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THE COPIOUS RAIN, PROPELLED by the increasing gusts of wind, relentlessly beat on the torn and faded tents of the gypsy camp.  It came in through the crevices, slowly at first, and then more rapidly as the fatigued and worn fabric was saturated.  Eventually the inside of the tents became, under the unyielding pressure of the storm, no dryer than a shower stall.

Outside the landscape had been transformed into a quivering blur.  The hurricane, now at the height of its fury, uprooted trees, dislodged roof tiles and lifted from the earth whatever had been hastily abandoned in its wake. The unlikely assemblage of sundry objects executed a mindless and convulsive dance in mid air, as if controlled by the invisible hand of a giant and demented juggler.  Throughout the night, with tired buckets that quickly filled to the brim and towels that swelled on contact, they fought a losing battle against the storm, desperately trying to maintain a dry haven in the eye of the deluge.  The water they collected, as soon as it was dumped outside, seemed to sneak into the tents from a different direction.

In a corner, his black hair soaked against his skull, a gaunt boy with a taciturn look in his dark eyes  raised the lid of an old woodent trunk. After dumping its contents on the muddy floor—faded silk skirts; moth-infested black velvet vests with sequin arabesques; cracked suede shoes; a pair of white leather gloves—he quickly slipped inside and closed the lid. The enclosure was warm and dry; he was tired.

Just before dawn, recognizing the futility of their efforts, the troupe decided to abandon the camp.  The rivers, having exceeded the confines of their banks, threatened to engulf what had once been a dusty clearing among the trees.

An old gypsy—bright scarf around his neck; gold tooth reflecting the occasional lightning—led the way, protecting himself from the rain with a cartomancy table that he carried upside down above his head.  The others followed, grabbing what they could, whether it belonged to them or not, trying to salvage anything from the mindless fury of the hurricane.

They disappeared in the whirlwind, not bothering to look back at the camp they had just left behind.  If they had, they would have seen the tents—now that all resistance to the storm had ceased—collapsing in a quivering heap, their stakes uprooted by the force of the wind.

The amorphous mass that remained was quickly carried away by the rising water.

Nothing had escaped the destructive fury of the hurricane.

Early the following morning the rain stopped abruptly; the sun returned to the sky.  It was as if nature wished everyone to behold—in a mocking gesture—the extent of the devastation caused by the gale winds and the diluvian rains of the past several days.

A white stucco structure, its massive walls and proud towers still standing, glistened in the blinding sunlight.

It was not the first time the Convent of the Righteous Path had weathered such vicious attacks of nature; in all probability, it would not be the last.

Inside Sister Gravity—a tall, heavy set albino whose austere features could have easily been chiseled by Michelangelo—kicked off her sandals and, holding up the hem of her white habit, began wading in the receding waters, hoping to rescue some of the valuables carried away by the storm.  The wings of her headgear—their starch washed away by the recent rain—hung on either side of her face, like the flapping ears of an elephant in an African savanna.

The young postulants watched her silently, awaiting her instructions.

After a while, still holding up her habit to keep it from the waters, she retraced her steps.

She let out a sigh.

Everything had been lost; they would have to start from scratch.

Addressing firmly one of the novices, the prioress gave her first order of the day: "Double Jack Daniel's; straight up, no chaser."

The novice disappeared into the convent in order to comply with the request.  It was, certainly, not an unreasonable one.  For the past three days and nights the pachydermous prioress had battled the storm while at the same time imparting a sense of security—even though she did not always feel it herself—to the young and frightened postulants.  Now that the storm had finally abated, she was exhausted.

The silent novice reappeared, holding in her hand a clear glass; an amber liquid filled it half way up.  Sister Gravity took it eagerly and, tilting back her head, drained it in on gulp.  After an "Ah..." of satisfaction she handed it back to the young woman.

Once again she leisurely surveyed the devastation of the hurricane.  They were lucky to have escaped with their lives; many people in the Delta, she was sure, had not been so fortunate.  While contemplating the next course of action, a slow moving object caught her keen eye.  The novices had also noticed it and whispered to each other as it floated lazily in the receding waters.

