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CHAPTER 1

Jessica Sales was late, she had arranged the lecture for 6 pm and there were only fifteen minutes left. Ricardo had promised that he wouldn’t be late this time, but it looked like he had forgotten the appointment again. She sighed, looked through the front window and sighed again. Walked from one side to the other with her stiletto heels, marking the lustre wooden floor.

She has been working at Sao Paulos’s Federal University for fifteen years, since the time she attended the faculty and now she was sure she had made the biggest discovery as a researcher, which could easily be her passport to enter the Brazilian Academy of Sciences. She always dreamt of that moment, since school. She wanted to be a scientist and be famous, help people to predict and interfere with natural phenomena, like hurricanes and tsunamis. She even thought about studying meteorology, but that idea would completely exclude outer space, so she would lose the opportunity to make use of, professionally speaking, all the knowledge gained from her late grandmother, who taught her a lot about the moon, the sun and the stars. No, she didn’t choose meteorology.  

Astronomy was her vocation, without a doubt. In a short period of time she managed to become one of the best professionals in her area and she even actively participated in research that identified the presence of a new planet, of irregular orbit, in the solar system, contradicting all scientific probabilities.

Despite all international impact, her name was never mentioned. Her teacher Cornelio, the project’s coordinator, was the only one consecrated by the worldwide scientific community.

— Like he did it all by himself! — she complained. But now it was her turn, this lecture would be the milestone, the kick-off to her professional freedom! She would have her own lab, her own telescopes and why not, her own satellite?  It was a lot of pretention from her part! But whatever happened, she would never leave the university, her cradle. She would never forget her origins, where she came from and why she chose this career. The sudden sound of a sharp break distracted her from her thoughts.

— Ricardo, you’re late! You promised you would arrive early today! 

Ricardo could hear the restlessness and anxiety in her voice. She knew that depending on how she conducted herself in the lecture today, she would be consecrated or ruined.  The Academy’s director would be there, with the purpose of analysing her and accept or decline her entry into the scientific community. Cornelio would be present as well. Ricardo warned her not to invite him, but Jessica was stubborn and there were no arguments capable of convincing her. 

Ricardo witnessed the event when the first publicising of the discovery of the new Planet was made, and he perfectly remembers her deception when she read all the merits attributed to Cornelio. Not that she wanted to be compared. With decades of lecturing, the competence and experience of the old professor were remarkable, but she hoped that at least in the small letters her name would appear at least once. 

She wanted vengeance. She was certain that this time she would reach the so expected glory and wanted Cornelio to see her, climbing the stairs of her career through the red carpets of science. She was the first! Not the only one, but the first and that’s where all her self-confidence came from. 

Unfortunately, Ricardo didn’t trust Jessica’s finding that much. It wasn’t that astonishing in his eyes, perhaps for the lack of knowledge in the area, because Ricardo was merely a Municipal Museum security. Childhood friends, he was always in love with the young scientist, but as time went by, he got married to another woman and Jessica became just a good friend, almost like a younger sister. After the loss of his wife in his first son childbirth, they got closer again and Ricardo was now her inseparable companion that carried her everywhere.

— Oh! Forgive me for being late!

— Where were you, Ricardo? I warned you that you had to arrive at least half an hour early!  I still have to prepare the material for the presentations; I didn’t even go to the auditorium before, to test the illumination. For God’s sake!

— I know, but the traffic was hell!  I was stuck in traffic for hours. It looks like there was an accident, there were a lot of policemen, firemen... I think it was something bad! The main road was closed and I was forced to take a huge turn. I don’t think we’ll be there on time!

— If we hurry up we’ll still have time, so, you drive! — she replied, throwing her car keys at Ricardo’s direction, who let them fall on the floor.

— This time I almost caught them! — he laughed.

The red car moved fast, overcoming the slow traffic. The badly closed doors made noise and it looked like the Ford would fall apart before it reached its final destination.  Jessica grabbed the handle above the car’s door with one hand while the other squeezed the microcomputer hard, close to her body, trying to ease the impacts and bumps caused by the lack of two shock absorbers.

