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    Foreword




    My name is Matías Gustavo De Stefano. I was born in August 1987, in Venado Tuerto, Argentina. I am one of those many new children who were born since that year. I am like one of the many Workers, Organizers and Guides of this beginning of era that seek to bring and anchor the new consciousness during this transition we are living.




    As my task is to guide the Souls who are not yet centered on Earth, my Guides and I have determined that whatever I do on this Earth must be related to education. However, the form and content of current education, archaic and so little integrative, led me to leave my studies of Psycho-pedagogy and begin with the social education of what people need most: to organize their truths.




    Since I was six years old, I have very remote memories of Time and No Time. I never knew what they were for, but I did hear many people talk about them.




    Years later, when I was seventeen, I realized that I was not the only one with these memories, because there were many people who were studious or related to these subjects who were going through the same thing. These people, my Guides, with very simple explanations about what the Fourth Dimension was or the difference between the soul and the spirit, tried to make me understand, in my own way, everything that had been circulating in my head since I was very young.




    That is how I decided to take my most frequent doubts to a book that would allow me to understand these situations as what they are: truths.
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    Introduction




    I thought it was convenient for this book to present the following texts. They are fragments of two books that I wrote in my adolescence and never published. They both talk about the origin of the Universe and some slight descriptions of the way I remembered it.




    From the age of twelve, the age when I began to remember, I felt called to write, in the form of novel literature, all my memories. The first book was called The Great Inheritance, which I later modified and divided into two different books.




    The following fragments were taken from the books First Memoirs and Ghan Arsayan; the first was written between my fourteen and sixteen years, and the second at the age of nineteen, with the intention of being the prologue to the rest of the books I wrote (none of them published).




    Among them, there is a fragment written in another language, and its translation, which I wrote when I was thirteen, when I began to remember the principles of everything we know, and that is what I will talk about in this part of the book.













    Ghan Arsayan




    First Memories




    «Wunapei»




    The beginnings


  




  

    FRAGMENT




    «First Memories»




    ... Sounds raged outside my being. A deep humming brushed my existence stirring my body among the remoteness. My eyes feared to open at the eerie noises, which were the masters of all. Suddenly, I felt a soft presence, and with its sound I sensed that I had to see it, a strange verb apparently; I felt a great fear in my entrails, and it prevented me from recognizing it. Against my will I saw, since nothing ahead existed so that I could close my eyes, my eyes did not exist; that memory that death made me feel was nothing more than a dream without explanation, without logic to what I saw around me. I felt my body, but I did not see it; I felt the sensation that I was floating and when I turned around, I saw it. It was an incandescent light, of a thousand colors; spooky, touching, and wonderful lights surrounded me, but not only me. My newly opened eyes not only allowed me to see the beauty that surrounded me, but I could see others like me: I don’t know how I did it, but I could see them and feel them move. My eyes could not see everything around me and they seemed to want to open from side to side, but they could not, and that strange sensation appeared. I was wrapped up in my own thrill and excitement for the new. I felt tired; I went back into the darkness and fell asleep. I’m not sure how much time passed, but when I got up, I saw everything with better eyes, and a wonderful moving light left my being expectant. There were thousands, millions, and billions of beings like me, and they were all going to the Great Light. I can already say that no matter how hard I try, there are no words that can explain in detail and in human language the greatness and wonder that the celestial eyes allow me to see in the Universe. All this was new and frightening to me, but I could not stay forever in the place where I had opened my eyes for the first time. Besides, a certain sensation urged me to get up, a kind of force that perhaps inhabited everything and that made us have strange forces about the why of things, and it was that which urged me to walk in the Nothingness towards another being, who, like me, seemed disoriented and who walked along with the surge, as if following the current. I did not hesitate to approach and for the first time I felt something very strange. The gratifying feeling of another being like me, and being able to communicate, although I can’t understand how I did it, those energies came out of me and allowed the other to turn around and respond to me.




    —What is the matter, where are you all going?




    —I heard that the Great Being is calling us, we must all go; you, come with me,” he answered. I took him by the hand, I followed him; I felt extraordinarily well with him, and I realized that when I touched him it was his being what I felt before, at the moment I opened my eyes, when that energy brushed my being.




    A strong wave could be felt from the black horizon, a deafening noise that shook everything in its path.




