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	Brief Story

	 

	Friend reader: gathered in a peaceful atmosphere , love and joy, once again the Lord allowed us to return to Earth, in spirit, to bring this true story lived by us and by noble brothers, whom we will never be able to erase from our minds and hearts.

	In the force that governs the creatures on Earth, our God of goodness grants the opportunity for the renewal of each one of us, taking care that the brightness of the light is not tarnished by the gray flames of our feelings.

	Trusting in tomorrow and strengthening ourselves today, we believe in the transformation of each child of God, in front of a world enveloped in different testimonies of faith and learning.

	In the trajectories of our existences, there will always be those who will offer their lives for the elevation of humanity, of the universal family of which we are also members. 

	Many people were born before us, opening the way for us, experiencing thorns, and they never lost their strength inspired by the fraternal codes of faith and the awareness of the existence of the good, latent in every human being.

	Faced with a scenario of slavery, selfishness and struggles for absolute power, before the birth of our Lord Jesus Christ, these children of God carried the living promise of the coming of the Messiah, waiting for the dissolution of the selfishness of a hostile world.

	Heavenly mercy assisted those who returned to earth with the redemptive purpose of preparing the children of God, in order to the Spirit of Our Master may eternally lodge in our souls. Only the profound demonstration of faith and the promise of His coming would be a light of hope for the characters in these stories.

	So many years have passed since those days narrated in this story, in the heart of longing Greece. Even so, we can still hear the sea breaking on the slopes of that beautiful place, bringing the blessings of a natural color mixed with the loves and struggles of the characters who share the lines of this work in redemptive balm.

	It behooves me to clarify that, for the purposes of this memories , we will symbolically call the humble slopes of Athens, gracefully bathed by the Aegean Sea, Horizon of the Skylarks, in honor to my friend, who knew these birds very well and which had a significant representation in his past passages through the Earth.

	In order not to confuse the noble reader, the larks, referred to here, served only as inspiration for the title of this compendium and do not refer to the beautiful sea birds that, bringing back the memory of the illuminated springs and the birds that danced, like dancers, next to the fishing boats that humbly docked there, at each sunset, dividing and composing the beautiful work of God in the perfect screen of the rainbow coming from the celestial hands.

	God, in his infinite goodness, does not abandon his children in a temporary state of suffering in the school of life. He confirms that, through death, the human being returns to the experiences of the flesh and these experiences are responsible for establishing the balance in the individual paths of those who, persevering and unwavering, strive for the personal transformation of their spirit and also of all those they love.

	And no one suffers alone: always, somewhere, through the ties of the heart, someone is ready to put all his commitment and patience to lead us to God without losing us on the right and enlightened paths that lead to heaven.

	Therefore, with a true and unpretentious purpose, I pray to Jesus that the stories in these pages may be of learning, help and encouragement to the children of God, who go through life experiencing temporary valleys of agonies or trials. May they find here in these lines of love, courage and perseverance, the pure and inspiring source to never abandon the struggle to which they were called.

	Optimistic and confidents, we salute the name of our Lord Jesus Christ, recognizing his greatness and supreme light, without ever forgetting to express our gratitude for the opportunity and his fraternal support to compose, in these writings, the most faithful expression of the worthy and individual effort of all those who are at the service of the brothers on this Earth. Therefore, we do not intend to dictate rules of conduct, but to demonstrate the individual lessons absorbed throughout the history of each one of us, lessons that made us understand the divine need to turn our souls into eternal creations of love.

	Reader friend: I extend my hands to you so in order to you may participate in this temporary journey towards the charm, learning and frankness of The Larks Horizon.

	 

	FERDINANDO 

	São Paulo, October 5th, 2000. 

	 


 

	 

	The Legend of the Larks

	 

	 

	The species of birds to which the Athenian fishermen affectionately referred to when naming the place where this story took place no longer inhabit the terrestrial orb and, above all, we do not refer to them because they are not of universal knowledge, but of a humble place.

