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About the Medium:

	The medium Maria Nazareth Dória was born on February 28 in Canhoba, in the interior of the state of Sergipe, more precisely in an Indigenous village. She remained there until the age of nine, when she was enrolled in a convent boarding school in the capital, Aracaju, where she completed her education through high school.

	At the age of 17, she married and moved to São Paulo, where she had two daughters. During this period, she continued her studies and began her professional career, working for 30 years—22 of which were at Petrobras, the state-owned oil company—until her retirement.

	Maria Nazareth Dória's mediumship began to manifest at an early age, around seven years old. As a descendant of Indigenous people, Nazareth was always taught about the existence of the spiritual world and the importance of nature in our lives, especially in the field of alternative medicine. Thanks to this early guidance, Maria Nazareth Dória now dedicates herself entirely to spiritual activities and the study of medicinal plants, achieving excellent alternative results with natural essences.

	She has been the founder and director of a nonprofit organization for over 20 years, serving and guiding hundreds of people (including youth), with the support of doctors, dentists, lawyers, nurses, psychologists, and teachers. Assistance to those in need extends across various areas, from basic family support to efforts aimed at affirming the citizenship of people living on the margins of society.

	In addition to her philanthropic work, Maria Nazareth Dória has taught courses and delivered lectures on Spiritist Doctrine and has practiced mediumship for over 30 years, psychographing several novels about the spiritual world, self-help messages, and spiritual reflections—especially from the perspective of the Law of Action and Reaction, one of the foundational principles of the teachings conveyed by spiritual companions who work alongside the medium.

	 

	 

	 


Contents

	DEDICATION

	WORDS FROM THE MEDIUM

	1.- A BITTER TRIAL

	2.- THE WEDDING

	3.- THE TRAP

	4.- THE NEW QUEEN

	5.- WAR DECLARED

	6.- THE KING’S PASSING

	7.- UNEXPECTED EVENTS

	8.- THE WEIGHT OF GUILT

	9.- THE PAIN OF SEPARATION

	10.- THE NEW HEIR

	11.- LIFE TAKES A NEW COURSE

	12.- PARADISE LOST

	13.- THE POWER OF  THE PAST

	14.- ACROSS THE CONTINENT

	15.- NOTHING REMAINS HIDDEN

	16.- THE ROYAL PROCESSION

	17.- THE ENCOUNTER

	18.- THE INEVITABLE HARVEST

	19.- SPIRITUAL ENEMIES

	20.- RETURN TO  THE HOMELAND

	21.- FINDING THE KING

	ALL IN DUE TIME

	23.- THE TRUTH COMES  TO LIGHT

	24.- TO EACH ACCORDING TO THEIR DEEDS

	25.- LIKE FATHER, LIKE SON

	26.- THERE IS ALWAYS A NEW OPPORTUNITY

	27.- AN IMPOSSIBLE LOVE

	29.- NOTHING REMAINS UNANSWERED

	30.- TRANSFORMATIONS

	31.- BLESSINGS IN DISGUISE

	32.- THE TRIUMPH  OF  THE SPIRIT

	33.- LORETTA’S PASSING

	34.- THE REVELATION

	35.- REINCARNATION

	

	 


Synopsis

	Loretta was a young woman born and raised in the court of a great European kingdom between the 17th and 18th centuries. Determined and romantic, since adolescence she had harbored a powerful feeling in her heart: a passion for her cousin Raul. Only one detail was between them: Raul was a priest, committed to his vocation.

	With no hope of winning Raul’s heart, Loretta irretrievably loses her great love to the Church. And so her saga begins: unhappy to accept her fate, she vows revenge, sparing no effort to achieve it. Amidst new loves and disappointments, time passes and Loretta falls in love with King Henry at a royal celebration. Their relationship begins, and her feelings are reciprocated…

	Loretta then becomes queen of a rich and prosperous empire, loved by the people, powerful and energetic. However, the Law of Action and Reaction is relentless and will make itself felt even in this life. 

	The consequences of her actions will echo all the way to colonial Brazil, where the grower Archimedes, a major cocoa exporter, will reveal new hidden facts in a past filled with love and ambition. Loretta will come face to face with her own mistakes... How can she seek forgiveness from so many she has hurt?

