
	Spiritist Romance

	 

	 

	AT THE END OF THE 
FINAL HOUR

	 

	Romance of the Spirit

	LUCIUS

	By the Medium

	ANDRÉ LUIZ RUIZ

	 

	 


Translated to English

	Jazmín Villaorduña

	Lima, Peru, July 2025 

	 

	Original Title in Portuguese 

	“NO FINAL DA ÚLTIMA HORA” 

	© André Luiz Ruiz, 2011

	 

	 

	Revision:

	Rocío Goicochea Paredes

	 

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	

	 

	Houston, Texas, USA       E–mail: contact@worldspiritistinstitute.org.pe

	 


About the Medium

	André Luiz de Andrade Ruiz

	 

	He was introduced to Spiritist Doctrine through the examples received from his parents, Miguel DD Ruiz and Odete de Andrade Ruiz, who were also admirers of the doctrine codified by Kardec.

	Born in the city of Bauru, State of São Paulo, Brazil on August 11, 1962, since childhood he established residence in Birigui , in the same State, from where he moved to Campinas in 1977.

	In 1979 he began to attend the Bezerra de Menezes Charitable Society , where he remains to this day, developing, alongside many companions dedicated to the Christian ideal, the fraternal work of caring for brothers in their evolutionary journey .

	 


Contents

	1 -  Sublimities

	2 -  Listening to Explanations

	3 -  Understanding the Hour

	4 -  To Sweat or to Cry?

	5 -  Expanding Efforts

	6 -  Back to the Incarnated

	7 -  Concepts and Prejudices

	8 -  Reaping the Fruits

	9 -  Warning Everyone

	10 -  Reactions

	11 -  Readjusting the Industry

	12 -  Solidarity Between Worlds  and Souls

	13 - Trying to Save  Sick Trees

	14 -  The Spiritists

	15 -  Disconnection

	16 - The Learned and  the Prudent

	17 -  Strange Visions

	18 -  Understanding Through Conversation

	19 -  The Night Grows

	20 -  Oh! If only it weren't for the lack of vigilance of men!

	21 -  Emergency Support

	22 -  Aurélio’s Effort

	23 -  Listening to Other Souls

	24 -  The Interview

	25 - Many People and No  One at All

	26 - One at a Time

	27 -  Pseudo-doctrinal Stubbornness

	28 -  New Responses

	29 -  Effects of Foolishness

	30 -  Unfortunate Choices

	31 -  Heart of the World

	32 -  Guidance to the Incarnated Workers

	33 -  Surprising Comments

	34 -  Explaining

	35 -  Good and Evil

	36 -  Nuptial Garment

	37 -  Opening the Eyes and Ears

	39 -  What Condemns and What Absolves

	40 -  Preparing the Great Vibration

	41 -  The Heart of Mary

	42 -  At the End of the Final Hour

	

	 


Synopsis

	The effort of the spiritual world for the awakening of the incarnated is becoming increasingly intense, while a large part of humanity prefers the alienating hypnosis. When Jesus called to the work of the final hour, He assured that those who gave themselves to Him would find in goodness the struggle as proof of their determination, and the reward of the faithful worker as the result of their efforts. As the minutes of the final hour pass, Lucius continues his message of optimism, encouragement, and awareness, showing the reader that the host of luminous souls is ready, waiting for human hands and hearts to accept the warnings and calls.

	Among the few who are awake and the many who sleep, At the End of the Final Hour seeks to help awaken those who slumber and support those already on the right path so they do not grow weary, because this is the only thing that will matter—to ensure that among the many who are called, some will be chosen.

	With many references to extraterrestrial life and the solidarity among the many dwelling places of the Father, At the End of the Final Hour will inspire the lucid and disturb the complacent, as a continuation of the Planetary Transition series, composed of Farewell to the Earth, Sculpting Your Own Destiny, and Heirs of the New World.
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	The atmosphere was serene and majestic.

	A spacious hall of unparalleled beauty, beyond the reach of even the most talented literary description, inspired in the soul of anyone who entered it an immediate reverence for the Supreme Intelligence.

	One could never conceive of it as the work of human thought. Grandeur without ostentation, wealth without luxury, nobility without pomp, superiority without arrogance.

	It was certainly astonishing to the eye, even to one already accustomed to spiritual places far removed from the dense core of the planet, where the soul already breathes in elevation, free from the remnants of primitive animality.

	There, a large group of workers had gathered, specially brought to attend explanations and to understand the wise mechanisms of the spiritual laws that govern everything and everyone.

	The space was arranged in a semicircle reminiscent of ancient Greek open-air theaters, topped by a translucent dome, crafted from a precious material resembling diamond, cut by the most talented of artists. This allowed the light of the stars, passing through its facets, to reveal the delicate outline of its angles and to dance in a multicolored profusion within the inner space.

	At the center of the stage floated a serene and impassive Earth globe, so perfectly and realistically sculpted that, to the untrained eye, it might seem that the Earth itself had been plucked from its orbit and miniaturized to be placed there, reflecting all the details of the forces acting upon its structure.

	A complex and invisible spiritual apparatus produced this effect of solidity and realism, serving as a foundation for the discourse that, in a few moments, would be delivered by a high representative of the spiritual government responsible for the destiny of humanity on Earth.

	In addition to a significant number of spiritual authorities, countless attendees were present, forming a distinguished audience composed of spiritual representatives from all the peoples of the planet, along with a large caravan of incarnate beings temporarily removed from their physical bodies through the process of sleep or known mediumistic phenomena experienced by sensitives from various spiritual paths around the world.

	The incarnates were supported by invisible friends, responsible for maintaining their energetic balance and emotional control, so they could remain attentive and aware of the teachings to be presented.

	For many of them, it was difficult to contain their amazement in the face of all they beheld.

	An overwhelming sense of smallness moved many to tears, even though only those spiritually balanced enough to endure such a conclave of light and elevation had been admitted.

	Proximity to such superior grandeur caused inner wounds from past mistakes to surface—moral scars that all were striving to overcome—requiring their invisible mentors to intensify their efforts to soothe the emotions of the incarnates present at that gathering.