In the distance, they both could see police cars and a checkpoint that stopped the traffic and searched the vehicles, looking for something illegal. Ricardo had to reduce his speed and soon one of the policemen signalised for him to park. Jessica tried to explain they were very late for an important appointment, but her explanations were pointless. They lost more than twenty minutes in the blitz. She was starting to get angry when they were finally released and able to move on. Ricardo was afraid that some speed detector could be hidden in the way so he decided to follow the speed limit.

The guests and other participants were tired. Such delay from a person about to take over one of the chairs shouldn’t be allowed. A lot of them had already left. They were busy people and had no time to waste waiting. Including Cornelio. 

Complaints could be heard backstage, the responsible for the events centre decided to go on stage and apologise because the lecture would have to be cancelled.  The moment he turned to walk the stairs, Jessica entered the stage running, panting and with messy hair, followed by Ricardo, even more, exhausted and worse hair. The director turned around and returned to his first-row seat in the audience.

Five more minutes and there she was. Ricardo covered for her like she used to say. He helped with the overhead projector and organised the sheets to be displayed in their logical order, or at least, in the order he thought was logic.

In the chairs, no one paid attention to what was being told and explained.  The 2003 solar explosions subject was no longer news for anyone present. As a matter of fact, they expected to hear something new, something of a remarkable scientific impact.  When she finally explained the calculation errors and the decoding of the Mayan codex, no one even heard. Nevertheless, they remained in their seats, exchanging insights and showing off. With each slide presented, less was the attention paid to the words of the woman up there. It didn’t take long for the room to be completely empty. Only Ricardo, the director of the place, one of the thirty-five members of the Academy’s analysis council and Jessica’s faithful friend, priest Victor Bonaventura stayed. 

Victor was Italian and lived in Brazil since his twenties when he was ordained at the Vatican itself. Formed in Theology, as you expect from a priest, but he has always had knowledge in astrophysics as well. His main field is parapsychology, he’s used to dealing with fraud cases daily, where people challenge religious studies, the police and even endanger their lives trying to prove false miracles and deceiving prophecies, like him. His secondary specialisation is History, for the simple desire to try and retranslate certain Sacred Ancient Texts, according to Victor, his biggest desire since he decided to follow a religious life. But he couldn’t fulfil that wish. No matter how hard he tried during his time at the Vatican, they never let him enter the place where the scripts were kept in absolute secrecy. 

He was sent to Latin America, where he had the rare opportunity to study the scripts left by the ancient Mayans that were saved after the Europeans arrival. He was more and more interested in the subject, which made him research the Mayan culture more deeply, their way of counting time and their unbelievable knowledge of celestial bodies.

It was almost inconceivable that centuries ago these extremely wise people, could have acquired such knowledge about celestial bodies, as it was also inconceivable that the Catholic Church had destroyed so many scripts and erased an important part of that people’s history, that from Victor’s point of view, was the most evolved that inhabited the Americas. His interest for the Mayan’s history didn’t stop there.  When he visited the old cities and saw the observatories and temples with his own eyes, he was sure of what he feared: the prophecy announced in the old texts was more than true, and the worst was that the crucial phase was coming in 1999 already.

Victor sought the Academy’s group of astronomers, but he was not even received. He tried renowned scientists, famous for their surprising discoveries, but it was all in vein. When he saw the news about the discovered Planet in the papers and the TV, he approached Cornelio. He was different from the other scientists and called him to his office, where they were secure and alone. But soon he threw him out of the room. When Jessica saw the professor kicking him out of his office, she felt sorry for the man and immediately came to him. 

Victor didn’t tell Jessica about the Mayan prophecy, nor even his studies based on ancient texts. He was afraid she’d throw him away too. He only told her he was very interested to know more about the newly discovered Planet, to better understand God’s purposes. This way, she didn’t run away and they eventually became great friends.

Jessica felt comforted thinking she had a priest next to her. She wasn’t a religious person and could even be considered an atheist, like most scientists, for not going to church or be part of any religious cults, but she found in Victor a sort of inner peace. 

It was very important to her to count on him to decipher the codex and recalculate the dates. Together they discovered there was an eight-year miscalculation between what the scientific community believed the codex said and what it really did. There was no one else besides him and Ricardo that she could trust. But Victor was her favourite friend because she knew he wasn’t uninformed about astronomy like Ricardo, even though whenever she asked him where he had learnt so much, he would change the subject without giving her an honest answer. 