	In Love and Ambition, the spirit Helena, through the psychography of Maria Nazareth Dória, brings us valuable reflections on the responsibility of our own actions, teaching us that, above all, we must understand the workings of the Law of Cause and Effect works in order to achieve eternal peace.
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	I dedicate this book to my daughters, Eliane and Carla. And to you, Lya, with all my love and affection, for the joy you have given me.

	Finally, to all my friends for supporting my work and in particular to Boanéris da Silva, for walking hand in hand with me.

	 

	 


 

	 

	WORDS FROM THE MEDIUM

	 

	 

	We aim to increasingly spread the true ideology behind the work inspired by the spirits of light, mentors who do not always seek recognition, but only wish to help us face the harsh realities of our journey as incarnated beings.

	The transmission of the words of spiritual mentors is always clear, objective and transparent, but it is not an easy job for any medium! Therefore, it takes the commitment and willingness of the instruments (mediums) to study, research and develop spiritually, in order to understand the seriousness of the work entrusted to them. 

	Some authors strive to write with dignity about personalities who paved and built the paths we walk on today. Examples include our scientists, engineers, inventors, etc. How many wonders they have left for us!

	We must show the world the great works we have inherited from these wise men. And there is only one way to do so... by writing and portraying everything they entrusted to us.

	It is not easy to receive and transmit the teachings or messages with the same perfection with which they are given to us, as we are still imperfect instruments... but I am fully convinced that all mediums who work as psychographers, inspired by the spirits of light, strive to do their very best with each work entrusted to them.

	In all psychographed works, we need the help of others, because no medium works alone without the assistance of fellow brothers and sisters; it becomes necessary to correct writing errors, errors that do not come from the spiritual mentors, but from us, as human instruments.

	Speaking of wise mentors, did those Masters have abandoned us?

	Not at all! They continue working just as much as before to help us; they have not neglected their greatest work, which is the "Divine Instruction" among all peoples.

	The world has changed, people have changed too! We are experiencing an inner transformation, seeking a deeper understanding about our own SELF.

	In this New Era, 90% of the world's population asks themselves: 

	Who am I? This question creates anxiety…

	Where do I come from? Doubt remains…

	Where am I going? There is fear of the future.

	The restlessness of the modern world increasingly forces us to make a daily evaluation of our attitudes and actions, our fears and needs, our dreams and goals.

	People seek more and more comfort in spirituality, study, research and believe that death does not exist; and the certainty that we have a path to follow after this brief physical journey encourages us to do good, because we are aware of a new tomorrow, in a new world, in a new life.

	As incarnated beings aware of who we are, we can only open these paths by faithfully heeding the call of our spiritual mentors, who point us toward the light leading to a glorious achievement: spiritual elevation!

	In this book, Helena shows that God does not abandon any of His children and that every day we are given great opportunities to change and improve the course of our lives.

	God gave us the Law of Free Will, granting us the power to know the forces of good and evil so that we may choose a path and, once chosen, we already know our destiny.

	In this life, as incarnated beings, there are two paths, as we already know: good and evil. One of them will lead us to our chosen destiny, and the Creator’s justice is fair and righteous for each of us.

	Helena clearly shows us that much of the suffering in our lives has been caused by our stubbornness in not listening to the voice of God loud and clear within us. She portrays the effects of pride and passion in our lives. 

	Pride and passion are a pair of shackles that imprison a man’s spirit, making him a slave to the world, a deserter from the Divine Mansion.

	Maria Nazareth Dória

	 

	 

	 

	 


 

	 

	1.- A BITTER TRIAL

	 

	 

	Spring was blossoming whimsically in that corner of the world, decorating and perfuming D’armis Castle.

	The sun was shining, warming the roses that were beginning to bloom. The gardener Manuel was tilling the soil around the rose bushes and was proudly answering the questions from the niece of his boss, Count D’armis.

	Leaning on the windowsill, Loretta gazed at the immense garden and asked the gardener about the velvety red roses. She had never seen flowers like them anywhere.

	As the gardener continued caring for the roses, Loretta wandered off pensively. Her eyes were lost in the blue horizon. So much beauty, so much abundance, and yet her heart was so lonely, wounded and hurt... It was unfair, so unfair!

	Silently, she prayed, asking God: Take this feeling away from me, Lord. I know I am committing a great sin by loving someone I can not love. How can I love a priest? How can I have such feelings for one of your pastors? What if someone finds out? Death would be better; it would be better to die...

