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The other God

or if the King of Kings ...

Claudio CALZONI

Preface

I have known Claudio Calzoni for years and I can safely say that he is as blasphemous as a ladybug can be. 

When he asked me to re-edit his masterpiece, I remembered how it was treated in its first edition, not even an ordinary Necronomicon and not a visionary novel and an indication of the capacity for tolerance that a true Christian has in his heart. Which, however, is in reality.

Back then, it was a beautiful wasted opportunity, in short.

I clarify this concept better: the book, whose pages you are leafing through at this moment, is not the Christian version of that The Satanic Verses that earned Salman Rushdie (Indian writer, essayist and actor, naturalized British, author of works of fiction in most of fanti-scientific) a fatwã by Ayatollah Khomeyni, who sanctioned his death sentence for blasphemy. Nevertheless, it is also true that it has something in common with this work which contains a fictionalized reinterpretation in a dreamlike key of the episode of Mohammed's diabolical inspiration: the reaction of the most fundamentalist and moralizing intelligentsia of believers, for example.

From an early age we are taught that you can joke about almost everything, even “with the infantry”, but that we must “leave the saints alone”. Fortunately for me, I have a secular culture even before being atheist and this allows me to be able to objectively distinguish the subtle but substantial difference that exists between reality and the metaphor of reality, between fantasy and allegory, immanence and transcendence. A novel, which professes itself as such, cannot and must not be mistaken for a historical text in the same way that a parable must not be assimilated literally without concluding by neglecting and misrepresenting its exact meaning.

Claudio Calzoni, in his naive and visionary creative summa, gave birth to a beautiful novel that MUST be interpreted as a sliding door, a possible future or, as they like to write in Anglo-Saxon lands, a "what if" (which would sound like "What would have happened if ").

That's all.

Nothing more.

Nothing less.

A fictional novel inspired by the life of Christ but which does not want to affirm an incontrovertible historical fact, different from the one we know. 

Rather, this work is an act of love.

Among the many heroes for whom it was worth being inspired and imagining an alternative future, the good Claudio has chosen that of the creature he loves and respects most intimately (even before himself).

Is it a fault?

I believe not and the fact that you are reading these words means that mine is a deeply rooted belief. "The other God" is not a blasphemy. Hypocrisy is. The idiocy, the hatred, the violence, they are. Today we allow almost everything with an indifferent and cynical spirit in the name of Society, Progress and the Economy. Except then play around in sterile, imaginative and inconclusive battles on formal or trivial matters. We tell ourselves and others to believe in God but we never ask ourselves if we live up to his expectations sufficiently to provide him with a valid reason to trust us.

However, to write these words is an atheist who would never dream of teaching the rudiments of the Faith to anyone and even less to himself. 

For this reason, when Claudio Calzoni made me his “indecent proposal” I saw the beauty of a prose text and the joy contained in its metaphor. 

I have completely missed the connection with the banner of religiosity that someone, different from me, will want to hoist himself on a stick proclaiming himself (with the sword) of a concept, of an idea that perhaps, if he pauses for a moment to think about it, has such an inner strength that it does not need help, much less an army of soldiers "guarding the fort".

As for me, I refer to what Sigmund Freud wrote in his “The future of an illusion”: “The voice of the intellect is mild but is not silent until a listener has been won over. On this one can be optimistic as regards the future of Humanity”.

And there is nothing else to add.

Pier Giorgio Tomatis

Author's Notes

––––––––
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At the beginning of the story, the author wants to give the reader some recommendations and some simple advice to face the reading of the text with pleasure and knowledge. The novel, because this is undoubtedly a question, was inspired by a presumably very old manuscript in Latin found by the author in a nineteenth-century book in the library of the living room of one of his godfathers, fond of antique objects and prints. On the death of the godfather, a large part of his vast collection of more or less valuable books was inherited by the author's family.

