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Just a rehearsal and of the possibilities if in the dissolution of an illusion by the extraordinary we realize the amazing of not being alone in the universe. And that it would be totally different and extremely good of what we had never imagined.

From a modest and humble reflection, I consider it useful for each one of us to find out about ourselves and what is inside. Maybe the answer and all the others are not out there, but inside us, and that has always been so, since we are divine sparks. We just forget and find it hard to realize. Through discovery we will be exponentially better and so much so that it is difficult to comprehend in this limited existence of ours what can be afterwards. 

The Author.

The dead are alive, but nothing is as we imagine. The experience stars here...
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Chapter I 
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Eighties of the 20th century on a television show...

...

– What is the explanation then for our never having an appearance of a clear and direct contact from extraterrestrials on our planet and civilization?

Levi F. was distracted for seconds and looked at the bright light in the recording studio. He turned his attention back to his interviewer and answered the question by focusing on camera five:

– Summary! When the disciple is ready the master appears. This is also true for the collective.  

– Interesting answer. So to what you are saying is that we are not ready?

– That's a sensible conclusion from one perspective.

– But what exactly are we not ready for?

– To the challenges of the vast and infinite cosmic universe. It would be just like for a didactic example similar to pre–school children, who must first qualify year after year for the school of learning consequently and in fact for a long trajectory in the academic world. Nobody enters and attends a university without first being qualified.  

– Interesting answer. So to what you are saying is that we are not ready?

– That's a sensible conclusion from one perspective.

– But what exactly are we not ready for?

– To the challenges of the vast and infinite cosmic universe. It would be just like for a didactic example similar to pre–school children, who must first qualify year after year for the school of learning consequently and in fact for a long trajectory in the academic world. Nobody enters and attends a university without first being qualified.  

– Yes, that is a sensible perspective.

Levi was distracted again and more slowly. The interviewer understood:

– Is there a problem?

– No. I am just receiving instructions.

– Here?

– That's right.

– From whom?

– From the one who accompanies me and has become a kind of mentor.­­

– Really? I don't see anyone. 

– I know, but he is present.

– Exactly where? 

– Right there next to the spotlight.

– Oh, my gosh! You're scaring me. 

The audience reacted by a burst of forced laughter.

– I assume he can't reveal himself.

– Correct. It's a fact. It would not be understood. 

– Would that be so bad?

– There is a premise, that truth must be constituted from the inside out and not imposed. If this friend of mine appeared it would break the rule of non–interference and would have nothing of value to what we need to conceive by ourselves and through our own efforts.  

– Would it be perhaps by faith?

– It is one of the premises.

– It is necessary to believe in the saint before the saint appears.

– More or less, but not only that. The universe is infinite and knowledge more than that. And mankind has not even reached the understanding of this simple concept by a minimum of one. 

– So we are pretty weak?

Levi let out the brief smile and rambled on:

– The being's journey to breadth of consciousness can be long and wandering and so are the grege obstacles to which it is inserted. The being, the soul, is born with a mission and for the return to the Creator. There is a whole sense to it. The painting of the Sistine Chapel by the accomplished work of the splendid Michelangelo seems to sum up a portrait of this journey. Man does not touch the Divine, God, but seeks this touch, and even I don't understand the meaning. 

– Undoubtedly, these are lofty considerations that require us to think about them. Pure philosophy, but coming back to your "invisible companion" here present... Many are curious and are asking questions. We have to go back in it. Could you describe him?

– Of course. He is a humanoid being different from us coming from another world. He is short and thin, with big eyes and has icy smooth skin. His name is "Ran–S... K." or at least by an understandable translation for our understanding is as close as possible.

...

––––––––
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Arrived abruptly early in the morning at his brother's house. His sister–in–law Cinthia answered him:

– Wow Levi! You are agitated. Has something happened?

– I'm sorry Cinthia, but actually yes. Is Nélio here?

– Yes. But what happened?

– I need my brother's help with a friend. A doctor would be providential.

– You could have called.

– I thought it was better to come in person. 

– I don't understand.

– I'll explain. May I come in?

– Of course, of course. Just calm down a bit, because the children are still sleeping.

– Of course.  

After the reasonable clarification, Nélio agreed to help Levi. 

– I still think that we could solve it over the phone. 

