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About the Author

	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, Count of Rochester, she is the first to benefit from the guiding light give it and the incomparable opportunity to practice and learn.1

	 


About the Spiritual Author

	John Wilmot, Earl of Rochester was born on April 1 or 10, 1647 (there is no record of the exact date). The son of Henry Wilmot and Anne (widow of Sir. Francis Henry Lee), Rochester resembled his father in physique and temperament, domineering and proud. Henry Wilmot had received the title of Earl because of his efforts to raise money in Germany to help King Charles I regain the throne after he was forced to leave England.

	When his father died, Rochester was 11 years old and inherited the title of Earl, little inheritance, and honors.

	Young J.W. Rochester grew up in Ditchley among drunkenness, theatrical intrigues, artificial friendships with professional poets, lust, brothels in Whetstone Park and the friendship of the king, whom he despised.

	He had a vast culture, for the time: he mastered Latin and Greek, knew the classics, French and Italian, was the author of satirical poetry, highly appreciated in his time.

	In 1661, at the age of 14, he left Wadham College, Oxford, with the degree of Master of Arts. He then left for the continent (France and Italy) and became an interesting figure: tall, slim, attractive, intelligent, charming, brilliant, subtle, educated, and modest, ideal characteristics to conquer the frivolous society of his time.

	When he was not yet 20 years old, in January 1667, he married Elizabeth Mallet. Ten months later, drinking began to affect his character. He had four sons with Elizabeth and a daughter, in 1677, with the actress Elizabeth Barry.

	Living the most different experiences, from fighting the Dutch navy on the high seas to being involved in crimes of death, Rochester's life followed paths of madness, sexual abuse, alcoholics, and charlatanism, in a period in which he acted as a "physician."

	When Rochester was 30 years old, he writes to a former fellow adventurer that he was nearly blind, lame, and with little chance of ever seeing London again.

	Quickly recovering, Rochester returns to London. Shortly thereafter, in agony, he set out on his last adventure: he called the curate Gilbert Burnet and dictated his recollections to him. In his last reflections, Rochester acknowledged having lived a wicked life, the end of which came slowly and painfully to him because of the venereal diseases that dominated him.

	Earl of Rochester died on July 26, 1680. In the state of spirit, Rochester received the mission to work for the propagation of Spiritualism. After 200 years, through the medium Vera Kryzhanovskaia, the automatism that characterized her made her hand trace words with dizzying speed and total unconsciousness of ideas. The narratives that were dictated to her denote a wide knowledge of ancestral life and customs and provide in their details such a local stamp and historical truth that the reader finds it hard not to recognize their authenticity. Rochester proves to dictate his historical-literary production, testifying that life unfolds to infinity in his indelible marks of spiritual memory, towards the light and the way of God. It seems impossible for a historian, however erudite, to study, simultaneously and in depth, times and environments as different as the Assyrian, Egyptian, Greek and Roman civilizations; as well as customs as dissimilar as those of the France of Louis XI to those of the Renaissance.

	The subject matter of Rochester's work begins in Pharaonic Egypt, passes through Greco-Roman antiquity and the Middle Ages, and continues into the 19th century. In his novels, reality navigates in a fantastic current, in which the imaginary surpasses the limits of verisimilitude, making natural phenomena that oral tradition has taken care to perpetuate as supernatural. 

	Rochester's referential is full of content about customs, laws, ancestral mysteries and unfathomable facts of History, under a novelistic layer, where social and psychological aspects pass through the sensitive filter of his great imagination. Rochester's genre classification is hampered by his expansion into several categories: gothic horror with romance, family sagas, adventure and forays into the fantastic.

	The number of editions of Rochester's works, spread over countless countries, is so large that it is not possible to have an idea of their magnitude, especially considering that, according to researchers, many of these works are unknown to the general public. 

	Several lovers of Rochester's novels carried out (and perhaps do carry out) searches in libraries in various countries, especially in Russia, to locate still unknown works. This can be seen in the prefaces transcribed in several works. Many of these works are finally available in Spanish thanks to the World Spiritist Institute.

