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BUT WHERE IS THEN PASS THE PARADISE ??

From Jp Bernadin



Me and in my work, in villages lost and ghostly.
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me and my incredible French adventures, on my site, 




http://jp-bernadin.simplesite.com/ 









Warning :

The translation of the French has been made by the author himself
and undoubtedly, contains many defects, the author without excuse,



but I wanted to share, the strange stories and that often happens
to me in my life.



*

The photos were made in the Montois, Île-de-France Champagne
région. 












INPUT NOTE



I give the key!

If people do not know?

or

Do not want to use it?

Tan worse for them!

Me, I continue anyway

In my little good man of path

And that is mine.

*

*

*

Warning :

This book touches on spiritual and paranormal things.

It is therefore preferable that this book be read, by people of
well-balanced and sane.

And for psychologically fragile people, it is best to seek the
advice from a doctor or psychologist and before reading this
book.

The author.



 










INTRODUCTION



Why did you write this book, would you tell me?

In truth, a bit like horse racing, (the professionals of the horse
syntheses, are not they, those who win most often?)

This book is a sort of synthesis, of everything I've known in my
life, in words, in reading, in documentaries, in experiments by
myself and in all the funny things that have happened to me
often.

But the originality of this book is that it has nothing biblical or
religious, known or unknown and still less! Of sect or occult
sciences, of magic what conch white or black and even yellow or
green?

No ! This book has none of that? This book and simply a spontaneous
writing.

It is the result and the result of a life of listening and
memorization in which I add, a good dose of dreams and dreams that
I made, all embellishing a logic of child and this, not to Not have
the mind hidden by the various learning of life, and thus keep the
mind as clear as possible.

Basically ! One could say that this book and the look of a child in
the body and mind of an adult and the result, is quite striking and
surprising!

So I want to make it clear that I am not borrowed or molded by a
religion or a religious political dome, and who would use writing
and try to take people to them? No !

None of this is of interest to me, and I am simply what I am, that
is to say, a mere adult who has the gaze of a child, or who keeps
or tries to look, A child that's all!

No conscious or unconscious back thinking! Just myself.

But if you do not mind, let's not waste too much time and let's go
right back to the heart of the matter.

But we ! We will look at things with a small soul and a brand new
look!

We will just open our heart and love with our eyes, to better see
and understand paradise.

So get ready!





Chapter 1



CHAPTER I



WHAT IS WHAT? WHAT'S THIS ? WHERE IS IT ?



But where is paradise?

It's for when, what is, where! And is there a hell?

However ! Simple question simple answer!

Let's get rid of our cultural adult clothes.

Let's get rid of our religious carapace, what does it matter?

Let's get rid of our philosophical prohibitions, our taboos and had
to say when have?

Of our fears and our fears of the after and of the afterlife.

Let us finally be ourselves and logically? The answers will come
from themselves and from common sense.

They will become, like clear and clear water, which refreshes our
spirit.

A kind of internal cascade, which washes us away from all this
darkness and which had envied us little by little, insidiously and
slyly, it had invaded us.

Suddenly! The desert becomes less arid, the sand less burning and
even, does not burn us any more!

Everything becomes more beautiful and we really appreciate life,
because we no longer fear the next day.

Now, we appreciate a simple flower or a simple cloud that
passes.

This is when one divests oneself of all the faded and putrid ideas
of the past, and which is surpassed, one immediately finds a
childlike look.

Again, the sun smiles upon us, for we have finally found the truth
of our truth, that of having found its own paradise.

So with the conscience of a wise man! We have the look of a child
again?

I'm not a scientist or anything else? And what I wrote in this
book, engages only me and nothing and nobody else! But it is the
median of all sensations, intuitions, imagination, assembled like a
giant puzzle of which one sees and understands the representation,
only after having nested most of the pieces, in order finally to
really admire and truly understand, The puzzle that we
assembled.

Can a child see the puzzle? But he can not assemble such a puzzle,
which is composed of thousands of pieces and which recover,
throughout a lifetime.

Unlike the child! An adult can assemble the giant puzzle of life,
but he can see the result of the giant puzzle with his adult
look?

That's what I quickly understood and that's why! That I had to
write is delivered with a child's soul and gaze.

In the beginning ! One is to hope, for one sees nothing at all and
one understands nothing! To pieces of puzzle scattered here and
there, on our giant cardboard.

Then all come together more and more quickly and more and more
easily, and the giant puzzle, reveals itself to our eyes marveled
by so much beauty and so much ignorance, in which we were and
because we had The bad look!

We look closely! Well too close even! And we no longer see the work
in its totality, and we no longer understand the giant puzzle,
which we have assembled ourselves, and we are no longer able to
answer the questions, however simple. When? What's this ? Where is
it ? And let sadly so! Our unanswered fellows or just some answers,
somewhat smoky and smoking!

We must then step back and have a child's eyes to see and
understand the work in its entirety.

This is how we are once the giant puzzle and finished, and we stop,
to stick our nose on it?

Of course! I am not there either to put on the ground what is in
the air! And I am not there either to put on the air what is on the
ground!

I am simply in my way, which is the sum of minutes, days and years,
which assembles and disassembles, gathers what has been
disassembled and disassembled what was gathered.

I do not wear any flag, no banner, no sign and no distinctive
emblem or fetish numbers? '' And that everyone does not care!
''

No ! I am like the wind and the clouds, I am remains elusive in my
thoughts and clearings of the mind, and this, despite my daily lot,
often attack by life, I nevertheless keep my spirit
waterproof.

Moreover, two thousand years ago! Marcus Aurelius said I quote
him,

"The spirit of man and like the clouds, it is elusive! "

And he was right in our Roman emperor, Marcus Aurelius.

But this can disturb and it can fix! What does it matter to me? If
it's the right one, to write the real say that's all!

I am the balance of the true say and I do not have to say, what I
should not say or not say, what I should say.

So I am the real say and I say things without any ulterior motives
or any thought either, not nothing! Just myself and that's
it.

If I do not like them, I am very glad! But this is their problem
and certainly not mine.

So let's go !

*
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