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My friend: 

Like old pilgrims journeying without rest, I seek your ears through the heart's door. 

Sit here for a moment. 

We are only a few around the sappy tree of perfect friendship. 

Many have passed by tracing your path... 

Many others have visited you, compelling you to bend your knees before Heaven... 

I'm not imposing a set of outward attitudes on you. 

I offer you the light of experience. 

I'm not giving you rules for contemplating the stars. 

I ask you to see the divine presence of Divine Goodness High Above.

I bring you only the simple and humble stories of other travelers.

Receive them; they are ours.

They hold the smiles of those who teach in the temple of love and the tears of the ones who learn in the school of suffering.

They resemble poor flowers interwoven with joy and cry, pain and blessing, which I place in your soul for the world’s journey.

Receive them with tolerance and benevolence! 

They will all tell you that beyond death, life flourishes, just as the splendor of the sun resurfaces from the night, and if there is flagellation and despair in the face of men’s misfortune, hope and joy shine forth, always pure and renewed, before the glory of God.

Irmão X

Pedro Leopoldo, October 30, 1957
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A certain disciple, extremely dedicated to the Infinite Good, after a long time at the side of the Divine Master, received the task of serving Him among the men of Earth. 

He descended from the Superior Sphere and was born among creatures to be a carpenter. 

A worthy and loyal worker, he often experienced bitter conflicts, but fervently, clung to the protection of the saints and completed his first mission admirably. He returned to heaven joyfully and received the duties of a sailor. 

He came back to the flesh and worked diligently on countless journeys, spreading benefits in the name of the Lord.

There were times when the storm faced him threateningly, but the apprentice, in the struggles of the sea, turned to the Blessed Heroes and gathered strength to overcome. 

He finished his service commendably and came again to the Celestial House, descending to the world to be a copyist. 

Then, he patiently did his task, reminding the luminous teachings of the wise. When affliction or enigma visited his soul, he remembered the Consecrated Benefactors and never remained without the expected relief. 

He came once more to the Abode of the High, always praised for his impeccable conduct, and went down to the circles of common struggle to become a farmer.

He served with inexpressible selflessness the land in which he 

was reborn, and if pain sought his heart or his home, he implored the good offices of the Sinners’ Advocates and was never left helpless.

After a precious rest, he reemerged in the human field to practice the sciences and arts. He was a student of philosophy and encountered numerous temptations against the spontaneous faith that sustained his simple and studious soul.

Though, in all the obstacles along the way, he implored the cooperation of the Great Instructors of Perfection, who had conquered the laurels of sanctity in the most diverse nations and had passed through the harsh trials unscathed. 

Soon after, he became a doctor and was surprised by sufferings he had never imagined. He suffered thousands of times before the hardships of many lamentable destinies; he took refuge in patience and asked for help from the Protectors of Humanity, and with their patronage, he won once again. 

He acquired such devotion that he no longer knew how to work without immediate recourse to the help of the Glorified Spirits in his sublimation.

For him, such benefactors would be champions of grace, privileged of the Supreme Father, or favored subjects of the Eternal Throne. And so, he continued to work, clinging to their collaboration. 

He was a tailor, sculptor, poet, musician, writer, teacher, administrator, driver, legislator, and retired from the Earth with distinction.

Victorious in so many tasks, he was called by the Master, who spoke to him concisely: 

- You have succeeded in all the tasks I have entrusted you with, and now you can choose your own task. 

The disciple, intoxicated with happiness, considered without hesitation: 

- Lord, I have received so many graces from the Divine Benefactors that from now on, I would like to be one of them, with humanity... 

- Would you like to be a saint? - Asked the Heavenly Instructor, smiling. 

- Yes. - Confirmed the ecstatic apprentice. 

The Master, in a grave tone, considered:

- The fruit that feeds must be sufficiently ripe... 

Until today, as a worker, an artist, an administrator, and a guide, you have been in My service, with men, with Me. There is a great difference...

But the interlocutor insisted humbly, and the master did not deny him the concession.

He was thus reincarnated with great hope, and when he was years old, he received from Above the shining mantle of sanctity.

Sublime gifts manifested through him.

He could divine, heal, enlighten, console.

His intelligence, intuition, and tenderness were different and fascinating.

And the people, recognizing his condition, sought his blessings and guidance in large numbers.

Good and bad, just and unjust, ignorant and educated, young and old, demanded from him without regard for his natural needs, the health, time, peace, and life. As a saint, he could not retreat from the fight nor despair, and no matter how much he was surrounded by delicacies and flowers, by devotees and recognized beneficiaries, he could not eat, sleep, think, or wash himself. He had to give, without complaint, his own strength, like a candle, keeping the flame burning at both ends. 

