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“Veritas evidens non probanda...”
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Introduction

 

 

According to historical evidence, it was during the 5th Council of Constantinople, held in 553 A.D.. in Istanbul, Turkey, that reincarnation was declared heretical a doctrine contrary to the Christian faith by the Roman Church. According to Procopius, historian of the court of Justinian (483-565 A.D.), the emperor’s wife influenced his political and religious decisions. The daughter of a bear keeper in the Byzantine amphitheater, she denied her past. With the intention of eliminating the dishonor of having been a courtesan, Theodora did not hesitate to order the death of those who, with her, experienced the same condition. Feeling uncomfortable with the idea of reincarnation which, in her case, would force her to suffer terrible consequences for committing a heinous crime, she used her influence to abolish the plurality of existences based on religious precepts.

In 543 A.D., moved by this influence, apart from the clergy, Justinian confronted the propositions of Origen (185-235 A.D.), theologian and scriptural scholar, Christian theorist, and condemned the belief in the pre-existence of the soul and the consequence of actions of other existences in the present, recorded by the scholar in the works De Principiis and Contra Celum. During the fifth of the Councils, organized by Justinian in collaboration with those who submitted to his authority, the emperor achieved his purpose: the pre-existence of the soul was eliminated by decree from the postulates of the Church.

“Whoever teaches this fantastic pre-existence of soul, and its monstrous renewal will be condemned,” signed the Council, despite those voices that were silenced by the power of force.

Centuries later, Cardinal Nicholas of Cusa, before Pope Eugene IV (1431-1447), defended the plurality of existences and worlds. The Supreme Pontiff agreed with the approach, but, once again, the interests of the Church spoke louder, and the truth remained hidden. In 1543, faced with the advance of Protestantism, the Catholic Church imposed censorship on books contrary to its postulates. Restored by Pope Paul II, the Inquisition persecuted and punished its opponents, while at the same time aiming to keep the faith in the Church alive.

Led by six cardinals of the Holy Office, the Church instituted a central tribunal and delegated full authority to inquisitors spread throughout various countries. The Index Librorum Prohibitorum Index of Forbidden Books was created in 1559, with the purpose of curbing reading that was “against morals”. Books approved by the clergy received the Imprimatur (Let it be printed), signed at the opening of the publication, authorizing its printing and distribution. Among many valuable works condemned by the Church are writings of a scientific nature, whose only impediment was the religion of the authors, adherents of Protestantism...

In this book, which describes the cruel persecution provoked by religious fanaticism, we highlight passages from the apocryphal Gospels an expression that in Greek means hidden, that emphasize reincarnation and the plurality of worlds. To the readers who accompany us, we want to share with them the joy of rescuing Truths that time does not erase.

The Editors1
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Chapter 1

Between the memories of the past and the reality of the present

 

 

In that unforgettable year of 1553, Spain remained unbeatable and implacable in its severe laws. The crown and the Church were so directly linked that the limit of the clergy's strength became confused with politics itself, to the point of seeming like a single institution.

In a great exchange of favors and benefits, the kings strengthened the power of the Church and used it as a means to silence humble and ignorant people. On the other hand, the papal power continuously increasingly used its authority and sowed fear, terror and suffering throughout the Iberian Peninsula, through a religion full of dogmas, complexities and prejudices, and, consequently, giving rise to a merciless hunt for heretics.

Even while suffering inquisitorial orders, countries such as Italy, Portugal, and France had developed their own means to curb the spread of other beliefs.

Then, a period of great censorship began.

A crazed phase swept through Europe in pursuit of so-called “religious hegemony.” In 1543, the Catholic Church in order to prevent the spread of ideas disturbing the papal orders and the publication of books hostile to Catholicism, as well as to silence Protestantism had created the “Congregation of the Index.”2

Over time, this institution was changing, structuring itself and gaining strength. With the new and revised edicts that were born dictating laws and executing the orders of papal bulls, subsequently, they created and kept updated the “Index Librorum Prohibitorum” “Index of forbidden Books”, with the aim of preventing the publication of works classified as heretical.

In this time interval, until the official publication of the first “Index” in 1559, restrictive “short lists” were used by order of the Church, but they had great power of silence.

