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About the Medium

	Vera Ivanovna Kryzhanovskaia, (Warsaw, July 14, 1861 - Tallinn, December 29, 1924), was a Russian psychographer medium. Between 1885 and 1917 she psychographed a hundred novels and short stories signed by the spirit of Rochester, believed by some to be John Wilmot, second Earl of Rochester. Among the best known are “The Pharaoh Mernephtah” and “The Iron Chancellor.”

	In addition to historical novels, in parallel the medium psychographed works with “occult-cosmological themes.” E. V. Kharitonov, in his research essay, considered her the first woman representative of science fiction literature. During the fashion for occultism and esotericism, with the recent scientific discoveries and psychic experiences of European spiritualist circles, she attracted readers from the Russian “Silver Age” high society and the middle class in newspapers and press. Although he began along spiritualist lines, organizing séances in St. Petersburg, he later gravitated toward theosophical doctrines.

	Her father died when Vera was just ten years old, which left the family in a difficult situation. In 1872 Vera was taken in by an educational charity for noble girls in St. Petersburg as a scholar, St. Catherine's School. However, the young girl's frail health and financial difficulties prevented her from completing the course. In 1877 she was discharged and completed her education at home.

	During this period, the spirit of the English poet JW Rochester (1647-1680), taking advantage of the young woman's mediumistic gifts, materialized, and proposed that she dedicate herself body and soul to the service of the Good and write under his direction. After this contact with the person who became her spiritual guide, Vera was cured of chronic tuberculosis, a serious illness at the time, without medical interference.

	At the age of 18, he began to work in psychography. In 1880, on a trip to France, he successfully participated in a mediumistic séance. At that time, his contemporaries were surprised by his productivity, despite his poor health. His séances were attended at that time by famous European mediums, as well as by Prince Nicholas, the future Tsar Nicholas II of Russia.

	In 1886, in Paris, her first work was made public, the historical novel “Episode of the life of Tiberius”, published in French, (as well as her first works), in which the tendency for mystical themes was already noticeable. It is believed that the medium was influenced by the Spiritist Doctrine of Allan Kardec, the Theosophy of Helena Blavatsky, and the Occultism of Papus.

	During this period of temporary residence in Paris, Vera psychographed a series of historical novels, such as “The Pharaoh Mernephtah”, “The Abbey of the Benedictines”, “The Romance of a Queen”, “The Iron Chancellor of Ancient Egypt”, “Herculaneum”, “The Sign of Victory”, “The Night of Saint Bartholomew”, among others, which attracted public attention not only for the captivating themes, but also for the exciting plots. For the novel “The Iron Chancellor of Ancient Egypt,” the French Academy of Sciences awarded him the title of “Officer of the French Academy,” and in 1907, the Russian Academy of Sciences awarded him the “Honorable Mention” for the novel “Czech Luminaries.”

	 


About the Spiritual Author

	John Wilmot, Earl of Rochester was born on April 1 or 10, 1647 (there is no record of the exact date). The son of Henry Wilmot and Anne (widow of Sir. Francis Henry Lee), Rochester resembled his father in physique and temperament, domineering and proud. Henry Wilmot had received the title of Earl because of his efforts to raise money in Germany to help King Charles I regain the throne after he was forced to leave England.

	When his father died, Rochester was 11 years old and inherited the title of Earl, little inheritance, and honors.

	Young J.W. Rochester grew up in Ditchley among drunkenness, theatrical intrigues, artificial friendships with professional poets, lust, brothels in Whetstone Park and the friendship of the king, whom he despised.

	He had a vast culture, for the time: he mastered Latin and Greek, knew the classics, French and Italian, was the author of satirical poetry, highly appreciated in his time.

	In 1661, at the age of 14, he left Wadham College, Oxford, with the degree of Master of Arts. He then left for the continent (France and Italy) and became an interesting figure: tall, slim, attractive, intelligent, charming, brilliant, subtle, educated, and modest, ideal characteristics to conquer the frivolous society of his time.

