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About the Medium

Arandi Gomes Texeira is an incarnated spirit aware that he must evolve, physically and spiritually, in order to dignify her own existence.

In 1975 he looked for a spiritist house due to the need of one of her sons. To help him, she began to study intensely the works of Allan Kardec. In them she found rational answers to her old questions. After the spiritual treatment of her son, she stayed in the Spiritist house, with the purpose of assuming, intellectually and morally, the principles and postulates of the Spiritist Doctrine.

Her childhood and adolescence were permeated with phenomena; some physical, terrifying and even aggressive. She learned, then, to live with both planes of life. Once in the Spiritist Doctrine, she decided to study her mediumnity, educate it and exercise it in Spiritist practice.

In the late 1970s, a neighbor almost “forced” her to read a large book with silver covers. Initially she rejected it, due to a lack of time, but at his insistence, she glanced through it out of kindness. One afternoon, I decided to check it out. The work was “The Jew's Revenge.” She narrates that right at the beginning of the reading she felt strange, emotional, and began to get angry, inexplicably, at this or that. She paused for a moment and asked herself, “Arandi, have you gone crazy?” How could she make demands like that, if she didn't know the work, had never heard of it, ignoring even the name of its author? So she looked into it and read: “J. W., Count Rochester.” The impact was considerable - what a strange situation! Arandi says that at this moment she comes to mind an idea: to challenge the author? She asked him, in a loud and clear voice: “Come to me! Appear to me...! I did not have to invoke him twice. He appeared in the middle of the room, smiling, dressed in the clothes of an English nobleman, showing great joy. So we were looking at each other. I was crying, a lot, and he was very happy. Since then, we never really separated from each other.”

Other phenomena followed, and they began walking together every night during their corporal rest. “We wandered, many times, through different spaces and spheres; we talked a lot and he educated me about the works I should study. Eventually, he told me that we would write books. So it was and so it has been.”

On her connection with Count J.W. Rochester she explains, “My connection with this spirit is very old. We walked right next to each other for a long time. We know quite well and respect each other deeply. Yes, there are many facts and countless revelations of other reincarnations, in the different periods he focuses on in his books.”

As for Rochester's style and the use of several mediums, Arandi indicates that “in fact, Rochester's style is unmistakable. Highly regarded, he has a very eclectic audience. As for other mediums, depending on the reader to analyze, compare the works and draw their own conclusions.

The practice of psychography is almost always moving. After finishing the practice, many tears, gratitude to the author and the satisfaction of having succeeded, in spite of the obstacles, to carry it out. While I make the endless revisions and plans for the desirable editions, he is there, participating in everything, always.”

The psychic novels do not prevent those interested in Spiritism from knowing Kardec's work, so much so, that those who do not study Spiritism lose a lot in the understanding of the spiritist novels. Rochester always bases his practices on the codification of Allan Kardec (his only friend, since the time of ancient Egypt). We can, fairly, consider him one of the precursors of Spiritism, when he narrates stories of the ancient world and explains psychic phenomena, demonstrating an admirable knowledge of the spiritual plane.

Arandi does not see any inconvenience in psychic novels when they are based on Spiritist principles and postulates. When they are not, they may be novels, but they will never be spiritist. Their advantage lies in their objectives: to entertain, to make people dream, to move, to surprise, to educate, to clarify and to signal directions, teaching and transforming. Our dear author knows, like nobody else, how to create, weave plots and develop them, with mastery, in real stories or not; it doesn't matter, because, according to him, life is more fantastic than fiction.

Finally, she shares that when working on the novels of the dearest John Wilmot, Earl of Rochester, she is the first to benefit from the guiding light give it and the incomparable opportunity to practice and learn.1
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The march of spirits is progressive, never retrograde. They ascend gradually in the hierarchy and do not descend from the category to which they have ascended. In their various corporeal existences, they may descend as men, not as spirits.

ALLAN KARDEC – The Spirits’ Book

 


Synopsis

Earl Rochester is an acclaimed author of novels that have been gathering a large audience for decades. He is the author of more than 60 novels that have been immortalized, such as “The Jew's Revenge”, “The Iron Chancellor”, “Romance of a Queen”, “The Nun of the Marriages”, etc.