	Jerônimo, Adelino, and Bezerra were among the Spirits composing the delegation representing the Brazilian nation, which also included spiritual representatives of all faiths that assist the Creator in guiding the flock under the compassionate staff of the august Master Jesus.

	Alongside them were incarnate and discarnate representatives from all areas of knowledge, committed to human evolution through the luminous paths of true progress—the kind that does not stain the conscience or become tainted by the lure of material interests, when intelligence and talent are placed in the service of iniquity, to the detriment of many.

	And, as already mentioned, all the peoples of the planet were represented there, by Spirits of high moral standing, capable of withstanding this sublime contact.

	Awestruck and moved by the sublimity of it all, Adelino approached Bezerra and whispered with the intimacy of a confessional:

	— Father, could we be, perhaps, in the vibratory dwelling of the Christ of God?

	Generous and paternal as always, Bezerra clarified:

	— No, my son. We are in a high vibratory sphere that surrounds the Earth on superior levels, but it is certainly not the environment where the chambers of the august Governor of us all are located.

	— But everything here is so different and wonderful, doctor. The vibrations are so special that I must restrain myself from falling to my knees and crying like a child.

	— Yes, Adelino, I feel the same way. Every time we are faced with the generosity of the Creator of all things, we feel indebted, even when nothing is asked of us.

	A feeling of gratitude and a shame for how little we have been marks our conscience forever and gives our imagination a faint notion of what the growth of the Spirit on the path of evolution truly means.

	Hearing the conversation, Jerônimo added with a question:

	— Could this be, dear father, what Jesus meant when He advised us to do the “will of the Father”?

	 

	— I believe so, Jerônimo. When we find ourselves in the presence of such sublime kindness, everything else pales in comparison. The struggles of human ambition, our desire for personal recognition, our interests—all are diminished when we recognize the extent of our backwardness or the immense animality that still dominates our thoughts and feelings.

	Then, feeling in the depths of our being the generous pulse of life, and ashamed before the silent self-judgment that reminds us of our irresponsibility, indifference, frivolity, or immaturity, we find within ourselves the determination to seriously align with the sublime will that sustains us each day.

	We live within its breath, nourished not only by the food that satisfies the hunger of the body, but also by the energy elements that condition the soul's evolution—its constant transformation toward infinity.

	When the child feels the will of the Father, he understands the motives and efforts of the Parent, forgets himself—humbled by his own smallness—and begins to commit all his strength to the humblest co-worker in the work of Creation.

	Of course, I do not claim the ability to interpret Jesus’ words with the intention of explaining them to anyone.

	However, I believe that when we understand the will of the Father, we begin to despise everything that represents doing our own will—like the child who leaves his toys behind and offers his little hands to help the father or mother struggling alone against immense obstacles.

	The environment, however, did not permit further digressions.

	Spiritual forces, borne along in celestial music, dominated and harmonized all vibrations, in a shower of energies that permeated everyone present, signaling that the address would soon begin.

	Respectful silence was only broken by discreet sighs and restrained tears, in deep reverence before that unpretentious spectacle.

	In the lower semicircle, not far from the others and surrounding the terrestrial globe at a certain distance, five entities gathered, whose brightness left no doubt about their sublimity.

	At a given moment, without any affectation or artifice, one of them rose and, announcing that the gathering would now begin, asked all present to focus their elevated vibrations on that globe, to which all were bound by ties of gratitude, as if they were in the presence of the sacred womb of all the mothers who had ever offered body and love to materialize bodies on Earth.

	The metaphor could not have been more fitting.

	Immediately, stirred by maternal memories embedded in every heart, lights began to shine from the innermost depths of all in attendance.

	It was as if a mysterious control had activated the power of millions of fireflies, all glowing at once.

	The love of a mother, stored in the experiences of each being, was the indispensable fuel for the harmonization and intensification of the energies concentrated there. From that moment on, all those forces vibrated in perfect harmony, gazing upon the Earth with the same gratitude with which they remembered their mothers—understanding the generous role of that small orb, floating at the center of the stage, receiving from all the emotional emissions of gratitude, through the light each one radiated, in response to the call of the noble entity who had initiated the meeting.

	Carried by the superiority of those forces, the harmonic sound offered a special bond that united everyone under the same noble hope, in melodies untranslatable to human ears.

	The rays of light emanated from the heart of each one and traveled directly toward that mother Earth, like tiny comets crossing the atmosphere and penetrating the force field of that world, which absorbed them into its specific energy charge.

	Then, after a few moments, the Earth itself began to emit its own light, intensified by the concentration of the five entities dominating the stage.

	As one observed it, it slowly lost the bluish opacity by which the orb is known, beginning to resemble a transparent diamond, giving the impression that a sun had ignited at its core—without blinding the eyes of those who looked upon it.

	At the same time, turning into a true dynamo fueled by collective energies, a mysterious light descended upon it from above, seemingly from more sublimated dimensions, in a union of cosmic forces responding to the call of filial love.

	It was as though, from the starry cosmos, an indefinable beam of light projected itself over the diamond vault of that environment, which opened to allow its radiant passage—as if a comet-shaped star descended from the night sky in response to the prayer of those gathered there.

	The light took on a different quality as soon as the two vibratory planes merged, enveloping the globe in a translucent and brilliant substance that eclipsed it from the sight of the attendees, resembling a cosmic explosion that would blind any direct gaze.

	It took no more than an instant before the brightness returned to its previous state, and from that powerful energy condenser emerged a generous soul—the Spirit tasked with enlightening all present in that unforgettable gathering.

	His presence inspired spontaneous reverence.

	Simplicity and greatness seemed to shape his personality, making everyone feel transformed by mere contact with his magnetism.

	The same entity who had begun the meeting addressed him, offering a fraternal greeting:

	—Our hearts rejoice at your presence among us, Venerable Antênio.

	—The joy of this gathering, Aurélio, nourishes our spirits for the millennia to come, filled with the glory of God in the building of our destinies.

