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SOMETIMES, WE ARE OUROWN DEMONS WHEN WE DO NOTQUESTION THE FACTS UNDEROUR EYES AND BLINDLY ACCEPTTHE GENERAL OPINION.

 

 

 

 

I DEDICATE THIS BOOK TO THOSE
WHO DARE TO QUESTION.

 

 


CHAPTER I

AGONY

 

 

– Somber – I said to Richard, who was walking with Georges and me along the wide avenue of the most complex wing of the institution. Richard raised his eyebrows slightly and shrugged his shoulders, expressing with gestures what he thought of my brief observation: “Good news!” I knew the sharp mind and ironic part of him, I could understand him easily.

– Unavoidable result – Georges told us –. Life is logical. There are no double standards. Consciousness awakens and manifests in all of us, in some before, in others later; However, it always manifests itself. The greater the disconnection between our thoughts and actions and this universal source, the more we experience suffering and pain in this inevitable awakening. I believe he is handling it exceptionally well. He could have created mechanisms of escape, denial, madness, or remained trapped in the beliefs that he harbored and that resulted in the present under our observation. It can be the worst.

– Ah, Georges! Could you, for a moment, be less sensible? – I asked as a joke –. I confess that I am moved by what I saw.

– Ah, Joseph! Could you be less for a moment... how would I say... I'm at a loss for words – Georges laughed, losing himself in the attempt to imitate me and then poking me – sympathetic with famous people. 

– Popular wisdom says that the higher the height, the greater the fall. I know this truth – Richard reminded me in my defense –. Georges, you were precise in your analysis. The sight of his condition was so sorry. It is an indescribable torture that he faces.

 Serious, with a frown, Georges looked at Richard, who smiled, gave him a friendly pat on the shoulder and corrected him:

– Self– torture, I know. He was a force of expression. There he pointed out, punished himself. I hope it's not useless. But, like I said, you're right, Georges. Despite everything, his condition is good.

– And – I agreed, thoughtful, still impressed by his agony.

Unexpectedly, my gaze fell on the bunch of keys that Richard had tied to his cassock. He also utilized it within the ecclesiastical circle. They were old, worn out, large keys that looked like they were made of copper and heavy iron. In some places they shine, in others they are rusty. They were symbolic and represented his multiple errors and moral vices converted into keys to open interior cages. Experience had become a source of learning and a tool for helping others. There is hope.

– He remained silent, Joseph. Because? I've been in this wing more times than I can remember. I know that she is sometimes your inspiring muse, although her beauty is paradoxical: raw and sensitive. Some of the stories in your novels literally come from here.

– It's beautiful to have an exposed nerve – I responded, looking towards the aforementioned room –. This visit left me introspective.

Pity is a complex feeling! I still don't have it pure; I don't get close to angels, you know? This experience showed me how much I still need to purify it. I put myself in his place. These waves of vibrations emanating from the surrounding crowd are horrible. Maddening! I couldn't see the same thing as you, Georges. I will not be calm with you, Richard.

– If I understand. In one word, how would you describe what you saw? – Georges asked me.

– Pain – I said without hesitation.

Yeah! It was exactly the difference between him and the other cases that I met in that room and turned into novels. Yes. There I had faced flight, denial; the pain, the sick reactions; However, he did not fit into those situations; he consciously felt and experienced the pain. He punished himself. He believed that he needed to suffer a lot. 

– Exact definition: it is the pain of an exposed conscience – Georges summarized –. He is smart... 

– Stubborn, cunning and cold – Richard added, referring to the patient we had visited.

"That doesn't matter to me anymore," Georges said to Richard. This requires more time and wisdom than I have. The laws of life will take care of them in due time. My job is to try to rescue you from this mental state of scourge and isolate you, as much as possible, from these vibrations.

– They bother him, but they also attract him – said Richard –. He feeds them. Incredible as it may seem, he just likes her! There are moments when you enjoy listening to them and it seems that you return to the identity that you recently freed yourself from.

We arrived at the gate that divided the space between that area and the institution's gardens. Solicitous, two concierges opened the door.

No friendly words were exchanged with Georges.

We advanced to Georges' workshop at the institution. There was an extensive file on the table and I recognized Richard's signature. Without asking or waiting for approval, I approached the furniture and picked up the material. The title “Code Red” immediately caught my interest. I knew it was the new patient. It could only be.