She was disappointed by her mentors’ lack of interest in strong and irregular solar activity. She was convinced something weird was happening, but she couldn’t prove it. Everyone would tell her that the changes she was noticing, because of the dates expressed on the codex, were nothing important; like they had forgotten she was a dedicated learner.

Her lecture was a disaster and after that, she was absolutely sure she wouldn’t be invited to be part of the Academy any time soon. The only member of the council that stayed only did it for pity. And the director... to think about the reasons he stayed until the end of the lecture wasn’t even worth it. Ricardo only stayed because he had to take her home after that colossal disaster and even like that, she saw him napping on one of the chairs after he finished organising the slides. The only thing she wanted was to leave that place. Immediately. She stopped the presentation, apologised and turned her computer off. Victor and the academic applauded. 

The priest never imagined, but what she had just said made every sense in the world to him.  That was the concrete evidence that the prophecy was true, a certainty he kept with him even when the day 22nd of December of 2012 ended, without anything happening. He promised himself he would tell Jessica the truth before the night was over. As soon as she left the stage to set the equipment in order, Victor walked to her, with the intent of telling her the whole truth. She was sad and tears ran from her eyes, soaking her tired face. 

— Thank you for your support, my friend. — it was all she said when she saw him. She held the man’s hands and took them to her mouth, giving it an affectionate kiss. Since her father’s death, two years ago, Victor was now the one to occupy that place in Jessica’s heart. Her family was far away, they lived in the countryside of Rio Grande do Sul, her mother and her younger brother. Victor hugged her. He decided not to say anything, at least for tonight. 

Ricardo, who was napping on the third row, woke up suddenly. He noticed Jessica wasn’t on stage anymore and ran backstage. He remembered the last time she left him behind. Ricardo was sleeping and she had left alone, leaving him behind. He still remembered the seven kilometres he had to walk and the callous he had on his feet from the small shoes, causing almost an excruciating pain. He wanted to kill Jessica when he found her at his house, laughing at him. But when he set eyes on her face filled with childish joy, it was if as all the pain was gone. They ended up having dinner together that night. He loved when she invited him to stay the night at her place. The two would rent movies and documentaries, make sweet popcorn and drink guarana until it was really late. He thought it would be better to go and find her before she left him alone again. When entering the little room in the back, he saw Jessica and Victor hugging. He realised she was sobbing and kept quiet, only observing them. She soon looked up and stood back, gesturing for Ricardo to come closer.

—  Congratulations, dear! You were amazing!

— You must be joking, right? Were you in such a deep sleep that you didn’t notice how much of a disaster the presentation was? 

— Disaster?  Those guys are idiots!  How can they not notice the importance of your discovery?

— Oh! Thank you for the support, Ricardo, but trust me, it was awful! No one’s interested in solar activity or the codex anymore.  It looks like the importance of that subject died on the same day the world was supposed to end and it didn’t. Furthermore, it’s more than normal for the sun to behave more actively in certain periods. I was an idiot to think that such explosions could become a great scientific interest, after all, everyone saw it in different parts of the world. I should have prepared an unprecedented presentation if I wanted to impress the academics. 

— Don’t worry, my child! — Victor said — Your information was more helpful than you think. From a point of view... let’s say... Victor decided to stop. Surely she wasn’t feeling that good to understand what he had to say right now. He would wait until she felt better. 

— A religious point of view? Theological? — Ricardo asked.

— Yes, from a religious point of view. I was going to say that nothing escapes the eyes of the Lord and she will be rewarded for her efforts and dedication to the profession she chose, honouring the gift He gave her.

— Let’s go. It’s getting late and I need to rest. Ricardo, can you take me home now? — she asked him, and then she turned to Victor. — See you tomorrow. Come and visit me, so we can talk and plan a new lecture for next year. 

— Yes, I will – he replied. That was one of Jessica’s qualities that Victor most admired: perseverance.  She had just left a delicate situation, which for many would be the end of their career, but she was already getting ready to get up and try again. She would wait for next year and prepare a surprising presentation, he was sure! Her failures were nothing else but steps, steps she would climb one by one. And he would be next to her, who knows if next year’s presentation would be done by both of them together, announcing the prophecy to the whole humanity, with decisive scientific proof? He couldn’t wait for that day, but he knew it would come eventually.


