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Prologue

In the context of World War Three, Greece had risen as a powerful, prosperous
country  in  terms  of  military,  and  she  had  gained  huge  territories,  partially  or  totally
conquering many of  her  neighbor countries,  including Albania,  the Republic of  Skopje,
Bulgaria, Serbia, Montenegro, Turkey, Cyprus and Italy. Athens remained as the Greek
capital  until  2105,  when  the  powers  started  being  moved  to  Constantinople.  The
transference of powers was to be finished on Friday, May 7, 2106, with the celebration of
the first regular parliamentary session of the Hellenic Parliament in that city.

All the MPs were part of the same party, a party whose ideology consisted almost
solely of loving Greece and the Greeks. This party, which had been in the Government for
many decades, had established in Greece a system of direct democracy with no other
parties which had demonstrated to be very effective.

Although they all were part of the same party, it was possible to distinguish in the
Parliament several ideological groups more or less defined. Two opposed groups were
specially prominent: one formed by just Greek patriot people, and another one by people
who saw further from the Greek borderlines (but without falling in internationalist ideas). It
was usually said that people in the first group were "conservatives" and that people in the
second one were “liberals”, but these were considered highly tasteless terms.

There was a man in the second group who stood out all over the rest. He was a
kind of representative of those who extended their love beyond the Greek borderlines. His
name was Goulielmos Gekas, and he was one of the first MPs to talk in the session on
May 7, 2106:

—Good afternoon, gentlemen —he said—. It is a pleasure to be able to assemble in
this great city, a legitimate Greek city occupied for many years by those dirty barbarians
who changed her name. Well, I am going to make a pathbreaking proposition, which I am
afraid is not going to be approved by our fellow Ioannes Dendias.

Ioannes raised his head, and he looked towards Goulielmos with much  distrust.
There were some whispers in the Parliament. Ioannes and Goulielmos didn't get along.
Goulielmos  represented  the  second  group,  and  he  had  a  deep  admiration  for  other
countries. Ioannes represented the first one, and he didn't care about anything outside
Greece. They were also very different physically: Goulielmos was around thirty years old,
he was tall, brawny, green eyed and with slightly curly light brown hair. His voice was deep,
and his teeth, perfect. Ioannes was above fifty, he was shortish, obese, dark brown eyed,
bald, with a shrill voice and some teeth missing. Besides of that, Goulielmos had a lot of
self control, while Ioannes got furious easily.

—You know as well as I do —continued Goulielmos— that since our conquests in
World War Three we own huge uninhabited lands. Our country has 20,000,000 people and
near 1,400,000 squared kilometers of area. We have plenty of space because the original
inhabitants of those territories were expelled, since they didn't belong in our nationalist
Greece.

—What is your purpose? —inquired Ioannes.
—Very  well  —continued  Goulielmos,  ignoring  him—,  representatives  of  foreign

nationalist groups that I have contact with have told me that their situation is now more
desperate than ever. And it is not hard to believe them. Watch it:

A big screen present in the chamber turned on. They saw on it horrible scenes of
attacks to little villages in different places around the world.

—All you have seen has happened this week —said Goulielmos as soon as the
disturbing images ended—. Do you realize it? For some reason, our siblings' communities
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left out of Greece are being attacked with no mercy. Their homes are razed to the ground
and whole families are murdered in cold blood.

Ioannes'  face was now of  visible anger,  since he was being able  to  intuit  what
Goulielmos' intentions were. Goulielmos smiled when he saw him and went on:

—Most  of  their  communities,  although  not  destroyed  yet,  are  at  their  limit  of
defensive capacity. I have translated some letters written by children in those communities
asking for help. Do you want me to read one?

Ioannes burst out:
—Shut  up,  put  sentimentality  aside  and  focus  on  the  matter!  You  abject!  You

pretend  to  touch  our  hearts  in  order  to  obtain  support  for  your  nonsenses  and  your
disastrous measures!

Goulielmos had to guffaw. When Ioannes spoke too loudly he remembered him of a
screaming piglet. He was not the only one who laughed.

—Mister  Dendias,  calm  down!  —said  Goulielmos—.  I  have  not  made  any
proposition yet. I was going to make it now: we must take advantage of our uninhabited
territories to take in our threatened siblings. Almost every town in those territories is razed,
so...

He could not continue. An amazing din had started in the chamber in a matter of
seconds. The President of the Government, who moderated those legislative reunions,
had to intervene:

—Gentlemen, please, silence! Respect mister Gekas' turn!
—Thank  you,  mister  President,  —said  Goulielmos—.  Think  about  it,  sirs:  our

country  would  become a  reservation  of  the  whole  western  culture.  We would  do  the
humane gesture to give our siblings a shelter, and it  is  evident that our country would
benefit greatly from it. The United States, which was in his day the most prosperous and
powerful country in the world, was built upon European immigrants of different origins who
kept pure their lineage and worked hard for a nation that offered them an opportunity. Don't
you think it would be a good idea to recreate in Greece similar conditions to those which
let the United States become world's first power?

—Mister Gekas! —said Ioannes—. You know very well that a Civil War took place in
the United States. Do you want the same to occur in Greece?

—The US, as his very name suggests, was made up of different states —answered
Goulielmos—. He also had slaves. Both the existence of different states and slavery had
something to do with the beginning of the American Civil War. Here in Greece we don't
have slaves, and our country is not made up of other minor states. Ergo, no Civil War
similar to the American one should occur.

Ioannes was solemnly  silent.  Some sweat  drops  started to  slide down his  bald
head. He shouted:

—Miserable traitor! You must be an agent of the UN seeking for Greece to lose her
Hellenic  essence,  flooding it  with  non Greeks!  You  should  be  deposed from your  MP
position!

Goulielmos used to ignore Ioannes. Now, however, he felt offended because he had
been accused of treason. He decided to take revenge making Ioannes to get even more
furious. He said to him:

—Mister Dendias, given that you care so much about Greece, tell me: how many
Greek kids have you had? I have four right now, and I am still willing to have some more.
How many do you have?

Goulielmos  knew  perfectly  that  Ioannes  had  no  children.  Ioannes,  sweating
profusely and with  his face red as a tomato,  could not  reply to Goulielmos'  comment,
because the President of the Government intervened saying:
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—Please, mister Gekas, let us focus on the matter of debate without mentioning
personal issues.

—Oh, I am sorry, mister President —said Goulielmos—, but it really exasperate me
to be accused of treason. Well, as I was saying, we should offer our siblings the possibility
to establish in the uninhabited territories we conquered in World War Three. Due to the fact
that most of their towns were razed, we should establish colonization towns. In every town
there would be both Greek and non Greek settlers, to facilitate the integration of the last
ones  in  our  nation,  although,  of  course,  the  idea  would  be  for  the  outlanders  who
established in our nation to retain their language and their culture as much as possible.
That way, Greece, in the same way that gave birth to the western culture, would be the
one who would secure its survival. Is it not beautiful? Greece would be like a Noah's ark of
the European cultures...

—You are not a Christian! —yelled Ioannes—. Don't ever mention any passage of
the Holy Bible!

—Very well, didn't we say that we had to debate without touching personal issues?
—asked Goulielmos.

A great din started again in the chamber, and the President of the Government had
to intervene to ask for silence.  Goulielmos went on talking about different  colonization
projects in the Balkans, in the Magna Graecia and in Anatolia. He proposed a kind of
eminently rural colonization, with low density towns full of green spaces where building
blocks of apartments would be tried to avoid.

