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A strange love story unfolds in a place with a singular name: Lovers' Cliff. In this novel, the reader will be able to follow spiritual help to the character Jair.

An exciting story by Antônio Carlos, thanks to the mediumship of Vera Lúcia Marinzeck de Carvalho, author of the acclaimed “Violets on the Window” series.


About the Medium

Vera Lúcia Marinzeck de Carvalho (São Sebastião do Paraíso, October 21 – ) is a Brazilian Spiritist medium.

 

At an early age, she became aware of 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 receives works dictated by the spirits Patricia, Rosangela, Jussara and Antônio Carlos, with whom she started in psychography, practicing for nine years until the release of her first work in 1990.

The book “Violetas na Janela”, by the spirit Patricia, published in 1993, has become a best-seller in Brazil with over 2 million copies sold and has been translated into English, Spanish, French and German through the World Spiritist Institute.

 


About the translator

Jesús Thomas Saldias, MSc, was born in Trujillo, Peru.

 

Since the 80's he has known the spiritist doctrine thanks to his stay in Brazil where he had the opportunity to interact through mediums with Dr. Napoleon Rodriguez Laureano, who became his mentor and spiritual guide.

He later moved to the State of Texas, in the United States and graduated with a degree in Wildlife Science from Texas A&M University. He also obtained his Master's degree in Wildlife Science following his PhD studies at the same university.

After finishing his academic career, he established the company Global Specialized Consultants LLC through which he promoted the Sustainable Use of Natural Resources throughout Latin America and then participated in the formation of the World Spiritist Institute, registered in the State of Texas as a non-profit NGO with the purpose of promoting the dissemination of the Spiritist doctrine.

He is currently working from Peru translating books by several mediums and spirits from Portuguese to Spanish, having translated more than 350 titles, as well as hosting the program “La Hora de los Espíritus.”

 


 

 

 

 

This is a true story. The characters were given other names in this narration. I also do not identify the place where the events took place so that those involved in this drama will not be recognized.

May the Great Father shield us and bless us!

Antônio Carlos – São Carlos – 1995
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I 
THE VILLAGE

 

 

 

It was a sunny Sunday afternoon, almost dusk, when I met Jair. Our character was sitting on a big rock, looking with fascination at the sea.

Behind him, a village that seems to be asleep. You could count all of the small houses adorning the lonely street, with a small chapel in the center. There were few brick houses, painted in light green or white. However, most were built of clay and adobe. Commerce consisted of a store-bar and a boat workshop, where they repaired and built small fishing boats.

All of the residents lived from fishing or were small farmers. From the top of the rock where we stood, we could see the small plantations of various grains that were consumed by the residents themselves, while the leftovers were taken to the neighboring town to be sold. This bigger town was sixty kilometers away on a bumpy and dusty road, but by boat, traveling through the sea, was much closer. This city was also not large, but, in proportion to the village, it was the place of resources, where there were doctors, medicines and goods to buy or dream of acquiring.

– What a lovely place! - I exclaimed in wonder. The nature there was splendid; the beautiful blue sea seemed transparent in the shallow places, where you could see small fish swimming carefree. The beach was not very long, with light sand and small, beautiful dark, almost black rocks. When the waves broke, they formed white foam that melted into the sand. Surrounding the tiny beach was the rocky cliff with beautiful stones of fascinating shapes, forming a natural wall where the waters pounded endlessly. A few coconut palms and scattered trees swayed gently, giving life to that place that looked more like the painting of an inspired artist.

I was there with a friend, Ambrózio, who, snapping me out of my daze, said smiling:

– Antônio Carlos, here is Jair, the main reason for our presence in the village.

I looked at Jair, still a kid, maybe twelve years old, with short brown hair, deep, enigmatic and slanted eyes, reminiscent of our oriental brothers. A straight nose and thin lips that seemed not to know how to smile. He was barefoot, with short pants tied with a drawstring and a short-sleeved shirt.

– Our friend is fifteen years old. – Ambrózio completed the information.

I looked at him again, but now as a doctor examining him.

– He is anemic, thin and short for his age. He has three spots of small infections in his left leg, which require attention.

– Could you help him? - my friend Ambrózio asked. I nodded and began to work carefully, focusing on the three infections just above his ankle, on the external part of the leg together forming an equilateral triangle. After a few minutes, morbid blood and pus dripped down his foot.

Jair looked at his wound without any emotion, climbed down the rocks and washed his leg in the clean sea water.

– It will heal soon. – I said.