The inquisitors, also armed with this legal instrument, used these “lists” as a form of discipline and imposition of rules on booksellers, printers, merchants and library owners. Even writers, the authorization of access to readings considered profane and demonic had been revoked.

Among other inquisitorial atrocities, the “Index of Forbidden Books” caused great discontent among the educated part of society.

A year before that fact, in 1558, Spain instituted the death penalty for those who imported foreign books without the proper permits, as well as for those who printed them without official authorization. Among many works that were banned were those of a scientific and philosophical nature, because they were written by Protestants or by those who were against the religious and political regime of the time.

However, the inevitable happened. It awoke, in many places, with more strength in the religion of France and Catalonia3, in Barcelona, a great redoubt of rebels who dared to contradict the landowners and the Catholic power. They were thinkers, teachers, writers, philosophers, doctors and even priests and friars who, although part of the religious structure, did not accept the manifestations of violence that reached the humble and ignorant people.

Some men and women sought, in a very modest and firm way, to defend concepts of immortality, the break with the creed of eternal punishments, the plurality of existences, the right to recover texts taken removed from the sacred scriptures by edicts and councils, reincarnationist ideas, the pre-existence of the soul and, above all, the right of other religions to manifest themselves, preserving their languages and cultures, in addition to demystifying rituals, denouncing the excesses and abuses of the Church.

In this social, political and religious scenario in Spain, in Barcelona, a group of men went about their lives between the memories of the past and the reality of the present.

Part of that group was a talented and renowned doctor, named Phillip4, who was jovial, despite the fact that maturity and years marked his life. A serious and subdued expression was highlighted by his fair complexion, thin face, black eyes and slightly gray hair.

He suffered many losses and worked intensely, after the death of his father Stephen5, assuming, with great commitment, the responsibilities in the care of the sick, without daring to express a word of complaint, and even devoted himself to the new and revolutionary Christian ideas.

His cousin Yasir, also a doctor, remained faithful to his side. A man of short, strong stature, with a rounded, ruddy face and a softly golden complexion; he had some Moorish features outlined by his brown eyes, highlighted by the toothy smile and gray locks.

Even sharing the same roof, a Frenchman living in Barcelona, known and respected by the name of Bernard6, who at that time was showing symptoms of an illness that was massacring his joints, making his days painful and his nights longer.

However, the balance of these men was in the hands of Catarina, Yasir's wife. A strong, and courageous woman who, even when facing the natural difficulties of life, does not omit the brightness of the blue in her eyes and her simple beauty that attributes greatness to her soul.

On that late spring afternoon, the blue of the sky and the green of the grass enhanced the color of the flowers that perfumed those picturesque and silent Spanish landscapes, allowing them to share their charm with the characters of this scenario enveloped by an intense peace, as if the marks of their pasts were only memories that never return.

In the doctors' residence, Phillipe was silently finishing the preparation of a mixture of herbs, while Pablo, a young man of about fourteen, was preparing to leave, helped by the kindness of Laila, his mother, a humble woman marked by a difficult and limited life, and his father, Ramirez, a peasant villager who survived from the few plantations on his land and trades as a paver.

After talking for a few moments, Phillipe handed the medicine to the man and said:

— Darling, your son will be fine. Do not worry.

Meanwhile, Yasir and Bernard together with Catarina entered the compound. She, smiling, handed Laila some bread. Looking at her, Ramirez intervened:

— Both my wife and I want to thank you for what you did for us. – Wiping away a tear, he went on:

— We recently came from the South and bought a piece of land near here. However, we did not count on the illness that struck our Pablo. I am a poor man and do not have the means to pay for your services, as well as the kindness with which you received us.

— My good man said Phillipe you owe us nothing.

— When he got sick said Laila we did not know who to look for. We thought someone would help us, even though we knew that we had no resources. So, they advised us to look for this house, since they thought we would find support here.

Ramirez, overcoming his shyness, intervened:

— I also heard that there is a school here. Believe me, I do not want my son to have the same fate as me. I wish he had the education I did not. Could he learn, here with you? Then, besides studying, he can help me with my work.

— Darling, we will be very happy if Pablo joins us Bernard replied.

