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About the Medium

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

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

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

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

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

 

 


 

Synopsis

 

In places of pilgrimage, countless prayers are made, and many of those who make them are receptive and receive graces. How are these requests made? By reading this book, the reader will learn about the dedicated work of those who attend in the name of God, Jesus, Mary, or the saints, as we will see in various places.

Noeli lived a life of deprivation, in which she faced many difficulties. She lived in a house that was deteriorating but that had once been a beautiful residence, a manor house. Why had she been born there? She had glimpses of the past; she remembered the time when she had lived there as a lady, the lady of the manor.

In this book, Antônio Carlos tells us about the possibility of reincarnating in certain places, and there are many reasons for this. These are very interesting stories that, as well as entertaining us, teach us that, through reincarnation, we redeem mistakes, learn, and evolve.

After reading this book, we understand that, in order to respond to a simple request from us, the work of rescuers is usually immense and sometimes mobilizes an entire team.

May God help us to be useful servants so that we can serve and no longer be served.

 


 

 

 

 

 

 

I dedicate this book to my granddaughter Isabela, a beloved spirit returning to our lives.

VERA

São Carlos/SP, 2014
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Chapter 1

SIMPLE LIFE

 

 

- Strange! Strange! Celeida shouted at the gate.

- Go on, Noeli, and answer that neighbor, asked Violeta. Noeli, who was in the garden with her mother, went to the gate.

- Good morning, Mrs. Celeida! I'm Noeli1!  Remember?

- I'm sorry, I keep forgetting your name. I came to exchange. There are almost two kilos of meat here. I want eggs, lettuce, and radish.

Noeli took the package from Celeida's hands and limped away, put it in the kitchen, and returned to the garden, where she and her mother, Violeta, took what Celeida had asked for and went to the gate to deliver the goods, which had been exchanged. The neighbor thanked them and left.

- We'll have meet for lunch today! - exclaimed Violeta.

- Mom, she called me Weird. I have a name!

I don't know why she calls me that.

You shouldn't mind. Don't mind. I like your name.

- Mrs. Celeida says it's difficult and that she forgets it, lamented Noeli.

It's not a common name, but it's not difficult.

Why, Mom, did you give me that name? Is it because of the portrait?

- Yes, it was, replied Violeta. When I was pregnant, I paid attention to the portrait on the stairs. My mother said it was a foreign name. I thought the woman in the portrait was so beautiful!

- It's an oil painting, commented Noeli. In fact, she's beautiful, but I don't look like her. Tell me more. I like it when you talk about that time.

While they were working in the garden, Violeta went to her daughter and told her:

His grandfather, Nieto, as everyone called him, was a good man; his name was Antonieto. My father and his grandmother, Maria, came to work in this house when they were two years old. Mom had a son who died of fever. She came to work in the kitchen, and Dad was a coachman. Mom used to say that this house, at the time, was further away from the city, and, over time, the city grew, I don't think by much, and houses were built around here.

Violeta paused, and Noeli thought:

- We're isolated here; the neighbors are far away. The closest is Mr. Danilo; the others are about two hundred meters away. The house is on a corner.

- Come on, Mom, tell us, pleaded Noeli.

Your grandmother Maria took a long time to get pregnant - five years - and I was born, then your uncles Jorge and Zezinho.

You really don't know about them? Your brothers?

- I don't know, replied Violeta. - Jorge left when he was still young; he said he was going to go mining. He wrote a few times and even sent money. One-day Mama was worried and told us that she had seen Jorge, that he had come to say goodbye to her, and that he had died. We sent letters to the last address of the sender of his letters; there were no replies, and he never wrote again. I believe that he has indeed died. Zezinho also left here in search of a job, wrote very little, and, in one of his letters, told us that he had gotten married. When I wrote to him to tell him that Mom had died, he replied laconically, saying that he was moving away, that he was separating from his wife, and that he wasn't going to write anymore. I sent two more letters, and they came back stamped that the person no longer lived there. I never heard from him again.

- Tell me, Mom, about my grandparents, she asked.

They worked here for many years. The manor house had many employees, and over time, everything changed. When Mr. Pietro left, the owner of the place dismissed the other employees, leaving only Dad, Mom, and Sebastian. Mr. Pietro said he was going on a long trip, which would last for years, and left the three of them to look after the house. For two years, he sent his salary to the three of them, then he stopped. Sebastian left, and we were left with my father, my mother, me, and you. In order to survive, my father planted a vegetable garden and enlarged the chicken coop, and we lived off this work. My parents died, and I'm here.

