, for all this superlative disorder, cannot be attributed to one man. Although this man, Macron, has contributed, with formidable efficiency, by means of absolutely delusional discursive formulas, formidable in their irresponsibility, by a gratuitously provocative attitude whose excessive arrogance can only be compared, according to a British newspaper, to his incompetence, to pour, not oil on the fire, but gasoline, kerosene,  on an entire society in flames, on a nation burning on all four sides, on a people inflamed for a highly combustible reason, precisely because of the high degree of truth and justice in its demands. 

No, it is not enough for one man to generate such a dimension in the chaos, in the generalized exasperation, in the confrontation of all the bodies and levels of society and even its institutions. He also had to be surrounded, as a great Latin American writer would say, by a cafila de mampolones (a kind of herd of incompetents) the most spectacular imaginable. Never in the life of the world has such a bunch of incompetents been seen completely monopolizing all the positions of responsibility of one of the great nations of the planet. Owing to the absence of a genuine political party with tradition in this Government, the absolute totality of the highest offices of the State, including ministries, was granted to schoolchildren who, during the last presidential elections, knocked on the doors of houses to make electoral propaganda for their candidate. Of this candidate who refused to participate in the primaries of a party in which he had never been active and in which he had never believed, but which was useful to him to prosper and to cling to power. All this platoon of inexperienced people, political beginners, children spoiled by a cradle of privileged, found themselves, overnight, without believing in it themselves, ministers with this or that portfolio, undersecretaries of this or that ministry, advisers of a cabinet of the afterlife. And together, they created, in a matter of months, the greatest crisis that erupted in the Western world after World War II. 

Worse still, they are at the forefront of solving what a man of the makings of a De Gaulle or a Mitterrand might not have sufficed. 

When this is over, how not to ask for responsibilities, not to this herd of schoolchildren, but to the highest levels of finance and the media that have made it possible by force of millions and propaganda? 

At the same time, in the European Union, headwinds have never blown so furiously, and the elections scheduled for May 26 threaten to unleash an unprecedented storm. The British have not yet been able to leave. They find themselves with one foot in and one foot out, in an uncomfortable transitional situation that generates frustration whose contour goes beyond that of the islands and extends to the mainland. However, the worst thing would be if they managed to leave and absolutely nothing happened. Although, the real stab, the real catastrophe of disintegration, would be the fact that, not only is nothing happening, but, on the contrary, it is going very well. And let's not talk about it if they manage to do better than before and better than us.

Eastern European countries no longer tolerate uncontrolled immigration. The middle classes of the South are tired of paying taxes, not seeing the benefits, and getting poorer in plain sight. Only Germany, the Netherlands, Denmark, and countries that have become tax havens are doing well. But a man is a vote, and the melodies, litanies and other songs of political correctness are no longer as effective as they once were, before the 2018 revolution. 

The situation is serious. 
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It had been six months since Clara Bardés had swapped the pearly Nice for the sumptuous, splendid, mysterious, but also generally gray and melancholic Paris. The French State had made her an offer that she could not refuse, not only because of her financial aspect, but also because of her prestige and the inherent responsibility, since it was nothing less than to participate in the restoration of the collection of paintings contained in Notre-Dame Cathedral. 

The letter transmitting the proposal had arrived at the beginning of last December and, by return mail, had sent its acceptance. Almost more than the professional aspect, the personal weighed. The death of his grandfather, the painter Jacobo Bardés, was still very recent and the wound he had left to his only granddaughter was still tender, with no prospect of recovery. Spending another Christmas in the family home where, since her memory recalled, the two had lived there alone, was not an enticing prospect for her. To Bardés' nostalgia, the frightening experience with Ergaster had been added, in memory of which stood the dark mansion opposite. It would have taken a little more time and perhaps maturity to be able to live serenely in the house. 

In addition, Sophie was perfectly qualified to run the art gallery in his absence. In any case, if ever there was a problem that would require his direct intervention, every fifteen minutes a flight leaves from Paris to Nice. 