	She did not have the courage to ask her aunt and uncle for news about her cousin; she feared they would discover her secret. She could only speak and open her heart to God. For a long time, she had been avoiding the confessional, unable to lie to God and always finding some excuse to mislead her mother.

	Whenever she heard any comment about her secret love, her heart felt as if it were breaking in two. Using any pretext, she would sneak away to cry in secret. The longing was too much!

	The kind gardener talked endlessly about the roses, without any malice, but Loretta would not listen to a single word he said.

	With her heart pounding, she dared to ask a question, “Mr. Manuel, has the count’s son shown up around here?”

	“No, miss. I've been here for two years and haven’t seen him once,” he replied with a smile. “I've always worked for the count. I used to work on the farm, but now I’m old and alone. Since I was widowed and didn't want to bother my children, the count brought me to work at the castle. I spent over fifteen years on the farm and never saw him there; he never showed up. You too have rarely visited the farm, haven’t you?” He continued, “I wonder, miss, how the count must feel having an only son who became a priest... The father has so much wealth, and the son makes no use of it! He lives in convents and churches, working and living among the poor and the sick. Sometimes I feel sorry for him. The count has a son, yet lives so lonely…”

	Still leaning on the windowsill overlooking the main garden, Loretta saw a hired carriage approaching the entrance gate of D'armis Castle. The gardener also stopped what he was doing to see who was arriving.

	The carriage stopped at the gate. The coachman got out, opened the door and a tall, dark-haired man dressed in a black cassock stepped out, carrying a small trunk in his hand.

	Loretta turned pale, and her heart began to race. Overcome with emotion, she shouted to the gardener, “It's him! It's him!”

	She ran into the house, tidied her dress and hair, her legs trembling, her hands sweating; it was everything she had wished for, but the surprise was overwhelming!

	He stepped onto the veranda and, seeing Loretta, opened his arms and said, “Loretta! What a pleasant surprise to find you here!” He hugged her and kissed his cousin on the cheek.

	“It’s a great surprise for me too; I wasn’t expecting to meet you,” she said, controlling the impulses of her heart. “My aunt and uncle didn't mention anything about your arrival,” she added, blushing.

	“I actually didn’t tell them; I came by surprise. I’ll be staying with them for a week. And thank God I was rewarded with your presence. How are my parents and your mother?”

	“Your mother isn’t well, that’s why I came with my mother to stay for a while and keep her company. They’re talking upstairs. I think it’s best to prepare them; your mother can’t get excited.”

	“Please, Loretta, do that. It feels like I never left, and yet it's been three years since I was here. Last year, when I saw you in Rome, you looked smaller to me. Your hair has changed, it’s shiny and beautiful, and you look lovely, dear cousin,” he said.

	Blushing at the compliment, Loretta ran up the stairs. When she arrived next to her aunt and uncle and her mother, she said with excitement, “We have just received a distinguished visitor; you’ll be glad to see him. My aunt, stay seated; my cousin will come to you.” The countess began to laugh and cry at the same time.

	“My son is here! Ask him to come, my dear. I want to hug him.”

	The count hurried down to greet his son. Overcome with emotion, they went upstairs. Loretta entered her room in tears. He was more handsome than ever! Still feeling the scent of his body close to hers, she closed her eyes, and the tears fell uncontrollably.

	“My God, what am I going to do with my life?”

	He was her cousin and worse still: he was a priest! As children, they had played together, but now they were two young people with very different destinies.

	Raul had never spoken to her about wanting to become a priest, but when he went to the convent to study, he discovered his calling to the Church. The day she saw him dressed in a white cassock, her soul was lost forever. She spent eight years without seeing him. She held on to a childish image of him, but seeing him as a man, something exploded in her heart.

	She would do anything to be by his side.She even thought about becoming a nun to be near him. But it was foolish; nuns lived cloistered, far from the priests. Besides, she wanted him as a man, not as a priest.

	Locked in her room, crying, she thought: I can’t bear to stay here! He sees me as a child. There is no malice in him; it is I who sin every time I look at him.

	Lying down, she stared into the void and memories of their childhood began to resurface. Her hair braided, running across the garden lawn, hiding behind the bushes while Raul looked for her, playing, “I’m going to catch a little white bunny with blonde hair!”

	She was only five years old, and he looked like a real hunter, being five years older than her.

	She made a decision: she got up and began to pack her belongings. I’m leaving early tomorrow morning; I can't bear to stay here. I'd rather die than have him realize I don’t see him as a priest or a cousin. I won’t come down for dinner; I’ll make up an excuse... I don't want to see him anymore.