In this novel, passions, ambushes and jealousies fill J. W. Rochester's plot in a very intelligent way. Full of surprises, the lives of the brothers Conrad and Justice will never be the same after seeing a man run over by a mysterious carriage.

Pablo, a possessive lover, is the friend who loves Leilah; who loves Justice, who finds poor little Milagres.

These are not isolated stories.

Only time will reveal that they are all part of a group of spirits who meet again through incarnation, as living characters in a saga that spreads the message that no action, whether good or bad, is forgotten in the great harmony that governs the universe.

 

 


 

 

DEAR READERS

 

 

LOTS OF PEACE!

I’m here once again. The same one who once narrated the amazing facts of the History of all times. He who so often lifted the veil of Isis to do penance, revealing to the eyes of mankind the mysteries that the dust of time had covered. 

With considerable satisfaction and joy (in spite of the shame that seized my soul), I saw myself in innumerable ages; powerful, covered with incense, with scepters and crowns, covered with gold and purple, knowledge, magic and glory... 

Making use of the infused knowledge I had and having been shamefully exiled from my orb of origin, I mercilessly subdued this Earth that received me. Extremely rebellious, son of the light, I preferred the darkness countless times.

And, in this tragic context, I dragged thousands of creatures with me, making me consequently responsible for them, for the backwardness I caused in the face of spiritual evolution, and even today I’m touched by a deep sadness, as a result of disharmonious behaviours with the divine justice.

On this planet, I have walked the path of power since the dawn of time. With pride, vanity and ambition, and together with congenial spirits, I have participated in deplorable contexts, deceiving or being deceived, falling and causing falls, and dominating or being dominated. I have woven a vast web of intrigues to achieve desired ends and have gone over the heads of all, even the dearest of affections.

By devising terrible strategies, disrespecting and deciding on the destinies of so many, I have amassed for myself the many pains that today from which I must free myself through the exercise of humility in true love.

However, even in the “gnashing of teeth”, rebellious and un-submissive, I missed opportunities for redemption, plotting new and future losses. 

Today, on this blessed Earth, we are the representation of a still perverted and adulterous Humanity, with few extenuating circumstances and rare exceptions.

Many of the great disasters here have had our ostensible participation.

We’re all involved in the crucifixion of the “Lamb of God”! We sacrifice him because we remember his words, engraved in the depths of our souls. The sublime call for us to change from deep within, in a compromise signed under his gentle gaze thousands of years ago in the spiritual sphere, where we were apprentices, awaiting the future that would unfold in time, in worlds that would allow us to be reborn to progress endlessly! 

He has found the ignominious cross in our insensitive hands, and once again we have committed ourselves painfully, in our obstinate insubordination to our Creator, absolute Lord of everything and everyone!

Recalcitrant, we flee once again from the necessary reparation, silencing it... In space and time, we sacrifice missionaries and prophets, young people and children, in the different cults to the Molochs or to the golden calves, in telluric holocausts that would weigh on our heads, burdening us with painful adjustments...

Ignorance and poverty were therefore woven and passed on to the simple and naive, who never knew how to fight for their rights because they did not have access to power and did not use the same venal resources. We recreate the arts that should equally outrage our egocentricity. The Earth, then, existed and produced according to our needs, which were becoming more and more numerous...

There is no need to say how much we regret this context indelibly engraved in our memory. The awareness of so many mistakes reach us in painful pain, demanding radical changes.

And, as a matter of urgency, with the permission of the messengers of Good who patiently watch over us, I decided to intensify my progress with faith and perseverance. And I can say that I have succeeded, and in such a way, that I already surprise myself in a new vision, in a sincere context, submissive to the Laws of God, what before was only theory and little intention, deceiving myself (and perhaps you too!).

What looked like humility was more like vanity and what looked like confession was vain narration, inflaming my pride.

And I confess that, if in those moments of spiritual freedom, I am authentic, on the other side of the coin I still identify the old arrogance, the old prejudices and the stubborn vanity. The persistent rebelliousness and so many other peccadilloes still leave their mark on our character, which is already improving with the experiences that leave their mark on us. 

Remembering Saint Augustine advising us to “confess” to one another, I make these courageous and sincere statements to make myself understood by those who (still) wish to be like Count Rochester of the last century, unaware, oblivious to the steps we have overcome in the midst of this path that has marked us too much because we have experienced great pain...