—Living space is of capital importance! —he said.
On what used to be the Turkish capital city, Ankara, he proposed to raise the biggest

colonization city  of  all,  and to  give  her  a  representative  name:  Λευκήπολις,  Lefkipolis,
literally "White city". “Lefkopolis” would have been a more accurate name grammatically,
but Goulielmos preferred Lefkipolis instead, because of sonority and originality issues.

In  order  to  increase  the  food  production  of  Greece  and  to  support  the  little
proprietors, he also talked about establishing farms of diversified alimentary production,
just like one would imagine them in the purest traditional American style, with the house in
the middle, and around it the silo, the orchards, the crop fields, the pens... In these farms
would live big families willing to follow such a bucolic lifestyle.  He also mentioned the
traditional cortijos of southern Spain as a model of property to give to the families willing to
work  in  agriculture  and  livestock  husbandry.  The  truth  is  that  Goulielmos  was  truly  a
romantic person, likely to fantasize and to beat around the bushes, although that made his
speeches very interesting and convincing.

He continued giving details about how they could take in the foreign refugees. He
specially pointed out  that their  number was very low (probably under 30,000,000) and
falling, and therefore it was perfectly possible to take them all in. He said:

—All  our  brothers  and  sisters  could  fit  perfectly  in  our  country.  If  only  certain
individuals didn't have senseless obsessions! —he looked at Ioannes after saying that—.
Sirs, notice it! We are talking about 30,000,000 of men, women and children whose life is
endangered! It is our duty to accept our siblings!

Goulielmos'  eyes  were  wet.  Due  to  his  Mediterranean  character,  he  tended  to
express his feelings visibly.

There was a total division of opinions in the Parliament. Everything ended when the
President of the Government said:

—Seeing that you, honorable MPs, are not going to agree, and given that taking
millions of refugees in our country is a really serious issue, we must call a referendum to
let the Greek people decide.

Goulielmos approved the measure. Ioannes groaned.
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In  the  following  weeks  there  were  many  debates  on  the  matter,  and  a  lot  of
propaganda for and against taking all those people in. Finally, the referendum was held,
and a 92% of voters out of a 100% of the population voted "Yes" (as always, voting was
obligatory). Because of such a favorable result to his proposal, Goulielmos Gekas soon
became the President of the Greek Government. Ioannes Dendias resigned as an MP
when he knew that Goulielmos was going to be his new president.

At the end, Greece could only take 15,000,000 refugees in, because the rest of
them died before their arrival. Most of them died in their communities, even before to be
able to leave them, although some died in their way to Greece, when their ship was sunk
or their plane shot down by UN forces.

A single plane was able to fly from the United States to Greece. There were more
than 500 passengers on it. It had been escorted by two Greek fighter aircrafts which had to
destroy several missiles directed to the civil plane, even though they had only flown over
international waters. It landed at the recently build Lefkipolis airport on July 1, 2106. In that
moment, a flight attendant announced through the loudspeakers in English:

—Welcome to Greece, ladies and gentlemen!
All the passengers on the plane started cheering and shouting in enthusiasm. Some

of them even dropped tears of joy, watching themselves safe in a country that gave them
the opportunity to live a quiet, fearless life.
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June 18

It  was the year 2241. Loukia, a nine-year-old Lefkipolis girl,  was taking her final
exams that day. Education in Greece was demanding with students, and in fact, at nine
they had to face final exams already.

At 11:00 she had already finished all her written tests, and she was finishing the oral
ones. These were taken in front of a dais where teachers of every one of her subjects sat.
These teachers came from other schools, and Loukia didn't know them at all. Oral tests
were pretty simple: pupils positioned themselves in front of the teacher, who asked them a
question related to his subject which required an extensive answer. Their knowledge about
the subject was taken into account, but so was their capacity of oral expression, valuing
formal aspects such as fluency of speech, phonetic and grammatical correction, the use of
a fairly ample vocabulary and their capacity to address the matter in a clear and precise
way.

Loukia had already taken the oral tests of all her subjects, except Geography. The
teacher of that subject sat at the very end of the dais. Loukia planted herself in front of
him. The teacher told her:

—Good morning, miss. Tell me about the different countries existing in the world.
Imagine them in a planisphere. Start with the most western one and go from the West to
the East.

Loukia had a deep knowledge of political Geography. She began:
—The most western country is the United States. His capital is New York, and he

occupies  the  whole  American  Continent,  from  Greenland  to  Tierra  del  Fuego.  His
population  is  of  500,000,000  inhabitants,  most  of  them blacks,  native  Americans  and
mestizos. The most widely spoken language is Spanish in its different dialects. Crossing
the Atlantic, the first country we find is the European Union, whose capital is London. She
occupies  the  European  continent,  from  the  Azores  and  Iceland  to  the  Urals  (except
Greece).  She has a population of  around 200,000,000 people.  In the South  there are
mainly  blacks  and  mulattoes,  while  in  the  rest  there  is  a  total  and  generalized
miscegenation. A great number of languages are spoken in the European Union, although
they are all very influenced by English. Just under... I mean, in the South of Europe we find
the Islamic State, who occupies the northern half of Africa and the whole Middle East to
Pakistan. His capital is Mecca, the only official language is Arabic and the main races are
the black, the maghrebi and the australoid. He has more than 500,000,000 inhabitants. In
the southern half of Africa there is the African Union, whose capital is Cape Town. She has
over 1,000,000,000 inhabitants, all of them black and English speakers. Then, going back
to Europe and the Middle East, there are some territories which don't belong to the Islamic
State neither to the European Union. These territories are the Magna Graecia, most of the
Balkans,  Anatolia,  the Agean islands and Cyprus,  which are part  of our great  country,
Greece.

The teachers smiled. They were pleased to hear a patriot child. Loukia went on:
—Our capital is Constantinople and we have about 70,000,000 inhabitants, all of

them  of  white  race  and  Modern  Greek  speakers,  although  other  languages  are  also
spoken in certain places. For example, in the city of New Orania, in Sicily, most of the
people is of South African origin, and Afrikaans is practically more spoken than Greek.
Now, talking about foreign countries again, in the East of Pakistan is India, who occupies
the so called subcontinent. Her capital is New Delhi,  and she has around 500,000,000
inhabitants, most of them australoids and Hindi speakers. The rest of the world, from the
Urals  to  the  Pacific,  and  from  Australia  to  Siberia,  is  occupied  by  China,  whose
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300,000,000 inhabitants are mainly Asian and australoid. Her capital is Hong Kong, and
the official languages are Chinese and English. Apart from Greece, all the countries in the
world are part of a the UN, a very powerful and influential organization whose seat is in
London.

Loukia kept silence, looking at the teacher while he introduced some data in his
graphene smartstrap. Right after, the different teachers congratulated her, because all her
oral expositions had been impeccable. She felt very gratified. She thanked them and left
the room while they called the next one in the list.

Loukia went out, allowed to go home. That day, at last, summer holidays began for
her and for all the Greek children.

To get to her house she might have taken a short way following certain streets, but
she preferred to take an indirect route going through the biggest and most important park
in Lefkipolis: the Kapelonis-Fountoulis Park, which was right next to her school. She loved
gardens and parks, and she always enjoyed going to the Kapelonis-Fountoulis Park for a
walk. It was full of plants, statues and fountains. Also, there were shady zones and water
available. In fact, that day was really hot, and because of that and all the time she had
been speaking in her oral tests, Loukia felt very thirsty.