 

 


CHAPTER II

CODE RED

 

 

– Will you read it? – I asked Georges.

– No, not now. I prefer to know him as he presents himself to me. The cultural touches of incarnated humanity are enough for me.

I can't say I don't know anything about him, but I hope to banish these remnants from my mind. He is no longer there, the person he was. I requested this job from Richard preventively. I see improvements in him; However, he still does not have the conditions to face a journey to the soul. In this moment, we see how much he suffers. Facing yourself... may still take a while.

– To dialogue with him is not easy – Richard intervened, standing in front of the large window that overlooked the garden. In a very characteristic gesture, he kept his hand on his chin and reflected. I noticed it in the lost gaze on the horizon. While we remained silent, Richard spoke again:

– But he has conscience, lucidity and intelligence. The day is not easy, but it is productive. He suffers a lot. Healing moral pain is not easy. It is not a physical pain. There is no possibility of conforming and accepting what has no other way of being. Moral pain pushes, forces change. They are intolerable.

The most unconscious of themselves deny the pain, flee to madness; however, they are aware. This pain stabs. With each blow, a part of us shows itself. I wouldn't be surprised by a sudden improvement in his mood. After this work and having accompanied his last incarnation for a few years, I would say that he is capable of unexpected reactions. The big risk for this is the possibility of a sudden favorable reaction, as I imagine might happen, is the doubtful personality.

– How did you find it, Richard? – I asked, while he leafed through the dossier and read random information.

– Well, well, Joseph Antonio, in the obvious place: in the palaces of the Holy Mother. I lived there for centuries, observing many things, both in the countryside and beyond. His last season there was a sad one. I saw him run away and come back countless times. He finds neither peace nor silence. I followed him. He has endured years of intense, relentless self– torture, compounded by the clamor of a legion of fanatical fans and followers, who don't know what they do or what they believe. They are thoughtless. The many who learn some articles of faith from others, but do not think about them and do not question the limits.

– I understand. They repeat rituals, some concepts, and superficial beliefs. A wise Chinese would say that they are confusing creatures – I commented, remembering a call from Confucius –. And our Code Red thinks and learns from others, doesn't it?

“In the recent past, he thought a lot,” Richard answered. With others he learned the art of manipulation. He was a teacher; As you know, that environment is conducive. Lambs do not reproduce among wolves. Now he suffers the consequences. While he was incarnated, he delved deeper into the experience of the ego. There was no room for anything else. Result: he was surprised by the set of his actions and thoughts, which were shared among the crowd. Now they are shouting what they were led to believe, encouraging thoughtless behavior, and it backfires.

– Automatic justice mechanism. Perfect! – I told him.

– We issue and receive returns in exact proportion. You knew the laws of life! No human court or legislation serves as a comparison with the action and understanding of divine justice.

There is no judge, no accused, no defenseless victim. There is no punishment or absolution, there are no jailers or prisoners. Only ourselves, adjusted or miss adapted to the laws of life. Movements of consciousness in search of evolution and harmony.

He is the embodiment of pain right now; However, no one judges or punishes him. It is the harvesting of self that takes place.

I shuttled up. For a few seconds, we were silent, thinking about him and everything in his recent history, and we certainly didn't cover it all. For each of us, one aspect of that drama caught the most attention and, even putting them together, we did not exhaust the content.

– When we understand that this process begins and ends within us, change is imposed as the only solution – Richard reinforced –. That's why I say I'm not surprised by a sudden improvement. He is intelligent, he can't stand the torture in which he lives anymore. I brought him because I believe that, away from the clamor and living in a time of rest, he would understand this process and embrace the need for inner change. 

Georges listened to our conversation, refraining from addressing any questions about his new patient and the exercise of what he said he would do: he would know it for himself.

But I'm too curious and my job is fun. I felt an irresistible attraction for that man who was crying and howling loudly on the floor of the lonely, dark wing room on whose walls in the long hallway Georges had painted the provocative phrase “When pain teaches.” Since I started following him, then, I haven't seen anyone ask him why those images of so much human suffering. The answer was on the wall.

– Since you won't need this material for your work, could you lend it to me, Georges?