With a more refined sensitivity, what used to satisfy us is now a reason to depress us.

Companions on the evolutionary journey from ages lost to memory, we work today for the implantation of the Promised Comforter on Earth. Humble and persevering followers (despite setbacks) of the glorious phalanx of the Spirit of Truth, we do our part with exultant hearts, grateful for the glorious opportunity. It is a redemptive work, to which we have long been committed, and, thank God, we are committed to it. 

Grateful to our dear friends, incarnate or disincarnate, that we continue to fulfil our task, seeking to lead to the Father those who have strayed from the path, while we are also redeemed by His mercy. 

J. W. ROCHESTER

 


 

 

I 
THE ASHRAM CASE

 

 

BARCELONA, MAY 1813.

On one of those sunny mornings in Barcelona, walking along one of its streets, the elegantly dressed figures of Justice de los Prados, aged 33, and his brother Conrad de los Prados, aged 18, stand out. 

Although they try to conceal it, their sadness is visible.

A few months ago, they lost their beloved father, after an insidious illness that also consumed a large part of a fortune, he had amassed with so much sacrifice, despite his noble title.

Justice has been irresponsibly wasting what he had left in his nights of games and pleasures.

At that moment, they return from the bullring, where they’ve been invited by Don Miguel, a bullfighter who’s a friend of Justice, to observe the training sessions.

It’s Justice who breaks the silence:

“Conrad, we need to improve our mood, don’t you think? Despite all the great times we’ve had before, we’re still grumpy and our proposal to clear our heads became obsolete!”

“How are we going to do that? Do you know of any life-saving remedies?”

“Let’s forget our problems for a moment!”

“I can’t, I can’t and don’t want to, Justice.”

“And you think I can? I’m just trying, my brother!”

“I perceive difficult times, like dark shadows in front of us.”

“Ignore them!”

“In what way?”

“Believing in the future, Conrad. Seeing the radiant sun that bathes us and that deep blue sky that inspires us. Feeling the balsamic air which, in whistles, penetrates our lungs. Life is an invitation to happiness!”

“I can perceive that, but for the moment I’m in no condition to enjoy it.”

“You? Beautiful as Apollo and wise as you are?”

“You’re the one who says so! However, if this is true, you have the same attributes and these have no use for us.”

“I’m sure they are worth it. Let’s wait a bit!”

“Do you have plans that I don’t know about, Justice?”

“No, but I’m hopeful. First, we can try to get a good loan, right?”

“Of course, but… with whom?”

“With Mr. de Marsilhac, of course!”

“What nonsense, Justice!”

“Why?”

“Do you really think he will answer us? He won’t even see us; I know him well.

“Don’t you like him, Conrad?”

“It’s not that. He was a friend of our father’s and that’s why he ran his business for so many years, but he deliberately distances himself from us. Don’t you see that he despises us?”

“Yes, but we have to submit to the current situation.”

“I totally agree with that but you talk in one way and act in another.”

“Conrad, I feel you make me responsible for everything, don’t you?”

“You know I don’t. You’re the best brother anyone could wish for, but...

“But, I’m frivolous and wasteful, aren’t I?”

“Forgive me, but that’s true, you recognize it yourself.”

“I’ll change, you’ll see. I have projects that require different behavior from what you condemn, and rightly so.”

“Ah, Justice, you’ve told me that other times and it’s always the same.”

“I know, but it’s not easy to change.”

“You just have to want it.”

“You’re a well of virtues! But this is not my case. Life fascinates me and offers me the capricious wine of pleasures. My soul is free, free through the air of illusions!”

“You yourself admit that you live in illusion! Where you say life, better say world! Where you say freedom say slavery, and finally where you say wine, say poison!”

“God, Conrad, you’re so bitter that you frighten me!”

“It’s you who scares me with such irresponsibility.”

“It’s not irresponsibility, Conrad. It’s the joy of living!”

“For living like this, you’ll surely die soon. Either by the weapon of a cheated husband or by premature ageing.”

“Conrad, what humor! Better to have come alone.”

“Forgive me, but we’re on the edge of the abyss!”

“We’ll find a solution!”

“On the unlikely loan of Mr. de Marsilhac?”

“And from whom else?”

“You know very well: our dear Uncle Pepe.”

“I don’t want anything from him.”

