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About the Spiritual Author

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

	 

	 


Synopsis

	A novel by the renowned spiritual author J.W. Rochester who, with his characteristic style, transmits us exciting events that take place in the fields and in the great St. Petersburg of Russia in the 19th century. In this period of strong social unrest, with the first manifestations of the Marxist-inspired movement, the captivating family story of the intrepid farmer Iulian is presented, enriched with words from the Russian language (identified in the footnote), which place the reader in a more realistic setting. The stories unfold, in unexpected and touching moments, having as central figure the young medium Mayra, always sweet and affectionate - an unforgettable character -, bearer of an enigmatic past and deeply linked to the ghost that, materialized, haunts the large rural property of cruel and fearsome Norobod.

	Join in this exciting tale of Rochester!!
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	1.- A Tot

	 

	 

	A child's crying went through the cold night. Shy rays appeared, announcing the dawn. No one there to help the little being that was struggling between the cloths, trying to wipe the blood that was dripping from its umbilical cord, as if it had been taken off violently from the mother's womb. It was a baby girl. Her little open fingers were begging the heaven for help.

	There, another abandoned child was found, a victim of ignorance and irresponsibility. However, to the Divine Fatherhood nothing remains unrecorded. A spiritual entity, almost materializing, approached and looked with immense affection at that fragile creature, how immense was the love that he had for it, and tenderly stroked its sweaty forehead. 

	The child cried out, giving free rein to his reflexes, responding the demands of life. Perceiving the presence of that spiritual being, he seemed to calm down, and then reacted, screaming louder, now with all his strength. It was the only way to get attention. Her screaming, in the silence of the dawn, attracted someone who was passing by.

	He was a Russian peasant who, earlier, was looking for work. He wanted to keep going, but the insistent crying invited him to go back. 

	- Who cries in this darkness? 

	Interrupting his itinerary, he diverted to the right and, following the weeping, approached a humble hut among the trees. 

	Inexplicably, a shine illuminated the place, startling him. 

	- My God! A child! 

	Guided by the sudden light, he saw her perfectly. Immediately, the light disappeared, giving him time barely to see her little face. Then everything went back to the darkness, but his eyes seemed to see beyond, or was it an effect of his retina? Was the little being shining? 

	He bent down to pick her up from its crude little bed. 

	The dawn would not be long in coming, and with it, the darkness would disappear. 

	Iulián Sumarokov took pity on that fragile creature and, moved by a strange compassion, his manly body shivered. He could barely control his sudden emotion; he took the child in his arms, gathered the cloths, groped all around, and covered the child, tucking it into the warmth of his chest. 

	The child stopped crying, and he, still half-confused, not knowing what decision to take, looked at the dawn that dyed red to the horizon. Following the impulse of his heart, he left, carrying the little burden. No one else existed in that solitude. 

	- Poor baby, they abandoned you! Who could have such a cruel heart? 

	Iulián was a kind of temporary employee who worked here and there to support himself and his family.

	At this dawn, he was heading to work earlier than usual. He liked the silence of nature and especially the autumn mornings. He was a big, clumsy man with a gentle and tender heart. His affable and caring countenance contrasted with his physique. His blue eyes seemed to smile; there was no evil in them. His gesture of solidarity changed his fate forever. 

	Iulián Sumarokov returned to the road, and instead of walking with direction to work, he returned home. There were about five versts1 between his house and the hut, and he was very fast. Accustomed to the curves and accidents of the road, before dawn he would be at his home with the little bundle.

	As he reached the threshold, he called out to his wife: 

	- Anna, matuchka2, look what I found! 

	- What's this, Iulián? 

	- I found him alone crying in a hut by the side of the road. 

	The woman took the child from his arms and examined him, removing his cloths. 

	- My God, Iulián, it's bleeding, it's a girl! 

	The couple gave her the first aid and, taking a basin of warm water, giving her the necessary cleaning. After dressing, Anna Sumarokov stopped the bleeding and bandaged the navel, as if she were a skilled nurse. The woman had experience in the matter: she had three children. Then, she began to feed her. Iulián, interested, followed the woman's every step, trying to be helpful.

	-Whose could it be, Iulián? 

	They examined the cloths that told them nothing about her identity. 

	Could it be someone from the neighborhood? Some young girl who desired to hide her pregnancy from her parents? 

	- I don't know, Annochka3, she was crying loudly when I found her. I followed her crying and found her inside an uninhabited hut on the road, near the Norobod family's wheat field. 

	- If they have abandoned her, it is because they want nothing with her. Only someone heartless or very desperate could abandon this poor child! - argued the woman, looking tenderly at the little girl now sleeping on her arm.

	They had three children, but their hearts were open to receive this little daughter who came to them as a gift from heaven. 

	The red sun of Osiris had not yet fully risen over the horizon and its luminous rays were already announcing their splendor.

	-Arma, said Iulián enthusiastically, I've always wanted to have a little daughter. God has given us three beautiful children and I am happy with our boys, I confess to you. When Iulián was born, my heart was filled with joy; when we had the second one, I was looking forward to a girl, to delight my days, but God sent us Pável. When you were pregnant for the third time, I thought, now it will be a girl, but God did not listen to my pleas and sent us Nicolau; when the doctor declared that you could no longer bear children, my heart got sad because I felt I had lost my chance to have a little girl. 

	Her husband's voice was sweet and tender, his blue eyes had a different glow, a sparkle never seen before. A hint of jealousy nagged at her, hurting her heart.

	- You never told me this, my love, why only now do I hear such an outburst? 

	Without thinking that he could hurt his wife, Iulián, anxious to shelter the child, impetuously argued: 

	- Honey, let's adopt this girl and keep it a secret, since I believe no one saw me this early morning. 