As soon as she arrived to the park, she went straight to the closest drinking fountain
she saw, and there she drank nearly a half a liter of water, after which she felt incredibly
well. Then she took off her flip-flops and put them in her school bag, which was very light
because she was only carrying her pencil  case and her graphene digital  book for the
textbooks  (for  pleasure,  she  only  read  on  paper).  Unless  the  place  or  the  weather
prevented her from doing it so, she had no intention to wear any footwear until September.
She loved going barefoot, and she tried to be barefoot at any time. Lefkipolis was a very
clean city, so there was no problem with that. Her parents had never prevented her from
doing it: they just had told her to take special care for the hygiene of her feet, which she
obeyed firmly.

Two years before, in 2239, in a summer day, Loukia, who was seven years old, was
walking in shoes in the street when, without realizing it, she stepped on a newborn little
bird which had fallen from its nest,  crushing and killing it instantaneously. Her sole got
stained with blood and she heard how its fragile bones crunched. Loukia, after seeing what
she had done, didn't know initially how to react, but she immediately comprehended what
had happened and she started to cry in a way that she had rarely ever cried. Fortunately
for her, the street was deserted. If someone had seen her, she would have died of shame.
Loukia knelt next to the crushed little bird and she picked it up carefully, while her tears
already started to drop on the sidewalk. Still  crying, she stood up and she went to her
house, which was near. She explained to her parents what had happened, scared and
afraid of an unfair reprimand, but they didn't get angry with her at all. Her father explained
to her that, given that she had not attempted to kill the bird, she didn't even have to feel
guilty.  Then he let her cry on his shoulder until  she calmed down, and then they went
together to a near unoccupied plot to give the bird a decent grave, which made Loukia feel
profoundly grateful to her father.

Loukia already used to go barefoot before that bitter experience, but after it that
habit of her intensified greatly. She had also developed a great love for birds. She was
pleased to watch, hear and recognize them, and that was a reason for her liking of parks
and gardens. However, she had never wanted a bird as a pet, because she believed that
birds were to be free.

Loukia walked crossing the park through a central corridor which went through it,
and which was like a gallery due to the trees which flanked it. She was absorbed in her
thoughts when she heard a known voice calling her from behind:
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—Loukia!
She looked back and retraced her steps to encounter with the one who had called

her: her boyfriend, Roderikos. Being just nine, Loukia and Roderikos had been hit by a
Cupid's arrow with complete accuracy.

People used to say that both Loukia and Roderikos seemed older, both psychically
and physically. They were born in very proximate dates: Loukia on January 29, 2232, and
Roderikos on January 25, 2232, being only four days older than her. Roderikos was 134
centimeters tall, and Loukia was one centimeter shorter, so they were above the average.
They both had a wonderful, perfect and very white set of twenty-four adult teeth; and their
physical  constitution  was  similar:  thin,  but  not  skeletal.  Loukia  had  a  Germanic
appearance, with dark blueish grey eyes and straight hair, blonde as a wheat field. She
used to wear it in a mane of almost a half a meter long decorated with a red bow in her
right, which gave her a very adorable look. She wore thin, blue glasses with rectangular,
rounded lenses.  Her  skin  was  very  white,  although  not  pale.  Roderikos  had  a  totally
Mediterranean appearance, with brown eyes (although not very dark), short brown hair
and  slightly  suntanned  skin  (although  still  white).  Loukia  was  a  very  sweet,  sincere,
affectionate and empathic girl. Roderikos, who had been interested in clocks since very
young, was a very calculating, ingenious, noble and serious boy. They both were very
mature, polite, intelligent, calm and quick-witted. Their likings and interests greatly differed
from most similarly aged children.

Loukia approached Roderikos, who was holding a little shoebox. She said to him:
—Hi Roderikos! Have you already done your oral tests? How did it go?
—Yeah, I finished them more than an hour ago, and according to what they said, I

did it almost perfectly. I would say that I have also been lucky, because they have not
asked me anything difficult. And how did it go for you?

—It has gone great for me as well —said Loukia. 
—Well, Loukia, look what I have for you.
Roderikos opened the box, showing her what was inside: a newborn bird, with no

feathers and its eyes closed, which moved slowly. Loukia's heart almost skipped a beat
when she saw it, because it was identical to the bird that she had accidentally killed two
years before, and a lot of unpleasant memories filled her head.

—Wow! —she exclaimed—. Where did you find it?
—It was on the ground, at the other end of the park. I didn't find its nest and, well, I

thought that maybe you wanted to take care of it.
Loukia's face lit up. That was one of the most beautiful things that Roderikos may

have ever done for her. It was way much better than any material gift, and it truly showed
that Roderikos knew and loved her. She felt indebted to him. Greatly gleeful, Loukia smiled
showing her big white teeth, she took the box and kissed Roderikos, who only needed to
see Loukia happy to feel reciprocated.

—I will take care of it until it grows —said Loukia—, because I want it to end up
living like a normal bird. I don't want to cage it! As soon as I get home I will prepare a nest
for it and I will feed it.

Loukia caressed the bird a little and she whistled shortly but intensely.  The bird
raised its head and it started to chirp wide opening its beak. Loukia put her fingertip in its
beak and it nibbled it gently.

—It must be hungry! —said Roderikos—. I don't know for how long had it been on
the ground.

—What time is it? —Loukia asked him.
Roderikos took his pocket watch out. He always brought with him a golden pocket

watch with Roman numbers, so small that it amply fit in the palm of his hand. He didn't use
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to bring it with its chain, because he found it uncomfortable.
—It is five to one —Roderikos answered her.
In that moment appeared Filippos and Nikolaos, who were fourteen years old. They

used to have some interaction with them. In fact, they were the only people who knew that
they were  in  love.  Filippos was a  neighbor  of  Loukia,  and  he knew them better  than
Nikolaos. He waved at them:

—Hi, you little lovers!
Nikolaos was looking at Roderikos' watch.
—Is that a wind-up watch? —he asked him.
—No, it has a battery, but I would love to get a wind-up watch. Look at it if you like.
Roderikos lent it to him. Nikolaos examined it briefly and gave it back to Roderikos.

Filippos pointed at the box that Loukia was holding:
—What is that? —he asked her.
—It's  a  birdie!  —answered  she  very  proudly  while  she  showed  it  to  him—.

Roderikos found it, and I want to take care of it until it grows and is able to live by its own
means.

—Oh, that is very well! —said Filippos—. What are you going to feed it?
—Bread or flour wet in water, not in milk, because this is not a mammal —answered

Loukia.
—Nice —said Filippos—, but it will die if you only feed it with that. You must provide

it with proteins and fats. Fish food, for example, will be good for it.
—Thanks a lot for the advice! I will take it into account —said Loukia.
—Have you named it? —Nikolaos asked her.
—No, I haven't and I won't, because this is not my pet —answered she sharply—. It

is just a bird that I want to help to live and develop. I will release it as soon as it is able to
fly.

Then they talked a little about the oral tests, which had been also done by Filippos
and Nikolaos that day. After that, children and teenagers separated, taking different ways.

* * *

Nikolaos  and  Filippos  went  to  the  most  important  zone  in  the  park.  It  was  a
crossroads in  the exact  center  of  it.  There rose two  colossal  statues representing the
young men who gave the park its name. They sat on a bench facing the statues.