– I understand, but it's a repeat offense. The release will only be given by a doctor. They're not so helpful anymore. I tried, but it didn't work, and doctor for doctor, I know you are family.

– How unlucky for me.

– Don't consider it that way.

– It's a joke. That's fine, but maybe with me of just one call it might work out.

– Today is Sunday and there is already a lot of trouble for them to answer the phone and it is even harder to have someone responsible. If it were easy, I wouldn't even bother you, but I'm afraid that just me going there won't do any good. 

– Okay, I understand. But was this relative of his so emphatic? You have to know who is legally responsible for your friend and how much power he has.

– Precisely! I suspect none. It's his cousin and he must have given money for the attempt. In short, he took advantage of the situation and then labeled him as mentally incapable and took possession of the inheritance money.

– How sad.

They paused their conversation for seconds. 

– Brother! Sorry to be requiring you so abruptly and on the weekend. I only have you to settle the matter and without much fuss. We'll be back as soon as possible. I hope that Cinthia won't be angry with me. 

– Don't worry, because our Sunday would be homemade. But do you think it's that urgent? Tomorrow is Monday and for some contacts it would be easy for me to get him released. 

– I'm afraid that they will dope him and then he will become groggy and lose his lucidity.

– It's doubtful to believe that they could be too irresponsible.

– If you saw the place and how you will see it you will change your mind. I've been there the other time. But Nélio, if you really find it so difficult, let's leave it.

– Stop it. I've already said I'll go.

– I owe you one.

– Yes! And all the others.

– Are you going to charge me now?

– Don't take what I say seriously. I'm teasing you. But how did you allow his admission?

– That's what I'm telling you. This relative is capable of doing anything to hurt Joseph. 

– And you are such close friends?

– I've known him for a few years. He became interested in me during one of my first lectures. From there, we ended up getting close. Although Joseph has a peculiar way of being, he is a good guy. Maybe a little eccentric. Honestly, I owe him a few favors for his almost always timely and nonchalant help. He has never asked me for anything in return and I don't even see the point, but still he does things that no one has ever done for me.

– Ah! So that's it? An accounting friendship. You think you owe him.  

– Don't label and less than that, don't exaggerate. Joseph is a well-known ufologist who opened doors in the media for me to present my work. This is almost nothing for what he does.

– A schizophrenic? Maybe I should check his medical records. 

– Don't talk like that. I know he has some difficulties, but they are not severe. He takes medication. The problem is when he freaks out because of alleged contacts with flying saucers.

– Flying saucers?

– As I said, he is a ufologist.

– Yikes! We are dealing with a madman...

– Hm. Honestly brother, do you think that about me too?

Nélio was silent. They got into the car and drove to the adjacent town next to the capital, where a psychiatric institution, or properly conceived as a madhouse, had admitted Joseph on a Saturday night after an alleged psychotic break.  

– That won't be a problem. I am a doctor and I take full responsibility for the patient.

– I don't know.

Levi spoke energetically:

– What's that boy? Go and bring him to us. We'll sign whatever you need. Otherwise I demand to see the medical records and who was responsible for admitting him. 

The employee hesitated. 

– He's fine. Wait here. I need to make a call to my superiors. 

They waited more than half an hour when the supposed professional returned.

– And then?

– You are the doctor, correct?

– Yes, you have seen my documents.

– You have to fill out this form and this authorization. You will be responsible for the intern, and you may take him. I will give the order to get him ready and come.

Levi also made the warning:

– I hope the patient is okay.

The employee took no notice. Soon they saw Joseph walking at short, slow steps in crumpled and slightly worn and even dirty clothes. The professional from the clinic noticed a certain discontent and justified: 

– Don't look at me. It was the clothes he arrived in. It was the only one and the right one to put back on and go with you.

They didn't give any more credit to anything there. Joseph then noticed Levi's presence.

– Oh, I don't believe it. My savior! You really came.

He hugged him tightly.

– No exaggeration. That we get out of here soon. 

– Who is this?

– My brother Nelinho. He is a doctor and owes his release to him. I told you about him, remember? 

– So, thank you my new friend.  

He hugged him equally or as intensely as Levi.  

– Hey, that's enough. He understood her gratitude. 

– Oh yeah. 