	Arma looked at her husband with complicity, observing again the gleam on his eye. Despite the unexpected jealousy that welled up in her heart, she saw the little being sleeping calmly on her arm, so defenseless and needy that she was ashamed and pushed such feelings away to let maternal love take over her soul. She was happy with her three children and her husband. Her joy was complete and loving Iulián as never before, knowing the sweetness of his soul, she would never deny him that happiness.

	- Iulián, my love, I only fear that after some time, after we have grown fond of her, someone will come to claim her. Look there, it was dark and maybe someone was peeping at you! 

	- I cannot confirm that to you, the dawn had just begun, it was still too dark, even so I think my gesture went unnoticed to the eyes of the world.

	- Let's wait, Iulián. Our children will have to know the truth... What will we tell them, and how will we talk about a new child at our house, without explaining it to the neighbors? 

	Iulián’s imagination ran wild. He didn’t take a minute and came up with a subtle plan: 

	- It’s easy. We will tell the children to be quiet; to the neighbors we will hide the fact, and we will be able to say that you are pregnant, and after a few months, you will give birth to our daughter. Since children are all the same at birth, we will say that she was premature and that you will not be able to receive any visitors. This way we will hide the truth from the eyes of others.

	- Your plan seems viable, agreed Arma, somewhat annoyed. - I can submit myself to a false pregnancy, which is easy; we will fool the children. Children are not used to keeping secrets. 

	Husband and wife combined the plot in detail to hide the fact from everyone, including the children: from that day on, Anna would show a pregnancy, and after a few months she would give birth. The couple's plan seemed a little naive, but both were so determined that, if necessary, they would keep the children away from the house for a few months so as not to arouse suspicion and thus manage to hide the child until the time would give them the conditions to present her as their legitimate daughter.

	- No one, no one will need to know the truth, thought Iulián. His first child was eight years old and his youngest was three, and he wanted that daughter so much.

	Iulián didn't go to work that day. He immediately set about organizing the basement of the house; an uninhabited place, ideal to accommodate his little princess. He wanted her to grow up as his real daughter. In an instant, he cleaned and organized the room, where no one would hear her crying, it was only for a short time. He provided a large iron pot with crackling embers to heat the cellar.

	His heart rejoiced. Never in his life had he felt so much care and love. That frail and abandoned little girl took over his soul forever, and for her he would fight an army. He felt rewarded by God who had led him to the cottage on the road. Miserable that one who rejected her, because he wanted her, and how he wanted her!

	Everything was planned, down to the smallest detail, in the couple's heads. The disguise was only for a short time and soon they would be able to present her to the eyes of the world, without fear.

	Anna took what was necessary to the hiding place, without leaving a clue, before the boys woke up.

	- Iulián, wouldn't it be better if we took the boys to uncle Nicolaus' farm, since you want to hide the girl from them? Although, I would still prefer that we tell them the truth.

	- No, Arma, it is good that they grow up as if they were brothers, even if there are no real consanguineous ties. I have heard many opinions about the strength of blood in people's relationships.

	- You are right on one hand, Iulián, but our children would learn to love and respect her as their little sister...

	- I don't trust it, Arma, and they themselves could loosen their tongues by saying that she is not truly their sister. Sooner or later, this could happen and I prefer that this secret stays just between the two of us. In you, I trust completely.

	Her husband won with his arguments, and Arma submitted, from that day on, the false pregnancy and the juggling act of hiding the newborn. She placed a small pillow over her belly, giving the impression that she was already six months pregnant. The thick, ruffled skirts disguised and thickened her waist.

	Iulián later crossed the same place again, the path that led him to Norobod's farm. Now, clear as day, pretending to look for an old tool, he entered the hut. He went to check that there was no trace left from that early morning that would indicate that a child had been there.

	However, he was surprised by a note on top of the grabato. 

	Did they put it there later, or had he missed it? 

	Doubt tinged his countenance.

	The darkness had prevented him of seeing around. He hadn't noticed the sheet, he had just taken care to welcome the child. He looked underneath the grabato, there was no sign, but that carefully folded piece of paper frightened him.

	It was written: 

	This little girl is the fruit of a forbidden love, I must abandon her...to the fate that God will give her...the mother doesn't know what's going on. 

	For love, take her in, one day you will be duly rewarded.

	The handwriting on the unsigned note had been disguised, for, besides being shaky, it had several nuances. 

	Iulián put it away carefully.

	The hut, without doors or windows, was a nest of snakes, lizards, bats, and other vermin. All around was silence, only the hiss of the autumn wind.

	A peasant soul, shrewd and prudent, Iulián began to examine the ground and the surroundings, looking for some clue because, in truth, what he wanted to know was if anyone had seen him. On the thin snow there were signs of boot heels, some broken branches, crushed straw and horse hooves. These clues told him nothing, perhaps to an expert they did. All they told him was that someone had sneaked the child out and left in haste, fearing to be discovered. 

	- At least, I hope no one else knows about this; then I can rest easy with my secret, he meditated.

	Satisfied, he continued on his way to the farm, where he was to render services, in order to justify his absence and his wife's condition.

	 

	 

	 


 

	 

	2.- The Lie

	 

	 

	Ima Ivanóvna Sumarokov, at home, tried to calm herself and hide the abandoned little girl from her children.

	Pável, the second son, who was six years old, was the most attached to her of the three, and, since his birth, he showed to be different from the others, extremely delicate in his manners, surrounding her with treats, as if he were a little prince, doing everything to please her, showing her immense affection.

	Pável was one of those boys who brighten any mother's existence. Seeing her tired or sad, he would bring her a flower or kiss her hands and caress her face, straightening her hair. You could notice Anna's preference for him, an exclusive preference that he conquered day by day. These little attentions are the ones that, little by little, define the emotional preferences between parents and children and establish the sympathy between family relationships.