	That is why, aided by the kindness of a wise and noble friend of mine, named Pedro, we chose larks to title this compendium, in an "allegorical" way, inspired by the legendary words, pronounced by him, which we summarize:

	 

	Once, the blessed emissaries, by celestial designation, went to the forest with the task of visiting the nests of all the species of birds to distribute, to each group, their missions close to Earth.

	 

	All the birds were endowed with size and beauty, vision and precision in hunting for survival and perfection in flight.

	 

	While the Lord's workers were doing their tasks , some birds preening and celebrated by showing each other what they had received.

	The larks, however, suffered all kinds of scorn and mockery. They said that they were of no importance to God, because the best "gifts" had been attributed to the most experienced, the greatest and the best. What use then is the gift of song in the face of the great challenges of life?

	 

	After some time, the emissaries returned to the forest to verify how the "gifts" that had been deposited in those hearts were used. Some used them in a dignified and correct manner, but others deviated from their ways and gave themselves completely to vanity.

	 

	Before departing, the divine representatives found the larks resigned and huddled in their nests. As they approached, the little ones shed tears and, moved, sang bravely in perfect tune, praising the Lord and giving thanks for all the lessons learned day by day with the hardships of the world and with the challenges of facing the merciless prairie, making the pain their own become melodies, without lamentation or complaint, until the moment of their death.

	 

	Such was the strength of that song that everyone stopped to listen to it and, thus, felt their souls touched by a deep relief and joy.

	 

	Enchanted by the majestic song, the celestial workers recognized the effort of those humble creatures and, as a reward, when they being free from the misfortunes of the feathered body, they began to inhabit the celestial dwellings, as members of the orchestras of lights, with the special mission of spreading over humanity the melodious virtues: courage, hope and faith.

	 

	Ferdinando, São Paulo, 2002.

	 

	 


 

	 

	 

	FIRST PART

	Whatever the moment of our life, let us never let thoughts of abandonment settle in our heart, because, beyond the shadow of the hill, a new tomorrow will always reign.

	FERDINANDO

	 


CHAPTER I 
Love Confirmations

	 

	 

	 

	Around the year 60 before the advent of the Lord Jesus Christ, leafy Rome, in its heyday, was demonstrating the greatness of its conquests, in an offensive political scenario in which the republic had as its only rule the advancement of its frontiers. In front of the humanity , the Roman families were the strength of the prevailing social structure and in them all power was transferred, with successions occurring in military circles and in the senatorial clan. 

	Despite the time elapsed since the death of the Gracus1 brothers, their names still shone among the generations that succeeded them and inherited their prestige, maintaining a strong influence of this family in state decisions.

	The society was divided into two large groups: on the one hand, the force of armies constantly marching for world domination and, on the other, the senate defining laws so that its soldiers could execute them.

	Conquered peoples were commodities in the growing slave trade and yielded large quantities in cold and inhumane negotiations.

	Although it was the eternal cradle of civilization, Greece was under the heavy yoke of Rome, whose legions had begun to dominate almost the entire Greek lands. The Romans were fascinated by the culture of the Greek people and from them they preferentially took the slaves who would educate their children.

	In ancient Greece, the Aegean silently embraced the slopes of Athens - affectionately called by the natives the Skylarks Horizon - and the twilight brought with it the deep beauty of a rare color. The blue of the sea merged with the sky tinged by the colors that the sun, like a great artist, spread over the calm waters.

	On a nearby hill, from where the precious divine work of that sunset could be glimpsed, among the birds of the sky and the harmony of nature, a humble house, built in light stone and imprinted in the midst of so much beauty, peacefully accommodated the family of the elderly Israelite Jeremiah. After the death of Mirtes, his wife, he devoted himself entirely to his sons Cimiotis and Horatio, to his daughters-in-law Hannah and Miriam, and to his grandson, little Demetrius.

	Jeremiah's strong figure was the pillar of support and balance of that family. This man wore an expression of peace and wisdom stamped on his face and conquered in a life of humble fisherman who had left his complexion darkened by the merciless rays of the sun. The long white beard added days to his existence. Knowing the secrets of the limited medicine of that time, he was sought after his regular work to help the poor and unfortunate who suffered from deprivation of health.