—Ah, this is great! —exclaimed Filippos—. I love holidays. If it was not hot, it would
be perfect.

—I agree —said Nikolaos—, and that is specially true, being that we live in Greece.
—That's right!
Filippos looked around him, and commented:
—They should set up a statue of Goulielmos Gekas around here. Today, Greece is

the way she is thanks to him. In fact, if the European world still exists, it is thanks to him.
—A statue would not be enough —said Nikolaos—. Neither would be a million of

them. Although it was the Greek people that took the final decision to let the Europeans in,
Goulielmos Gekas was the one to propose such an outstanding measure.

—Besides, he was essentially the one who directed the reception process. A little
after the referendum, he became the President of the Government.

—Absolutely true, Filippos! I think  I have already said it, but I will repeat it because I
never tire of repeating it: Goulielmos Gekas has been the most extraordinary person in the
whole human History. Sometimes I contemplate the greatness of Europe: the perfection of
her  art,  the  advanced  of  her  science,  the  depth  of  her  philosophy,  the  beauty  of  her
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people... and my eyes are brought to tears whenever I think that almost all of that was
near to disappear forever, which at the end didn't happen thanks to the great Goulielmos
Gekas.

—That's it —assented Filippos—. Goulielmos Gekas had also a very interesting and
peculiar life, because of which he was usually accused of having his head in the clouds.
He lived isolated from the rest of the society, in the middle of the countryside in a huge
house, with his wife and his ten children, because he had a total of ten children!

—Ten children, that's right! —said Nikolaos—. And moving on, do you know what
happened in East Europe?

—No, what was it?
—A slaughter of gypsies! And the General Council of the UN has sent a video for us

to see it. And "You Greeks are going straight to suffer the same fate!". Abraham Goldstein
dixit.

—How horrible! —exclaimed Filippos.
Nikolaos put out of his pocket a long, thin and transparent roll. He shook it a couple

of times and his graphene mobile phone unfolded. Almost all the electronic technology in
the world at that moment used graphene.

—Allow me to show you. Shall we go to a shady zone to project it?
—No, it doesn't matter. Play it on the screen —said Filippos.
So  did  Nikolaos.  They  saw  a  terrible  scene  of  a  mob  of  people  armed  with

machetes, who entered in a shantytown to mercilessly behead men, women and children.
They were not able to watch it whole. Nikolaos paused it and he slid down the page in
order to read the UN message attached to the video. It was in English, a language that
they both knew relatively well. Nikolaos read:

—"Ah, the gypsies, a people which refused to integrate and to accept the benefits of
diversity despite our reiterated warnings! Have you seen, Greeks, the way these people
have beheaded the gypsies? They have done it in the name of tolerance! They are fighters
for equality, and they are willing to do the same thing with all the groups which refuse to
enjoy our system. You Greeks are going straight to suffer the same fate! Anyway, dear
Greeks, you are still on time to rectify. The antidemocratic and fascist government of your
country should just resign to leave the power to an acting coalition of  tolerant groups,
which would call  for elections when Greece had achieved to eradicate intolerance and
hate. A big feeling of hate against us would pop up because Greece would have to learn
how to be multicultural, and we would be at the center of that process of transformation,
which must take place! Because Greece is not going to be the homogeneous society she
was in the last centuries. Greeks will go into a multicultural mode, and UN leaders will be
resented  because  of  our  leading  role,  but  without  that  leading  role  and  without  that
transformation, Greece will not survive".

—Horrifying  —said Filippos.
After that they both went home because it was lunch time.

* * *

At 16:00, a meeting of the General Council of the United Nations, the council which
ran the UN, took place. Its seat was in London. It was composed of 66 people, among
whom the Secretary-General was specially prominent. His name was Abraham Goldstein.
He was 60 years old and he was bald, although he had some hair on the sides of his head
and above his nape. This hair was relatively long and black, growing in a shape of springs.
He had as well a long, black beard, growing as well in a shape of springs. His eyes were
black colored and likely to half-close in a somehow mongoloid way. He had a supreme
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nose, just like the ram in a galley. His mouth was big, and while smiling he showed a
grotesque row of teeth with diastemata. He was a tiny man, being very short and thin, and
a little stooped over.

Those  who  participated  at  the  meetings  of  the  General  Council  of  the  United
Nations assembled around a big round table. They all were provided with a cigar, a wine
glass and a graphene tablet. At the center of the table there was a hologram projector.

Abraham Goldstein stood up, he rubbed his hands and said:
—Good afternoon, gentlemen. I would like to pose an important, delicate and critical

point, which should have been posed before, but better late than never!
They all looked at him with eyes wide open. Goldstein drank some wine and went

straight to the point:
—Now it is the time to definitively crush the fascists roaches that are left  in the

world!  It  is  the time to make our planet  a tolerant,  peaceful,  democratic and hate free
place. It is the time to conquer Greece!

They all smiled. Some of them rubbed their hands. No one disagreed.
—We are much superior to them technologically due to the fact that our people's

finest  intellectuals  have been working for  centuries in  military  research,  designing and
building the most sophisticated weapons. We outnumber them as well. What should I say!
The  3,000,000,000  people  in  the  world  out  of  that  disgusting  whole  are  under  our
command, ready to set the world free from fascism, racism, intolerance and hate. They
have no possibility!

The General Council applauded Goldstein's words. He said:
—In brief, we will begin to prepare the invasion. It will take place in a few weeks.
They didn't say any other relevant thing. The countdown for the invasion of Greece

had started.
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July 12

Loukia  woke  up  a  little  before  9:00.  She had gotten  used  to  not  wake  up  late
although she was on holidays because her little bird required of frequent cares. She had it
in her flat roof inside a deep pottery flowerpot, partially covered with a thick bed sheet with
double function: to keep the bird warm and to protect it from direct sun. She had made a
bed for it covering cotton with paper towels, and she had to change the towels everyday
because the bird left its droppings on it. She also had to feed it five times a day. According
to the recommendation of Filippos, she had fed it mainly with fish food. It had gone great,
and in the three weeks that had passed since she had started to take care of it the bird
had grown and developed with no problems. It was already possible to see that it was a
sparrow. Loukia was extremely happy. She felt that she was compensating the death of the
bird that she had stepped on two years before.

As  soon as it  got  its  feathers and became a fledgling,  Loukia  put  it  out  of  the
flowerpot several times to let it fly around the roof, in order to get it used to the world. That
morning, however, she had different plans for it. Once she had had her own breakfast, she
gave the bird its breakfast for the last time: she prepared a syringe with finely mashed fish
food mixed with some water. When the bird finished it, she put it in its flowerpot and she
prepared to go out, covertly taking a sheet of paper with her, too.

—Loukia, where are you going? —her father asked her before she left.
—I'm going to free the sparrow! —she answered—. I think it will be already able to

survive alone.
Her father approached to see the bird, and said:
— Indeed, it is the perfect moment. How are you going to do it?
—I will go where I found it, and I will simply let it go away.
—At  the Kapelonis-Fountoulis  Park?  That  is  a  great  place!  There are  plenty  of

tourists who may feed it bread crumbs.
Loukia smiled, happy to think that the bird she had took so much care of would be

fine. She said her father goodbye, and went out. However, she walked towards Roderikos'
house in the first place, where she arrived in a little more than five minutes.

