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Synopsis

	After the novels “Saying Goodbye to the Earth” and “Sculpting his own destiny”, Lucius completes this Thematic Trilogy by presenting his new book, in which the Spirits Bezerra de Menezes, Jeronimo and Adelino offer a panorama of the important moments that humanity is living today, revealing the process of separation of the “Wheat and the Tares” that is already underway.
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Chapter 1

	ALERTS AND INFORMATION

	 

	 

	PROPHECY OF THE BEGINNING 
OF SORROWS

	Matthew 24: 3-14

	 

	3 As he sat on the Mount of Olives, his disciples came to him privately, saying: “Tell us, when will these things be, and what sign will there be of your coming and of the end of the world?”

	4 Jesus answered and said to them: “Take heed that no one deceives you.”

	5 “For many will come in my name, saying, ‘I am the Christ,’ deceiving people.

	6 And you will hear of wars and rumors of wars; look, do not be alarmed, for all these things must take place, but it is not the end yet.

	7 For nation will rise against nation, and kingdom against kingdom; and there will be famines and pestilences and earthquakes in various places.

	8 But all these things are the beginning of sorrows.

	9 Then they will deliver you up to be tormented, and they will kill you; and you will be hated by all nations for my name's sake.

	At that time many will be scandalized, and will betray one another, and will hate one another.

	11 Many false prophets will arise and deceive many.

	12 And because iniquity multiplies, the love of many will grow cold.

	13 But he who endures to the end will be saved.

	14 And this gospel of the kingdom will be preached in all the world as a witness to all nations, and then the end will come.

	* * *

	The medium meeting continued normally with the assistance of countless afflicted entities, loaded with anguish and pain sown by maladjusted behavior in the old chain of errors, typical of immaturity.

	Workers of Good multiplied in the room, working hard to provide vibrational assistance, trying to tune in to the invisible needy people present to the different mediums, to provide the best harmony with the mediumistic vehicle available for the night's work.

	The minutes passed quickly, while the entities directing the work were discreetly discussing the most appropriate attitudes for conducting the varied tasks that the mediumship meeting required, in the different areas that the vibratory support needed.

	With his usual sympathy, the spirit Bezerra de Menezes observed calmly:

	“Tonight, Ribeiro, we are achieving a better fluidic integration to favor the emergency support of our unfortunate brothers and sisters. The pains have multiplied and the incarnates don't always realize their size and the immensity of the service.”

	Listening to his gentle words, Ribeiro, the spiritual leader of the institution and direct coordinator of the work, replied attentively:

	“It's true, dear doctor. Our greatest efforts have been to mature our incarnate companions, so that their personal lives outside the center are consistent with what they learn and experience here, enabling the luminous forces to protect them from inferior attacks as much as they supply them with balance, to be sources of support and light to the lost and unhappy. Therefore, when the group of incarnates is aware that the physical and spiritual planes are associated with each other as a single expression of Truth, we can count on greater balance among its members, and the task of helping becomes more effective.”

	“Indeed, Ribeiro, when the incarnate is no longer just a timekeeper, a mechanical instrument for ‘receiving’ spirits, there is a deeper integration with the work of Good and our efforts yield more and better results, for their own benefit. Our brothers and sisters hardly know that, of the more than five hundred entities who are here today, for direct mediumistic exchange or to be enlightened in common groups, approximately a third are directly linked to the workers themselves or their families. And when they are willing to work devotedly and without artificiality, when they are sincere and authentic with themselves and with the ideals they have embraced, they amplify the benefits and see themselves benefiting as well.”

	Seeing that the time was getting late, Ribeiro respectfully remarked:

	“Dear Doctor, according to your work plan, we have already involved Alberto's mediumship so that his words can be heard by the members of the group, according to his wishes.”

	“Thank you, my friend. I think it will be important for our brothers and sisters to listen ‘with the ears of the flesh’ to some important warnings for this hour.”

	The meeting, as usual, was coming to a close, after the last entities had been collected by the selfless servants of the invisible world who were engaged in sacrificial and selfless work.

	When Ribeiro's final word was about to be spoken, the mentor approached the chosen medium and, touching his sensory centers, received the usual favorable reaction from the medium in service, who easily identified his familiar vibratory tone. 

	Thus, enveloped by Ribeiro's fluidic atmosphere, Alberto surrendered to the trance with his usual serenity, allowing the Spirit's field of energies to envelop him and, in a gentle and natural way, occupy his nerve endings in a positive grafting of ideas that would end up acting on his epiglottis and turn into clear words:

	“Good evening, dear brothers and sisters.” He said slowly, controlling the emotions of the medium, who was completely surrendered to his mental impulse. “Our customary presence at the end of each work is to comment on the night's achievements and, at the same time, to embrace them with the guidance that is indispensable to the Lord's work.”

	However, I take over Alberto's faculties as a simple organizer of his fluids, preparing the mediumistic apparatus so that another brother can use his faculties.

	That's why I'm asking everyone to listen carefully and open their minds and hearts so that the instructions of our loving Bezerra can reach their souls, with clarity and understanding in the words of warning and affection that he will address to them as soon as I leave our brother Alberto.

	“May the goodness of Jesus sustain us all.”

	Saying this, without further delay, Ribeiro left, carrying Alberto's perispirit in his field of influence, who, enraptured, allowed himself to vibrate in the atmosphere of softness and enchantment that characterized Bezerra de Menezes' emanations.

	Ribeiro would remain in control of the vital forces in the medium's physical body, creating a kind of elevated environment so that the spiritual connections between the Doctor of the Poor and the mediumistic apparatus would be preserved and firm, facilitating the transmission of the message without interference from the medium or from the curiosity of the listeners.

	“May peace be in all your hearts, dear children.”

	Observing each one's commitment to the work of all of us, we are here to congratulate you on your efforts since, thanks to them, the efficiency of spiritual care is gaining in quality, which has been necessary for a long time.

	The difficult hours multiply every day on the horizon for sleeping creatures.

	When Jesus advised the man called to announce the Kingdom of God to let the dead bury the body of his deceased father, he was urging us to think clearly about the condition of the living dead presented by most brothers and sisters who are occupying fleshly bodies on Earth at the moment.

	Unwilling to wake up to the sound of the generous clarion calls that summon idealism to the service of Good, the living dead are being called back to life, to consciousness, to lucidity by different but equally painful means.

	The lack of a firm base, a foundation on rock, however, will mean that these immature beings, who attend religions and ceremonies, will not know how to act in the face of the agonies they will have to face.