A mischievous gleam lit up Richard's dark eyes, and his expression said, “I knew I wouldn't resist.” Georges looked and I felt the same and I felt like a little boy begging his eldest to give him a toy. I laughed to myself, hugged the Code Red file and said:

– I confess that I need to know this story. Save me the trouble of researching it again.

– I tell you that my work is objective. There is a large network of people and events that permeate its history and that I do not activate – Richard warned me –. It is incomplete. 

– Excellent! – I replied.

Georges shook his head and, smiling, said:

– Light!

I thanked him and left without saying goodbye. My will was supreme and took me directly to my workshop. Forgetful of everything and everyone, only the Code Red occupied my mind, awakening reflections in me. My new purpose was taking shape. 


CHAPTER III

NEW VISIT

 

 

I watched the time pass. I knew the days and the hours and, although I was immune to their material effects, Richard's file had fascinated me. A life full of mysteries, secrets and mental battles. The man was a soldier, an excellent strategist. He builds a hard ego and creates, perhaps, a person and a real self.

Richard's work was meticulous, precise, but there were still missing handles in that puzzle. I could see the main line that led to the facts, I could deduce reasons, objectives and feelings; However, this was insufficient. Georges had chosen the opposite path. He would prefer that people reveal without their motives, their inner feelings, goals and thoughts, as they are the cause of external events. Knowing them makes it easy to predict their actions, as they reveal their intentions and will. I had a wealth of information that, though incomplete, proved to be useful.

Now, I knew the reason for the torture and properly measured the current suffering. It was not a form of madness; It was real, clear, warm and intense like sunlight in the tropics. Witnessing his suffering had saddened me. After reading the dossier, I saw the abysmal magnitude of that suffering and the magnitude of the errors committed by that spirit. He emitted that energy, those ideas, which spread at his whim, without brakes, in growing mystical waves. The law says that everything we emit comes back to us. Well, he faced the law of return. He had created a monster and created the caretakers of it. In relation to this work, I recognize that they were and will continue to be very competent. No matter how much he was, the monster's caretakers did not think about tomorrow and life after death. Know the law of return, not what they laughed at when they were informed and threw it at the expense of the mystics and superstitious.

Oh, if they could only see! If you glimpsed the action of this law in the experiences of your friend from the past, you would surely change the course of your own existence. Daily and zealously, the monster, fed by the caretakers, grew even after the physical death of the creator and turned against him, on the other side of life, devouring his strength and will.

Breaking this cycle was essential for him and for everyone who wanted to be free: to free themselves from pain suffering and be as happy as the Earth would allow. Reinvent yourself. Change. Become aware that we are the emitting and generating focus of everything that surrounds us. Knowing this, we need to align our thoughts, feelings and actions in the direction we want and strengthen the will to break the old pattern, destroying it, rejecting it, not welcoming it, since the old waves emitted return to us at some point, oppressing us and inducing us. us the need to change. This is called inclinations, tendencies.

I got up, picked up the material and headed towards Georges' room. I have walked this path so many times that I believe there is a magnetic trail connecting our rooms.

I approached, as usual, and the door was open.

I heard Georges hum softly and entered the room.

– Hello, Georges!

– Oh! Lo and behold, you're back in the social world again!

How are you Joseph?

– Fantastic! My mind is restored.

– Ah! Excellent! Let me guess! You devoured the life of the new intern. I can see Code Red running towards your eyes, but remember, I don't want to know what you read. Facts interest me little, since they are immutable. What changes is the heart and mind of man.

– That's what I want to talk to you about, Georges. I need to continue your work with him. His experience is very rich, but, even with all the mysteries, secrets and duplicities, it will not satisfy me if I cannot reveal what intimately generated everything I read and what I see. And the bridge, you know, between the glorious past and this miserably suffering present. If I were to simply describe the current moment and justify it based on what we know of the past, many would interpret the justice of life as an act of punishment, as a divine punishment, not as a direct fruit of itself, created and harvested by this. You know that there is still a lot of difficulty in understanding this automatic mechanism of justice based on the consciousness of the being and that works independently of the will of the being. Guilt consumes many people, who do not understand the reason for it. Some don't even know why they blame themselves, but they blame themselves for everything and everyone. Others still think that whoever made a mistake really needs to fight to settle accounts with the past, and we know that we can't and this is the way. This cannot serve as an excuse to maintain ignorance or laziness.