She didn't ring the doorbell because that may have raised suspicions of her love
relationship  with  Roderikos.  Instead,  she  did  what  they  always  used  to  do  when one
wanted to watch the other: she made a paper plane (she had took the paper sheet for that)
and she threw it through the window of Roderikos' bedroom, which was in the second floor.
They both lived in a little traversed residential neighborhood in the suburbs, so the streets
used to be lonely and they were able to do that without any pedestrian looking at them in
astonishment. It must be said that usually more paper planes arrived to Loukia's bedroom
than to Roderikos'.

After throwing the plane, Loukia sat in a bench which was up the street, to wait for
him. Roderikos went with her in less than a minute.

—Good morning! —he waved at her.
—Good morning, Roderikos! I didn't expect you to come so quickly. In fact, I was

afraid of you not coming at all for being asleep.
—Precisely,  today I  had gotten up very early.  I  had just  breakfasted,  and I  was

reading.
—And what were you reading? —Loukia asked him while she stood up and they

started walking.
—The  Archipelago  on  Fire,  by  Jules  Verne.  It  is  a  fascinating  book  set  in  our

Independence War, with pirates...
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—How interesting! Lend it to me when you are done.
—Sure! —said Roderikos—. And by the way, where are we going? And what do you

have there?
—This is the sparrow that I have been taking care of, the one you found —said

Loukia showing him the flowerpot—. And we are going to the Kapelonis-Fountoulis Park to
set  it  free,  because it  is  already prepared to  live  on its  own.  I  thought  you would  be
interested in seeing it going away.

—Yes, of course! Do you want me to take you to the exact place where I found it? It
was next to the sculpture of the snakes.

Loukia assented, and they went right to the park, where they arrived within less than
ten minutes. It was very near to Loukia's hose. The sculpture mentioned by Roderikos was
the second most famous and important in the Kapelonis-Fountoulis Park. It was made of
bronze. It represented at actual size, on one side, a group of adults wearing traditional
clothes  of  different  European  countries  (or  countries  with  European  heritage),  being
attacked by anacondas, and unable to defend themselves, destined to perish before the
reptiles. On the other side, at a distance of five meters from that terrible scene, there was
a spartan soldier with his spear, his helmet and his shield, who looked defiant the scene
before him. Around him a group of children dressed in the exact same clothes than the rest
of the adults crowded together, seeking protection.

Roderikos pointed to a little  place with  grass under a red-leaf  cherry plum tree,
twenty meters away from the sculpture.

—It was right there —he said.
They both sat on the grass. Roderikos had to remove his shoes, given that it was

compulsory to do it in order to walk on the grass. As for Loukia, she was already barefoot.
She put the sparrow on the palm of her hand, raising and opening it. The bird flew away
immediately, and it landed on the branches of a near hedge. There it was chirping for a
while until it flew away again, losing itself in the thick vegetation of the park.

Roderikos looked at Loukia, who had taken off her glasses to wipe her tears off. He
didn't say anything, because he knew exactly what she was thinking in that moment: she
had dropped tears of pure happiness and satisfaction for having compensated her error.
Loukia, in fact, felt the happiest person in the world. Roderikos was very proud to think
that, ultimately, Loukia had been able to rear that bird, and to be so happy then, thanks to
him. He bent to kiss her in her face, and he hugged her.

* * *

Filippos and Nikolaos had seen the scene of Roderikos and Loukia freeing the bird
from a distance of around fifty meters, from the other side of the sculpture.

—Is it not touching? —asked Filippos.
—Damn, they are too young to pretend to be a couple! —exclaimed Nikolaos.
—What do you base that affirmation on?
—How can you ask me that?! You know pretty well that at a so young age they are

not mature enough to even know what love is. And I can comprehend that two kids pretend
to be in love out of Greece, where degeneration is widespread. But seeing these kind of
things in our country... that really makes me upset!

Filippos had to laugh at that comment. He said:
—Everybody is a unique individual, and children are not an exception. Loukia is my

neighbor, so I know her and Roderikos well. They are very smart and mature, and I assure
you they know what they are doing.

Nikolaos changed to another topic:
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—Also, pay attention to the name of Roderikos... why on Earth would a Greek be
called "Roderikos"?

—It is a beautiful European name. Properly hellenized, I don't see a problem if a
Greek takes it. Hey, Nikos, today I feel like you are being too grumpy and whiner. What is
going on?

Nikolaos put his hands on his head, like if he had been suffering a headache.
—Ah, I'm sorry, I am talking nonsense —he said—. It is just that I have been quite

disturbed due to the last events.
Nikolaos  put  out  and  unrolled  his  ultrathin  graphene  mobile  phone.  They  were

having a look at the latest news and statements both from the Greek Government as well
as from the UN.

—War seems imminent, for sure —commented Filippos.
—It is terrible. I don't know if we are going to have any chance —said Nikolaos—.

The whole world will be against us.
Filippos didn't dare to make any comment about it.

* * *

An exact year had passed that day since Mamadou Fofana, who was 21 years old,
had been imprisoned at El Acebuche prison, placed in the southeastern part of Spain. At
22:00 some armed guards were to his cell and they took him in handcuffs to a desk where
there was someone willing to see him.

They took him to an office where they made him sit in front of an old man who had a
hooked nose and grey, curly hair. He was consulting some data in his graphene tablet.
Sometimes he looked at Mamadou over his glasses. He was also smoking a cigar.

—He is perfect! —exclaimed at last the old man. He spoke Spanish with a strong
British accent—. Tell me, Mamadou, would you like to get out of the jail?

Mamadou stupidly shook his head as a signal of approval. He smiled even more
stupidly at the same time.

—Then you are in luck! —the old man told him while he rubbed his hands—. If you
want to be free, you will be free! You just have to join the United Nations Army, which will
soon start with the peace mission in Greece.

The director of the prison, who was in the office, exclaimed:
—Mister Silverman, no! He will be a danger for... !
He could not say anything else, because Silverman threw at his head the ashtray he

was using. He was just about to strike him. Silverman shouted:
—You disgusting mulatto microbe, shut up whenever I am talking! How do you dare

to give me orders or to make me suggestions? If  you ever  do it  again,  you will  be a
prisoner instead of a director!

The  director  barely  moved  then.  Silverman regained  his  composure  and  talked
again to Mamadou:

—Well, youngster, then, will you join the army in exchange of being released from
jail? And by the way... we will pay you!

Even  though  he  didn't  really  understand  what  Silverman  was  proposing  him,
Mamadou wiggled his head again affirmatively, induced by money and freedom.

—Nice, boy! Tomorrow morning some soldiers will come for you. They will take you
to the barracks and they will guide you in your... let's say, military career. Guards, take him
back to his cell.

The director and Silverman were left alone again in the office. The director, biting
the bullet, said:
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—Mister Silverman, Mamadou Fofana is a child molester who has abused of fifteen
girls  aged between four  and fourteen...  how do  you  dare  to  recruit  him? Imagine  the
terrible crimes that he could commit in Greece!

Silverman  picked  his  things  up  and  went  away.  With  much  disgust,  he  looked
towards the director, who had been condemned to life imprisonment just a week later,
accused of "Hate acts".
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July 15

War officially  started  that  day  early  in  the  morning  with  some  bombings  in  the
Magna Graecia. The whole country mobilized in a matter of hours, since the Greeks knew
perfectly well  that the UN could declare war on them at any time, and they had been
prepared for centuries.

