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CHAPTER 1: THE ABOLISHED CHOICE
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May 1, 1961.

A text written in blood on the wall of a psychiatric hospital in Cuba:

"Can such a thing happen in the very world where, just recently, in the blood of the French revolutionaries, in the womb of France, a freedom that, while not absolute or primal, was still of the most human kind, was born in agony? This world has truly gone mad, and it was not external events or objective circumstances that drove it insane, but true tyrants, dictators, and autocrats! Sound thinking is now considered madness, and every effort is made to bind it in the flesh of a straitjacket. Madness is now revered as a new religion, while common sense slowly rots away in lonely places: it rots because it is deprived of light and filled with darkness and dampness—qualities inherent to the very environment where it is forced to hide for its own good and its own life. In the modern world, there are no longer any living legal systems—only their corpses, which those in power carefully disguise as living ones. And they do this not to gain certain benefits, but, most often, to preserve their own lives. Is this what our ancestors strived for? Is this what we want for our descendants? Power reveals a person's most depraved sides. The more power, the more successful it is in doing so, and a fool is he who, in striving for power, believes that upon achieving it, he will be able to taste the fruit of the knowledge of good and evil—he will only be able to taste an ethereal, ephemeral, deliberately created shell, behind which resides absolute emptiness... From today, we have been deprived of choice—deprived of it intentionally, and therefore their crime is all the more grievous. In their speeches, they are guided by the thesis that doing nothing is even worse than taking a step back! What childish naivety! Today they will take this right from us, and tomorrow we won't need rights at all. You, who are a slave, you who exist in a paradigm of duties, you will owe them everything, and they will owe you nothing! Astonishing! And yet the rights of citizens are the duties of the state, and the rights of the state are the duties of citizens! They wish to eliminate this principle at all costs, and after destroying several others like it, to create that very beast, the Leviathan, whose presence near the eastern European borders cannot but alarm any sane, civilized person. First, they will deprive us of the choice of government, and later—the choice of a suit, housing, or even a car. In fact, this is already happening now, when on the market, instead of a hundred different offers, two or three flicker in solitude, all of them entirely regulated by the state apparatus. So, if a person wishes to draw certain conclusions about a state, he should look at its markets: external and internal, including financial ones—what goods arrive and depart in them... But can they, by taking everything from us, relieve us of the ability to think, imagine, and feel? They can influence these processes, start and stop them, but not control them in the interval between the beginning and the end... So, looking at these white walls, I discern rays of sun, Veronese green, and the crimson tenderness of roses... nothing can replace a dictatorship except a dictatorship!"

A text written in blood on the wall of a psychiatric hospital in Cuba:

"Under the banners of freedom, you toppled a dictatorship only to establish a new dictatorship in these lands! You tore down the old statues, thereby making room for new ones, but what's the point if you created nothing worthy of respect and worship on the scorched field? With the ruthlessness of a lion trampling a cornered gazelle, you mercilessly destroyed everything you once so obsequiously worshipped, after which you completely adopted all the principles and cornerstones of governance whose resolution you had set as one of the main goals of the revolution. A few years after the revolution, you didn't even notice how you turned into those you had destroyed—in this, your tragedy resembles the sad fate of the French revolutionaries, with the only difference being that the revolution did not devour you—oh, great Danton!—but you devoured it, or rather its sweetest fruits, like liberty, equality, and fraternity... Having come to power, you, having tasted its extraordinarily alluring flesh—as did all those like you before, and undoubtedly will after—naively believed that this time, your time in power, would last forever. You executed those who sought to bring you back to reality, because a dependent person hates nothing more than being called dependent, having the object of their dependence pointed out, not to mention having that object taken away. You could not understand that in our world, rulers and governments are bound to be replaced, as are some people by others, but peoples and nations always remain the same, acquiring only insignificant qualities for their nature and essence, and, what's more, losing them... My words are by no means meant to justify the past, what has passed, what is lost and can never be returned—nor are they meant to call everything in the present bad. They, acknowledging both the former and present vices, intend to call for the preservation of the human essence in the very depths where it is meant to exist—not to evaporate it from them and at the same time not to transform it into the coldness of ice..."

A text written in blood on the wall of a psychiatric hospital in Cuba:

