

        

            [image: 520914-the-flame-of-truth-lores]

        









	Copyright © 2023 Rafael Henrique dos Santos Lima and RL Literary productions


	All rights reserved. No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without prior permission from the copyright owner of this book.


	For permissions contact: rafael50001@hotmail.com / rafaelhsts@gmail.com


	This is a fictional story with fictional people and events. Any similarities in names, places, facts or persons are mere coincidences.


	This is a fictional work based on free artistic creation and has no compromise with reality.


	Biblical quotations


	Scripture quotations taken from The Holy Bible, New International Version® NIV®


	Copyright © 1973, 1978, 1984, 2011 by Biblica, Inc. ™


	Used by permission. All rights reserved worldwide.


	The quotations between ** (asterisks) were altered to adapt to the context of the story.


	 


    ISBN: 9783989830585
Verlag GD Publishing Ltd. & Co KG, Berlin


E-Book Distribution: XinXii
www.xinxii.com
[image: logo_xinxii]







About the translation


	It was not possible to have a consultancy on the correct use of words and expressions of the English language. I already apologize, if I used something wrong, and I am on hand to make corrections.


	 




Introduction


	The human being has a latent need to seek power and ways to control other people. Throughout human history, there are many examples of situations involving this search. There were and still are familiar, judicial, and political disputes; wars, authoritarian regimes, etc. Human beings always find a way to fight for what they desire.


	This search reaches the lowest level when it involves religion, whatever it is. Power and domination-hungry people create prophecies, religious codes, “supernatural happenings”, secret societies, and everything else that gives them power.


	Christianity was not immune to human desires during its history. There have always been people that used religion to get what they wished. In the name of God and Jesus, there were trials, persecution, torture, execution, and wars. Those who were in charge always said that everything was done under God’s will and that was the best for everyone.


	Even amid the densest darkness of domination and oppression, small lights and seeds of hope rise. People rise and start to criticize and act against everything wrong. Even if their lives are at risk, those who seek the truth do not go back, and they use all possible ways to free people from lies.


	The current world lives in a very particular moment of human history. After the conquest of several civil liberties, self-proclaimed “conservative” groups seek ways to restrict society again. The groups try to impose their life standards on everyone, ignoring individual will and beliefs. And these movements get more and more strength, supported by political and religious figures, most of them extremists and controversial.


	Slowly, these political-religious movements advance in society, imposing moral, cultural and behavioral standards. These advances deserve attention because everyone knows what happens with theocratic societies. People exonerate themselves from their responsibility and say that everything is because of religion.


	If nobody does anything to avoid the breakthrough of these groups, the world will pass through significant transformations. People might live in a future that was already written in history books…
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Genesis


	22nd Century


	On a sunny morning, two white boys play in the street in a middle-class residential neighborhood. The houses did not have big walls separating them from the street. There was only a tiny wall of about three feet1 in each of them. They were about ten years old, wore t-shirts and Bermuda shorts, and they played soccer quietly because there was no vehicle traffic.


	They heard some sirens getting close and stopped playing. Every moment the sound of the sirens grew louder.


	“Samuel, what happened?” One of the boys asked.


	“I don’t know. But I guess that it isn’t a good thing.” he said apprehensively.
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	They waited a few minutes, and big white vehicles arrived on the street.


	David, run!” Samuel said scared. “It’s the Ecclesiastical Army!”


	The boys left the soccer ball, and each one ran to their house. The neighbors in all homes closed doors and windows. Each family seemed to prepare itself for the worst.
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	The cars stopped at the entrance of one house, and people in white military clothing got out. Each of them was equipped like a soldier, helmet, mask, and one high-caliber weapon in his hands and another small one in his waist. They also wore vests with many combat accessories.
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	They lined up in front of the house, and the commandant said nervously, “Put to end all unfaithful ones!”


	The soldiers fired intensely. The commandant made a sign with his hand for them to stop, and they did so.


	The commandant took a grenade and threw it into the house. There was an explosion, and some people ran out from the side.


	The soldiers fired many times, and the bodies fell to the ground.


