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Professionally, he is an Army officer (Captain), paratrooper, being in the Paid Reserve since 1983, after 31 years of active service, serving in various military garrisons.

He also has a degree in Business Administration.
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INTRODUCTION

 

 

 From July 88 to September 89 Claudinei, a spirit friend and director of a Spiritual Institution, dictated this work to us through mental language.

 We willingly tried to respond to such kindness and trust.

We feel like an apprentice tailor who has been entrusted with honorable tasks, such as dressing Reincarnation, such an illustrious character.

From Claudinei, all the raw material: content and message. From us, the “tailoring”: the physiological composition of the facts.

 We feel it is essential to note that the pages of this work were received weekly, without it being possible to establish any connection between the facts narrated, either with the past or with the future.

 By presenting the script without chronological linkage, with deliberately disconnected blocks of time, it becomes a pleasant surprise to fully understand, only at the end, the whole plot that the author has offered.

That is why reading it, at first, may seem like laying a foundation.

 But it is not.

Evolving on the physical plane, supports only one of the main aspects of the law of cause and effect.

There is an obvious purpose in disguising the natural sequence of time.

 Actions committed, sometimes in a second, are projected into the immensity of time with wonderful or terrible results for the perpetrators, depending on whether they were done out of love or hate, forgiveness or revenge…

 In the second part, there is an incredible change of scenery, which leads us to reflect on how little we still know about the things that are “between Earth and heaven.”

 The third part takes us back centuries, shedding light on the centuries ahead.

The fourth and final part eloquently shows us how, sometimes in seconds, destinies merge for eternity.

In the end, it proved that nothing, absolutely nothing, about our actions, words and thoughts, escapes an unimaginable record made with precision by Divine Justice!

*  *  * 

 We sincerely appreciate the indispensable spiritual support provided by the members of the Meimei Sewing Association – “I got used to” – at the meetings of the of the 21st fair , from 8:00 p.m. to 9:00 p.m., in this city, during which we psychographed this work.

All we can do is thank the spiritual author, our friend Claudinei, and ask that God allows him similar tasks and that we find ourselves better prepared if we are lucky enough to take part in them again.

 Euripedes Kühl.

 Ribeirão Preto, SP – January, 1990 

 


 

 

PREFACE

 

 

When we were invited to present this work, we felt a mixture of joy and concern. Joy, because for months we had been present at the meetings where it was received psychographically; and concern, because we were more familiar with “housework” than with pen and paper.

 Today’s suffering humanity needs to believe in reincarnation and spirituality in order to be able to better endure pain in its various forms. This belief is the only hope for better times, both for the illiterate and the intellectual.

 It is necessary to become aware of facts such as those recounted here, which lead man to find his own reality, the reason for his existence in this world, his immortality and indestructibility.

 The confusing, uncertain and contradictory world situation often leads us to lose the divine legacy entrusted to us. Violence, aggression, created by brutalized minds, survive because they lack Christ in their hearts.

 This book reveals the drama of several characters, showing, through reincarnation, the consequences of commitments made, all within the logic of the law of action and reaction. Similar cases, and perhaps even more entangled ones, may be part of our daily lives. Here, the facts clarified and explained very well by our dear mentor Claudinei are an excellent lesson in the struggle for reincarnation.

 There comes a time in every being’s life when they ardently want to find answers to their questions and/or relief from suffering. There comes a time when they want to understand what is happening and why, trying to master the circumstances and stop being a victim of them.

 The book shows that difficult situations in our lives are nothing more or less than the sum of our negative attitudes. In the first chapters, we learn about the laws that govern the material and spiritual worlds and the relationships between them.

 And as you read on, you will understand the real need for rectification through reincarnation. But let the book speak for itself.

 Our affection and gratitude to our mentor Claudinei and our colleague Euripedes, expressed by us on behalf of the entire “I got used to” Group.

María Aparecida del Moro

Founder of the “Meimei” Care Home

Ribeirão Preto, SP

 


 

 

NOTE FROM THE SPIRITUAL AUTHOR

 

 

On the title of this work:

“The Mystery of Life”:

– Where did we come from?

 – Why are we here?

 – Where are we going?