	 


Contents

	PrEFACE      11

	CHAPTER 01      18

	CHAPTER 02      18

	CHAPTER 03      18

	CHAPTER 04      18

	CHAPTER 05      18

	CHAPTER 06      18

	CHAPTER 07      18

	CHAPTER 08      18

	CHAPTER 09      18

	CHAPTER 10      18

	CHAPTER 11      18

	CHAPTER 12      18

	CHAPTER 13      18

	CHAPTER 14      18

	CHAPTER 15      18

	CHAPTER 16      18

	CHAPTER 17      18

	CHAPTER 18      18

	CHAPTER 19      18

	CHAPTER 20      18

	CHAPTER 21      18

	CHAPTER 22      18

	CHAPTER 23      18

	EpILOGUE      18

	

	 


 

	PrEFACE

	 

	 

	On a muddy road, the wheels of an all-black carriage heavily mark the ground. A strange vehicle that seems to have come out of hell, driven by wicked hands, rushes along under a terrifying storm that makes the elements of the earth tremble.

	Lightning and flashes of lightning illuminate, at irregular intervals, the expression of dread stamped on the face, emaciated and sinister, of a man on the run. Trapped, he shivers with each flash of lightning and, in desperation, tries to hide behind trees or mounds of vegetation.

	His appearance is terrifying: almost naked, he wears only a kind of loincloth, white, already very dirty. His long hair and beard are disheveled; his fingernails are dirty; his feet are bare...

	It is obvious that he had been beaten and stripped of his clothes and shoes, since his body exhibits numerous abrasions, especially on his neck, face, hands, arms, and chest.

	With trembling lips, he mutters blasphemies, while at the same time rehearsing desperate pleas.

	His eyes, sunken in their sockets and surrounded by dark circles under his eyes, glitter and move, hallucinating, fast, almost directionless, in an attempt to situate himself to defend himself.

	Drenched by torrential rain, he sharpens his ears to hear beyond the rumble of thunder. Amidst the unbalanced (yet purifying) elements, this completely disfigured and broken being seeks a saving refuge. The water rushes like a drum roll over the ground and over his trembling, freezing body.

	Thin, tall, flexible, agile as a feline, he displays the power he carries and the violence that characterizes him. His movements are at once attack and defense.

	He babbles unintelligible curses and absurd petitions. Panic-stricken, he turns to the powers that he seems to know very well, but from which he seems disassociated.

	He crouches here and there, suspicious that he is being followed. It's hard to know if tears are running down his cheeks or just rainwater soaking his features. In those tragic moments, however, when the powers of heaven cry out through the elements, the animals themselves may shed tears, even if they are irrational...

	Meanwhile, the carriage continues skidding or sliding over the mud. This monumental downpour reminds us of another one that turned into a partial flood in Earth's history...

	Where did this man come from? From what, or from whom, is he running away? How to explain his evident physical decay?...

	 

	
 

	Suddenly, as if he had heard us, his gaze, wild and magnetic, turns in our direction, and in a cavernous tone, my dear readers, he speaks to us, in a trembling, uncompassionate voice.

	Let's listen to him:

	- What have you come to see? A reed whipped in the wind?! A being in despair and plunged into remorse?! What did you come to see anyway?

	Squinting , squeezing his eyes to get a better look at us, he concludes with a bitter, wry smile that is nevertheless threatening:

	Take care of yourselves! I know each and every one of you! Oh, yes, I do! Do you, by any chance, think you are above me? Above my miseries? You are mistaken! I travel the paths that lead to your hearts with some ease, because I know your paths; and I read your minds, sometimes very tortuous ones, without much difficulty! Remember: we must not judge without moral authority! “ Let he who is without sin, cast the first stone!” It is also worth remembering that we are almost always ignorant of the real reasons for this or that transgression of the laws of men or the laws of God.

	Who can claim to be innocent and free from mistakes? Were it so, we would not be in this world, so suffering and ravaged, which is in turmoil, tormented, in the pains of a labor, extremely difficult, to give birth toa New Age!

