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This Work is a collection of personal testimonies from disembodied souls, received in various mediumistic sessions.

They are fascinating because they are real, without a trace of fantasy. They are spirits who come to narrate their trajectory of sufferings and blessings, sometimes riddled with thistles, pointing out their mistakes and limitations, and bathed in the light of hope, they wish to recover through moral transformation.

Moved, we will witness their agonizing remorse about the time lost in uselessness by getting away from Christ and his Gospel.

By opening their souls, revealing to us their wounds and bruises, these Spirits help us to reflect deeply on the blessings of reincarnation and the need to value our trajectory in the physical vehicle, embracing charity and love as sublime ideals of life.
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In Chapter 23 of "The Gospel According to Spiritism" - to which he gave the title of "Strange Morals" — Allan Kardec gathered his personal observations about determinate parts of The Gospel considered by some as difficult to interpret or understand.

The first of these is the one in which Christ seems to say it is necessary to hate all human kindred to follow Him, as one can see in the text of Luke (14: 25-27 33). Matthew, however, worded the information more succinctly and affirmatively, as it reads in Chapter 10, verse 37: “Anyone who loves their father or mother more than me is not worthy of me; anyone who loves their son or daughter more than me is not worthy of me."

Of course, the Supreme Messenger of Love Doctrine could not demand that his followers hate their family members. If the word written by Lucas is really to hate, so, as Kardec observes, it is necessary to strip it “of its modern acceptation, as contrary to the spirit of the teaching of the Master.”

” The text of Matthew, by the way, — writes Pezzani in a footnote —

distances all the trouble.”

On another occasion, still according to Matthew and Luke, Jesus announces the spiritual rewards awaiting those who have left home, family, and earthly goods to follow him. He later recalled (Luke 9:61- 62):

"No one who puts his hand to the plow and looks back is fit for service in the kingdom of God."

To another who had asked permission to bury his father before following him, Jesus warns that it is more important to "Announce the Kingdom of God", for the dead would take care of the dead. Indeed, freed from the body, which is the only matter, the spirit will receive from other deceased ones the assistance it needs and which he did justice to by his behavior during his earthly journey.

Finally, there are the texts in which Matthew and Luke again reproduce expressions in which Christ declared: "Do not suppose that I have come to bring peace to the earth. I did not come to bring peace but a sword.”

And he continues, in the words of Matthew (10:34-35):

"For I have come to turn a man against his father, a daughter against her mother, a daughter-in-law against her mother-in-law. The enemies of a man will be the members of his household."

Once again, it is Kardec's lucid and objective commentary that places the problem in its exact contours:

“Such words of Jesus — writes the Encoder — must therefore be understood concerning the anger that his doctrine would provoke, in the conflicts moments to which he was going to give rise; to the struggles he would have to endure before establishing, as it happened to the Hebrews before they entered the Promised Land, and not as referring to his settled plan to sow disorder and confusion. The evil would come from men and not from him, who was like the doctor who presents himself to cure, but whose remedies provoke a salutary crisis, attacking the bad moods of the patient.” (Highlights by me).

As I write this preface, more than twenty years have passed since I first read Chapter 23 of "The Gospel According to Spiritism."

I have never doubted accepting the solutions proposed by Kardec for the apparent difficulties in interpreting the cited texts. Not only are

they logical, but they fit perfectly with the postulates of the Spiritist Doctrine and what we know about the personality of Jesus and his teachings in the very Gospels and countless documents of unsuspected mediumistic origin.

I have returned countless times to "The Gospel According to Spiritism", and surely to Chapter 23, for that is the main book of the Gospel at Home that I have been practicing in the privacy of my household for many years. I have never imagined, however, that for me was reserved the opportunity and privilege to witness vivid examples from situations that would attest to the tragic precision of what so emphatically proclaimed Jesus.

By aiming at sharing with the reader a little of my personal experience, I decided to write this book.

Before proceeding with these brief notes, nevertheless, we need to make a little pact between the reader and me. I explain.