Naturally, the passion for books, probably a hereditary factor, led the author to spend hours and hours discovering, observing and carefully leafing through the enormous repertoire of publications contained in various libraries scattered throughout the apartment, in the attic and in cellar. The author scanned and leafed through a publication dated 1899, among the books that seemed most interesting, right in the library of the living room. It contained some articles on late twentieth century art, specifically on some Turin painters of the time. A bundle of manuscripts stood out among those pages, many of which now illegible and deteriorated with age, seemed even older than the printed sheets of the book.

They were worn and yellowed and contained a dense series of lines of letters written with amanuensis handwriting in an incomprehensible Latin at first reading. Naturally, with the utmost care the sheets were collected and immediately photographed. They were then returned to their place in the book which returned to display in the living room library. The photographs were developed and the author, seeking the help of trusted friends, began the difficult work of translating the text. Of course, the author has no idea how the packet of papers came into the hands of the godfather, or any of his ancestors.
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The manuscript did not bear any date or signature that could make known, or guess, its provenance. For the author, however, given the great passion for religious, historical, esoteric and legendary studies, the emotion was such that, from the first uncertain results of the translations, he did nothing but carry on that work. When, after months of labor, the manuscript was finally translated, the author only had to understand the meaning and value of what he had found. Thus he deepened his knowledge of the historical period, of the characters and their characteristics. He studied the canonical texts, the apocrypha, the ancient scriptures. He traveled a lot, following the story. He visited the places, the cities, the ports, the sandy expanses of the desert and the ancient Breton vestiges.
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He sought, as far as possible, still palpable references, approaching the monuments and the remaining traces, listening to the sounds of nature and savoring the light of the sun, the darkness of the nights, the cold glow of the fog. Not without some fear he rewrote history to make it public. It so happened that, a few years after the manuscript was found, due to a mistake, an excess of zeal by a mover, the living room library was emptied carelessly. All the books contained, deemed worthless by some ignorant relative, were sold to a second-hand dealer for very little money. Of course they are now missing, as the junk dealer claims to have thrown virtually all of them in the garbage bins.

The photos used for the translation, as if by magic, were lost during the last move of the author. Probably fate wanted all the material of this incredible story to vanish into thin air.

[image: image]



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Note to reader
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––––––––
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Of course, many of the events described in the story are part of ancient scriptures, canonical works, not accepted apocryphals. Many others are derived from traditions of some and different religions and from more or less ancient legends. You will find hints to some ancient theories and others to new elaborations and modern interpretations of the facts described. There will be passages that openly clash with religious conventions and convictions and others that confirm them. It is up to you to look for them, nothing written here can be considered absolute truth or total fantasy.

Probably the manuscript of the Ammanuense, certainly medieval, had been copied from other texts, perhaps thought and written for pleasure, for fun or for love. 

It had a title: "Acts of Rabbi Yeshua ben Youssef on both sides of the sea" which the author has hid, until now, from his publisher.

P.S. The story unfolds in two stages, expressed in the typeface used but this will be immediately clear to you, my dearest and attentive reader.

Enjoy the reading

ONE

––––––––
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I woke up with a start.

I was lying in the hold of a ship on jute sacks full of grain.

The acrid smell of rotten wood mingled with the stench of wine leaking from some amphorae split by the violent jolts of the boat.

I was bad, very bad.

A mouse looked me in the eye, certainly frightened by my presence, but it didn't move, and kept trying to break through the sack in front of it to get to the food it so craved.

A lit torch gave me a shred of light, the ship seemed to be struggling in the violent waves of a storm, one of the many I had endured since my departure. I tried to get up but a jolt stronger than the others threw me back to the ground, I felt weak, I had a great desire to throw up.

The mouse had disappeared among the household goods. From the walls of the hold came, in sprays, brackish and bitter water. My little supply of water had spilled between the boards of the bottom and lost in the void, my life was coming to the same end. I felt tired, drained, annihilated.