– Don't you have a backpack or any luggage?

– Not a thing.

– Nothing?

– Not a thing.

– Holy crap! What happened anyway?

– I'll tell you everything. They came back to look for me, but I don't remember anything after I saw the light of the last of them passing by me super fast. There were several of them... 

Nélio interrupted:

– Several to what? What are you talking about anyway?

– Flying saucers. They knew about me. They seemed to want contact. Do you understand Levi? I was followed.

Levi was amazed and continued the questions for a short understanding: 

– And where were you?

– At my cousin Jesse's farm, visiting Aunt Lucia. 

– But what were you doing there?

– Well, I needed to visit Aunt Lucia, who is not in good health. 

– But I thought you didn't get along with your cousin Jesse.

– Yes, but not with Aunt Lucia. She had called me. I had no intention of staying late, but when I saw it was already dark. I would have to stay overnight. That was when I went for a walk alone. It was a feeling, a calling. Suddenly they came in piles. There had never been so many. I was stunned. I think I blacked out and when I came to, I was ecstatic. I must have overreacted when cousin Jesse found me by the plantation and all to the tatters of my clothes, but I couldn't help it. How could I? I had never been so close and direct. Incredible! Two abductions in a single year. I told him they were around. 

– I assume no one else saw any saucers or UFOs.

– Possibly. Jesse said I was crazy. That's when all this hell started. I'm glad I was able to call you, because what would it be if you guys didn't come?

Nélio noticed the startled looks on the spot from the receptionist and the two clinic employees at Joseph' enthusiastic narrative and intervened:

– Brother, I think we'd better in fact go.

Levi noticed the prudence of the alert.

– Of course. Let's all go.  

In the car and along the way back Joseph talked without stopping or giving pause or opportunity to either of the other two. Nélio, therefore, naturally felt relieved upon his return home. He hurried to say goodbye, but still for the possibility of exchanging in private a few words with his brother.

– My goodness Levi! No labeling as you say, but what a crazy guy. He doesn't say things with things. And after all these stories about abductions and disks...

– Don't be so judgmental. If you haven't noticed, he must be under the effects of the medicine. That's why he's so frantic and accelerated. It should pass soon.

– That may be, but I have my doubts as to whether his normal life will be different from now. But I believe you. Good! I think we are done. Good luck and have a good Sunday.

– Nélio! Thank you for your help. I couldn't have done it without you. 

– You're welcome. I just did what I had to do.

– Ease up on the pestering with Cinthia, please.

– She's not like that. I'm back, right?

In the waiting car Joseph waved to both of them. 

– Your friend is waiting for you.

– Sure. See you later!

– See you soon.

Levi returned to the car still having a talking Joseph.

– How about a snack? I bet you must be very hungry. 

– It would come in handy. 

– Yes, but please put on that blouse lying on the seat. Don't worry, it's mine. It should improve or at least disguise your shabby state a little. 

– Of course. I must tell you in detail what happened.

– You already have, Joseph. Let's just eat something. I have an idea of a place I think you will like.  

– My friend, thank you for everything, but first I need to go to the emergency room and take my medicine. I am in abstinence from them and this is not a good thing. I always carry at least one box in my pocket, but in all this confusion I lost them. I am deprived.

– Of course. No problem. Just tell me, please, what should I do? 

They solved the issue and soon they were in a more pleasant street and gastronomic environment, since the boulevard has several restaurant options.

– This one in front seems to be a good option.

– Of course it is Joseph.

– They chose a table and sat down. Levi dissuaded any attempt at a more serious conversation and kept to pleasantries, but not for long.  

– So, how was it?

– What?

– I mean about the interview. I didn't see it and haven't heard back. You could bring me up to date.

– I don't want to talk about it.

– What is it?

Levi F. looked hopelessly at his friend Joseph.

– Okay, I'll tell you. I'll tell you.

I'm looking forward to it.

– That's right. You shouldn't be. It's all the same and just like the other times. They're all skeptics. They scoff at what I say. I can tell in their manner and gestures that they are laughing and looking at me as if I were a lunatic. Including the interviewer, who was mocking me the whole time. Ran–S... K. had already warned me not to talk beyond this and to concentrate on the main thing. I know I made a mistake and once again disregarded his advice, but I couldn't help it. Maybe they really should, and at their best, reveal themselves. Only then will they believe and see the truth. 