	That, dear children, is why we are here. We need to be alert and vigilant so that the anguish of others is not taken on as our own. You are summoned to serve as nurses to the flood of the sick, remembering that you need to be careful not to become contaminated by the epidemic.

	And the epidemic of fear, revolt and aggression will spread among men as the pain takes on the task of producing wholesale awakening.

	It won't just be financial crises that will cast a pall of worry and anguish over the souls of the indifferent. Physical illnesses, geological and atmospheric accidents, social conflagrations will multiply, so that everyone's reaction to various challenges will be assessed.

	They will be blessed if they maintain their serenity in difficult times and, without despair or numbness, commit themselves to the work of Hope, showing the way to those who have lost their way.

	Their examples will be a treasure in the midst of the storm and, thanks to them, those who have some understanding will be able to find the strength not to collapse in collective anguish or go mad with desperate behavior.

	On both sides of life, the great transformation is taking place, which has been underway for many years, but which is accelerating in these times, because it is necessary for all things to come to fruition.

	This warning is also for your personal lives, because your homes will also be affected by the problems that will befall everyone. No special privileges or unjustifiable protection, especially for those who already know how to protect themselves.

	It would be illogical to take more care of the nurse - who has already qualified by learning nursing - than the patient who knows nothing.

	All those who, like you, participate in the banquets of the Truth of the Spirit are qualified as nurses in the School of Life. That's why they will know how to watch over the pain of others without forgetting the spiritual hygiene that will protect them, the asepsis of thoughts and feelings, the sterilization of words and attitudes to kill all the germs that contaminate them with evil.

	When Noah agreed to build the ark to save those who wanted to enter it from drowning, he took on an immense and exhausting task. However, thanks to the devoted elder, he and his family were able to find the protection and security that the others didn't want, when the harsh moment of the final storm arrived.

	So are the Lord's guests. The workers of the last hour themselves are not free from sweat, fatigue, wear and tears and the testimonies of faith.

	However, the moment of serenity will come if they have honored God's Work with commitment.

	Incarnate and discarnate are already being separated according to their specific vibrations so that the human atmosphere is not at the mercy of the attacks of the vast horde of ignorance that opposes the noble principles represented by the Lamb of God.

	Strive to enter through the narrow door and don't rest until you do. Outside, I can tell you, there is already weeping and gnashing of teeth.

	May the peace of Jesus fill you at every moment of your life, especially in the difficult hour of the testimonies that are the harbinger of the Dawn of Hope.

	“Good night, dear children.”

	The silence in the room was the mark of the emotion that penetrated the deepest fibers of those souls, since not only were these warnings useful to the incarnate, but also to all the disincarnates who gathered there, curious and suffering, afflicted or angry.

	Ribeiro tucked Alberto back into his physical body and, with a serene and emotional countenance, he regained full control of his organic faculties, without hiding the profound and beneficial impact that Bezerra's energies were having on his vibratory environment.

	A prayer of thanks was said by one of the incarnate workers and, soon afterwards, light was restored to the room.

	Jurandir, the incarnate leader of the meeting, took the floor and concluded, still under Ribeiro's inspiration:

	“We have benefited from sublime warnings that deserve meditation and recollection on our part, so that they can be properly appreciated and put to good use. So, let's leave the usual comments for our next meeting and go home quickly, without losing the sweet vibrations that surround us or the depth of the warnings that have come to us, thanks to Divine Mercy and the kindness of such an august representative of this Christ of God among us.”

	At the next meeting, we will be able to comment more freely, as usual.

	Once the magnetized water had been served, the companions of the evening service embraced each other with the respect and affection they had already built up for one another and, without any fuss, took Bezerra's precious words home with them.

	In the spiritist institution where they were, however, there was no room for rest. Grateful for Ribeiro's generous cooperation, Dr. Bezerra, accompanied by the spirits Jeronimo and Adelino, left the room to continue his assistance tasks.

	“People on Earth generally have no idea what is going on around them. Most of them summarize their lives in moments of refueling the fleshly body, resting the physical structure, earning material gains by fighting for their daily bread and enjoying certain pleasures, primitively experienced without any expression of superiority.”

	So, my friends, don't be surprised if you encounter these

	same brothers we have just warned about, engaging in inappropriate behavior as soon as they leave the Spiritist center. The road to learning is long and, as much as we ourselves, they are candidates for the Good, but they have somehow addicted their habits to the easy pleasures that Evil has offered them for many centuries.

	I will need to take care of some commitments that await me, so I am releasing you from a learning excursion with our dear friends and, in a few days' time, we will meet again in the field of spiritual work that we have just left.

	They hugged fraternally and, in a few moments, Jeronimo and Adelino found themselves alone, with the field of observations open to enrich their experiences.

	“Gosh, Adelino, our dear Bezerra was quite incisive in his warning to his incarnate companions, don't you think?”

	“Well, my friend, in view of his customary softness in his advice, always veiled in impersonality and generality, which he uses as a tool to better guide, it seems that our incarnate brothers were really able to hear direct warnings, so that if they have ears to hear and eyes to see, they will understand that the moment is of crucial importance in their lives. I would even say of decisive gravity.”

	“That's true. It seemed the same to me. If we have the opportunity to understand the human soul, let's hope that our incarnate brothers and sisters also take advantage of the good news and know how to choose the narrow door.”

	“Let's hope so, my friend... let's hope so.”

	“How about we start by observing Alberto? After all, it was through him that our dear doctor was able to bring such precise warnings, wasn't it?”

	“That's a good suggestion, Jeronimo. I think our investigation with the medium who gave us the space for our generous friend's message will be very fruitful.”

	They headed towards the aforementioned worker's home, where they would begin their general observations.

	 


Chapter 2

	ALBERTO, THE MEDIUM

	 

	 

	Alberto had a fairly comfortable standard of living. He was a senior employee of a large company, in charge of the accounting department, which gave him great responsibilities and intricate problems. A Spiritist for some years, he had developed his mediumship following a project conceived in the spirit world before his incarnation. Compromised by past mistakes in the area of wealth management, squandering precious assets instead of circulating them or transforming them into growth opportunities for others, Alberto had understood the need to work hard to build his own balance, no longer being the holder of unlimited wealth, but rather the manager of other people's wealth, when he could, as well as learning to correct his inclinations towards prodigality, learn to live with less, in the shadow of his employers' excesses.