– “Oh, oh, oh, oh” – Georges moaned, mockingly –. I understand, Joseph. You speak like this means great doses of passion for the work you want to do. I know, but I can't guarantee anything. You know that it will also depend on whether he allows your presence. I don't know when, how or even if I'll be able to respond. Unlike you, I am completely ignorant when it comes to him.

– Excess. Just by looking at someone, we obtain information about them – I responded, sitting in an armchair.

– Here, in this room, where those cared for are just work, I learned and assimilated the connection that appearance can be an illusion. I don't really believe what I see a priori, Joseph. Remember Johannes, whom you met with Antonio; Marieta, who believed herself to be Rosa Caveira; of our friend Tiago, who many still believe is a slave.1 For better or worse, the appearances give incomplete information. Everything about him could be a fantasy, a mental creation. I reaffirm my ignorance; However, you have my permission to continue caring for him. You have non– interference, which is a great virtue, my friend.

I felt satisfaction lighting me up. Georges' smile confirmed my suspicions. I had no way of denying that man's life had set my thoughts on fire and awakened my desire to know him, analyze him and write about him.

– When will we start? – I asked, eager to shoot.

I looked for the handles I was missing on that puzzle. 

unknowingly, Georges had erased one of my suspicions:

– Everything in it could be a mental creation; However, it was just suspicion. The fact is that he didn't know what the truth was in that life, and only he could tell it. We needed to give him sayings, so I asked him:

– What is your therapeutic plan with him?

Georges laughed, looked at me funny and replied:

– For him? I do not know yet. For you, we can start now.

Laughing, I raised my hands high and said:

– I confess that my anxiety is one hundred percent curiosity. I want to satisfy a desire and a childish manifestation of passion. What can I do? I still carry it with me. Is it a serious illness, my dear doctor?

– No. You expressed correctly and coherently what you feel, so there is hope for your case. You will deal alone with the frustration of waiting for the right moment.

I nodded in agreement.. That time would be rich and important for me. Complete job, without frustrations.

– I'll wait. Tell me about your new visit, please – I asked, getting up, since I had heard footsteps approaching the door.

– Thank you!

– Certainly! You will be notified.

I said goodbye with a greeting and that's it. In the hallway I met Chiara, we exchanged a few words and she politely said goodbye to me:

– I'm sorry, but I can't talk right now. I need Georges. I came to look for him. The new accommodation made it much worse.

“Let's go,” I said quickly. I am following the service.

Georges opened the door to the room where my precious case was. The sound of anguished crying and the sight of Richard standing in front of the entrance to a room hit me at the same time.

The ex– bishop of Veneto had his hands clasped in front of him and, with a patient expression, gazed intently at the room. He shakes his head towards us, opens his hands and leaves, dejected, desolate.

Georges took the lead and moved forward quickly and stopped next to Richard. Looking carefully through the square window in the middle of the door, he asked:

– Since when?

“Recent, but he has the feeling of the infinity and eternity of pain,” Richard responded. · I expected that he was winning this comeback, but I was wrong. All of this is very strong and intense. He is an unburied ego that acts in society, which is renewed and worsens. And he... he still hasn't managed to find the inner strength to resist himself.

– Are there no changes in the manifestation of the crisis? – Georges asked Richard, carefully observing the reactions of the man in trouble. His crying disturbed something deep inside me. That myth lying on the ground, shaking in a loud scream, said a lot about the values that human society still cultivates. Oh, if only you could see and hear it!

– No. Are you going in? – Richard questioned, looking at Georges –. Are you going to try to talk to him? I accomplished nothing, despite our ease in tuning in.

“I'll go in,” Georges replied decisively. Richard immediately gave access to his friend.

– Success! – He wished her in the hallway.

Georges listened and passed. The protected person was on the floor, in a fetal position, curled up in the angle formed by the junction of the back wall and the left side. The furniture was an intact bed and a chair. Georges took the chair and sat down, standing next to him.

In the midst of crying, with a muffled, hoarse voice, drowned by emotion, he repeated his request: 

– Make us stop! Make us stop! I can not take it anymore! Make us stop!