	As soon as he got into his home, Samuel’s mother, a white woman of about forty years, wearing trousers and a t-shirt.


	“Let’s go to the basement.” she said with concern.
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	They ran there, and it was not an ordinary basement. They went down many stairs, and there was a metallic door, heavy and thick.


	She said, “You’ll be safe here.”


	She was closing the door.


	“Mom!” he said with tears, “Stay here!”


	She hugged him and also said with tears, “I can’t! If we stay here, all of us will die. Here, you’ll be safe.”


	She closed the door and went to the living room. Samuel’s father was there preparing some machine guns. He wore trousers and a T-shirt, and he was a white man, about the same age as the woman.
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	He hugged her and said, “I think our group has been discovered.”


	“Dear, we always knew that this could happen. This is the price paid for seeking the truth.”


	“My love, I prefer to die for the Gospel’s truth than live a lying religion.”


	“It’s true,” she said sadly, “I only get sad for leaving our son. I hope he gets well.”


	“Dear, God will be with him all the days.”


	The soldiers got close to the house. The couple went to the back of the house, and the shots started. They were able to protect themselves.


	The grenade was thrown, and the two left the house from the back. There was still dust from the explosion, and the two started shooting against the soldiers, and many were killed.


	Samuel heard the bang of the explosion, knelt, and prayed, “God, protect my parents. They are good people. They always do what is right.”


	Samuel’s parents continued shooting at the soldiers. Another grenade was thrown near where they were, and they ran to protect themselves. The shots struck both of them, and they fell to the ground during the running.


	The soldiers did the same procedure in all houses on that street.


	Samuel stayed in the basement for some hours until he noticed the bang of the explosions had stopped.


	He went out of the basement and saw part of his house destroyed. Then, he went to the back of his house, looking for his parents. When he saw them, Samuel began to cry.


	“God! Why?” he said shouting.


	Samuel lay down on the side of the bodies and cried for some time. After the initial shock, he thought, “I need to get out of here.”


	He went walking through the street and saw all houses destroyed and bodies on every side.
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	He walked towards David’s house, entered there, and saw his body hit by many shots. He hugged the body and said crying, “Lord, he was only a child!”


	Samuel heard a vehicle noise on the street and got scared. He thought, “Someone must have seen me! I think my time has come.”


	He hid behind some rubble. Someone got into the house, and a female voice said with sadness, “The Ecclesiastical Army was here. If they continue like that, they will eliminate all of us.”


	Samuel’s green eyes tried to see the person, and he made a noise. The middle-aged black woman with brown military clothes drew a pistol and looked for who was there.


	“Don’t shoot,” Samuel said scared, “I’m only a child.”


	He went out of the rubble; the woman put away her gun and hugged him.


	“Are you hurt?” She asked.


	“I’m not.”


	“Is there anyone else here?”


	“I think not.”


	“Where are your parents?”


	“They’re dead.” He began to cry.


	The woman comforted him, saying, “Everything will be alright. Let’s get out of here.”


	The two left the house, got in an ordinary black car, and went away from there.


	Thirty years later


	A television was showing a news broadcast. A young black woman said, “Last night, another attempt of vandalism was recorded in one of the temples of the Congregation of True Evangelists.”


	A video showed the walls of a big church with many painted phrases. There were many insults to the church and its members.


	A young man about thirty years old with light brown skin was watching, sitting on a sofa. He wore a white tunic with a brown belt. The sleeves of the tunic reached his wrists.


	The journalist said, “According to witnesses’ reports, members of another church are involved in this action. Until this point, nobody has claimed responsibility for the attack.”


	He turned off the television, sighed, and said, “It’s always the same thing. Fights and vandalized churches.”


	He got up, and he was of average height and weight. He passed his hands over his black braided hair and held it, forming a ponytail until the shoulders. His braids were in a dreadlocks style. He went to a mirror, looked at himself, and said, “How would I look without a beard?”


	He had a dense beard covering his whole face. And he also had light brown eyes.
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	The man went to his bedroom, took his laptop, and sat on the bed. He opened a browser and saw a Brazilian flag with the following message, “Welcome, Yoel Gedeon. You are connected to a secure network. All contents are analyzed by the Federal Government of Brazil. You have access to an infinite amount of content. However, any content deemed harmful is blocked.”