- Mrs. Violeta! - shouted Angela at the gate. I've come to bring bread and pick up some vegetables.

- Come on, Mom, I don't like this Mrs. Angela, complained Noeli. She's always checking me out. Then she's the only one who seems to get the upper hand in the exchanges.

Violeta went to see her.

- I know that people feel sorry for us, thought Violeta, and they help us with trades. Mrs. Celeida brought meat, which is expensive, and eggs and vegetables. I think she wants to help us in this way. But, Mrs. Angela, maybe she's being fair or trying, as my daughter says, to take advantage. Sometimes she brings stale, hard bread.

He answered her.

Noeli went into the house, went to the kitchen, and washed her hands. She would now help her mother make lunch. To save firewood, since the stove was old and made of wood, they cooked lunch and dinner, which was in the afternoon, on a single-burner gas stove.

- We save on everything, thought the girl. The bath water is heated; we only have three light bulbs in this huge house and no appliances. We don't pay for electricity; it was our neighbor, Mr. Danilo, who pulled a wire from his house so we could have this benefit, but we can't abuse it. We have a light bulb in the kitchen, another in the living room to light the stairs, and another in the bathroom that we use.

Noeli decided to go to the bathroom. She climbed the stairs and, on her way down, looked at the paintings on the wall and saw the portrait of the

Lady of the Manor, by Noelli All the paintings, of which there were five, had the names of the portraits at the bottom: Thomas; Noelli; Josefa, Thomas' mother; Eleodora; and Pietro. She had also been registered with the same spelling as the portrait. But even her mother didn't know how to pronounce it, so she was called Noeli.

- Mom says that Grandma used to call her “No-el-li-i.”. It's nice. I like my name.

She walked slowly down the stairs; suddenly she saw the beautiful woman, the lady of the manor and, as at other times, she didn't know if it was her who was getting too close or if it was her. She was adjusting her long skirt to step better on the stairs. He smelled her perfume, soft and enveloping, a pleasant scent. It was only for seconds, maybe two. Looking down, she saw her feet were no longer in elegant shoes but in boots. She wore them because one leg was thinner and shorter than the other.

How I wish I were that woman! she sighed.

She went into the kitchen and, together with her mother, prepared lunch.

Angela left satisfied with the change, met Celeida just ahead, and they talked.

- I went to the old manor house to make my change, said Angela.

- I also went to get some vegetables, said Celeida. 

- Then I passed by Mr. Danilo's house and talked to him. This neighbor of ours doesn't trade; he buys, so they can have some money. I'm annoyed with myself; I called the girl Weird. She has a different name that I can't remember.

- Do as I do; just call her Violeta, said Angela. 

- We help you a lot with these exchanges. In the afternoon, I'll sort out some clothes; my husband bought a blanket, and I'll take it to them tomorrow. Don't worry about forgetting the girl's name. The girl is as different as her name. Ugly girl! She's very thin, has one leg, and walks with a limp. Her eyes are green, more of a dull shade; her right eye is squinted; her chin is large and pointed; and her lips are small and thin, which makes her look very small. Indeed, the girl is strange!

Celeida listened attentively to her neighbor; she had known Angela for a long time. She knew that she only said she was going to take things to the residents of the manor, but she didn't, and she also benefited from the exchanges. And, from the description of the girl, he recognized that it was true, and he felt even worse for having called her by her “nickname”.

- I don't think she's pretty either! - exclaimed Celeida. The girl has something I don't know if I can define; maybe that's why she's called Strange!

I don't know why they don't move out of that old house. They're so isolated! - commented Angela.

- Move? Move where? Violeta feels obliged to look after the house.

It's very strange that the only heir to the house, which used to be said to be a manor, has gone away on a trip and hasn't come back yet. Did he die?

- How will we know? - Celeida sighed.

Every time the girl comes to see me, I get the impression that I'm talking to the lady of the manor.

What do you mean?

- Mistress, Angela replied. She seems to be the owner of those ruins.

Celeida preferred to change the subject, and they went home.

In the kitchen, mother and daughter prepared lunch and shared the meat.

We'll keep this piece for tomorrow; this one we'll make into soup for dinner, and this one we'll cook for lunch.

