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Synopsis

“Slave Bernardino,” a mediumistic novel, portrays a period of pain and suffering in Brazil's history, recounted by the very characters who, in the flesh, endured the oppression and domination of the landowners.

In the spiritual realm, however, the consequences of earthly experiences reveal their true form, regardless of race, color, or social condition. It's a book filled with uplifting teachings—a lesson in kindness, love, and humanity.

It's a story of hatred and love, a tale of both the physical and spiritual planes, of shadows and lights—a true story! “Slave Bernardino” is a highly successful novel by the spirit Antônio Carlos, channeled through the mediumship of Vera Lúcia Marinzeck de Carvalho. The work depicts an era marked by intense feelings: oppression, humiliation, slavery... kindness, humility, freedom! The hatreds and loves of the slavery period left their mark on Bernardino and on all of us. But to hate or to love is a choice.

Make the best choice with “Slave Bernardino.”

 


About the Medium

Vera Lúcia Marinzeck de Carvalho (born October 21st at São Sebastião do Paraíso) is a Brazilian spiritist medium.

Since childhood she realized her mediumship, in the form of clairvoyance. A neighbor lent her the first spiritist work she read, “The Spirits' Book”, by Allan Kardec. She began to follow the Spiritist Doctrine in 1975.

She received works dictated by the spirits Patrícia, Rosângela, Jussara and Antônio Carlos, with whom she began in psychography, practicing for nine years until the launch of her first work in 1990.

The book “Violetas na Janela” (Violets in the Window), from the spirit of Patrícia, published in 1993, has become a bestseller in Brazil with more than 2 million copies sold having been translated into English, French, Russian, Mandarin and Spanish and adapted to theatre.

This translation of is part of the series of the other three books dictated by his niece Patricia and Antônio Carlos all translated into English and available through the World Spiritist Institute.
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INTRODUCTION

 

 

The era of slavery in Brazil is still recent. Just over a hundred years separate us from this period, where there were so many loves and so much hate. Feelings of strong bonds that are perpetuated today. Hatreds that generated vengeance and painful obsessions. Events that marked all of us, spirits, who for more than one incarnation have been on this beloved Brazilian soil.

I present to you a true story and hope that you not only find it distracting, but also educational, learning to forgive and love everyone as brothers and sisters.

Certainly, the treatments were different at that time, and the slaves spoke in a peculiar way. Also, many of the terms I use were not known then, but I found it educational to employ them to replace the terms they used, which many, upon reading, would not be aware of. To facilitate reading, I write as if the story were happening at the end of this century.

It's a friend's story, but it could be any of ours. Who can say they don't have a story that could become a romance? Whether from this incarnation or from our past? I believe we all have a story, and because it's ours, it's very interesting.

Antônio Carlos 

São Carlos – SP – 1993

 


 

 

1.– REMEMBERING

 

 

I was tied, tied firmly to a tree trunk. I was in great physical pain and felt humiliated and ashamed.

The whipping began. They whipped and buzzed in his ear. The first lash seemed to split me in two. The pain was immense, a mixture of stinging and cutting that made me groan loudly. It was as if fire was burning me. Two... three... I counted to five, then tried with all my might to stifle my cry of bitterness, a pain of terror. But it was impossible to stop the groans. My head spun and I fainted.

Still a little dizzy, I saw other Black men untying me from the trunk and carrying me, soaked in blood. I was shirtless, my raw cotton pants wet, the blood from my back running down my legs.

They laid me face down on a mat, and an old Black man came to tend to me. First, he gave me a bitter tea to drink.

“Take this, it'll ease some of your pain,” he said, and started cleaning my back.

The physical pain was immense, and the emotional pain was just as bad.

“I'm going to heal you.”

“Wouldn't it be better to just let me die?” I replied with difficulty. “Maybe that way I can be close to the ones I love.”

“As you are, if you died and stayed near someone, it wouldn't do anyone any good. If the Heavenly Father didn't disembody you, it's because you have to stay here. Think, son, you need to stay alive for your own good. You'll be okay.”

“What for?”

“To fulfill your mission. Perhaps, who knows, to learn to live and value your life and the lives of others. Rest. Be still, I'm going to give you some medicine.”

I tried to stay still, but the medicine hurt a lot. The faces of my Mara and my two children flashed in my mind. I loved them. And memories came flooding back.

I came from Africa, my beautiful country of origin, when I was about eight years old. I was very happy there, even though I have few memories of it. But I truly missed that happy time, my parents, family, and friends. A time when I ran free through the fields, through the forest, bathing in rivers and waterfalls. My name was Lada, and I was the son of the chief of a small village. I was free as a little bird; I loved life, I loved running and playing with other children of the tribe.

But one day it ended. We were attacked by white men who came without mercy, firing their powerful weapons. There was nothing we could do. Our warriors tried, but they were mercilessly killed. I saw my father, my mother, my grandparents, and many friends die. Young people and older children were arrested. I was big and strong for my age; I was separated with a group and tied, tied tightly, we were forced to walk. I followed them along the river; everyone knew it led to the sea. We walked for days, and the white men wouldn't let us speak. Curious, I asked the companion next to me—a strong and brave fifteen-year-old boy:

“Where are we going? Are we going to the sea?”

