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      DESINGS OF A LESSER GOD


      ¿Es el hombre sólo un fallo de Dios, o Dios sólo un fallo del hombre?


      Friedrich Nietzsche


      Fate or chance? That is the question the human being has always wondered, and the existent divergence between believers and atheists resides in the answer to this question. So, when I wonder whether what happened then was just a group of independent actions which crossed in order to form the end of the story or whether, on the other hand, a superior being manipulated us, like a child playing with his puppets, I can do anything else but doubt about it. On the one hand, until that moment, it appeared that God and the Devil used us as pawns in their everlasting chess play, but later events have made me think that maybe, possibly, the end would have been different if certain external factors had not appeared, which surprised us all. I remember asking Lucas the question during a break of our interview and, after a few moments staring at the sky full of stars through the window, he just pronounced these enigmatic words: «I don’t have an answer to that… I just know that we are insignificant souls dependent upon the designs of a lesser god».


      In that moment, I did not understand it, but now everything becomes clear, such as cleaning the dust accumulated in the mirror that allows the image to be seen. The fact is that it is unbelievable that the creator of the universe, an essence that is thought to understand the meaning of the infinite, has focused on carbon particles such insignificant as we are. It is also unbelievable to think that he is not offended because of our sins, banal acts, committed in a tiny corner, in the farthest side of the Milky Way. However, as my own experience tell me that the Heaven and the Hell truly exist —or the essence of the good and the evil— I can assure that the being who governs us is nothing but a childish God with complexes, who wants us to beg him in order to improve his battered ego. He is not just a lesser God, but also a miserable deity.


      Philosophical questions apart, for they will not clarify anything to us, that day when we began to understand every single dark angle of the trouble in which we were involved, the world started to tremble under our feet. I say it almost literally, for the group of people gathered at the first hour in the morning was increasing hour after hour until they filled the whole terrace place in front of the Augusto Victoria. The employees went out begging them to scatter, but some of the assistants had ever begun to set up tents; they will not go until the Messiah healed the sick people among them. They had come to see him expressly. Our look went directly to Abrahim, who appeared open-mouthed and more and more pale. Lucas walked around the room as a caged tiger and smoking a lot. Suddenly, he stood still as a statue and said that he was going to make a call. When he disappeared through the door, I sat close to my godson and stroked his hair affectionately.


      —How are you? —I asked worried.


      —Not fine —he said with a low voice—. Look, the fact is that… I don’t know what all this group of people expects of me. I’m who I’m; I’m not the Messiah.


      —Well, you are not who have to decide it. That is weird, but sometimes things do not happen this way.


      —I don’t understand —Abrahim muttered.


      —What I am trying to say is that sometimes the rest of people see in us things which we have not realised before. I think that in reality, the less valuable gift the Messiah should have is the healing one. The ways of the Lord are complicated and even illnesses take part in his designs. However, if a person is not kind, noble, brave, merciful, nor selfless… this person will not ever be a saviour, even if he has the gift of healing. Actually, this quality is just a symbol, a sign of gratitude to other people. What truly makes you something especial is inside —I finished pointing to his chest and his forehead.


      —But I don’t know whether I’m ready or not —Abrahim answered.


      —You do must decide it —I added.


      The murmur outside was increasing and, suddenly, the characteristic noise of the sirens from the policemen’s car could be heard clearly. When we drew back the curtains, we saw three patrol cars and a group of policemen trying to scatter the multitude, while the cameras of the first journalists who arrived at the same time were recording the scene. Then, a voice shouted and dozens of pairs of eyes and some video cameras turned to us with the lightning speed. Automatically, I left the curtain and I stepped back from the window trying to look calm. Abrahim looked at me and asked:


      —Are there a lot of people?


      —Well, a bit more than before —I lied—, but the policemen are scattering them.


      Then, the door of the room remained wide opened and Lucas entered; for the first time, I saw him smiling —if that gesture could be considered as a smile— and triumphant.


      —Good news —he announced—. Tomorrow we’ll have help.


      —How so? —Abrahim asked, probably imagining that the next day a helicopter would get him out of there.


      —I’ve called an old partner who I know very well; she’s around here. You could rest easy; she doesn’t work for the Vatican. She’s an assassin who hunts on her own, in exchange for money.


      —Is she trustworthy? —I asked. I was beginning to doubt about everyone.