	When he was not yet 20 years old, in January 1667, he married Elizabeth Mallet. Ten months later, drinking began to affect his character. He had four sons with Elizabeth and a daughter, in 1677, with the actress Elizabeth Barry.

	Living the most different experiences, from fighting the Dutch navy on the high seas to being involved in crimes of death, Rochester's life followed paths of madness, sexual abuse, alcoholics, and charlatanism, in a period in which he acted as a “physician.”

	When Rochester was 30 years old, he writes to a former fellow adventurer that he was nearly blind, lame, and with little chance of ever seeing London again.

	Quickly recovering, Rochester returns to London. Shortly thereafter, in agony, he set out on his last adventure: he called the curate Gilbert Burnet and dictated his recollections to him. In his last reflections, Rochester acknowledged having lived a wicked life, the end of which came slowly and painfully to him because of the venereal diseases that dominated him.

	Earl of Rochester died on July 26, 1680. In the state of spirit, Rochester received the mission to work for the propagation of Spiritualism. After 200 years, through the medium Vera Kryzhanovskaia, the automatism that characterized her made her hand trace words with dizzying speed and total unconsciousness of ideas. The narratives that were dictated to her denote a wide knowledge of ancestral life and customs and provide in their details such a local stamp and historical truth that the reader finds it hard not to recognize their authenticity. Rochester proves to dictate his historical-literary production, testifying that life unfolds to infinity in his indelible marks of spiritual memory, towards the light and the way of God. It seems impossible for a historian, however erudite, to study, simultaneously and in depth, times and environments as different as the Assyrian, Egyptian, Greek and Roman civilizations; as well as customs as dissimilar as those of the France of Louis XI to those of the Renaissance.

	The subject matter of Rochester's work begins in Pharaonic Egypt, passes through Greco-Roman antiquity and the Middle Ages, and continues into the 19th century. In his novels, reality navigates in a fantastic current, in which the imaginary surpasses the limits of verisimilitude, making natural phenomena that oral tradition has taken care to perpetuate as supernatural. 

	Rochester's referential is full of content about customs, laws, ancestral mysteries and unfathomable facts of History, under a novelistic layer, where social and psychological aspects pass through the sensitive filter of his great imagination. Rochester's genre classification is hampered by his expansion into several categories: gothic horror with romance, family sagas, adventure and forays into the fantastic.

	The number of editions of Rochester's works, spread over countless countries, is so large that it is not possible to have an idea of their magnitude, especially considering that, according to researchers, many of these works are unknown to the general public. 

	Several lovers of Rochester's novels carried out (and perhaps do carry out) searches in libraries in various countries, especially in Russia, to locate still unknown works. This can be seen in the prefaces transcribed in several works. Many of these works are finally available in English thanks to the World Spiritist Institute.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	What man of you, having a hundred sheep, if he loses one of them, does not leave the ninety-nine in the wilderness, and go after him until he comes to find it? And when he has found it, he lays it on his shoulders, rejoicing; and when he comes home, he calls his friends and his neighbors together, saying to them Rejoice with me, for I have found my lost sheep.

	S.Lucas, XV, 4-6.
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	On a wooded hillside in the secluded valley of South Tyrol, an imposing mansion stood elegantly surrounded by gardens. Away from the neighboring villages, absolute silence reigned there. Its inhabitants were apparently rather homely people, as they were rarely seen outside the confines of their enchanted refuge.

	In fact, the mansion would well deserve the epithet “enchanted castle”. Its Italian Renaissance style construction, the white marble portico, the wide staircase and the columned gallery stood out against the dense foliage like a gigantic pearl. The vast garden, topped by terraces, was filled with marvelous flowers, among the green trees stood statues, and from the numerous fountains streamed threads of silvery water.

	In one of the halls of that fascinating mansion, long, narrow and flanked by windows, on a wide, comfortable bed slept a pale, thin man, visibly fatigued.

	The windows were wide open; one went out to the garden and the other - to the hill and the nearby lake; both views were equally splendid, and there was a deep peace.

	The air was filled with the wonderful scent of thousands of roses, dotting the garden with varying hues. On the table, next to the bed, lay a crystal bottle of pink liquid and a basket of fruit. The sleeping man was wearing a white wool shirt and was draped in a red plush blanket.