	And, knowing the tasks to be undertaken in that assembly, the angelic instructor addressed all, greeting the audience with words of comfort, optimism, and encouragement.

	All united with that august being, as if he were the Christ Himself or the very representative of the Creator—drawn together by the common desire to hear his teachings, which would guide them regarding the sublime determinations concerning the future of Mother Earth.
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	Clad with the simplicity and grandeur characteristic of elevated souls, Antenio addressed the ecstatic assembly that gave him their most reverent attention.

	— Beloved brothers in Jesus, may the sublime blessings of this hour forever mark our hearts. Committed to realizing sublime evolutionary ideals, our presence around the earthly cradle symbolizes those who watch over the development of the embryo in the maternal womb of life.

	As you know, there is no isolation in the universe, and just as each one is jointly responsible for the brother beside them on the path of evolution, in the same way countries aid countries in times of crisis or catastrophe, and more civilized peoples extend friendly hands to help the development of primitive nations, so planets cooperate for the growth and maturation of their human populations, in a bond beyond human imagination, accustomed to cling to old selfish traditions and childish superiority.

	Almost 82 billion kilometers from Earth, as members of the humanity inhabiting the Sirius system, our eyes remain turned toward the blue orb, all gathered under the compassionate direction of the same crucified one, whose efforts as ambassador of hope aim to accelerate the exchange through which those who have already achieved higher evolutionary conditions show solidarity with those lagging behind in growth.

	The love of the divine friend goes far beyond what even his most lucid followers suppose. The lights of his sublime soul encompass this region of the cosmos just as the blue atmosphere envelop humanity. Therefore, from our shining orb, visible from any region of this planet every night, efforts of support and encouragement reach out to the brothers living here for many millennia.

	In the oral traditions of peoples inhabiting certain regions of the current African continent, the marks of this solidarity among our human populations remain, inscribed in the consciousness of the present-day Dogon people, inhabitants of the nation of Mali, reproducing in their legends the memories of this exchange, as much as the ancient Egyptian writings attest our participation in the evolutionary destinies of humanity and our fraternal bonds.

	As you see, we are united by the august spiritual guidance and have long been companions, members of the same humanity engaged in struggles of growth.

	Observing the terrestrial environment with our eyes, we can analyze it directly.

	Antênio then turned to the celestial body floating in the center of the stage, as if about to touch it with his own hands to transform it into a study slate. Indeed, it seemed that body changed upon contact with the messenger, by effects unknown to earthly technology, only found in cinematic representations of fiction movies.

	Touching a remote corner of the Atlantic Ocean, Antenio made images of a rich ancestral civilization expand before everyone’s eyes.

	Then, the outlines of a vast city leading a considerable piece of an island continent appeared.

	Addressing the audience, he continued:

	— Behold the legendary Atlantis. Since the beginnings of its organization, we have worked to expand spiritual principles in the understanding of earthly humanity. Under the direct guidance of the Christ of God, evolutionary experiments have been gradually constructed, trying to instill in the souls incarnated in that environment the need for transcendental searches.

	Naturally, the sidereal engineers did not intend to establish a religious state. Taking advantage of the rugged terrain and organic needs, the invisible efforts demanded the building of the paths of growth for that nucleus in two basic directions: intelligence and emotion.

	You will observe, in a quick glance, the succession of thousands of years of a simple and generous civilization that gradually grew in intellectual power but lost sensitivity by choosing to indulge in the defects of ancestral primitiveness.

	Following the natural cycles of planetary evolution, you will observe the periodic catastrophic destruction that reduced the grand and worldly Atlantean civilization to almost nothing.

	By this mechanism, such acquisitions have benefited other peoples, as the Atlanteans rebuilt their civilization three times and, obeying the evolutionary cycles of the world, ended up victims of the periodic catastrophes that buried their material glories beneath a heavy curtain of salt water in the depths of the same ocean that bears their name, paying homage to this glorious evolutionary stage.

	We must understand that the apparent destruction functions as a fertilization mechanism used by organizing intelligences to spread the benefits already achieved by some to all members of civilization located elsewhere. Concentrated at a specific point, in this case the Atlantean continent, knowledge and techniques develop that will accompany them wherever they disperse due to the transforming cataclysms.

	The psychic development of part of its inhabitants gave them a clearer notion of transcendental realities, while the other part of the population, accustomed to practicality, let itself be led by struggles for material conquest, feeding cultural divisions and irreconcilable antagonisms.

	Certainly, pressured by differences even before the collapse of their civilization, part of the Atlanteans emigrated to other environments, carrying moral and spiritual acquisitions with them, rooting them in the early forms of other primitive peoples already existing at that time on neighboring continents.

	Likewise, the immediate intellectual survivors of the violent events that shook and sank their physical dwelling dispersed into adjacent regions, continuing their saga of building and enjoying.

	Both tendencies, however, degenerated over millennia. The Atlanteans concerned with spiritual relations, with few exceptions, turned to external religious cults to impose themselves on the savages, dominating them through rituals and mystical conduct, since those primitive peoples were still intellectually too backward to understand concepts already mastered by the Atlanteans.

	In turn, those Atlanteans who cultivated exclusively intelligence, and therefore knew the techniques to produce various artifacts, imposed themselves on their less advanced brothers, commanding them and initiating processes of enslavement of the less intelligent by the more capable. Seen as powerful thanks to technological capacity, they were considered superior beings born among them to be worshiped and feared.

	Despite this, in both directions, notions of spiritual search and technological capacity were sown, depending only on time for these seeds, once properly pruned by sublime intelligences, to grow and bear fruit for the improvement of the general character of living beings in this spiritual school.

	Before the attentive eyes of those present, Antênio’s words were illustrated by scenes emerging from that lost region in the ocean and expanding, as if that slice of Earth rose from the surface toward the assembly.

	After a brief pause, the noble representative of Jesus resumed speaking.