“But why not? only he can help us! He’s rich enough and has only Nívea as his heir. He loves us and will help us.”

“He loves you, not me.”

“Why do you rebel against him if this can be our only hope?”

“Because we don’t esteem each other!”

“In reprimanding you, he had the best of intentions.”

“But I don’t accept reproaches, not even from him.”

“And from me, my brother?”

“From you it’s different. We’re not only brothers, we love each other very much and, as your older brother, I try, whenever I can, to protect you in every way.”

“But your pride is damaging us and will irretrievably bankrupt us.”

Frustrated, Justice warns:

“If you accept their help, we’ll walk away. Decide for one of us, please!”

“Faced with this ultimatum, what should I do? I ask you to at least change your habits, and save more until we can change the situation.”

“I’ll try, Conrad.”

“Will you try? You must do it!”

Annoyed, Justice replied aggressively:

“What do you want, Conrad? I don’t have your moral fiber. I follow my own tendencies. I must enjoy life while youth vibrate in my blood! I can’t wait, my veins boil with anxiety! I could never live as neatly as you! Never!”

Equally flustered, Conrad replied:

“But you must do it! For our house, which is already coveted by creditors, for you, for me, for our future! Justice, is my military career less important than your nights of pleasure? What dimensions do your brain and heart possess? I am already desperate, don’t you see?”

 Justice took pity and hugged him: “Calm down, Conrad, we’ll never get anywhere. Be patient with me and wait, give me time.”

“I’ve had patience, but I don’t know if we’ll have time. How long do you expect to escape from the creditors?”

“I don’t know, if I think about it too much, I’ll go crazy.”

Devastated, Conrad decides to call a truce:

“What did you think of the training sessions?”

“Good, they’re a great team. However, the pickers were anxious, perhaps because they were too young.”

“It’s possible...”

“I hope to see a good show on Sunday.”

“Count me out.”

“Why not? Don’t you like bullfighting anymore?”

“They bore me and cause me discomfort.”

“I can’t understand it.”

“I’ll explain it to you. This is a cruel and bloody spectacle. The animal suffers a lot! It has no defenses against the intelligence and aggressiveness of the bullfighter!”

“Conrad, our city is famous all over the world for bullfighting!”

“And also, for the beauty of our sun, our traditions, our music, our dances and the charm of our women...”

“Ah, women are my downfall, Conrad! Why are they so beautiful, fragrant and graceful?”

“You’ll find one that will change your life.”

“I doubt it. The ones I like have my habits.”

“Spain has other values that give it notoriety, Justice.”

“Does it?”

“Among them: work and progress.”

“We go back to the previous topic.”

“A subject we must continue to talk about.”

Ignoring Conrad's intention, Justice changes the course of the conversation:

“Did you see the handsome Don Miguel, with his red cape? Olé Olé! And he poses as a bullfighter while dodging, elegantly, a supposed bull, back and forth, making his brother smile.”

“Justice, you’re a hopeless case.

Think about it, analyses me: I’m tall, young, strong and I look great, as you say. I could be a bullfighter! I can already visualize myself dressed up, giving the final blows, the bull falling, the audience applauding wildly and me throwing my bullfighter’s cap to the most beautiful woman who, after kissing a ruby-colored rose, throws it at my feet...”

Stunned, Justice listened to the end before bursting out:

“Are you out of your mind, do you think I’d allow it, I don’t want you to expose yourself to the risks of this enterprise!”

And Conrad replied with a laugh:

“Can’t you see that I’m enjoying myself at your expense? If I don’t like bullfighting, How could I become one??”

Justice bursts into loud laughter and hugs his brother, saying:

“Well, well, I didn’t believe it? It’s good to laugh together, we needed it!” 

“But don’t imagine I’m forgetting the rest...”

“I know, I know...”

In a break, the two brothers fall silent and continue towards the center which at that time of the morning is full of people in their commercial activity.

Catching up on the daily news, they observe the hustle and bustle of these happy men and women, naturally in love with life.

Justice smiles relaxedly.

Conrad is apprehensive, admiring his brother’s power of mobility, who switches between moods with extreme ease. He seems to adapt quickly to change and coexist well with it. External difficulties don’t seem to shake him.