	This was because those to whom Alberto owed obedience were unscrupulous and frivolous creatures, abusers of fortune, inveterate spenders, whom he himself, as Financial Manager, had to contain in order to guarantee the health of the company.

	Obviously, at the start of their business, the owners had a tough attitude and a broader commercial vision, because they were fighting to consolidate their dreams and earn the money to make them come true. But once they had managed to build up the enterprise and achieved significant financial success, most of them were immature and went on to enjoy themselves without much care, always hoping that the good times would never end.

	No matter how many times Alberto warned them, they saw it as an excessively careful attitude, bordering on inconvenience, on the part of the employee who, at this point, had taken on the inauspicious and difficult task of defending other people's assets against the madness of the owners themselves and their families, trying to postpone the company's downfall as long as possible.

	The fact is that, accustomed to cold accounting balances, observing commercial opportunities, the advance of competitors, the scarcity of clients, the increase in the world crisis, the decrease in profit margins, the increase in taxes, all this added up to make up the tragic scenario of disastrous events.

	Observing the frivolity of his superiors made Alberto angry.

	Seeing how much they spent on trips, cars, speedboats and parties, the accountant wondered why he was still there, supporting that bunch of irresponsible people with the effort of his intelligence, his competence, which they didn't always recognize.

	It's true that his salary compensated for such sacrifices and it was from there that he received benefits for his own family.

	However, he imagined himself as the ‘owner of the company’. How he would be able to make it grow, to correct course, to change strategies, to improve performance and productivity. Yes, with the natural talent of brilliant intelligence and a disciplined will, he should be the owner of the enterprise.

	Not infrequently, the seductive voice of temptation sounded in his ears, advising him to act illegally and gradually take over the company from its real owners.

	They were echoes of the past, when he himself had exercised authority over vast assets, which he had then squandered in the same way as his current bosses were doing now.

	Emotional and spiritual conflicts appeared as tests in his new reincarnation journey, enabling him to gauge his new values. Faced with these moral challenges, however, mediumship had been made possible for him as a beacon of sensitivity to help him understand his important tasks, as well as becoming an instrument of support for the countless suffering spirits who had not forgiven him for having been their victims, suffering hunger, deprivation and shame as a result of the lifestyle he had chosen in those past reincarnation experiences.

	Exercising mediumship for more than ten years, he struggled between the problems of the office, the foolishness of his superiors and the spiritual realities he felt in his own flesh, facing his multiple responsibilities with courage and devotion.

	Thanks to such behavior, the mediumistic process was consolidated on a more secure basis, and over the years he became a medium worthy of the trust of the spiritual mentors who accompanied him and used him as a bridge to help many others, both incarnate and discarnate.

	His disciplined and firm behavior, without allowing himself to slip into fanaticism or harshness, had won the sympathy of several spirits who knew his struggles and commitments as well as the family problems he had to face.

	Yes, that's because, having been compromised by past misadjustments in the area of excess, Alberto returned to his earthly clothing in the present life committed to helping his former companion, Leda, in her moral recovery, bringing her back to the path of rectitude and balance.

	In this way, since their youth, they met again to experience the transformation of their vices and, attracted by their old inclinations and identical tastes, they became consort. Full of plans and desires for happiness in the future, they saw the birth of two children, who were nothing more than two adversaries bound to each other by the old ties of a prosperous past. However, despite the natural shortcomings and difficulties at the beginning of their relationship, Leda had never stopped being the ambitious woman she had always been, harboring within her soul the old inferior tendencies that cultivated excesses, aspiring to luxury and grandeur so that, as soon as her husband had better economic conditions, she could return to them like someone returning to the old land of pleasures.

	As her husband's finances grew, Leda began to show her tendency towards the frivolities she had already experienced, demanding better clothes, better cars, better houses, parties and entertainment, always putting her husband under pressure to fulfill her whims.

	And when Alberto managed to win more and better advantages, like any good ‘trainer’, she honored her husband with caresses and compliments aimed at feeding the male ego, telling him that the more he complied with her requests, the more he would rise in her esteem and gain in affection.

	Involved in so many problems and feeling the advantages, that his wife's physical affection gave him, he let himself be led by this game of interest, multiplying his efforts to charm her who, after his conquests, honored him with the stimulating sexual exchanges and enthusiastic admiration that suited him so well.

	In doing so, Alberto was helping to nurture in his wife the worst feelings, the most superficial values and the most dangerous roots, the very ones they had committed themselves to fighting in their current existence.

	After her financial stability, Leda had definitively taken on the position that characterized her immature spirit: contumacious spendthrift.

	She no longer cared so much about her husband's needs, nor did she put much effort into lovingly providing for him. She preferred her checkbook and strolling around the stores. The futile conversations with her friends of the same standard, spending hours commenting on nonsense and acid gossip, indelibly marked the vertiginous path she was building towards the abyss.

	Alberto saw himself as a victim of his own negligence. His professional work was a painstaking effort to save the business ship from sinking, and his home, which could have been a haven of peace and security, was another ship sailing aimlessly.

	His two children, the legacy of his excesses in another life, were two sources of incessant problems.

	Robson's soul was compromised by the facilities he had experienced in the past, when he had addicted his will to a life of luxury and profiteering. His flawed character had been shaped by the easy money that his former father, the same as now, gave him without any responsibility. He had thus become demanding and irresponsible, tyrannizing over people and buying them off to make his desires come true.

	This was reflected in his new earthly opportunity, combining it with his mother's similar character. For this reason, Robson and Leda were companions on adventures and splurges, each in their own sphere of conduct.

	They were very much in tune and supported each other, becoming true accomplices.

	The youngest son, Romeo, had also been a former member of the same family, reincarnated as a lost sheep who had to be brought back to the fold of virtue by the same people who had facilitated his moral downfall.

	He was therefore reborn under the protection and care of the people most to blame for his own deviations, Alberto and Leda.

	But his problem was quite different from the one surrounding his brother's character. Romeo had become addicted to the center of sexuality through the excesses of its exercise in the past. Thanks to the financial facilities of the time, he had indulged in every kind of physical pleasure that money could buy and had become addicted to its practice. By mismanaging his emotions, which could have brought him immense happiness if channeled into real constructions of feeling, Romeo left behind a path lined with victims. Abused women, children abandoned to their fate, others killed in their mother's womb, girls abandoned and consigned to misery, beautiful boys who also served to satisfy his physical anxieties, moral maladjustments of all kinds had been generated by him. A host of invisible tormentors had come after him even before his old body was buried. His reasoning had been disturbed by the bewildering and horrific visions, his equilibrium had been disturbed and, in the end, he had to be separated from his family and placed in an institution that, in reality, isolated the hallucinated person, without doing anything to benefit him, freeing his relatives from the discomfort his presence caused.