	— After so many millennia of patient work, during which countless emissaries materialized on the harsh soil of this primitive orb, among whom the sublime ruler himself, we observe the spiritual growth of the primitive seed as well as the advance of intellectual achievements. However, baptized by the living example of the august Messiah, the current civilization has the conditions to graduate definitively, ending the cycle of renewing tragedies. The scars on the collective organism produced by centuries of despotic wars attest that the body is mature for the final test that will define the steps toward a promising future for all who choose properly.

	For this moment to arrive, Jesus himself did not rest throughout the millennia, opening the doors of this home of love to Spirits from other worlds, received as members of the divine family brought here both to assist the primitive beings and to mature in the practice of noble spiritual concepts still unattainable elsewhere.

	These were the foreign Spirits, originating from other evolving worlds, who here became helpers, fertilizing the souls of the old inhabitants with new flashes of understanding.

	Now approaches the new cycle of profound transformations through which the evaluative census will be held of those marked by evolution compatible with the new humanity and those whose ancestral defects still dominate their will.

	Observe, then, that this is not a rushed evaluation, nor a procedure carried out on the basis of improvisation and intolerance. When we look at the thousands of years covered by humanity’s ascending march through the many cycles already experienced, we revere the august patience that, a mixture of compassion and devotion, neither hurries nor delays or retreats.

	Today’s men think they can continue the old circle of religious cult without understanding and thought without moral responsibility, the same dance that marked the lives of the Atlantean ancestors and that still characterizes the current cycle of human civilization, which are none other than the ancient Atlanteans in new bodies.

	And if the telluric forces continue active in obedience to the long processes of renewal, we are facing the last period in which pain functions as a scalpel that excises, selecting the tissues, or as the disciplining gardener who removes the weeds and chooses new seeds. To open up to paths of higher evolution, beginning the journey toward those who today make up the humanity of Sirius, it will be necessary to cast away the useless ballast with which no ascent is possible.

	Our efforts renew with greater intensity in this period because the divine friend, God's manager in the execution of His will, is seeking the lost sheep to save them before the storm falls upon all.

	The calls multiply, the spreading of lights accelerates so that consciences may expand toward the truth, and all of us who stand in solidarity with hope and peace are engaged in increasing efforts aimed at saving those who want to be saved.

	However, in vain will man kneel before statues, begging for support he himself never gave to his fellow beings, asking for mercy he never granted in a simple gesture of forgiveness or compassion. The indifferent Atlanteans, the usual hedonists and violent ones, will appeal to a God they never felt nor wished to follow, imagining that old external formulas will help them in the final hour. And the pseudo-religious, the old Atlanteans who forgot pure and authentic faith, will find themselves unmasked before their illusory power, unable to access the heavenly secrets that will remain closed to their petty and artificial formulas.

	At the final hour, however, the sincere will find support, the servants of good will be sustained, and those who accept the sacrifice of their own worldly interests will find consolation.

	Hence the Lord reserved for these times the sending of the promised Comforter, the clarifying call to indebted consciences, to explain to men the simple rules of salvation and guarantee to those willing to follow them the possibility of securing a place in the ark of hope into which the Earth has now been transformed.

	When the doors of this ship close, those who have not transformed themselves properly will be swept away by the whirlwind, and finally, a new period of growth will take place for all who persevered until the end.

	From various orbs scattered around the terrestrial dome, friendly Spirits send vibrations and resources to sustain the humanity under test.

	Present among the earthlings, in Spirit or wearing physical bodies to unite with them in the testimony of courageous example and show the path of overcoming, is a large contingent of soldiers of love, children of the very Earth. They are volunteers of solidarity and selflessness, anonymous servants of good in all areas of social life, bearing the weight of collective imbalances and the excesses and abuses of the old rebellious Atlanteans who refuse to change, still trying to hinder the renewal of all those they manage to keep under the harmful influence of bad examples.

	Alongside them, the community of brothers from other orbs, whose constant visitation since distant past has been lost in ancestral traditions and is represented in the figures, drawings, and paintings that depict the fiery chariots that came from the sky.

	And beyond these, other Spirits who have already migrated to better worlds and accepted to return to the rear, either by reclaiming their old physical garments or by joining the spiritual collectives of the various colonies of the invisible world, sustaining the struggles of the incarnates in crucial moments.

	Here, noble friends, is the arduous and glorious task for all. I come, as an emissary from another house of the Father, to urge you to the relentless fight, but also to tell you that we have been gathered in this battle since the distant dawns of civilization.

	Missionary souls from Sirius and delegations from other shining worlds are present among you, sharing the pains of the world and filling them with the hopes of heaven.

	Never forget that in the much dreamed-of paradise, indifference does not exist.

	Our souls are definitely united in the anima divina, and if the old and well-known cataclysms return to this instant of human life, it is now to define its new course.

	We will not be waiting for you in our improved home, billions of kilometers from here.

	Be certain that all who can appear at this decisive hour will stand shoulder to shoulder in the struggles of renewal, as brothers rebuilding the homes knocked down by the storm, thanking the gale that will make it possible to rebuild life under new guidelines.

	The emotion of his words echoed in our souls. When mentioning the solidarity of the Sirius community, a bright star descended through the luminous jet surrounding the floating earthly image at the center of the stage, as if the very distant orb came to answer the call, slowly and gently embracing the body of the blue planet in a hug of fraternity and hope.

	Raising his right hand that sparkled like a tiny sun in a fraternal salute, Antenio slowly walked toward Earth, entering that luminous planetary center which dimmed upon contact with the star that enveloped it and, as if it were a spaceship waiting for him, projected himself along that same bright beam serving as a cosmic road for the emissary’s return to the home planet, in the brother star system that stood with open arms for all those humans of the world who would soon be deeply tested by the final trial.
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	The intense emotion of that encounter remained deep within the soul of each person present, none daring to break the immaculate vibration. The most august silence hovered in the air, framed by the sound of an invisible choir singing a celestial melody.

	After a few moments, the same elder who had introduced Antênio addressed the audience with his final recommendations.

	It was Aurélio, the old laborer of Christ’s gospel, a prominent figure of early Christianity.

	Without ceremony, he spoke:

	— Dear brothers in struggle, the hour of decisive transformation has arrived.