	Already, Iulián, the firstborn, resembled his father in temperament and physique, affable, happy, somewhat naive, was a beautiful boy, muscular and fearful, he was eight years old and looked like a man, copying his father in everything.

	Nicolau, the youngest one, stood out from the rest, quiet and serious, too small to demonstrate his skills yet. It was not known for sure who he looked like, rather he was a mixture; his countenance, a bit more trifling than the others, his hair curly. Of all, he seemed to be the most handsome and gallant with his large, black eyes, shaded by long, thick coats.

	Arma had maternal devotion to all three of them, but Pável was that son of the heart who touched her soul and knew how to calm her. Sometimes this preference aroused jealousy in the others, and even in her husband, but it did not create big problems between them. But their predilection did not go unnoticed in the eyes of the other children and her husband, who sometimes looked at them with displeasure, especially when they were together in that relationship in which two souls unite and suffice, nothing else interests them, isolating themselves from the others.

	With the arrival of the little girl, Pavel, due to his great affinity with his mother and the concern he showed her, attentive to her smallest gestures, felt that she was different that day. Unaware of the reason, he could clearly see that his mother was avoiding him, but his dark eyes followed her in the work, wanting to guess. Arma tried by all means to push him away, give him small errands and buy time to attend to the new guest:

	- Julian and Pable, I want you to go to Larissa's house to get a handful of flour; I intend to bake cakes today," she said, handing them a bowl. Don't be late. 

	The distance between her house and her friend's was long, more than three versts. She estimated at least two hours, counting the round trip, enough time to breastfeed the child.

	The two boys set off in a cart carrying the bowl, followed by Pregóv, their dog. Watching them disappear down the road, she observed that little Nicholas was playing with a puppy of the dog. Relieved, she could now take care of the little one without fear of being discovered. 

	It would be impossible to hide the little girl from her children for long, they used to play searching the whole house, and if she cried loudly, they would surely discover her. The best thing would be to take them to uncle Lau's farm, to spend a few days and thus gain some time. 

	Arma ran down to the cellar. There was the baby, the wet cloths, it was time to breastfeed her. 

	Alone with the little girl, she examined her carefully. She couldn't identify her yet, she was too small, just long enough to define the exact color of her eyes and the features of her face. She didn't feel a truly maternal inclination, she was only fulfilling a duty. Her protective instinct, however, overcame any unhappy feeling. She was a lonely and abandoned creature, and she needed her. Her generous heart would welcome even a stray dog, all the more reason a child.

	The poor invalid seemed to understand her situation and cried as little as possible, as if to avoid compromising her future parents by respecting their decisions. She drank deeply the drops of milk, fighting for her survival.

	-How are we going to do it? We can't hide her the whole day. Iulián is demanding a lot, we could only tell the children, it wouldn't do any harm, she thought. 

	After breastfeeding her, she changed her and, warming her, she tucked her into her heart, making her fall asleep.

	She seems to be so nice; she doesn't give me any trouble - and she began to think about her real mother: - Who would this poor woman be with such courage to abandon such a fragile creature.... Who would be... Ah! I might as well find out, snooping around, but how?

	If I'm prevented from leaving. Oh! I might as well call one of my friends and speculate.

	Nothing could take his mind off the fact that this girl did not belong to the surrounding, but to someone who lived in the city, which was not that far away. There were few girls around, and none of them showed a dubious relationship or air of pregnancy. 

	The thoughts going through his head were the most interesting. Anna Ivanovna was a good woman and wife, she had gotten married young, had three children, and was not thirty years old yet; she was not a beauty, but her delicate features gave her the appearance of a certain nobility. Her wavy, silky hair shone in the golden-brown sun, always tied up with a velvet ribbon or wearing a silk scarf. Her brown eyes, outlined with thick, long curls, mitted her countenance. Her small, pink mouth, when it was closed, had a heart-shape. Hard-working, she did all the housework in order to help Iulián, who could not afford the luxury of a maid; and thanks to the rough service and constant cleaning exercises, she kept herself slender, finding little time for rest. At night, however, she felt strong pains in her legs and belly, but she rarely complained, because Iulián was equally at work in the surroundings, working in rough jobs and facing the lash of rain, snow and wind.

	They went to bed with the evening twilight and left their beds before dawn; for them, the day began at dawn. They worked to save money and buy their own farm, where they would grow rye and raise poultry. This was their dream, and they were close to achieve it. 

	Iulián, the firstborn, was receiving his first lessons from a teacher who came to the village every week. Pável would follow his brother that year. Arma would remain a good part of her time only with Nicolau. The arrival of the girl would change all her plans. She felt very uneasy. That lie, in a way, disconcerted her; her temperament was sincere, she liked everything to be clear, but she would play the game of her husband whom she loved and whom she could refuse nothing.

	She tried to appear natural, finding it difficult to disguise herself all the time, especially in front of Pável. She distributed the house chores with the two children, keeping them away from the cellar and always keeping the door locked, free from any suspicion. 

	With a great relief, she received her husband in the afternoon. The boys, seeing their father, ran to embrace him; it was unusual to see him so soon.

	- Dad, so early and you're home? - wondered Iulián. 

	- It's that we have news.... 

	- News? Tell us, dad! 

	He hugged Anna and, gathering his children, announced 

	- My children, you are going to have one more little sibling.

	The boys, surprised by the news, did not know whether the news was good or bad. It was seen on their faces that the surprise left them without an answer. Pável, however, was the only one letting show a hint of annoyance; it was not in his plans to share his mother's love with another sibling. Instinctively, he looked at his mother's belly, which had suddenly grown, and said:

	- I've never seen you so fat... -He hugged her, and Ana gently pushed him away, afraid that her son would notice the pillow. 