	Leda and Alberto also had deep commitments to his spirit, which would naturally be reborn with the creases of old moral problems, carrying in its psyche a tendency towards exacerbated sexuality.

	Since adolescence, Romeo had become a source of suffering for his parents. His behavior outside the home embarrassed them, and his relationships had to be severely policed to avoid tragedies.

	Without the secure foundations of faith, without the clear concepts of spirituality, Leda and Alberto, still young, couldn't imagine the size of the pain they would have to face as a result of their past choices. Neither Robson nor Romeo would ever be a source of happiness for parents who dream of balanced and harmonious offspring.

	So, in this panorama of confusion, Alberto's sensitivity would emerge, in due course, as the spiritual beacon that, bearing the weight of his mistakes, would be able to enlighten all his loved ones:

	Leda, as a frivolous companion, asking for his patience and clarification on the higher realities of the spirit.

	Robson, as an irresponsible son, in need of loving and disciplining measures to lead him to the path of work, and Romeo, as the most unfortunate of all, in need of greater love, patience, energy and friendship, seen more as a sick person of the spirit than as a shameless or debauched person. Thus, Alberto's challenges were not small, and if he hadn't had the possibility of mediumistic exchange and the generous protection of the friends around him, his own moral pain would certainly have increased in the face of such a challenge. Because, in truth, none of his companions from yesterday's mistakes were willing to change their today in order to prepare their tomorrow.

	Although they had organized a return to their fleshly bodies for a reincarnation of challenges and reforms, with the exception of Alberto, they were all back to their old vices, which they preferred, rather than listening to the warnings and advice of their husband and father.

	That, in a nutshell, was the drama that Jeronimo and Adelino would get to know better when they entered that excellent-looking property, of vast proportions and, in truth, a large and luxurious emptiness.

	 


Chapter 3

	THE MORAL PAINS 
OF ALBERTO

	 

	 

	When they arrived at the medium's home, they found him sitting at the kitchen table eating a brief snack in the company of his own thoughts.

	No one was waiting for him or sharing his presence. Leda had already gone to bed after a day of sightseeing and spending.

	Robson wasn't at home either, his absence justified by going to college which, in fact, was the excuse for his nocturnal amusements in the company of crazy friends. Romeo, the youngest son, also unconcerned about his indispensable professional and intellectual training, used up his father's resources on repeated nocturnal adventures, considering himself adult enough to choose how he spent his youth.

	Alberto, still enraptured by the sweet vibrations of Bezerra de Menezes, had no one to share the news, warnings and teachings he had received at the spiritual meeting he had just attended.

	“My goodness” said lonely “What a lot of beautiful and important things for our growth and, look, there's no one here to share it with. Maybe Leda is still awake.”

	Thinking of exchanging a few words with his long-suffering wife, he left the kitchen and went to the bedroom, where his wife, bored by the nothing useful she was doing, was lost between some television program, a fashion magazine or two and her aimless thoughts.

	When she heard Alberto coming in, she pretended to be asleep so that her husband wouldn't get too excited about talking to her about spiritual matters, as he always did on the nights he came home from the center.

	He entered the room carefully, so as not to frighten his distracted wife, and observed that she was snoring, without imagining that it was pure theater.

	He went to the bathroom, did his nightly hygiene by taking a quick shower, got dressed for bed and lay down next to his indifferent wife.

	When he arrived, Leda rehearsed a few movements as if to indicate that she was awake.

	“Oh, darling... is that you? I fell asleep while watching a movie... I didn't even notice you coming...”

	“Yes, Leda, it's me. How was your day?” Alberto asked, wanting to show an interest in her in order to start a conversation.

	“Ah! No news... everything as usual...”

	“Yes, dear, so that means trips to the mall, shopping and meeting up with friends, doesn't it?”

	“Come on, Alberto, what's wrong with that?”

	“Nothing, darling. No harm at all. However, there's no good for you either. Time is a precious instrument in our hands, and, through its management, it will bear fruit that will attest to the quality of those who manipulate it.”

	“Here comes your usual sermon...” his wife repeated, pretending to be tired.

	“You know, Leda, every day that passes is one less day in life. Have you ever thought that, for us, death is getting closer and closer?”

	“Honey, it's too late to talk about it. How about tomorrow?”

	“No problem, Leda. We can talk about this and other things tomorrow too. However, I think you've been relying too much on tomorrow, and it's not always guaranteed for us. Life is a commitment to growth, not a season of rest and pleasure. And your existence has been a complete waste of time in terms of building something new and better for your own soul. Do you think there will be shopping malls in the spiritual world? Do you think that there will be room for the pretense of those meetings of snobbery and lies that attract you so much? Do you know what position awaits those who build nothing for themselves in the world while they can do good but don't do it?”

	“Alberto, you look very grim for someone who is getting ready for bed, dear.”

	“Our life, Leda, is becoming a very heavy burden without you and our children realizing it. We have had great resources that guarantee us relative comfort, but how have we managed it? Our two children are losing themselves without you realizing it and without me being able to help them in any way. I've tried talking to both of them, but, shielded by their complicity, Robson laughs at my warnings and Romeo, who listens to them, seems hypnotized, victimized by terrible forces. I know that the former pretends to study and consumes his college fees on brawls and trips. Meanwhile, Romeo, whose sexual problems you know well, runs away from here and wears himself out in bad company. However, I've never seen a word from you to help him get out of this mess.”

	Seeing herself frontally charged, Leda got up and went on the attack.

	“Alberto, spending as much time away as you do, how can you judge my behavior towards the boys? Haven't you learned in your religion that we shouldn't judge others?”

	“It's not about judgment, Leda. I'm talking about facts. So tell me, what are Robson's notes? Where is Romeo at the moment?”

	Not knowing what to answer, Leda reddened with annoyance, keeping quiet so as not to explode, as was her custom.

	“Your silence is a true statement about your conduct.”

	“You don't know either, Alberto.” She finally replied, accusing him, for lack of a better defense.

	“Yes, Leda, I recognize that I can't answer these questions in the affirmative either. And if I'm putting them to you now, it's not to accuse you, but rather to reflect together on our way of life. I too have been wondering about this and, unfortunately, I accuse myself of failing to guide each of them. However, our spending has been so great and considering that I'm the only source of funds that supplies us, I have no other way of making things go better, since work consumes me completely.”