	Loretta only realized it was getting dark when she heard knocking at her door. It must be the maid, she thought. She stood up, fixed her hair and answered, “Come in.”

	There, framed in the dim light of the doorway, stood Raul. She felt her legs tremble and began to stammer like a child caught in some mischief.

	“Loretta, you’ve been gone all afternoon! Were you not glad to see me? I came to fetch you for dinner.” Noticing the packed suitcase, he asked, “What does this mean?”

	“I need to take care of something at home. My mother can keep yours company until I return,” she replied through tears.

	“Loretta, I beg you, stay a little longer.” He hugged her, pulling her close against his chest. “What is troubling you? Trust me, please.”

	“You can’t understand what’s going on with me, because not even I can. I suffer so much... I have prayed endlessly to God to take this feeling away from me, but each day my suffering only deepens. I love someone who, not even in dreams, could ever love me back.”

	“My dear little one, do not despair. Listen to me carefully: I love you with all my heart. I have always loved you, and I always will. I will remain by your side and help you discover the true love of the Master. I love you with the most sublime and sacred love. And listen to what I must tell you, Loretta: true love never brings suffering to the soul. When we truly love, it is simply enough to breathe the same air, look up at the sky and feel God's eyes upon us, to rejoice in knowing that someone special exists in our lives. Your soul loves me, even if your physical self does not yet understand what that means, but I will show you what true, pure love between two souls truly is. We are two souls separated only for a brief time, destined to reunite in eternity.” And finally, he said, “Fix yourself up, dry your tears. Let us go downstairs for dinner. Do not blame yourself for the love we carry in our hearts for one another; we have done nothing wrong in the eyes of God. Do not fear loving, or being happy, only seek to understand what true love is. I am within you, just as you are within me. I believe we are one soul, parted for a time.”

	“But what is it that you truly feel for me?”

	“I love you, Loretta. One day, you will know how much.”

	An immense joy flooded Loretta’s heart. He loved her! It felt like a dream… Hugging him, she could smell the scent of roses drifting in through the bedroom window and saw a star appear in the sky. At that moment, she was the happiest person in the world! Raul loved her too. Nothing else mattered.

	Taking her hand, Raul said to her, “After dinner, let’s sit on the balcony, look at the sky, and search for our stars. Do you remember when we were children? You would argue with me, wanting all the biggest stars for yourself, and I would always agree to keep the smaller ones. That, my dear, is love: giving up even a place in Heaven for the one we love. We accept the smallest spaces here on earth if it means being with them above.”

	At the table, they sat facing each other. Now she looked at him and smiled without fear or guilt. If God did not exist, Raul would be all hers, but her cousin was faithful to Him and would never betray Him. Yet the mere thought that, after God, she was the one he loved most filled her with immense joy. Deep inside, she thought: Why can't he love me first? He could leave the cassock behind, marry me, and we would be happy forever...

	The sky was clear and starry. After the others were gone, Raul and Loretta went out onto the balcony. They lay down on separate benches, as they did in their childhood, and gazed at their favorite stars. There they were, in the same place as before, beautiful and bright.

	He began to speak about a form of love she had never heard of before. She did not know how long they remained gazing up at the sky, him describing the boundless love of God for humanity and her dreaming, not of God's love, but of his carnal love.

	It was already late when they got up. The scent of roses, dampened by the night’s dew, wrapped Loretta in an atmosphere of passion and love. Her heart felt as though it were being torn apart.

	“Raul, why, why, why did you choose this path? How can I live without you? I love you. Don’t leave me, take me with you, let me stay by your side. Without you, life has no meaning for me.”

	With great tenderness, Raul tried to explain to Loretta the immense love that bound them, a spiritual love, not the fire of passion or the longing of the flesh. He would help her fulfill her mission: she needed to heal from her illness and begin her work in the flesh again. She was meant to marry, have children, resign from many dreams and work to complete her task on earth. He could never offer her material support, but he could give her spiritual support, which was far more important.

	He stepped away from his cousin, knelt down with his hands clasped and prayed aloud, “Merciful Father, have compassion on Your children. Merciful Father, support us in this difficult moment of our lives. Father, grant us faith and reason so that we may find the path to fulfill our goals.”