Clara arrived at the cathedral's workshop haloed by the surname Bardés. However, the director of the works, a young and brilliant Irish priest with the surprising name of John Temple Graves, cautious, assigned her menial duties in the early days, although he soon realized the impeccable and extraordinary technical mastery with which Clara carried out the tasks entrusted. Grandpa's lessons had not fallen on deaf ears. Less than a month after entering the studio, he had already entrusted her with the most delicate phase of the restoration of one of the “mais”, - The Martyrdom of Saint Andrew", by Charles Le Brun, painted in 1647. And now she is working on the most valuable work, probably because of its age, that the cathedral has. It is an anonymous mural located in the axial chapel of the ambulatory, dating from about the year 1300, entitled "Virgin and Child between Saint Nicasius and Simon Matifas de Bucy". 

In a way, crossing the threshold of a cathedral is like entering an intermediate space between two worlds. Every church, in fact, seems to fulfill this function in the Christian realm. It would be a registry office for souls entering and souls leaving this dark valley of tears. However, a sublime cathedral highlights this act to a high degree. The imposing pillars, the high vaults, leave an imprint even more powerful and indelible on the mind as they circumscribe this impressive sacred factory, whose task is charged with a meaning, not physical, but metaphysical. That is why, at first, Clara felt like a reliquary that contained a single jewel, a single idea, the death of Bardés, and enclosed and compressed it with its walls, always being aware of its painful existence. 

However, a few weeks after living there, she had noticed that a transubstantiation was being performed on her way of feeling such a particular environment. By dint of bathing his being in this atmosphere so impregnated with transcendence that, circulating in secret corridors, emits murmurs and aromas of eternity between two different extensions of the spirit. In this way, she had the impression that Bardés was a little less dead, that he was closer to her. And she would not have been too surprised if, in one of those brief pauses that are usually agreed to mark the different stages of his work and during which one lets his gaze wander nonchalantly above the crowd that advances stunned through this mineral and enchanted forest, his eyes met again the familiar figure of Bardés contemplating with a smile the progress of his work. 

But one day, his eyes met a figure not familiar but, on the contrary, the most irregular human figure, and at the same time the most impressive, who had never seen these organs so precious since they were in his service. He was an imposing, huge old man whose gauge even impacted from the top of the scaffolding in which she was. He wore the traditional black habit up to the heels of conservative clergy, on which shone, almost, a hair a little thin and trembling, but of an incredible whiteness. However, what was most striking about him was the irregular geometry of his formidable face. Indeed, its ciliary arches had such a marked disproportion that they absolutely decomposed the harmony of the whole, dehumanizing it, giving it the vague appearance of a monstrous and gigantic batrachian. In fact, at that very moment, Clara had begun to call him, in her heart, Monsignor Batrachian. Yet his eyeballs, slow and voluminous like two full moons, reflected superhuman intelligence. This was the first and unforgettable impression made on Clara by Mauricio de Sully, archpriest rector of the cathedral. 

On this occasion, he was accompanied by John Temple Graves to take an interest in the restoration of the precious work of art entrusted to Clara's expert hands. The latter made a discreet sign to the young woman to go down to greet the voluminous toad and archpriest. 

Unlike any welcome that Clara might have expected from a prelate, the archpriest extended his hand to her, an immense, fleshy hand, and, as if it were nothing but a simple merchant, of great stature, it is true, sealing, by this gesture, a promising business, amid a Rabelaisian laugh, he thundered:

-When God wants something, He gives a special and unmistakable imprint to His will! Look, Monsieur Temple, with the blood of Bardés, we will erase from this chapel even the smallest vestige of Viollet-le-Duc, so that only Jean Pucelle remains! And that's just the beginning! In time, I will remove from the entire cathedral all trace of Viollet-le-Duc and his terrible Art Nouveau!