	As heirs of ourselves, we cannot flee from the final challenge without harming our future. Just like our brothers who are clothed in the dust of the material world, we too are among those who must overcome the dark abyss of our past, where our weaknesses left stains like blemishes upon our garments. This is the moment to cleanse our true robe, for not only the incarnate inhabitants of Mother Earth will be selected. All of us will be subject to judgment.

	There, multitudes—both visible and invisible—are shaken by moral disarray, temptations of all kinds, power struggles, making existence itself almost cruel. Injustices stir rebellion. Corruption inspires social dishonesty. Material disparities divide brothers into castes of the privileged and masses of the starving. Spirits crystallized in hatred and animalistic satisfaction move alongside incarnates who align with them, becoming instruments of aggression in pursuit of unrestrained pleasure.

	Among all, two paths await our human brothers and sisters: the path of light and the path of darkness.

	Surely, there will be no shortage of those who encourage the pursuit of the easier route, inviting baseness to act in vile ways, ridiculing noble values whose fulfillment requires the firm exercise of resolute will.

	Weakened by hedonistic mechanisms, where pleasure is valued above all else, the indifferent are urged to conduct themselves like those who have 'triumphed' through indulgence—never realizing that this path is the wide road of vice, leading to the swamp of perdition.

	Lacking clarity to establish moral restraint and make timely retreats, they draw nearer to tragedy step by step, day by day.

	Faced with the trap of consumerism and having materialism as their main goal, human beings are left with little room to understand the eternal truths that call for temperance, willpower, and the capacity to struggle without revolt.

	Cleverly manipulated by the lower leadership of a few who believe themselves to be the owners of Earth, much of humanity has allowed itself to be infected by the disease of desire. Through this, individuals abandon the exercise of will through action, limiting themselves to the addictive mechanisms of reaction.

	And yet, they believe they are exercising the power of choice in full, confirming the lethal poisoning of a conscience that has lost the ability to self-analyze. Each one wants what everyone else seems to want, and everyone seems to want what a few present as pleasurable, as essential, dictating the direction in which their will must go.

	However, this is not the full and free exercise of will, based on conscious understanding of the real traps into which they have fallen.

	Thus, hypnotized by their own weaknesses, nothing remains for them but the dark path—unless they listen to the only cry capable of awakening them.

	This cry, intrinsic to the religions of Earth—whose deepest function is to restore the connection with the divine origin of every creature, reconnecting it to the Creator—is under fierce attack from groups that claim to be the indefinite owners of the earthly home.

	The only weapon powerful enough to adjust the unbalanced, enlighten the ignorant, guide the lost, and lift the fallen, the spiritual truth represented by the world’s beliefs is the great adversary of the forces of darkness. They regard it as their primary enemy—the only true threat to their supposed triumph.

	Thus, spiritual truth has long been under attack from all sides by agents of darkness who, when unable to discredit its moral and philosophical content, turn against its representatives in an attempt to discourage, intimidate, or neutralize them—wounding or even killing them.

	Sadly, despite having clear knowledge of spiritual laws, many representatives of the various religious paths of the world have joined in the insane pursuit of pleasures—through unbalanced emotions, lukewarm character, and undisciplined weakness—losing themselves in the tangled web of lower commitments.

	Many religious representatives, bearing the stains of addicted will, have accepted a double life, leading the beliefs they claim to represent into discredit or even scorn.

	Walking the sacred path—which requires renunciation—and at the same time the worldly path—which offers constant and easy pleasure, many religious leaders fell into the trap set by lower interests, becoming poor examples to their fellow human beings.

	They pointed the flock toward a path they themselves avoided, moving in the opposite direction from what they advised. Thus, they became unworthy models of a false and superficial religiosity, which saves almost no one.

	This disparity, this lack of alignment, neutralizes the final moral brake that could prevent our brothers from throwing themselves into the abyss of error.

	Here, then, lies the open field for our influence. In rekindling the truth of faith, we may have, perhaps, the final resource—the only one powerful enough to act at this critical hour, leading souls to timely awakening before the great storm already visible on the horizon.

	My history of moral falls is not unknown to you, yet the Lord we love honored me with the indispensable support that allowed me to return from the swamp of error. I speak, then, as a humble traveler who has known both the entrance and the exit of the mire. So, children of the heart, there will be no lack of work in the environment we are called to face.

	However, I remind everyone that the judgment presented is of the entire human collective, including ourselves in its indictment.

	Invited to discouragement, do not accept inner weakness as your counselor. Wash the stains of dissatisfaction in the river of more intense service.

	Advised to give up in the face of human indifference, change fields, choose other more receptive souls, and restart the work.

	The new Earth will not be built by the irritable, the discouraged, the dissatisfied, or the weak. If men in the world suffer because of various temptations, we, their faithful friends, will suffer because of men. Nevertheless, it is necessary to resist without discouragement or dejection. For every brother rescued from the dark path, millions will remain who still await our luminous help. There will not even be time to focus on small victories or achievements.

	The lines in the rear will keep the treasures of our efforts, but the front line is the one that expects active hands, steadfast feelings for good, and the courage to persevere until the end.

	Let us not expect easy success nor a field without obstacles. It will be outside the temples that we will find the place for our most fruitful preaching. Gone are the days of thrilling sermons that impregnated listeners' hearts with sacred ideals.

	Today, the message of good competes with television, with the universe of virtual images, easy and attractive, feeding the fire of destabilizing emotions, manipulated by intelligences that know how to exploit weakness of character.

	We will work with two humanities at the same level of inferiority: the incarnate and those belonging to the spirit world.

	Thus, we must use different strategies for each case, since in each circumstance the relationship between the two worlds will have a different weight in the picture before our eyes.

	In this struggle, we will count on the support of numerous houses of prayer scattered across the Earth, as well as small groups located in the homes of many incarnate individuals who have already learned to cultivate a noble life, distinguished within life to honor God and Christ by sacrificing their own interests.

	Especially in the groups built in the light of the promised Comforter, the august doctrine of love par excellence, we will find support to recover strength, guide the afflicted, and alert those who still sleep.