The gap was under the sink. They put water in a basin and put the dish with the meat in it. This prevented ants from getting into the food. It was damp and was always cold, keeping the food from one day to the next.

- Dona Celeida is nice, commented Noeli. 

- I even forgot that she called me Strange. Unfortunately, the whole town knows me by that nickname. I loved studying so much that I didn't want to go to school anymore because everyone made fun of me there. I couldn't make any friends. Even Rosiña, Mr. Danilo's daughter, started avoiding me because her classmates laughed at her because of me. I think it would have been better if I had stopped going to school. The most important thing is that I can read and write, I can do math and I know the basics.

My daughter, though Violeta, doesn't get out of the house much. I do the shopping. She doesn't like going out because, unfortunately, people stare at her. I don't think they know that their attitudes offend and hurt my little girl.

They had lunch and went back to work. Their lives were routine; they did the same things all seven days of the week: they tidied the house, kept everything clean, looked after the vegetable garden and the chickens; they had lots of birds that provided them with eggs and meat. In the evenings, they sat in the kitchen, where there was light and where they usually read. Noeli liked to read the books on the shelves in the study, or, as her mother called it, the library. There were lots of books, and she would pick up novels to read. They went to bed early and woke up when the sun came up.

That night, the girl commented:

- Mom, I'm going to take that lidded dish you call a bonbonniere to Mrs. Pérola.

- Is it right to sell household items? Sometimes I think it is, sometimes it isn't. Violeta sighed and continued talking: Mrs. Pérola likes antique pieces and has been buying the ones you bring. This lady must decorate her house in the big city where she lives. Her husband has a farm nearby, and they come here so he can check on the work of his employees. Their house here is also beautiful. Opposite the church square. Do you remember how we met her? Her maid came to buy vegetables and commented that her boss liked antiques. You said you had some, and the maid asked you to take them for Mrs. Pérola to see. I remember you taking out an ashtray.

- And now I always take pieces, and she buys them; with this money, we live better, said Noeli.

And if Mr. Pietro comes back...

- If he comes back, Noeli interrupts. Mom, when he left, I was four years old; today I'm fourteen. So, it's been ten years since he left and eight years since he's heard from us or paid us. Please see these sales as payment.

- Payment for what? - Violeta asked.

- For us being here and taking care of everything.

- That's what worries me, we don't. Nothing is fixed in the house.

- Please, Mama, asked the girl, we're not owners, we're employees. Only the owners make repairs. We need medicine, blankets, warm clothes, and food. You like to drink coffee, and we'll buy the powder. We trade, but we still need a lot of things. I'm going to take advantage of the fact that Mrs. Pérola is in town; she comes here once or twice a month and stays for two or three days to sell something; she buys it and pays for it properly.

- What if Mr. Pietro comes back and asks for these objects? Maybe he'll have us arrested for theft.

- Mom, none of that will happen. First of all, he was detached from what the house had. We can't touch the books he liked or the portraits; the rest he doesn't know he has. Secondly, we can defend ourselves by saying that the lord of the manor didn't pay us. I can't explain it, but I feel that Mr. Pietro is never coming back. Did you like him? As a boss, I mean.

- I saw little of him. He helped Mom in the kitchen, we lived in the back room and my brothers slept in the basement. He didn't go into the kitchen and I hardly ever entered the front of the house.

- Sleeping in the basement! How could that be? - Noeli was indignant.

- In those days, the basement was tidy and clean.

After Jorge and Zezinho left, it became a firewood dump.

- There are so many mysteries in this house! Mr. Pietro's grandmother, who was called Noelli, only had one daughter, Eleodora, and she only had Mr. Pietro. Small family!

- Violeta said, they said that Mrs. Noelli had had a few abortions; they said she cheated on her husband, who was older than her. And when she got pregnant by lovers or didn't know who the father was, she had abortions. She only had one daughter, of whom she was very proud. She married a young man from another town, and he died three years after the wedding, leaving Mrs. Eleodora a widow. But...

- Tell me, Mom, please, Noeli asked.

- My father said that, at the time, Eleodora's husband had fallen in love with a dancer from a big city and wanted to leave with her. Then there was an accident: he fell off his horse, hit his head on a rock, and died. Only Dad said that he was an excellent rider and that the horse was docile. They said that it was Mrs. Noelli who had him killed, that they had seen her giving orders to an employee of Mr. Thomas, the lady's husband, and that this bandit had a reputation for being bad and doing secret services.