	Cimiotis, the eldest son, expressed the strength of his muscles to organize the defense of the village, in addition to engaging in the family's traditional fishing activity. With his wife Hannah, a mature woman in her thirty-five , he lived in perfect harmony and brought with him the confirmation of love in Demetrius, their only son who was three years old.

	Horatio, the youngest son, had a classic face, despite the humble life he led with his father and brother by the fishing nets. His thin face and dark hair shone in the sun, accentuating a mixture of strength and reason. Devoted to the study of Greek laws, codes of justice and order the region, the wise men consulted with him, seeking balance to craft just and humane laws. Knowing the scriptures of a unique, just and sovereign God, inherited from his father's ancestors, he transmitted this knowledge to the children of God who sought Jeremiah's help.

	At the age of twenty-two, Horatio shared his days and his heart with Miriam, the devoted wife who displayed charm and grace. Her face, outlined with pure delicacy and enhanced by her long ebony hair, had the beauty of a priceless Greek sculpture chiseled by the noblest artist. In her heart she waited with hope for the day when God would send her a son to seal such an intense and happy marital union. Until that day came, she lovingly shared with her sister-in-law the care of little Demetrius, to whom she devoted a maternal love.

	These children of God lived out their days engraving on the lines of their lives the purest and truest love, confirming a glorious union presided over by peace and by a faith strengthened in the foundations of one God. Under the direct influence of Jeremiah, they rescued the understanding of the origin of Abraham and his people, becoming a family blessed by the radiant gifts of the lights of heaven.

	Miriam and her faithful friend, considered a sister, were preparing, as usual, to go to the beach to wait for their great loves. Hannah smoothed her hair sadly, letting a tear slip down her cheek. In a hoarse voice, she opened her heart:

	- My sister-in-law! I was blessed to have conceived my Demetrius one day. I spent many days of my existence praying to the Lord, begging for mercy, that I might place in the arms of my Cimiotis a fruit of our love, for I thought myself barren. And now I carry a troubled heart, fearing tomorrow. I cannot explain the feeling that seizes me for no reason, I feel that I will not see my son grow up. I will share the first smiles and the simplest acknowledgements, but I will not embrace him in his great achievements as a grown man. When I look at you, I see such a strong young woman. I wanted to possess your strength, but I feel weakened.

	Anne's heartfelt lament moved the noble Miriam, who humbly approached her, embracing her with brotherly love:

	- Whoa, my dear...! I understand your anguish. But do not mark your heart with pessimism; we would be dead if we lost hope. God, our Lord, grants everything at the right time. You are a heroine and I know that we are protected by the graces of heaven. In each one of us resides the strength of the kind heavenly heart, we only have to wait to discover, at the right time, the awakening of our soul. I have not yet been able to fulfill the dream of conceiving the fruits of my love for Horatio, but I am sure that one day we will be graced by the hands of heaven, and nothing, no one will be able to separate the hearts truly united by the bonds of love.

	An atmosphere of peace enveloped the two women. Hannah, noticing that Miriam was letting her big eyes sparkle with emotion, tried to interrupt the conversation she had started:

	- Now, I must be with my thoughts oscillating between light and shadow. Forgive me, forgive the weakness of my heart. Come, come, let us hurry. Very soon the birds of the skies will announce the approach of the ships. Let us leave this conversation for later.

	Her face filled with a vividly expressed light, Miriam continued:

	- A few days ago I dreamed of someone so sweet and docile, and surrounded by an intense light. I could hardly fix my eyes on such a noble image, its brightness dazzled my vision. Softly, this person identified herself as Mirtes, Jeremiah's wife. She embraced me fraternally. Without being able to explain it, I felt welcomed in the motherly arms of someone I loved dearly, as if I had known her for many, many years.