— Believe me, we will be eternally grateful said Ramirez.

Between emotional and grateful farewells, the couple and their son left.

While that family slowly lost their way, on the porch, Phillipe remained serious, with his eyes lost in the horizon. Noticing his cousin's passing sadness, Yasir hugged him and said:

— Approximately three years have passed quickly since the death of my Uncle Stephen. Since then, Catarina and I have been worried about you, because you work without even resting.

Sighing, he continued:

— I know how you feel. After all, he was for us the source of balance, peace and faith. Taking him by the arms, he continued:

— I confess to you that since his death I have not seen such sadness in you. Your countenance insists on hiding what you are: a strong, just and tender man.

— I am not sad, but I am homesick. Since I woke up, inexplicably, I cannot take my thoughts away from my father. I even felt his perfume close to me and I confess that my days without him always seem like an endless winter.

Sighing and with a contemplative look, Phillipe continued:

— I can be strong because I struggle not to succumb to myself, I can be just because my faith guides me, but do not consider me soft, for my father was the only one who calmed my wild soul. So, lest I awaken the rebellion of a warrior spirit7, I prefer to work to forgetting the past. Without it, I feel like a trapped tiger, ready to fight.

— Do not be so hard on yourself. I know your stories and I share your cousin's ideas about you said Bernard. 

— Indeed, Stephen was and will always be a great man, a brother that I keep in my best memories. It was not so hard to love him, but it is impossible to forget him.

— My friend Phillipe interjected, gently placing his right hand on Bernard's shoulder if it were not for the knowledge of past existences that we once experienced, I would say I was mad. Today I know that I am not a soldier, but there are nights when I wake up with memories that I would not be wise enough to understand, but I know they are as true as I am. I consider myself very skilled with swords, I see my hands marked by the blood of wars and, above all, I dare say that somehow, I feel I have a deep knowledge of the strategies of military arts. Sighing, he continued:

— I also see myself as a great leader, a general guiding troops, advancing frontiers and even establishing laws. After a brief rest, he continued:

— In the midst of so much struggle I see someone I cannot identify, but I know I loved very much. Was it madness, dreams or white memories from my past?

— Even crossing said Bernard the portals of different lives we cannot forget that all knowledge we accumulate in each existence will never be overlooked. God, in all His wisdom, preserves us by not allowing us to momentarily know our past completely, letting only small memories return to each existence or through dreams, seeking to improve our tendencies towards evil and illuminating with love and instruction our intimate darkness. However, all that we were and all that we are, after closing our eyes to life in matter, we recover in the lucidity of our individuality, of our all. Thus, we free ourselves from the bonds of a single life, marked by small memories, to see all that is in us without restrictions.

— I hope Phillipe interjected I am only fulfilling all that I took responsibility for, even though I am aware of my limitations.

— Know said Bernard that what we do in our past life and even in the present resonates in eternity! We are the result of everything we did in other existences. Everything we have learned throughout our histories and lives will not be neglected; it will support our own growth. We may live many existences, but in spirit we are the same and it is up to us to progress by always seeking to free ourselves from our imperfections. Unfortunately, our brain cannot contain all the memories that we have of our past. Each life is reserved for us a limit of knowledge of each of them, that is to say, of our all and only to the Lord and the breaking of this limit is reserved for us.

— Then why did these memories come back to me so strongly? Phillipe asked, visibly worried. Among them, I see people I loved so much, but who are lost in selfishness and even blood. God! What do they represent?

Lowering his head, he continued:

— So, when I wake up, I feel alone and dominated by a great sadness.

— We do not care why these memories were revealed to you Bernard replied. Somehow, Jesus expects something from you, just as perhaps He has always entrusted you with some special tasks. Let’s wait for tomorrow, because only then we will be able to direct our steps along the paths assigned to us by Heaven.

After a brief pause, he continued:

— We return because the primacy of life demands that we begin again, and the God in whom we believe always offers us refuge for our soul in constant transformation. Do not stay stuck in the past, today we can change and improve what we are, because what we were only serves as lessons learned or not, but you must know that the future is a construction that depends on us individually. Even going through so many adversities, walking through tortuous and dark paths, it is still possible to be better than we are or even what we will be. “But the fruit of the spirit is love, joy, peace, steadfastness, gentleness, goodness, faith, meekness, temperance.”8

— My dear ones said Catarina, trying to break the temporary sadness.