      —Yes, well… everything you can expect from a person like her. We’ve worked together a couple of times and what I can do assure you is that she’s extremely efficient. I’ve promised her a cheap payment because I’ve told her that we’re just watched by the Vatican agents and one demon —he should have seen any kind of reprehensible look in my face, for he quickly continued—. This kind of things are part of the job; this is not a NGO.


      I was about to reply when a head appeared behind the door and asked for permission. It was an employee from the hotel and he was asking us to follow him; the manager of the hotel wanted to talk with us. We went behind him down to the first floor and once we arrived he asked us to walk into a small office where two people were waiting for us. One of them was the manager, a short and nervous man, who had a French accent and introduced himself as Beltran. The other one, who was about his fifties, was well provided of animal fat in his abdomen. He got up in order to shake hands and introduced himself as the lieutenant Moses. They invited us to sit and, once we were sat, Lucas spoke with an innocent smile, which seemed to me incompatible with his person.


      —Can I help you? —he asked with a childish face.


      —Sure you can —the lieutenant answered—. As you know, the boy here present among us, has provoked the fact that a group of people has gathered in front of this hotel in order to see him. As a consequence, we are suffering several setbacks.


      —Exactly —Mr Beltran continued—, some of our clients have moved to other hotels looking for a more peaceful place. The noise provoked by the people is filling my office with a lot of complaints.


      —We are very sorry… —I began, but Lucas quickly intervened.


      —Are you insinuating us to leave the hotel? —he asked with a pretended surprise.


      —No please, I would never say that thing. I just want to know how long you are going to stay. Furthermore, I want you to know that you have all available resources at your service.


      The situation quieted down and I did not know where they wanted with this meeting, when suddenly I realised that the lieutenant Moses looked at the hunter with curiosity.


      —Can I ask who are you? I haven’t seen you before.


      —That’s possible —Lucas answered—. My name’s Lucas, I’m the bodyguard hired by Mr Imre.


      —Bodyguard? —I looked at him with astonishment. What was he saying?


      —Yes; due to the media interest about the last events, my clients have understood that they maybe need some kind of protection.


      —I see… If something related to the religion appears in this country, it’s quite easy to create discomfort —he looked at Abrahim with curiosity, as if he was a strange piece showed in a museum, and then he said:


      »Good luck boy, I think you have gotten into the wrong line of work.


      —Well, anything else? —Lucas asked, conclusive.


      —Yes, I’m here because the police have foreseen the problems which have just been discussed, so please, I would ask you, as long as this matter takes place, to be in touch with you. Anyway, we are going to place some patrols around protecting the hotel, in order to avoid any problem and, if you want, there will be a policeman guarding your rooms.


      —Thank you, but it won’t be necessary at all. Don’t waste your forces guarding doors; I’ll accept this task.


      —As you wish. Here you have my phone number; if you need something, don’t hesitate and call me —the lieutenant said giving us his card.


      —Alright, thank you again. I’ll keep you informed —our own bodyguard answered.


      We said goodbye to them and when we left the office, Lucas, serious, said:


      —He hasn’t swallowed it.


      —What? —Abrahim asked.


      —He perfectly knows that I’m not a bodyguard. Moreover, he thinks you’re an impostor.


      When we entered in our rooms, Lucas began to mess everything up and to touch every single corner.


      —What are you doing? —I asked surprised.


      —You’ll see —he kept looking for and in a couple of minutes, he showed as a button-battery, maybe a little bit bigger.


      —Microphones. Without any doubt there’s someone who wants to prove that you aren’t the Messiah.


      He threw the object to the floor and crushed it with his boots. Two hours later, four more identic devices, hidden in our rooms, suffered the same fate.


      —But who? —I asked.


      —As the lieutenant has said, if Abrahim is considered the new Messiah a lot of discomfort will be created in a city like this. There are a lot of interests in ending with you, one way or another.


      Abrahim did not say anything. He was quiet and thoughtful and then, he returned to his room, with his head lowered. He knew clearly that this situation overwhelmed him and I was afraid to see how this would finish.


      Around five o´clock in the afternoon, a telephone call from the reception notified us that we had a visit. Lucas jumped from the bed and said:


      —At least she has arrived.


      Some minutes later, the door opened and, next to Lucas, a thirty-years-old woman entered into the room. She was tall, who had an athletic complexion. She had her blonde hair tied back, fact that highlighted even more her tough features. Her glance was cold and serious, making difficult to imagine a smile on her face. In some way, she reminded me of Lucas, and, also, of the expression I could see in the face of the father Lorenzo. For a moment, I tried to imagine how many things havethe people to see and how many cruelties have to suffer, in order to have that glance. Eyes which did not show any warmth, nor feelings; eyes in which you could see nothing, but emptiness.


