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  apocalypse unveiled




  to the father


  


  “there is nothing hidden


  that will not be revealed”


  (gospel of thomas 6)




  prophecies




  the breath of the universe on earth




  turns into birth and death




  for he who wants to understand




  these words are the rhythm




  of the spiritual revelation




  god is for everyone one




  trine in revelation




  creator in the being




  from the motionless state of the three




  the fourth breaks loose




  the hidden becomes and brings back




  the manifest to beginning




  




  prolific times of destruction




  earth is more and more crowded in its history




  thirsty souls offer themselves to the




  sacrifice




  of their pain




  not for the materialists’ useless blood




  so as to greet the revealed




  return to the home of the father




  beautiful in soul for the acceleration operated




  




  indeed a great attainment for the spirit




  that dreads not the mystery of death
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  not even when falling in




  imagination




  and does not waist time pursuing




  a rational research that leads just




  unto the closed path of ideal.




  




  others will be in suspense




  hoping as a reward




  for their foolishness the goodness




  they never saw within themselves




  craving for seeing it finally revealed




  the path leading back to god




  




  everything vibrates and the harmony of the




  universe




  is preparing its symphonic poem




  




  sublime is the music of celestial spheres




  the chant of terrestrial fascinated by faith




  responds




  the count begins




  the fourth




  the fourth is ready for its immense




  service




  the task is to end this cycle




  and disperse its incarnation




  so to sow the desire of infinite




  hope




  and unveil the deceitful plot of evil




  veil of desire hence experience lived here




  




  evil is deeply




  rooted in man’s heart




  at its surfacing it will vanish for believers




  and will sow the desire to return




  amongst the earthly rebels




  




  the polis fever blinds the new primitives




  the only salvation stays in the knowledge of the self




  we cannot hope to improve




  our brothers if we aren’t love




  




  the light dwelling in us




  makes itself known in spite of




  our insane resistance
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  the right of free will




  cannot be stony shield




  any longer




  atlantis




  the wind of the earth consumes the pyramids




  more durable than iron but not eternal




  eternal is does not become




  to few in number does universal mind




  suggest memories of the earthly way




  




  the pleads so dear to a poet




  remind a chapter of our history




  hence a fertile seed departed a seed




  that left after atlantis




  the memory of the creator of the universe




  




  the square of the pyramid means




  the human adventure




  the triangle that elates it the return to god




  and its volume the blow of evolution




  




  guardian the sphinx thinks




  its animal nature




  within its leonine body




  human in its head




  and with its wings consumed by the wind




  but seen by the eyes of spirit




  the hope to return




  the house apparently far in the sky
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  from the anatolic matrix




  nourished by mother of mercy




  the mantle of the fourth lays




  over the earth towards salvation




  and to the conquest of weaker hearts




  happy those who will resist




  the spell of the call




  




  few will be elect and they will suffer




  to see their brothers allured




  by the vortex of evil




  




  he who will stand stock-still to the call




  will be rewarded with awareness




  of the necessity of the event




  those devastated by the evidence of the word




  be what you are and you shall get what you want




  




  they shan’t go lost like moths




  in the flame of light




  from them will be extracted and dissolved




  by the earthly son of god




  the essences of evil imagination




  that deems eternal the material maya




  in the ruin that will follow




  the signs of mercy will be present




  purified by the symbolical transformer




  earthly desire will change to god




  it will need a long time according to the




  present criterions of the perceptible




  




  human nature eventually will




  see the lion grazing with the lamb




  those delivered from evil will increase




  through the desire of god




  the path of transformation




  and the last will be able




  to transform




  an experience into service




  




  the earth harassed by inventors




  of history and scientific pride




  hastens its decline




  change is active




  




  every day a movement




  drags the obsolete forms




  and prepares casts for the next




  the new earth




  indeed will the lion feed on




  grass along with the lamb




  surpassed the valley of savageness




  the animal world




  will see with mankind new landscapes




  where the fatigue of dust




  will flow in the joy of action




  and in the stableness of mind




  now in tune with the universe




  