At first, the prioress must have thought it was a random crate that the currents had simply washed away.  At it came closer, however, the elaborate carvings on its top and sides made her realize that it was a trunk.  She rushed into the water, this time without bothering to hold up her habit, until she reached the floating vessel: by then the water was up to her waist.  Her white habit, the fairness of her albino complexion and the massiveness of her body once again brought to mind an African elephant cooling off in a Serengeti pond. Her extreme size, combined with her albino complexion and the whiteness of her habit, had justly earned her among the postulants such nicknames as Moby Dick, The Yeti, White Knight and, as of late, The Blizzard.

Putting her massive weight behind it, while simultaneously guiding its direction, she pushed it towards the higher ground, where the novices had gathered.  The trunk stopped suddenly, but without making any sound, as its bottom came in contact with the bank.  Holding on to its side handles, they attempted to drag it out of the water.  It was not until the prioress, applying her shoulder to the rear and shoving it forward forcefully, that they succeeded.

They were wet, sweaty and muddy.  But the drifting trunk, at least momentarily, had taken their minds off the immediate devastation caused by the hurricane.

The novices awaited, surrounding the prioress in a perfect circle.  The latter shook her massive body, like a wild animal after an unexpected shower, sending droplets of water in every direction.

"Let's see," she said as she tried to raise the elaborately carved lid.

She failed.

Although it had no lock, it would not yield to even her more forceful attacks.  Apparently the outer wood had become saturated, changing the dimensions of the lid and expanding the joining dovetails.

"Bring me a crowbar," she said to one of the novices. "And a jack," she added after a pause.

Judging by the expression on her face, the postulant did not completely understand.

"Daniel's," clarified Sister Gravity in an impatient tone.

Within minutes, the novice was back.  The prioress, after gulping with gusto the straight shot, inserted the tip of the crowbar between the lid and the trunk.  With a forceful downward motion, she pried it open.

Even all her years of experience, dealing with the most unusual events, had not prepared her for this.

She let out a gasp and took a step backward, almost falling into the muddy waters.

Inside the trunk, naked and trembling, was a young boy. His arms, as if unconsciously protecting himself from an invisible foe, were crossed on his chest.  Random strands of black hair, of uneven length, fell on his forehead.  His eyelids shook irregularly, perhaps reflecting an unsettling dream.

After the initial shock, the prioress easily lifted the emaciated body out of the enclosure.

The boy did not wake up.

His trembling, as if stimulated by the fresh morning air, seemed almost out of control.

"Bring me a blanket," the directress ordered curtly.

The same novice who had earlier provided her with the crowbar ran inside.

Two novices spread the colorful blanket on the tiled floor of the portico.  She rolled him tightly, like a Cuban cigar or an Egyptian mummy, until only the head protruded from the bright designs.  Another postulant, in a forgotten drawer, found a grey beret that yesteryear had belonged to a now deceased priest of Basque origin.

With careful hands, almost as if they were dressing a recent corpse, they placed it on his head and pulled the edges over his ears.

Only his face was visible.

They carried him inside, to one of the empty rooms that were used for the infrequent visitors to the convent.  On the rigid bed, they lowered him.  There were no outward signs of life, just the occasional movements of the eyelids they had detected earlier.  Lying on the bed, wrapped in the striped blanket and with the woolen beret pulled over his ears, the boy resembled a hybrid pupa in a dormant state.

"Stay with him," the prioress ordered one of the novices.  "And the rest of you," she barked to the group that had gathered around the bed, "get back to work."

On the way out, so she would not have to ask again, she grabbed the bottle of Jack Daniel's with a greedy gesture.

They worked, without a pause or nourishment, until dusk, retrieving what they could from the fury of the hurricane and allowing it to dry on the portico of the convent.

Speaking or singing, of course, were forbidden.

With the emergence of the first bats from the belfry, Sister Gravity clapped her hands sharply.  The novices stopped laboring at once.  It was supper time.

Around a bare wooden table in the refectory, they occupied their usual places.  On the wall, a carved crucifix became their focus as they prayed.

One of the novices expertly dispensed a steaming broth from a copper caldron and pieces of stale bread from a wicker basket.  It was all they had left in the pantry following five days of complete isolation.

After the silent and meager meal, they went into the guest room to check on the boy.  The prioress held in the palm of her hands, as if it were an offering, a bowl of the same hot broth they had just had.  She knew that if the boy was to recover, he would need nourishment and warmth.

As soon as they opened the door, they realized that he had not moved.  They beheld a long, colorful caterpillar whose lethargic state resembled a quiet death or a clever and restful stasis.  

His eyelids no longer trembled.