CHAPTER 2

Victor arrived early. It was just a little bit after half past seven on Sunday morning.  He spent all night browsing the Internet, looking for an explanation for the last events, but he couldn’t think of a less ridiculous way of telling her.  He knew how sceptic she was, in fact, deep down all scientists were, and it wouldn’t be easy to convince her that the prophecies were real despite the media buzz being gone, it was happening.  It hadn’t been long since Victor opened his eyes to see the truth as well. 

It was as if he had been sleeping the whole time while he was reading and rereading and reading the ancient scripts again and suddenly, a divine breath happened, and he was awake! He didn’t get tired of being grateful for the knowledge God whispered in his ears. He now had a chance and a real motive to fight for humanity’s awareness and tell the whole truth, so that together they can change their attitudes and get on the path of a new era. 

As a theologian, he had studied practically all religions on Earth and in all of them he had found references to the end of times, the apocalypse and the same promises that a new era would begin after the cataclysm. Would it only be a coincidence? Impossible. After helping translate the Mayan’s scriptures that’s when he was able to associate them all. And this time, the difference was the mention of a specific date and not so distant. That’s when he knew the end of times had begun. Maybe the great change the prophecy mentioned had started years ago. It was visible that global warming, the melting of the polar ice caps had been happening way before all this prophecy talk came to life... 

Scientifically proven. Victor loved that term: “scientifically proven.”  It turns out that if he called the press, without evidence, there was a risk he could go to jail, or perhaps a mental institution. Being a priest all the more. Rival religions, the majority nowadays, would be the first ones to stone him. That would insult the Holy Catholic Church and could even end in his excommunication. No, he was born to be a priest. He had known that since his childhood and would continue following his vocation.

He had been knocking on the door for ten minutes, but it looked like Jessica was sleeping profoundly.  He would wait all day if necessary, but he couldn’t postpone the matter anymore. He knocked again. And he knocked once more. Finally, he heard steps coming towards the door.  The metallic noise from the bunch of keys could be heard in the air, and there were no doubts that Jessica was having trouble unlocking the door. She must have taken some pill to sleep, Victor deduced.  Just a few moments and finally the door was open. Ricardo’s tired eyes, still in his pyjamas with his wrinkled face made Victor feel embarrassed.  

— Ricardo? What are you doing here so early? — he couldn't just stay quiet, even if he was being a bit rude. 

— Victor? What are you doing here so early? 

— But that’s what I just asked! Are you okay? — Victor noticed something was wrong with the man. He spoke with difficulty, rolling his heavy tongue. Soon, Jessica appeared. She was also in her pyjama with a bear pattern, which gave her a childish look and increased Victor’s protective and fatherly ways that he already demonstrated before.  

— Hello, Victor! Sorry, we just got up. We drank too much last night. Oh, please, come in! — she apologised. 

— I shouldn’t have come so early. I had no idea you had company. 

— No, it’s nothing like that! — she explained — You know I wasn’t feeling well yesterday, right?  So Ricardo thought it was best not to leave me alone and... I told him not to worry, but... 

— It’s ok, you don’t owe me any satisfactions — Victor interrupted her, seeing Jessica’s embarrassment. She knew he would never meddle in her life, especially her private affairs, but in any case, she couldn’t ignore the fact that he was a priest and deserved some respect. She always told him everything and knew her secrets would be kept, in and out the confessional. He was the person she most trusted, after her father’s death. She shared with Victor what, a lot of times, she hid from her mother and brother. 

— Well, come in. Ricardo was leaving anyway, weren’t you? — she said turning her eyes to Ricardo. 

— Me? Leaving? But I... — Ricardo stuttered, still feeling a bit dizzy. 

— Yes, you told me you had an urgent and pressing matter this morning. – she insisted.

— A pressing matter?  Oh yes! How could I forget! I’m going to get dressed and then go to my pressing matter! — Ricardo pretended. In less than five minutes he was back to the living room, where Jessica served Victor a cup of coffee. His clothes were very wrinkled and he had barely any time to tie his shoes. Jessica thanked him and said goodbye. Soon they’d be together again. 