Circumspect, Conrad remembers his good and beloved uncle Pepe. Justice complicates his life when he refuses a reconciliation. Interested, he suggests:

“Justice, shall we go from here to San Antonio de la Sierra? This task won’t take us long. We’ll see our uncle and then return. I promise not to keep you any longer than necessary. What do you say? I miss him terribly and the memory of the last time we saw each other still hurts me a lot.” 

Irritated, while he examines some fine accessories on a shop counter, Justice is adamant:

“I’ve already asked you to forget the whole thing, Conrad, please!” he says quietly so the clerk can’t hear him.

Conrad is silent for a few moments, but on the street, he tells him:

“Well, Justice, I’ll go alone! You won’t stop me, will you?”

“Well, Conrad, you’re free to do what you want! But don’t forget: it’s him or me!”

“That’s not fair and you know it! You keep me away from my uncle, knowing how much we love each other!”

“I’m sorry, it’s just that I don’t want his help right now. Did you ever stop to think that if he loved you, he would have sought you out? Don’t you have any pride or self-respect?”

“Pride and self-respect only got us into the mess we’re in.” 

“Come on, Conrad, you want to start over?”

“I’ll keep insisting, Justice, I have to!” 

Identifying a beautiful woman approaching, Justice says to his brother:

“Don’t bother me now with such problems. I’ve just seen someone I know and who, by the way, interests me a lot. We’ll talk about it later, Conrad, later...”

Seeing him smiling broadly, insinuatingly and vainly, Conrad falls silent, disappointed, and walks away. He crosses the wide avenue and comes to a pleasant little square where children are playing under the sun. He walks thoughtfully through the narrow streets. He sits on one of the benches and watches the birds and the movement of the place.

He loses sight of Justice. It doesn’t matter, at that moment he really doesn’t want to be near him. He’s deeply upset and taking a deep breath, he tries to calm himself.”

Meanwhile, Justice, next to the elegant woman, talks happily, wooing her. She is flirtatious and smiling, accepting his compliments and filling him with hope. After a quarter of an hour, they separate, but not before agreeing on a time and place for a longer meeting.

As Justice watches her walk away, admiring her manners and elegance, he suddenly sees a tall, thin, grey-haired man with handsome features suddenly appear in the crowd, frantically running about.

The strange man almost collided with him, who barely had time to move out of the way.

His sumptuous clothes, already somewhat disheveled, betray his high social standing. His half-closed eyes are incessantly searching for someone. That is the impression he gives to those who pass him.

His fists clenched and threatening, he howls loudly:

“Unhappy, degenerate boy, where have you been hiding? Ah, ingrate, I want to look you in the eyes and find in them the conscience of the evil you have done to me!” 

Staring into the faces of the passers-by, thinking he saw the person in question in them, he continued to turn away:

“God knows I didn’t deserve this, you ingrate! I have never failed you with my love and protection! Indeed, I have trusted you as I have never trusted you before! What a fool I have been!”

He stops suddenly and runs back at the same pace.

The women returning from the market have their groceries scattered on the floor due to the impact of the strange man. 

Some children cry in fear, while their mothers pull them up and run away. 

The confusion is general.

Some passers-by try to stop him without success. Feeling restrained, he fights them off with impressive strength and agility.

And continuing in his madness, he shouts:

“Why have you joined the vultures who have ruined me? Wherever you are, your mother must be disowning you, as I do now! Did not even her memory prevent your criminal behavior? Not even your sister’s love? But leave it, I’ll find you and teach you a lesson you’ll never forget!”

In his recklessness, the man had already crossed the streets several times. 

In the confusion that followed, frightened shopkeepers began to send their customers away to close their shops.

It was clear that the poor man was in urgent need of help and protection.

Taking a step back, Justice tried to locate Conrad. He walked away worried about his brother, who he knew resented him, while the man continued his unhappy monologue, wandering back and forth.

Noticing the commotion, Conrad hurries off in an attempt to find Justice again.

Crossing the wide avenue, he saw him looking for him in the crowd that had gathered.

“What happened, Justice?” he asks, curious.

“I don’t know for sure, Conrad. It seems to me that this wretch is unbalanced and is thinking of going after someone who has wronged him in some way. According to what he says out loud, it must have been his own son. But come on, this is a matter for the police, who don’t seem to exist at the moment.”