Clara shuddered because she knew the immense amount of Viollet-le-Duc who remained in this cathedral. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

III



[image: ]


In any city in the world, London, Paris, New York, Amsterdam, the shape, and layout of the room are identical. The wall arches that could be distinguished made it possible to deduce that they described a circular perimeter, although large enough that its boundaries were lost, plunged into darkness. Sheltered in which, could hide a rat as well as a hundred of dragons. In the center stretched a corpulent and solid table, also circular, made of noble wood, exquisite and covered with the best varnish. There were on his tray, here and there, several candlesticks and the light they gave off was the only lighting that worked in the enclosure. Around her sat twelve silent sphinxes. Some wore masks, others didn't. The masks were Venetian style, inlaid with solid gold and diamonds. Those who used them, all appeared wrapped in a thick black cloak, tied at neck height with a gold brooch. The others wore etiquette suits, but each in their own personal style and all featured well-known faces, but whose names Bemoz could not reveal if he still wanted to keep his head on his shoulders. 

The one who presided over the table was precisely a masked man, sitting on the opposite side of the chair, double, which had been attributed to Bemoz. This lad rarely intervenes during the session. And when he did, he often used emphatic gestures, struck by the head or hands. It was only on exceptional occasions that one had the privilege of hearing his voice, a fluted squeak, of a wild soprano, without education, of a budding castrato, still raw and without the slightest notion of music theory. However, all participants were constantly on the lookout for his slightest reaction. 

Bemoz sat down in the armchair, made expressly for him, so that he could accommodate and support his giant body. 

For several minutes, the silence remained intact. Bemoz knew that no one would dare to break it until the castrato pointed his index finger at the imaginary vault that covered them, but that it was nothing but a vague purgatory of darkness, in which the words sounded as if they had been spoken in the setting of a deserted cathedral. 

Eventually, his floured and stylized hand had stamped his consent, which made the meeting begin. 

A guy whose figure was reminiscent of a pencil in which, at the top where the cuts are made to discover the mine, a few deep features conformed the wrinkled face of a fairground doll, one of those cardboard dolls, painted in sour colors, that ventriloquists use to pronounce this kind of truisms that make the goats who go out on Sunday afternoon in the dusty streets to walk their prolix offspring laugh,  rose. 

-The crowd, disheveled and stinking, finally took to the streets to fill it with screams and dirt. Until then, they had swallowed all the lies, no matter how blatant, like hungry dogs to which are thrown, on the ground, a few pieces of bacon half decomposed. They had digested as many propaganda operations as one wanted, no matter how crude their bill; thus, they had accepted without batting an eyelid that everything should be said backwards, that the revolutionary should be called conservative and vice versa, that the villain should be presented to them as a hero and, on the contrary, the coward should pass for a courageous man and the honest man for a corrupt, always covering with a modest veil the most rotten guys and putting them on,  as a reward, at the head of the most prestigious institutions, so that they can manipulate them at their convenience precisely thanks to their immanent depravity; that what is for their evil, by means of an easy operation of sleight of hand, they interpret it as social progress and, therefore, they had even accepted that they should be robbed in the name of an inexhaustible arsenal of supposedly just, philanthropic causes or which seemed to be, although in appearance, with which we monopolize succulent advantages or we operate the apparatus of the State without having to grease it with our own taxes. However, we have reached a point where people's guts start roaring with hunger and those changes everything. They took to the streets. And they do not want to go home, even if they are received with batons, threatened, left blind, crippled, their nasal septum broken against the cobblestones of the ground. For the first time in seventy years, the French are hungry. They have hunger and fear in their guts. But wasn't everything planned? Well, if everything was planned, let's leave the panic to the vulgar. Our legacy is action. And our action, our heritage. We just must remain unperturbed and continue our plan as planned. Especially, now, that practically all our designs have been realized. The slogans of revolution have not been heard in civilized Europe for centuries and these days we have seen crowds marching in the streets of Paris, Paris! to the cry of Revolution! Revolution! And that, of course, made some nervous. But since when have the masses achieved an end if they are not led by those who possess intelligence, strength, and money?