He turned his head from side to side, covered his ears, and his desperation intensified, leading him to scream:

– Make us stop! I'm not a saint! “I'm not a saint...” he repeated several times, seeming to feel relieved when he heard his own voice declaring: “I'm not a saint!” 

He spoke louder and louder until he burst out again in a convulsive, painful scream of pure agony.

Georges got up from his chair, approached him, leaned down, gently touched the man's head and said:

– There are no saints, neither you nor any human being are saints.

The crying showed signs of weakness, of fatigue. I heard sobs and his labored breathing, when Georges insisted:

– There are no saints. You are not a saint, none of us are.

As he slowly caressed him, not caring about his apparent ignorance of his care, Georges repeated from time to time: “There are no saints.”

Noticing him calmer or perhaps exhausted by the emotional crisis, he invited him:

– Would you like to talk to me?

I watched him relax, lying face down on the tea, stretching his legs and sobbing, as he tried to regain some balance. With his face hidden in his hands, he responded in a sarcastic voice:

– No, I want silence. I need silence. I can't stand it when people call me from everywhere, scream, shout my name. This drives me crazy. I can't think, rest, anything. Hell couldn't be worse. The voices of this crowd echo in my mind. I want silence.

Georges gave one last caress to the top of the tortured creature's head and was rehearsing his response when he spoke again:

– Did he find out that...? He ate again. No! No! No…

He stamped his foot and I felt his body stiff and tense. It wasn't long before he started crying again. The Scream. The sound he made was more like a howl.

“Take your mind off these vibrations,” instructed Georges, who, remembering that his patient did not understand what he had said, rephrased: 

– Listen to me... I can help you stay silent, but we need your collaboration.

– All! “I'll give you whatever you want,” he responded, moving his hands away from his face and allowing himself to look appreciably and sideways at Georges, partially revealing his face.

I saw one of the blue eyes, which was red and swollen. His fair skin was flushed. His short blonde hair was plastered to his head. He was quite materialistic. His speech made me think that he was probably not aware that he lived as a spirit freed from the body.

– What do you want? – · He insisted, concerned by the moments of silence in the conversation.

–. I want nothing. There's no need. Here I have everything I need.

The statement had the strange effect of creating doubt in the unanswered question. Clearly, it was reflected in the part of his face that he allowed us to see. In his eyes you could see the thought: “Yes and for free, it doesn't work. “You want to promote yourself using my name.”

At the same moment, he covered his ears and returned to his original position, shrinking like a fetus. I understood that the intimate torture began again. I heard him whisper and, despite his hoarse, muffled voice, the order was imperative, authoritarian, angry:

– Make them stop!

– I do not have the power to silence the world and much less control your mind, my friend, but I can help you live better. Understanding where you are and the perceptions you have now...

– Curse! – The man shouted, interrupting Georges, as he writhed between searing pain, fury and pride. Do something! Make them stop this clamor. I can't stand it! I hate that! Heavens! How I hate that! 

 “Calm down,” Georges asked. This state of mind will not help you. Do you want to stop hearing these screams? There is only one way: take your mind off them. Take your thoughts away from the world where you lived on your last visit to Earth.

– That's impossible! They don't let me forget for a second who I am and what they think I experienced.

– Well, I thought it was you who was suffering; However, I must have seen the situation very badly. When I came here, I saw you lying on the ground, screaming, asking for silence, saying that you are not a saint. I didn't see you suffer – said Georges –. I can only help you if you want. “Them” is an indefinite concept for me. I don't know who they are or what they feel. I can't talk to them. It's not with me. “Them” is something that doesn't exist, you know?

– No?! You must be another crazy person! “The world is full of them,” he grumbled angrily.

Georges did not realize it, he heard it and continued:

– And it is you and your truth that matter. It is with this set that we must work to free it from this torture in which you live. “They” are not part of the equation.

– Nonsense! Everything is done by “them” – the patient responded.

They are the cause of everything! You have to have power. Needed! Life has no meaning if it is not like that. I lived for “them.”

Georges scratched his face and I deduced that he had chosen his words so as not to spoil what little he had achieved in the conflict. Coping for which the patient did not demonstrate internal structure.

– What do you define as “living”? – Georges asked. Richard nodded positively and I saw a slight smile.