Half undecided about whether to go or to see what he can do about it, Conrad accompanies Justice. And, as they make their way, they hear the barking of dogs chasing a vehicle.

In a few moments, a fast carriage, dangerously tilted, turns around, entering the avenue.

It is driven by three reckless boys who laugh fiendishly as some passers-by jump quickly to avoid being trampled by the horses wich, under the fury of the whip on their backs, run and give more speed to their legs.

Unexpectedly, the strange man crosses the same avenue without even realizing the danger.

As if cowed, everyone remains motionless, apparently anaesthetized and incapable of any reaction to the imminent misfortune.

A deafening clamor is heard as the unfortunate man is struck full in the face by a pair of snorting black steeds. And, just as quickly as it came, the fateful carriage disappeared into the adjacent streets.

As if awakened from a strange daze, they all ran towards the poor man lying in the middle of the street, his clothes in tatters, motionless and moaning faintly.

At that moment (belatedly) the policemen appeared.

One of them shouted:

“A doctor!”

The other, touching him on the arm, declared with a grimace:

“It’s no use, he’s already dead, look, he’s completely still.”

Examining his pockets, the policemen discovered his name and address.

Perplexed and saddened, Justice and Conrad approached in time to listen:

“Mr. Vicente Domingos Ashram from San Antonio de la Sierra.”

Justice can no longer hear anything. In his thoughts, he reflects on that life, lost there... What could have driven that poor man to this? What desperation drove him mad? Although he isn’t very old, his hair has already turned white. Could his problems be the same as ours? Debt and bankruptcy? God only knows. Well, for him, it’s all over here at this moment... May God have mercy on him.

Looking around, he spots Mr. Manuel Carreras, his fierce creditor, in the crowd, watching him with a thin smile of irony.

Before he can approach him, Justice pulls Conrad’s coat and slyly shows it to him.

Silently, they stand apart, introspective. Their moods are gloomy.

Justice is deeply moved by what he has witnessed. It seems to him that this tragic event will mark him forever.

Shaking his head, he tries to forget as he walks home.

On an elegant street, they enter a beautiful and relieved mansion. There they live happily and protected.

The good servant Antenor comes to welcome them:

“The boys left early, eh?”

“Yes, Antenor, we left early to clear our minds. You know our troubles, my old friend. You have been with our father for most of his life,” said Justice.

Saddened, Antenor replied:

“Yes, I lived through all or almost all of what your father lived through after he married. This home was once splendid! I knew the two mistresses.”

“That’s why you know us so well!”

“That’s right, little master. Your mother was the first, then our little Conrad.”

“Little one, Antenor? Don’t you realize how much I’ve grown?”

“You’ll always be my little one, Conrad. How handsome you were! Justice too. You were always my greatest joy, the children I never had.”

Disguising his indiscreet tears, Antenor walks away saying:

“Well, I’m going to the kitchen to prepare the food. Excuse me.”

Sitting down, Conrad plays with the fox-terrier that came to lick his hands, petting it.

Justice goes up to his quarters, where he relaxes in a comfortable armchair.

His thoughts appear repeatedly, remembering the man who has just died, Don Miguel, his bullfighter friend, Conrad charging him responsibilities, the creditors and the training. Then he begins to doze off.

At one point, a vaporous, featureless form appears before him.

He tries to get up but he can’t, he feels anchored to the armchair.

He fixes his attention and, little by little, a being radiates in front of him. It was a beautiful young woman ,blonde, short, elegant and graceful.

She looked at him, pouring the blue of her eyes upon him. She approached him and made a slight attempt to touch him, making him shiver.

That presence is good for him. He feels he loves her, but how? He doesn’t even know her. He senses a hint of reproach in her sad gaze.

The evanescent figure says goodbye. He would like to hold her indefinitely, but he can’t. 

Once the vision is gone, he wakes up completely and imprints the physiognomy of the subtle image in his memory.

Feeling overtired, he thinks he’s in danger of falling ill. Perhaps his nerves were overexcited.

Worried, he picks up a detective novel to distract himself. Unable to concentrate, he goes downstairs and finds his brother, pensive. Pitying him, he thinks: He’s almost a child, he needs me so much!

He leaves to try to recover.

Eager to think, he wanders through deserted streets.