Big military buses were leaving Lefkipolis as well as all the Greek cities, filled with
young healthy males who were called to defend their homeland. Around midday, Filippos
and Nikolaos went together to one of the main boarding points in Lefkipolis. Filippos told to
the first officer they saw:

—Sir, we would like to join the army to fight for our nation!
—For Greece and Europe! —added Nikolaos.
—It  boosts  my morale  to  encounter  this  kind  of  young people!  —exclaimed the

officer—. I wish all the teenagers thought like you. However, boys, I am afraid that you are
still too young for the Army. How old are you?

—We both are fourteen —answered Filippos.
—That's it, you are still too young. You should do any other thing. Go to the town

hall and apply there for some job that you may perform, supplying those men who have
had to go to war. For instance, you may sweep the streets and take care of the gardens in
Lefkipolis.

—OK, thank you —said Filippos—. Long live Greece!
—Long live Greece! —shouted Nikolaos.
—Well said! Long live our nation! —the officer said.
The  two  youngsters  went  away,  disappointed  for  not  being  able  to  participate

actively in the defense of Greece.

* * *

It was around 17:30 when Roderikos' father departed to the front. Roderikos was
very proud to think that his father was going to fight for their country. Of course, he was
sad for his departure (and maybe he was not coming back ever), but he understood the
importance of his mission, and because of that he didn't drop a tear. Instead, he was very
glad to have a parent able to serve to Greece. His parents hugged and kissed each other
affectionately. His mother did have some tears in her eyes. Then, his father was also going
to kiss Roderikos goodbye, but he anticipated to shake his hand with much formality. After
that, Roderikos did the military salute to him, putting his hand in his temple and hitting his
feet.  His father saluted him back, and then he left  his home without  looking back and
without saying anything, because there was nothing to say.
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July 20

Nikolaos  and  Filippos  finally  decided  to  collaborate  supplying  the  male  public
employees.  Therefore,  Nikolaos had started to work  as a  postman,  and Filippos as a
gardener. They worked at the morning, and in exchange they were paid a tiny amount of
money. However, it is pretty obvious that earning money was not their motivation to work.

Filippos  was  at  the  Kapelonis-Fountoulis  Park  filling  a  bag  with  dry  leaves
accumulated under a hedge. He was finishing to clean it up when Roderikos appeared,
who told him:

—I have already removed all the palm leaves.
—And did you prick yourself?
—No. I have been careful.
—Very well. What time is it?
—It is twelve o'clock at noon —Roderikos told him looking at his watch.
—OK, now we can go home.
They exchanged some more words, and Roderikos went away. Then Filippos said

goodbye to other gardeners around there (most of them women), and he went out of the
park. He was bare chested, and with his muscular, virile and youthful look, he looked like a
perfect model for a classical sculpture.

Nikolaos and Loukia passed next to him riding bicycles. Loukia said goodbye and
continued her way, whereas Nikolaos stopped to talk with him.

—How is it going? Are you done already for today? —he asked him.
—Yeah, since it was the time —answered Filippos.
—I am also done with today's post. Your neighbor makes me gain a lot of time.
—You would gain even more if they lent you a motorbike.
—That's right, Filippos, but we must save fuel, since we are at war.
—Oh, please, don't remember it to me! —lamented Filippos—. This is horrible.
—More than horrible! Sorry if with this I am going to ruin you day...
—What is it? —inquired Filippos.
—I feel  sorry for Loukia and Roderikos —said Nikolaos—. Such lovely kids!  So

strong-willed to work, to help and to do good, and so smart... how sad that it seems like
they are not going to have a decent future!

Filippos looked very gravely at Nikolaos.
—Tell me at once! —he said—. Don't keep me on tenterhooks!
—Our defensive lines are collapsing, specially in the West —Nikolaos said—. We

have already lost all the control of the Ionian and the Adriatic. The UN has become very
strong in those waters.

—Does that mean that they have split us in two, separating the Magna Graecia from
the rest of the country?

Nikolaos assented.
—That is the reason of the collapse of our defense lines there —he said—. After

many fruitless attempts, the UN has been able at last to disembark in Sicily. Right now
their artillery is bombing New Orania. And there are few places in the Italian Peninsula
over which we still have a real control.

Crestfallen, Filippos asked:
—And what about the situation in Constantinople and Athens?
—Not very good —answered Nikolaos—. Athens is still suffering constant attacks

with drones and missiles, but the antimissile system has prevented any catastrophe from
happening so far. It seems like the city is being attacked with nuclear weapons.

16



Filippos' blood ran cold. Nikolaos continued:
—Constantinople is still successfully repelling the attempts to disembark, although

her situation is still  very concerning. The situation at the eastern and southern fronts is
similar.  There they are enduring colossal  onslaughts.  If  it  is  any consolation,  for every
Greek who dies, around a hundred enemy soldiers fall. The UN leaders don't know very
much about military tactics and strategies,  so they usually try to overflow our defense
lines. They don't even care at all about the life of their own soldiers.

Not having anything else to say, each one went home.
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July 25

At 15:30 there was a meeting of the General Council of the UN. Its members were
visibly cheerful. Abraham Goldstein smiled and rubbed his hands very vigorously. He said:

—The city of Istanbul has been liberated! Victory is very near, gentlemen! Fascism
will soon be dead once and for all!

—What I want is Athens to be razed! —someone commented.
—It is just a matter of time, mister Aaronson! Those naughty creatures had a better

antimissile system than we expected. Yet, it cannot be infallible. Sooner or later a bomb or
missile will leak, and then... boom! 

Goldstein smiled and rubbed his hands again after saying that, while the other 65
members of the Council applauded.

* * *

In the afternoon, Filippos and Nikolaos went together to the nearest police station,
where they arrived at 18:45. Most of the adult males left in Lefkipolis were in it. They were
attended by a mature and tired-looking man, who told them:

—Good afternoon, youngsters. How can I help you?
—Good afternoon, sir —answered Filippos—. We would like to collaborate with you

in the defense of the city.
The man's face expressed confusion. Filippos continued:
—Yes, let us be serious! Constantinople has fallen already, and our defense lines in

the Caucasus and at the source of the Tigris and the Euphrates have been crushed. It is
just a matter of time for the enemy to arrive to this city. We would like to collaborate with
you. We will do whatever you tell us to defend Lefkipolis.

Before the policeman was able to say anything, Nikolaos added:
—We are not attracted by the idea of war itself, however, we are genuinely patriot,

and that is above all. We are willing to fight and die for our city and our homeland. In fact,
we didn't  join the army because we were not allowed to due to our short age (we are
fourteen). So, now we would like to know if we could collaborate with you, even if it was,
let's say, in a non official way.

The man, visibly angry, said:
—All  that  is  nice,  but  how  can  you  be  so  sure  that  they  are  going  to  get  to

Lefkipolis? Lefkipolis is in the center of Anatolia! Is it that you expect them to conquer the
entire Anatolia?

—Unfortunately, everything seems to indicate that —answered Filippos.
The policeman screamed:
—Stupid  defeatist  brats!  What  are  you?  Are  you  agents  from  London  trying  to

spread defeatism among our people? Give me your documentation right now!
Filippos and Nikolaos startled, and they gave him their ID cards. The policeman

took some notes and then he gave them their ID cards back. He said:
—Well, if we detect any kind of demoralizing propaganda in this city, we will already

know to whom should we look for. Now, brats, get out of here!
Filippos and Nikolaos went out after saying him "Good afternoon". The policemen

didn't wave at them back. Their heartbeat was still accelerated when Nikolaos commented:
—We agents of London? What a paranoid policeman!
—Typical war things —said Filippos—. The Police must be very careful with the

possible spies, trouble markers and destabilizers. And truly it is right and just, although I
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doubt very much that the enemy leaders dared to enter, or to make their children being our
age enter, in our territory.