 We are all under great emotion. Do not forget that a few days ago we were taken by surprise by the unexpected death of Hadi and Joshua9, due to the epidemic that broke out in these parts. Eternal’s friends who shared our lives with us, dedicating their days to all those who prayed for their support. I pray to Jesus that they are by the side of our ancestors. He continued smiling:

— In these last years, among many trials, I have learned to face death as if it were a brief farewell that does not prevent us from meeting our loves in the future.

— Despite the longing for our friends and the increased workload, we must keep sadness out of our lives Yasir said cheerfully, and added:

— You are right; after knowing the concepts of continuity of life, I bring peace in my heart. For me, death is nothing more than being born in a different world, so far away and so close at the same time.

At that moment, Bernard, showing a strong pallor, coughed many times. Phillipe worriedly said:   

— Friend, the first stars announce the coming of night and the wind dictates its laws to us. Excesses constitute risks to your health. Therefore, we should leave before it gets worse.

The night breeze rocked those children of God, who, full of hope, kept their memories in their hearts, waiting for the arrival of a new day.

 

 


Chapter 2

Lives that meet again, the beginning of a new path

 

 

One evening, a simple carriage stopped in front of the doctors’ residence in search of news of Bernard.

A young Frenchman of fair complexion, tall stature, thin face, outlined by his hair and black eyes, got out.

Immediately, Yasir went to meet him and, after a brief identification, observed that his sister was suffering from fever inside the carriage.

Without wasting time or fear, the doctor asked him to take her inside. With affection and strength, he supported her in his arms as if he were holding a weakened bird that was silently searching for the courage to stay alive.

Settled on a humble bed, Catarina obligingly made herself available to provide the care and a little rest that the young girl needed.

Meanwhile, Yasir and the young man made their way to the main hall. Bernard, who was with Phillipe, saw him and said:

— Well, well, if it is not the son of my old friend Jacques, the famous French bookseller. Antoine, the skinny boy, has become a grown man.

Without hiding his happiness, he continued:

— Where is your sister who, surely, must be more beautiful? Come on, tell me, what are you doing here?

After a warm greeting, he continues:

— Cecile is with me and has been welcomed with great devotion by these unknown hearts that seem so intimate to me. Wiping away a shy tear, he continued:

— Our journey was difficult. She got sick and every day, in the midst of the limitations to which we were subjected, I prayed to the Lord to give me strength to get here.

Bernard, sensing Antoine's sadness, said:

— Young man, where is Jacques? What happened to him?

— Unfortunately, our days have not been peaceful. Our father was arrested and condemned to death by the French inquisitors for distributing so-called “forbidden books”. Our house was destroyed and all the books burned. We have suffered severe privations.

— What did you say? asked Bernard with astonishment and sadness. 

— What is the reason for this persecution?

— Once Antoine continued we received a friend of my father's, an Egyptian, a man he knew a long time ago. He brought to the “great bookseller” some papyri containing texts on the life of Jesus and reported that he bought them around the delta for little money. Our father, astonished, discovered they were unpublished Christian texts and could be classified as apocryphal. He left and entrusted them to us. Soon my father translated what he received and guided us to distribute them. But we were betrayed. Before his arrest, he asked Cecile and me to come and look for you, because he, we do not know how, found out that you were at these stops. He told us that with you we would find help.

Recovering from the strong emotion, Antoine continued:

 — Moreover, he asked us to give you this letter and this package.

Bernard asked Phillipe to open the package while he read aloud those pages:

“Dear Friend Bernard.

By the time this reaches your hands, my word will have been silenced by death and by the irrational fury of the religious.

I come, as a father, to beg you to welcome my children. I care for both of them. They possess a lot of knowledge that makes them bolder and perhaps easy prey for the ignorant madmen.

