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WHEN LOVE BREAKS THE DARKNESS

Children and young people are currently more exposed than ever before to harmful influences, which present difficult challenges aimed at personal and collective growth.

Love is the key to overcome, by the Spirit Maurício, psychographed by Eliane Macarini, is a novel that warns against the addictions that bring illness and destroy humanity.

In addition to the temptations of modern life—which promise status through the consumption of alcohol and cigarettes, often encouraged by certain friends—there are also the suggestions of “invisible” companions, interested in the moral downfall of their victims. For this reason, stories like this one, by shedding light on the drama of addiction, provide a timely and essential warning.
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PREFACE

 

 

I am here with you again to tell you a story, partly fictitious, because many of the events narrated have unfortunately been part of humanity. It is a story that describes the struggle of beings who have overcome great challenges, always with the goal of personal and collective growth. These are pages of warnings against the vices that are destroying and annihilating humanity, especially the chemical substances that are ruining our young society. They are pages of clarification about facts that are beyond our understanding, giving rise to myths, legends and miracles that are created to explain them; often, prejudiced ideas are generated from this understanding, which often obstruct the path of moral development for all of us.

Spiritual activity to help our planet is becoming more active and fuller of hope every day. A new millennium is beginning, a new era, the era of spiritual knowledge, the era of renewal. The moment is approaching when reluctant brethren will have to look into Our Father's eyes and feel all the benevolence of His love. Humanity has reached the moment when it will have to make a very serious choice for its survival and its moral growth.

Our free will has allowed us to make our own choices, and these choices have often led to the moral and physical destruction of our society. However, we also inherited from Our Father intelligence and an endless spark of love. Likewise, the great hour has come, the hour of purification, of our encounter with the future, a future of growth and much love.

You, my young friend, who honors us by reading these pages dedicated to you, make the right choice and show other young people how good it is to live in peace, in loving fellowship with your family, always with your eyes turned toward the sweet countenance of God and holding the hand of our Elder Brother Jesus Christ, who honored us with his presence on Earth and gave us the Gospel.

May God illuminate our planet, bless our rivers and seas, cover our forests with light, and place His blessed hands upon humanity.

Maurício.

 


Chapter 1 

REBECCA

 

 

There was a nonstop movement in the hospital: stretchers rushing toward emergency rooms, overworked doctors hurrying from one place to another, struggling to save lives and minimize the suffering of many; men and women, desperate with pain, seeking help; and friends and family, anxious to know the fate of their loved ones.

It was in that chaotic environment that I saw my body being carried towards the emergency room. At first, I didn’t understand what was happening—after all, I felt perfectly fine, without pain, and with a delightful sense of lightness. I looked at my body, floating effortlessly, and I realized it was perfect. However, what really caught my attention was the sight of another body lying on a stretcher, surrounded by doctors rushing, trying to keep it alive. As I looked around, I saw other people who, like me, floated above all the chaos. I felt an immediate sense of connection with them; I knew they were close friends, and smiling, I moved closer.

“From what little I understand about life, I must be close to death—or maybe I've already died, haven't I?" Rebecca asked to a boy who was watching her.

"Neither one nor the other, Rebecca. We just had the permission to help you at this time. By the way, my name is Maurício."

"Maurício... I feel like I already know you, Maurício..." Rebecca said.

"Indeed, we've been working together for some time. Soon your memories will return, and they won't be so confused..." Maurício said.

“I’m already remembering some things, including the reason why I’m here receiving medical care. I also remember that we were trying to offer spiritual help in our work to some reluctant brethren who cause us so much harm. However, other things are still confusing…” Rebecca said.

"Don't worry, you will come with us and will have the opportunity to solve all of this in the simplest and most charitable way. Come with us..." Maurício said.

“And my body—won’t it die without my spirit?” Rebecca asked.

“Look at the silver cord that connects your body to your spirit; it's subtle and quite elastic, it won't break unless it's time for you to go...” Maurício said.

“What am I going to do in this place you’ve invited me to?” Rebecca asked.

"You will have the chance to learn facts about your present life as well as past lives, which will be of great value in helping this brother who has been pursuing you for so long and who suffers greatly because of it. Meanwhile, your physical body will be treated and will remain in a state of apparent coma..." Maurício replied.