THE REASON:

 God is everything: the Universe and much more! And the Universe is an immense prism, made up of countless faces:

 – each face of the universal prism is one of God's creations:

stars, planets, satellites, earth, air, rivers, seas, clouds, winds, fire, forests, colors, living beings...

 – every living being carries a little bit of God within them and, by free will, we move south of the Good and away from Him;

 – “prodigal sons”, we will have to walk towards the north, so that one day we can purify ourselves and meet the Father again:

 – in this redemptive return, each journey, each degree reached, will represent the illumination of one face of the prism that represents each one of us: The Prism of a Thousand Faces.

 After our thousand faces are illuminated – the first evolutionary step – have been illuminated, we will park for a while in the Sun and from there we will continue upwards, being received by Jesus, who will then give us another thousand faces – the second step of the infinite ladder towards Perfection.

 The Sun is between God and us so as not to blind us!

 


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

FIRST PART

 19th CENTURY – Marsella , France

 

 


 

 

 IN THE LANDS OF 
THE SFENDU

 

 

Joanne was born rich. She grew up beautiful. From the cradle up, more beautiful every day.

 Her luxurious residence was located in a rural area, just outside the city's famous and large French port.

 The mansion, with a noble and feudal appearance, fully equipped with a collection of elegant and expensive materials, abundantly demonstrated the financial and noble strength of the society of that strain.

 Thanks to her family’s fortune, Joanne was treated with the finest clothes, snacks and delicacies from different parts of the world, always served with pomp, from the time she was a child.

Tasks, none... Tastes, all met...

 A life of many advantages and few, if any, accomplishments.

Beauty and fortune were two natural concessions, but they were poorly used; she abused both: she was too spoiled, too proud.

 When it came time to go to school, like the vast majority of children, her parents, for the social satisfaction that the family crest increasingly enshrined, reversed the centuries–old – or perhaps millennia–old – tradition of the pupil going to school and hired private tutors to come to the mansion day after day and give lessons to the one and only important pupil.

 It was interesting to sometimes see two or three teachers waiting for their turn to be “served” by the noble student, who welcomed them according to her mood that day.

Joanne's agile and flexible spirit, thus dangerously contemplated by so many spiritual and material graces, soon developed a grim and indelible fascination with power.

 With so many privileges, the dictatorial power she held in her hands led her spiritual formation to ruin, while her intellectual formation soared to earthly heights. Freeing her personality from the exacerbation of harmful power was a distant projection of time, because her parents, who were silent on this point, were her greatest guarantors. The deceptive and unstoppable social greed, which has fed human pride and vanity since the beginning of the world, meant that not a week could go by at that address without a party or reception aimed at parading frivolities, which were more futile mentally, due to the thoughtless and empty conversations that took place there, than materially, due to the vain and useless sequence of jewels and dazzling dresses that were presented. All in the name of “good living.”

 Bientout Sfendu and Marceline Fravel Sfendu married in 1830, in Marseille.

 The marriage, which united two young and beautiful lovers, also united two fortunes.

 Only one daughter was born of the marriage: Joanne.

 It is not that the couple avoided other children, but simply because, after a year of marriage, when she gave birth, Mrs. Sfendu suffered complications during labor and, due to medical care needed to save mother and daughter, she was never able to get pregnant again.

 The couple was duly informed of this by the doctors.

 Her father was not shaken by this information. Strong–tempered, physically robust and emotionally balanced, he accepted the fact calmly. He dedicated himself even more to the many agricultural tasks, the knowledge of which he had mastered, and so Sfendu's fortune grew more and more.

 As for Marceline, who had a delicate spirit, a noble social background and came from a clan of aristocrats, she never assimilated what came to call a “stroke of fate.” She became withdrawn, complexed and extremely sensitive. Although she behaved exactly as a wife and mother, internally she felt frustrated as a woman.

 This did not go unnoticed by Bientout.

 Although he devoted himself to pampering her daughter, he never forgot to treat his wife with the same affection.

 He loved them both intensely.

 He was always a loving father and husband.

 On Mr. Bientout's property there was a family of white settlers, whose ancestors had settled on that land for many decades, as day laborers, long before the current boss was born.

 The area of the farm inhabited by the Champgnies, the settlers, was the one that produced the best fruit and bulk foods.