	So don’t judge me, because each one of us carries our own idiosyncrasies of millennia of pasts already won, but not always redeemed! I identify every look and every mind... We are old acquaintances!

	In this despair in which I find myself, whose reasons should not interest you for the moment, my vision widens and I am able to probe those who, one day, here or there, wandered beside me... Not always in the good, I must say. Many times we traveled on hidden paths...

	The Creator watches over these pasts, trusting in our inner transformation, which will take place, sooner or later, through the exercise of our free will, in the various life opportunities that are granted to us by the addition of His mercy! By “being born, living, dying, and always being reborn,” as many times as necessary, we will polish the rough stone that is stil” our imperfect soul.

	I say all this not only to defend myself, cornered and panic-stricken- how can I deny it? I say it to remind that, no matter how complicated the other person’s situation may seem to us, whoever or however he may be, wherever he may come from, he will always be, there is no point in denying it, our brother in Humanity!

	Here and now, in affliction, exhausted, in an xtremesituation, disenchanted and suffering, I need to believe that tomorrow, blessed with the blessing of a new opportunity, in a more comfortable situation, who knows if in your homes or  in those of your relatives, rosy and “innocent”, wrapped in cloths and a thousand hopes of those who have been waiting for me for long months, I will receive a welcome, protection, guidance and, above all, love!

	 

	 

	
 

	I would be happy! My fortunate soul would finally open up to sensitivity, to emotion, to delicacy, to gentleness! And I could develop, within my heart, virtues that would make me a better person, more hopeful, more confident in life, while redeeming me from my past mistakes, as only happens to so many others!

	While inattentive and insensitive, one day we heard:

	"The spirit blows where it wills, and you don’t even know where it comes from or where it goes!"

	In those crucial moments I can think more clearly and at the same time I border on madness...

	In a very broad vision, I review pasts, analyze the present, and foresee futures.

	How miserable I was, wasting so many talents!

	Our character falls into the mud, half covered by some vegetation, exhausted.

	Shrugging on himself, like a coiled reptile, he hides.

	In this strange monologue, in which we are his audience, he lets off steam in order to feel alive, active, forgetting for fleeting moments, that which in a few hours will reach him, unfortunately...

	(Anyway, my dear readers, while  we walk together, let's work! Let it be for a good cause, and this is the best!)

	He runs his hands over his face in a futile attempt to wipe it and defend his eyes from the downpour, as he continues his monologue:

	- I am a reprobate! Outcast among men and dishonored before divinity! What shall become of me?! I will face unprepared, oh, terror, the Great Law! The incorruptible Nemesis has already made her competent and just notes... She has been  watching me for a long time... She has warned me a countless number of times! I, deaf and crazy, dared to ignore her, and even more, I had the audacity to smile, disdaining her! In those moments, tragic, I hear her crystalline laughter...

	I bow my neck and submit to her power; respectable censor, watchful, faithful to the heavenly powers!

	I have recklessly exhausted the resources I received from the divine mercy! Did I think I was immortal, by chance? My knowledge should, above all, protect me, make me happy! Really happy! Ah, if only I didn't know it! I would be less guilty... However, my intellectual and scientific knowledge surpasses that of the majority, demanding greater responsibilities from me...

	What led me to such tragic choices? As if I didn't know! Pride, vanity, selfishness and, above all, unbridled ambition, which has found, in the three other moral vices, the most powerful accomplices!

	What to deplore? My choices along the chain of existences, of course! In many of them, we were involved in clamorous mistakes, in agreement with everything that spoke to our imperfections, so well preserved in the patent exercise of our millennial free-will...

	Behold, my sand castle falls fragorously to the ground.

	 

	 

	
 

	No, don't judge me, and don't pity only me, but all of us, who have wasted so many lives and opportunities, planting thorns instead of flowers on the paths that we ourselves would have to pass through again! 

	Yes, yes, I hear you ask... Our souls are old acquaintances, remember?...

	Am I crying out in the wilderness? Do I lack authority to give advice?!