      —Good afternoon —He said with a strong Italian accent.


      —She’s Alessandra —Lucas said—. She is going to help us to solve our problem.


      —Nice to meet you —I get up and we shook hands. I felt the tenacity in which he shook my hand, like a crab’s pincer.


      Abrahim appeared in the room, looking at the newcomer.


      —She’s Alexandra —Lucas introduced her again—. She’ll help me to protect you.


      —Oh… ehm… Nice to meet you —he said uncomfortable.


      —So you are the boy who has made all this fuss. Lucas has told me that you have a little problem and that I can help you.


      —Let’s sit down! We’ll talk better this way —the hunter gathered four chairs and approached to the minibar—. Alessandra, the same as always?


      —Yes, please —she answered, while he put her bag on the floor. I suppose she brought more things than just her luggage.


      —I wanted to thank you your help, seriously —I began, mixing both sincerity and courtesy.


      —Don’t do it, Alessandra isn’t selfless —Lucas said behind me.


      —True —the aforesaid mentioned—. My services are expensive. However, as Lucas must have said you, they’re worthy.


      The hunter sat down with two drinks in his hands and he put one of these two, which contained a transparent liquid, in front of the woman.


      —Well —Alexandra began—, how can I help you?


      —Don’t pretend to be naïve —Lucas answered with a sarcastic gesture—. You perfectly know why I have called you.


      —Yes, but it isn’t so common to see the great Lucas —she said with a theatrical tone— asking for help.


      —So you’re lucky this time, because one of the things I want you to do is to help me to explain them the nature of their chasers. There are few people who know so much about them as you do. Then, we’ll talk about your task.


      —Don’t tell me you haven’t explained them who are chasing them yet. You told me that they knew…


      —They know what they needed to know. Now, I want them to know everything; that’s the fairest thing.


      —I see. About what do you want me to speak, the Pope’s assassin section or demons?


      —Everything, from the beginning.


      I felt like a child being spoken about by their teachers. I had this uncomfortable feeling of uselessness that I felt before and that I hated. I looked by my side and I saw Abrahim in his chair, tense, listening to every single word being spoken. I kept feeling this sense of unreality which floated above this matter, but, as I saw, he did not think that way.


      —Well —Alessandra began looking at Abrahim—. As you know, from the moment in which people have begun to consider you as the saviour, the Vatican is afraid of losing its power because of you, and they have acted in consequence. They have thrown you to the public opinion, knowing that nowadays the world is sceptic in relation to miracles. Then, they’ve played the role that everyone expected and, finally, they’ve given to the world the answer that everyone was deeply expecting. The people will believe that you’re an impostor, that you’ve fooled them and no one is going to ask any question; everyone is going to accept it. As if that weren’t bad enough, they’ve used all their power to imprison you in the jail; that way, they would destroy the possibility of anyone seeing you healing people. But what I don’t understand is how could have they arrived to the point of sending assassins in order to kill you.


      —I’ve told you before —Lucas said—, Phillips has gained a lot of power. As you know, that man is a monster.


      —But who these assassins are? —I asked.


      —They’re that, assassins —Alessandra answered—. Look, father, during the ages of the first crusade, something happened that changed the world. From the moment Lucifer and his fallen angels were expelled to the abysm, God had ruled with any opposition. Humans grew up and lived in the land he had prepared for them and nothing worried him, for all the Gods adored by the first people were always sides from the same coin and, despite the fact that his enemies were gathering, he knew that he cannot leave the place in which he was imprisoned.


      »Then, the crusade broke out and in there, the first war because of the religion, apart from the power, was held. Muslims and Christians believed that they went to the war in the name of their Gods and that killing an infidel won’t close the doors of Heaven; on the contrary, they would be wide open. Rage began to appear and death began to flood a vast part of this world with malice. At least, the great battle arrived and the Christians besieged Jerusalem. When they entered to the city they were merciless and killed everyone. Men, children, young people and old people, all stabbed with their throats cut. Women and young girls were raped and killed under the banner of the Catholic Church. It was a carnage that has never happened again; almost anyone escaped alive.


      »In that moment, in that precise instant, the evil for the evil and the blind violence gathered and opened a crack where the hell had a path towards this world. From that moment, the real struggle is being put up.