An approving laugh illuminates his masculine features. I also admired Georges’ ability to focus the problem on a simple and objective question: what is it to live?

The man moved, sat up, leaned his back against the wall, ran his hands over his face, then rubbed them against the white fabric of his clothing. He took a deep breath and, with an expression of ironic complacency, evident in his tone of voice and posture, he asked:

– Who are you? What is the name of this psychiatric hospital?

Do you know how long they have been here?

With all the pride he carried within him, he sized us up from top to bottom. I imagined it and had fun with the idea. What was going through his mind? A bishop in clerical attire; I, with my remote preferences, with costumes from the early 19th century, and Georges with his native Central American clothing, completely at odds with his Gallic features. Yes, for someone with his mentality we were inconceivable.

 


CHAPTER IV

WHAT IS THE POINT OF LIFE?

 

 

– I want to talk to the person in charge! Where is the director? – He insisted.

Georges sat calmly on the floor of the living room, crossed his legs in a lotus position, rested his arms on them, looked into his face and answered calmly and seriously:

– It's me. You can call me Georges. I am here to help you, if you want and accept. This place has no name, dear. I don't like labels.

The astonishment and irresignation in the client's eyes increased.

– How come it doesn't have a name? There is no place without a name! An identification is required and I don't think you're the director of this hospital. You don't look like a doctor.

“You don't seem like a saint to me either,” Georges replied calmly. Did your clothes make you what you theoretically represent?

– Everyone knows who I am. Identify me. Recognize my authority. And the greatest achievement of my career.

– Others say many things about you, including that you are a saint. But right now, you were shouting the opposite. And you, who do you say you are?

– You know who I am.

“No, I don't know,” Georges replied. I don't know you. I know your name and I have information about what you did while you were incarnated, but that doesn't tell me who you are. Your clothes don't tell me either. You can change it. And if they are not a mandatory type of uniform, like the one you are wearing, the most that will tell me is your personal taste and maybe they will add more. Some information about your personality; However, they still don't tell me who you are. Not even this external, crazy vibration that shouts about your holiness and worships you, all of this tells me very little or nothing about you. And you can say the same about me. You don't know anything about me. Appearance does not make me a doctor and not even Medicine and its practice define who I am, only what I like to do. Humans are much more than these things, which by the way, are quite transitory.

Our assistant observed the slightest facial movements that Georges made while he spoke and did not take his eyes off her. His blue eyes narrowed and I only saw the trio shine as he turned to Richard and held out his hand, ordering:

– Help me, Cardinal.

Richard approached him, shook his hand, but he made no effort, which led him to order:

– Lift me up!

– Stand up! – Richard responded, keeping his hand extended.

– Lift me up! – The authorized patient insisted.

– ¡Stand up! – Richard repeated, imperturbable.

– Obey me. You owe me obedience – assured the attendant, addressing Richard.

– Absolutely not. Here, in the world we live in now, none of those matters, my friend. 

His titles followed him to the grave, not beyond. Understood? And you know where he is. I was the one who brought you here, remember? If you are confused, I can help you. I perfectly remember our meeting in the eternal city.

Richard looked away from the person they were attending to and looked at Georges giving him a time to approve his intervention.

– Please continue, Richard – he authorized Georges.

The person being cared for closed his eyes in a clear attitude of tolerance, of rebellion on the part of those whom he treated as sick. 

The gesture revealed that he sought to gather inner strength to support us or free himself from us. He, standing erect, decided to get up and slowly stood up, brushing off his clothes with his hand. Then, he went to the door and struggled to open it, without success. And, before Richard said anything, he spoke with the authoritarian intonation that he was beginning to recognize as characteristic of him:

– I'm trapped, but I shouldn't be forced to put up with them!

Please go. I want to be alone.

Georges nodded, showed me the exit and invited Richard to go with us.

Triumph shone in our assistant's eyes. In his perception, we obeyed him, which gave him command. Richard identified this reaction, stopped under the door frame, looked at him and said calmly:

“I know,” and he walked in front of Georges, who smiled and shook his head in amusement, as if he were dealing with a tantrum.

I heard the door close and looked at his face through the small barred window in the center of the door.

– Emblematic – I murmured to myself.