“I'm not sure where we're going. Apparently, it's not close. We're already far from the village, and if we're going by sea, it means it's distant.”

“Shut up!” a white man said, and whipped his face, leaving a mark and drawing blood. I didn't understand the reason for the punishment. I was upset; my companion was beaten because of me. I didn't dare speak again. We remained silent. I drank water freely, but we ate little.

The sea is always beautiful but seeing it the day we arrived tightened my heart. It seemed to be the cause of the separation from the happy, free life we had led.

We were thrown into the hold of a ship with many other Black people. We were huddled together. My thirteen-year-old sister, Maã, was very beautiful and kind. She tried to remain calm, to soothe everyone, and gathered the members of our village close to her. So, we were near familiar faces. But I kept asking with great pain:

“Why all this? Where are we going? What will become of us?”

These were questions we all asked without answers. I was crying a lot over the death of my parents and everyone else I saw die.

We had a horrible journey; we ate little and huddled together. I saw with great sadness many friends and companions in misfortune die from illness, others from beatings. Women were raped by white men, and some died, like my sister, Maã. Every day, men would come and choose girls and young women, taking them aboard the ship. Sometimes we'd hear their screams, and when they returned, they were wounded, bleeding, and naked. The elders cared for them. Some never came back. As a young girl who went with my sister later told me:

“Mother died at the hands of the white men. They threw her into the sea.”

With her death, everything became even sadder; she was an angel of comfort. I cried a lot when they untied her and took her away, and she never returned.

After some time (I never knew how long this horrific journey lasted, which my innocent, childish eyes witnessed in horror without understanding), we arrived on land, but it was very different from what had been my home. Getting off the ship was a relief for all of us. At least we could breathe better, walk, and be free from that uncomfortable rocking. But we were still very tightly bound. We left the ship, walking with difficulty. We entered a large shed, where we were untied, but we were under strict guard and remained locked inside.

We were able to bathe and were forced to wear clothes—men in pants and women in dresses—and then they fed us. We could talk freely. I asked the elders:

“Will we be separated? Will we ever return to our homeland?”

“We'll be lucky to stay together,” said a young warrior, one of the older ones in the group. “As for returning to our homeland, I don't think so, only after the body dies.”

“How sad!” sighed a young woman.

The food was different from what we were used to, but it was delicious, and for the first time since being prisoners, we could eat as much as we wanted. I ate a lot. The next day, they chained us and took us to a place where there were many people, and we stayed there.

“It's best we stay quiet,” said Anon, a brave young man from our tribe. “I don't think we'll ever be free again. I don't know what awaits us, but it's better to stay calm.”

“We didn't even do this to animals! Are we worse than animals?” a young woman said sadly.

“Shut up!”

We spoke in our own language; we didn't understand the white people, and they didn't understand us. But we already knew that this phrase, which we heard so often, meant to be still.

We stayed there, and many white people looked at us. I understood they were trading us. One by one, someone was separated and left. My turn came. I started to cry when a white man began to examine me, looking at my teeth. It was Mr. Ambrózio. I kicked him and received a hard slap, blood running down my thin face. I quieted down; I was separated from everyone I knew, from my blood relatives and my village brothers. With other unknown Black people, I was taken to a wagon, and we went to the plantation. Scared, I settled into the senzala, the slave quarters and received the name Bernardino. 

“What am I now?” I asked, frightened. No one understood me. They went to find a Black man who spoke my language very poorly. He answered me as well as the one who taught me to speak his language.

“Senzala” was the slave quarters on Brazilian plantations.

“Now you're a slave, a property of the plantation owner.” 

“Like an animal?” 

“Worse, animals are treated better.” 

“My God!” 

I never left the plantation again. I grew up, no longer hungry, made friends, learned to speak the new language, and how to work, to serve the white people. 

At eighteen, I mated with Mara, who was then fifteen. I say “mated” because Black people didn't marry; they started living together. Mara was very beautiful. We loved each other. We had feelings most white people ignored. We were labeled as different, simply because of the color of our skin. We were slaves, just because we were Black. 

“We're pets that benefit our masters!” I always heard that comment. Indeed, they did whatever they wanted with our lives. 

For three years, Mara and I lived happily in our youthful dreams. 

“I wanted to be free and white,” I'd say. “I wanted to be an employee and have a small house for us.” 

“Perhaps one day we'll have it, Bernardino,” Mara would say. “I always dream of being in a small house, on a beautiful plantation, surrounded by children.”

“I don't see how!”

We had two children, a boy and a girl. I loved them dearly. We all slept together, each family in a corner of the senzala.

I clearly remembered that night. The children were sleeping beside us, and Mara whispered to me, very worried:

“Bernardino, I heard the Colonel tell Mr. Ambrózio in the kitchen today that if things keep going this badly, he'll have to sell a lot of things here on the plantation. I have a feeling those 'things' are us.”

“Calm down, Mara, let's go to sleep!”