	A shy tear rolled down Miriam's cheek, she wiped it away and continued:

	- She spoke of her children and her love for Jeremiah. She said with certainty that we must accept the designs of heaven. She requested to speak to your mother's heart that, even if you cannot see Demetrius transform into a man, no matter what happens, you and Cimiotis must not be absent from these parts, awaiting the new stages with faith, wisdom and courage of our lives. She also told me that those who would come to our land, bringing apparent evil, separation or pain, would be but the essential reason for being alive on this earth. Therefore, we must continue to forgive and accept all those who pretend to be the temporary executioners of our sufferings. She said that Horatio and I live in one heart, but we are on mission, and who loves on mission must be prepared to live the laws of God without fear or bitterness. She went on to say that we are alive to help Jeremiah rescue the heart of a man who will soon arrive in this region and who in the past was his blood brother, but now presents himself far from God. If this continues, he will be the fear when the awaited Messiah touches the ground. Among so many other phrases, she disappeared in her light, leaving her words alive in my mind, as if I could hear her utter them.

	Taking her friend's hands, Miriam continued:

	- You tell me so strongly, but I beg your help in fulfilling God's will. After all, you cannot separate the seed from the earth, the root from the tree, the clouds from the sky, the birds from the air. If we are one family, nothing can separate us. Living without Horatio would be like living without the air I breathe. But one certainty sustains me: the love that binds our destiny. We are united by the bonds of faith and the laws of God. This will be enough for us.

	Looking worried, Hannah did not dare to contradict her:

	- Yes, I will do my best to make our family happy. We will share these moments, whether happy or sad. I will always be with you. I also bring my thoughts towards these concerns. Our tomorrow is only a hope and we must have the courage to hold on.

	I know that God will not abandon us. Listen to the request of the noble Mirtes who appeared to me in a dream. Stay here so that I may always know where to find you beyond my heart.

	- My dearest... I promise you that I will stay here, in this house, always waiting for the blessings of heaven, even if they seem temporarily distant from us.

	Having said this, they embraced each other affectionately, confirming and strengthening the bonds of love that united their hearts.

	That same spring afternoon, Miriam, Hannah and little Demetrius walked along the warm sands towards the vast sea, waiting for their great loves, who would return after the long day of fishing.

	Proud of the accomplishments of the little boy who was naively playing with the seashells, Hannah smiled happily, while Miriam walked with her white veil in her hands, not containing her euphoria and happiness at meeting her husband.

	Announced by the birds, the boats slowly docked, while the men descended from the boats to beat the waves and steady them on the sand. Miriam, frankly, looked at her husband and ran to embrace him, being warmly reciprocated. Excitedly, Horatio said:

	- God, God! I am not worthy of such grace. You granted me, with your infinite mercy, one of your greatest beauties.

	Miriam reciprocated with affection by presenting him with smiles and wild flowers.

	- Dearest, I always want to dwell in your kind heart. In my soul I also thank the Lord that I can be by your side.

	Hannah, demonstrating the joy inherent in her personality, embraced her husband, who responded affectionately.

	Jeremiah, smiling with his grandson in his arms, showed the baskets full of fish, the result of the day's effort. With tearful and shining eyes, in silence, she thanked the Lord for the beauty of being able to experience happiness among those hearts that, united, made the true composition of love in the story of her life.

	Among true expressions of love and warm greetings, the first stars appeared in the sky. Those characters, living the quiet days of their lives, went on in search of relief from the fatigue of another day.

	After dinner , in Jeremiah's humble home, all the converts to faith in the one God awaited the time for evening prayers. While the women conversed about trivial things, the men on the porch discussed the good news circulating in the small town. Cimiotis, contemplating the horizon, raised his cup to his lips and began in a sad and apprehensive voice:

	- Throughout our land we can still find traces of the passing of the ruling armies. They mercilessly invaded our Greece, enslaving, killing men and women, children and youth. Wise men became memories, and these memories bring us back to the reality that we live under the pillars of Rome. I fear for our families. I know of homes that were destroyed, children separated from their parents, and beautiful women like Miriam and Hannah turned into slaves.

	Horatius stood up, put his right hand on his brother's shoulder and said:

	- In this region, we are the small minority who believe in one God. This belief we received from our parents. The others believe in mythological beings who hallucinate their own faith. I know that the Lord does not forsake his children. Furthermore, I am not aware of any recent records of Roman soldiers passing through here. No one will be able to separate my heart from my family.