	Awakened by a ray of sunlight on his face, he opened his eyes and scanned his surroundings with his surprised gaze, then sat up and pressed his forehead with his hands to try to put his thoughts in order. In the meantime, a door opened and a tall, middle-aged man with a benevolent face entered. He was wearing white linen robes and holding a cup of hot drink.

	“How wonderful, you are awake, my friend! Thank God, you look stronger and healthier! Take this, then we'll talk! Even if you can't talk much yet, you’ll be anxious to know what's going on, he said, smiling with kindness.”

	The sick man eagerly drunk the invigorating drink, which warmed his exhausted body with pleasant warmth, and, looking gratefully at his interlocutor, he said:

	“I don't know your name, but I am very grateful for your care for me, and in fact, I am very curious about everything. Literally, I am still lost. It is as if my memories form a gap; my reminiscent feeling is that I have been mortally wounded. Understand me: I am a doctor, and I know that I have experienced the same agony that I have seen countless times in my patients. By human law, I should be dead; the black abyss into which I found myself rolling must have been my grave. From this begins a vague and incomprehensible memory: that I have seen you with other people at my deathbed. The strangest thing is that I don't remember my aunt, who replaced my mother. Please, I would like to ask you a few questions to put an end to this strange state of mine. What is the miracle that kept me alive? If I am in a sanatorium, then where precisely? Who brought me here, since it was not my old aunt, who has not yet appeared in person?”

	“Your desire to know the truth is just and natural. You are strong enough to know everything, without risk to your health. Get up and let's go to the next room, which is more comfortable for conversation.”

	The sick man rose submissively, with the stranger's help, put on a silk robe, and, supported by the arm of his interlocutor, walked slowly to the door at the back of the room. When the door opened, a gasp of admiration rose from his chest.

	He found himself in front of a spacious room, illuminated by huge stained-glass windows all along the walls. Anyone who knows the windows of the cathedral in Cologne, incomparable for their beauty, or those of other medieval churches, can imagine the spectacle; but in the room, a sky-blue half-light predominated. The walls were white; the back wall held a huge painting of the Resurrection of Christ, by some famous painter. The Savior's head, marvelous in expression and of truly divine beauty, breathed incredible vivacity. In the middle of the room was a white marble altar, and on it lay the reproduction of the famous statue of Christ - Thorvaldsen's masterpiece in transparent sapphire rock. At its base there was an inscription in golden letters: “Come to Me, all you who suffer, and I will comfort you”; a stream of crystal-clear water poured from the front wall of the altar into a basin.

	“Pray, brother, that Christ will inspire you, bless you, and set you on the way to salvation! - ordered the stranger, kneeling beside the sick man.”

	Almost instantaneously a soft, harmonic chant was heard, forcing every nerve to tremble with the powerful sounds and invading the soul with peace and joy. As the last chords fell silent, the two men got up and settled down on the sofa by the window.

	“And now, brother, you will have an explanation of everything that seems so confusing to you,” began the stranger, casting a serious and thoughtful glance at his interlocutor. “Do you, by any chance, still remember Prince Eletsky?”

	“Absolutely, I remember. Is he here? Will I see him?” the sick man agitated.

	“You will see, but not now; he is not here yet. I have mentioned the prince to you, because it is thanks to him that your fate has changed so radically. I don't know if you will be recognized, but in any case, you will have the time to die at any time you wish. Now listen to me without interrupting!

	In fact, you are not mistaken, sir: your body had received a mortal wound and, according to human laws, you would have to return to the invisible world. However, Brother Eletsky had a sincere disposition toward you, thinking that in the recesses of your soul, beneath the layer of accumulated filth, lurked good intentions and longing for the light; this made the prince decide to save the soul and the body of the master. His expectations were confirmed: during your agony, the principles of good got the better of you, suggesting you take the blame for a double murder, exempting the baron, saving the father for his children, and sparing his good name. For this generous act, you have been rewarded with bodily life, and, if you wish, you may have your soul completely reborn. But, dear brother, your fate has been changed. Doctor Vadim Zatórsky is dead and buried and you can no longer use your old name. All this is over, but you will be able to live as another man endowed with true knowledge, and not as a blind doctor of imperfect knowledge. Official science is still groping in the dark; its successes are often due to chance cases, although you have a chance to become a scientist with occult knowledge, able to cure the invisible roots of evil in the astral body of visible people. If you join our fellowship, you can study this science and be immune to worldly needs, for the community cares for its members and, again, no material concerns will break your spiritual peace.”