	I am aware of this, but let your reproachful gaze first turn inward!!

	No, these are not preachings, nor intellectual vanity, believe me, they are intimate and desperate reflections!

	Why don't I change? After all, what are we talking about? Don't you realize that this atrocious suffering transforms me, brings me down, humiliates me before myself and before you? What better remedy for pride and vanity, contumacious?

	I am very tired... The physical fatigue, however, is nothing compared to the lassitude of my soul...

	We have already pilgrimaged to better worlds, but we were expelled for not deserving them, yet... One day, we arrived here, exiled, disgusted and very ashamed... The purpose of the "fall": to restart the evolutionary journey, this time amidst great material and spiritual challenges; in a world that was beginning to move towards a future of evolution. We settledin it, invigilant, exploiting it, almost always, mercilessly, and those of us who came from here, using for that our unquestionable intellectual superiority, but on the other hand, exhibiting, without fuzziness, our moral incipiency...

	Mea culpa! I must redeem myself! My soul is as heavy as lead...

	In your prayers, don't forget the reprobate, like me, who need good vibrations to get rid of the old shell, refractory as we still are to the good and to the true love!

	Recognizingthem, I ask  your forgiveness for everything, while I forgive  you, too. Many of you, forgotten today, have great responsibility for my present spiritual situation...

	Let us, from now on, exercise indulgence, one toward the other. Who can do without it?

	We also urgently needto walk on redemptive paths...

	We are sons of the Creator and heirs of this Earth, which is moving towards times of glorious redemption!

	I hope with all my heart that, having been obstinate in evil, I will be as obstinate in good in the future!

	May our old acquaintance and respected Nemesis hear my new yearnings and believe in them...

	 

	
 

	Oh, she looks at me and smiles indulgently. Kindly, she tells me that the Father does not want the sinner's death, but his transformation...

	Thank you, faithful servant of divinity!

	And you, fellow travelers ofancient journeys? Do you suspect my sincerity? Yes, I do... How many times I have proposed the same things, forgetting, invigilating, to carry them out later, haven't I? It is true! 

	I myself fear that once these tragic moments have been overcome in one way or another, I will forget the promises I make in this sorrowful hour. Will I listen to the voice of those who help me, in spite of my miseries, or will I follow, once again and always, my inferior tendencies?!

	Oh, torments and uncertainties! I will depend on so many things, on so many circumstances, to redeem me!

	I hope to find more friendly and self-sacrificing hearts along the way, because, otherwise, the old spirit will rebel and begin to attack, silently demanding the treasure of love that is being denied to it!

	What? How to reap love without having sown it?

	I mentioned friendly and selfless hearts, remember? In these, love is spontaneous and constant. I count on them, as well as on other misguided spirits!

	Besides, above my or anyone else's will, we are subject to the compulsory law of reincarnation, which frightens us, but which serves us, from time to time, to restrain us from actions largely conditioned to evil.

	As aliving character that I am in this new history of the valiant Count Rochester, an old acquaintance of our soul, I greet you, I thank you for your attention and all that you can do for me!

	Now leave me, I beg you!

	Here I will remain, for now, in this insecure and uncertain situation! I must be on my guard!

	Where to hide?! What will become of me?! Oh, how wretched I am!

	 

	 

	 


CHAPTER 01

	 

	 

	Let's leave our character, my dear readers, as he asked, in his need to escape in order to survive, and let's find out the facts that started it all.

	Going back in time, we arrive in a suburb of Bangkok, Thailand.

	We located and entered an old house, an architectural model of a temple, made of a large block of stratified stone in its overlapping yellowish veins, with dark depressions, somewhat in ruins, witnesses of those who lived or passed through there...

	Sharpening our senses, we hear the sound of voices and barely contained breaths.

	A group of people, residents of the area, surround, with evident anguish and anxiety, a beautiful brunette who, in despite her apparent immobility, suffers the pains of a painful childbirth, without hope of improvement and without competent help.