      The silence weighed in the room, as a lead plank and Alessandra drank as she enjoyed the effect of her story in us:


      —So —she continued— what began being another war in his name, ended up opening a door to his most mortal enemyinto this world. Lucifer couldn’t attack him directly, but he could do destroy the result of his creation. Middle Age has been described as the darkest era of the humanity, and it was because demons walked freely through the world.After a pair of centuries, when the Church realised about its catastrophic mistake and tried to solve it, it gathered several men, among nobles, priests, scientists, theologians or just fanatics in order to create an army which would try to destroy the physical manifestation of demons in the world. This order became the sword that cut off hundreds of demoniac souls every year, everywhere. They gathered demoniac artefacts and they even captured fallen angels.


      —Who are still imprisoned in the deepest cells —Lucas said.


      —That’s it —Alessandra said—, to this order belonged, until not that long ago, this man you see by your side and he’s one of the best hunters that have passed that way.


      I looked at Lucas in silence, who was looking at a distant point, as if the story had nothing to do with him. It was impossible to know what was he thinking about; in that moments, I would have given everything in order to know what he had seen, but, a voice placed in the deepest part of my body whispered: «Are you sure?».


      —Now that you already know who they are, you must know against who they fight —Alessandra explained—. See, even though the crack between the hell and our world was opened, demons cannot come here in their true form, mainly because they’re composed of something inexistent in this world —it was a hard concept to understand, especially taking into account the way in which everything seemed so confusing. The point is that a gesture in my face should have expressed what I felt in that moment, for the woman smiled and continued talking—. Father, try to imagine that the heaven, the hell and our world are different planes which are influenced among them but they are never in contact —Alessandra put one hand above the other leaving a small space between them—. These planes are composed of something completely different to everything we have here; no one knows exactly what it is, but that’s the reason demons need to possess human bodies.


      —To possess human bodies? As if it was an exorcism? —I asked increasingly interested. I do not know why, but little by little it was less difficult to accept it as a true fact.


      Alessandra did a weird gesture and answered:


      —More or less. Actually, when an exorcist have to clean someone, that’s because the concerned demon has been a little sloppy. The perfect possession is the one in which the demon takes the place of the guest, without being noticed —she stopped for a few seconds, looking for the best way of saying that—. See, throughout the Middle Age, several mythic images were created related with the old popular scathing. The legend says that vampires or werewolves are created when a human being is bitten by one of these characters and he or she survives, but that’s not true. In reality, all these groups of mythological beings are the result ofdefective possessions.


      —Lucas began to tell us about it, but I cannot understand it clearly —Abrahim said.


      —Well. You need to understand that it’s very difficult for a demon to jump from its plane to our world. There are a lot of them that try it, but very few succeed. The vast majority of them become struck somewhere in-between, but those that succeed enter in the previously chosen human body.


      —How previously chosen? Can they see us from the hell? I asked alarmed.


      —Something like this —Alessandra answered—. Every single human being, demons and angels give off an energy that shows our inner strength. It’s a kind of aura; actually, there are cameras that, theoretically, can take a picture of this energy. This kind of pictures is known as Kirlian pictures and show coloured images that change the tone according our mood. This is more or less what demons can feel from their world and what makes them chose their prey.


      —Exactly —Lucas continued—. They choose a spiritually-weak victim before it becomes stronger. The victim gets sick from a strange illness which keeps him or her exhaust. However, there have been cases in which the guest felt asleep and, at the next day, he wasn’t the same person. In the case that the possession isn’t successful, it could happen that the person suffers from schizophrenia or, in the sloppiest cases, the possession ending up exorcising the victim, as Alessandra’s said before.


      »Then, there are also some variations from this last case, such as Werewolves and Vampires. It just happens that the demon cannot impose its essence over the human’s one and it ends up by creating in the human a superhuman aggressiveness which makes him or her develop an animal state or become in a bloodthirsty being. In all these cases, the victim is completely conscious and knows what’s happening, but the vast majority of the guests turn into evil beings due to the influence of the spirit that has possessed him or her. So, it’s usual to find vampires and werewolves serving to a demon which teaches them how to develop their powers and try to make its partner, confined in that body, to take the complete control over it. These are the clearest cases in which the soul is sold in exchange for power.


      »During the training that a candidate to become a hunter receives from the secret order of the Vatican —he continued—, they always try to make clear that the being you’ll kill is no longer a human being. It’s an enclosed soul against its will by a servant of the evil and your duty is to set this soulfreein order to prepare it for God, who will take it under her wing. However, when you see what Alessandra and I have seen… you stop believing in these non-senses to inept people. There is none so blind as those that
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