The stories that make up this collection are real. There isn't a fantasy stroke in them, retouching, or embellishment to soften their impact or sweeten their content. It's as if they were cut out, with all the agonies that it implies, of the living tissue of memories, at a time when, for higher than their initial effort to deny and even cheat, the Spirit is compulsively driven to tell the truth, despite how unpleasant and arduous it is. That moment of truth, the point at which the flight ends and the long walk back to spiritual sanity, is achieved by the process of delicate memory regression. Lost in the shadows of his ravings, the Spirit needs to descend into the dark basement of his most secret memories to identify the reason for their anguish and face the reality of their inner ghosts, his remorse, and his crimes.

It is a solemn moment that must be lived and witnessed with dignity and respect for the being there, exposing his most intimate wounds. And also, a moment that demands tireless patience, considerable tact, the correct dose of energy, and, above all, a moving and tender capacity to love on the part of those who accompany the painful process of catharsis.

It is also, and finally, a moment of bright hopes, and due to all this, of the deepest religiosity, for in understanding with his tormented conscience, the being speaks with God.

Therefore, dear reader, do not be surprised by certain reticence and care understandable to avoid revealing identifications, which perhaps added a higher tone of authenticity to the story, but would also lend it an undesirable connotation of cheap sensationalism from a second-rate soap opera.

We opted for deliberate anonymity, which everything and everyone must protect.

The mediumistic group is anonymous, just as its members and manifesting Spirits, anonymous must remain the nature and objectives of the work accomplished. Not because there is at all that something extraordinary, different, marvelous, or that the incarnated and disembodied beings that make up the group are exceptional; without prejudice, however, to the living lessons we glean from such painful episodes, respect for other people pain demands from everyone the charitable contribution of secrecy and discretion.

There are, then, no names in this book, nor pretensions greater than that of conveying the message always new, for it is eternal, of valuing love, the universal force that creates and sustains the Universe, the essence of God, that "primordial element (in which) constellations and suns, worlds and beings, like fish in the ocean”, in the beautiful saying of André Luiz, in the initial words of "Evolution in Two Worlds".

I could not prevent my name from appearing as the author of a work that, in reality, is not mine. I have just copied it from life. Somebody needs to sign a book that goes out into the world, and for that reason alone, a name appears on it. My involvement in the dramas, whose fragments are reported here, is explained by the simple reason that I participated, with all the recognized limitations that still weigh me down, from a small and anonymous mediumistic group to which

much-loved Spiritual Friends brought disturbed companions to dialogue with us.

We experience the happiness, certainly undeserved, to share in the infinite joys of rescuing some of those tormented brethren. We were not looking for projection, or sensations and rewards, because the work of love, in itself, pays the server.

There are, thus, no names to mention. Out of the absolute need for expository clarity, we had to fix some simple labels: the manifesting Spirit, the Spiritual Benefactors, the medium, the indoctrinator, the participants, and the group of mediums. Other than that, and the consequent deletion of determinate geographic or historical identifications, as well as a minimum possible grammatical adjustment, the report is a faithful reproduction of the recorded dialogues, from the first to the last word, on long-haul magnetic tapes in specialized equipment.

We even decided to sacrifice a little the grammatical correction of the lines in favor of the dialogue's spontaneity, all developed in the heat of the moment, without literary embellishments, semantic concerns, or any artifice designed to produce an effect. It is a free talk, sometimes emphatic and even passionate, but in all the purity of its authenticity.

Therefore, the reader must note a few inaccuracies, constant repetitions, and a mixture of treatments. Things grammarians look down on disguised horror, but the one that people consecrate in that irresistible way of modifying the language that speaks according to its imagination and taste.

Thence, it is a collection of personal testimonies. The reader will easily notice why these introductory explanations open with an appreciation of Chapter 23 of "The Gospel According to Spiritism.”

We will find in some of these stories that for their loving more the father, mother, wife, daughter, or son than the Christ, they thought it was necessary to hate the Master.

We will see those who received their hundredfold reward for having had the extreme courage to break with their people, leaving home, family, and earthly goods, to follow in the footsteps of the Nazarene. We will identify those who put their hands on the plow, but (pages 12 and 13 are missing).
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Dear reader:

This volume brings us to meditation stories that constitute lives, which the body death could not consume.

They revive the dramas that culminated in tragedies involving their characters in the vine of wide afflictions, whose effects reappeared in reincarnations that followed painfully, awaiting the regularization of the errors, the ennoblement of these misguided Spirits.