	This is therefore not only the last hour of the living in the flesh. It is also our last hour, dear children. What we do for the victory of good will correspond to what we will find tomorrow, on this orb or another.

	Speaking thus, Aurélio Agostinho addressed the floating globe which, at the touch of his fingers, slowly transformed into another world, losing its charm and beauty to give way to another form, equally globular, but without any friendly atmosphere.

	To the surprised gaze of the assembly members, the intrusive orb emerged, the new dwelling for the old and obstinate inferior spirits, carrying their dense, primitive, and difficult psychosphere where the souls of earthly humanity who failed to respond to the call of upright and noble conscience would intern.

	—This will be the new dwelling in the Father's house for billions of spirits who still live on Earth. And although, as spirits, we have already learned not to disdain any task to which we are called, let us persevere so that this will not also be our future home for several more millennia.

	Before the meditative eyes, the primitive star rotated with all its physical and magnetic details proper to it, heralding the procession of pains and difficulties awaiting its future inhabitants, especially those who would leave the generous mother Earth, exchanging it for such a harsh and inhospitable dwelling.

	That is why, once again, the words of Jesus to the children of Earth were justified:

	— Strive to enter through the narrow gate.

	Aurélio fell silent. Before the image of the future destiny to which the imprudent were applying, the assembly ended, the silent call to the courageous struggle of good lingering in the air — in intense efforts, in the most burning renunciations, in the unwavering commitment so that more and more human beings could change the path to the abyss, remaining able to stay in the glorious and maternal earthly bosom.

	The numerous delegations began to leave the hall, heading for earthly destinies, in the various civilizational circles that corresponded to their current experience.

	Bezerra, who led the caravan of the Workers of the Homeland of the Southern Cross, said goodbye to his members and, requesting that his closest collaborators, Jerônimo and Adelino, accompany him, informed the others that he would remain a few more moments in the hall to receive additional guidance about the work but would soon be with them again on the front lines of the struggle.

	In quick farewells, they met in the large room for the understandings to which Dr. Bezerra had referred.

	—Responding to the noble Aurélio's request, we will wait a few more minutes for his paternal and generous word,” said the doctor of the poor to the two friends who flanked him.

	It was not long before a luminous emissary came to them, inviting them to the scheduled meeting, which would take place in another room, a working chamber in that nucleus of pure idealism.

	The beauty of the environment was the dominant feature of every corner of the building. Nothing was wasted in the luxury of display.

	The vibrations of the place were so sublime that neither Adelino nor Jerônimo had any idea what to do or how to behave in such a rare circumstance.

	They wanted to kneel right there, but Bezerra’s presence served as a measure so they would not deviate from the conduct of the sublime doctor.

	Aurélio was already waiting for them.

	—Thank you for accepting my invitation, dear Bezerra. Your leadership in the spiritist family will be very important, far beyond what it already has been, for directing our efforts in this decisive hour of our destinies.”

	—Here we are to serve the Lord of life, in obedience to His guidance, holy one of God,” Bezerra replied without affectation.

	—Oh! dear brother, let us leave aside the titles with which the naive companions on Earth have wrongly qualified us. You well know, Bezerra, that holiness belongs to other dimensions.”

	Seeking to make the most of time like a devoted employee who values minutes, Aurélio went straight to the point.

	—Thanks to the mechanisms with which the promised Comforter disposes in the heart of the nation to which we are bound by the definitive ties of pure affection, we will need to accelerate actions with the spiritist communities in Brazil and those that accept its influence in the current world. This is not about sending armies of workers to preach door to door. Nor should we invade the intimacy of those who do not wish to open themselves to the truths of the soul.

	However, our efforts are aimed at using the same communication vehicles that spread moral pestilence to bring a ray of hope and enlightenment to consciences.

	Nowhere else on Earth is what we have managed to accomplish in the Homeland of the Southern Cross taking place, benefiting a wider dissemination of the realities of the soul.”

	Responding to the calls of conscience and the missionary duty with which several good leaders reincarnated in today’s world have committed themselves, we have managed to produce quality material to spread the seed of the spirit’s truth to anyone interested.

	The media, always averse to any moralizing effort, at the cost of decades of persevering commitment, have opened space for the message to reach the people, illuminating souls and pacifying moral conflicts.

	No longer are only the houses of prayer dedicated to Christian Spiritism those that speak of the gospel of good. Now we will see this message spread, thanks even to the efforts of non-spiritist beings, those interested in material gain, the return on their financial investments, or the transient fame that propels them forward. Through spiritists and non-spiritists alike, we have gained space for spreading hope, with alerts that awaken the being who has slept in the cradle of dreamed or conquered pleasures. Surely, it would have been much better if the initiative had come from the spiritists themselves, opening their purses to commit monetized resources to multiply the bread of the soul. However, greed and avarice have reappeared in the core of many spiritist workers who left here full of promises but failed to resist well-known attachments.

	Furthermore, old vanity has possessed many of the achievers who, eager to create a stage for themselves, expend endless expenses on intellectual contests instead of investing those funds in proliferating the liberating message to those who do not know it, financing other forms of dissemination that are much broader and sometimes much less costly than such events cost them.

	They resemble those who, while praising the need to distribute food for the salvation of the hungry creatures of the world, hold a gastronomic festival for the wealthy and obese, serving them the most appetizing dishes while the hungry remain in want.

	Despite this, Bezerra, we have not faltered, and thanks to the initiatives of some, the message begins to reach the general public, those who often do not go to the spiritist center out of fear or prejudice.

	Therefore, the work cannot be wasted nor the seeds planted in the core of multitudes lost through theater, cinema, radio, television, and various other electronic media that have found enlightenment for the old whys never answered by dogmatic and traditional religions.

	Bezerra and his friends followed the words attentively, agreeing with the practical and objective analysis that the wise entity made about the reality of the spiritist world.