Sister Gravity, coming closer—her massive, milky-white body, like a malignant nebula, momentarily occluded from view the figure on the bed—placed the broth on a night stand and grabbed firmly the protuberances corresponding to the shoulders.  She shook him gently.

Nothing.  The mysterious slumber went on uninterruptedly.

Again she tried, this time more forcefully, until the woolen beret fell off the head, exposing the jet-black hair.

The results were identical.  She might as well have been trying to awaken a broken puppet.

"He needs the rest," she concluded after placing the beret back on his head.  "We'll try again in the morning."

At dawn, this time with some hot, steaming coffee in a metal cup, frowning faces and new hopes, they were back.

The scene was identical to that of the previous evening.

Dispensing with the shaking treatment, the translucent and estensive prioress delivered some gentle slaps to the face of the sleeper.  After realizing that they were having no effect, she increased their intensity.  The unconscious head, meekly following the momentum of the hand, shook from side to side, fully absorbing the blows that summoned red welts on his pale cheeks.

But once again they failed to retrieve the sleeper from the slumber mode.  It was as if he were trapped in the deepest and darkest caverns ruled by Morpheus, unable—or unwilling—to find an exit to the world of wakefulness.

In mid afternoon, and after much thought, Sister Gravity summoned two of the most trusted novices to her office.  They knocked on the door softly, as if afraid to disturb their superior.

"I have concluded," she said, "after carefully considering all the facts, that in order to reverse the state of catalepsy manifested in the boy, a brisk cardiovascular stimulus is in order."  At this point she came out from behind her desk and reached inside a cabinet with glass panes.  Inside, neatly arranged in rows, flasks of different colors and sizes could be seen.  They lacked any identifying labels.

"Take this," she handed them a large bottle whose cork stopper kept a clear liquid inside.  "Now go to his room, unwrap him, and sprinkle him freely.  Then, one of your at the head, the other at his feet, begin a rubbing treatment.  His blood, once you get it flowing, will bring him out of it.  When you are done, report back to me."

The novices left at once.  With reverent, silent steps they entered the chamber where the cataleptic youth continued his uninterrupted and inaccessible slumber.

They looked at each other, perhaps a little in awe.

Simultaneously, in a silent plea for divine guidance, they made the sign of the cross.

Slowly, one on either side of the bed, they unwraped the colorful blanket that the prioress had so tightly placed around the body the day before.  After what seemed an eternity, the naked body of the boy was in full view.  The grey beret, still on his head, gave him a ludicrous look.

Following the instructions they had received earlier, one of the novices uncorked the bottle and started to sprinkle the naked body. As the droplets made contact with the skin, there was a sudden tenseness of the muscles, a slight trembling of the eyelids and a feeble sigh. The liquid, they realized, was nothing but rubbing alcohol.  

One at the head and the other at the feet, the novices commenced their manual journey of the boy's somatic extension.  Their first impression, due to the high temperature of the skin, was that they were sculpting a figure out of molten wax.  The pious hands, in an elaborate and inexorable massage worthy of Shiva, covered every inch of the lethargic body.

So intent had they been in the immediacy of their task, that when they met in the center of the placid figure what they beheld made them look at each other and gasp in horror.

Suddenly alarmed they fled, abandoning the sleeper on the bed, to report directly to the prioress.

The treatment, they explained after gaining a semblance of composure, had had an opposite effect than the one desired and foreseen.  They would say no more.

Sister Gravity left the office at once to find out exactly what had so alarmed the young novices.  Upon entering the room she found the boy's naked body on the bed.  The evaporations of the rubbing alcohol had deepened the slumber, but the massage had inadvertently produced, however, a healthy erection.

After covering him with the blanket, she made her way again to her office and retrieved a bottle of Jack Daniel's from the glass cabinet.  She took a long swig and smacked her lips with satisfaction, then returned to her desk.  It was now obvious that the mysterious cataleptic condition of the boy was beyond her means.  Every one of their attempts at waking him had failed.

The following morning, when Father Gideon came to the convent to hear their confessions and say Sunday mass, she would take up the matter with him.  His knowledge, everyone knew, went well beyond ecclesiastical matters.  He was also well versed in exorcisms, the undoing of evil spells, and releasing the pain of restless spirits.