Coughing, I tried hard to push myself on the sacks that had long been my bed, therefore, having conquered a less uncomfortable position, overcome by exhaustion, I went back to sleep. And I dreamed, I dreamed as always, like every night since I had left for this trip, for this escape. In dreams I returned to live all the memories, thoughts, images that my soul, disappointed and depressed, over time, tried to darken. In my sleep, always agitated, my past became reality. My only, bitter reality that kept appearing, as in a story told, once again, to my heart.

*
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The desert wind carried sand to cover the ancient stones of the temple. In a large courtyard, among imposing statues of ancient Pharaohs, in the shade of a large palm tree, my mother, in tears, was caressing me: «Don't worry, my child, we won't leave you alone. You will see that your teachers will be good and kind and you, by staying in this temple, will be able to learn things that will be of great use to you, you will be able to read and write and do arithmetic. These sacrifices will be rewarded to you if you are good ».

I had no desire to stay in that strange temple, it seemed made for the dead, with all those strange images painted on the walls. All the children, my unknown new companions, spoke a language unknown to me, and too many did not have the skin of my color, they were not of my people. An old man shouted something and my mother, weeping, motioned me to go towards him.

«Mom, don't abandon me! Daddy come to take me, take me away from here! ». I still saw them come out of the courtyard. My father supported my mother, and I was left alone to face fate.

* 
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I woke up in a lake of sweat, the fever came back to assail and torment me. How many times had he accompanied me during this very long journey. The delirium that clouds and enhances the memory, which fits and merges with reality, and becomes a dream, raving, nightmare.

The ship was still fighting in the waves but the deafening noise of the storm had passed. In the dim light of the flashlight I tried to get up.

I needed clean air, the need to get out of that putrid and rotten hold that had become my quarters for too long. A miserable refuge as a fugitive, as an illegal immigrant, shared with too many crew members. Fortunately, I lived with a sincere friend who, in addition to being an ancient and respected teacher of mine, had become, in spite of himself, a guide and traveling companion. That man, Joseph of Arimathea, who had taught and helped me so much in Jerusalem and done for me and my disciples, was now there, with me, among the waves of the ocean.

*
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"”Why, Mariam, did you want to bring him here, to this city in the desert and entrust him to those old and crazy exalted priests?"We know well that in Galilee everyone was hunting us but why did you want to come as far as Egypt and, above all, here, to the city of the Sun?”.

I had heard them talking to each other before they left me. My father, the wrinkles of his face marked with tears, tried to dissuade the iron will of the young woman. She, pretty and fair as a princess, had been adamant.

«This is a city now dead, my good Joseph, but the sons of the Egyptian nobles continue to come to study here. Our friends told us to come and bring the baby. Do not forget that they helped us escape by giving us the necessary for the trip and the possibility of introducing our son to this ancient school. Moreover, surely, in the midst of so many children, those who chase him will not recognize him. You will see, in the meantime he will learn something, since after all he is only the son of a carpenter ... ». They were gone, though. For a long time I would never see them again. I went back inside, in the shadow of the enormous walls of the school, lovingly welcomed by a young priest. The children looked at me. They laughed at my tears and my fair skin. I cried until the wind dried my eyes.

*
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The air smelled of wet wood as I stepped onto the deck. The last clouds of the storm just passed could be seen on the horizon, illuminated by the moon, and by the sparkling chorus of thousands of stars. The night became so clear that I could glimpse the shores of a distant land on the horizon.

My health had improved outside, and not just from the wind that shook my clothes and dried the sweat and tears.

"How are you, my friend, have you finished throwing up?"

The voice came from behind me, amid the nocturnal screams of the albatross announcing the approach of some welcoming port.

“I am better, Joseph, my friend, I am better, even if the memories in the dreams are crowded in these stormy nights. They are not good memories at all”. I replied, leaning on the parapet.

Below me the black waves found their calm.

The drum resumed playing. The rowers began to row hard to the rhythm of the helmsman, while the first light of dawn, in the bow, indicated the course to our captain. The night was now over.

I saw the red disc of the sun peeking through the clouds of the distant storm.

The beautiful sails of the Roman schooner were swollen with libeccio, the ship was flying west and I with it.