– And why don't they?

– We have already talked about this.

– Explain it again.

– Come on, Joseph... I'm tired. 

– You see? You have no argument.

– Bah! You know it's not like that.

They were paused by the waiter who was serving them.

– Go on... Then say what it is.

– Change must come from the inside out, not be imposed. Is this all right with you? That's what I keep justifying and endlessly repeating.

– A little vague.

– You see? Even though you are who you are, and because of the experience you have had just now, you still wonder about the basic questions. Imagine how it must be for the others.

– Maybe I should accompany you to your next interview.

– And for what? Then it will get crazy. 

– I will tell you about my experience and what I saw.

– And what exactly did you see?

– Flying saucers. 

– Bah! They already think I am a stranger. Imagine you telling about an abduction and lights crossing the sky on a farm at night? They will call us a couple of crazy people and lock us up.

– two in that insane asylum from hell and from there with no one else to rescue us.  

– That may be, but there is still your doctor brother to come and rescue us.

– Ká, ká... Very funny. 

– Now you could help me a little.

– With what?

– Well, ask your friend ET Ran–S, or whatever his name is, about what they want with me. I wonder if you are their friends or if you are someone else. You must know that there are evil ET's, but that's beside the point. I can't understand things without clarification. Why don't they appear to me as directly as they do to you? Or is it that it's not even that much with you and there is a little increase in what you say? 

– You are offending me.

– Oops! I didn't mean to, but I just wanted some explanation.

– I already told you that this subject is vetoed. Ran–S... K. disagreed with me one last time and rebuked me the next time. I won't bring it up again. Before I even ask him anything, he already knows what I'm going to say and he does that disappointed look. He has become close, but it is not as if I am talking to some "Mané" on the corner. There are limits and I can't cross them on an individual or private whim. You have your story and I have mine. You came to me with great curiosity, and I welcomed you and accepted you with me and opened up to you, telling you about things and how they are. However, you still don't believe much and remain skeptical of the concepts from before and from when you were just a ufologist. Joseph, wake up! To what you know and what you think of your flawed concepts, nothing is as you conceive it. Everything is very different. I have told you a thousand times and you still doubt. You have seen "them" themselves in their ships and you still want to create limited and easy provincial theories. Expand your mind of material world, fluidic world, and life beyond in the universe.

Nobody visits our planet in absentia with flying saucers for tourism and only out of curiosity. Precisely my dear! All "them" are millions of light–years ahead of us and not necessarily constituted by the same laws and by our primitive paradigms. To understand all this, first of all, think about your assumptions. They are probably not so consistent.  

– Levi! Don't underestimate me. I was abducted long ago and before I met you in the south of state Minas Gerais. It is a certainty and not a mirage to what happened and how it was not what I witnessed those nights. I am only asking for a kindness and a favor and if I can do it, to clarify this with your friend ET Ran's, being imaginary or not, about my case. Is that too much to ask?  

– For heaven's sake, Joseph, you don't understand a word I say, and yet you insist.

Levi raised his voice and drew the attention of some of the other diners. They noticed and quieted down, but Joseph insisted on the subject:

– My friend, you attracted me by what you were presenting again and in one of your memorable lectures. You honestly impressed me, but maybe I was wrong. You mix things up and of other things and conceptions, which without proof is hard to believe. You talk about an imaginary alien mentor that only you see. This is too much! This story of an invisible friend has gone on and on with everyone. 

– It could be, but it could also be the same with you telling about seeing flying saucers or being abducted. How many times have you repeated this same litany? No one believes it, yet you live in the sameness. 

– This is different.

– Why is that?

– Well, I know what I saw.

– Yeah, me too and from the places I've visited and what I've been taught.

– It leaves me with no option.

– To what?

– I am being criticized for bankrolling you.

– Oh, you are bankrolling me?

– You couldn't get access to the media, magazines and television if I didn't introduce you. The thing is, I am being charged and I have a reputation. In the magazine the guys keep saying that I am burning myself out. The guys are looking for intelligent life outside the Earth and for records of worlds that come to visit us, not the supernatural and things imagined by hallucinogens or religions such as spiritism. Wake up and live the real!
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