"Rebecca followed the group of friends. She was soon admitted to a hospital and entered a waking state. During that time, her mind began to remember events from past lives, as well as many that had happened recently."

Recent Memories – Current Incarnation

During sleep, Rebecca remembered some events from her previous incarnation.

I walked along that avenue as if it were my last stroll. A deep anguish was taking over my heart. My thoughts came rushing in—everything I had lived, and everything I had failed to live, flashed through my mind in brief glimpses. I felt it was time to change something—I could no longer live with all that anguish and dissatisfaction that greeted me every morning. Some say there comes a moment in life when we must face all our ghosts head-on. I believed that moment had come for me, before I disappeared from this world altogether. I felt like I was failing, like I wasn’t keeping promises and kept postponing commitments. Many times, I had memories of situations I had never actually lived, but I was certain they were mine. So, I lived in conflict between what I felt and what I knew about myself.

My name was Rebecca. My mother always dreamed of having a daughter with that name, I think she would have liked to have been called Rebecca. It was a nice name, but it didn’t matter to me... At that moment, I could have had any name, and I wouldn’t have cared.

In reality, I didn't care about anything, I felt tired of fighting what I didn't know, I just knew that I needed to do something to keep living. I wanted to live, to dream of better days, to feel loved and to love madly but, with each passing day, I felt time slipping through my fingers and I wasn't doing anything I liked or wanted to do.

There I was, caught in my own lament, while continuing to live the life that had been chosen for me. I kept following the rules that society had always imposed on my behavior—and I agreed to them without ever questioning.

I looked down at the ground and saw a photograph of a very beautiful young woman on a promotional flyer, trying to make me believe that if I went to a certain place, I could have the same perfect appearance as the model. I bent down and held the paper between my fingers; I tried to read into the eyes of that perfect figure, and I realized that she, too, carried some dissatisfaction within her.

I kept walking... Was this the path to a new beginning—or not? Maybe only I had the answer, but I couldn’t think of one. In that moment, all I knew how to do was keep walking.

I felt a strong presence by my side—it was like a heartfelt hug, full of love and sweetness. I sat down on the sidewalk and stayed there, simply living that moment of peace.

"I don't know, Heitor, but I feel like I'm beginning to truly live in this moment. Don't ask me why—I don't know, I just feel it..." I replied to Heitor, my funny childhood friend... He had always been present in my memories.

"It's cold. Come on, let's have a nice cup of tea. I don’t like seeing so much sadness in your eyes."

"Alright..." I reached out, placed my hands in my friend's, and realized he was giving me the same feeling that had brought me such peace just moments ago.

"When someone truly cares about us and loves us without needing a reason, we feel that kind of peace."

"How can you know what I'm thinking? Are you a witch or something?"

"Ah, you’ve found me out. But come on, let’s go inside before you freeze. I’ll prepare a magic potion that will make you happy forever!"

"Hmm! It’s a deal! —but only on one condition: you have to give me the formula as a gift!"

Heitor looked at Rebecca and smiled. In that moment, she was certain he was someone special; she didn’t know why, but he was different. She allowed herself to be led with serenity and trust in her friend.

Heitor prepared the tea, which had a sweet aroma and a taste unlike anything she had ever tasted before. She felt herself relax as a powerful sense of peace washed over her, and for the first time, she felt that everything was okay.

Little by little, a gentle sleep began to take over her body. Heitor laid her down on the sofa, rested her against soft cushions, and covered her with a cozy, fragrant blanket. Rebecca fell asleep in peace—and dreamed...

 

 


Chapter 2 

MEMORIES

 

 

In her dream, Rebecca was walking through long, cold corridors that resembled a cave. Everything around her seemed to be covered in stone; at small intervals, she noticed holes in them through which she could see a luxury environment. She knew she was moving through secret corridor ways. In that moment, she tried to remember why she was there—she knew there was a powerful reason, but it was hard to remember. Her entire body ached. She looked at her hands and they were dirty and bruised. Suddenly, she realized that, although she was still herself, her appearance was different.

She kept walking... At a certain point, she found herself in a large, rectangular hall and had the impression that it was a courtroom. There were a few seats for an audience, and on the opposite side of the entrance, there was a large half-moon-shaped table with seven armchairs placed against it.

Rebecca felt very cold. That place gave her shivers of fear.