- Is this true? Did she have him killed? Noeli asked.

- Dad said yes. They said that Mr. Afonso, the son-in-law, died so there wouldn't be a scandal about his daughter being abandoned and separated. Eleodora became a widow with a little son. She never married again and lived here. Mr. Thomas died, so everyone thought that the lady of the manor was going to marry Mr. João Luiz, her husband's nephew who frequented this house a lot and, they said, was her lover. But he wanted to marry Eleodora. My mother said that there were some fights and João Luiz fell down the stairs and died.

- Jesus Christ! - exclaimed the girl. - I'm glad I didn't see him fall down the stairs.

- Remember what you promised me? Daughter, please don't tell anyone what you see.

- Do you believe me?

- You don't lie, replied Violeta. - I think it's imagination. Talk about your visions only with me.

- Who else do I talk to?

- You talk to the people who trade with us, Mrs. Pérola...

- Noeli defended herself.

- I remind her that this is why she was nicknamed Stranger.

- I hate being called that.

- If you mind, it gets worse, said Violeta.

- Now I know how to control myself. Before, when I had visions of people, I would talk.

- It was difficult when you couldn't control yourself. I even got complaints. Twice from the school. The principal complained that you saw and commented that there was a black man on the back of a cleaning lady and that he treated her like a horse; in fact, this woman complained of back pain. The kids laughed and started calling the employee Black Cargo. Then your teacher complained that you had said that a classmate wouldn't sit still because there was an old woman sitting with him2. That's why people were afraid of you. Now let's talk about the sale. I know we need a lot of things, but I don't think it's right to sell household items.

- Mom, the girl pleaded, analyze this with me: before you left, didn't you give your mother's clothes and your grandmother's clothes to the house staff? Didn't you give them bedding and blankets?

- Yes, my parents also received some, said Violeta.

- Mr. Pietro was distracted, not worrying about the house. It was he who was strange, going on a pilgrimage to India. The thing is, he's gone, he hasn't come back yet, and if he does, he won't miss anything because he doesn't know what he's got. I'll sell it and that's it! We've been through enough.

- Okay, you've convinced me, but I don't think it's right! - exclaimed Violet.

- Too bad Mrs. Pérola won't get up early. I'll go at ten o'clock, when she's had breakfast. At that hour I meet a lot of people in the street.

They turned off the kitchen light and went upstairs.

Since Sebastian had left and the back room began to leak, they had felt very ill-accommodated, and when Antonieto died, afraid to sleep in the backyard, the three of them, Maria, Violeta and Noeli, decided to take a room inside the house, the smallest one. The bedrooms were on the upper floor, the house was an annex. Today, the paint is faded and the garden neglected, giving the impression of abandonment. But those who knew it in Thomas and Noelli time knew that it was the most beautiful and luxurious house in the region. Mrs. Eleodora did not take much care of her house, but in her time the garden was carefully tended, with many flowers, and the walls were always painted. Six months after Eleodora's death, her son Pietro, heir to the mansion, left.

Her daughter lay down first; they both slept in the same room, and the bathroom light illuminated the hallway, giving the room enough light to see objects. Noeli had the sensation of lying in a large, luxurious bed, the same one that had been in the master bedroom and was now faded; the headboard was of a velvet that must have been lilac and was now torn and ripped. She felt the linen sheets and the fluffy padding; everything was perfumed. The move was quick, and she soon found herself in a small bed with old sheets and a thin blanket.

I'm going to buy two blankets, one for me and one for Mom. No colder weather for this winter.

She was used to having visions3; she didn't even tell her mother.

When the light in the bathroom went out, the room was not dark but was illuminated by a dim light from a street lamp a few meters away. To get this light, they left the window only on the glass side. And so, when the sun came up, it flooded the room with its rays, waking them up.

Tired, they went to sleep.

Early the next morning, Noeli helped her mother in the garden, then changed clothes, took the garment she was going to sell, wrapped it in a towel, and put it in a bag, saying goodbye to her mother and going to Pérola's house. He closed the gate and looked around the house.

Solar! the girl thought. Maybe it really was in the past.