"Oh, you, my physical or metaphysical descendant—you who will reside within these depths just as I do—I appeal to you: do not make the same mistakes I made. When they intimidate you, threaten you, and use physical violence, agree to everything. Do not allow the triumph of your principles and ideals to destroy your own flesh—become what they want you to be and to do. When it is required, be a fool; when something else is required, be reasonable. Adapt to your surroundings and never express what you think—let them know that you accept the rules of the game—to become part of the flock, the herd—and you will leave the depths of this confinement, for they will be convinced that you are no longer dangerous, or rather, that your mouth is no longer dangerous. Say everything they want to hear, and you will no longer be considered insane—they will remove the straitjacket from you, and you will be free to act as you wish. Also, forget about your conscience—you know, it is better to be alive and tormented by your deeds before sleep than to be dead and not think about anything at all. By the way, I was able to glean these thoughts from the Bible—is it not truly an inexhaustible treasure trove for those who yearn to believe and for those who do not? Dwelling here in absolute silence and unwavering solitude, I, having realized the truth and, what is more important, having found it, went beyond the boundaries of the human form not only mentally but also emotionally. Constantly gazing into the darkness, I began to distinguish light—I became the author of unique paintings in my mind, but I was not drawing with ordinary paints, but with sunlight, stars, the breath of the wind, and drops of rain. I was in every atom of the existing universe—in the flesh of a comet, planets, an ant, and a whale. I could not only soar above the earth without hindrance but also plunge into immeasurable abysses... But for all this, I had to pay a high price—so do not repeat my mistakes, distant or close descendant!"
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CHAPTER 2: THE PENINSULAR WAR
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May 2, 1808.

A message written on a Turkish watermelon that was brought into Madrid on a cart:

"By its actions, this dictatorship, which has come to our state from the East, has most clearly shown that the only paradigm in which peace can exist with it is its complete conquest of the entire world. Consequently, for the existing world order to survive, it is necessary to completely get rid of that gangrene, which so suddenly appeared on the body of the European continent, or to submit to it—that is, to perish forever. They frantically want to occupy our lands and our people, but they will never occupy our thoughts and feelings. There are countless examples of this throughout the infinitely diverse tapestry of history. By taking such actions, they only grant more instability to their state, for they subject its future flesh to the influence of rebellions. These rebellions are wars for the liberation of one's own people from the oppression of dictatorship. These rebellions are a Gordian knot that possesses the properties of invulnerability. While their children are playing in their blooming gardens, our children see from their windows killings in scorched spaces. They bathe in our blood, like the ancient Jews in the Jordan. Under the current form of government, with these kinds of people in power—they will never become part of the civilized world. But did they belong to it before? Your fate is sad, but it is even more grievous because in your depraved endeavors you use outside help—you tempt your comrades into crime and fall from grace, and they... they are tempted. In the history of the world, all sinners are guilty, but even more guilty than them is Lucifer, who tempts them. Later, you will beg us for forgiveness, appeal for mercy, demand regret—we will answer you with silence, for silence stings many times more painfully than words. From silence, you do not know what to expect—bad or good, a verdict or mercy, rudeness and cruelty or compassion."

A message written on a Turkish watermelon that was brought into Madrid on a cart:

"What position in this world can be considered true or correct? What maps of this world should be considered as definitively fixing the borders of states, making them sacred and unchangeable? Why, when the Roman Republic existed, were the rules, traditions, and principles of the era of the kings considered incorrect? Why, when a new time came, are all the established rules of conduct of the Roman Republic considered primitive and incorrect—wouldn't the Roman Republic have considered modern morals depraved and lost if it had the chance to know about them? So what is truth? Does it exist in objective categories? Truth is established by force—people accept the rules of the game, or, in case of rejection, are forced to adapt to them. In any other case, they face death—either physical or moral, as a consequence of rejecting the newly established world order... Today, everyone romanticizes ancient eras and considers them perfect, correct, but if we were to return the long-dead rules today, we would not survive a single day in them, for we would be immediately executed, thrown into slavery, or torn apart for the sake of someone's outpost—those who want to return Rome today must remember that with its return, they will automatically become an object. Rome is not aware of the ideals of the French Revolution, but the French Revolution is perfectly aware of the ideals of Rome... What a surprising axiom! The only thing the East can bring to the West is death: it was so with Rome, if we are to mention that example, and it will be so after us—it is the opposition of sunrise and sunset, day and night, life and death... it is a closed Ouroboros that nothing can break... it is an eternal struggle, permanently destroying and creating myriads of ethereal and ephemeral world orders, like the life of a butterfly..."

A message written on a Turkish watermelon that was brought into Madrid on a cart:

"And even if we currently do not have a 'horse' to achieve our stated goal, in the name of preserving the identity of our own nation, we will walk on foot. Our nation and our people are old, but we, their children, are young, full of determination and strength. Great expectations are placed upon us, and we must live up to them! How surprising it is that we, the descendants of the Romans, must now fight with other descendants of the Romans. Without the Romans, there would not be not only modern Spain and France, but modern Europe as a whole. Our national spirit demands that we fight, and if our national spirit believes in us, can we not believe in ourselves? We should not retreat or lose courage—perhaps this is the most important and responsible moment in the entire history of our nation and our people. Battles await us—battles that are not only physical but, what is far more terrible, metaphysical battles, battles with thoughts and feelings. Their propaganda is strong—it never stands still. It accompanies the person of Napoleon everywhere—it acts even where his foot has never stepped. And yet, Napoleon, like every Frenchman, is only a man, and we, Spaniards, know this better than anyone. They have tried more than once to deprive our nation's life of meaning, but a strong will and a firm hand have always saved its essence in difficult times—disregarding the external, the rules of conduct, the laws, we acted in the name of the internal, hidden from imperfect and inexperienced human eyes... Every dispute ends with two sides making promises to each other, and always, without the slightest exception, one side is the first to break the limits of that promise. In this world, a person cannot trust any people or any nation, including their own."
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May 3, 1951.