The air was filled with a foul, ochre stench, and she felt the dampness stick to her skin like slime; she stayed there, terrified and hiding in a corner. She lifted her eyes upward and began to pray. The prayer was rhythmic, steady, and gave her the strength to remain there. Little by little, images began to form, and old memories returned to her mind. She was in a beautiful garden, running barefoot after colorful butterflies, laughing loudly—so free, so happy.

"Miss Sophia, come back inside the house! If your father sees you running around barefoot like that, he’ll scold me—your nanny who cares for you so much!" said a kind-looking lady who was trying to catch up with the joyful girl. By the way, her name was Anida.

“Then catch me, you grouch! Besides, my father is away, and he won’t know what I’m doing unless you tell him …” Sophia replied.

“Oh! For Heaven’s Sake! I’ll end up paying for your irresponsibility one day, Miss Sophia!” retorted Anida with a suffering expression.

The cheerful girl smiled at her friend's dramatization. Anida had cared for her since she was born; her mother had passed away shortly after giving birth. Her father, Afonso, heartbroken by the loss of the wife he so deeply loved, gaved all his care and affection to the little girl, who had now become his entire family. Anida dedicated her life to making Sophia happy. She fulfilled all of her wishes and ensured her education under the constant supervision of her father. Sophia grew up healthy, happy, and very pampered by everyone. Furthermore, she had a kind and humble nature, and was very charitable to the household's slaves and servants. Pleasant in social interactions, she had only one point of concern: her irreverence and revolutionary spirit. She held religious and social views that were quite different and dangerous for her time, but that didn’t scare her; she shared her ideas freely, both in social gatherings and among the household’s servants and slaves. Everyone who loved her was deeply worried about this behavior.

Sophia’s constant companion was Reynol, the son of a stableman. The boy grew up alongside her. Despite his humble origins, Reynol had a keen intelligence and a strong desire to learn. For that, he relied on the help of his friend, who lent him books and taught him everything she learned. They discussed topics that few people of their time had the knowledge to understand.

During one of their explorations of the mansion, with its tunnels and secret corridors, they found a stone in one of the walls, worn smooth by the touch of human hands. Always curious, they discovered that when pushed, it revealed a hidden corridor. Astonished, they realized it led to a library filled with very old and forbidden books. There, they found a vast collection of literature on magic and spells. Curious and eager for knowledge, they began to frequent the place regularly, reading books and uncovering dusty, ancient objects and ornaments.

Little by little, they began to realize the value of what they had in their hands. As beings filled with good feelings and great love for everything around them, they understood that a disaster would occur if all that material fell into the hands of those driven by ambition and lacking love. They studied diligently the lives of wizards, sorcerers, witches, and enchantresses, who often told tragic stories. They discovered formulas, alchemy, and sacred mantras. They decided to experiment and began practicing magic.

Rebecca discovered that she had visions, and Reynol, that he could speak with spirits. However, despite all the books they read and the studies they carried out, they didn’t know what to do with so much knowledge, or how to use what they were learning to improve the lives of the people who lived there. Until one day...

"Anida, why are you crying?" Sophia asked to her nanny, as she found her sad and tearful when she entered the kitchen.

"Oh, Miss Sophia, you live with your head in the clouds! If you paid more attention, you'd see that our workers are dying from a terrible fever, and no one knows what to do. I feel so sorry for those poor souls!" Anida replied.

“The worst of it all, Miss Sophia, is that this illness seems to have no end… Every time one dies, two more fall sick!” Canito added, Anida’s husband.

“Tell me more, Anida. And you, Canito, go and fetch Reynol—have him come to me here, right away. Then we’ll all go observe them together; I want to see this suffering up close…” Sophia said.

“No way, miss! If Mr. Afonso finds out we took you to that plague-ridden place, he’ll lock us up and throw away the key!” Canito replied.

“If you don’t take us, we’ll find a way to go on our own! And if you tell my father, I’ll stop speaking to you both. Now hurry up, man! The sooner we understand what’s happening, the sooner we can solve the problem…” Sophia replied.

“Miss Sophia, how do you think you can help those poor souls?” asked Anida.

“Just wait and see, you unbeliever!” Sophia replied with a smile.

Within minutes, Reynol entered the kitchen, brought in by Canito. Sophia grabbed him by the hand and began pulling him along.