The sound of tolling bells at dawn, summoning the faithful to the chapel, found her awake in her cell. She had paced all night, considering the enigma that she would pass on to the priest. Had it not been for the size and density of her body, the whiteness of her figure could have easily been mistaken for an errant ghost.

Slipping quickly into her habit—the wings of her headgear had recovered their starchy rigidity—and grabbing a rosary that hung from a rusty nail in the wall, she made her way to the chapel.

The novices, prostrated in front of the altar, intoned silent prayers with rosaries in hand.  The prioress, after a discreet genuflection, joined them.

A few moments later, clad in his ecclesiastical vestments, Father Gideon entered the chamber. At once he began to chant the ancient Latin prayers. His voice, given the unusual acoustics, echoed slightly, overlapping the following responses of the novices.

After the service was concluded, the prioress, with an urgent gesture, stopped him on his way out.

She quickly explained to him the events of the past two days.  The priest, his curiosity aroused although he had other commitments, agreed to take a look.

Nothing had changed in the room.  They boy rested on the bed, completely motionless.  The same colorful blanket, in which he had been wrapped two days earlier, was still spread over the naked body.  Only the head was visible.

Father Gideon approached him silently.  Then, with a quick gesture, clapped his hands loudly next to the boy’s left ear.

Nothing.  It was as if his auditory canals had been completely blocked, isolating the brain from any form of sonic intrusion.

With his thumbs, employing a new tactic, the priest raised both eyelids simultaneously.  Beneath, the globes were white, without visible pupils, like those of a blind man.

"I will return in the morning," he announced in a grave tone and without any explanations.  "There are some texts I must consult tonight," he added as he walked out of the convent.

Later that day, vesper prayers were offered in the chapel for the recovery of the mysterious sleeper.  As proof of their sincerity, they went to bed without supper.

Around nine o'clock the following morning Father Gideon was back.  He wore a somber, but immaculate black suit only highlighted by the stiff white collar of his calling.  In his hand he had a black leather bag.

"How is he?" he asked.

"The same," answered Sister Gravity.  For a moment, as they stood in the threshold, her white, massive frame became the antithesis of Father Gideon's lean and dark figure.

In the sleeping chamber time had ceased to advance. Even the breathing of the boy seemed to be but a replay rather than a continuing natural action.

"There are four basic elements in nature," declared Father Gideon after placing his black leather bag on a nearby nightstand.  "Our fist task is to ascertain if we must approach this mystery through air, water, earth or fire." Then, with a quick motion, he opened his bag.  Reaching inside, he produced a small brass dish with Latin inscriptions engraved on its inner surface.  From a clear flask he poured a liquid into it, until it was filled a third of the way.  With slow movements, so as not to spill any of it, he placed the container on the sleeper's chest, just below the sternum.  

"This dish," he explained to the prioress and the group of bewildered novices, "contains plain water.  I strongly suspect, due to the recent floods, that this body has found a refuge in its opposite element.  Now, to quench the fire that consumes it, we must decrease and stabilize its rising temperature."

As he expounded on the condition of the sleeper, Father Gideon had retrieved from his bag a long, purple candle with golden Greek characters imbedded along its entire length. With his left hand, he activated a nickel-plated cigarette lighter.  Engraved on its surface, the same Greek characters were repeated.  Holding it by its base, he tilted the candle right over the stomach of the sleeping boy.  The molten wax began to drip slowly into his belly button until it filled it and created a small mound.

There was no reaction.

Abruptly, Father Gideon verticalized the candle, then moved it to a higher portion of the chest.  He repeated, with a painful parsimony, the ceroplastic treatment, until he completely covered both nipples.

The three purple mounds formed a perfect triangle.  The engraved dish was in its center.

"Now we are ready," he declared in a confident, almost pedantic tone, "to contain the fire."

Once again he began to maneuver the candle over the inert body, but this time without lingering over any specific spot.  He ascended, leaving a purple trail of solidified wax droplets, from the belly button to the right nipple.  There he made a ninety-degree turn until he reached the left one. It was now time to descend, to reach the center of the body and complete the waxen triangle that would enclose the engraved metal dish.

As soon as the angles were linked, the water started to boil.

"The fire within is now focused on the dish," explained Father Gideon as he blew out the candle. "The two opposing elements, fire and water, must struggle until they extinguish each other. Then we will wake him."