	He remembered a fat woman who had twins. Despite her young age, she knew what birth was like. The woman got as fat as a pig and then locked herself up in her room and; days later, a red crying baby appeared. This was his concept of pregnancy and birth. It pained Pável to think that his mother would get so fat and then lock herself up in her room.

	- Now, Pável, this fattening thing is relative. Suddenly, the belly appears - and he goes inside the house, taking care of his buns. - I'm going to check the oven and make sure my buns aren't burning.

	- My brave children, you will take care of mom in my absence, don't let her gain weight and help her with everything. If there are any unforeseen problems, run and call me, if I'm far away. Agree? You are my little men, and I hope there will be a girl now. How about it? Would you like to have a sister?  

	- That's what I want the most, father, having a sister, said Iulián.  - And you, Pável, don't you say anything? 

	- For me, it doesn't matter. Girls... I don't know, dad, it's all the same!

	Iulián continued playing with his children and weaving ideas for the future, while they were waiting for the buns that already smelled in the oven.

	 

	 

	 


 

	 

	3.- Mayra

	 

	 

	Iulián was eager to ask Anna about the little girl. He was waiting for a cue and sneaking down to the cellar. The boys were as restless and attentive as ever. Anna was waiting for them with a full table of things they loved: a bowl of buns, honey, butter, cottage cheese, hot tea and kvass4 for her husband.

	She waited patiently for them to wash up and start their meal. Seeing them entertained, she discreetly disappeared. She went to the cellar to check out if the little girl was still asleep. She saw that she was sleeping peacefully, so helpless, oblivious to her surroundings and her fate. She saw that she was breathing peacefully, and went back quickly so as not to arouse suspicion. 

	Iulián was entertaining the boys, eating and telling them stories about the bush, the frozen river, and animals, when Anna entered. His gaze turned to her in mute inquiry. The complicity between the couple was growing, so much so that the smallest gestures constituted true codes. An unexpected form of communication had been established between them, which amused them and brought them closer. The children were not suspicious and were pleased with their parents' new behavior.

	At night, after their children had fallen asleep, they took the little girl to their room, locking the door. A week went by in this discreet feat.

	- Iulián, what name will we give her? 

	- I was just thinking about this... What name do you suggest, my wife? 

	- She should have a name that matches her soft skin, why don't we name Lara? - and the husband remained silent. - Don't you like it, Iulián? What name do you have in mind?

	Iulián had been motherless since the age of five, but he still remembered her face. Her name was Mayra, and he had always dreamed that if they had a girl, he would honor her with his mother's name. He waited for Anna to express herself before expressing his opinion, because maybe she also wanted to put the name of someone dear to her.

	- Lara is a beautiful name without doubt, but I would like to honor my mamacha5, of whom I have vague memories. 

	- Mayra? Ah, why didn't you tell me before, dear Iulián, you had a name and you didn't want to express your wish. Let it be Mayra, a beautiful name! 

	- Thank you, Anna, so it will be Mayra.

	The little girl wriggled in her crib and they both ran to her. 

	- Iulián, we need to keep the boys away for a month and gain some time. Tomorrow, I will give their clothes to them and let uncle Lau know. I'm in trouble because I have to hide the clothes on the clothesline and dry them at night. Nicolau keeps watching me the whole time. If he were a little bit older, I would ask you for taking him to your work.

	The next day, Iulián managed to arrange everything and take his two oldest sons to his uncle's farm, a few versts away. The idea appealed to the oldest one, Iulián. Pável, who was suffering far away from his mother, was sad.

	- A month of vacation is nothing. Soon they will be back, it's just for Mom's rest. 

	The next day they would leave early. 

	Pável got in the wagon with his eyes full of tears.

	Anna stood on the road, waving a white handkerchief, until the wagon disappeared. She was holding little Nicholas by the hand. Thanks God, she now had more time for Mayra and could put her in her room during the day, keeping the door locked. Nicolau would notice nothing, he was an obedient boy and anything distracted him.

	At night, Iulián would be back.

	A month passed by. Little Mayra was growing up, hidden from the eyes of the world, but surrounded by affection, especially from Iulián. 

	- Iulián, we need one more month, to gain enough time so that when our children return, the child will have been born.

	- I'll postpone their return for a few more days, I'll send word to them today. 

	The mysterious birth had been forgotten, no commentary in the surrounding. Iulián had been to the city several times and nothing, not even a shadow of a conversation. The only fact was that the daughter of the owner of the Norobod house had suddenly died of a hemorrhage. 

	There was a rumor going around that the father had beaten his daughter one night, and after that no one saw her again. Weeks later, the case was closed with a reserved funeral. Everyone kept quiet because the owner of the house was feared, reputed to be very strict, since his employees were punished harshly when the work was not satisfactory. His farm was guarded by a pack of dogs, let loose at night, and no one dared to approach it, not even the bravest mujik6.

	These events contributed greatly to the couple's silence about the girl. Iulián had connected the events that had occurred close to the day he had found the child. 

	There was a tragic and cruel mystery going around that night.

	Two neighbors knew of Anna's pregnancy and visited her on that cool May afternoon, when the scent of acacia trees permeated her izba7.

	The conversation among the three women continued tiresomely, and the visitors wanted at all costs to extract details of the unexpected pregnancy from their hostess. Anna dodged them, trying her best not to be rude.

	The two women's constant observations about her appearance eventually exhausted poor Anna. 

	- How your belly has grown these two months, the last time we saw you there was no sign at all... How long have you really been pregnant?

	Anna, with her back turned, fiddled with the samovar8 trying to get rid of the questions, changed the subject, but the two women insisted and she was forced to invent a story, not sure if it would convince them or only serve to increase their suspicion.