  the fourth from the asian soundless histology




  plans with sorrow its mission of salvation




  blessed he who will withstand its proclamation




  




  the herald will spread its powerful voice




  be what you are and you shall get what you want




  from ashes of politics and from ruins




  of the religious tops the reluctants




  will stand up at the call of the soul




  that meanwhile has shown




  the way to the return to god only creator




  stand away from me




  this the mournful invitation




  by he who dwells in the celestial light




  the creative illusion experienced
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  with the first sin




  can now be cleaned




  not indulgence not confession




  only individual responsibility




  will be the drive




  he who will linger in exotic inns




  in search of religious pretexts




  will suffer the lack of courage




  and powerless will observe




  the destruction of their brothers




  




  descending from ones own summit




  to climb a nearby peak of the spirit




  will always be a training




  surely better than the loss of oneself




  but not salvation




  




  the race for earthly and psychic




  magnification will not stop




  the hope of return




  the creator looks forward granting




  further time




  for the last prodigal son of the earth




  




  this is the substance of revelation




  eternal fire where sinners stay




  does not exist




  obscure times recalled so




  disobeying the word of the divine




  who everything forgives because




  everything leads to him




  




  in the next research it will be possible to




  get away from the lurch of free will




  that for such long time was successful company




  to terrestrials




  




  the law of love will triumph




  for everyone of us




  




  cilices feigned poverty preaching




  threatening hypocritical consciences




  everything will be swept away by the whirl of




  love




  




  he who will choose returning will embark




  elected




  for the resplendent elsewhere




  the meaning of blessed the last




  will finally have a mighty altar




  shepherds will be those who close the fold




  not poor people against the rich




  like the deceit of sowers




  of discord




  




  the having or not having on earth




  chase one another




  in alternative to envy




  the queen of the present is the maid of once




  upon a time




  




  the oppressed the oppressor of yesterday




  he who has really evolved is free




  in any condition




  and in all occasions has no other spur but




  to do his duty however




  




  the movements of the earth will change




  geography within short a time




  without daily catastrophe




  




  it will bring a centimetre




  of this advancing




  into the universal memory




  other times these events




  turned up and every time




  the beverage of oblivion




  enraptured us with eternal illusion




  




  the civility of the tower of babel




  reminds us of our time




  




  but he who is willing to join to the whisper of




  evolution




  few are those who withstand the stream




  and childishly fear it




  forgive your bad masters so far attended




  and dispose yourselves in circle for the narrative.




  tower of babel




  at that time the game of growth invented




  the race to the stars




  generations over generations




  performed the rite




  also in those times a faint imitation of research




  in visit to planets




  far away and mysterious




  




  space ships would take off




  with their loads of the best




  sons of the earth of those days




  prayers and privileges




  vested with immanence




  the ones destined to the colonies of the sky




  people of the tower had interest




  in advance to the mysteries of the matter




  and just as nowadays neglected




  the knowledge of the self




  




  indeed will be able to reach the stars




  when by means of simplicity of faith




  we shall succeed in separating power




  from water and conceive




  the voyage as an allocation




  and not a transport
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  those departing use to land




  on a planet far away




  similar to the earth with a young atmosphere




  that would lose them in the pin of laughter




  the tragic silence that followed given the




  distance and the tragic end




  was not impressed




  in the conscious psyche of the inhabitants




  of the land far away




  




  on the contrary subconscious cried out




  ever more urgent alarms




  and just as when dreams are unheeded




  and dreams turn into nightmares first




  and then into periodical repetitions




  so did god confuse their languages




  and the languages of the fathers




  were no longer understood by the sons




  




  babel come to birth with emotional and physical




  obstacles




  after the absolute take over of power




  the sacerdotal castes turned




  the gift of the stars into punishment




  




  providence saved in such way mankind’s seed




  




  children were born by means of hands unable




  to handle the fine technology




  and temperaments were inapt




  for scientific discipline




  for this reason the towers collapsed




  hence the research in stellar travels




  became a myth hidden




  in a few sentences of the first history book




  on humanity and rooted
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