“I can't. I'm just thinking about what could happen to us.”

Mara quieted down and fell into thought. The Colonel was our owner; he had inherited the plantation from his father three years prior, after his father passed away. Once he became the owner, the Colonel started drinking and gambling excessively, spending a lot of money. Mr. Manuel, the administrator, was the one running the plantation.

He didn't bother with anything himself, only spending. Mr. Ambrózio was an overseer, a good and honest man, a trusted employee. And this conversation Mara overheard was truly concerning, because the plantation was a coffee farm, and it had already been sold, along with some horses and cattle. The remaining animals were only those essential for the plantation. These “things” he mentioned could very well be us. I felt a horrible fear of being sold separately. I was twenty-one years old, I loved life, and I wanted to be happy or at least remain as I was. I thought it was bad to be a slave, to sleep in the senzala, to work hard, but I knew there were worse ways to live; I didn't complain and I was content with Mara, my children, and my friends.

I lifted my head. Mara was sleeping. I ran a hand through her hair, looking at the children. “I love them so much, I love them more than myself!”

I tried not to think anymore; I'd soon have to get up for work. I ended up falling asleep.

“Bernardino, wake up!”

It was Mara waking me, smiling. I got up, and together with the other companions, we went to the fields. It was around ten in the morning when Mr. Ambrózio asked me to return to the plantation. I saw that he also sent others back to the main house.

I reached the patio, and there were twenty companions. We looked at each other, not knowing what was happening. I even thought someone might have done something wrong, or perhaps we were about to receive different orders. But without any explanation, two white men we didn't know pointed their weapons at us, and the plantation employees chained our ankles and wrists. They placed us in two wagons.

“Where are we going? God, what's happening?”

John cried out. Januário, a cynical and wicked employee, whom none of us liked, replied smiling:

“You're going to the fair; you'll be sold!”

A hoarse, choked cry came from my chest; I think everyone screamed in despair. Here were the best slaves on the plantation, separated from their families; we were leaving without even saying goodbye. Seeing my companions cry and scream, I asked in anguish as the wagons left for the city:

“Why? Why are we being separated from our family?”

“Family?” Januário said, laughing at our despair. “You don't have family; you have litters.” 

Passing through the plantation gate, my desperation grew even more; my frightened eyes scanned everything with agony. No one left the senzala or the big house to see us off. I think they did everything without anyone knowing. Only the Black people in the big house or those nearby could have heard our cries, because the rest were in the fields. Mara was in the big house's kitchen, but she, along with the others, was prevented from going out to see what was happening. 

I calmed down, or at least I tried to. I struggled to break free, but I saw it was impossible; my efforts only injured me. I cried softly and stayed quiet; I think everyone else thought the same. Only a few more rebellious ones cursed, hurling insults at the Colonel. Everyone there suffered greatly. I didn't know any other place, as I remembered little of my home in the distant land. It was there on the plantation where I lived, where my friends and family were. The plantation was disappearing from my sight, and I felt immense pain. Then I remembered a fact and cried out: 

“Mr. Ambrózio! Mr. Ambrózio!”

Mr. Ambrózio rode his horse, not far from a wagon; he was sad. He answered my call and came over.

“Mr. Ambrózio, the Colonel owes me a favor. I saved his life that day by preventing him from falling off his horse. You can't sell me like this, separating me from Mara and my children.”

“Bernardino, the Colonel himself chose the slaves to be sold. He gave the order, and we obey. I reminded him of this fact, but he ordered you to be on the list too. He didn't even want to see you or explain. He just ordered it.”

“Wouldn't it be better for him to sell the plantation with everything in it?” Jeremias asked.

“He thinks that by selling you all, he won't have to sell the plantation. You must be worth a lot of money,” Mr. Ambrózio replied, his head bowed.

“Miserable! I'll get my revenge on him!” said Jeremias, a Black man, my friend, who also left the plantation with a wife and eight children. Another companion asked:

“How? You can't even save yourself! Much less get revenge.”

“I'll die someday, won't I? If I can't escape the place I'm going, I'll commit suicide and come back for that wretch and Januário, that bastard. I'll get revenge on them when they're dead, or when I die and they're still alive in their bodies, I'll stay to torment them, just as they're doing to us now.”

“We are the unhappy ones!” another said.

“They will be too, preferably in this life, or when I die, until I'm born again. I won't rest, I won't have peace until I get my revenge.”

“I'm with you,” the other said. “I'll get my revenge too. If he's capable of such evil and God allows it, the Greater Father will also allow us to get revenge. He'll suffer, damn it!”

Mr. Ambrózio said nothing and left again. I started crying loudly, miserable and pleading for mercy. Others did too.

I remembered the day I saved the Colonel. It had been some time ago. His father was still alive. The Colonel had gone out to ride a wild horse. His father told me to go after him. I always liked animals and handled them easily and quickly. I was the right person to tame animals. I took a good horse and galloped to where the Colonel had gone. As soon as I saw him, the restless horse wasn't obeying him, and he was trying to balance with difficulty.

23

Using an old trick, I made his horse follow me and