– Yes, it closed, or rather, it is still closed. It's not about freedom, just command. They still do not have the conditions to be free. We have to wait.

– Yes. Yes. He thinks he is trapped and still needs very materialized things. He didn't realize the door was open and he could have gotten out. He ordered us to leave and locked himself in with his own hands. How revealing are human attitudes!

– Very much – Georges agreed with his gaze fixed on Richard's back, just in front –. Let's go see our friend. He changed a lot, but did you notice how he used intimidation in a quick power play with the... saint?

– Clear! He couldn't help but simply leave the room, recognizing that there was nothing to do and that it wasn't time yet. Richard made it clear to him that he did not obey him and challenged him to get out of the limbo in which he found himself. Richard is very intelligent. He used a good strategy.

“I don't know if he acted consciously,” Georges replied. Perhaps it was a clash of egos, even a reflection of the incarnations that ended for both of them. They were the Cardinal and the saint, not conscious spirits. Richard is doing very well; However, like everyone, he still has a long way to go. The saint is a little behind on this point, at least when it comes to becoming aware of life. The revolution of ignorance has not yet reached him – jokes Georges –. Let's wait for it. Without it, my friend, it is very difficult to help you. I would even say impossible! She needs to have surgery before me. I'll wait for him. 

– Revolutionaries! – I murmured, smiling and remembering – my recent exhibition of Layla.

– I am. I already ran away from the fight, you know? It is not a small price, nor is it easy to be revolutionary when it comes to human evolution.

– I was thinking, Georges... I expressed what I had in mind – I clarified –. I remembered that Layla has been talking a lot about the revolution of love, and now you said that we have to wait for the revolution of ignorance.

– These are internal and individual movements of evolving consciousness, Joseph. I like Layla's opinions and enjoyed listening to her. Furthermore, she has paid this price in the last of her stock and without suffering. I admire her. The revolution of ignorance long predates that of love. The revolution that Layla talks about is still light years away from the need we receive. In it, the wise Mother Nature still works to bring about the revolution of ignorance. She needs to admit that she does not own the truth, that she does not have all the answers, question herself and recognize as true the existence of doubt and transience as benefits. In short, the revolution of ignorance is the birth of humility in the human soul. The theme and the construction and completion process are long, very long. I could be wrong, but I didn't see a hint of it in our friend. Let's look, and in the meantime, I grow mine: I'm learning about it. At this moment I observe him and look for signs of humility, real requests for help and desire to learn.

– I understand. Otherwise, it will be another person looking for relief and not help.

– Exactly, Joseph.

– They seek to alleviate the weight of certainty, of truth, of knowing everything, and that is very heavy! It has the weight of the impossible – I lied –. I liked the expression “revolution of ignorance.” It is a very rich topic, Georges. It is a long– term revolution that will be experienced for many incarnations by our humanity, by all of us.

– That's right, and the deeper our revolution, the more we will accelerate our intellectual and, later, moral evolution. Humility predisposes us to learning. Our advisor says that we must cultivate the spirit of the students and I understand it, what it is to live the revolution of ignorance in the face of everything that is certain. Declaring “I don't know” – is liberating and, as it is a sincere and conscious statement, then the final point arrives and the mind opens to the observation and analysis of the unknown.

Study, learning, experimentation: growth.

Thoughtful, Georges remained silent and then began to laugh. He put his arm around my shoulders and said happily: 

– I also liked an expression you just used: “the weight of the impossible.” And the case of this suffering creature that we just visited. He carries the weight of the impossible in his soul. The ruin of the house was divided. He is experiencing a moment of division and perhaps was divided while in the material body. Now; However, everything is in plain sight and he has no way of hiding from himself. He is tortured by the created image, by the creature of him.

– Like the doctor and the monster, like Frankenstein – I quoted and, remembering some facts narrated in Richard's investigation, I continued: – I agree! It is a house divided. Yes, I understand what you are saying about the weight of the impossible. Holiness is a construction of Western religious culture in recent times and there is divergence. It is a matter of believing, there is no refutation.

– Tiago. If he is declared a saint, everything will be transformed for millions of people. They will believe without realizing the entire legal, political, religious and economic process that takes place right under their noses. And it starts from a mechanical way of living, depending on the actions and decisions of third parties, on distant structures, without freedom.