—Of course —said Nikolaos—, because their average citizen would never pass as
a Greek.

They didn't say anything else until they separated.
That  very  night  they  were  communicated  that  the  Lefkipolis  City  Council  had

decided to dispense with many suppliers of public employees, and that they had lost their
jobs.
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July 30

Filippos got up a little before 9:00. The street was specially silent that day. After
looking through the window he saw it completely deserted, and he had a bad premonition.
He remembered the displeasure he had felt some days before with that policeman at the
police station.  At  first,  he felt  awed due to  the yells  and the threats from that  man of
authority,  but  as  he  calmed  down  he  realized  how  offended  he  felt.  That  man  had
insinuated that he might be an agent of London, which necessary implied that he was a
child of the soulless enemy leaders! And he had accused him of defeatism, although he
felt sick whenever he heard the word "surrender"! He had just made a realistic prediction:
that,  as  things  were  going  on,  the  enemy  was  very  likely  to  get  to  Lefkipolis.  He
understood perfectly the reasons that policeman may have had to get angry with him, but
yet, Filippos felt very offended.

Five days had passed since that, and his prediction seemed to be closer and closer
to  occur.  The last  new he had heard said  that  the enemy was still  advancing rapidly
through Anatolia. Therefore, it was just a matter of time for them to arrive to Lefkipolis.

Most of the time since war had started, Filippos felt good and cheerful, although
sometimes his  head was  invaded  with  pessimistic  ideas,  and he experienced a  huge
amount of demotivation. As Greece was loosing the war, those episodes of sadness and
disappointment got more and more frequent. That very morning he suffered from one, in
part due to remembering what had happened in the police station, but also because he
feared the worst when he realized that his house had no electricity nor water. His mother
confirmed this fear:

—No, Filippos, it is not just here. The neighbors don't have neither —she told him.
He kissed and hugged her affectionately, and he left for Nikolaos' house. He brought

with him a pair of little wireless speakers. As they had been doing for a while, they would
go to some quiet corner in the Kapelonis-Fountoulis Park to listen to the radio, which had
become the main media, given that the internet had been down for several days.  The
same had happened with television and the phone lines. Filippos was walking crestfallen
when he heard Nikolaos shouting while he ran towards him:

—Filippos, Filippos!
He raised his head and he saw him. He got next to him in a flash. He was panting

because he had been running for a while, but  it  was evident that something else had
agitated him.

—What is going on? —Filippos asked him.
—In Athens! —he said, panting—. A hydrogen bomb!
Filippos felt chills. He started to tremble.
—No, no... —he murmured.
—50 megatons! It has razed 2,500 squared kilometers! Athens, Piraeus and other

near towns no longer exist! More than three million people must have died!
That was just too much. Filippos was just about to fall down. He remembered how,

during World War Two, a historical period that he had always loved, they had gotten Japan
to surrender through an atomic bombing. They were now using the same strategy.

—But, what about the antimissile system? —babbled Filippos.
—It has been fully operational for weeks. Until today, it had destroyed thousands of

missiles and drones. However, it was not infallible, and it was just a matter of time for
some  missile  to  leak.  Finally,  a  50  megatons  hydrogen  bomb  thrown  just  above  the
Acropolis has leaked.

Dispirited, they went to the park. Nikolaos set his graphene mobile phone to catch
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the signal, and he connected it to Filippos' speakers, just like they always used to do. Most
of  the Peloponnese peninsula had fallen,  as well  as the islands of  Cyprus and Crete.
Apparently, some groups of the army were surrendering. The fall of Constantinople first,
and the atomic bombing of Athens then, had been a hard moral blow for many, who having
lost everything, also lost their will to resist.

—I guess there must be things that the radio doesn't say —said Nikolaos—. For
instance, what has happened with all the troops in the Eastern Front, Mesopotamia and
the Caucasus?

Filippos shrugged his shoulders. He said:
—I want to believe that they are preventing the enemy from advancing in the East of

this peninsula.
Thus they passed several hours, until they started to hear some gunshots. They

came from the North, and they sounded near (the park was in the periphery of Lefkipolis).
—Well, Nikolaos, it seems like they are here already —said Filippos—. Shall we go

to see if the Police wants our help now?
—Come on —said Nikolaos while rolling his phone—. And if they don't want us, we

will fight on our own. For Greece and Europe!
They went straight to the police station, but they found it empty. All the policemen

had gone out to fight against the invaders. They searched the building a little looking for
weapons, and each one picked a 9 mm gun. Once they were able to load them and to
shoot,  they ran  to  the  North  end  of  the  city.  There  they fight  for  a  while  next  to  the
policemen, who accepted them as their equal fighters, and in fact, they were given orders
along with everyone else. When they were ordered to separate, Nikolaos told Filippos:

—Comrade, do you have some money?
—No, why? —he answered.
Nikolaos put two drachmas on his hand and said:
—Caronte must be paid.
Filippos smiled, and he told Nikolaos:
—Thank you very much, comrade. We will meet again in the Elysian Fields, or in

Valhalla, or in Heaven, or somewhere!
Nikolaos also answered him with a smile, and it  was then when they separated

forever. They were fighting until they fell in battle, in good conscience and with a proud
heart, knowing that they had done right.

* * *

It  was  around  12:00  when the  enemies  were  able  to  break  through  the  police
defenses  in  the  North  of  Lefkipolis.  Loukia  lived  in  the  suburbs,  near  that  place.  Her
mother  was  terrified,  just  about  to  suffer  an  anxiety  attack.  Loukia  knew that  at  any
moment she would told her that they had to leave the city, since it was the most logical
thing to do: what other thing should a pair of women do, in a city recently conquered by an
unscrupulous enemy?

Loukia understood it perfectly. She herself  was also very scared, but she had in
mind an idea which was much superior to fear: she could not go without Roderikos, by no
means. They could attempt to escape together from the city, or at least, she had to know
where and how would she be able to find him after escaping. Given that the phone lines
and the internet didn't work, her only possibility was to go with him.

She got a lump in her throat before the perspective of abandoning her mother in
such a moment, but she understood that it was the right thing to do. Roderikos would do
the same for her, and in fact it was very likely that Roderikos was already in his way to her
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house.  She  thought  about  staying in  her  bedroom waiting for  a  paper  plane entering
through the window, but she didn't consider it the best, and therefore she took a piece of
paper and she wrote, with her big and legible childish handwriting, a short note for her
mother, telling her that she would probably come back immediately. She told her to be
calm in case that she didn't come back, because that would mean that she had left the city
"in good company". She put it on the worktop in the kitchen, and she left her house without
saying a word.