— So, Victor, what was the important thing you had to tell me? 

— It’s a very delicate subject and you have to promise me you’ll hear my story until the end.

— Yes, of course, I promise! You can start! — Victor didn’t know where to start. He was afraid that Jessica would think he had gone crazy. He spent all night awake, imagining ways of telling her, looking for the right words, the right moment, but now he couldn’t remember the explanation he had prepared. He took a deep breath, to gather his courage, and started. 

— I’ll start by asking a question. What do you know about the ancient Mayan civilisation? 

— The Mayan civilisation? You mean, besides my studies about the codex — Victor nodded — I heard a bit about them when I was a student, but never deepened the subject.  I know they were masters in my area, that is, Astronomy. They also built amazing cities, in Guatemala, south Mexico and Honduras, am I right? They were extinct after the Spanish arrival, right?

— Extinct? — the priest laughed. — They were not extinct! Their descendants still live in Mexico. I can see there are a lot of things you don’t know. 

— And what should I know?  By any chance, did you discover that I’m some sort of Mayan goddess, or perhaps a priestess? They’re not going to sacrifice me, are they? — she ironically replied showing amusement.

By listening to her, Victor was sure that it would be harder than he thought to make her understand what was happening. He would have to be strong now, or he would ruin everything.

— Please, don’t make fun of it — he asked. — I was ordained a priest when I was 22 years old. I dreamt of that day throughout my childhood. My father was against it, he didn’t want his son to go to a seminary because he was afraid everyone would think I was gay. While I was studying Theology, by biggest dream was to see the Sacred Scripts, the original texts of the Holy Bible. I wanted to translate them to be sure that everything in the bible that we know and worship, is true. But when I went to the Bishop’s confessional, in Rome, I told him about my suspicions and was openly called a heretic. But I’ve never been a heretic. I still love my God above all things, as I have my whole life. After that day, they sent me away from the Vatican. I was sent here, to South America. Therefore it got even harder for me to study the ancient languages and subjects that would help me unveil the mysteries on the scriptures. As soon as I got to Brazil, I joined a group of specialists, scientists and astrologists. They were meeting someone in Mexico that would bring the Mayan’s sacred book, Chilam Balam, which for them is considered like a bible. The problem was they would have to translate it faithfully. They were afraid because they knew historians might have hidden the truth known by the Mayan people. The descendants needed to be warned about the whole truth and...

— What truth? — she interrupted, curious.

— The truth about the prophecy.

— Prophecy? You want to tell me about the Mayan prophecy? Victor, have you forgotten this whole nonsense was suppose to happen in 2012? I thought we were already arriving to 2020...

— Yes, yes, but there’s a big mistake on the issues related to the dates. You promised you’d hear me ‘til the end, so let me continue. The Mayan people, as you already know, had a vast knowledge of astronomy, as well as a more precise calendar than the one we currently use. And that’s where the error in timing that you have discovered comes in. I am sure about it. The prophecy’s date was irresponsibly changed to 2012, in fact, the original texts have always referred to 2020. What no one knows is how they acquired such knowledge at a time where there was no technology. That’s a mystery we’ll never be able to unravel. Like the construction of the Egyptian pyramids, there are only theories, but nothing that can “scientifically” prove its origin. The Mayan people were slaughtered with the Spanish arrival.  More than 90% of the population was killed. At that time, the Catholic Church was the biggest symbol of world power. Anyone that didn’t convert would be killed, accused of heresy. That’s what happened to the Mayans, and the Indians here in Brazil. You must have studied that history as well. — Jessica nodded — But I still don’t know what my studies have to do with this prophecy. Ok, the codex suggests an error in the year count and number conversion, in general, but my research is directly related to climate changes.  I found the codex almost by mistake when I was studying a dormant volcano’s age in Mexico. I thought it could be useful and by chance, I came across that unfortunate mistake.  — Jessica sighed — I shouldn’t have even talked about it in my lecture, maybe that’s why they rejected me... 