	- I'm sorry, Mrs. Arina Alexandrovna, but since my last labor, I've remained so out of control, I've never known the date of my menstruation for sure, it's something that I don't know exactly, so... I don't know...

	The two women looked at each other and, as experienced midwives, recognized a pregnant woman as they would recognize a chicken egg. Countless children had come into the world through their hands. In the absence of a doctor nearby, and because of the distance and the difficulty of getting around, they were the ones who took care of the women in labor. They clearly suspected that Arma was hiding something from them.

	Arma, to get rid of them and before they offered to assist her as midwives, she kept ahead of them:

	- Iulián went to the city, just to see the doctor. My pregnancy is risky, so I don't need any other type of intervention. Do you understand?

	The two women took her words almost as an offense and immediately stood up, examining Arma from the bottom to the top as if she were a rare specimen. 

	- We don't want to interfere in the couple's decision, but there is no need to go that far when resources are knocking at your door. Besides, a labor in the city is much more expensive than our services.

	The oldest one mumbled something, picked her big sheepskin coat up, and turned quickly toward the door. 

	- Come on, Nastássia! 

	- Have a good time, Arma Ivanovna! 

	- Have a good time, ladies!

	Sighing in relief, Arma couldn't believe that they had finally left. Content, she murmured: - Why didn't I have such an idea before? Praise God, I got rid of these! They almost found me without the fake belly.

	And if they wanted to touch me, my God, I don't even want to think about it! 

	Seeing the two midwives from Petrovisk bending down the road, she sat in her chair, almost shouting to the little icon9 who was watching everything on the small table, illuminated by a candle:

	- My God! Release me from this lie as soon as possible. I swear I will make this baby girl be born prematurely, one more month, I can't stand it! Help me, my Saint Nicolau! 

	Another surprise was yet to come, for Anna's martyrdom. Aunt Olga, uncle Nicolau's wife, could not resist the pleasant news of another birth in the family and decided to accompany Iulián to his home to help her niece.

	Iulián did everything to stop her, claiming that it was not necessary to go so far away, since he had hired a woman to do the housework. He could not dissuade her, being in vain his pleas and justifications.

	Pável was not overjoyed when he received the news of his return home. For him, it had been a month of suffering, the one he had spent away from his mother, despite the pampering of his uncles and the variety of outings they provided. However, his adored mother was all his joy; next to her, yes, there was his true place. 

	Iulián was resolved to go ahead and prepare Arma to receive her new guest.

	No matter how much he justified his attitude, the uncles would not conform, they would all go on together. 

	Iulián seemed to be resigned, because there was nothing he could do. 

	But he had decided at night that the next day he would leave alone: his uncle should find a way to hitch up his tróica10 and send his wife and children.

	At dawn, when he was hitching the dugouts to the cart, his aunt woke up with the noise and, thinking that her nephew was getting ready to take them away, she grumbled: 

	- My son, it is too early to go.

	- Forgive me, auntie, but you won't go with me this time. I want the children to stay here for at least two more days. Pável wouldn't understand, I can't take him with me. Arma needs me and not them. You understand, auntie, furthermore, my wagon is too small for your big luggage. Indeed, he was right. His aunt had arranged her suitcases and bags as if she were going to spend a long season at his house. Iulián took advantage of this fact to ask her to follow in her wagon, he would go ahead, driving some of her suitcases. An employee would drive her in the company of the children, in a more comfortable wagon.

	- I beg you, don't wake the children yet, let me leave alone, I beg you, auntie. 

	Seeing her distress, she agreed: 

	- Okay, Iulián, I have to agree with you. 

	- I'll wait for you, dear aunt, after two days, explain it to the boys and uncle. 

	- I've never seen anyone so desperate to get out of here 1, she told her husband, who, without understanding a thing, only heard the noise of the horses already on the road. 

	- What's got into him, Olga? 

	- I don't know, he wants me to continue my trip in two days. 

	- This Iulián is as crazy as my deceased brother, of all sibling, he was who took most advantage of the weirdness!

	Later, when the boys woke up, it was an uproar to learn that their father had left at dawn without taking them. Pável cried, but lulián loved his father's decision, despite the fact that he missed his mother. 

	Two days later, a new caravan set out on its journey. 

	Iulián instigated the animals to gain time. He and Arma had to find a way; they had reached the end of the plan and had to make coherent and quick decisions. The presence of his aunt at their house, completely changed their plans.

	 

	 

	 


 

	 

	4.- The birth

	 

	 

	Anna was startled to see her husband arriving alone. 

	- Why didn't you bring the boys, Iulián? 

	Iulián told her in a few words about her aunt's visit in two days. 

	- My Saint Nicolau! 

	- We have to find a quick solution, woman. 

	- What if the child is born prematurely? No one could affirm for sure when the pregnancy occurred!

	The only solution, which at the moment occurred to them, was to anticipate the birth of the child. 

	Little Mayra, although small, did not look like a premature baby. The mother and her daughter would stay in the room, in the twilight, following medical advice, and the aunt would not suspect. 

	- Iulián, aunt Olga would insist on taking care of the baby, the baths. In two days, the umbilical cord still hasn't fallen off and soon she'll get suspicious!

	- I can give the bath instead, why not? 

	- She would never accept, as if you didn't know her... 

	At this instant, little Nicolau woke up and Iulián ran to him, hugging and kissing him: 

	- My bátiuchka11, how are you? You're up early, come meet your little sister.

	When the boy saw the little girl, he thought she was a toy. He raised his hand to touch her, and at this gesture, the little girl cried. Hearing her, he too began to cry frightened. Iulián took him away, while Arma calmed Mayra down. 

	Mayra, from that moment on, was born to her brothers and that was the end of the secret. 