The water in the dish, as if corroborating the words of the priest, boiled with more force.  The rising vapor reached the face of the prioress, momentarily blurring her harsh features.  Father Gideon, moving back a few steps, reached again into his black leather bag and this time extracted a purple strap.  On one side, embroidered in gold, the by now familiar Greek symbols were visible.  On the other, sewn to the cloth, an almost infinite array of minute bells could be discerned.

He began, while intoning an obscure chant, to shake the strap.  The resulting sound was reminiscent of the highest masses heard in papal chambers preceding Ash Wednesday, or perhaps the festival in a Cambodian temple following the rice harvest.

The water in the engraved metal container was finally evaporated.  

The sleeper, as if recognizing the sound of the minute bells from his past—or maybe sensing a future that had yet to unfold—opened his eyes: they were glassy; the gaze was fixed.  He resembled a habitual drunk that had just emerged from one of his lapses into delirium tremens.

The prioress, taking a step forward, filled his field of vision.

His lips, slowly, began to move, but no sound came forth.  His mind failed to assimilate the onrush of incoming images; they were disjointed, random concepts that he could not manage to link in a logical fashion.

He looked straight ahead, into the massive albino frame of Sister Gravity.

At last, making a supreme effort, he succeeded in verbalizing the absurd neologism he had managed to grasp out of the mental chaos.

"Refrigerator white," he whispered in a feeble voice.

L I C K     I T !
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"I AM SO EXCITED I COULD wet my pants," announced Sister Gravity with a mellifluous smile to the novices gathered around the wooden table in the refectory of the convent.

The boy's almost miraculous recovery that morning had put her in a jovial mood they had not seen for a long time. Perhaps it was her repressed maternal instinct showing through. It was rumored among the postulants, although without corroboration, that the prioress had been an African missionary in her younger years.  She ran, with relentless efficiency and absolute control, a combination hospital and orphanage in the remotest backlands of Nigeria.  The sick, the lame, and the unwanted eventually found their way into the haven that she provided for all without question or fear of reprisals.

The native children, at first invariably bewildered by her whiteness, her size and her alertness—she seemed to be everywhere at once and where they least expected her—quickly named her maubi: Swamp Fog.

Her charitable work, as time passed, became known in every corner of the country.  From time to time, foreign journalists would arrive at the gates of the compound to document with their cameras what was already common knowledge.  They were received politely, shown around the premises and invited to share a simple meal with the residents of the orphanage. Eventually they would return to their respective countries, singing their praises and with enough footage to soften the most hardened hearts.  The donations to her cause, as a direct result, poured in from every nation. The Catholic Church, not wanting to be left out, used some of these films—commonly aired today in every state of the union—to promote their own Save the Children Foundation.

Her benevolent work at the orphanage continued.  It seemed that nothing could disturb the holy mission on which she had so zealously embarked, making it the focus of her entire life. Surely nothing could be more noble than caring for children who had no one to turn to.

One day, while dispensing some orange-flavored vitamins just arrived from the States, the unrestrained exhaust of a truck just outside the double gate caught her attention.  A few moments later, the urgent and impertinent sound of a horn was heard.  They were expecting no one; the latest shipment of medicines and supplies had already been delivered.  Besides, the usual driver would never be so rude.

Leaving the vitamin tablets with one of her assistants, she removed the wooden beam that opened the gate. The driver of the unexpected truck, even though he had not received an invitation, stepped on the gas and drove into the crowded courtyard. The children, suddenly frightened by the noise, ran into the safety of the building and hid. Through the shutters, ajar at that hour of the day to shield the rooms from the rising sun, they cautiously spied on the disrespectful intruders.

The driver, with a quick motion of his hand, turned off the ignition.  Suddenly, the courtyard was devoid of sound; even the birds in the mango trees had stopped singing.

A tall, black man opened the passenger door and stepped down. He wore no shirt. From his neck hung a huge medallion—its center showed a red stone encased in a full sun whose blazing rays had been worked in pure gold—held by a thick chain made of hammered gold links.  Erupting from his back pocket, a bright red handkerchief avidly reached for the morning sunlight.  Sister Gravity immediately recognized it as a sign that the man was a devotee of Shangó, one of the more powerful orishas—powers—in the crowded pantheon of the Yoruba religion.  That in itself made him even more feared among the local populace, who believed that the supernatural powers of a deity could be channeled through a man. In his left hand he carried a coconut, perhaps meant as an early offering to the head of the orphanage.  In the middle of the courtyard, under the full morning sun, he stopped and smiled.  His gold-capped teeth at once multiplied and reflected the light.  The slowness of his walk, the parsimony of his movements and the frozen smile on his lips denoted the arrogance of a Dahomeyan prince about to deliver a vital edict.