The paint on the once pink house had faded; in many places, it had darkened, and in others, the paint has peeled. Noeli stopped at the wall, one meter and twenty centimeters high, that surrounded the front of the house. The street was dirt, there were no sidewalks, and few people walked on it. Up to Mr. Danilo's house, there was still some movement, but up to the manor house, only people came to exchange goods.

- Noeli! daughter! Violeta shouted, running to the door. I've come to see if you've let your hair down.

- I did, Mama. Goodbye.

Mom was proud of her daughter's hair. It was beautiful, blonde, shiny, straight, and long to her waist. Violeta took care of it; she had learned from her mother to use herbs, and once a week, before washing it, she applied a mixture of two plants. Then she heated the water and always did it before eating. She would wash them in the basin, where her daughter would sit on a chair and put her head in the place where she hit the clothes. Violet would wash them with other herbs and rinse them with leaves. Her hair would not get tangled, and she would let it dry loose. For two reasons: she washed them before eating, so the water would get hot in the kitchen, and because they took so long to dry.

Mom came in, and Noeli looked around the house again.

- I like it here, but I can't compare it either; it's the only house I know. Mom says we shouldn't compare ourselves with others because comparison is not good: either we think we are superior or we suffer because we feel inferior. And she is right. I am what I am; I live here, and that's it.

Walking slowly, because that way he would limp less, he passed in front of Mr. Danilo's house.

- What a nice man! Polite and helpful.

Danilo's house was large and well-kept. He saw no one and continued walking toward the center of town.

- I don't know why they built a townhouse on such a big lot! Grandma said it was chic then. Mrs. Noelli made the house like in her country.

She came from a country on the European continent. Bedrooms and bathrooms upstairs; living rooms downstairs. Going downstairs and upstairs must have been chic, something luxurious.

She greeted some people in the street and soon arrived at Pérola's house. She rang the doorbell; a maid came to answer it and led her to a room.

- Sit down here, miss. Mrs. Pérola will come to see you.              - It's a beautiful house, thought Noeli.  It has so many chandeliers that night must be like day. Nice sofa, expensive objects.

- Good morning! - Pérola entered the room and greeted her. - What have you brought me today?

Noeli responded to the greeting and took the bonbonniere out of her bag. Pérola examined it.

- Do you still have many pieces like this at home? - Pérola asked.

- A few. They are well hidden. I'm selling them because Mr. Pérola authorized it. - Noeli lied. 

- He ordered me to sell them and keep the money, as he ordered.

- This piece is beautiful! Do you have any paintings?

- Not many, mostly oil portraits, but we don't have authorization to sell them.

- I will continue to buy your works, said Pérola.

- This one is valuable, isn't it? We need clothes and blankets.

- It's a beautiful piece, but not very valuable. I'll buy it for... - Pérola gave the price.

Noeli thought she would get more. But she accepted. Pérola left the room with the bonbonniere and asked the girl to hold on, she was going to get the money. She came back a few minutes later, paid and gave him a bag.

- You said the money was to buy clothes.

I have some here. Do you want to take it?

- Yes, of course, and I thank you, Noeli replied.

- Maria will also give you another bag. When you have another item to sell, bring it and I'll buy it for you.

They said goodbye.

- What a strange girl! thought Pérola. She just has beautiful hair. I buy these antique pieces, some are valuable. Most of them I resell for a profit. I'm not going to sell this bonbonniere; I like it. I'm going to give the clothes we no longer wear to this little girl.

Maria, the housekeeper, walked Noeli to the door and gave her another bag.

Noeli planned to go to the grocery store to buy coffee for her mother, to a store to buy socks and blankets, and then to order new boots from the shoemaker, Mr. José. But with two bags, one big and heavy, she went home. Curious to know what was in each, she walked as fast as she could. From the door, she called out to her mother.

- I'm in the kitchen, Violeta answered. 

- Come and eat, the meal is ready.

- Mom, Mrs. Pérola has given me two bags, one with clothes and the other one I don't know what's in it. Let's see, I'm curious.

- What did she give you? Didn't she buy the bonbonniere?

- She bought it and paid for it. I told her that the items she sold were authorized by Mr. Pietro, that it was our salary and that this money was to buy clothes. She asked me if I could take her and her daughters' clothes, I said yes and she gave them to me.

Curious, they opened the bags.

- Mom, what beautiful clothes! - Noeli exclaimed.

- They're still new blouses. They'll fit you and me. This skirt is too short.