    At last, we were all arriving, and the light enveloped us like a beautiful thick blanket in the middle of winter. Between the wind and the rock that surrounded us, we were stepping into a pure and calm space, illuminated by the Great Sun. Suddenly, we were all frightened because we saw a huge wave come out of its golden and white surface; it was of tender and soft light and it illuminated one of the many like me, who, indescribably, grew in size thousands of times and was wrapping and transforming into more light: it was the White Light. He stepped forward and smiled, until at last he spoke his first words to the crowd:




    —I appreciate the enormous honor I now feel. I am the Bearer of the Word of All, and its sentiment, from my mouth comes forth in word form. He says that our home will be founded here, next to his hand, and with desires each one will create his piece of home. Our home will grow step by step, expanding and covering him who on the borders can see and hear, and will move him backwards. Today each of you will be given a function, which by exercising it will transform that monster, creating the Universe.




    In an instant, the same light touched us all, and again I fell asleep, losing sight and touch of the other soul, and I felt as if nothing had happened. I do not know how much time elapsed, but the day I saw the front again, when I felt the voice of that Messenger of the All, I knew without further what I was there for. His voice pronounced a name, mine: “Ghan,” I heard imposingly, “the All has told me that you will be one of the Souls who will have in his mind the honor of remembering everything, History will be your being, and the years, seconds will be for you”.




    It was then that my eyes seemed to burst because I felt a light shining in them. Everything was spinning around me, the thousands of rocks that surrounded me began to shine like small points of light that passed backwards with great speed; and all that sensation of movement that I felt in a single instant was transformed into a black and deep emptiness. I stood still, unable to move more than my eyes. Then, in my head, a mute voice began to tell me a story, the story of Origin....




    —Look ahead,” I heard. Tell me what you see.




    —I see everything dark, I can’t see anything, as if I were blind.




    —You can’t be because there is no such thing as blindness. Everything around you is an energy, the strangest and most unrepeatable energy of all; when a ray of light passes through it, it ceases to be the same; this itself is an “imagination”, since, with our presence, it would cease to be the same. We are in the so-called Ptnishal, the unmistakable, unique, and unrepeatable Nothingness.




    At that moment I felt a strange shiver spreading through my whole being, a kind of fear, respect, and admiration.




    —Look down there, describe what you see.




    —The Nothingness, I see nothing but darke.... Wait a moment... I see sparks, they spread out in a circle. What is that?




    —That’s the end of the Nothing. I can’t take you to where it reacted, nor tell you at what point it reached for this to happen, but what we do know is that it happened, and that reaction is a chain of one hundred percent neutral energy, which created a new one that from today began to vibrate and vary in hundreds of ways. They never separated, and that compressed union of vibrating energies has now formed a great energy, the Great Energy, the greatest vibratory nucleus of all, the birth of the Whole.




    At that time, walking through the former Nothingness, this whispering in my mind told me about the first energies that I later came to see, and watched with some desire.




    He said that, at first, it vibrated one of the strongest energies that could have been created, it made the Nothingness tremble as if it were naked in the dead of winter. Its reactions caused a certain forced combination with the others, which were compressed, and it became the essence of all, the core of the great mass, which, receiving the endowments of this vibration, grew and grew, feeding on it and letting the others around it move.




    —Do you want to feel this energy up close? -the voice asked me.




    —I am wary of it, but there is something strange in me that would make me do everything you say,” I answered.




    —It is another of the vibrations that in your birth has enveloped you, but in this time that we see your feeling had not yet been born. Your sentence, if I am not mistaken, has answered with a yes.




    Then I began to move involuntarily to my right, to a strange place, but when I got there, I felt in my chest a blow.




    An inner writhing ipso facto, a tingle went up my throat and relaxed my mind. I began to vibrate and glow, it was incredible, everything in me was in full movement, and a smile, followed by a big laugh, made me feel something precious that from that moment left that wide smile in my being for everything and everyone.




    —What was such a spectacle? -I asked hallucinated and relaxed, completely full and graceful.




    —That was the great vibration, the great feeling, the energy that is part of everything. The comforting calm that keeps you in pure balance with all that has been created, the so-called Love....


  




  

    FRAGMENT




    «The great inheritance»




    «Tulïs Saldye» 




    «… Tokha kolnna wpun plybun ixe ħelile ton xarïs lion, múa űmena úyuk, kene yum sona ine eiprumïs plev, noge ei noge lablïsu, źis pliamir tolti yut eisednna syy alub: ‘Der soħ’ sarwe, yur bakub ħe ei ulïs gadaþ, enainu, sheu yurey lahnun nir, batrô, sheu nir yur lahnendu. Enän, torur selun lahya, nifya, kei manya næ lahnindu, ianté sekhur þte. Ban tathi nus kei lah sotîri yu baskun kei lombun, adei sekhyeen nus, ħavsir ide sarwe sobub yonkh prumunvu Sau». 