	Yoel thought, “We control your life. And you can only access what the government thinks is right.”


	Yoel accessed some websites and saw some pieces of news. Virtually all the content was related to the biggest Christian churches in the country. It was news about events, people, leaders, etc. It was rare to see pieces of news about people’s daily lives or other events. He got tired of this and said, “Wherever I go, the religion is there.”


	Yoel went to the kitchen of his house. His parents were there, sitting at a desk with some papers. Both wore clothes similar to Yoel, white tunics with colorful belts.


	His father, Yehudi Gedeon, was white with green eyes; he was fifty-five years old and had average height and weight. His hair was gray, straight, and neck-length. His beard was gray and covered his face.
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	His mother, Devorah Gedeon, was black with light brown skin and eyes. She was fifty-two years old and had average height and weight. Her hair was brown, mid-back length with small curls.
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	“Yoel, we need to talk,” Yehudi said apprehensively.


	“What happened, Dad?”


	“Son, we need your help,” Devorah said sadly.


	“Help with what?”


	“You know,” Yehudi replied.


	“I got it. Money. Did something happen?”


	“This month,” Devorah replied, “we had to donate to the church, and we have little money.”


	Yoel said a bit angrily, “I always tell you two that you don’t have to donate everything to the church, but you don’t hear me.”


	“Everything is for God’s work,” Devorah replied.


	“Mom, are you sure? I think everything is for the church leader’s work. Did you already see the size of his house?”


	“He is a big man of God,” Yehudi said, “he deserves to have many good things.”


	“And the church members?” Yoel said ironically. “What do they deserve? Debts and misery?”


	“Yoel, don’t think like that. Everything has a purpose.” Devorah replied.


	“I know,” Yoel said suspiciously.


	Yehudi said seriously, “Can you help us?”


	“Of course!”


	“Thank you.”


	They got up and hugged Yoel.


	The next day, on a sunny and hot morning, Yoel walked through a Downtown street. It was a street with many skyscrapers, and there was an advertising screen in each of them. Advertisements of products and services were exhibited. However, the majority of the time was filled with messages from the great Christian churches in the country. Each of them showed videos of the services and phrases claiming that only that church preached the truth. Some advertisements satirized other churches and their members, treating them as unintelligent people and saying they were condemned to hell.
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	Yoel got into an office building and went to his workstation. He sat down, turned on his computer, and started to work.


	After a few hours, he received a call telling him to go to the human resources department.


	Yoel went there, got into a room, and sat in front of a black man about the same age as him.  He wore a tunic and had similar hair and beard to his.
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	“Good morning, Elnathan. How are you?”


	“Good morning, Yoel. I’m fine. How about you?”


	“I’m fine too.”


	“Yoel, you’re completing ten years of formal work, and now you can request to exclude the religious taxes from your salary. Do you want to do that?”


	“Of course!” Yoel said with excitement. “These deductions take too much of my salary.”


	“That’s true. It’s ten percent for the tithe, ten for the offering, and five percent for the first fruits.”


	“A quarter of my salary goes to the Federal Ecclesiastical Ministry.”


	“Unfortunately,’ Elnathan said, discouraged. “These are the laws of our country.”


	“How do I make an exclusion request?”


	“You have to go to the city Ecclesiastic Secretary, fill out the form, and submit your request.”


	Yoel was surprised.


	“Go there? Fill out a form? Are we in the 20th century?”


	Elnathan smiled and said, “They do everything possible to hinder. And there’s more.”


	“What else?”


	“You’ll wait for the answer, and if you’re approved, you have to go back there and take an oath.”


	“An oath?” Yoel asked, amazed. “This is a joke, right?”


	“It’s not a joke. It’s something serious. You take an oath saying that you know the sin you’re committing when you remove the discount from your salary. The oath is taken in front of a small group of priests.”


	“Oh, my God!” Yoel shook his head in disbelief. “Is there flogging and stoning too?”