	- Don't you think we should worry about that? After all, most of the time we are away from our wives while at sea. My Hannah is the only jewel God has put in my grubby hands, besides my little Demetrius, forgive me, but I am getting old and will have no more children. I would like to live out our days in peace. Today, on the way to our house, I met a confrere, who told me about a new group of soldiers who had landed here, seeking lodging with the poor artisans of the region. They come and go every day. You know our codes and I have the strength to organize armies, together we are the perfect combination. While you refine your thoughts, I prefer to sharpen my swords. Don't you think we should fight? Organize our people to seek our safety?

	- I prefer to believe that God is not a Lord of unhealthy battles, but is a Master of peace and goodness, who organizes hearts to fight the inner darkness, which resides in our own souls. If we organize armies, we will be equal to those we consider ruthless and bloodthirsty. I believe in justice, and when I defend a law I seek a balance between the strength of men and the strength of God. If we have faith, we are safe.

	Jeremiah, in his wisdom, rose and approached Horatio, without hiding his agreement with the younger son's ideas. Kindly he explained:

	- My sons! I hear from your lips utter so many phrases, and I conclude that both are to me as a balance. On one side, Cimiotis, with his feet nailed to the ground; on the other, Horatio, supporting himself with reason from human and heavenly laws.

	Taking a deep breath, the old man continued:

	- We must not give our hearts to conversations without elevation. We do not even know the reasons that brought these men to our land. Who knows, they are on a mission of peace. If we pray, we will organize our minds to find victory. And the victory will always be in the power of our hearts, as we wait patiently for the slow moment of humanity's transformation.

	- My Father, forgive me, but I cannot understand your pure heart! How can you identify goodness in bloodthirsty soldiers, men whose destiny and upbringing has always been death?

	- I believe that no one was born for eternal evil. These men, most of the time, for some reason unknown to us, were discouraged in the face of life and fearfully surrendered to the lower shadows. We are alive to triumph in the good, fighting the evil that still resides within us. Within our hearts will always be the beauty of being children of God. Let us not judge or point fingers at the actions of others. Time sets the pace and precisely adjusts the scripts of our lives.

	Sighing deeply, he embraced her son and continued:

	- Let us have faith and courage. The Lord warned us: the time has come to seek in wise words the understanding of this fear. 

	Miriam, as usual, brought her husband the aged scrolls that recounted the deeds of the ancestors and illustrious characters such as Abraham, Jacob and Joseph and, seeking inspiration in the depths of her faith, she took a deep breath and read the text of the evening:

	“He will sneak into the most fertile parts of the province and do what neither his fathers nor his fathers' fathers had done: he will divide spoils, profits and riches among his own, hatching plans against the fortified cities, but that until a certain time.”2

	In deep silence, Jeremiah gazed at the high stars in the sky and prayed fervently to the God of Israel:

	- Lord, Lord! Great is the power that comes from your heart. Nobles are your laws. Wises are your designs. We do not ask for deliverance, but for understanding in the act of slavery. Grant us the wisdom to love our enemies, especially those who go through life fearful and blind because they do not know your love. Teach us to be peace, for we are time travelers and must adapt to any change in the codes of our life.

	Teach us to behold the new day, though the overwhelming swords of evil penetrate our hearts. Plan our destinies in your light and let not the fear of the sword break our faith. No one owns the earth, for the earth belongs to your hands. Teach us to respect the soil so that we may look at the stars without bitterness or doubt. Teach us to understand separation, even if it brings the hard taste of gall. Let not this gall silence us and leave the marks of not being your children. Pour upon us the balm of love and hope to sustain our creed, your truth. Within our humble hearts, we will always follow the strength of our ancestors, especially the strength of your great and enlightened love.

	All, moved, listened to the fervent prayer, while the humble enclosure was blessed by the tender breeze brought by the sea. As if they were all together with winged beings, a strength was felt coming from the expression of faith that blossomed in those hearts.