Acts are the judges of us all.

Successful, as unfortunate achievements, are transferred from one existence to another and deeply mark their agents.

Years, centuries, and even millennia pass on Earth, interning these spirits in the body or out of it, without peace being wrapped up in their indebted hearts, unless when love appears as a blessing and sincere repentance gives them the retracing of the previously traveled path with hallucination, now conquered through the realization of liberating good and sanctifying charity.

No one who travels around the world is an exception... All of us owe debts to Life.

The mediumship task with Jesus, where unhappy spirits

are treated is one of the most ennobled commitments with which the Spiritist Doctrine now honors our evolutionary process.

Thanks to this lucid exchange, programmed by the Spiritual Benefactors, countless companions, disembodied or not, in the rear, overcome by despair and pain, find healing psychotherapy and a guideline of happiness to defeat the dissolving passions to which they surrender.

After the blessed dialogue, in which the suffering spirit expresses its anguish through psychophony and receives a friendly word from the

indoctrinator, behold hope dawns in the stormy night in which they debate, urging them to the work of redemption...

However, it is imperative not only for them, but also for those entangled in the plot, although dwelling in a physical body.

We, therefore, welcome in this book a timely cry of warning, an invitation to reflection for all of us, from spiritual and material dimensions, so that, despite all the conquests of human knowledge, in this time of grave responsibilities for humanity, we do not forget that only Jesus continues to be “the Way, the Truth, and the Life”.

Joanna de Ângelis

(Page psychographed by the medium Divaldo P. Franco, in the mediumship session on the night of 01/30/1980, at the Spiritist Center”Caminho da Redenção”, Salvador, Bahia.)

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

1

HO-SAN'S DAUGHTER


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


Let us observe, in this case, the initial reluctance, the real resistance that the Spirit offers to the indoctrinator's effort to take him to the past.

The dialogue is reproduced from the point where he begins to express his refusal to face the harsh reality of their commitments.

-There is no problem. I wanted it like this. It was a choice. I'm tired of men, life, everything.

-You're even tired of yourself.

-I'm done. But then what are you going to do? You have to go on; go ahead. I live in a place where there are no days, no months, no years; there is a terrible eternity, a monotony that doesn't go away, and you don't even have a night to see that the next day the sun will rise, and maybe it will be different. You know that it will not. It's just that.

-Of course; for you have no hope... Who can live without hope? You say there is only today; there is no past.

-That is not a hope, my friend; it is a reality. The reality is that I'm telling you.

-No, my son. It is a total illusion of your Spirit.

-It is a night without day; the day will never break.

-But we are not obliged to remain in the night. We are beings of light.

-It's an eternity, a passivity, a terrible thing.

-And how do you say there is no future?

-You don't know how it is terrible this time without time. And it's awful.

-Of course. You run away from time because you're running away from the past.

-You can't imagine how important a clock on Earth is. With a watch, you have the feeling that you own time. That you can control it. The time. You own the hours.

-I understand, my dear. I know very well what you want to say. And yet, you tell me that it's too late to start over. How can it make sense?

-You can't even start over because there's no time here.

-There is no time while you are in this context, my dear brother.

-There, where you are, you still can say: tomorrow; tomorrow I'll give it a solution. Tomorrow, I do. Here, you have no tomorrow.

-You have a future too. It is at this point, my dear brother, that I have asked, and I repeat here the appeal. Let us help you out of this dilemma, this vicious circle. There are exits.

-My friend, I am in a timeless sphere where there is nothing and everything; at the same time.

-That doesn't make any sense. You are playing word games. Don't you have an activity?

-Yes, yes. But I already said: it is a time without time. Horrible!

-But what about your past? What did it teach you?

-What is the importance of this past that has passed?

-It's from the past that we come.

-Where is that past? If yesterday doesn't exist here, how come you want the past? Here where I live, it doesn't exist.

-My dear friend, let me remind you one more time. You have come here today because there is a little hope. Let's hold on to that hope that you bring to seek to help you. To serve you. Dare to accept the things, my dear brother.

-It's like looking for a needle in a haystack, my friend. You will find nothing.