 This family had come from the innermost shores of France, heading south, seeking proximity to the Mediterranean coast, where the great port of Marseille stood out like a true El Dorado, while more civilization, more order, more progress gravitated around it.

 In the Champgniés’ homeland, corruption and abuse were rampant, all unpunished, backed by the money power of the nobles who orbited the royal court. Cleaning up honor was done with good aim, almost always achieved through deadly ambushes.

 Cleansing honor, in those lands, meant everything that contradicted their lords.

 Powerful and evil, many nobles in those regions, as well as in other regions, treated their white employees the same way as they treated slaves; in other words, they did not grant them any rights. The only right was to work without receiving anything in return, beyond what was necessary for survival.

 The court for judging any transgression was almost always a bend in the road, where hidden, cowardly, death became an instrument of justice, through which anonymous executioners brought panic and permanent fear to the poor, white or black, as well as, of course, to other enemies.

 Dissatisfied with this situation, the Champgniés of the time abandoned their few lands with all their possessions and set off on what they thought were more promising life projects.

 And so they arrived in the lands of ancient Sfendu, finding work, shelter and achieving their goals, which were nothing more than security and tranquility, through work and an honorable life.

 Two years older than Joanne, there was now a young man in the Champgniés’ family – Elysian – respectful, honest and hard–working.

 A few months after his birth, his first birthday, he was struck down with a terrible illness – today perhaps diagnosed as dehydration – which almost took him to the grave, like thousands and thousands of children at that time, sadly, still today.

 One night, next to the inert child, who was almost a corpse, pious ladies, not only relatives but also neighbors of the Champgniés, gathered to say prayers in unison, sometimes dictated, sometimes sung.

 In the middle of that sincere and pious domestic and religious ceremony, when the moment of faith and supplication for the child's salvation was greatest, a soft knock was heard on the door.

 When she opened the door, Elysian's mother was faced with an elderly black woman, with a respectable–looking, circumspect, energetic but translucently kind, tacitly well–meaning old black woman. Everyone knew her. They called her “Black Granny.” She was carrying a small earthenware cauldron, from which there was a faint smoke, revealing its warm contents.

 Indeed, that lady was carrying tea, which she automatically gave to Elysian. Almost dead, the boy drank the warm liquid, an infusion of some species of orange trees, with plenty of salt.

 The tea was caramel–colored. It was almost pasty.

 No permission was asked to provide this tea, but the hopelessness that inhabited that hovel constituted consent for the woman to do so.

 The air was heavy and everyone’s heart was tight, because although death is the most certain event in life, we are never prepared for it.

And in that house, death was already palpable.

 At the same time as she gave him a sip of tea, the black woman put some fresh herbs on the boy's forehead, with which she drew a small cross and blessed it, a short distance from his skin, using an old and greasy crucifix, rudely carved out of wood.

 Then something very interesting happened: a flame cut through the sky from one side to the other, intensely illuminating the rustic room, brightening the whole sky, without a subsequent bang. The spark and the flash lasted less than a second.

 It seemed that a bolt of lightning had passed carelessly through that area, right above that farm and that house. This time, however, inexplicably, without the inseparable company of thunder, perhaps lost up there in the clouds...

 And it rained, it rained hard, a rain that created rivers, lakes and embraced kilometers and kilometers of forests, leaving the trunks of the trees pleasantly almost submerged.

 An imperceptible drowsiness overtook everyone, adults and the sick child, as well as Elysian's great friend, his dog Bombom, who was always inarguable with his owner, although she had not even spoken his name yet.

 Everyone fell sweetly asleep.

 At dawn, awakened by the first crowing of the roosters, they got up refreshed and rested.

 Surprised, they saw that the child’s face had returned to its reddish color and, with his little eyes wide open, he was staring at the old crucifix that was in his little hands, but whose owner was no longer there: he had left in the middle of the night, without anyone noticing.

 After that memorable night, Elysian came back from the brink of death and re–entered life.

 Years later, when he was still a child, he lost his father and immediately became the breadwinner for his family: his mother and two younger brothers. As a peddler, he traveled two kilometers to the city, where he sold everything he could: fruit, vegetables, poultry and other products, such as sweets and cheeses, which some ladies on the farm made and gave him part of the money as a reward for selling.