As he was crossing one of them, he suddenly took a step backward, dodging a fast carriage that almost hit him. He recognizes Mr. de Marsilhac as the passenger, who pretends not to recognize him. There, he doubts that he’ll succeed in obtaining a loan from him.

Still not recovered from the event, he almost bumps into Mr. Manoel Carreras, who, maliciously, questions him:

“And so, lord Justice, can you pay me back now?”

Quite annoyed, he answered:

“Not yet. Forgive me, sir, but I have had problems.”

“The problem is mine for lack of that money!”

“I’m very sorry.”

“Regret doesn’t solve anything, you have to do something. Why don’t you try to earn some money, if you love spending so much?”

“I told you, I’ve had no luck.”

“At the gambling table?”

“That doesn’t concern you, frankly.”

“According to the papers in my hands, it does!”

“You’re invading my privacy.”

“By owing me, you no longer have it.”

“I don’t live by your rules.”

“But you live with my money.”

“In this way, it’s hard for us to talk.”

“It’s not a conversation that interests me. By the way, early this morning, I saw your brother and you.”

“Where did you see us?”

“In that shopping street, where that poor madman died.”

“Ah, yes. Disastrous, isn’t it?”

Justice, for a moment, had the impression that the matter would take new directions.

“And you, why didn’t you avoid the tragedy?” asked Mr. Carreras accusingly, with a sarcastic smile. 

“Me? I arrived at that moment and I didn’t even know him. How could I?”

“By holding him tightly. Simple, isn’t it?”

“It’s just that I was so surprised that I couldn’t react.”

“If I were your father, would you couldn’t react?”

“I won’t allow the memory of my father to enter this conversation, sir. Manoel.”

“Your father was a worthy and honest man. I knew him, and it doesn’t seem to me

that you have inherited his virtues.”

“Mr. Manoel, if you talk in that way I won’t answer for my actions! I’m much younger than you, and I don’t wish to assault you.”

“Well, look! Not only do you owe me money, but you threaten me? I’m only telling truths.”

“Take care, Mr. Manoel. I’ll try to honour my commitments.”

Justice walked away quickly, not noticing the disdainful look that accompanied him.

Deeply disappointed, he stopped in front of a church.

Looking inside, he observes the altars lit by candles. Valuable images that impress with their mystical countenances and their craftsmanship and pious women kneeling and praying. He envies them for the faith they possess.

He feels the urge to enter, to pray to the saints for that man but he hesitates. What if he is seen by a friend? He would undoubtedly be the target of derision.

Looking around, he comes across a dirty and sad little girl.

His mother in the distance orders her to approach her.

Full of compassion, he asks:

“What do you want, little girl?”

“Money, sir!”

“For you?”

“No, sir, for my mother.”

“What’s your name?”

“Milagres.”

“How old are you?”

“Six years old, sir.”

Justice, moved, finds in that child sadness and shame.

He takes out of his bag and gives him three coins. He’ll certainly need them, but the joy of the child running to her mother, showing the coins in her dirty little hand, touched him.

From a distance, the little girl cries out:

“Thank you very much, Sir!”

Feeling more unhappy than before, he renewed his desire to enter the church, but he did not do so.

Here and there, he continues observing the portraits of life.

From a nearby street, he hears loud bangs and sees a policeman chasing a who quickly disappeared, leaping over walls and rooftops.

Disgruntled, for he had not achieved the desired rediscovery, he concludes that it’s time to go back. 

Conrad, apprehensive, goes to meet him:

“My brother, you’ve been gone for hours, where have you been? Have you been searching for financial help?”

“No, I just wandered around, Conrad.”

“And tomorrow, shall we go to Monsieur de Marsilhac’s office?”

“Certainly, Conrad.”

“You don’t look excited, my brother.”

“Excuse me, I’m going to rest for a while. Then we’ll talk, Conrad,” he replies tired and sad, feeling unable to continue speaking.

* * * 

NOT VERY DISTANT, in a village, someone is going through unspeakable moments of pain.

In one of the traditional Spanish houses, with medieval lines, there is an old and stately hall, decorated with many flowers and a small altar with sacred images for the funeral service. 

Those present, who are relatives and friends, speak softly, dismayed.

In tears, a beautiful young woman was held by a corpulent woman who, solicitous and maternal, tries to comfort her:

“Leilah, my girl, calm down!”