– Do you think so? – Ambrózio said hesitantly. – Because I don't!

I was curious to know the details involving that lost village on the Brazilian coast. 

I was going to wait for something to happen, but I made him a question:

– Ambrózio, does Jair live in the village?

– Yes, in that mud house on the left side of that leafy tree. Do you see it? - He asked, showing the house and continued. - He lives with his parents and two brothers. Although the family is larger, there are six children, all men, the older ones are working and living in the neighboring city.

Jair returned to the previous position again. He looked at the sea from the top of the rock, barely moving. Few noises could be heard, the hum of the waves and, sometimes, the song of a seagull or a bird. The sun was lost in the horizon announcing that it would soon hide and let the night reign.

Except for the occasional movement of one or another inhabitant returning home from work and the swaying of the coconut palm leaves in the wind, everything seemed lifeless, quiet and sad in that small town.

I looked at Ambrózio, who sat a few meters from the boy, deep in thought. Silently I waited for him to explain. The words of a mutual friend still echoed in my mind:

– Antônio Carlos, I would like you to accompany Ambrózio to an interesting task. – He paused and looked at me, the word “interesting” had the desired effect on me. With a frank smile, this dear friend continued:

– Ambrózio has permission to go to Earth for work to help Sara, who in the previous incarnation was Niza. You will accompany our friend and help him protect beloved spirits in difficult times.

Undoubtedly, I followed him with immense pleasure. And there we were. I looked at Ambrózio. He was very kind, strong, with a big face, wide smile and a deep gaze.

It was almost night; the light was scarce. I looked at the boy, noticing his filthy aura, full of inferior fluids that were not concentrated in any part of his body, because if that was the case, he would be seriously ill. These fluids were circulating like an electric current around his body. I had already seen many auras like his. And for each situation, a different event contributed to this negative energy. Usually, something terrible was happening. People like that would either be doing evil or contributing to it.

 Jair was a medium. I soon realized after seeing him, despite his young age in that body, he was adapting to these vibrations. I was going to analyze him better, but there was no time. Two boats appeared and soon reached the beach. Jair jumped off the rock and ran to meet the two men who came down to the beach.

– Did you bring it? - Jair asked quietly to one of the men who was big, strong and dark-skinned.

– Here it is. The money you gave me was just enough - answered the boat owner.

– It's okay, thank you.

Jair picked up a box and thanked the man once again. He took a quick glance at the content and spoke firmly:

– You will not regret helping me. I'm going to make a lot of money and I will not forget those who had my back.

The boat owner looked at him in a strange way, turned his back on him and continued with his duties. Jair left the beach holding the box as if it was a treasure. But instead of heading toward the village, he walked quickly to a large rock on the cliff, on the same side he had been just moments before.

We followed him, Jair walked quickly among the rocks, demonstrating that he knew the place very well. The cliff was rough, some larger stones stood out from the others. The boy was going around the larger ones and, in front of a huge stone, it looked like the boy had arrived at his destiny. Between two stones, there was a narrow passage, but it easily allowed the entering of an adult person. This cavity was well hidden.

Jair entered and we followed behind. We saw a disincarnate guarding the cave, he did not see us, he was a spirit serving the darkness. We descended about ten feet down through a hallway a little larger than the entrance. The narrow passage led to a tall, wide corridor in the middle of the stones. The guard, looking like a good watchman, made sure that Jair had not been followed. Jair sat down in a corner and lit a large candle which he placed in a hole in the stone. A dim light illuminated the cave. The place was beautiful, a natural cave of dark stones.

The boy was calm as if the cave belonged to him. He opened the box and took out colored candles of different animal shapes and the legendary figure of the demon. He also took out some bottles of alcohol and cigarettes. Then he placed these objects carefully in specific places.

The vibration of the cave was not good, I didn't like the place, but I didn't make any comments. Ambrózio was watching just like me. The air was stuffy and the smell was nauseating, a mixture of mold, dirt and rotting flesh, although the cave was well swept and apparently everything was in order and in place. The stone floor was not even, sloping toward the opposite side of the entrance and in this part the corridor was very high. And there was a small table that served as an altar. On the right side of the table, an object half a meter high, covered with a dirty white cloth. In the middle, a large gray glass ashtray, which was undoubtedly used for cigar smokers.

– Antônio Carlos, – Ambrózio spoke after a long silence. –  Look at this! – Showing the left side of the table.

A big rat was eating a dry branch stem. Jair saw it but didn't care. Next to it was a plate made of bamboo. Ambrózio approached the container and looked at the leaves in it.