	“Not for now. Maybe in the future.” Elnathan smiled.


	“And what if I’m not approved?”


	“You need to come back there, provide a reason for the exclusion, and wait again.”


	“It’s like you said, they do everything to hinder. Thank you for the information.”


	“You’re welcome. If you need help or have any questions, you can ask me.”


	“Thank you.”


	Yoel greeted Elnathan with a handshake and returned to his work.


	…


	Days later, Yoel went to the Ecclesiastic Secretary. It was located in a luxurious building in Downtown. He entered and went to the department responsible for his case.


	Yoel was led to a small room where he sat and waited for over an hour. A middle-aged white woman wearing a tunic entered the room and handed him a clipboard and a pen.


	“Please fill this out,” she said.


	The woman stood near him. She chewed gum noisily.


	Yoel began to fill it out. In the header of the form, there was a biblical passage, ‘8 “Will a mere mortal rob God? Yet you rob me. “But you ask, “How are we robbing you?” “In tithes and offerings. 9 You are under a curse—your whole nation—because you are robbing me.” (Malachi 3:8-9)’


	Yoel thought, “They try to pressure people in every way.”


	Yoel filled out the form and gave it back to the woman. She looked at it and said, “It seems that everything is correct. Wait a moment; I’ll register your request.”


	She left the room, and Yoel waited for nearly an hour. The woman came back and handed Yoel a paper. She said, “This is your request number. Wait for a month and call this number to find out if your request was processed.”


	“One month?” Yoel asked, surprised.


	“Right now, only a few people are working.


	“Okay. Thank you.”


	Yoel returned to his work.


	 




Leviticus


	On a hot night, Yoel watched television in the living room. A young white woman talked about the weather.


	“This year, the country has very little rainfall in all regions. Moreover, the temperatures remain high, above 104 degrees Fahrenheit2 in all states.”


	They showed videos of forests and other places affected by the drought. There were also videos of fire.


	“According to the experts,” the journalist continued, “there is no scientific explanation for this extreme weather. Brazilian climatic history shows the country had excellent weather until the middle of the 21st century, with mild temperatures and regular rains.”


	“I would like to live in that era,” Yoel said.


	Devorah entered the room.


	“Yoel, are you coming to church with us?”


	“Yes. It’s my only option.” He replied, discouraged.


	“You have a choice. If you don’t want go, don’t go.”


	Yoel smiled and replied sarcastically, “If I don’t go, tomorrow I’ll get a call or someone will come here to find out why I didn’t go. I’ll have to answer endless questions; it feels like a police interrogation. I’d rather go and avoid that.”


	“Okay. Let’s go?”


	“Let’s go.”


	They went to the Galactic Church of the Lord’s headquarters. Before they reached the temple, there was a large garden surrounded by metal railings and security cabins with armed guards.


	Yoel’s family arrived at the garden’s main entrance. There were also armed guards and turnstiles to control membership access. Each family member placed their hand on the fingerprint reader, and then they were allowed to enter.


	At another turnstile, there was confusion. A middle-aged white man discussed with the security guards.


	“Are you trying to invade our church?” One of the security guards asked aggressively.


	The man was nervous and scared. He replied stuttering, “I, I, I don’t. It’s I… I’m here as a guest.”


	“Who invited you?” The guard replied aggressively.


	“A friend.”


	“And where is your invitation card?”


	“Invitation card?” The man was surprised.


	“Didn’t your friend give you a card?”


	“Yes, but it’s not here with me.”


	“Without the card,” said the guard while pushing the man, “you can’t get in. Go away!” 


	“But I only wanted…’


	“You didn’t want to do anything. Get out of my face!” The guard pointed his pistol at the man.


	“Don’t shoot!” the man said desperately, “I’ll go away.”


	The man ran, afraid of being shot.


	Yoel observed everything and thought, “How absurd! The man only wanted to participate in the service.”