	When Vadim Víktorovitch's interlocutor was silent for a moment, Vadim, pale and perplexed by what he heard, babbled:

	“Well, one thing I don't understand: how did I get here? Was I dug up from the grave?”

	“You were just taken out of the coffin. Listen to how that happened!” said the doctor's interlocutor, smiling. “When the prince was convinced that your good nature had triumphed over hatred and thirst for revenge, he gave you a remedy which, besides relieving your pain and stopping the bleeding from your wound, led you into a lethargic sleep, which gave you the appearance of a dead man. Upon hearing the news of your death, your aunt became ill and requested through her maid that your body be left in Revel until she or one of her relatives could arrange for your burial. For various reasons, which we shall not now discuss, the baroness was buried in haste in the family vault in Zeldenburg, which you may have seen at the back of the park; in the same vault, on the advice of the prince and until further orders were given, was also placed the coffin of Doctor Zatórsky.

	“To make my account clearer, I should add that the generaless Bármina left the castle with Mery and the children on the same day as the burial. Only the prince and the baron remained, who was to finalize some matters, including opening the niche in the chapel where, according to legend, the knight of Livônia was walled up. Von Kosen wanted to put a stop to the apparitions of the “ominous one”. His remains were indeed found, and soon buried with religious ritual. The prince took it upon himself to disinfect the chapel, and to this end, he stayed in the castle for another day; the baron could hardly wait to leave this sinister place.

	“A yacht of the brotherhood, casually sailing in the port of Libav, was ordered to pass Revel, and in the darkness of the night, a group of people we trusted took the boat alongside the steps of the shore. Guided by the prince, the men entered the vault, opened the coffin and removed your body, replacing it with ballast. Wrapped in a cloak, you were loaded onto the boat and transferred to the yacht, which brought you here still in a lethargic state.

	“Here, in our refuge, you have been entrusted to my care. Let me take this opportunity to introduce myself: my name is Dakhara.

	“The treatment was difficult and time consuming because of the internal injuries. Nevertheless, as you can see, you are practically cured. In order not to interfere with nature's work, we temporarily disconnected your memory, and for about five months you led a vegetative existence. Well, I think that's enough talk for today...”

	“Let me ask you one more question,” interrupted the doctor, panting with nervousness. “A few days before the fateful hour, I got engaged to a young woman; will I ever see her, or will I have to erase her from my past?”

	“This is a mystery of the future. We have some indications that we think a cruel karma threatens this young woman, who will have to go through harsh trials and great dangers. Probably you will have to help her to save herself, but for that, you will have to work hard and arm yourself with much more knowledge than you have. But I repeat: that's enough for today. Think about what I have told you, and when your peace of mind returns, we will begin our conversation again. You can meditate on the past and the future, or pray in this room.”

	For a few days, Vadim Víktorovitch could not regain his emotional balance. The incredible change in his destiny worried him deeply; just the thought that he had died to the world in which he was born and lived made his head dizzy. The memories of Mery caused him almost physical suffering. What meaning did the adept's words about the karma that had hit her, about the impending trials and dangers, hide? And he was “dead”, one might say, unable to help and protect her. Perhaps he could, through some hidden means, influence his aunt to take care of Mery. But his aunt, he was told, had fallen seriously ill upon hearing of the tragedy at the Kosen castle.

	These reveries, combined with nervous excitement, affected his weakened organism. One night he fell asleep and only woke up a few weeks later, conscious of his past and present. Physically, he felt stronger, with his old energy restored. He then asked Dakhara, who had come to visit

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