Bemoz had observed that when someone finished a speech, none of those present rushed to give him the answer. A silence that lasted several minutes was required. Probably so that the participants assimilate well and mature in their heads the goals presented to the assembly. However, Bemoz had the impression that, otherwise, the masked men would never speak, because they never asked for a word, not even with a gesture. When one of them intervenes, he does so after careful consideration, giving the impression that his arguments, and not someone else's, were those that naturally required the circumstances of the moment. Visible faces sometimes became impatient. From the masked sank an imperturbability like that of a sphinx. 

The use of unlimited power for many generations has created a real imprint on the subjects. 

Thus, one of the masked spokes without any haste.

-The plans were good, not the people who were supposed to execute them. Someone will have to pay a very high price for this mistake.  

There was a hint of an Anglo-Saxon accent in his speech. The masks always speak with an English accent. 

The pencil was waving in his seat.

One more silence until a second masked man deigns to intervene.

-Now it is too late for changes in the hitch. If it were just one item, there would be no problem. Bemoz knows the procedure... The insidious thing is that there are too many chopped molars and mismatched and crazy cranks. And, on the other hand, there is no time. The situation is too ripe. The fruit must be picked now, otherwise it will rot on the tree. 

The first speaker, the one with the figure of a pencil, was playing with a voluminous golden pen and suddenly he threw it on the table, producing a sinister noise. 

The masked, unalterable, concluded his reasoning:

-It is with these oxen that we must plough. 

"Precisely," replied the sharp man, without respecting the agreed pause. "It is preferable to apply the planned steps without change, since, as I said, the effects that follow were at least likely. 

The pencil waited in vain for some sort of answer. So, he chose to continue. 

-This is the second maneuver aimed at achieving, as in the past, the federation of the entire social body around a common cause that would keep them all tight like a pinecone and make them forget, at least until the elections next month, hunger and the kicking in their ass. After the elections, our politics will again be legitimized by the vox populi, or whatever you want to call and understand it. The truth is that, for now, they believe it. We already know the modus operandi to achieve the desired results. In other places, sometimes, very rarely, things get out of hand, but here in France the formula is foolproof; especially since this is only a European election, in which it is not necessary to win, it only takes an honorable second place to be completely washed and legitimized, especially when the first place will be for the extreme right, the merchants of children of the postmodern era. 

The pencil was also afraid that he had made a big blunder by mentioning the children's merchants.

The masked not only remained silent, but they also seemed to be held by a kind of invisible scaffolding, so they remained motionless. Bemoz often doubted that they were all hiding a human face, considering that perhaps some of the rights holders were only present in effigy. 

The one he had not the slightest doubt was the closest to him, to his left, because, during breaks, he heard him breathing heavily. It was precisely he who had just spoken. 

-The first maneuver was supposed to have already achieved this effect. But, as you can see, this is not the case. That Saturday was like any other: an endless succession of urban guerrilla scenes, across the French geography. 

-"This time," replied the pencil, "things will turn out differently. Not a single person will be killed. However, part of the story will be killed. The whole France will remain speechless and will find his testimony demolished, collapsed. The experts evaluated even the smallest effects and Bemoz arranged every detail of the action. Isn't that Bemoz?

The set of masks turned towards him with a mechanical movement, as well as the stingers of their eyes. Bemoz took a deep breath. If the others were strong, so was he. And he didn't fear death.

-"That's right, Master. Everything is arranged. For several weeks, the pieces have been placed and the madman is in the enemy ranks, ready to defeat the king. This time I will use a new toy. I found him quite crippled. Repair was difficult and costly. But it will be worth it. Now, to hear is to obey. 

The automatons slowly turned to the one presiding over the meeting. And the latter, with an emphatic gesture, pointed with his index finger at the masked man who had spoken first, who turned again to the colossus and arbitrated: 

-Act. 

Bemoz got up and left the room.  
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Alba Longa interrupted the reading unexpectedly, without having a clear awareness of why he had done it and stood for a moment looking out the window at the indigo sky. Perhaps he had heard a rumor coming from outside. But it didn't take him long to understand. Every Saturday, it's the same story. Human tides of rapeseed parade through the streets of all the cities of France. The Interior Ministry shamelessly downplayed the number of protesters, lying institutionally while giving macabre orders to the police. The scenes are disturbing, breathtaking. And we are at the heart of Europe. A government that lies shamelessly, with no regard whatsoever about the lack of logic and incongruity of the data it exposes, and a people that is waging a veritable insurrection. In Europe. What happened? How could things have changed so much?