 A worker of the first and often last hours of the sun, he developed a healthy body and a brain open to analyzing everything that nature has to teach.

 At school age, he attended evening classes at the town church, run by the parish priest, Father Chévery.

 His effort and sacrifice to go back and forth to school every day paid off after a few years, giving him knowledge and education.

 He did not go to school alone: when he was not in the company of another relative, Bombom accompanied him.

 In the middle of the night, on his way home, the faithful friend, attentive to everything, would warn his master many times about circumstances that might present some danger – sometimes a stray animal, now a snake moving nearby, sometimes obstacles in the way.

 In addition to his school knowledge, he also learned from life, which was undoubtedly his best teacher.

 At the age of eight, he had learned the rudiments of the alphabet, written and spoken, from his eldest and in the privacy of his own home. Working in the fields and as a peddler, he learned, on the one hand, some of the procedures of planned agriculture and, on the other, arithmetic properties; he was almost always right when it came to predicting the weather and the seasons, as well as being a good practical accountant.

 With no toys and no time for fun, he took great pleasure in Father Chévery's monthly visit to the Sfendu Chapel, where he said mass for almost everyone in the area: employers and employees.

 Although he was not revolted, he always wondered why there was so much poverty and sacrifices.

 Unanswered questions...

 After the religious ceremony, Father Chévery always chatted animatedly with the people. On these informal occasions, Elysian was the one who had the most questions, and the priest would patiently discuss the philosophy of life, from a Christian point of view: he would always quoted a character called Jesus, saying that he was a poor man, incomparably wise, who had been on Earth for a long time, neither very far nor very near. The priest said that this good man had been unjustly murdered by the authorities of that time, who, by omission, were the real culprits of the lynching that the population had inflicted on him.

 Elysian was enraptured by such narratives, which reminded him of an unfortunate incident when he was fourteen years old: one night, he was on his way home from school, when he was stopped by three men who maliciously tried to do unmentionable things to him. At least one of them he managed to identify in his desperate effort to escape: he was a settler from a neighboring farm. What the men had not counted on was the heroic reaction of Bombom; who, barking furiously between bites, and throwing his body against the aggressors, had prevented the ignominy from being consummated. The men ran away frightened because of the commotion the dog had caused and also because they had suffered a few bites that required immediate attention.

 Months later, Elysian was still harboring ideas of revenge and violence, which came crashing into his head with the words of Father Chévery, when he said that Jesus had managed to forgive his executioners, being an innocent victim of crimes not committed.

 Elysian then thought: “if Jesus forgave the evil he suffered, through no fault of his own, I also need to forgive him. This way, at least in some ways I will be like him.”

 In any case, although he could not forget it, he managed to keep any retaliation out of his mind.

 Elysian was sixteen when he first saw Joanne: accompanied by her father, she had arrived at the farm in search of some fruit, picked from among the best and carefully selected.

 For Joanne, only the best.

 Mr. Sfendu always behaved this way with his daughter.

 As his gaze met Joanne's, something inside Elysian reminded him of a noiseless flash, on a quiet night, long ago... 

 He could not tell when he saw that fascinating light.

 His body warmed up, suddenly and uncontrollably, as his brain, touched by an extremely concentrated energy, commanded his heart to beat faster, uncontrollably too.

 Joanne, likewise, was electrified.

 The young people felt that it was not the first time they had seen each other.

 But how? – they asked themselves mutually and intimately.

 Something transcendental suddenly filled their souls, in a fruitless attempt to unearth from the recesses of memory, some page written long before, but certainly the testimonial narrative of what had actually happened.

 But when?

 In the context of the entire universe, in that split second, two worlds shook: the inner worlds of Elysian and Joanne.

 A glow visited all his organic depths, from head to toe, flooding his entire being with a sweet, soft and intoxicating well–being. It was the arrival of love!

 Rarely can a human being repeat the fantastic experience lived at the very moment when love blossoms.

 There is a sublime ecstasy contained in this magical experience!