The Spirit refers to the difficulty in finding the true causes of his troubles.

-Listen. We are children of God created in the same way, "simple and ignorant”, as the doctrine of Jesus teaches. We are free, as you said, by free will, to make our choices; we are responsible for our actions. So, my dear brother, at any moment of our lives, like this moment that you are here, in this present, you can decide to change your life. You are not obliged to be a prisoner of time.

-We are all prisoners of time. You are the ones who have the illusion of owning it because you have a watch, one day, one night...

-We are struggling against our prisons of the past. You are not. You have surrendered to them and crossed your arms. You think you cannot do good when that's not true. You are so capable of loving, doing good, and being loved as me, as any of us. It all depends on your mental matrices. Though, if you don't care about the moral aspects of your actions, you will remain trapped in these schemes for centuries and centuries. How long have you been in this organization?

-What is the time, my friend? Well, I have just said there is no time here, and you want me to say how long?

-I know, but when was your last existence in the flesh? What did you do here among us when you were in the flesh? Who were you, and where did you live? Let's go to your deep personality, the real being that you are, not to this hallucination, you live in.

-That's what I am, my friend: this hallucination in which I live.

-Right. That is what you are now, but then you weren't. Why were you led to this? Why have you stopped making decisions in favor of your spirit, and stopped fighting, crossed your arms?

And now you tell me that you are strong? You are weak when you have all the strength of God within your spirit. (A hint of a smile). Yes, my son. Help me, so that I can help you. I want to serve you; I'm here as a companion who also has his difficulties, problems, disappointments, afflictions, and anguish, but we can share the experiences that exist between us. You have something to give me, and I might have something to offer you.

-My friend, you have nothing better than what I've tasted to offer me.

-What have you tried?

-All.

-What do you call everything?

-Everything you can imagine.

-So, you were good too.

Unintentionally, the indoctrinator touches on the critical point of his problem: the deformed conviction that good does not pay.

The Spirit pauses; he has a suffering smile and replies, confirming:

-And what did I get out of it?

The indoctrinator seizes the opportunity, the cue:

-Let's see: how has goodness betrayed you? What was it that traumatized you to this point? How was this story?

Break. He still hesitates. He makes a face and then replies:

-Kindness always causes trauma. Men are not prepared for good, my friend. Maybe they are now... Not even now; in their time, they are; they have never been. They have never known how to understand kindness.

-Have you?

-All those who were good were crucified, one way or another. Another opportunity:

-So, you think Christ was good. That is right. I believe it is positive, but let's see where kindness left you in despair. Tell me. How was that?

Long pause, then a question:

-Why do you want to know? What interest do you have?

-The interest in my brother, the desire to serve, to help. I have asked you humbly to help me to help you. You can only help me by coming back to that past, to put everything in another context, my dear. You can't simply ignore what you did, what you were, where you have

been, and what you are trying to get. You cannot ignore this. You are a human being with human experiences; you have Spiritual Friends and creatures that love you and are interested in your destiny.

-I know, but where are they?

-You have run away from them! You've locked yourself in a universe where this... this... “boredom”, (The indoctrinator, though speaking in Portuguese, had this word to speak what he meant.)* as they say in English... (The exact word escapes the indoctrinator. the Spirit says soon :)

-Boring!

-Yes, the word is not very appropriate, but it describes well the situation. You have conformed to it. To escape from it you do all this hallucinatory activity. So, is this a way to escape from the boredom, you call it?

Now comes the exact word from the Spirit:

-It's tedium. Isn't that what you mean?

-Exactly, tedium... Love is not tedium.

-But the reality is constant tedium.


-  No, my dear. No. You are wrong.


-This creature — (he had previously referred to someone) is it a woman?


-  It's a woman.


-Where did you two meet?

-Why do you want to know so much?

-My dear friend, forgive me. It's not unhealthy curiosity. I don't want to submit you to any humiliation...

-My friend, it was not the only time. Do you think it was? Do you believe a man makes such a decision based only on one illusion? Only with one disappointment? No. They are several.

-You're running away from your reality. Let's face it with courage.

-I need the courage to face what, my friend?

-You still haven't told me where kindness has failed you.

-In several places.