I remember the day my wife and I traveled to the lands of the caliphs in Morocco to trade for some books. There we met that sweet little girl, a tiny forlorn odalisque, who came to us by the ways of deprivation. When we thought we could not have children, the Lord brought us this gift. It did not take us long to love her like a daughter and with all the strength of our heart because she was always special and also our balance. We returned to France and named our little girl Cecile. Sometime later Antoine was born, but to everyone's sorrow, my wife could not bear the difficult mission of bringing him into the world and died. Forgive me for the emotion of these memories, because I know very well that you know our stories.

Cecile, without ever complaining, took on the responsibilities of our residence, taking loving care of Antoine and me. I offered her instruction; she studied other languages and always helped me in the profession that I pursued throughout my life. She gave up her youthful springs and today she is no longer the little girl who sat by my side, she is a grown woman.

Although we insisted that she marry, she remained by our side. She begged me not to find her a husband, because she wanted to find love in the ways of her own heart. I confess that I came to believe that these were things in a woman's head and that it would soon pass. Sometimes I blame myself for her loneliness, because I made her think too much. Although this was an unusual attitude in a woman and she would suffer the consequences of her choice, I decided to respect her.

Antoine forgot himself and I know he has a lot of me. I was responsible for his passion for books and because of this passion he became a soldier willing to fight a war to save letters. The ideals in which he believed so much are now his own. Within your possibilities, I beg you to serenade his reckless soul and teach him to fight with reason, spreading intelligence, cultivating wisdom, without ever being absent from the faith that makes us reason, and grow towards heaven.

As a friend, a lover of books and freedom of expression, I give you these literary jewels so that you can be their guardian, making them reach the hands of men, kindling the light in the minds of all.

I die for the love I have for God's work, and I know that with you my death will not have been in vain. However, do not consider me a hero for my attitude, because I am aware that my contribution to Jesus Christ is small, but I cannot do without this struggle for freedom and rational faith that for so long has been torn from all of us.

I met you because of your writings and, above all, because of the illustrious thinker that you are. Since then, we have been great friends. At your side I was able to broaden my thoughts and learn that no one can enslave our mind or our heart. While the white pages in your hands were transformed, as if by magic, into works of art drawn with the inks of wisdom, balance and truth, I was able to distribute them in faraway places as if books could fly with the wind, overcoming frontiers and reaching those who need them so much.

I beg you not to let foolishness and prejudice make these texts die and let ignorance silence free faith. There is a part that I could not translate, but I know that you are knowledgeable in ancient languages and will know what to do.

Before closing this letter, I want you to know that my beloved Cecile is also the keeper of a special “prey” that you will come to appreciate in time. Since she was a little girl, she used to tell me that she saw dead people and that they talked to her. Among many, there was especially one man who she insisted on saying was her teacher and taught her all about such “manifestations”.

It did not take me long to seek help in the churches, but the religious sentences forced the little girl into long penances that nothing could do. They helped her with what they believed could bring her healing. It was then that I became interested in the culture of India and Egypt, to help me understand it. Believe me, with their help I made it there, where I got into these translations. So do not let the fear of the unknown and religious hallucinations stop you from communicating with the occult, as it can help you a lot.

I say goodbye.

From the eternal friend and brother of the ideal, Jacques.”

Bernard quickly examined the texts10 and could not hide the sadness mixed with joy, amazement and excitement that was visibly in his eyes:

— These are revelations about early Christian history! These texts have stood the test of time, their content has been preserved. Look he said ecstatic they are part of the Gospels of John, Bartholomew, Thomas, Mary Magdalene and aspects of the daily life of Jesus. There are other unknown authors who write in North Africa, Coptic, Mesopotamian and Babylonian language. Some I can easily recognize as Hebrew and Greek, but these seem to me to be Aramaic and other Akkadian; I think it is something very close to Amorite.11 I now understand the facts you related and the facts that silenced your father. Early in the morning I will start the translations and analyze the other texts.

— I want you to know that I will be available to continue the distribution of these writings said Antoine as well as yours; because I confess that I took knowledge of everything that belonged to him that was available. I know I have a lot to learn from you. Besides, my father made Cecile and me learn a few languages, including that of this region, among others. That made it easier to adapt to the action. He said that knowledge of other cultures, their habits and their ways of communication would broaden our thinking and help us understand ourselves.