	—With your leadership among the spiritists of the Brazilian community, it will not be difficult to instill in them the notion of the urgency of service. Let them take the initiative of service in good, and if they do not, may they not become stumbling blocks to those carrying out the work that belongs to the heirs of the primitive gospel. The spiritist family must be united with the message being spread, opening their hearts to welcome all those interested in discovering such realities.

	Therefore, let us urge leaders and workers of the cause of Jesus that Spiritism represents to be ready to serve as living examples of all they know about the promised Comforter.

	Let them dedicate themselves to living in peace, without conflicts caused by poorly contained envy, unfulfilled ambition, or wounded pride in the face of others’ success.

	Let them not forget that those more gifted with the treasures of learning the true laws will have a heavier judgment of their intimate attitudes.

	Let them not settle for illusory contests in which, under the guise of false brotherly love, they expose partisan disputes and hunt for applause from the world while ignorance runs rampant outside the lavish halls.

	Let them not disdain heavy work, family renunciation, and simple deeds that clean the material dirt of the needy in favor of preferring philosophical theses in endless and controversial discussions.

	Let them not imagine they have much time to waste or that they will not be equally subject to the criteria of judgment, which will be much more rigorous for the spiritist family than for any other.

	Let them not forget that the worker does not choose the work nor fights evil with the weapons of evil.

	It is to him in person that Christ addresses when exhorting humanity to be fraternal and vigilant, generous to others and rigorous with themselves, to build treasures in heaven and not in the coffers of the world.

	Yes, Bezerra, your just and wise word will call for the work of the last hour, which is not the dancing of ideas in decorated salons but rather receiving with love those who arrive tired at the inn of the house of Christ.

	One can no longer conceive a spiritist house where order kills affection, organization turns people into machines, and organograms bureaucratize charity into impersonal sectors and departments. Nor should the natural leadership of good be replaced by competition for positions and power in institutions, for where this occurs, that work will be identified as human and not divine. It may offer food for the stomach of many or resemble a clothing store for the body, a pharmacy with medicines for the organs, a school to nourish neurons. However, it will be merely a human enterprise.

	Let your direct and frank word, my son, be heard everywhere, through all the channels that can receive its influence, as well as being the channel for superior exhortations to guide the entire community of invisible leaders regarding the real objectives in this fatal hour of human destinies.

	Let all souls responsible for spiritual leadership within the spiritist family dedicate themselves to spreading the call for self-renunciation and devotion to the neighbor.

	There is no time to lose.

	With these words, the venerable Aurélio ended his exposition, enveloping them in the idealism of his luminous kindness, inviting Bezerra to a private colloquy, while the two friends remained waiting, meditating on such serious yet truthful guidance.
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	—I think I need more medicine. These ones I’m taking aren’t doing any good,” Geralda complained, shut inside her house, afraid to go out on the street.

	The atmosphere in her home, if it could even be called that, reflected her imbalance.

	Low-vibration entities were draining her vital energies, favored in this by the former medium’s tuning in to inferior thoughts.

	Since she had left the spiritist center led by Ribeiro and Jurandir, Geralda had been going downhill.

	In the first weeks away from the institution’s tasks, involved in the gossip she had accepted and strengthened by the support of two other workers, Peixoto and Cássio, just as poorly assisted as she was, her feelings were the best possible.

	Away from the disciplines that restrained her fickle ways, Geralda seemed to breathe freely.

	—Phew! Thank God I got out of that center. It was more like a barracks, being watched every minute. Jurandir, so strict, suspected everything, picking on my clothes, my jewelry, my makeup... the kind of man without sensitivity to women’s needs. Luckily, Peixoto came to open my mind. And if I were wrong, neither he nor Cássio would have left the center. That Jurandir is the one who’s really obsessed.”

	In her childish mind, Geralda created the worst scenarios to justify breaking off her mediumistic responsibility, always blaming others.

	She refused to walk the straight path. Her mind was lost in anxiety to find the man of her life, and she wouldn’t understand that the house of God was the field where renunciation should be practiced in every way. It wasn’t a runway or showcase for exhibition seeking other interests.

	When Bezerra dismissed the three from the institution’s activities, as described in the book Heirs of the New World, each had felt happy not to have to keep the routines that tied them to values they deep down neither defended nor considered important.

	Cássio led a double life, in promiscuous sexuality, appearing sober and upright during the day but acting as a libertine once darkness fell.

	Peixoto carried a lost soul tied to material interests, imagining mediumship should be a gateway to a full safe as a solution to his personal problems.

	Geralda, meanwhile, rebellious and frivolous, silently coveted the husbands of the women who attended the meetings, dreaming of building her own happiness even if it meant destroying others’.

	Listening weekly to the gospel lessons was of no use to them. Nor were the communications from suffering spirits who accompanied them enough to reform them.

	Thus, unhappy with God’s work rules practiced there, the three decided to leave, not without first trying to influence the naive like themselves, seeking support for their selfish attitudes.

	This period of conflict lasted some time, under the watchful eye of the institution’s guiding spirits who, with the autonomy and kindness that characterized them, neutralized all the dark attacks that used the indifferent trio to try to destabilize the environment and implant imbalance and lovelessness.

	Then, after leaving, Geralda felt satisfied to enjoy her personal adventures, far from the moral disciplines appropriate to anyone who exercised mediumship seriously and responsibly.

	The obsessing entities that surrounded her for a long time worked to please her by approving her behavior, promising that she would find the man of her life. In reality, since then, the ex-medium went through a phase of euphoria and expectation. She had decided not to affiliate with any spiritist institution anymore. If necessary, she would practice her mediumship at home, away from any “castrating discipline” — as rebellious and immature mediums tend to see it.

	After a few months, helped by the dark entities that used her, she found a young man who seemed like a prince charming.

	Handsome, well-dressed, apparently well off, everything a clever woman wants to find to satisfy her whims.

	The first meetings were warm and passionate for her, confident that she had really taken the right step by leaving the work of good to live her personal life.

	It happened that, as intimacy grew, favored by her need and desire to bind the suitor, Geralda began to notice that every day the boyfriend was more elusive to any serious commitment.