Embittered, she replies:

“Maria, how can I be conformed? Where can I find strength?”

“In your faith, my child.”

“Oh, my God, I feel so bad! Maria, my heart feels like it’s going to explode.”

“I understand, but remember the Virgin Mary seeing her son Jesus being crucified...”

“She certainly can understand me in these moments! May she help me! Why all this, Maria, why?”

“It’s fate, my child!”

“No, it wasn’t fate, Maria. He could still be among us! Knowing it makes me despair! It makes this pain so much greater!”

“Be strong, one’s fate overrides one’s circumstances.”

“Do you really believe that, Maria?”

“Yes, Leilah.”

“I don’t believe it. Poor daddy!”

Turning away from the women, she went to the scaffold, and there, in tears where her father, Mr. Vicente Domingos Ashram, lies, seemingly asleep. 

The girl gives vent to her pain. She relives in her memory the happy times when was admired and respected by all and, together with her brother who had disappeared at that moment.

She doesn’t remember her mother. However, she lovingly cherishes her name and her portrait. 

Another vehicle parks at the door.

A beautiful, well-dressed young man, presumably thirty years of age, jumps out of it, drawing who attracts all eyes to himself.

Pedro, Leilah’s servant, welcomes him, receiving his cape and hat which, when taken off, shows his black, shiny and curly hair. 

Upon seeing him, Maria vainly thinks: How handsome is this suitor of my girl...

Ignoring everyone, he bursts into the hall towards Leilah, who, seeing him, throws herself into his arms, attracting envious glances.

“Pablo, my friend, I thought you weren’t coming!”

In a reproachful tone, he said:

“My most precious flower, how could you think that? I took my time because I was in my office in Barcelona. I came as soon as I heard.”

Wrapping his arms around her lovingly, he led her into the garden to get her away from that painful scene, which pleased Maria. More than ever, she convinced that only he can make Leilah happy.

Placing her on one of the benches in the garden and sitting down next to her, he holds her hands and advises her with gentle energy.

“Try to calm down! Wait right here, I’m going to the kitchen to get you something hot to drink. Your hands are cold!”

After having made her drink a cup of tea, he left her for a while and returned to the parlour to pay homage to the dead man.

He deposited beside the catafalque a precious corbel he’d brought and prepared flowers from his country estate. Respectfully, he prayed for some minutes and returned to the garden. Looking at her affectionately, he began to speak to her again:

“Try to react to bear everything with courage. He has given you a good example to you, my dear.”

“You’re right, but it’s still too painful to separate from him! I’m alone now. I don’t know if I’ll survive, my friend. It’s too much pain! I still haven’t recovered from Antero’s absence! Where is he? I wanted so much to have him by my side, especially today, in these so difficult moments.”

“My dear, wherever he is, he is certainly fulfilling the destiny he has chosen and remorse must be his constant companion.”

“Poor brother, so dear, when he finds out. Oh, my beloved father, what pain! And the young girl starts crying again, out of  control.”

Pablo hugs her and speaks sweetly to her:

“Leilah, those spoils don’t represent much, because he has certainly freed himself from them and gone to God! At this moment, emotion is very strong and dominates your reason, but in time, this will pass. Everything passes, life is like that.”

“Pablo, do you know how the accident happened?”

“Yes. And I believe that your spirit of choice had no part in that crazy act.”

“No, Pablo, he didn’t mean to, it wasn’t suicide!”

“I know, my dear. He hadn’t self-control. And who was there?”

“Dozens of people! We didn’t even realize he’d left. It all happened so quickly... If someone had stopped him in time, as we knew, he would be alive, with us...”

With a pleading look, she wants to know:

“What would you do, my friend, if you were there?”

“Come on, Leilah! The moment demanded a saving action! It was cowards those who did not act!”

“Even without knowing them, I condemn them for their cowardice! May God forgive me, but at the moment I feel a great revolt!” she began to cry again, this time more uncontrollably. Pablo, embracing her by the shoulders, waits for her to calm down so they can return to the wake.

Leaving her beside her father’s corpse, he sits down for a while and remains in reverent silence, when Maria, coming closer, said to him:

“How downcast my little girl is, she seems to be made of marble. Still and yet how beautiful she is!”

“You’re right, Maria. You love her very much, don’t you?”

“And could it be any different? Her mother
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