TWO

The young priest spoke to the children seated around him. Greek had now replaced the dead language of ancient Egypt. “This which I will tell you, children, is the history of the world, ours. The sun God, in the mists of time, wanted his disciples to come down to earth. They were the Sons of the Stars, they came from a very distant constellation, they could live a long time on earth for their strength and powerful weapons. They sought gold and made Adam in their image and likeness. The sons of God soon joined with the daughters of the Earthly Nature creating the Heroes. Everyone, Gods, men and heroes had to fight against the Giants. The battles were great and the weapons that were used were terrible. The giants and monsters of land and sea, united with dragons and infernal knights, fought wars tremendous that dragged the world into chaos. Our ancient ancestors, with the help of magic and the most terrifying machines, managed, despite the destruction, to prevail. Some giants, the most powerful, returned to the bowels of the world, turning into rock, others are still among us, hidden in deep caves and ready to continue the battles.

Thus it was that the Men, having won the conflict, and with the protection of Heroes and Gods, returned to build cities, even if, unfortunately, the war had killed the great wizards and the wisest among them. They remembered little of their past, and many returned to live in the trees with the daughters of nature, forgetting the use of words and the decency of clothes. Centuries of oblivion and destruction passed but man's path was guided by the few remaining Ancient Gods, who watched over the world. Civilization was reborn and developed, people found reasons to live and invented trades and occupations, discovering how much beauty nature could offer them. But everything changes and not always for the better. Cities became places of great perdition, corruption reigned among the powerful and the name of the gods was blasphemed every moment. They, thus, were angry.

They threw a large piece of the moon on the earth and the whole world, or almost, was destroyed.

The land of the Children of the Sun, that Atlantis mentioned by Plato, sank into the sea, generating an enormous wave that submerged the whole world. The great lands beyond the sea rose, and where there were ports mountains rose. Those few who survived came by ships to this land, which had been a grassy plateau.

Here they built their last great buildings, they taught themselves writing and the magical cult of life after death. Then the fertile land became desert, and only the river, the great river, still brought life to the great Kingdom.

The passing of generations, however, leads to ignorance, and slow or aggressive invasions, such as that of the Hyksos, reduced Egypt to ruin.

It was a young and erudite Pharaoh, by chance, who found a granite stele, as old as the Sphinx, on which ancient symbols and magical words were engraved.

None of the great priests of Isis managed to make sense of the words on the stele. Only a shepherd from Palestine, bought as a slave by one of his ministers, was able to translate them, explaining their meaning to the Pharaoh. The latter, in the grip of a new fervor, inspired by a new faith, wanted to change his name to Akenaton, the only son of the Sun God, and forced Egypt to worship the most powerful of the Gods, whose mysterious name was written on the stele.

He banned stone idols, had his city built here. He called to fill it all the brothers and all the people of the shepherd who promoted his Viceroy.

And this did not please the Priests of the cult of Amun and the soldiers of Thebes.

Pharaoh's new reign lasted too short. When he died, it is said that every day he went to the stele to pray, many were happy. The viceroy was taken away from power, the young son of Akenaton and the splendid Nefertiti was killed in a hunt, the factions of the other cities coalesced the revolt, the capital returned to Thebes and the inhabitants of the new city, destroyed by the rebellion, were forced to flee and hide. Many of them, united by faith in the one God repudiated by the Priests and by the very young Pharaoh with a short life, were treated as slaves and forced to lodge together in the suburbs of the cities, marginalized by the rest of the people. Many years of slavery and oblivion passed. A child, direct descendant of Akenaton was raised in the house of the Ramesses, the great dynasty of warrior pharaohs, and for his nobility of spirit and origin he was considered the brother of the Pharaoh. But his heart was open to the one God and he led the people of the Habiru, our ancient people, on their flight, taking the divine stele away from the city so as not to let it fall into enemy hands. Thus it was that Jahweh chose his people, his descendants, and made them strong and warlike, ready to return to the valley of hope, to the wonderful land between the two rivers”. 
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