– Freedom! Dear friend, what a topic! Yes, this is an extension. Being free is more than coming and going or making decisions.

I looked ahead and at some distance I saw Richard surrounded by some of those he had helped and brought to the group. Georges followed the direction of my gaze, smiled and said:

– The clash with the saint bothered Richard. He looked for a job in a hurry, since he needed it to calm down.

– I understand. And the therapeutic function of work! 

Sometimes I still do that – I recognized it.

– Safe zone. Anyone who discovers the feeling of being useful tends to engage in therapy, and it is very effective. Working forces the individual to enter into a cantata with others, to act for society. That is the fight against selfish people. Inertia feeds you.

We arrived at the area that demarcated the wing where the attendant was and the sector where Georges' room was. I noticed that Chiara was waiting for him near the door. It's time to end the meeting. I left and returned to my workplace.

 

 


CHAPTER V

WAIT

 

 

A large number of events and experiences occurred at that meeting. The conversation with Georges had cooled my spirits as I investigated the history of the person treated, whom, for lack of another name, we began to call Saint.

I understood that I wanted something more than to relate facts; I wanted the feeling, the thought behind that story, but his condition did not allow me to invest in the realization of my “project.” It was his life and, above all, his interests, that deserved my respect. I waited and, among many activities, that work remained in the back of my mind and in stored information, saved among others, forgotten, until Richard mentioned it again when we rested and meditated in the garden of the material institution linked to the group.

The sun rose, the dew covered the grass, spreading a pleasant aroma and the birds sang with confidence and joy. The incarnated workers had not yet arrived.

The space was completely ours, which made it a perfect extension of the spiritual complex where we lived; The movement was small and some spirits wandered around curiously. It was clear that, having no idea where they were, the others were reflecting. Some incarnated workers, semi– freed from sleep, worked, speaking and guiding spirits grouped under a leafy tree.

Observing them, Richard commented:

– I remember how important the work you do was for me. I would never have trusted them without this approach, without this prior knowledge that comes so naturally.

– Material life is a pile of remains, fragments, that we connect with a thread, the thread of reality. Or rather, from our reading of the facts. A mediumistic meeting is another example of this, Richard. No one trusts a stranger and shares secrets with them that only God would reveal. This moment is a fragment of a larger story between those spirits, as well as the very revelation that makes a personal reading – I commented... – And even these clippings of our memories are incomplete, unfinished, imperfect, just as we are. Mine were painful. I was very afraid of facing them, I ran away, I avoided them... and I think that's why I feel so much empathy for the Saint. He may be daydreaming, but I think I can appreciate what's going on a little, Jose.

“Their stories share common experiences,” I pointed out. Although, as I remember, they are very different. Have you seen him lately? How is the Saint?

– Equal. He continues to experience a major mood swing. There are moments when he seems conscious and ready to change, but soon the courage to face himself disappears and he puts on the old mask, protecting himself from himself. I get it, what does it mean to live the duality between fragility and the strength of courage?

You have to kill the creature and that is not easy. Sometimes we don't even know when it is us and when it is the creature.

It's like wearing the cassock out of obligation for so long. Afterwards, we don't know how to wear anything else! “And almost a second skin,” Richard responded, hugging me and showing me the fabric of his own dress with a smile.

– This mental creation is so common, Richard, experiencing authenticity has a relatively high price. For everything in society, there is a prepared text, a script, a defined role, what is called “what is expected to be done.” There are many expectations in people, and they feed them, without realizing that the path to happiness is to empty them and open to knowledge and acceptance of oneself. Free yourself from that text decorated so that it is full of “it has to be”, “it has to be”, “it has always been like this” and many other expressions that carry expectations. I also fought the creature a lot.

– You?! – Richard exclaimed, and I could feel his surprise.

– If I. For several incarnations, my work has been public, my art is public. I have satisfaction in conceiving it, in materializing it, but I do it always thinking about my reader and being understood. I don't create an identity for them; However, the opposite was often true: some readers created an image of who I would be. When I incarnated, I faced many “creatures” who tried to treat me like a cassock. You understand?

– Clear. This may be more exhausting than what I experienced. I created a persona, a public reputation to hide my true self. You had to fight against
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