	Berries of sweat produce droplets that drip down he tanned skin. Her eyes, large, narrowed in pain,shine brightly. Her features, despite the extreme pallor reveal an admirable beauty. Her beautiful and seductive mouth has already fascinated many hearts, but only to one man, of remarkable beauty, unequalled elegance, and many possessions, has she given herself, madly in love.

	He wrapped her in promises he never, ever intended to keep.

	He took her for himself, snatching her away from her home and family who, despite their poverty, gave her love, protection and support.

	And she, like a fluttering butterfly, went away, anticipating the happiness that seemed to arise on the horizon of her life, so small andcolorless, with that seductive man, with an enchanting voice, eyes as black as the moonless and starless night, and who , by the grace of the gods (Whom she thanked reverently many times for that!), had crossed her path.

	

	

	

	

	She believed she was loved, cherished, protected...

	Yes! She would have a future full of love and peace!

	When she first saw him, she adorned herself with the most beautiful flowers; she adorned her perfumed hair, wrists and ankles. She danced only for him, who, ecstatic, could not take his eyes off her waving body, and the lines of her unique beauty.

	Dhara was, then, a tasty and tempting fruit who offered herself withoutreserve...He was not shy. He accepted her, confessing that he had the same feelings and expectations about the future. Her family had warned her so many times! She, however, only had ears for her own desires...

	Her elderly father fellseriously ill when he was informed about this relationship.

	His beloved daughter a short time ago was playing with her brother and her friends in a crazy, naïve and pure life... Everything seemed to go so well!...

	 

	
 

	(Time, however, passes and children grow up. Free will then sets in, portraying the choices they begin to make, regardless of anyone else's will).

	His father had always feared something like this.

	Dhara, naive by nature, but ambitious; beautiful by the arts of life that made of her a picture of admirable colors, let herself be carried away by crazy dreams, without solid bases, without prudence...

	Ignoring his father's admonitions, she put her feet firmly on the groundand imposed herself.

	Her mother, zealous, warned her in perennial distress, but, obstinate, she didn't even listen to her. In her naivety and lack of experience, she dreamed of a future of wealth and power.

	She would pull her own people out of misery.

	And so, on a day worse than the previous ones for her family, she packed her few belongings and left, amid tears of farewell and sadness, declaring that no one could understand her yearnings. She thought they were all too pessimistic, including her dear brother, a friend for all hours, a playmate, who embraced her in tears, without consolation.

	Following her beloved’s instructionsto the letter, she went to live, temporarily, in a boarding house.

	There, she waited for him, eager and in love, every day. Whenever he could, free from the great responsibilities he carried, went to meet her, drawing from her the best sensations, like someone who drinks pure lymphuntil he quenches his thirst.

	But... As time went by, his visits became scarce.

	A thousand explanations were used for his absences, which became longer and longer...

	One day... Dhara discovered that she was pregnant. With an immeasurable fright, she found herself alone, far from her family and without the presence of the man to whom she had given herself!

	A few months went by without his return.

	She had some references about his location and his activity, but she would never dare to look for him.

	She concluded, very late and painfully, that her parents were right: This man, despite loving her, does not take his rightful place in her life. She therefore feels forgotten and belittled...

	Alone, duringa complicated pregnancy, she experienced all kinds of needs; physical, material, and especially moral.

	He needed to show up! To give her the necessary protection, especially in such circumstances!...

	The fine sand of the hourglass of time runs inexorably, and her pregnancy remains unhealthy.

	The little being that inhabits her body moves and changes, reacting against the lack of food...

	 

	
 

	Sometimes Dhara wishes that the baby would perish before it is born, such is her despair. Trying to delude herself, she imagines that her beloved is facing insurmountable difficulties.

	As long as she could, Dhara worked. She had always been strong andhard working.

	The excruciating pain tears her from her thoughts. It seems to her that the breath of life is leaving her for good.

	 

	~o0o~

	 

	A few months ago she learned (oh,misfortune!) that her elderly father had died with a strong pain in his chest; that friendly chest, in which she had fallen asleep so many times, curled up, happy, peaceful! She felt guilty...