	When aunt Olga arrived, Iulián was sitting on the doorstep, smoking his cigar. The house was in the deepest silence. The noise of the children, mixed with the barking of the dogs, broke his concentration. They stretched out their arms to him and shouted:

	-Pápotchka, pápotchka 12, oh! why didn't you bring me back to you - complained Pável. - Where is mamienchka13?

	- You can't see her, she is sleeping, and you just had got a sister! 

	The admiration was general. 

	- What? I want to see her, oh, how nice! - exclaimed Iulián, jumping for joy in his father's lap. 

	Aunt Olga was startled by the unexpected news because, according to him, the baby would be born next month. 

	- How is it, my son, where is the midwife? 

	- She started feeling pains the same day I arrived. I was guessing, auntie, it was the baby's due date. I think our Arma got the date wrong. There was no time to call anyone. I couldn't leave her alone with Nicolau. 

	- Poor girl! I'll go see her! 

	- She's sleeping now, aunt Olga. It's better to let her rest.

	Olga went into the izba, the stove kept her warm, while he helped the servant unload the troika, filled with her aunt's trunks. 

	The door to Anna's room was closed. Aunt Olga forced it open, pushing it open. Anna pretended to be asleep. 

	She entered quietly, leaned over the bed, and saw the little girl who, on a whim, also seemed to be sleeping. 

	- What a pretty little baby! - she exclaimed pityingly. 

	The tiny window was closed and the room was lit only by a candle lit for Saint Nicolau, which only allowed her to see what was necessary. Then she left, closing the door carefully so as not to wake them up. 

	Seeing her leaving, Anna stirred in her bed. 

	- Whatever God wants! Lies never have legs, she muttered to herself. 

	Then she fell into a deep and true sleep.

	There was always an excuse for the aunt not to get near to the little girl, and the couple worked so hard at this feat that several days passed without her taking part in the bath and seeing the little girl naked. Iulián would urge her to light the samovar and make Anna's favorite tea; at other times, they diverted her by asking her to attend to little Nicolau, who wept and asked for his mother. In this way, the minimum period for the umbilicus to finally fall was over. 

	Aunt Olga could no longer resist her curiosity, and even complained 

	- Can I not be comfortable with my niece granddaughter? Ah! today is my day to bathe Mayra! 

	Anna got up, scared:

	- Auntie, please, you are already helping me with the housework, the children are demanding, leave me with Mayra, you still have a lot of time ahead of you. You see, I'm fine, very fine. 

	The aunt was amazed by her niece's disposition. She didn't even look as if she had given birth! 

	The greatest danger had passed and, thanks to her parents' antics, Mayra left the room for the first time. 

	- The girl really grew up, she doesn't look like anyone in our family, who did she even look like? - asked her aunt. 

	- It's still early, only time will show us her true resemblance, grumbled Iulián, letting out a puff from his cigar. 

	Life went on as normal. Pável, however, was not content, he looked at his sister with hostility and his presence disturbed her, causing her loud crying. Anna pushed him away.

	 

	 

	 


 

	 

	5.- At a Night of Happiness

	 

	 

	An unexpected fact, however, changed everything. 

	Arma began to feel different. She would get up with seasickness, and no matter how hard she tried, she could not stop vomits, no food remained in her stomach. She ate little, and no matter how hard she tried, sudden weakness and dizziness dominated her organism. Aunt Olga decided not to return home until she was well. Her niece's state of health deserved care. How could she take care of the house and her newborn, when she needed care and rest?

	A neighbor came in and, seeing Anna, got scared: 

	- Are you sick, Anna, I've never seen you so pale? 

	- I've been feeling very nauseous... 

	- I didn't know you were pregnant. I must confess, you were so thin four months ago and now you keep losing weight, aren't you sick after all? 

	- The constant work doesn't even let me put on weight. Children are very demanding, by the way, Mrs. Krávsoski, don't you know a girl nearby who can come and help me for a while? 

	The good woman promised to send someone. The experienced old woman, before leaving, gave her an interesting warning:

	- Anna, listen to me. Couldn't this seasickness of yours be a new pregnancy? 

	- What are you saying? My little Mayra was born just a week ago! 

	- She's a beautiful girl, she doesn't even look like she was born a week ago, weren't you wrong about the date? 

	Aunt Olga was participating in the conversation from afar, she was already very intrigued and was looking sidelong at her nephew's wife. Decided, she entered the conversation: 

	- You're right, these sicknesses are very strange. Maybe Mrs. Krávsoskl is right? These things happen... 

	The two old ladies began to remember similar cases; mothers who breastfed and became pregnant without realizing it. 

	- Impossible! - exclaimed Arma. - The doctor.... 

	She was about to tell them that she could no longer get pregnant and have children. 

	- What about the doctor, continue... 

	- No, nothing... I forgot.

	She was flushed and very embarrassed. 

	However, a slight concern began to form like a cloud in her brain, "Am I pregnant? If she was right?" 

	She could not tell them that the doctor had told her of the impossibility of having more children. There was no need to remember this, because aunt Olga did: 

	- It is strange that my niece got pregnant, just by the mercy of Jesus Christ.... Do you remember Arma, when the doctor told you that you couldn't have more children? 

	- Doctors are wrong, can't you see our little girl? 

	Olga was intrigued by that unexpected pregnancy and the sudden birth, but how would the child have come about, if she wasn't really the daughter of them?

	She counted on her fingers the months, since the last time she had seen Anna; without coming to a concrete conclusion, she gave up the count and eventually forgot about it, wrapped up in the services and the children. 

	But her intuition told her that something was wrong, the girl was growing up too fast, she didn't look like a newborn. They always shied away, and Olga didn't want to insist. 