	The late hours of the night made Cimiotis and Hannah take their leave in search of the necessary rest for the journey that was soon to begin. Jeremiah, waving Horatio's forehead, took his leave.

	Miriam, having settled her little nephew in the simple bed, went to meet her husband. He had a worried expression, derived from the dialogue of a moment ago. Feeling his wife's fervent embrace, he said:

	- My dear! Let us be strong for tomorrow, becoming strong in faith today. That night, as we were praying, I felt the presence of someone I don't know how to define. It was as if I heard a voice deep in my heart. It demanded me to prepare your heart for the new directions of our lives. In particular, the mission that the Lord has reserved for us among the hostile people of Rome. I believe I was born with the task of tracing a path, building a bridge without knowing for sure if we will walk it together. I feel ready to know one day the light of the Messiah, the One proclaimed in the scriptures. I pray to the Lord that I may merit this gift. I pray that nothing can keep me from the heart of the Son of God, and if I ever stray from Him or from you for any reason, I hope I can return to your arms.

	Drawing his wife's head close to his heart, he continued:

	- My beloved! Whatever your task may be, know that I will always be waiting for you on the warm sands of this place, where we are happy and where we will meet beyond death, because I believe in eternity.

	- You spoke as if we were saying goodbye. In my heart, I know that the Lord has a task for me, but I confess I do not know which one. I have been praying not to be afraid or give up my longings. After all, I learned from you to never give up in life and into divine hands I have already surrendered my soul. 

	I believe that the days of peace are about to come to the end. Let's be strong, I feel happy, as someone who was born to make light appear in the paths of our relatives. We are together and your love makes me move forward without fear. Between the mysteries of birth and the grave, we are graced by various sorrows and joys, especially by the opportunity to live with those we love. However, we must not forget those who hurt us or who will hurt our souls. They too are worthy of our affection.

	I believe that if I were to die now, I would die happy, because I am in your arms.

	The couple embraced each other affectionately, while the stars toasted with a heart full of faith, hope and dreams, and announced the need to seek the indispensable rest for another day of hard work.

	 


CHAPTER II 
Of pleadings and separations

	 

	 

	 

	After a few days, that town was bustling with activity. A legion of Roman soldiers had landed.

	Led by the patrician Titus Octavius Gracus, a man known for the glorious deeds with which he contributed to Rome having the honorable titles of great patron of a world so far away. Feared by enemies, ruthless and known for a convulsive personal life, punctuated by petty love affairs, facilitated by the state of widowhood. Between festivities organized at his residence in the heart of Rome, he made the concepts of honesty and honor purely for his own benefit.

	On land, he wasted no time. He made a strategic reconnaissance of the region, calling on the people to provide what was necessary to satiate the hunger of the exhausted soldiers, and then went in search of a doctor to treat the wounded.

	Miriam and Hannah were busy with household chores when they heard a loud knock on the oak door.

	- Open in the name of General Titus Octavius Gracus.

	Startled, they tried to identify those faces. A soldier, using force, pushed open the door and the general entered the room without asking permission:

	- Where is the man who knows medicine? I have been informed that he dwells in this dwelling.

	My men have been wounded in battle and they need immediate help.

	- Sir! said Miriam, in a trembling voice. - You must be looking for Jeremiah, my father-in-law. He is at sea with our husbands, fishing. He will only return at the end of the afternoon.

	- What do you say? - Was the soldier's answer and, with irony and haughtiness, he continued: - Is the doctor a common fisherman?

	Miriam, sensing that the moment was becoming hostile, did not dare to answer him. Meanwhile, the general was resting his eyes on that house, studying it minutely. Hannah stood beside Demetrius and, in a vain attempt to get rid of Titus, said:

	- They will not be here any time soon, I think you would better go.

	Settling into a comfortable seat, the general,  whit ironic tone of voice, said:

	- I'll wait as long as it takes. After all, in front of such beautiful scenery, nothing keeps me away from here.

	Thus, the general, waiting for Jeremiah's arrival, demanded from the humble women a refined treatment to satiate the hunger of his rough and tired body.