    “I think I should begin to tell this story in a rational way, but I do not know how to do it, so I take that so renowned phrase, repeated from generation to generation, as they told me in that place where my childhood took place: “there was once” an Angel who walked alone in the vast Universe, sad, with no one to love, and, therefore, without being able to be loved. Then he thought of creating love, beauty, and intelligence so that he could love and protect, and so he created Matter. For his efforts and love of having to protect and teach, the living, of his creations, felt that this solitary Angel possessed the honor of naming himself God”.




    “My name is Ghan, I am an entity walking the vast Universe around me. I look around me and see darkness, but in that darkness, there are millions of lights. I wander alone on the roads, I look around me, and I know in my heart that I am not alone; in every non-flickering light in this great system there is life. I love that life, there are things so incredible and unequal in them that they would catch the attention of even the most frivolous of beings. As I walk, I come across huge, immense clouds of purple, yellow, orange, of hundreds of colors, floating just like me; it is the Origin, the most beautiful way of having created, they are clouds of hope, of “creation”, the word alone says it all. I love to sit in the essence of space and observe for a long time the creation of these marvels...


  




  

    FRAGMENT




    «Ghan Arsayan»




    Sometimes, we believe that we have things clear, that the Universe really works as we imagine it or as we have been taught and told, but I tell you: never believe anything, because nothing really exists.




    Do not be frightened, sister Souls, I do not speak the greatest slander of all times overflowing in my mouth. We exist, of course, but not in the way we believe, and the only way to hear these falsehoods and discover the truths is to listen and observe all, absolutely all, the stories that exist in the Universe. Hard work is this, don’t you think? There are beings that we are for it, do not worry, brothers; but I will leave you a message that I have learned within my life, my being, and my essence. The paths that will show you will help you understand how to find yours within the unreal story, and so it is that I tell you mine.




    Everyone has ever wondered where do we come from, what do we come for, and where are we going? I hold the view that this answer lies in the simple question of where are we, and who are we?




    We are born of the same birth, and we are that, the same birth, for every part of our essence corresponds to every part of the Universe, and the Universe is us and our environment. It is in us and in the environment that we shape and complete where the great truths unfold. These truths have the name of stories and are the ones that, step by step, in our existence, shape the keys to our karma, our traveled path, the path we walk and the ones that will come after the horizon.




    I have seen thousands of realities, hundreds of universes, and existences, and for this reason I can speak of human reality as one of the most complex existences, of which it makes use, in essence, of everything within the truths it confuses. It could be said to be the prolongation of the senses of the Great central Light into a concentrated cycle behind the thresholds of Matter.




    I had never heard of Matter in my beginnings, for I dwelt in the spaces of No Time and No Space, a place where everything, even the most sinister darkness, is pure Divine Light.




    My home, my nest, was that non-existent cord that some call the Matrix. Try to imagine the following: a place so big that it cannot even be considered real, something without limits, without end, something on which we all, in a certain way, depend.




    This place survives all existences, all lights, even light. It is an enormous spiral of which you are a part, it makes up all the imagined confines.




    We all move in it because we are it; they are the branches from which the great universal God provides himself to nourish and recreate his trunk essence and his countless roots that grow from a luminous side in which he links his strength with the other universal roots. There, on the branches that in symbiosis sustain the great nourishing Source of the leaves of space, and there we are all, absolutely all of us who conform it. It is our home, of which we often disregard it is the essence of existence itself and it is so subtle that it seems not to exist.




    My stories are based on this spiral, my home, the world in which I have seen all the realities that I have captured in my memories, everything depends on it.




    In my paths transited the truths of all beings, as well as their essences, actions, and functions of existences. I rejoiced in the lights of the Divine, of the Universe, crossing the Source, the darkness, and the darkest sides where I still saw light.




    My task, in those vast infinite spaces, was to send through my being the greatest amount of information that my essence could bear, and thus be able to reside in the great circle of Universal Memory, the ring of the Source, in which everything, without a measure of time or space, recorded what had been, what existed and what was not, registered what had been, what existed and what was to be, at the expense of the linear, transmuting its essence into infinity and filling the Source with so much life that it managed to supply every part of that great tree that swayed its leaves downward, sideways, connecting its roots with the infinite.




    All those experiences coexisted in my essence because I was a being of that Being, a cell of that body that, being such, contained in me the same information that as a whole, and through me transited; they were all those that I, in my paths, emitted like oxygen exhaled from the lungs of a living being in a world of air.
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