	“Yeah, but you have time to go to the spiritualist center?” His wife said, ironically.

	“My spiritual tasks are linked to the commitments that weigh on me, and certainly on us, since it's no coincidence that we are together and have received these two spirits as our children. Besides, have you forgotten the countless crises that afflicted me years before? Night screams, various pains, hallucinations...”

	“God forbid, Alberto... every night was a horror movie.”

	“So, Leda. Since I started spiritual treatment, everything has calmed down, hasn't it?”

	“Yes, looking at it that way, it's true.”

	“Well then, in my case, the spiritualist center is like an emergency room, a moral chemotherapy that my soul needs in order to remain serene. And if I go alone, it's because you yourself have never wanted to accompany me. I've always invited you and the children.”

	“I'm terrified of going to ‘those places’.”

	“Do you think I'd take her somewhere that wasn't appropriate? If I invite you to a party, you don't ask where it's going to be. If I tell you to go shopping, you don't hesitate to accept, even if you don't know where it is. If I tell you we're going on a trip, you're the first to be dressed up, with no questions about the destination. So, Leda. Wouldn't you trust your husband not to take you into unsuitable environments?”

	“It's more a question of fear, Alberto. I'm very afraid of this ‘spirits’ business.”

	“I understand, dear. However, it doesn't surprise you that they are here, acting on all of us, does it? It doesn't surprise you that they turn each one of us into a puppet that they toss from one side to the other, without any of us resisting, does it?”

	“What do you mean?” His wife asked, puzzled.

	“Well, Leda, everyone on Earth is a being who influences and is influenced by everything around them. We accept the good or bad companions who are in tune with us. And if our actions and thoughts are not elevated or useful in the good we do, we will only attract idle and inferior spirits to be with us.”

	At this point, Alberto was receiving such inspiration from the Spirit Jeronimo that, although he wasn't in a mediumistic trance as he was in the spiritist center, he was completely controlled by the invisible companion's firm thinking, so that he could transmit the call to his sister, who was playing the role of wife again, with the aim that she, summoned to reason, to common sense, in a fraternal and undemanding way, would come out of death and return to life.

	“The spirits know everything, Leda. They even know that you fall asleep every night when I arrive because they don't want you to hear certain news from the spirit world, as happened today.”

	The woman was startled and felt a shiver run through her body at the impact of Alberto/Jeronimo's firm words, which, when spoken, were real jets of light aimed at her energy centers. When they touched these sensitive points, they penetrated deep into her spiritual structure, burning away deleterious miasmas that had gathered in excess in her vibrations, producing that sensation of generalized chills.

	“You know that today you went out with that frivolous, slanderous and dangerous woman I warned you about. You know that you were both in a beauty salon full of women of equal inclination, all very well dressed on the outside, but real spiritual witches. They spoke ill of poor Clotilde, who had withdrawn from her circle of friends after her husband's illness. They said that she would no longer be accepted in the group after her husband ‘went from bad to worse’ because they considered her a traitor for favoring her partner, now in the terminal phase of his illness, over the meetings of her little group.”

	Leda's eyes widened and she sat up in bed, frightened.

	“Are you following me, Alberto? What a low thing to say...”

	“No, Leda, I'm working all day to ensure that you live in this moral quagmire in the company of that unfortunate Moira, a woman with no scruples, despite being the most admired among those who are equal in the circles of frivolity in which you participate. If I speak like this, with such conviction, be sure that it's because friendly spirits know where you've been and what you've been doing. And if this isn't true, protest, say it isn't so.”

	Leda was about to say something when she heard the complement:

	“And if you insist on denying it, the spirit world can continue to clearly tell you all the details of the conversation that took place in the club's sauna. The male subject, the remarks about the boys' bodies...”

	Flabbergasted by her own conscience, which recognized the accuracy of all those facts, Leda controlled herself and, very upset, preferred to be indignant in silence.

	“All time lost, Leda. In our meeting today, Dr. Bezerra alerted us to the difficult time we are all going through. A time of selection, a time of change, a time of moral attunement that will define the course we take. He warned us of the coming pain, both collective and individual, so that we would be prepared to withstand the blows and not sink into despair. Do you think I don't want you like I used to? You're wrong. I want her as I once did. However, it saddens me to see your disregard for high things, for yourself, and the children's disregard for their destiny, as if their lives were summed up in radical adventures and orgies of the worst kind. We don't have much time left to overcome our shortcomings. The Earth is being reformed, dear, and those who don't conform to the new standards will suffer greatly and probably won't be able to stay here. Nothing we say will stop the renewal event from catching up with us. So we'd better prepare for it. Can you imagine if we lost everything? If we were to fall ill? If we were like Clotilde's husband or like Clotilde herself, overwhelmed by her husband's grief and ridiculed by her false friends? When did you or Moira visit her and reach out to see if she needed anything?”

	Never!

	All of this demonstrates his inability to understand what other people's pain means and signals the magnitude of the tragedy that will happen when suffering takes place within our own family boundaries.

	Turning away from Alberto, Jeronimo ended the direct influence he was exerting on the medium so that, now free of the thoughts he had aroused, he could re-establish his brain vibrations with a view to resting for the night.

	However, every word the medium uttered was tinged with the emotions of an unhappy husband, a failed father and a man frightened by the consequences of his attitudes. He was also penitent for having chosen that standard of living, trying to ensure that his loved ones didn't have to face the hardships of a life of difficulty and work. He recognized himself as equally guilty for the new failure of his carnal guardians. However, he was trying to help in any way he could, warning those he loved that, in truth, they were more like zombies who wore bodies of flesh only to be deprived of the pleasures of the world.

	“Leda,” he said at last, “I'm sorry if I'm bothering you with these matters, but I'm really doing it considering that I'm the one most to blame for all this. My behavior as a husband and father, trying to protect them from difficulties, pushed them into idleness and superficiality, where I was and would be too, were it not for the mediumship that summoned me to another spiritual reality. And if I dare to tell you about all this, far be it from me to want to reproach you for what I see in abundance in myself. I'm doing it out of true love, because your happiness, which I've always tried to build, will mean my own, and I would never be happy, even if God were to reserve a place for me in Paradise, watching you and the children in atrocious affliction.”

