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· This is a Sample Project to help you understand the concept of the work. Few lines of the Sample have been typed for demonstration.
· You are required to type the exact text from the left box to the blank box at the right.
· The size of the text should be 8-10 and theme should be ‘Arial’ or ‘Times New Roman’.
· 15 errors per page is permissible. Pages containing more than 15 errors are not eligible for payment.
· Only spelling and punctuation errors are counted. 
· Paragraph spacing, alignment, word position etc. are not considered errors.
· The text which are underlined or italic should be underlined and italic.
· Payment per page depends on the plan chosen.
· The main project would contain further information regarding submission of assignment.

 (
with the scientific method, and you would have given them their historic mission: Explore this place and find out how it works and what it means that we find our-selves alive here.
    
‘
You knew you had lost your certainty about a God-ruled universe and,
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else’ He shot me a smile. ‘We can meet back here -

The thought came fo me to tell him about Robert
Jensen but I decided against it.

‘Okay, I said.

He looked at Marjorie. “Nice to have met you. Wish |
had time to stay and talk.’

Ghe looked at him with her coy expression. ‘Maybe
some other time.”

- He nodded, handed me the keys, and walked away.
Marjorie ate for a few minutes, then said, ‘He seems
Jike a man with a purpose. How did you meet him?’
told her in detail of my experiences upon first arriv-
_mgml’eru. As I talked, she listened intently. So intently,
in fact, that I found myself telling the story with great
. ease and expressing the dramatic turns and episodes
 with insight and true flair. She seemed spell-bound,
~ hanging on every word.
- ‘Goodness, she said at one point, ‘do you think you're
- indanger?”
~ “No, I don’t think so,” I said. “Not this far from Lima.’
- She was still looking at me expectantly, so while we
 finished eating I briefly summarized the evenls at
Viciente up to the point where Sarah and I had arrived
 at the gardens.
- ‘That's where I met you,’ I said, ‘and you ran off.
~ ‘Oh, it wasn’t like that,’ she said. ‘I just didn’t know
you, and when I saw your feelings, I thought it was best
- “Well, I apologize,’ I said chuckling, ‘for letting my
energy getout ofhand’
She M‘thﬂ watch. ‘I guess I should be getting
back. They’ll be wondering about me.’
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sound and movement, I decided to walk through the
woods beside it, angling back into the valley. My body
felt heavy again. What had I been doing, I asked myself.
Why had I been walking in the road? I must have been
crazy, deluded by the shock of the shooting, entranceq i
some state of euphoria. Get real, I told myself. You have
to be careful. There are people here who will kill you if
you make the slightest mistake!

I froze. Ahead of me, perhaps a hundred feet, was the
priest. He was sitting under a large tree that was
surrounded by numerous rock outcroppings. As I stared
at him, he opened his eyes and looked right at me. I
flinched but he only smiled and motioned for me to walk
up.

PCautiously I approached him. He remained motion-
less, a thin, tall man of about fifty years of age. His hair
was cut short and was dark brown in color, matching his
eyes.

“You look as though you need some help,” he said, in
- ‘Who are you?’ I asked.

- ‘I am Father Sanchez. And you?’

[ explained who I was and where I was from, dizzily
sinking to one knee and then to my buttocks. :
““You were part of what happened in Cula, weren’t.

t do you know of that?’ I asked warily, not kno
to trust him. e
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“You knew you had lost your certainty about a Ggq.
ruled universe and, because of that, your certainty aboy;
the nature of God himself. But you felt you had a r;wlhod
a consensus-building process through which you mul(i
discover the nature of everything around you, including
God, and including the true purpose of mankind’s
x existence on the planet. So you sent these cxplnrvrs out to
~ find the true nature of your situation and to report back
- He paused and looked at me.
. The Manuscript,” he said, ‘says that at this point we
' begun the preoccupation from which we are awakening
~ now. Wesent these explorers out to bring back a complete
 explanation of our existence, but because of the
~ complexity of the universe they weren’t able to return
~ rightaway’
~ “What was the preoccupation?’
- ‘Put yourself in that time period again,” he said. ‘When
the scientific method couldn’t bring back a new picture of
‘God and of mankind’s purpose on the planet, the lack of
certainty and meaning affected western culture deeply.
We needed something else to do until our questions were
anmaada‘ivmtually we arrived at what seemed to be a
very logical solution. We looked at each other and said:
“Well, since our explorers have not yet returned with our
true spiritual situation, why not settle into this new
world of ours while we are waiting? We are certainly
leammgamﬁl!nmampuh’(eﬂus new world for our
©own benefit, so why not work in the meantime to raise
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: mmembel"’ I have a reason for being secretive. One of th,
iﬁiﬁ’m concerns how to interpret the events of one's
pﬁthﬁ'k is a process of becoming clear about who yoy,
. are, what you are here on this planet to do. I want to waj
. until we reach this insight before we discuss my back.

~ ground, okay?’

émriledaty his adventurous tone. ‘Yeah, I guess.’

- For the remainder of the morning we rode in silence.

ﬁayvéassunnyvand the sky blue. Occasionally, as we

) ded higher into the mountains, thick clouds would
at across our path, covering the windshield with

‘moisture. Around noon, we pulled over at an overlook

that afforded a spectacular view of the mountains and

valleys to the east.

“Are you hungry?” Wil asked.

~ Inodded and he pulled two carefully wrapped sand-

‘wiches from a bag on the back seat. After he handed me

one of them, he asked, ‘What do you think about this

smiled slightly and stared at me, giving me the
oression that he was observing my energy field. ‘What
- are you doing?” [ asked.
'IWJUOKIII&' he said. ‘Mountain peaks are special
- Places that can build energy in whomever sits on them.
You look as though you have an affinity for mountain
overlooks,’ ‘
‘-‘l'“!ld‘wﬂvdvn\,y‘gl’andfnther’s valley and of the ridge
W‘ﬂ‘}'{“ﬂ&ﬂ%lm and how it had made me feel alert
and energized the same day Charlene had arrived.

Tmmngupthem,’ he said, ‘prepared you for

He