Jair had just placed the objects he had brought across the room. And he said aloud:

– Everything is ready for tomorrow! 

He lit a candle with a match, then blew it out and left. The disincarnated guard, who was monitoring him all the time, stepped forward to check that no one was nearby. As he left the cave, Jair's match went out, but he didn't bother to light another one. Walking quickly in the dark night, he climbed down the rock and headed for the village. Disincarnated ones, if they wander and do not understand disincarnate life, smell the odor emanating from the environment. The clever disincarnated ones, aware of their condition, smell it if they want to. In that beautiful place, but with little vibration, I wanted to smell it to understand with more accuracy the events.

– Let's sit here for a while. - said Ambrózio - Jair will certainly go home, we will see him later. Antônio Carlos, did you see those leaves?

 It's coca, a plant from which cocaine is extracted.

– Very strange! - I exclaimed - I would like you to tell me what we came here to do. I came with you to help Sara and so far I haven't seen her.

– You will meet her soon. Besides, whenever we help someone, that help always involves many others.

– Certainly - I answered, understanding. - Jair must be among these other people. He is a weird boy; I rarely saw a fluid current like the one circulating through his aura. If he knows how to use it, he can do a lot of damage.

– Our goal is to avoid it - Ambrózio explained. - Jair is Sara's son, a spirit I love. And this boy is worrying her a lot. She asked with faith for God's help.

People with a lot of negativity can, out of malice, project this harmfulness onto another being, whether human, animal or even on plants, causing great harm. They can also project it unintentionally without malice, but still causing harm. Many refer to this negative energy as the evil eye, envy, mental spell, etc. However, we do not absorb it if we vibrate in goodness. Sincere prayers protect us from these energies, as well as graces, blessings and passes. We should not cultivate negativity, because these types of people hurt themselves first. Negative energy is not born from the cosmos. What makes this energy positive or negative is the direction or mental use you make of it. The spirit that has already evolved spiritually, despite being in a young body, does not have a latent aggressive instinct. For this reason, this negative energy in his case, in a young body, is latent in a potentially possessive, selfish and aggressive spirit. So, unconsciously, this vibration becomes negative and we are here to help.

– Are we going back to the cave?

– No, we are going to the boy's house, tomorrow morning we are going back to this hideout.

– It is in fact a perfect hideout – I said. – A place of difficult access and the entrance is well-hidden

– A whim of nature! It's a beautiful place! – Ambrózio exclaimed.

– Is it a known place?

– I don't think so. This cliff is known for being haunted and almost everyone here fears the supernatural. Some know the cave exists, but they don't know where it is and the few who do know its location don't come. This cave is called the Cave of Demons and this cliff is known as the Lovers' Cliff.

– I would like to see this place better.

– Come on, Antônio Carlos, Jair should be home soon.

We flew to his house and arrived at the same time. When we approached the boy, he rubbed his forehead, sensing something that was unpleasant for him. When we saw the village up close, we had the same impression. Beautiful place, but sad and dreary. No one was on the street, only the gentle wind moved some leaves. Many stars in the sky twinkled, but this beauty seemed to be irrelevant to the inhabitants. Everything looked asleep. Jair quietly entered his house, washed his hands (when we get used or adapted to a certain type of fluid, a different one may seem unpleasant. For some people, it can hurt to receive negative fluids; and beneficial fluids make them feel good. However, Jair was attuned to the inferior fluids, while ours, beneficial, was unpleasant for him) and took a plate of food from the wood stove. He sat down and began to eat. In the three-room house, all the residents were there. Ambrózio tried to identify them.

– Jair's father was Jacob, his brothers were Aldo and Milton. And this is Sara, his mother.

Sara had aged prematurely like her husband, having dry skin from the sun and overwork. Her hair was mostly white, all her teeth missing, her hands calloused and thick. She was sewing a worn garment. She had beautiful features and was worried.

– Where were you, Jair? – asked the lady to her son.

– He could only have been at the Cliff's Rock – commented Aldo.

Jair frowned at his brother, which shut him up.

– Over there, Mom – Jair answered.

– Son, – said the woman – you know I worry about you, walking around the cliff at night.

– I know everything there like the back of my hand. – Jair justified himself – Besides, I'm protected.

– And protected by whom? You always say you're protected and I've never seen anyone with you – Milton, the youngest child, laughed.

This time, Jair didn't think the comment was bad. He looked at his little brother fondly, showing that he was the only person who he