 The shockwave that occurs in the aura of two beings who love each other is strong, particularly at the moment when what will surely be a long journey together begins. Anyone who witnesses this true reunion will also benefit from the contagious electrostatic discharge of mental light, of universal joy, which radiates from a great distance from where the two “soulmates” meet, who are approaching each other for the first time in their earthly journey. .

 Their gazes met.

 Although their bodies were far apart, their souls embraced each other for a long time, even in a second of eternity.

 There is no human being who has not experienced such a sensation!

 Bombom, the faithful dog, Elysian's friend, already at the end of his life, but still maintaining a certain agility, in a quick gesture, without any connotation of aggression, jumped towards the young woman, with his ears humbly attached to his neck and with the tail, in a very agitated movement, back and forth, everyone immediately realized that the animal's brain caused great admiration for the beautiful girl.

 Joanne was moved.

 The few people around were moved.

 The dog, all authentic, licked the young woman's feet.

 As Joanne was in a state of excitement and her heart was about to start a tachycardia similar to the one that had struck Elysian, given the silent declaration of love between the two, the event conveyed, in singular language, the animal's instant approval of the girl who had exchanged such an ardent look with his owner.

Other times, after that day, Mr. Bientout and his daughter, at her request, visited the lands cultivated by the Champgniés.

 In fact, what Joanne wanted was to see Elysian.

 However, she apologized and said that she wanted to take some food to Bombom, with whom she had made friends.

 And so, for almost two years, the young people exchanged vows of love, never spoken, but always demonstrated, through a thousand gestures of kindness, fleeting glances, the simple presence of one in front of the other.

 Slavery, another great human error after the advent of Christ Jesus, declined throughout Europe around 1846.

 In 1848, it was definitely abolished in France.

 On his estate, Mr. Bientout had both white and black employees. He treated everyone with energy, but without cruelty or punishment. He himself, in particular, abhorred slavery, because he felt penalized by what slaves suffered on other properties.

 In his household, the service of the employees far exceeded the material needs of such a small family, consisting only of husband, wife, and their only daughter.

 Among the servants of the house, all black, assigned to few tasks each, since their number was excessive, there were some young women, to exclusively serve the beautiful girl, the master's daughter. Another group of maids was in charge of the chief's comfort.

 In the group that looked after Joanne, one maid took care of all the shoes – of which there were dozens – and other leather objects; another was responsible for fine clothes, such as silk and velvet dresses, as well as the finest furs; yet another polished her jewelry every day, which was many and valuable; finally, another kept the Sfendu heiress’ private quarters clean.

 A maid never did someone else's work.

 Many other maids did the same tasks for Marceline. Only Joachim took care of Mr. Bientout's things and rooms.

 Gislaine, the young maid in charge of cleaning Joanne's rooms, was the same age as Joanne.

 She carried out her tasks with detachment, joy and even pleasure.

 Although there was a social gulf between the young girls, they got on very well and lived in harmony.

 The despotism that Joanne used with the other servants did not apply equally to Gislaine.

 From her birth, Gislaine was surrounded by humility and never rebelled against her situation, which she accepted naturally.

 Her mother was a maid on a property next door to the Sfendus’. She was orphaned as soon as she was born, as her mother's pregnancy had been full of forced labor due to the authoritarian demands of her employers, resulting in an inevitable problematic birth, in which she succumbed two hours after giving birth. 

 Her father, a healthy and restless young man, with manners bordering on cowardice, won the favor of his employer and managed to get her transferred to another property, a long way away. As a result, he neither witnessed nor learned of the birth of his daughter Gislaine, nor of the death of her unfortunate companion, who one day, enraptured by his promises, which he failed to keep, voluntarily gave himself over to the pleasures of sex. These, at the time, were also, to tell the truth, pleasures of the young and dreamy spirit of her unfortunate future mother.

 An astute observer interested in the case would have realized that Gislaine's mother, on identifying the abandonment of which she was the victim, was heartbroken and suffered doubly: firstly, because of her wounded self–esteem and, secondly, because a thousand worries assailed her about the future of the child who would be born without an official father.

 At that time – as in any other – this caused serious problems, coupled with public shame, due to the unacknowledged responsibilities of the couple. Thus, unconsciously, in an undeclared way, the child that was about to be born was not wanted by the mother and the father.