	As evening fell, Jeremiah, Horatio and Cimiotis were returning from their arduous work day . For the first time, Miriam and Hannah were not on the beach, heralding a possible cause for concern. Apprehensive, the men wasted no time and headed for the residence. When they arrived, they were greeted by the general:

	- Well, well... Who's the doctor?

	- That's me. My name is Jeremiah, answered the elderly Israelite without hesitation.

	- I cannot waste any more time. My men need immediate treatment. I have eight soldiers with me who need help. They were badly wounded in the battle and I cannot lose one man. Even having won all the fighting, my group is discouraged with the excess of dead in this legion. So you will care for them intensely, and in this way I will prove my morale and regain the confidence of these unfortunates.

	Letting his bulging, reddened eyes be possessed by an instant and unreasonable fury, he continued:

	- I will be able to tear your heart out of your chest with my own hands if any of them die.

	Hearing this, Cimiotis set out to wage war, while his brother and father remained serene before the oath.

	Doing the will of the patrician, day and night the elder Jeremiah, aided by his sons, devoted himself to the care of the dying. Until one night he brought a cold breeze, different from the breezes that normally embraced those hearts. Jeremiah tried, with all the resources he had, to save the lives of the soldiers, but five of them could not endure the severe sufferings and died, while the other three died slowly.

	Accompanied by his sons, the old man went to inform the general of the deaths. Approaching humbly, he found Titus beside a soldier and, in a confident voice, said:

	- Sir! Unfortunately what I have was not able to save your soldiers....

	Before he finished the sentence, Titus, full of rage and unable to lose his honor before the army, clenched his fist and opened the eyebrow of Jeremiah, who was silently accepting the pain with resignation, held by Horatio's arms. Meanwhile, a soldier named Cilus approached and grabbed Cimiotis by the arms. Furious, Titus shouted:

	- How did you not save my soldiers? You miserable dog, you will feel the weight of my wrath.

	Upon receiving the news of the death of his friends, the young and inexperienced soldier close to Titus entered into a visible state of imbalance and disturbance, as consequence of his days on the battlefields. Unexpectedly, without saying a word, he rose up against Jeremiah, showing an offensive fury, as if the strength of a hundred men had landed in his heart. Without explanation, his abdomen leaked several times. The old man, unable to bear the brunt of the violence, fell to his knees. Horatio held the snowy head of his dead father. The same soldier, seeing Horatio's attitude, repeated the gesture. So father and son died before all.

	Cimiotis was trying to get rid of the soldier who held him immobile . Hannah hide Demetrius little eyes, while Miriam ran in a futile attempt to help them. Seeing Jeremiah's death, she looked for her beloved husband, who, seeing her crying, comforted her tenderly:

	- Be strong. God our Father has wise laws and we are not yet worthy to know them. Never allow hatred and rancor to settle in your heart. Death is not capable of removing love from our lives. Remember that I will wait for your time and together we will follow the paths of light that are reserved for us.

	- For God's sake! Do not leave me. I beg you.

	In her lap, Miriam held her beloved, snuggling him close to her heart. With a last gasp, the breath left Horatio. Even in the face of so much sadness, the atmosphere was magnetized by pure love and radiant light.

	Now free from his inert body and the pains of his recent martyrdom, Jeremiah was filled with illumination and light, as if he had inhabited and known that very different world for a long time. Lovingly, without showing any trace of pain or bitterness, he affectionately welcomed his son who, in his strong arms, wept like a child who finds in his loving father a safe haven for his heart.

	Meanwhile, Mirtes, accompanied by several golden friends, held with kindness those children of God:

	- My beloved husband! Son of my past that God gave me when one day I was on the ground! I greet you and honor you, I am grateful to receive you, the true loves of my life, in my arms. In God's grace, we are bound by ties of light that will never be broken. For now, let us leave the pains of the body where they are, they no longer serve. Let us go on so that we may soon return to the hearts of those we love, but more strengthened and prepared for a new horizon of battles for good.

	- God of light! - Jeremiah said, tears washing his face. - Be forever the source of my life. I thank you for your kindness that makes us live

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