	Her father dreamed of seeing her married to William, her lifelong, supportive friend. He had asked her so many times to marry him! Poor dear William... He was so disappointed when she left home!...

	She also learned that after her father's death, her mother became so unbalanced that she had to be admitted to a specialized asylum far away for treatment.

	What about her dear brother? He too - oh, my! -He, too, had gone far away in search of a job that would guarantee his mother's treatment. He had moved to the vicinity of the hospital, where he went daily for news or even to see her, when he was allowed.

	When Dhara, completely alone, could no longer pay her pension, her body heavy, aimless, she came to that old building, where she began to live with the outcasts, with the crumbs that those unfortunates, pitying her fate, granted her.

	(This is how the unfortunate people of the world are: sympathetic, one to another, knowing and experienced in all forms of need...)

	She had lost Guilherme’s address. She did not desire his pity. She didn't deserve it.

	Her almost maternal body brought her all the warnings that Nature lavishes on females, and this morning the pains increased and childbirth was imminent…

	The being that dwells in her womb stirs, preparing to be born...

	The pains are repeated, at regular intervals, during which she breathes, waiting for the next ones.

	In a sequence of phases, her body will expel the being that is already part of her existence and that will arrive demanding responsibilities and appropriate resources to survive. In the midst of physical and moral sufferings, practically insurmountable, she is surprised by the untimely arrival of Guilherme who had finally managed to locate her.

	He bursts into the room where she is, pushing, in anguish, those whoare blocking his way,and, perplexed, is faced with her sad situation.

	 

	 

	
 

	In a deep emotion, he kneels before the beloved woman; reverent, his chest heaving, tears streaming down his face.

	He takes her hands and tells her:

	Dhara, my dear! I never imagined I would find you like this! What can I do for you? Tell me and I will do anything!

	Shaking his hands, grateful and ashamed, she answers him:

	Guilherme, my dear friend, thank you for being here! I accept your offer. I really need something...

	Then say. What do you want me to do?

	May you grant me the blessing of seeing the father of my son again! Go and bring him tome!

	Guilherme turns deathly pale. He knows the person in question and abhors him. His personality is widely known. Only Dhara seems to ignore his lack of character and sensitivity; his cruelty, arrogance, and tyranny, criminal.

	As he hesitates, confused, she insists:

	Ask him to come and see me…I want to introduce him to his son and to see him again... Please, my dear Guilherme, do it for me…

	

	- Guilherme, who weeps unabashedly, senses that this will be the last will of his beloved . Tears flood his beautiful emerald-green eyes. He clasps her cold, clammy little hands in his and unburdens himself:

	Dhara, my dear, how many times did I ask you to marry me? Why did you prefer him, who never deserved your love? Oh, God, I would have made you so happy!

	She touches his cheek, wiping his tears with her fingers, as she answers:

	Thank you, Guilherme. Thank you a thousand times over, for so much love... Forgive me, it wasn't me who chose, but destiny... In these decisive moments of my existence, I only count on you... I need to see him again, once more... My peace will depend on this, in case I don't survive, and I will have the chance to leave him a son, who I am sure will be very loved...

	Guilherme listens in torment. A whip tightens the most intimate fibers of his heart.

	He looks at the one who has always been his greatest hope for happiness and decides to fufill her will, even though he is inwardlyopposed to it.

	He kisses her hands and promises:

	Calm your little heart, I will bring him back, even if I have to drag him!

	A faint smile sketches out on Dhara's features, and she sighs deeply as she concludes:

	At last, I will see him again!

	She trusts fully in this friend who has never failed her. Her unbereablepains increase and she rolls over on the hard, grimy bed.

	 

	
 

	Those who have learned to love her take turns in precarious care, supporting the midwife who, giving up her own trade, declared that only Brahma could decide there...

	At times, Dhara falls asleep, almost exhausted. After a while, she wakes upagain. Kissing her forehead, amids words of comfort and hope, William leaves, his chest tight. Will he come back in time?

	Hours go by and Dhara's situation doesn't change at all; after screaming a lot, in desperation, already without strength, she just moans at regular intervals.