“Come, come with me—no silly questions. And as for you two, stay here and wait for us. Don’t follow!” Sophia ordered.

“What’s going on? You look like you’re being chased by a thousand demons!” Reynol said.

“I’ve found a use for everything we’ve studied and discovered so far…” Sophia replied.

“How can that be? Did you tell someone about our discovery?” Reynol asked.

“Of course not, my friend—I haven’t gone mad just yet. Anida told me about the plague that’s killing the workers. In that book about cures and herbs, we must be able to find some balm or potion to ease all this suffering. Don’t you agree with me?” Sophia asked.

“Do you really believe we’re capable of that?” Reynol questioned.

“When Anida told me about the tragedy, I saw a spirit beside me who said he was a doctor and asked us to come here, because he would help us prepare a potion to ease the suffering of our friends. He also told me there are certain cleansing procedures that must be carried out for the potion to work properly…” Sophia replied.

“What does this spirit look like?” Reynol asked.

“He is an elderly man with a pale appearance—even his clothing is white—and he has a peaceful, harmonious expression. I can’t clearly describe his features, but his presence makes me feel safe and confident in what he teaches…” Sophia said.

“Let’s get to studying!” Reynol replied.

The two young people began studying the book that spoke about the healing power of herbs. It contained recipes teaching how to mix various leaves, roots, fruits, and flowers.

“Do you see him, Reynol? Is the spirit here with us right now?” Sophia asked.

“Yes, I see him! We’ve been talking for several days now about everything we’ve studied so far…” Reynol replied.

“You ungrateful friend, why didn’t you tell me the news?” Sophia asked.

“It wasn’t the right time for you to discover my existence yet, young lady. But from now on, I will be a constant companion during your studies. My name is Demétrius. During my last stay in these lands, I was a scholar of healing, and after passing on, I continued the research I began here.”

“Well then, Demétrius, what are you waiting for? What should we prepare for those souls who are suffering so much?” asked Sophia, quite anxious.

“If you’re clever, you’ll find several herbs and roots that should help bring down the fever in those brothers. But tell me—have you found out if fever is the only symptom they’re experiencing?” Demétrius asked.

“Couldn’t you just tell us? After all, you’re a spirit... You can go anywhere...” Reynol said.

“Certainly... But what would you have learned from that? If something similar happens again, would you know what to look for in order to heal?” Demétrius asked.

“You’re right... I understand now! We should go to the sheds and ask the patients about their symptoms, shouldn’t we?” Sophia asked.

Demétrius smiled at the two as Sophia, restless as ever, quickly grabbed Reynol by the hand. They returned to the kitchen, out of breath. Anxiously, Anida and Canito were waiting for them.

“Come on, let’s go to the dormitories—we want to observe the sick!” said Sophia, already heading out the door.

Resigned, the two friends followed them, knowing it was useless to argue with that determined and strong-willed girl.

 

 


Chapter 3 

IN BLESSED LABOR

 

 

Rebecca slowly opened her eyes. The morning light filtered in gently through the colored glass of the window. She lay there, gazing at the shapes forming on the ceiling. It felt as if all the anguish that had consumed her soul for so long was finally beginning to dissipate… She had the sense of having walked through familiar places and was now close to uncovering the reasons behind all her uncertainties.

“Good morning, sleepyhead. Did you sleep well?”

“As I haven’t in a long time. I had strange dreams… I saw myself in even stranger places, but everything felt so familiar…”

“Don’t think about it now, come eat something, I’ve already set the table…” Heitor said, extending his hands to Rebecca.

“Funny, Heitor, I’m sure you were in my dreams too, but your face was different…” Rebecca replied, looking curiously into her friend’s eyes.

“Remember: yesterday you found out I’m a witch…” he said with a smile.

“Don’t joke! It’s your eyes—they’re very similar to Reynol’s. And it really is a sorcerer story… Well, almost. Ah! Never mind, everything’s getting so confusing in my head. Let’s have our breakfast.”

Heitor just smiled, led her to the kitchen, and said:

“Let’s get going, or we’ll be late for university

“Alright, but you don’t need to drag me! In my dream, I’m always the one doing that—not you!” Rebecca replied.

“Oh really? So, you


























































































cover_image.jpg
Unknown

J. Thomas Saldias