— Don’t beat yourself about it, my daughter. They were already gone before you presented your conclusions about the codex. But let me finish. Where were we? Oh yes, when the envoys sent by Rome discovered the books of those that until now had been considered Indians, they were ordered to destroy them, under allegations that the human sacrifices’ rituals described in such books were demonic conspiracies and couldn’t be passed to future generations to avoid the continuation of non-Catholic practices. “Yucatan’s Bishop, Bishop Diego de Landa, ordered the seizure and burning of hundreds of books, calling it an act of faith; furthermore he determined that the use of that demoniac writing would be punishable by death. That same Bishop returned to Spain, wrote a report entitled Relacion de las Cosas de Yucatán, in 1566, to justify his oppressive action. He informed that the books contained descriptions of diabolic ceremonies and human sacrifices. The report was forgotten till 1863, when it was found by the priest Charles Etienne Brassuer, who was interested in pre-Colombian cultures. Only four books were saved from the destruction, three known for a long time and one appeared after World War II. From what remained of the literary production, Popol Vuh stands out, a sacred book, that contains numerous legends, considered one of the most valuable examples of indigenous literature.”

— Can I just ask a little question?

— Of course, be my guest. 

— How did the Spaniards find and destroy an entire civilization if history tells us that the Mayans disappeared around year 600 A.D.? To my knowledge, the Spaniards only arrived around 1523, am I right?

— No one knows exactly the reason, but the old Mayan cities were abandoned by them. Some say wars and invasions were the reason they left, others, that the sedentary lifestyle dissipated the soil and ended agriculture, forcing them to move to continue their primitive cultivation, causing soil drainage again and consequently its fast abandonment. Those and other information got lost forever when the Mayan scriptures were destroyed. How they managed to acquire such knowledge in Astronomy and Mathematics is also a fact we can’t explain. 

— I do not understand, Victor. You’re giving me a complete History lesson about the Mayan culture, mentioned the prophecy, an error in the temporal calculations, even though you know I don’t believe it in a religious way.  What do you pretend with all this?

— I need your help Jessica. 

— My help? But for what? You’re not trying to turn me into an old texts translator, are you? Are you so late on your job that you want me to move to Mexico to help you? — she laughed playfully. 

— No, I don’t want you to move to Mexico with me.  Actually I need more precise data on the dates’ alterations suggested by the codex. I would also like to know more about the solar explosions you mentioned in your lecture. I imagine this is one of the signs that the prophecy is being fulfilled.

— Does that mean the ancient Mayans were able to predict the solar explosions without, at least, a little telescope? I wish I were as competent as those guys!

— It’s really impressive, you have no idea how much.  Not only the solar explosions you’ve been observing since 2003, but also global warming, the melting of the ice caps, the wars and even the world’s financial collapse was predicted. The prophecy speaks of the end of a solar cycle, which they believe to be the fifth.  They accepted the theory that four civilizations had inhabited the earth before them. “The first era would have been destroyed by water, after non-stopping rain, coinciding with the Flood myth. The second world would have been destroyed by wind and fire. The fifth world, the one we live in today, according to the Mayan prophet-king Pacal Votan’s prophecies, will be destroyed by hunger, after a rain of blood and fire.” In my opinion, the flood that destroyed the first civilization is the Sacred Bible’s own Flood. It’s amazing how everything fits in and how it makes perfect sense. If you want to compare it to Nostradamus prophecies’ for example, or with Saint Malachy, you’ll see the dates you found, when converted to our current calendar, they’re very close. They even coincide. 

— I’m sorry Victor, but I’ve never had the habit to analyse old prophecies. I don’t even know how those other calendars work, apart from the ones I studied at University and now the codex.  But tell me, how can I help you? You mentioned you needed my help, but I have to confess, so far, I don’t see how I’ll be useful. You want me to help you calculate the dates, is that it? 

— Could do, though I already did that a thousand times, with the group of people I told you about. We’ve reviewed and reviewed the translations again and again, as well as the temporal calculations. The conclusion is always the same.

— So tell me, how can I help you?

— You’ll have to believe in the prophecy if you want to help me, you’ll have to believe it will still happen, this year.  We need to find the portal left by the Mayans and free humanity. 

— That’s it?  That simple? — she joked again.