A text written under one of the drawings at a post-war exhibition in Britain:

"How ridiculous and at the same time terrible it is to watch those who frantically, with every fiber of their being, call for others to emulate them. These Western countries, opinion leaders and, supposedly, boundless receptacles of great and mighty will, the 'heirs' of true knights and ancient men, are no better than that very totalitarian, red beast that resides on the other side of the barricades. They, fierce and courageous in words, are in fact afraid to make a truly courageous decision—their calculated minds will undoubtedly lead them to collapse. The totalitarian regime is low and depraved—there is no truth in the East. But is there truth in the West? With whom is it better to follow the path in life now—with a mad and stupid barbarian or with an arrogant, bragging coward? Each of these two choices is destructive in its own way... Western ideals have fallen in our eyes—there is no truth in them, just as there is none in the ideals of the East. Pretending to be a healer, they did not strive to cure us completely—they gave us exactly as much medicine as was required to maintain life in our flesh and blood. Their goal is not to save us, but to feed our still-living flesh to some chained dog, to feed it piece by piece, as they once did with Europe, when Hitler intended to seize it like a bull from a glorious myth. At that time, they made the exact same decisions—and what did it all end in? Their fear and cowardice led to the Second World War, and they themselves surrendered in two days—that's how much their words were supported by actions... They spoke in lofty words, but did not even perform simple actions—all this leads to the roar of cannons and guns. You thought there was no need to rush, but time did not wait—while you were sleeping, the hands of the clock were moving, bringing another great European tragedy closer. At the very moment when you are acting according to books, our enemy is acting guided by practice, for he is a being who adapts to the circumstances. Books are not written about such circumstances, for they did not yet exist, and therefore he, by his actions, puts you in a state of difficulty, silence, and inaction—by remaining in these states for a significant amount of time, you are doing only what he frantically desires!"

A text written under one of the drawings at a post-war exhibition in Britain:

"For most people, the path of life is a permanent competition with someone, something like a car race. But how can they not understand that in this world of ours, everyone has their own unique life cycle, and competitive principles with someone are possible and permissible only at a certain distance on this path? In an attempt to overtake someone who is fulfilling their life's purpose, you will miss your turn or, by giving your car excessive speed, you will crash altogether. You should never compare yourself to someone, and even more so, you should not strive to repeat or exceed someone's achievements. By taking such actions, you immediately doom yourself to go down in history as second. Copies of Da Vinci's paintings are fascinating, but the originals of Titian's works awaken an even deeper admiration in their facets. Don't try to chase after someone—be yourself! Don't judge everyone by a single time—everyone has their own hour! Don't look at the foundation of a structure—look at how the house withstands hardships and storms! Striving for wealth, for luxury, for fame, you often forget that with the acquisition of these, the life of an ordinary person, with all its charms, small pranks, and follies, will never be attainable again. Everything that the material grants, it proportionately takes away from the metaphysical—those who ripen become blind, and those who have never ripened perish altogether. Do you need this? Not having a wide range of rights associated with material goods, you also do not have a wide range of duties. When you have nothing material, you are of no interest to anyone—no one wants to kill, rob, or kidnap you. In this case, you are even less interesting to anyone as a person—this is a harsh world of matter, where all-powerful mercenariness reigns, whose father is strict calculation and whose mother is insatiable profit. This is the world where you must remain an individual, a person, a human being!"

A text written under one of the drawings at a post-war exhibition in Britain:

"Without violating anything and in every way trying to lead a respectable—from the point of view of not only the letter of the law but also the spirit of morality—way of life, I now feel like a criminal in front of the very authorities that are called upon not only to protect but, what is far more important, to, if necessary, defend the violated rights, freedoms, and interests of every citizen in our state. Looking at their appearance and, what is far more significant, at their actions, I do not feel feelings associated with a state of security, but feelings associated with fear. At the very moment when countless people commit crimes of one severity or another and do not feel fear of these authorities, I, who strives to live in accordance with the norms of the law and morality, a so-called 'decent' life, constantly look over my shoulder—such is our time now. Those who are called to protect our rights now, in 1951, perform the role of overseers. When a prisoner sees an overseer, a feeling of fear awakens in him, but by no means a feeling of security. He thinks only about not being harmed... Or maybe this is all just a figment of my imagination? Does it matter what feelings I experience? I am fed, I have a roof over my head and a job, no one is committing a crime against me—what more could I want? What fears is my nature trying to warn me about? Oh, this deceptive human nature—it is never satisfied with the prosperity of everyday life. It wants to look for a catch in everything... The war is over, peace has come—there will be no more wars in this world. This war has once and for all taught human civilization the structure of its life cycles—if it wants to live, it should not fight... for there are other methods for other things!"
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