	But the truth soon became evident. Anna was pregnant. The fact could not be denied. 

	All that was missing was the medical diagnosis.

	The new pregnancy left Iulián and Anna perplexed. They had not counted on this news. 

	The couple now whispered in their bedroom: 

	- How did this happen, matuchka? 

	- Since you found the little one, I haven't had the signal anymore. Iulián, do you remember the day Mayra arrived, that night of such happiness? 

	Iulián made a mischievous expression as he remembered that magical night, for him, and hugged and kissed his wife. His Anna was becoming more and more beautiful. If her pregnancy was confirmed, instead of one child, they would have two and still be happy. 

	- We need to confirm your pregnancy, matuchka, tomorrow we'll go to the doctor in town. 

	- There's no need, Iulián, I feel pregnant, I just didn't realize it, being so busy with work and the baby. It's true!

	Her husband was beside himself with joy, but this pregnancy changed everything. He remembered the doctor telling him: - "She won't be able to have any more children, it will be fatal." 

	- Anna, I am very confused and my ideas are scrambled. I fear for you. Let's think about this tomorrow, sleep will help us. Tomorrow I will know how to act. 

	Before they went to bed, he looked suspiciously at his wife's belly, groping it. That was incredible! 

	Little Mayra grumbled in her crib and he ran to her. 

	He was so happy with his little girl, but the arrival of a new child didn't make him happier. His head was full of questions, and he tried to calm himself and sleep. 

	His sleep was disturbed by bad feelings. 

	Anna was losing weight instead of gaining weight. She woke up with bouts of nausea, not getting enough to eat. She was weak and discolored.

	Aunt Olga would stay with Mayra and the boys, while Anna went to the doctor. 

	As soon as they could decide about their new problem, the better. Fortunately, Iulián had saved up some money to buy a reindeer, because he remembered how much he had spent on his wife's treatment when she had gotten pregnant with Nicolau. He still remembered the doctor's strict recommendations. 

	They decided to keep the birth of the baby girl from the doctor. 

	Dr. Bóris was an old doctor who lived in the village and his office was as old as he was. 

	They sat down in the old, battered armchair while they waited to be attended. 

	After examining Anna, the doctor took a serious look at the couple, verified that they were three months pregnant, and warned them of the risk they were running. He then invited Iulián into an adjoining room and explained in detail the risk that his wife's life was having.

	- My God, has it come to this, Dr. Bóris? 

	- Yes, Iulián, it is very serious to insist with the pregnancy. She gave you three beautiful children; be content with them. 

	I would like to tell you about Mayra, but her secrecy had to be absolute. 

	- I know my Arma, she would never agree. 

	- My duty is to warn you and communicate the danger of this pregnancy; as for the responsibility, it will be up to the couple. 

	- I can't decide this alone, if something happens to her, I will never forgive myself, Dr. Boris. 

	Let's talk to Anna, she is strong and will know how to act. 

	Anna, upon seeing them, soon realized that something was wrong, from Iulián's physiognomy. 

	The news fell like an arrow of fire on the patient. 

	- I will never have abort, I would rather die, but my son will be born!

	She was flushed, emotional. Iulián was right, his Anna was the bravest woman he knew. 

	The doctor still tried to convince her, but her irritation prevented him from arguing anything. 

	He prescribed the homeopathic medications and gave them the precise recommendations. The three-month pregnancy actually coincided with Mayra's age.

	 

	 

	 


 

	 

	6.- Quiet days

	 

	 

	Anna had gotten pregnant the night that the baby was found. That night, for the couple, especially for Iulián, was unforgettable; his happiness was so great that he gave himself into his wife's arms as he had not done for a long time. Mayra, for him, was a piece of heaven that had entered his home. 

	The couple returned home, without knowing whether to laugh or lament their situation. They talked on the way home, looking at the landscape that was already beginning to be covered with snow in some places, heralding a long winter ahead.

	- I'd rather death thousands of times than have my son taken away! - said her poor Anna, whimpering. 

	- Let's not talk about it anymore, my love, everything will work out, let's trust in God's providence. 

	Nothing will happen to us. Didn't God send us a daughter? If he allowed you to get pregnant, it is because we will have one more baby! Five children is not yet the number I dreamed of. I wish we had ten children, Anna. 

	- You are crazy, man! That's because you're not the one who carries them, or breastfeeds them, or changes their diapers! 

	Iulián grimaced and brushed his bushy mustache against her face. The tickle made her laugh and she hugged him: 

	- I'm just kidding you, my love, you are the best of husbands and the most loving father I've ever seen. I am very proud of you. 

	- I'm afraid I'd lose you, Iulián confessed, his blue eyes shining with tears that insisted on falling.

	- If you lose me, my love, I'll allow you to marry again. 

	- Never say such a thing again, Anna, I beg you, shut up! 

	- So, you want me to torment you with my spirit? 

	The idea of her taking on a spirit frightened him and filled him with superstition. 

	- I don't want you to say anything more about death. Be quiet, because by saying so, my Annochka, you are hurting my heart. 

	Her Iulian was so sincere! Anna snuggled closer to him, seeking refuge, because the doctor's words kept hammering at her brain. What if she really died? If she left her poor husband and her children so small, how would they be without her presence? Anna looked at the horizon and took a deep breath.

	The days passed and the peasants were preparing for the arrival of winter. It would not be long before the landscape would be covered with snow. Iulián worked hard storing the provisions that would guarantee their survival during the months of snowfall. The intense work distracted his attention from his wife's condition, but Dr. Bóris' words were still engraved in his consciousness. If something serious happened to his Anna, he would never forgive himself. 

	Two months passed and the nausea finally ceased. She was beginning to put on weight and her belly was beginning to point. Her cheekbones were flushed and she looked very well, poised and cheerful. 