He did not speak.

His right hand rested morosely on the handle of the machete that conspicuously dangled from his waist, hidden in an embossed leather sheath.  Then, as if a spring had suddenly been released inside of him, he simultaneously threw the coconut into the air, drew the machete and with a purposeful motion chopped off its top.  By the time the coconut landed back in his left hand, ready to yield its milk, the machete had already disappeared from view.

He drank avidly, holding the coconut with both hands. Loud, insulting noises escaped from the hollow cavity.  Once he was satisfied, he carelessly tossed the empty shell aside, into one of the flowerbeds.

It had obviously been a maneuver meant both to demean and intimidate.

From inside the orphanage the sudden crying of a child was heard.

“My name is Mobutu,” he finally spoke, “I have come to announce that these premises must be vacated within the week. I personally intend to make this my headquarters.”

There was no need for the man to introduce himself. Everyone knew that he was one of the most powerful warlords of the factions that had emerged soon after independence from a European power.

Everyone also knew that he was ruthless in his tactics.

The orphanage, unfortunately, was located in one of those disputed areas whose control shifted back and forth between the opposing factions.  For the past year, no matter who was in control of that territory, the orphanage had been allowed to continue its merciful work undisturbed.  It was one of those tacit and vague agreements that the chiefs had observed until that day.

But now Mobutu, apparently in a strategic maneuver to gain the upper hand and permanently entrench himself in that stretch of barren land, was staking his claim before anyone else could beat him to it.

"I will be back in three days," he added. "I expect everyone to be gone. Understand?" There was an underlying threat in the tone of his voice.

As he climbed back into the truck he retrieved the red handkerchief from his back pocket and wiped the sweat off his face.  Before putting it away, maybe as a silent but unmistakable challenge to the whiter than white missionary, he waved it in the air.

As abruptly as they had arrived, they disappeared.

No words had been exchanged. A message—a threat—had been delivered with impunity. A decision had to be made as to the best course of action. The directress was not afraid; she would do whatever was necessary to continue her work with the unfortunate children of that country.

She decided, as if guided by divine inspiration, to make the long and often perilous journey to Lagos.  There she could confront her ecclesiastical superiors with the dilemma and receive further instructions.

The next morning, as she was about to board the dilapidated jeep that had been donated to the orphanage by a now-defunct relief organization, a horn, demanding admission, sounded at the gate.  

Again she removed the beam that opened the doors.

Before her, visibly agitated, was a middle-aged priest—his cassock dusty from the precipitous night ride—behind the wheel of an abused Land Rover.

He drove into the central courtyard and parked next to the jeep.

Walking directly to the directress, and dispensing with the common courtesies, he delivered his frightful message.

"It's time to leave," he said. "The situation is much too dangerous; the Vatican wants everybody out." He was referring, of course, not only to this particular institution, but to all others the Catholic Church had in that country.  They did not want their personnel to be trapped between the warring factions.

"What about the children?" she asked.  Her concern was genuine; she was not afraid of staying.

"They will be taken to a shelter in Lagos, until we can decide what to do on a permanent basis."  

As the emissary was delivering the urgent message, he retrieved from his pocket a crumpled document and handed it to Sister Gravity.  All the appropriate seals and signatures were present; it was a papal decree that corroborated all that the priest had said.

There was no room of discussion; despite her inner desire to stay, she was bound by her vows


































[image: ]






























[image: ]
























[image: ]





















































































[image: ]








































































































































































[image: ]




































































































































































[image: ]

















































































































































































[image: ]






















[image: ]






























































































[image: ]








[image: ]




























































































[image: ]










































[image: ]
































[image: ]
























































































































[image: ]






































[image: ]















































































































[image: ]












[image: ]

























[image: ]





















[image: ]






























































[image: ]






















































[image: ]





























[image: ]





































































[image: ]


























[image: ]
































































[image: ]





























































































[image: ]







































































































































[image: ]

















[image: ]




















































[image: ]
















[image: ]




























































[image: ]







































































































































































[image: ]





















d2d_images/cover.jpg
Carl(;s Rubio






d2d_images/scene_break.png