	Time seems to drag on. Suddenly, a voice can be heard outside. Footsteps and noises come closer, and Guilherme appears, entering the room, he is accompanied by a man of admirable beauty, dressed luxuriously and exuding a perfume that in no way resembles the reality of the environment.

	As he looks around in disgust, he struggles to free himself from the imposition of Guilherme, who practically drags him. Surprisingly disgusted, Guilherme says something to him, while some men surround them, threatening. Letting goviolently, and with no other option for the moment, he approaches Dhara who, asleep, is not even aware of what is going on around her. Leaning over, somewhat feigned, he tries very hard to be natural:

	My beautiful Dhara! How are you, my dear? Look, I am here!

	Out of the corner of his eye, he watches William, who has his hand on the dagger he carries around his waist. Surprised and deeply moved by the presence of her beloved and by his affectionate words, she opens her eyes, takes a deep breath, and  thanks heaven intimately. Everything would have been nothing but a nightmare; he would take the reins of the situation... Dharatakes a new breath.

	She concludes that all women must go through the same physical trials. Her weakness, lack of resources and sadness must have hurt her too much... Now, with him by her side, life would be different! She listens to his sweet voice, his explanations... she feelsbetter!

	Struggling, she babbles:

	- Finally, my love!

	Her dry mouth almost prevents her from speaking. Her strength is exhausted; her lips are chapped. He leans over and lays a kiss on her sweat-damp forehead. He tells her something about his absence; he states that he has been in a distant country, for a long time, almost incommunicado... She smiles, comforted... She believes what she hears. Thoughts rush through her mind,

	She imagines herself happy, with her son in her arms and the man she loves by her side? Yes, she will make her dreams of happiness come true! It will have been worth the high price!

	Once rich, she will be able to offer a better life to her sick mother and her brother. Her mother, well treated, will be cured and will come to live with her and her grandson, whom she will love as she loved her, selflessly... Her father, from wherever he is, withBrahma, will bless her!

	 

	 

	
 

	Dhara takes a deep breath, relaxes... May her child be born under the sign of bliss! She smiles, hopeful, rewarded. In a last effort, she painfully expels the being that longs for life, and the child, emitting a weak cry, once again fufills the divine ritual of going through the "narrow door" to a new life opportunity. The midwife cleans the newborn baby and tells it is a boy. She wraps him up in the rags she had brought with her and shows him to the mother, who is still wrapped in dreams... Dhara opens her eyes and stares at this being who has suffered as much as she has. He will be the strong bond that will definitively unite her definitely to the man she loves. But as she rambles on, she is surprised by changes in herself: 

	“What is wrong with me? Why are my feet freezing and falling asleep? My arms, too; they are getting cold and heavy.... My body is becoming immobile! Brahma! I want to speak, but I can't move a single muscle! Oh no! This cannot be death! I can't die now! My love! My son! No!... Gods, don't take me! Give me back my life! I must live!...”

	Her whole body convulses without her being able to help it.... Then, a strange stillness, an alienation never felt before... Now her mind explodes in thousands of particles and, in a sudden movement, she sees herself outside, surprised by the beings that surround her, luminous, with loving faces, gazes full of love and compassion. Her father approaches her, smiles, and cuddles her against his heart, as he used to do. She finally understands. She is on the other side of life; there is nothing more she can do about what is left behind.

	As if they had agreed, the little being becomes silent and shows an immobility that leaves no doubt: he is dead too.

	 

	
CHAPTER 02

	 

	 

	The father tries to run away, but is held back by the same strong hands that brought him there. Guilherme, angry, unable to express himself, so desperate is he, realizes that everything is over. Dhara and her son are dead.

	In a split second, he snatches the fetus from the midwife's hands and pushes it against his father's chest with a menacing look on his face. In his state of madness, no one in their right mind would be able to contradict him.

	With no alternative, the father bewilderedly holds the small burden, longing to get out of there as quickly as possible, imagining himself in a terrible nightmare.