— Please, Jessica, you have to let me show you the scriptures.  Come with me to El Salvador, where the group of researchers is awaiting me. Let us show you the evidences, you’ll read the prophecies with your own eyes and understand everything. I won’t have to explain what they mean, because once you see them, you’ll understand. Give me one chance... You’ll see I’m not crazy. 

— Oh, my dear Victor, I don’t think you’re crazy. Just understand me when I say I don’t believe this story of religion, mysticism, astrology or any other non-physical form of trying to interpret the mysteries of the universe. I know the knowledge acquired by men throughout the eras is very small compared to what we still don’t know, and that a lot of things were lost in the course of time.  As you, yourself, told me, during the “dark ages”, that is how you religious people refer to Middle Ages, humanity suffered what I call, the most historical and scientific loss of all times. Never have so many documents, books, knowledge been destroyed as the time Church ruled earth, so to speak.  The ambition, the power, the wealthiness were enough for men to lose its essence forever.  We forget the true values, the true motive why we were designed and why we’re still alive today.  Life is a succession of events that manifest themselves through love. 

— See, that’s why I chose you, my dear, to walk with me trough this challenging road. I knew you’d understand the reasons why the prophecies were sort of, coded. So that bad people were unable to decipher them and only those chosen, the pure of heart, like you, would be able to understand them. 

— I’m not pure of heart Victor. That’s not what I meant. 

— Yes, I’m not praising your modesty. I’m just affirming that you’re still a person capable of loving other beings, our brothers. And that’s simply wonderful. 

— When I speak of love, I’m referring to any love. Any manifestation is valid, as long as it is sincere and comes from the depths of our being. 

— I call it soul. Or spirit. 

— I call it heart or brain. The name doesn’t matter, the important is you understand me, right? I’ll say and repeat it: any form of love is valid. I, for once, love many things at the same time, even without a companion to share my days with and, let's say, procreate.

— Procreate?

— Yes, procreate. A child would be love itself, alive, inside a woman.  It would have to be very special for it to happen. It should be a thoroughly planned event in people’s lives, but that’s not what happens, in most cases. We still have to watch children starve and freeze in the streets, everyday, when we, the law-abiding citizens, go out of our houses, many times with our families, to go and earn our daily bread. And that’s the most absurd thing in the world! We’re forced to live with a lot injustices, daily, and pretend they don’t exist, only so we keep on living. And the worst of all we are forced to deal with our own powerlessness before this rotten society! The whole system doesn’t work, if it ever worked! The respect between people is practically nil! Now we’re prisoners in our own houses, we can’t leave at night, in the rare spare moments, to contemplate the stars, the moon, or simply just look at the cloudy or rainy sky. We fear for our lives and for our wallets too, where we keep the goddamn money, necessary to support our family. Blessed be the day they invented agriculture and god bless all farmers who still have a chance to plant their own food and get away, partly, from this rotten capitalist system! — she paused and took a deep breath. 

Victor noticed little shiny tears starting to form in Jessica’s eyes. She was exhausted after all she heard and said. It was time to go and leave her alone so she could think about his proposal and who knows, give him a positive answer about joining the group. If he could take her to El Salvador, it would be much easier to convince her, since his “scientific proofs” would be presented to her by professionals from all sorts of areas. It would be easier for her to be convinced by an astronomy colleague than by a seventy-year-old priest, he knew. 

He would leave her place with his heart in peace and relieved, ready to face again the despair on Sao Paulo’s streets. After so long, he was still not used to the rhythm of the drizzled city. It was really windy today and he was cold. He still used his cassock every day. Some habits after acquired are addictive and he didn’t want to lose this one. He would walk back to his small room at the capital’s rectory, where he found temporary shelter. He turned right on the first corner. There was something weird in the air, the strong and smoky wind due to the traffic and the really cold air at the same time.  He knew he had to turn left on the next corner, but his feet refused to take him further. It was as if something was holding him. He looked back and he couldn’t believe what he was seeing. It could only be a hallucination. His old eyes were certainly pranking him, but not a funny one.  


CHAPTER 3

Ricardo was nervous, perhaps more nervous than her. He was never really friends with Victor, he’d only been with him at Jessica’s apartment, on rare occasions he was forced to share the girl’s company. Even so, he was shocked with the news. Who would have attacked an old person like that, so brutally? Furthermore using a cassock... the world was really lost.
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