She ran away towards Roderikos' house through the streets. She felt optimistic, and
she was sure that  everything would be fine,  but  she was wrong. Halfway,  around two
minutes after leaving her house, in a street intersection in a zone empty of people, Loukia
crossed with with an enemy soldier who was turning the corner. He was a half a meter
taller than her, he was somehow obese, he had frizzy, very short hair, dark brown skin,
huge lips and a very wide nose: it was Mamadou Fofana, the prisoner from Spain. Loukia
was petrified to see him, a chill ran down her spine and even her ears got clogged from
pure terror.  Mamadou looked at  her,  first  with  curiosity,  and then with  interest.  Loukia
quickly retraced her steps, ready to find another way, but Mamadou started to run in order
to  follow  her.  Extremely  fearful,  Loukia  ran  as  fast  as  her  legs  let  her  to,  while  she
screamed in a heartbreaking way. He, an untrained, overweight and asthmatic mercenary,
was unable to run as fast as Loukia, but fortunately for him, some soldiers of his faction
passed in a line in the other end of the street, cutting Loukia's path. Pointing at them with
his rifle, he told them in a kind of Spanglish:

—¡Es pa' mí! Outta here!
—Tranqui, bro —they answered him, and they continued on their way.
Mamadou at last reached Loukia, who was so terrified that she was not shouting

anymore. He grabbed her by one arm and he took her to the gap at the entry of a garage.
She tried to offer resistance, but it was for nothing: he took her dragging.

He sat on her to prevent her from moving. He looked at her with his eyes wide open
and his pupils dilated: He felt his mouth dry, a tremor in his hands and his voice hoarse. He
was extremely happy of his capture. He had never even seen a white, blonde and light-
eyed girl, like Loukia. He had seen them in comic strips of child pornography (which was
perfectly legal out of Greece), but nothing else. There were blonde girls out of Greece:
some daughters of the leaders were blonde, but, indeed, they would never let them to
become porn actresses at a young age. Accordingly, it was not possible to see real flesh-
and-blood girls in pornography. Even light skinned ones were impossible to see.

He took a very close look at her eyes and he exhaled his breath. It was so stinky
that  Loukia  even  had  dry  heaves.  She  was  still  shocked  due  to  fear.  She  expected
everything from that soldier, except mercy. When he put his hand under the skirt of her
summer dress, she knew very clearly what his intention was, and then she stopped being
in shock. She started to offer as much resistance as she could, and she started to scream
again, much more loudly and in a much more heartbreaking way. Loukia was suffering, by
far, the greatest terror in her life. Sadly, her cries for help were useless, because there was
no person in that zone to help her.

Mamadou got angry at Loukia's attitude. Her cries made his eardrums hurt, and she
didn't stop moving. She tried to get free from him, she kicked and she even was hitting
him. She slapped Loukia in her face as hard as he was able to. Her vision clouded, she
lost her sensitivity in both cheeks and her glasses and her bow flew several meters away.
She  was  left  stunned,  and  she  started  to  offer  less  resistance,  but  she  didn't  stop
screaming. Fed up, Mamadou punched her at the diaphragm and she lost her breath. Her
screams ceased immediately, but she was still trying to resist, so he grabbed her by the
hair and he started to hit her head against the ground. She fell unconscious at the third hit,
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and then Mamadou was able to satisfy himself. When he was done, he killed her with a
shot in her palate, and he went away.

Loukia's case was not unique: millions of women and girls were raped throughout
Greece, and unfortunately, only a few of them were lucky enough to be unconscious during
the process. The UN leaders had given carte blanche to their soldiers to do anything they
liked with the Greek civilians, and in fact, they had animated them to kill and rape as much
as they could. On a TV speech, Abraham Goldstein had even said:

—Greeks are guilty of all the world's problems! They pillaged the Americas, they
established discriminatory laws, they controlled the slave trade and they provoked a lot of
wars and genocides all around the world. If they had not acted like that, nowadays we
would have a greater life quality everywhere. In fact, if life quality is so good in Greece it is
thanks to all the blood of other peoples that the Greeks have shed in the past. For that
reason, I ask you, honorable participants in the peace mission in Greece, to kill, rape, steal
and destroy as much as you can, with no doubts or regret, just like they did in the past. It is
called karma!

* * *

Roderikos was impatient and nervous. He looked at his watch: it was 13:00. He
wanted to go with Loukia, but there had been a great number of enemy soldiers in his
street since a long time ago, so that going out would have been a suicide. He and his
mother  thought  to  be safe  inside.  However,  at  a  given time they saw that  the enemy
soldiers started to knock down doors and to enter homes. After that female cries were
usually heard. Roderikos' mother, with much cold blood, armed herself with a big knife.
She was not going to let those men to touch her just like that. Roderikos, for his part  also
understood perfectly what the soldiers were doing with the women, and he got terribly
depressed to imagine her mother being raped. Right after, he thought of Loukia, and then
he did not feel fear or nervousness: just rage and hate towards the invaders.

—Hide yourself, Roderikos! —his mother told him—. Get into a wardrobe under a
pile of clothes!

—No! —rejected Roderikos.
He ran away without letting his mother to say anything else. He went to his bedroom

for a package of balloons. Then he went to the kitchen and he filled several balloons with
bleach using a funnel. He tied them properly, he went back with his mother and said:

—We will defend ourselves together, mom!
She smiled. She was proud to have such an ingenious and brave son.
Some minutes later someone started to hit the entry door, which was soon stripped

from its hinges. It fell loudly. Behind it was Mamadou, the same fat soldier who had raped
and killed Loukia, who was now willing to satisfy himself with an older victim. He smiled
maliciously when he saw Roderikos' mother, but his smile was brief, because a balloon
filled with bleach immediately exploded on his face, blinding him and preventing him from
breathing properly. He rubbed his face at the same time that he walked lacking direction.
He fell down the stairs which went up to the entry from the street, hitting his head several
times and cracking his skull. No one bothered to aid him, so that he died in a couple of
hours from the cranial trauma, his asthma and the breathing of bleach.

Roderikos had thrown the balloon with much accuracy, but they did not have time
for congratulations, because they expected more soldiers to come in briefly, and that they
would  be  more  cautious.  They  moved  away  from the  entry  and  they  hid  in  strategic
positions.

The rest of the soldiers got really scared for the fate of their mate, so they did not
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dare  to  enter  in  Roderikos'  house.  Instead,  they  threw several  hand  grenades  which
exploded bringing down ceilings and walls, destroying windows and killing Roderikos and
his mother, who died torn apart by the incredibly strong explosions.
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Epilogue

The Greek Government officially announced the surrender in the very early morning
of Sunday, August 1, 2241. Many high officers in the country committed suicide, and the
UN effectively took the total control over Greece in a matter of hours.

That afternoon there was a meeting of the General Council of the United Nations.
Abraham Goldstein's smile was more malicious and wider than ever.  He looked at the
other 65 members of the Council.

—Gentlemen, we have won! —he exclaimed, and he rubbed his hands.
The  members of the Council  applauded. Some of them were dropping tears of

emotion.
—The Greek people must have suffered a little, but it was absolutely necessary to

eradicate intolerance and hate —someone said.
—They have just suffered collateral, unavoidable and unintentional damage! —said

Goldstein—. How can tolerance,  peace,  freedom and  democracy cause suffering to  a
people? Such a thing is impossible! Now, many human beings from disadvantaged zones
will  establish in Greece and they will  benefit from her great standards of life, while the
Greeks will experiment big advantages from their presence.

There  were  some  laughs,  and  again,  an  applause.  After  some  silent  seconds,
Goldstein added:

—Gentlemen,  today  is  a  great  day.  Our  long-standing  undertaking  has  at  last
succeeded. Now, there is nothing and nobody able to face us! The whole world belongs to
us! Let us drink to celebrate it!

The 66 raised their wine glasses and they emptied them at the same time. Some of
them almost sank their nose in the wine.
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