They were enthusiastic about the clothes. Most of them would fit.

- The ones we won't wear, said Violet, I'll give them to Maricota or Cida, they have granddaughters who wear these clothes. Open the other bag.

- A loaf of bread, sponge cake, two tins of candy and sandwiches. How delicious! Let's eat!

In the afternoon, they both went shopping. First, they went to the grocery store, then to the tents and bought sheets and two thick blankets.

- There was very little money left, but we bought what we needed! - Violet exclaimed.

- What will we do when all the items are sold? - Violet asked.

- One problem at a time. We still have plenty left. Tomorrow I'll go through each room and take everything I think Mrs. Pérola would like to buy and put it in the library closet.

- There are some toys in the attic, Violet remembered.

- That's the place that leaks the most. Let's take everything out of the attic and put it away. I'll organize all the pieces to sell in the future.

Dinner that night was different. Instead of tea, they had coffee and ate the rest of the sandwiches and cake.

They went to bed happily.

The next day, after eating, Noeli went room by room and took everything she could sell, stuffing it into old sheets. There were jewelry boxes, perfume bottles, metal hangers, soap dishes and lots of silverware. In the parlors, she kept two vases, ashtrays, bowls, cups and plates. She was delighted with the result. In the office or library, there was a large empty space under the bookshelves. Noeli stored the objects there. The next day, she went up to the attic, but didn't find much. Only a trunk with drawings on the wood and toys. With her mother's help, she took the trunk out into the sun and left it in the library.

- This will be the next one I sell, Noeli decided. Because it's made of wood and might have termites in it.

She sorted the toys and took two dolls for herself and the others Violeta decided to give to poor children.

- As a child I loved dolls so much. They are precious.

In the library she had several objects she could sell, but Noeli didn't keep them, she left them where they were: bookends, ashtrays, pencil holders.

These will be the last ones I sell, she determined.

Days passed without news for the inhabitants of the old mansion.

 

 

 


Chapter 2

LOVE

 

 

The life of the two inhabitants of the old mansion was routine, and ten years had already passed. Mother and daughter kept the vegetable garden and chicken coop well cared for. They continued to trade goods and sell them. They had to buy seeds and corn for the poultry, which they also fed with vegetable scraps. Money was scarce, and they were struggling. And for extra expenses, Noeli kept selling household goods to Pérola, who, in addition to buying, gave them clothes and some food. The clothes they didn't wear, those they didn't wear because they were too trendy, Violeta donated to friends who were also poor. The manor house needed more and more repairs, renovations and painting. The roof was leaking badly. Everything was taken out of the attic. Noeli sold the trunks, some of them large, and Pérola sent truckers to pick them up. After many years, someone other than the two of them entered the house.

With much effort, Noeli and Violeta removed some furniture from upstairs and put it downstairs. The room where they slept was still leak-free.

- I'm worried about this house, said Violeta. 

- It is becoming a ruin. There is no word about Mr. Pietro.

- Mama, he must really be dead. Do you remember my vision? I went to the library and as I entered, I saw a figure with his back to me near the desk. The figure turned, it was Mr. Pietro and looked at me. I even remember the clothes he was wearing: he was wearing a long tunic with long sleeves, light beige. He smiled and said to me: 

- Daughter, none of this interest me anymore, I live elsewhere. Do what you want with all this. God bless you. I was frightened, petrified, unable to move, and the vision evaporated. When I could move and speak, I prayed: Mr. Pietro, please answer me: will you come back?

Where is it? Nothing, no answer. I kept pleading, Mr. Pietro, please answer me: will you come back, can I really sell everything? I went around the room, I looked in the corners, but I didn't see the owner of the mansion and I didn't even feel him.

- You've already told me ten times, Mom complained.

- I'll tell you again so you'll understand: Mr. Pietro has authorized me to sell whatever I want. If it is his and he has given it to me, I can sell it. Mom, why did he call me “daughter”?

- Many people call other people “daughter” or “son”, especially the younger ones, in an affectionate way. The owner of this house may have died. He was alone, he has no relatives on his mother's side. As far as I know, Mrs. Noelli came from another country with an aunt, the rest of her family stayed in her home country and lost contact with them. The aunt died when Mrs. Noelli was married. They also say that Mr. Tomas' family was a small one, and after they







































































































































































cover.jpeg