No excuses, tears, tiredness, or service done could help. People always demanded it. After two years of bitter spiritual battle, tormented and displeased, he searched the Lord in prayer and claimed that the saint's cloak was too thorny and heavy. 

Noticing his sincere crying, the Master listened to him, compassionate, and explained: 

- You forgot that until now, you acted in command. As a carpenter, you shaped the wood; as a farmer, you cultivated the soil; as a doctor, you gave orders to the sick; as a philosopher, you gathered ideas; as a musician, you played the instrument; as a sculptor, you chiseled the stone; as a writer, you ruled over the letters; as a teacher, you instructed those less wise than yourself; as an administrator and legislator, you interfered in the destinies of others. I have always lent you authority and resources for the work of determination... To wear the mantle of a saint, however, it is necessary to learn to serve...

In order to achieve this glorious aim, you will be, from now on, shaped, polished, improved and educated by life. And while the Master smiled complacently and kindly, the disciple, in tears, but comforted, awaited new ordinations to enter the precious course of obedience.
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The group of spirits wandered in the lower realms. Among them were Christians from different backgrounds who were surprised by the apparent indifference of Heaven. 

They wondered why the Angels, Thrones, Archangels, and Genii of Heaven did not rush to welcome them. 

Everywhere they looked, there was thick fog and an indefinable twilight. They couldn't find the peace and reward they were seeking. 

They endured long days of affliction and anguished journeys. 

After their surprise came rebelliousness, followed by complaints. Then, they experienced constructive suffering, which led to prayer, and eventually, they received an answer. 

An enlightened messenger, dressed in radiant clothing, appeared on a high summit, defying the shadows of the plain.

The pilgrims prostrate themselves in haste. Could it be Jesus Himself? Wasn't He? Faced with the disturbance that had overtaken them, the emissary took the floor and clarified, fraternally:

- Peace in the name of the Lord, to whom you addressed your appeal. Your pleas have been heard. What do you wish? 

- Heavenly angel - said one of them - don't you see? 

We who were fervent believers in the world are broken, exhausted and defeated. Where is the Redeemer who won’t save us, the Prince of Light who leaves us in total darkness? 

What do we want? Nothing more than the struggle's prize...

He couldn't go on. Tears welled up in his eyes, choking his throat and infecting his companions, who broke down in pained weeping. 

Christ's representative, however, remained calm and considered: 

- Divine Justice has never failed in the Universe. 

- Ah! But we suffer - replied the relieved interlocutor - and we are surely victims of some forgetfulness that we hope will be repaired. 

Jesus' minister was unimpressed and said again:

- Let's see. Answer me in good conscience: 

When you were incarnate, did you love God above all things, with all your soul and understanding? 

If they were all brought before a human authority, they would probably attempt to avoid telling the truth.

The emissary's divine light, however, penetrated the very core of their being. After a moment of heavy expectation, they all said at once: 

- No. 

- Did you consider your neighbor's interests as if they belonged to you? Another moment of intimate struggle and another sincere answer:

- No.

- Have you denied your egoistic personality, borne your cross, and followed the Master?

- No. 

- Have you put Divine Will above your desires? 

- No. 

- Have you made the light that Heaven has given you shine on Earth?

- No. 

- Did you help your enemies, pray for those who persecuted you, minister good to those who slandered and tore you apart?

- No.

- Have you forgiven seventy times seven times?

- No.

- Were you faithful to the Father, until the end? 

- No. 

- Did you overcome the dragons of discord and vanity? 

- No.

- Did you carry each other's burdens?

- No. 

The messenger made a benevolent gesture with his hands and, showing a sweeter look, remarked after a long pause: 

- If in ten of the Divine Master's lessons you haven't learned even one, by what right do you invoke His name? Do you believe that He has taught us something in vain? 

The unfortunates began to cry harder, and one objected: 

- What will become of us? Who will help us when we have a truthful belief? 

- Yes. - Said the representative of Christ - I don't dispute that. However, how can we interpret the owner of a good book who has never examined its pages? How can we define the pupil who has wasted the school's possibilities and time without ever applying the lessons in practical terms?

- Oh, good angel, but we have already died on Earth! - Added the sad voice of the disenchanted brother, torn between affliction and bitterness. The messenger, however, finished serenely:

- Every day, millions of human souls leave the flesh and came again to it, learning about true life. Those who die in the coarse world solely lose their ephemeral form. What matters on the spiritual plane is not “stopping” or “starting again” the experience but lasting enlightenment for immortal life. 

Do not waste time looking for new programs when you have not even begun to implement the old teachings. 

No apprentice has the right to invoke the Master's presence again before attending lessons previously indicated. Go back and learn! There is no other way out of voluntary distraction. 

At that very moment, the envoy returned to the plane from which he had come, as the pilgrims, instead of continuing their journey higher, obeyed the irresistible impulse that led them lower down.
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