	The family walked through the garden. There were numerous trees, such as palm and olive trees, acacias, oaks, cedars, fig trees, and many others. In addition, there were many types of flowers. Near the temple, there was a lake.
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	The temple was a monumental building. The architecture was reminiscent of Greek temples. The temple stood above the garden. There was a stairway, large Greek columns, and a golden metallic door at the entrance.
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	The hall of worship was 656 feet long, 328 feet wide, and 98 feet high3. In this hall, there were padded armchairs for the members. The armchairs were like those in the cinema, on different levels.
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	The internal architecture also had Greek columns. And the walls were white and smooth.


	In the front, there was an elevated altar and twelve golden thrones. One of the thrones was bigger and more elevated than the others. To complete the decoration, there were colorful curtains with golden strings.


	Yoel’s family sat down next to the altar.


	After some minutes, there was a continuous trumpet sound. This was the warning for the beginning of the service. Everyone in the temple bowed their heads in reverence for the arrival of the elders and the church leader.


	Eleven middle-aged white men crossed the room through a corridor between the armchairs, and each sat on the smaller thrones. Each of them wore a royal blue tunic with golden embroidery.


	Then, there appeared the leader of the church, Kaim Nabucodonosor. He was white, about sixty-five years old; he was obese, bald, and without a beard; and he had light blue eyes. The leader wore a red tunic with golden elegant embroidery on the sleeves.
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	Kaim was sitting in a luxury chair covered in gold. The chair had rods at the lower part, where eight men carried it.


	He was carried toward the greatest throne. The sound of the trumpets stopped, and he sat and said unintelligible words. Then, he said calmly, “My faithful people, I allow you to look at me.”


	All the people looked at him. Yoel thought, “This man thinks he is a god.”


	“People of this marvelous church,” Kaim continued in the same calm tone, “all of you know this church is the true and unique church that worships God truly. Never forget this. Those who forget seek other churches, and this action brings curses over their lives. Everyone who left here has failed. They have lost everything they had. If this isn’t a message of God, then, I don’t know what it is.”


	Yoel thought, “People have failed because this church sues all its former members and tries to take off everything they have. It’s not a curse, it’s a judicial process. And this church has many lawyers and judges at its service.”


	“I say these things not to frighten anyone. I say this because I care for each of you and want the best for your lives. And the best thing is to stay in this church.”


	“The best thing to this church is not to lose the money of its slaves, I mean, faithful ones.” Yoel thought.


	“Unfaithfulness doesn’t happen overnight. It’s something that starts with small attitudes. The first one is the lack of faith in the church and its leader. Many people question everything their leaders say and do. They fail to understand that everything the leader does is God’s will. The leader is the only person with direct contact with God.” Kaim paused and said dramatically, “And none of you know how hard it is to be the mediator between people and God.”


	Kaim closed his eyes and shouted more unintelligible words. Afterward, he looked around and said calmly, “I have asked God for forgiveness for all who have doubts about the faith in this church. As everyone already knows, true prayer must be done in the original language instituted by God, ancient Hebraic. God doesn’t accept any other prayer. I’m a man of God and have the divine revelation of this language. It’s not possible to learn it, only those whom God has chosen, receive the revelation.”


	Yoel heard everything, but he did not believe Kaim was telling the truth. Even though he had been in the church since he was a child, Yoel never accepted the practices and doctrines. For him, it was as if something had put doubt in his mind, preventing him from believing.


	Kaim took a big Bible and said, “Let’s see what God wants to say to everyone tonight.”

OEBPS/Images/520914-the-flame-of-truth-lores.jpg
"The Flame of Truth

Lights in Darkness

Rafael Lima





OEBPS/Images/bild039.jpg





OEBPS/Images/bild013.jpg





OEBPS/Images/bild004.jpg





OEBPS/Images/bild043.jpg





OEBPS/Images/bild035.jpg





OEBPS/Images/bild001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/bild005.jpg





OEBPS/Images/bild040.jpg





OEBPS/Images/bild006.jpg





OEBPS/Images/logo_xinxii.jpg
XinXii





OEBPS/Images/bild041.jpg





OEBPS/Images/bild037.jpg





OEBPS/Images/bild025.jpg





OEBPS/Images/bild007.jpg





OEBPS/Images/bild042.jpg





OEBPS/Images/bild003.jpg





