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The
Gospel of Aish Jadar is without a doubt the most controversial text
in the history of Pastafarianism.
We are faced with one moral and spiritual theology that exceeds the
canonical standards that have characterized the religious
philosophy of the Flying Spaghetti Monster.
It is important in our case to know how to discern from the
philosophical background to delve into the psychological dimension,
that is, knowing how to recognize the
 centrality of religious writing as a first-person experience for a
just
 comprehension of the text.
 

There are many sciences of religion that make use of
empirical methods, but it is by looking at the philosophy of
religion and theology that we can arrive at the map of the
territory of a complex phenomenology of religion.
The philosophy of religion as Dumery said in a generic way it
represents the set of reflections of the philosopher as a
philosopher on religious data.
The first reflection is twofold, and concerns the text in its frank
and dry form, a writing
 full of archetypal representations.
However unlikely this text will be accepted in future in the
Pastafarian canons, I can affirm
 that the same is indisputable in merit, that
 cannot be indicated unambiguously, from
 rational deduction or positive induction, from
 descriptive phenomenology or transcendental analysis, hermeneutics
of meaning or critical investigation etc. etc. consequently it
represents
 a document of as well as theological relevance
 in some ways an initiatory book.
The darkest and most difficult part to understand of the text
brings to mind the opponent of the
 shamanism, demonic possession in
 Christian field, or more simply it embraces that in psychology and
psychiatry
 it is commonly called mentalism, a
 sort of disorder characterized by a sequence
 of moving images, of words, of ideas and
 sounds, which is fixed in the human mind which is
 well aware of their parasitic character, the
 all aggravated by the painful sensation of not
 be the master of your own thoughts.
As a final reflection I underline contiguity of the artefact which
contains a
 natural and philosophical theology, expressed specie
 with metaphysics, understood as the doctrine of the absolute.
In conclusion we can draw from this gospel is that part of sacred
theology
 which brings us back to the science of God that is founded
 on Divine revelation, both that part and
 it is worth savoring linked to a theology
 natural oratory which rests its foundations on exclusively
rational principles.
An amalgam of concepts and images that make this writing worthy of
being read at least once a year
 life.
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In
the middle of our life's journey I found myself in a dark forest,
because the straight path was lost.
The moment the darkness was torn apart I recognized the absolute I
mentioned in vain the Flying Spaghetti Monster, and cursed his
Sacred Appendage which by touching me had pushed me to undertake
this
 crazy trip.
I've been preparing my whole life for At this moment, mistreated by
a sick and alienated society, I have erected an impenetrable armor
to protect my soul.
I studied alchemy, the sacred texts of every religion, the esoteric
ones, I studied and understood the laws of the universe.
Yes all my life I have been preparing for this.
 

I now found myself in a sterile valley, here and there as if
by magic large mounds of colorless sand contrasted with the flat
parched ground, warning of desolation and loneliness. In front of
me like a mirage in the desert, a chasm of about forty meters took
shape and consistency
meters in diameter, which apparently sinks into nothingness.

Adherent to the internal circumference of the abyss, ancient steps
carved into the stone
 they spiral down like a cloister of
 dirty teeth belonging to a demonic mouth.
At that moment I realized that not there is no legend old enough to
give a
 name this place.
From the depths rose a fetid, nauseating odor, a mixture of rot and
sulphur.
That terrible and pungent smell made me stagger, the initial sense
of triumph at having reached the desired goal melted like snow in
the sun, leaving room for a heavy sensation of numbness and
inadequacy.
Having regained the reins of my reason, once again master of my
being, I began to descend for the ancient timeless, nameless steps,
 one step after another, almost in slow motion.
The air it was unhealthy, I found no inscription and the
 I didn't like the dimensions of the entire structure.
I continued to descend for an indefinite time, my ears were
ringing. I finally think I fell asleep, I woke up in the darkness
with my body in pieces, with the humidity that it affected my poor
bones.

After numerous curses managed to recharge and turn it back on
 my oil lamp, as above, so below the staircase was lost in the
cosmic darkness.

I continued to go down.

I mechanically reached the end of that path conceived by who
knows what creatures, the last one rock step was submerged in a
liquid
 clear with an uncertain colour.
I raised the lamp, illuminating the room, and realized I was in an
immense cave surrounded by stagnant purple water.
Curiosity took over fear, I went down the last step then sink down
to your knees.
With the lantern in one hand and the knife drawn in the other I
proceeded towards the unknown.
I continued to wander indefinitely like in a nightmare, then I
finally found an opening on a rock wall, working with the ice ax I
managed to penetrate a narrow tunnel that was fortunately dry and,
after having traveled for only about ten metres, I passed out
 like my lantern devoured by tiredness.
I woke up again all in pain, with To my amazement I didn't have to
relight the lantern
because a faint light, almost lunar, passed through what I could
now clearly see to be a
corridor of about fifty meters entirely dug into the bare rock.
Only in the terrible visions of drugs and delirium does someone
anyone else can make a descent like mine.
Once through the tunnel I was faced with an opening, small and
clearly artificial cut into the solid stone.
My mind whirled with crazy thoughts, I imposed mental silence on
myself, I couldn't go crazy right now.
I ducked to get through in one piece on the other side and I found
myself back in
prey to madness.
Time now seemed to have come ceased to exist, I witnessed the
vision of an apparently primitive open place,
but in the distance, imposing, on the earth and in the air,
constructs appeared like I had never seen before, exotically alien.
Communicating an idea of those monstrosities is impossible.
I crawled like a worm trying not to reveal my presence to those col
creatures, heart gripped by fear.
Beings similar to immense whales with ribbons instead of the tail
were flying in formation a hundred meters above my head, others
similar to
big blue marlin were coming in and out of the
land like dolphins do in the ocean.
Everything was so terribly unreal and real at the same time.

The horror of finding myself so close to similar creatures
pushed me to move, and quickly.
I saw a hill in the distance, the adjacent territory it seemed
devoid of vital activity, there were no monsters nearby or alien
constructions,
I didn't think twice and started running.
Breathing heavily I reached the base of the hill which revealed
itself now that I was in front of it for what it really was, a
large mound whose entrance was protected by a thick slab of
granite.
As much as I abhor the desecration of something inside me made me
try to sneak into the tomb.
In front of me I had

a riddle, a sort of rebus.
I don't hide my amazement, I immediately understood the meaning,
reasoning after reasoning I successfully completed it.
In truth it was how to resolve an issue that has already been
resolved in the past.
The large granite slab rotated on itself, swallowing me inside the
mound.
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