 The father ran away and the mother complained of being overworked, accepting her master's merciless orders, carrying out tasks beyond her strength and responsibilities, as well as wishing that something would happen and rid her of the storm that would come in a few months, to last forever.

 It was in this atmosphere, in this mood, that Gislaine, inexorably linked to her mother’s uterine refuge, registered, before seeing the sun, the shadows and the evils that awaited her outside...

 The behavior of that desperate woman, unfortunately, constituted two reprehensible attitudes, two crimes, simultaneously: abortion and suicide, since, as a future mother, she was accountable to God for two lives: her own and that of the fetus.

 The spirit that was about to be born, clinging tightly to the mother’s womb, disharmonized the plans of nature and so the birth could not have been any different: difficult, painful, for the two beings involved.

 The mother was victimized. She gave her life, for her daughter’s life.

 Her daughter survived. In fact, she was orphaned at birth. Gislaine's mother did not have her parents near her. She shared her home in the service quarters with a simple black couple, domestic workers like her. This couple, Gisbert and Elaine, were over forty years old and adopted the girl out of charity. It was they who gave her name, formed from the partial fusion of their own names. They raised her as an adopted daughter, according to their principles, which they had acquired from slaves who had migrated from African lands a long time ago.

 As far as earthly things are concerned, Gislaine received an education that was entirely geared, from her birth, towards the activity of serving, subserviently. She received these teachings, assimilated them and practiced them throughout her life.

 In the field of her mind, her adoptive parents filled her with fantastic information about angels and demons, blessings and punishments, joys and sorrows, good and evil, in short, but in their own way.

 They taught that the saints were kind to those who obeyed them and gave them devotion, but sometimes they became severe punishers when their instructions were not carried out. Obeyed, they always rewarded.

 This strange spiritual dichotomy, of angels and demons, inhabited Gislaine's mind from a very early age and that is how, in her youth, she was informed that the birth of a child presupposes a union of couple, authorized by invisible protectors, the angel–demons, and visible ones, the chiefs. A child born without a father would be severely punished by heaven and Earth, deprived of happiness for life and, worst of all, would already be condemned in advance to a plague emanating from the golden rules of these invisible protectors. According to these rules, if she did not have a father at birth, if she were a woman, when she grew up she would also give birth to a child who, when born, would already be equally orphaned of a father and, even more, seriously, of a mother too.

 She was seven years old when she met the Sfendu couple, who were visiting her neighboring farmer.

 Gisbert and Elaine's invitation to sponsor the girl was accepted without any emotion, neither with pleasure nor displeasure. This acceptance, according to the custom of the time, meant that Gislaine was transferred to the Sfendu mansion, where she would be a servant.

 Shortly after Gislaine's arrival, who was destined to serve Joanne, an intriguing coincidence occurred: they both came down with a muscular disease that made it difficult for them to move around.

 Joanne, with her left leg. Gislaine, on the right.

 In addition to the pain and red spots, inexplicable and indelible scars appeared on them.

 All medical attempts on Joanne failed. As for Gislaine, she was treated by other servants, but she was not spared the pain and mysterious scars either... At the behest of her employer this subject became unmentionable. Bosses and employees realized that only in the supernatural could they find an answer to such a great and intriguing coincidence. United by grief, the two girls grew closer physically and spiritually. Joanne took the initiative to break down social barriers and, in doing so, struck up a sincere and spontaneous friendship with Gislaine.

 A year later, the pain and scars had disappeared on both girls, as inexplicably as they had appeared.

 As a positive result, their friendship was maintained.

 A friendship that could not always be externalized in the face of society.

 

 


 

 

THE ARRIVAL OF TRIALS 
OF LIFE

 

 

Elysian had an intense friendship with his dog Bombom, a medium–sized chocolate–colored dog, named for this very reason.

On one occasion, the dog saved him from the attack of a rattlesnake, which felt disrespected by the invasion of strangers, since the young man and his dog were running carelessly through the undergrowth and stepped on a small plant of wild fruit, sweet and appetizing for birds and small animals, but also snakes that hunted them.

This place was chosen by snakes who were waiting for food.

Then, when they almost stepped on it, the snake jumped on Elysian.