	Perplexed, he looks around. He sees Dhara lifeless; he lowers his eyes and stares at the tiny being in his arms... Uncontrolled, he bursts into sobs. Cause and consequence of everything, trembling, impassiveand superstitious, with that being in his arms that doesn't move and doesn’t even breath, he decides and leaves, almost running, despite the difficulty, because his legs are weak. Outside, he stops and realizes that no one had followed him. He assesses the place where he is and steps back, keeping his son close to his body. He speeds up his pace more and more.

	Minutes later, a heavy downpour falls on them. Drenched with his son, he continues walking, no stopping, without time to think. After a time that he could not specify, given his altered state of emotion and revolt, he stops, looks around, and notices a small rise of land, dark and deserted , near a tree. He approaches it, crouchesdown, and there, relieved, places his son’s motionlees body. He takes a deep breath and leaves without looking back, while lightning and thunder make him shudder.

	The water falls in a frightening volume. Suddenly, the little being, apparently dead and abandoned, receives in the middle of its chest the spark of a lightning bolt that strikes thunderously against the tree, and the electric discharge reactivates this spiritwith matter. The newborn emits a piercing scream and begins to cry stridently, almost asphyxiated by the water that heavily pours over his eyes, nose, mouth. Trembling in desperation, he stretches and shrinks his arms and legs, in an accelerated rhythm, instinctively fighting to survive.

	Despite the chaos that dominates everything around him, the father listens and stops, vacillating between moving on or going back and checking out the phenomenon. Without understanding himself, hesteps back, reaches him, and leans over him. On an impulse, intimate and unexpected, he undoes the previous act

	- Although, to be fair , the child seemed dead before - he lifts his son, holds him in his arms and takes him with him. Into the stormy night, he carries the little being, now revived, and ponders what to do. He doesn't want him, he never wanted him. He ignored even Dhara's pregnancy, whom he abandoned, so that she would forget him. His life - and his intentions - would never have made it possible to take him to his palace? How to solve this dilemma?

	 

	
 

	He recognizes the places where he is, thinks of someone, and, determined, heads for a certain address. He knocks on the door and waits, tired, impatient, and intensely nervous. Inside the house, a tall, burly, rustically dressed man gets up, swaying with bear-like movements, and, rubbing his eyes, struggles to wake up. He opens the door. When he does, he is astonished, and speaks loudly, almost shouting:

	By all the gods! You here? Under this downpour?

	It doesn't take long to see the child in the arms of the newcomer, who can't stop crying.

	What is it? - he inquires.

	Help me, man, and stop asking questions!

	Yes, yes! Come in, please!

	 As he talks like this, curious, he doesn't take his eyes off the tiny burden, when he hears:

	- I found this child, nearby, abandoned! Who would have done this? Do you have any suspicions? Can you imagine whereit could have come from? Speak up, man! Have you lost your tongue?

	With wide eyes, stammering, he answers:

	- Who... me? No!... No, sir! I know nothing about this child! - he declares.

	- Well, I was coming on foot and exhausted, under this storm, since my horse broke a leg and I had to sacrifice it, when I heard the shrill cry of this wretch who was shouting!

	- And where is your retinue, my lord? How can you travel like this, alone, and under this downpour?

	- Since when did I give you the right to ask me questions, you idiot? Embarrassed, the other falls silent and waits.

	- Look!

	He opens his arms and shows, rather, the boy who cries and shivers, purplish, as he orders authoritatively:

	Come on, move! Do something! Call your wife to take care of the boy!

	Trembling, Boris obeys, without replying:

	- Marfa, come here. We have visitors! Hurry up, woman! Turning to his master, he asks:

	- Give me the little one! My master must be tired! Come, come, Marfa will take care of you...

	- Where is your wife's , who is taking so long? Is she at home or not?

	- Yes, yes, she is!

	Turning towards the interior of the house, he complains:

	- Oh, woman, what'staking you so long? Come faster, let's attend to our master who honors us with his presence!

	While they are waiting, the master takes out of the bag, tied to his waist, a good amount of gold coins and places them in Boris' large hand, while warning:

	 

	 

	