	Eduardo, actually also manipulated by inferior entities, had a very dubious character despite his flashy appearance.

	He wanted, likewise, to find a woman he could get something from, caring little about how much he would hurt her. Ambitious, he saw each woman as a useful female, approaching to better know the young woman’s financial situation and maintaining the relationship as long as it was convenient and advantageous.

	Likewise, but for different reasons, Geralda also wanted the company of someone, even if imperfect. However, Eduardo’s figure fit exactly what a woman dreamed of.

	In reality, they both used each other and hoped to get something from one another.

	When the young man gained his companion’s intimacy, he used her without any respect for her feelings, and when Geralda gave herself, feigning passion, she intended to catch the man by physical attraction, a waiting room for the definitive commitment that a pregnancy would make even more solid.

	Time passed and, noticing Geralda did not have the wealth Eduardo expected, his response to her ardor lessened, the passionate vows ending and replaced by dry words and artificial phrases.

	The young woman, however, knowing how the male personality worked, pretended not to notice, and at each meeting, she became hotter and more seductive.

	This bothered the young man a bit but, considering the circumstances, he found it interesting to explore the companion’s sexual inclinations, lacking anything more interesting, until he left her for a new adventure.

	After all, for a man like him, handsome and charming, suitors were never lacking.

	Geralda arranged the famous pregnancy trick, pretending to use the proper medication for safe sex but actually doing nothing to prevent fertilization.

	—Men are always easy to catch. They go crazy for physical excitement and trust women. How stupid these guys are,” thought the young woman, feeling in control of the relationship.

	She had it all planned. She would reveal the pregnancy amid tears pretending not to know how it happened.

	—But you’re not taking the contraceptive? —Eduardo asked, stunned by the test that confirmed everything— We agreed this wouldn’t happen.

	—Of course, darling, I was taking it normally. Look here at the pack with all the pills showing I didn’t miss a single day. I don’t know how this happened-the pretending woman cried, giving the young man time to consider the responsibility he now faced.

	— But I don’t want to be a father, I don’t want to interrupt my life to raise children — Eduardo replied, shaken by the news.

	— I never thought about being a mother either, Du. Our relationship has always been what I dreamed of most, and you are the most important person in my life. Remember how we used to plan to travel, just the two of us, on a long, endless honeymoon?

	— I remember, yes, Ge... — the young man answered. — And if you think like that, at least I’m relieved. We can solve this matter and stay together so our future will be as planned.

	The hesitant phrase clearly showed what the young man intended.

	— Since neither you nor I want to be parents right now, it’s very easy to solve this. I know a friend who went through this and had no trouble finding someone to perform an abortion. Simple, quick, and even cheap...

	Geralda shuddered. Not because she was morally against abortion, but because she didn’t want to give up the “hook” that was catching the big fish in her plan of having someone by her side.

	— Wow! Eduardo, how cold! You say that without even thinking that there’s a child inside me!

	— Not at all, Geralda! Don’t come at me with that drama. That thing inside you is just a piece of tissue that’s growing. I don’t know it and it’s never seen me. We’re two strangers and we’ll stay that way.

	— But... we can’t just end a life like that... — the young woman tried to argue.

	— Life is the two of us, Geralda. You always knew I didn’t want children right now. If this happened to you, that’s fine. I understand it may have been an accident. However, either you handle getting rid of it — and I’ll help you with that — or you’ll be alone to raise it, because I won’t be there for you.

	Seeing that Eduardo was disturbed by the news, just as she intended, Geralda became softer and more understanding, pretending to agree.

	— Well, dear, we’ve always gotten along well and this won’t separate us. Look, let’s do this: you think a little more about the possibility that this child is yours and could represent you in the world, could run to greet it at home after work, jump into your lap, and idolize you like a hero. Think about the good things for a few days. Then we’ll talk again and decide what to do.

	— Look, Ge, I understand your side but actually, time will only make things worse. The longer it goes, the bigger that lump gets inside, and then it’s harder to remove. Regarding the feeling of being a father, I don’t need to imagine any of that because when I want a child, I know exactly how to make it happen. The choice is yours. You can have this child alone or terminate it with my help.

	Now it was she who was worried about Eduardo’s firmness, which at this point bordered on harshness.

	Not wanting to lose him like that, she decided to comply with his wishes, agreeing to a quick abortion.

	— Look, my dear, I understand your feelings. If that will make you happy, we’ll have it removed. I’d rather stay with you and if that’s the price, I’m willing to pay it. But never forget this sacrifice I’m making to fulfill your wish.

	— All right, Geralda, I’ll arrange everything and tomorrow afternoon I’ll call you to sort out the details.

	* * *

	It goes without saying that Geralda, despite all she already knew about the eternity of life, the existence of the soul, and other things related to the doctrine of love, chose to undergo the procedure that interrupted the pregnancy, imagining that by doing so she could maintain the union she so longed for.

	Eduardo, however, since the illicit resolution of the problem, was harassed by the entity who suffered the uterine mutilation, enraged by the unhappy outcome the two had chosen. To punish the ex-mother, the indifferent and frivolous woman, Spirit approached the ex-father and began influencing him not to desire anything more with Geralda.

	— That woman is a witch. She manipulated things to try to catch you, you fool — whispered the unhappy Spirit into the young man’s spiritual ears, who easily accepted and assimilated the suggestions.

	— Yeah, no one guarantees that Geralda won’t do this again. Deep down, she’s a well-camouflaged snake. She’s not worthy of my trust. Now that I got rid of the child, I’m going to get rid of the serpent.

	And so, without any explanation or news, Eduardo disappeared from the foolish Geralda’s life, leaving her now only with the company of the unhappy entity who tirelessly sought revenge.

	Organic evils multiplied, rooted in the guilty conscience, wounding the tissues of body and soul.

	Nightmares became common, doctors were consulted monthly, and medicines became the cocktail of hope for the one who had abandoned God’s medicine in exchange for worldly adventures.

	After some months of misfortune, revolt, hatred, and rancor toward her ex-boyfriend, she decided to seek spiritual help at some spiritist center. She

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