It is likely that a fixed salary of a university professor will result in a certain distance from reality. Work, the feeder full of locust beans, is good for the stomach and guts, but leaves the brain empty. You must do it, of course, your damn job; but it is also necessary to know, and to be able to put roadblocks, to prevent, at all costs, that the function becomes the person. The faculty, it must be admitted, has the advantage of regular holiday breaks, such as the one that opens just now in April. 

Despite this, many of them have become machines, real mechanical dolls with masks. They adjusted the inner gear of the watch themselves and let it work, giving the hours to their time. But that's the purpose of a watch. Man, on the other hand, should integrate other parameters and other functions. The time of the human being is not mechanical, there are hours that are longer to pass than years and years that escape like water in the hands. Rules are rules, algebra, geometry, a mathematically dehumanized injustice. Thus, people cease to be people. They become numbers. And the consequence of this are revolutions. Well, no one wants to be a number, a data, with no other right than to turn on a pivot and with no hope than to be replaced when it breaks or becomes overused and useless. And the funny thing is that it is not replaced for the sake of itself, but because the mechanism must continue to work. Now, if a sprocket turns, not for some reason, but for the simple fact that another wheel as it made it turn, then this part is complicit if the mechanism is intended, for example, to detonate an explosive charge in the middle of a crowd. What I mean is that, if we spend all our time working, driving home, mostly stuck in traffic, watching football matches on Sundays and listening in our free time to private news channels, but without thinking and without reading and without diving decisively into the depths of our being to really see what is inside, that’s when we become complicit in the worst. Of course, the worst is always the one who undertakes to detonate an explosive charge in the middle of the crowd. 

Alba Longa had taken his phone to see on Twitter what was happening. The images showed, in fact, streets where there was no more room for a pin. The Ministry of the Interior will soon announce that three people were demonstrating in Paris, two in Bordeaux and one in Lyon. After that, all the news channels of France and Navarre will put signs at the bottom of the screen to proclaim: "demonstration down" or - do the yellow vests still exist? »

More than twenty consecutive Saturdays they demonstrated in France, paying again and again for his travel, people whose salaries do not allow them to make ends meet; in fact, there are sixteen million households in this country that go into the red on the fifteenth day of each month. It is only for this shameless mixture of contempt and arrogance that Macron and Castañer and the entire government, including Blanquer, should resign. And lose the job and the salary all the puppets who repeat this ad nauseam on television, throughout the fucking day and the god who founded it. Goebbels' golden dream.  

He left Spain, but it was letting go of the frying pan to fall into the embers. Of course, Spain euphemistically described as "socialist", cooked in the manner of Felipe González, wanted to make him a parcel deliverer, which is not bad, but, as things stand, it would not have been good for the intellectual life he wanted. France, meanwhile, gave him a teaching position at the university. Now, France is an infuriating country, as a chronic disease infuriates the patient. On the other hand, Felipe González and Emmanuel Macron can go hand in hand in the sewers of history. Good couple of two for a blind mother. The world would have gained a lot without their existence. But they would have been replaced by other puppets neither better nor worse than them. Felipe González, at least, expressed himself half-well during the plenary sessions of the Congress. Thus, the big lie advanced as best it could, and it was good for its masters as long as it lasted. But he was not even able to sit still, without throwing himself to the ground, when a group of Civil Guards began firing rifles at the ceiling of the Congress of Deputies.  

Suddenly, his phone turned on and he started flashing. On the screen, there was the name of a woman: Laure. In fact, it was the name of a colleague. And colleagues have no gender. 

-Yes. Tell me. 

-I'm passing by you. And since I know you're done marking your exams, I thought you might want a drink somewhere. 

It was unheard of. I refer to the fact that a professor of the Faculty of Law, bourgeois to the core, married - as it should be "to
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