Phillipe, serious, intervened:

— My friends, we will have plenty of time to talk. By tradition, our family has never been limited to blood ties. We have always been involved along heart lines, and we are aware that no one comes to this lordship by chance. So, if Jesus has led you to us, even if we do not have much, we will be very happy to welcome Antoine and his sister.

Looking at Bernard, he continued:

— As for you, for now you are in no condition to abuse your health. You overexert yourself; it is better to rest.

— Always kind... I will listen to your recommendations, but I will soon start my work and see Cecile.

Smiling briefly, Bernard added:

— The years, with all their weight, are now my enemy, comrades.

   ∞ O ∞

Antoine behaved as if he was already accustomed to new friends.

Phillipe, in the main hall, lost in the midst of handling his new ointments, medicines and “molasses”, was suddenly interrupted by Yasir:

— Cousin, forgive me for intruding, but I need you to help the young newcomer. I have not had time yet to go to meet her. Since she arrived here, I try to soften her martyrdom. I feel that she is getting worse in the midst of such fragility of her body. Everything I knew, I have already applied for it, but she does not react. Besides, my chest burns when I see Antoine's suffering in the face of his sister's pain. Catarina and I do not know what else to do.

Phillipe did not take long and immediately went to the bedroom. Upon arriving, he was suddenly struck by the candid figure of that slender woman. Her dejected and tired countenance, given by the innocence of a child, and the maturity he knew brought out her poise and even peace, inexplicably stole his soul.

Cecile, not so much younger than the doctor, proved that experience was not lacking, that neither was she able to take away her beauty, but to add perfection to the form of a Greek sculpture. Her black locks, wet with perspiration, fell over her shoulders, her slightly darkened complexion emphasized her slender face and Moroccan features, while her large, expressive eyes added brightness and strength to her suffering. 

Phillipe was stunned as if for a moment he could only hear the beating of his heart, which was suddenly snatched away by Cecile's charm. Approaching her slowly, he felt at every step that he would encounter an inexplicable, uncontainable and involuntary feeling that serenely invaded his being.

At that moment, because of the high fever, Cecile, delirious, provoked compassion in everyone.

Catarina, following her husband's recommendations, replaced the compresses on her suffering forehead, trying to alleviate his suffering. 

Phillipe sat next to the sick woman and, holding the lamp, illuminated that momentarily unknown face, but at the same time, in his heart, so well known.

Overcoming the strong emotions that invaded his heart, after examining her and finalizing the medical procedures, realizing that Cecile was subject to the fate of her health condition, he surprised everyone. He placed her in his arms resting them on her head, close to his heart. Rocking her like a child, he said:

— Do not be afraid, I will not hurt you. Searching the air for inspiration, he prayed:

 Lord, trusting in your goodness and aware of our limitations before your greatness, we beseech you for those who feel the burden of facing the difficult struggle to overcome the misfortunes that confront us with hope. Our soul, wearied by so many mistakes, still suffers the marks of a distant past. Give us Your mercy and let it strengthen us to find in You enough security to move forward, directing us towards the necessity of our liberation.

“We pray for wisdom that, in the knowledge of your love and goodness, we may not faint
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A Time for Everything

(Ecclesiastes, 3: 1-8)

There is a time for everything,
and a season for every activity under the heavens
A time to be born and a time to die,
a time to plant and a time to uproot.
A time to kill and a time to heal,
a time to tear down and a time to build.
A time to weep and a time to laugh,
a time to mourn and a time to dance.

A time to scatter stones and a time to gather them,
a time to embrace and a time to refrain from embracing.
A time to search and a time to give up,

a time to keep and a time to throw away.

A time to tear and a time to mend,

a time to be silent and a time to speak.

A time to love and a time to hate,

a time for war and a time for peace.
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Part I

Those who have ears, understand.
In the innermost being of a man of light, there is
light, and it illuminates the whole world....
If it does not illuminate, there is darkness...1
Apocryphal Gospel: Coptic of Thomas - item 24
While there is still time, seek liberation from complex
philosophies, ascetic sciences and inquisitorial re-
gions, for Jesus has already granted, through his
coming in misery, the union of philosophy, science
and religion so that their minds could be freed from
ignorance and lack of understanding of God.

Ferdinando
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