	Alberto's tone of voice was so sincere, and the tears streaming down his face so emotional, that Leda began to cry too. There was little sincerity in her tears, however. She was crying because she was a woman and therefore more accustomed to releasing emotions, driven by the emotion of her husband's outburst. However, inside, everything Alberto had told her was attributed to the brainwashing he was receiving at the spiritualist center where he worked. She would let him talk, but deep down, the life she liked best was the one she led, and her friend Moira was the model she had chosen as a reference.

	Nothing would change that inside her.

	Alberto settled down to sleep, feeling like a dried and wrinkled grape, unhappy and disappointed with himself. However, he thanked God for the opportunity to speak to his companion and, who knows, plant a seed in her heart that would germinate one day, even in the inclemency of moral anguish, material deprivation or cruel illness.

	However, with his children, everything was much more difficult for him.

	Jeronimo and Adelino were moved by Alberto's testimony, by the humility of his words in recognizing his own faults, and by his understanding that, despite being inappropriate and harmful, the choices of his wife and children should be respected.

	Wrapped in Adelino's loving hands, Alberto fell asleep after drying the copious tears that had wet his face that night. At the same time, Jeronimo placed his right hand on Leda's troubled conscience, who, overcome by everything she had heard, now found it difficult to sleep.

	However, under the constant influence of the friendly Spirit, a little later Leda found herself out of her body for another conversation with the noble entity who was accompanying Alberto's efforts to build a new destiny.

	 


Chapter 4

	THE LEDA SCARE

	 

	 

	Alberto's wife's departure from her body was very interesting.

	Accustomed to cultivating frivolity and missing the opportunities of the hour, Leda had joined a large group of unhappy entities who were waiting for her every night for social parties, for the useless meetings that were reproduced on the other side of life, in the nocturnal continuity of the activities developed by people in their daily routines.

	Jeronimo, who was advising her directly without being identified by her, caught a glimpse of her sad state of vibration, without any sense of repulsion or reprimand.

	Accustomed to the intricacies of the human soul, the Spiritual Friend was qualified to pull creatures who were inclined to do so out of the quagmire, using awareness of the malignancy of the mire they were in as a means of convincing them.

	So, as soon as Leda left her fleshly envelope, she was greeted by her partners in foolishness.

	“Gee, ma'am, we thought you were going to spend more time listening to the nonsense your husband was telling you, wasting an evening as promising as the one that awaits us,” a shrewd spirit of the worst kind said, cunning in the technique of controlling the emotions of incarnates through subtle hypnosis.

	“I was annoyed by the conversation too. But the jerk was so needy, in need of attention, that I didn't want to interrupt him. But I'm ready as agreed for our appointment, Filomeno.”

	“Good, because the Baroness doesn't like to wait and is impatient with your delay.”

	“Will Moira be there too?” 1HORA

	“Why not? She's one of the first to arrive and the last to leave.”

	“Well, good... let's get going then.”

	Leaving Alberto in the care of Adelino, who would take him back to the Spiritist Center where the evening's work would continue with the assistance of a multitude of afflicted souls.

	Thanks to the magnetic action of the friendly entity who accompanied them invisibly, Leda had received a vibratory stimulus to better identify the environment she was in and the type of company she was joining.

	So, after a few minutes, they arrived at a large shed which, in the eyes of the inferior entities there, was the expression of the utmost luxury that a terrible and exaggerated taste for extravagance would build.

	Groups of all kinds, wearing outlandish and ridiculous outfits, highlighting their moral defects, could be seen all over the hall.

	It was a continuation of the social gatherings in the human home, with the difference that, while in physical life clothes and perfumes could disguise the horrendous appearances of the soul, things were very different there.

	To the eyes of any more evolved entity, it was a veritable circus of horrors, a kind of sanatorium where the patients lived out their imaginary characters, each trying to dress up to match or imitate those they admired or thought they were.

	Until then, victimized by the hypnosis of the negative entities that controlled her, Leda hadn't noticed anything unusual. However, on this night's excursion, lucidity would make all the difference.

	When they arrived, Alberto's wife asked Filomeno:

	“But... my friend... what is this dump you're bringing me to today?”

	“What do you mean? We've been coming here every night and Madame has always enjoyed herself to the point of exhaustion?”

	“But it seems that today they've let in the riffraff...”

	“No, madam. Tonight we're all the same.”

	“Don't tell me...” Leda said, horrified. Is it like this every night?

	“And why should it be any different? Look... there's the baroness... isn't she beautiful?”

	As he spoke, Filomeno pointed to the other side of the room where a large entity stood out from the gaze of those around her. “Let's go over there...” The driver said, taking Leda's arm.

	“Baroness, Baroness,” he said “at last the one who was missing has arrived.”

	“It's about time, dear.” Moira replied, whose appearance was reminiscent of porcelain dolls, with frightening, hideous make-up and a body that resembled that of a scarecrow tied at the waist.

	Leda didn't know what to say. Jeronimo's magnetic action on her mind now allowed her to glimpse the real, grotesque spectacle that she was part of every night, answering the calls of the spirits with whom she was in tune.

	There were the friends from the social circles, the fashionistas, the critics of other people's lives, the dolls and puppets of the world, preoccupied with appearances and the latest gossip, blind to their own condition. There, in a rare choreography, the members of a society corrupted by futility and pleasure contorted themselves, the mediocre creatures who had allowed themselves to be dragged down by the pleasures of matter and who, during the emancipation of the soul, continued to be attracted by the same standards, discussing fashion trends, talking about the influences of the slender and sculptural body, taking advantage of the company of other deviants to get involved in the game of seduction.

	Jeronimo accompanied Leda who, terrified, now didn't know what to do.

	“But Filomeno...” She insisted. “There must be something wrong here today.”

	“Of course not, madam... we're always here together. Why are you so surprised?”

	“It’s... It's just that... it seems like it's the first time I've been here,” the woman replied, hesitating.”

	“You're completely wrong. Besides, you've always enjoyed our ball, and you're recognized here as one of the most accomplished dancers. Look how many are waiting for the honor of holding her in their arms.”

	Leda then saw a procession of male entities smiling, toothless, skull-like, disgusting, making manly poses with their bones, showing off non-existent muscles, intent on seeing themselves elected by the one who was known as the queen of the night.

	“Me?”

	“Now, madam, don't be modest... that doesn't go with your ’outfit’...” Filomeno said, elbowing her slightly.

	“What outfit?” Leda asked, increasingly desperate.