-Tell me one of them. What good did you do that wasn't positive? Finally, the story begins to unfold:

-It's connected to this girl I thought I'd find here.

-Tell me, please. Trust me. Pause and sigh, and then:

-It was a story of the many dramas scattered across the universe. It was in a Spanish city. I was a rich landowner, very wealthy. "A Rich Señor"... (He smiles sadly and goes ahead:) — I had a family. And a daughter who was almost a girl. One day, I welcomed on my farm, on my land, a character who had been chased in another city because of a little revolution he had gotten into. I took him in; I helped him; I made him a member of my family. I gave him everything: social status, up to a title; I got it for him. So it is... And what was the pay I got from this creature that ate beside me, at my table and shared with my family? Yeah... (sighs.)

Break. (The memory is, of course, too painful). Because of him, I lost my daughter.

-How did you miss her? Let's go! Did she run away?

-What she did doesn't mean anything to me, for she was a child, but he seduced her... (long pause, hesitations...) Ah! horrors!... We had, at that time, you know, safes where we kept the goods. There were no banks as of today. He made her steal the family's goods. And he ran away with her. I naturally went looking for her. I looked for her like crazy. She was my only child. In her, I deposited all my hopes and all my dreams. No. I didn't find her. And it passed a long time. I reported him to the authorities but to no avail. The years passed... My wife withered like a flower that you take the water from, the sun, and she

dried and dried... until there was nothing left but surrender the soul to God.

-It is a very sad story. Unfortunate...

-No, but that's not all there yet. Years later, I went to another city alone. Why should land and goods interest me if I had nothing and my greatest possessions were stolen from me?

-Yes, the wife was gone, and you were without the daughter.

-I went to a city one day, and found her in an inn.

-Did you recognize her?

-No. Not that angel who left my home, but I recognized her... Something disfigured...

-Was she alone? Abandoned?

-Yes. He prostituted and abandoned her. And he ran away because all he wanted was the money.

-Did you take her back to look after her? Long hesitation. After:


-  No.


-My son, weren't you her father? What did you do?

-I needed revenge. What I did then was looking for him like a crazy, to kill him, to sting him, to make him suffer.

-Did you find him? Still in that life?

-No. I didn't. And I have been looking for this man.

-But have you found him now?

-I don't want to find him in different positions, for my revenge must be immense. (So he wanted a similar situation to that they lived in Spain).


-  I understand. And she? Didn't you see her again?


-Then, I returned to that city, but I couldn't find her anymore.

-So, my dear friend, you had a chance to help her, but you didn't want it. It was your daughter! Because you hated him, didn't she deserve

your help? But this question is not so relevant. The most important question... forgive me... Do you think that all this painful drama, this pitiful tragedy. Did you suffer it innocently?

-I found her later, because I kept looking for her, but it was too late. Only was I able to take her back to bury her. She died in my arms, tubercular, rotten, totally; the organism. And with that, you see that the sources have dried up feelings inside me. Everything dried up, my friend, and then I can talk about it coldly. I don't feel anymore...

-Yes, you do, because you hoped to find her here today.

-Tonight... Not tonight... They projected in my mind an image of her. Girl, beautiful, on the days when it was just the three of us: me, her and her mother.

-Just a moment... Forgive my insistence on the question. Do you

think that all this suffering was innocent? Didn't you owe anything to the Law of God? Never have you done anything previously to justify this?

Break.

-I don't think so, my friend. I really loved.

-It's not that. You know our responsibility under the Law. The Law charges us for faults because it requires readjusting the universe balance, to which you referred earlier...

-Inés... That was her name.

-Oh! Yes. But suppose that in a previous life you did similar folly to anyone? Otherwise, there is no justification for such a barbarian thing, isn't it? Do you think God punishes the innocent? First, God does not punish anyone; only the laws charge us for our faults. Then, my dear brother, if you have gone through this bitter experience, it is because...

-The priests spoke to me a lot about charity... the religious... Where did goodness take me?

-Wait a moment, my dear friend. In your past, wasn’t there anything that justified it?

-Well, my friend, who cares about the past when you have painin the present?

-The pain of the present is the consequence of our past mistakes. You know it as well as I do.