	Aunt Olga gave up, once and for all, counting on her fingers the months between one pregnancy and the next. Her spirit quieted down and she took advantage of her spare moments to knit.

	When the young girl arrived to assist his niece, Iulián took her away, promising that he would pick her up before the child was born. 

	Catienka, the servant girl, was less than twenty years old and lived nearby. 

	Her red hair, almost a shade of brown, was always tied in two braids that she joined on top of her head. 

	Daughter of a peasant who lived on the farm, she had been recommended by Mrs. Krávsoski, who was keeping her promise to Anna. 

	The young girl was well received, her youth and disposition broke the monotony that old aunt Olga left in the air. 

	She immediately took charge of the situation, and after a week she was doing the housework to perfection, resting Anna, who, despite the effort of wanting to work, could not stand the pain in her legs and belly, torments that were only relieved when she sat in a comfortable armchair and put her legs over a cushion. 

	Any effort would tire her. 

	Little Mayra was no trouble at all, she seemed to collaborate with her mother and her new pregnancy. 

	Anna spent hours by the girl's side, talking to her and spoiling her. She felt immense tenderness for her and her greatest concern was to encourage Pável to love her as a sister, because the boy wasted no time in mistreating the foundling.

	The fact that Anna spent many hours lying in her room with little Mayra constituted a real torture for him. 

	Anna instructed him: 

	- Why, my darling, do you mistreat your little sister? She's so fragile, she's never hurt you, she's just a little baby! 

	Mayra would sit down, holding the bars of her crib with both hands, and Pável would squeeze or poke her little fingers. When the boy approached, she began to cry, but when Nicolau arrived, everything changed, she smiled with happiness. 

	Other times, Pável would come into the room, without anyone noticing, pull her hair and then hide. Her mother, or Catienka, would then come and tuck her in. 

	One day Catienka caught him in the act and this earned him a severe punishment from his father, not with a spanking, but by depriving him of his favorite game for a week. These reprimands were to no avail. His case was really serious. If one were to look for its origins in the theory of past lives, there was the key to his conduct and his childhood hate.

	 

	 

	 


 

	 

	7.- Annochka

	 

	Anna woke up startled; she had a nightmare. She sat up in bed, wet with sweat, despite the cold; the lit fireplace kept the room warm. 

	Startled, she remembered her dream. She had dreamed of a flowery valley, the likes of which she had never seen, not even in sunny mornings. She was alone, with her baby in her arms, and she walked and walked and her feet did not touch the ground. She felt herself floating, then her little son was floating too, out of her arms, completely loose in the air, she was looking for help, and no one appeared to help her. She looked back, her house, Iulián and the boys were further and further away. Little Mayra was the only one running towards them, and despite her efforts, she was disappearing as well; Anna was struggling to reach her baby, who was slowly disappearing, evaporating into thin air. When she looked around, she could see no one else, not even her house, and great distress took over her soul. 

	- My God, what does this dream mean? 

	She looked at the cradle, Mayra was sitting up, her naive little eyes watching her, as if she wanted to get her out of that nightmare. 

	Anna smiled and with great difficulty lifted Mayra, placing her beside her on her bed. The little girl's behavior made her happy, distracting her with her little jokes, but she spent the afternoon worrying a lot. 

	- Iulián, I had a nightmare while I was sleeping this afternoon. I'd like to go to church, will you take me, Sunday? 

	- Of course, dear, by the way, pope14 promised us a visit, we will claim it. But, are you physically fit enough to endure the bumps in the wagon? 

	Anna was quite fat. The next month the child would be born and she would have to go back to the doctor. The church was not that far from her home. 

	- This nightmare worries me, Iulián, I feel it is a warning of a painful separation. I am beginning to worry, believing that Dr. Bóris is right, that’s why I want to attend mass before our baby is born.

	On Sunday, as usual, they would go to church. Catienka would stay with the girl. 

	The mujiks and some aristocrats were gathered. Prayers and ablutions were beginning. Iulián and his family arrived late. They sat on the last benches, but every now and then someone turned to look at them. It was one of the old midwives in Petrovisk, whose gaze bothered Anna, who, before the mass ended, invited Iulián to come back because she was not feeling well. 

	Anna's condition drew attention, because many knew of the existence of a small child at her home. 

	- We shouldn't have come, dear, I made a mistake. Forgive me. These old gossipers will soon come and sift us with stupid questions and I'm not willing to answer them. 

	- Let's go! 

	As they left the church, they drew the attention of the faithful to themselves, much more than when they arrived. 

	Without being bothered by the whispering, the couple and their children made their way to the big door. 

	- Why, mamacha, didn't we stay for the end? - asked Iulián, without understanding his parents' reaction. 

	- Your mother is in pain. 

	- We shouldn't have left the house! - complained Pável. 

	Receiving the snow on his red face, Iulián persuaded them:

	- Ah! my children, these people are very observant, let's sing, who sings scares away the evils and charms the souls. 

	He started singing a song about the worker and children followed him. They came back playing, telling jokes, and arrived home full of joy. 

	The visit to the church provoked vicious comments that spread in the surrounding. Arma Sumarokóvna had two children a year! 

	The following week she received unexpected and curious visitors. 

	Anna refused to receive anyone, and Iulián cut the conversation short by offering red wine or delicious kvass.

	The couple's behavior intrigued the people, who were curious to know news about their little daughter and Anna's advanced pregnancy; Iulián led between jokes and anecdotes, and the visitors left smiling, but without the expected information. 

	Then the visits became scarce and Anna's pregnancy came to an end. Aunt Olga and Uncle Nicolau were warned. 

	The labor pains were intense. Iulián had left for the city at dawn, looking for a doctor.

	Anna's condition was serious. She had

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	