	“That's the one you're wearing. How can you be modest in an outfit that contradicts your humility and discretion? You women, dead or not dead, always playing the misunderstood...”

	Leda had no idea what she was wearing.

	Filomeno then dragged her over to one of the walls of the room where a large mirror hung, where she could look at herself in awe.

	Her figure was impressive. Her clothes were a mixture of velvety purples and lustrous golds, but which, in the face of the lucidity of those moments, with her eyes more open to the truth, looked like the rags of nobility. At the same time, certain areas of her body were stripped bare, making it easier to see parts of her that would attract the attention of those watching her dance, provoking cupidity and lust.

	Her figure, however, was that of a courtesan from centuries gone by who danced like a ghost, dressed up as a corroded noblewoman.

	At the sight of her real state, Leda screamed in horror, frightened by her own form, interrupting the conversations in the room and causing surprise among her hallucinating friends.

	Without knowing what was happening, she left Filomeno's company and ran around the room looking for the exit door, causing a furor among all those who, without understanding what was happening, tried to restrain her or hold her back in some way.

	Leda, in agony, tried desperately to return to her fleshly body and her companion had no way of preventing her escape.

	Jeronimo, who was keeping her under his direct influence, wrapped his arms around her and removed her from that environment, but without preventing the images that had damaged her spiritual retina from being undone.

	He needed Leda to remain horrified with herself, with the aim of alerting her to the wrong things she was doing, and to the wasted life that loomed before her like the breaking of commitments to Good and, equally, the repetition of Evil.

	A few more minutes and Alberto's wife was able to wake up in bed, surrounded by the gurgling and choking of those who suffer nightmares and can't wake up quickly enough.

	Agitated, she remained for a few moments unable to articulate her voice. Her body oozed profusely, wetting her nightclothes. Her whitish complexion indicated the change in circulation in response to the uncontrolled hormone production resulting from the immense fright she had endured.

	She looked at Alberto, who was sleeping on the other side without realizing it.

	He didn't know what to do.

	She was afraid to wake him up and tell him what had happened, because she feared it would strengthen her husband's arguments about her thoughtless behavior.

	However, she couldn't forget Moira's appearance, the one whose figure impressed her the most and whom she tried so hard to emulate.

	Leda then tried to get out of bed slowly, because her body was shaking uncontrollably. She went to the bathroom, leaning on the walls and sitting down in a comfortable armchair so she wouldn't fall, trying to turn on the lights so that the darkness wouldn't torment her even more.

	Everything was confused in her mind and Jeronimo's influence continued to make itself felt, destined to make her, deep down inside herself, listen to the warning before it was too late.

	She decided to take a lukewarm bath using the comfortable bathtub. After about forty minutes, she was physically recovered, but her awake conscience told her that the experience had been very intriguing.

	“It's probably Alberto's doing with all this Spiritism stuff before bed. Of course, he keeps haunting me with bad news, themes of suffering, pain and so on, which ends up attracting the same things to us. And look at him, he sleeps like a baby! He's the one who should be putting up with all this. Tomorrow I'm going to tell him not to make me order nightmares anymore. I don't want these things before bedtime. If he wants to go to those places, let him not bring those ghosts home.”

	Leda's thoughts didn't give in to the good advice and, instead of putting on her own clothes, she looked for a way to escape, blaming her husband or the spirits for the nightmare.

	However, in her right mind, she couldn't say that she hadn't been helped to wake up to her own realities.

	Fate knew how to surprise her with real nightmares, which would leave her in no doubt and would not allow her to attribute to her husband or the spirits the responsibilities that were hers alone.

	 


Chapter 5

	THE SPIRITIST CENTER

	 

	 

	Alberto, accompanied by Adelino, returned to the spiritist institution of which he was an active member, as soon as he was released from his fleshly clothing.

	Anyone who, from a spiritual perspective, could glimpse the building where assistance work was carried out in the light of the Christian doctrine codified by Allan Kardec, would certainly be amazed by the intensity of the tasks carried out there.

	While during the routine work of attending to the needs of incarnates the institution was small in size compared to the churches of other religions, on the plane of the invisible world it was a veritable hive of varied assistance.

	It was a luminous nucleus that kept the resource of Hope for living and spreading the Good News, and it was here that countless spiritual entities found the consolation of understanding their new realities when they returned from physical life to the world of Truth.

	The atmosphere of intense vibration in the Good attracted, like a luminous focus sought out by nocturnal beings, a veritable pilgrimage of confused, dismayed spirits, tired of fighting in such a strange dimension, for which they had not been prepared. They bore the peri spiritual marks of a dissolute life, of energy expended on substandard attitudes, of fixed ideas of an obsessive nature.

	It was the sad procession of Earth's deluded, now faced with an unmistakable reality, one that was not only in their eyes, but represented the very air they breathed.

	On the other hand, there were the violent entities who saw the institution as a dangerous enclave in the realm of the shadows. Together with men, these spirits struggled to maintain and govern it, which led to constant direct or disguised attacks, demanding vigilant zeal and defensive attitudes from those spiritually responsible, which ensured the vibratory integrity of the institution.

	Because it was a serious religious house, with its objectives based on the selfless good of all who came there, it had built up a protective atmosphere over the years which, like a shield of ennobled forces, completely enveloped it, as well as those who worked there, during the periods of activity they carried out inside.

	Thus, many persecuting entities left the direct contact of their persecuted because they refused to accompany them to the charitable work that they devotedly and resolutely carried out on behalf of the afflicted. They had no choice but to remain in the outer vibratory limits, waiting for their incarnate victims to return.

	In addition, several caravans of spirits ennobled in Good departed from that nucleus and went everywhere, bringing help to various homes and countless people whose thoughts or requests were picked up, their cases forwarded, and the treatments carried out by the invisible servants of Good closest to their needs.

	A large communications center connected the earthly religious institution to the higher spiritual levels to which it was linked, in such a way that, from Earth, a sincere prayer that reached the astral realms was received, evaluated by a specific sorting service and, many times, sent to that spiritist center so that its leaders could attend to the complaints or pains of its sender, if it was located in the region that corresponded to it.

	In this way, the spiritual communications service was a veritable work plant linking the higher and lower planes in a network of instant messages, complex documents, service and merit records, giving rise to the various types of assistance that resulted from this and, therefore, the formation of varied teams to bring resources to the many who needed encouragement.

	Not to mention those who, mustering their courage and devotion, went beyond, touring the densest regions in search of the afflicted and rebellious, the hardened avengers, the entities who had crystallized in hatred against those who had tormented them in the past, trying to bring them drops of compassion, affection and friendship to see if they could dilute the evil or deep-rooted hatred in them.