-But that doesn't justify anything. It's no use wanting to take me to the past to know. It won't change what happened. Even if I have gone through Talion’s pain, my friend, that won’t take away the one I have felt.

-Yes, my friend, as it could not also take away the pain of those you caused a similar disappointment either. Or could it? Who knows those whom you hurt have forgiven you?

-Did I cause it? But how did I cause it, if I was the victim?

-No. Previously, in another existence. Don't you admit it?

-Now! They couldn't have taken revenge on my daughter. Then why didn’t they take revenge on me? Why didn't they kill me? Why didn't he kill me? And did he not plunder the house and leave with the money?

-Because that was not what existed in your appointments. Break.

-Damn him! A thousand times, damn him!

-Wait. Let's see now what occurred earlier.

-I wish Satan existed and Hell was a reality! Please! It's no use. I'm not going to any past!

-Yes, you are. Go, because you have to...

-I don't care about the past. Why do you want to know about the past?

-It's not me. It's you who needs to know.

-How will that alter my reality, my friend? I already understood. I suffered pain.

-Why did you suffer it?

-It doesn't matter why. Will the pain decrease if I know why? If you cut yourself with a knife or a penknife, does it lessen the pain to know what instrument cut it?

-You've been through this affliction, but you're craving revenge. You want to kill him.

-Killing him is little.

-You want to torture him.

-I want to drive him crazy. I want him to have visions of his crime.

-I understand. And when you had visions of your crime, did you accept them?

Long silence. Then a question:

-You're playing the devil's lawyer, aren't you?

-No, my son. Your lawyer. I want to help you.

Silence. The indoctrinator gets up to help him with magnetic passes.

-You now understand why I came here. I have got disappointed because I haven't found anybody...

-Listen. You want your daughter. It's very fair.

-I wanted to know, at least, if she's alright.

-But you're not okay...

-I don't care how I am. If she's okay is what matters. (The presence of love, despite everything).

The indoctrinator begins to insist on the memory regression process, trying to lead him to the past, where the matrices of suffering and revolt are. The Spirit insists:

-No, my friend. There is no past. It's a waste of our precious time because there's nothing there to change what happened. I could have

been the worst criminal... (And after a very long pause:) What do you want from me?

-Let's go further back in time. Let's look for the cause of this great pain, in the past, in a previous life. Wherever the problem is, you will find it. Come with me. Trust me, be patient, be brave.

After a long silence, already regressed in time, the Spirit speaks again:

-Laos. I think it's a place.

It is an Asian country located south of China, between Burma and Thailand on one side, and Vietnam on the other, north of Cambodia.

-Do you live there?

-Yes

-What do you do?

-I harvest rice.

-Who lives with you? Are you married? Do you have children?

-No. I don't.

-Let's see, then, what's going on with you. Tell me.

-I live with the old Ho-San and his daughter.

-Aren't you, his son, then?

-No.

-Are you young?

-I am...

-Is the daughter very pretty?

-Yes.

-Do you like her?

-I do.

-And do you intend to marry her?

-She doesn't want it because her father has only her.

-Does he have a lot of money? Is he rich? Long silence.

-What is being rich?

-Having many goods, a lot of properties, a lot of rice.

-He is rich.

-Aren't you? Are you an employee or a worker?

-I don't (have).

-Let's see, then, what happened. What did you do? Did you ask to marry the girl?

-I, one day, there in the rice, I forced her. She struggled, fell, hit her head on a rock and died.

-And what did you do after that? Did you run away?

-  I was afraid. I knew where he kept the riches and needed to run away and... But he was worried about her not arriving, which surprised me when I took it off... And he looked at me without understanding, and said: "My son!" I took a knife and attacked him. I didn't want to do that!

-I know. It is clear. And did he die there?

-And I ran away.

-So, my dear. Now let's get back to our present here. Come with me, keeping the memories of these two episodes so that you can confront them and conclude for yourself.

-I'm cold, very cold. My feet are cold, icy...

-Listen to me. I want you to understand, please, the reason for your difficulties, pain, and agony in Spain by confronting it with the episode from Laos. Confront the two, for you must conclude, not me, to know whether there is no justice in the Divine Laws.