 Bombom continued to leap over the snake, preventing the man from getting hurt, but not saving himself from being hit by the snake, bitten by the reptile, momentarily disconcerted by the dog that had gotten in the way of the young man's leg. By unexpectedly changing his aim, he only scratched the dog, but enough for the man to be saved and for the animal to inoculate a small dose of poison into his body.

For a week, Bombom was between life and death. He was saved by the smoke they put on the wound, after Elysian consulted the “Black Granny”, who, as well as blessing the animal, gave him a potion of herbs for three days in a row.

 That week Elysian did not work in the fields, nor did he sell anything, nor did he go to

school in the evening.

The young man ate very little. He disconnected from the world and became the animal's brother, with whom he gained, if it was even possible, a closer friendship.

When Bombom recovered, Elysian also resumed his daily tasks as normal.

On one occasion, Joanne fell off a horse while walking on her property and was seriously injured.

Elysian learned of this days later and, amid silent tears, he remained bitter, praying to Jesus for the recovery of his beloved, whose absence became unbearable for almost two months, during which Joanne recovered.

Excited and happy, he received a visit from Joanne and her father, after such a painful separation. In an instant, when Mr. Sfendu briefly moved away from them both, unable to contain himself, Elysian had a burst of sincerity.

His spirit, all his feelings, cried out very loudly his love for the young woman and, ardently, taking her hands for the first time, he passionately declared his love.

Fumbling over his sentence constructions – rehearsed thousands of times in solitude – he said to her, his eyes wide but bright and sincere:

 – Joanne, forgive my gesture, forgive my poverty, but accept my heart that is full of love for you. I love you and I love you very much!

Joanne, enraptured and completely disarmed by the swiftness of the declaration, so often secretly hoped, but known to be impossible, although desired, did not react negatively and even encouraged Elysian's gesture and audacity.

At this point, the social chasm between them had broken down.

The young woman's eyes were ecstatic and acted as they had rarely acted before, with frankness and relaxation, her lips, reflecting her inner feelings, betrayed her upbringing and her usual way of acting and, ajar, murmured only three words, in a very low arpeggio tone:

– I love you too!

At that moment, something incredibly unpleasant happened, something that would never be erased from the memory of the two young people: abruptly taking them away from the ecstasy and serenity of the moment of love, they both heard the sharp groan of pain that Bombom let out when he was hit by a formidable kick that a settler had thrown at her, close by.

The dog, peaceful and humble, walked towards the arriving visitor, just to welcome him, as he always did with everyone.

The settler was one of those who had attempted an indecent act against Elysian, along with two other companions, some time ago.

He had come to the farm to ask Mr. Sfendu, who had just arrived, for work.

The cry of pain made Joanne come to her senses, or rather, it awakened her usual pride, partially anesthetized by the happy moments she had just experienced.

With her characteristic “aplomb,” she pulled herself together.

She let go of the hands that were holding hers and, with studied disdain, that she had practiced many times before, in an insane and disloyal way, she scolded Elysian, humiliating him in front of some other people who were approaching.

Elysian was about to say something to Joanne.

Perplexed and spiritually wounded, he did not follow through with any of his reflexes, as a new cry was heard, as his friend Bombom had been the victim of a second kick from Alonse, the settler, who, enraged and bestialized, was not compared with the aggressiveness of the animal that he was attacking freely.

Acting on pure instinct, Elysian jumped on the settler who was preparing for a third, perhaps lethal, attack on the dog.

The two men fell and, as inexplicable as it seemed, Alonse fell with his head close to that of the wounded dog, which was writhing in pain.

At that moment, Bombom let out a gush of blood that hit Alonse square in the face.

Even in an impulse of supreme humility, seeking to make amends for the discomfort he had caused to his tormentor, the dog tried to lick off the blood that had soiled the man's face.

Mr. Bientout, who was approaching the scene, attracted like the others by the dog’s cries and Elysian’s cries for Alonse to stop the attack on his friend, as well as the cries of the settler himself, arrived with his gun, from which he never parted when he passing through those parts.

The gun, a double–barreled shotgun, already had both triggers engaged, ready to fire.

Trying to hit the ferocious animal that seemed to him like a dog about to bite the settler's face, he aimed for the animal's head. And fired.

The settler, realizing that
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