	These caravanners were messengers of peace heading for the fields of conflict, real pallbearers who crawled through the mental firecrackers of hatred to shine a ray of light into the hearts of the victims and aggressors, mixed up in a great paste of hallucination and crime.

	The central core of all these tasks was located in the physical institution, in which the incarnate workers were the small visible part, as if an immense invisible pyramid placed upside down had only its main apex touching the Earth materially, supporting the invisible edges that opened towards Heaven like a gigantic, inverted umbrella.

	A small, materialized point in the physical world serving as a support for the entire immense invisible structure that was rising towards True Life.

	The lessons of the Gospel, in routine studies or in public lectures, were transformed into majestic sermons, in which we didn't just hear the teachings that came from the mouth of a speaker or expositor of good will. Together with him, spiritual mentors directed teachings to the various work nuclei that maintained specific links to help, according to the most striking collective needs, in the performance of their specific tasks.

	Similarly, the support groups for constructive mediumship resembled a powerful power plant in which the magnetic elements, activated in the physical and spiritual bodies, would favor the occurrence of countless important phenomena for the enlightenment of the suffering entities, who were still almost as materialized in their thoughts as when they had a fleshly body.

	A large number of disincarnate entities had no idea of their state or the condition of their peri spiritual body. For this reason, they required intense efforts from their guardians and nurses in order to regain lucidity or understand a little of the new realities, in which they were greatly helped by the processes of mediumship.

	Many of them thought they had gone mad or believed themselves to be under some kind of hallucination. Others denied the evidence of organic decay, clinging to the hope that they still belonged to the material world, telling themselves that they were in the middle of a nightmare from which they would wake up at any moment, not to mention those who had fixed ideas, creating mental scenarios in which they imprisoned themselves, reliving scenes from the past with such vividness that, for them, everything continued as before.

	The presence of such entities in that nucleus of advanced forces would greatly facilitate the proper awakening of their sensitivities, thanks to the direct contact with the vital fluids of the incarnates themselves as mediums in the work of psych phony, psychography and the donation of magnetic fluids, all devoted servants in the various types of work there.

	Many were comforted by the evangelical message they heard in the lecture. Those who were unable to do so were assisted in the various mediumistic activities, either through personal contact with an available medium, or by participating in groups identified by their common needs, which would listen to a conversation with one of their members through one of the mediums, in a process of collective enlightenment. Others needed fluidic nursing, with the workers from the invisible world using the bodily effluvia of the incarnates present to mold the appropriate medications and visualizations for each case.

	Mentors from different hierarchies provided assistance in various areas of specific need.

	Spirits from different religions also worked on the service fronts gathered there, both to help entities who shared the same faith as them and to support the homes of their former incarnate colleagues, trying to reduce their agony and, perhaps, lead them to discover the spiritual laws, understood in a noble and elevated way.

	There was a perfect unity of purpose between all of them, since they were spirits who were united by the universal principles that regulate all religious manifestations in the world of mankind and who, housed in that great hospital, were doing everything they could to help spirits who remained entrenched in religious prejudices or static and ritualistic behavior, trying to help them open up to the true essence of things.

	For this reason, in addition to the entities who had already embraced the Spiritist faith, there were countless Catholic priests and nuns, various members of the Reformed Churches, pastors, deacons, evangelical members transformed by the light of True Brotherhood, Buddhist monks, Shintoists, members of various esoteric currents, all submitted to the loving discipline of the spiritual government of the institution, to which they were affiliated out of their own sincere desire, after having understood the irrationality of all partisanship in religious matters. Many of them, as disembodied spirits, had regained their lucidity right there, helped by other brothers who had brought them from foolishness to understanding under that roof.

	Teams of spiritual doctors listened to the incarnates and medicated them effectively during the evangelical lectures they attended, often to the neglect of those who remained there only with their bodies, directing their thoughts to the world's misdeeds or to the material competitions and disputes in which they were involved.

	Nurses administered medication according to medical prescriptions, as well as taking care of the perispiritual wounds and injuries that incarnate people carried in their magnetic atmosphere, resulting from negative thoughts, long-standing obsessions or the removal of afflicted entities, whose energetic tentacles had been carefully removed from the nerve centers and other organic plexuses. Pharmaceutical spirits manipulated the principles of nature in an intricate laboratory, from where the rebalancing energies were taken to be applied to the physical nuclei, with the aim of a rapid response from the organic cosmos in urgent treatments. Specialized surgeons attended to the various specific problems with the spiritual medicine they practiced, based on love and respect for the needs of each patient, guaranteeing, whenever possible, the action of Mercy over the imperatives of Justice.

	Technicians who manipulated subtle energies transferred medicinal resources to the crystalline liquid available on the premises for use by those who wanted them, just as much as they spread them over the countless bottles of water that were left on a table set aside for this purpose, according to the particular needs of each patient.

	Feminine entities, sweet and generous like madonnas out of classic paintings, lovingly attended to the children's spirits in need of improvised mothers, taking care of their needs and temporarily serving as loving mothers, consoling them for the lack of parents still trapped in earthly environments.

	And in this effervescent whirlwind of loving work, Alberto and other mediums in the house, during the hours when their bodies were resting, had guaranteed tasks in the exercise of mediumship, serving as bridges between the entities who were unaware of their unbalanced states and the loving guidance of friendly spirits, true psychologists of the soul, helping them to discover new paths, by changing their own inferior inclinations, leaving the sad vicious circle that guaranteed them incessant hardship and anguish.

	In this way, Alberto served both as a channel of help for entities with very little lucidity who were juxtaposed to his peri spiritual organization, and as a loudspeaker open to the ennobling manifestation of various spiritual mentors who would not have been heard or seen by most of these souls unless they used the mediums available there, avoiding the unnecessary expenditure of energy on the work of ectoplasmic condensation.

	Vast emergency hospital facilities towered above the physical core of the institution, with vast corridors and rooms where the various pains of an infinite number of entities rescued by the various services provided there were helped. Organized into specific levels, each one was intended for a specific group of suffering spirits, who were kept in the environments that best suited their needs. Some had to be in rooms without much light, more like the caves or burrows from which they had been removed, so they didn't find the new accommodation strange or object to the help they were receiving.

	However, with such a myriad of responsibilities, this institution was just a small emergency room at the level of human pain, collecting, like

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