What you have suffered is always exactly the replica of what you have made others suffer. Do you understand it now?

-What does this lead me to, then? Inactivity. To compare...

-No, my son. It leads to the conclusion that you have not suffered innocently; you have only put things back before the Law.

-But I have suffered. It doesn't matter if it was innocent or not. I have suffered terrible pain!

-But do you think he didn't suffer too? And, also the girl, over there in Laos, all this suffering caused by you? Do you think they didn't suffer anything? He created you, fed you, and sustained you. You were a real son to him, and yet you practically murdered the only daughter he had.

Then the episode repeats itself, and you think you don't have...

-No. She was not my daughter.

-Wouldn't she have been the same creature, the same Spirit?

-It wouldn't be fair for her to die twice.

At this point, he remembers, or admits, some relevant detail and says:

-Yes, she was the wife (in Spain) ...

-What about him? Is that understood now, my brother? What do you think of all this?

-But I was good to him.

-He was good to you too. You killed him because you wanted his money.

-He didn't kill me; he killed my daughter.

-You also killed his daughter, didn't you? Is it understood?

-Why did he have to do this to me?

-Why did you have to do that to him? You didn't have to kill him; you didn't have to force the daughter who didn't want you. Can you understand perfect symmetry?

-I'm confused! I'm lost!

-What conclusion do you draw from all of this?

-My mind is confused! I'm very confused!

And finally, painfully:

-I am a defendant; I can't do it justice.

-I agree with you on that. That's the first positive thought you take away from this whole tragedy. If you continue to take revenge, the drama continues. You will have disappointments and think it was because of the goodness you suffered, which is not true.

That reasoning is entirely false, as you have just verified. Is it understood? Now, please do me a favor. I have asked you earlier to help me serve you. Such an offer still stands. We want to extend our hands to you...

-I feel a deep pain here in the heart.

-I know. But I believe this girl's spirit has no grudge against you and wishes to see you. Be prepared to meet her.

-And the wife, my wife? She loved me...

-She keeps on loving you, just the same. The fact that she has physically died does not mean she also died in spirit. Somewhere she must be waiting for you. You liked her, didn't you? She was a good wife.

-I loved her. We were so happy!

-  Let's do something. I know this has caused you a great deal of confusion and perplexity. Follow our companions present here...

-I'm guilty. Now I see it. I didn't tell you everything. He wished to marry my daughter, but... he didn't have, for me, position and quality. Maybe if I had agreed, nothing of it would have happened.

-Certainly. But let me tell you something meaningful. This remorse...

-She would have given him back the goods; she was my only heir.

-Thus it is. You would have grandchildren and complete happiness with your wife. That opportunity you missed, but...

-This is all madness! That, you name ethics. And this ethics of Law...

-Listen, my son. We are not going to discuss philosophy now. We are dealing here with emotions and feelings; put philosophy aside. Let's solve your problem. I want to make you a request. Don't let this remorse, regret, agony paralyze you. You have conditions...

-But I have wasted so much time!

-I know, but now you're going to recover it, right?

-But why did they let me fail?

-I know, but now you're going to recover it. Do you agree to come with us, then? My son, we have free will to decide what we want to do. Didn't you want to take revenge once more? You could have done it.

Yet, you know it doesn't suit you. Our Paul said: "Everything is lawful for me, but not everything suits me."

The Law allows you to do this, but does not approve it.

-A defendant cannot do justice.

-You'll have plenty of time to mull these things over, but right now, you'll rest.

The indoctrinator puts him to sleep through passes, and entrusts him to the care of the group's spiritual workers.

There is little to comment on here other than insisting on calling the reader's attention to the absolute security of the divine laws, which from karmic commitments, build with total fidelity and symmetry the situations that we need for the readjustment. Patiently, the positions of each one, are planned, until it becomes possible to gather all the elements that we need to bear witness that we have learned the lesson of love. And, frequently, after everything has been neatly put together, we fail again, wasting another excellent opportunity for redemption. At this point, it starts over again, until one day —

Centuries later? Millennia? —The characters and situations can meet again.

In the case just reported, a young man accepted as a son of a small family already crippled by his wife's departure from Laos, centuries ago.

Out of control of his passion for the young woman
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