	Loretta covered her face with her hands, sobbing. In an outburst of pain, she cried out:

	Loretta covered her face with her hands, sobbing. In an outburst of pain, she cried out, “What kind of father is your God, who makes people suffer? I hate that God! You choose Him, this God who has no compassion for anyone’s pain!”

	Pale, in the dim light, the priest continued to pray, now in silence: Father, into Your hands I commend my life. If it is to save Loretta, take my life from this body so that my spirit may help her.

	Loretta ran toward the stairs. She seemed like a different person. She was distraught, crying, and it was as if living blood was pouring from her heart, such was the pain she felt. She wished she could die and put an end to all that suffering.

	Raul ran after her, trying to calm her down. She turned on him, hurling insults, her eyes red and shining with the rage that came from deep within her soul, “So you always knew that I loved you, but you kept silent, making me feel like the worst of all creatures, delighting in my suffering. Today you filled my heart with joy and hope only to then destroy my life. Go, follow your stupid God! The lover of men! He surely did not create women. He must hate us, that's why we suffer so much! I will fight against Him with all my strength. Your God has taken you from me and your parents. Your mother is dying, and you are to blame; you abandoned everything for this God we don't even know exists. He better exist, so He knows how much I hate Him! I will not forget you, Raul, I swear I won’t forget you! I want to live to hate you as much as I hate your God.”

	She quickly walked away, leaving the priest still on his knees, invoking protection and forgiveness for the suffering and wounded soul: “Forgive her, Father, she does not know what she is doing! My Lord and my God, have mercy on us!”

	Upon arriving in her room, Loretta gathered everything that belonged to her. Her heart was burning; a new feeling was growing inside her: contempt for the consecrated host. In a fit of rage, she tore up everything her cousin had given her: crucifix, medals, rosaries. She tore the holy book to shreds. She wanted nothing that would remind her of God.

	With all her rage and spiritual ignorance, she pleaded: if demons and evil spirits truly existed, she would pledge herself to all of them, so long as they helped her have Raul, and brought every priest and devotee of God to her feet. She called for them; she was willing to do whatever they commanded.

	She lay down on the bed and closed her eyes. It felt as if something was lifting her into the air. Suddenly, her chest heaved, and an intense heat coursed through all the veins in her body. She had the impression that several people were entering the room; she could clearly see human-like shadows on the wall. Then, she found herself among them, following a group of strangers, when one of them, who seemed to lead the others, asked her, “You called us and made a request. Are you sure about what you want?”

	“Who are you?” she asked, while at the same time thinking to herself, I must be dreaming.

	“We are the ones who can help you. You wish to torment the priest, isn’t that so? If that is truly what you desire, I am here to make a deal.”

	“Are you demons?”

	“What nonsense! There are no demons! We are spirits just like you, and we share the same feelings: hatred towards those who despise us.”

	Recalling everything, especially the humiliation of being rejected by Raul, she nodded.

	“I truly wish, with all my heart, to bring Raul to me. I want to marry him, be happy, and never again think that I once believed in God.”

	“If you truly want our help, you’ll have to sign a contract with our association.”

	Loretta followed the group, fully willing to begin her plan. She signed a contract, pledging to work diligently while incarnated. She agreed to lend her body and mind to the organization. She committed to being immediately redeemed by the affiliated association after death and to continue her work beyond the grave.

	The leader of the organization assured her that she would indeed marry Raul, and that she could trust him; he was a man of his word. The group was so cheerful and welcoming that Loretta felt no fear in following them.

	When she opened her eyes, she was drenched in sweat. The urge to cry was gone, but she remembered every word spoken during the dream.

	She stood up and drank a glass of water. She felt completely restored. Then, her first thought of revenge struck her. How had she not thought of it before?!

	Taking up her pen, she wrote a letter to her uncle, explaining that she could not stay another day in the house. She asked him to seek out the truth for himself. With calculated malice, she wrote that, earlier that night, after everyone had gone to bed, she had innocently followed the priest out to the balcony. He had promised to teach her beautiful prayers and show her Mary’s rosary in the stars, and she had trusted him. After all, besides being her cousin and childhood friend, he was a priest.

	But once they were alone, he took advantage of her innocence. Right there and then, without pity or remorse, he assaulted her. She poured onto the page her despair and outrage over what had happened that night. She urged her uncle to spare her mother and aunt from such disgrace and begged him to tell her mother only that she had had to return to the castle to settle some personal matters.

	She then slipped out cautiously and made her way to the gardener’s cottage.

	She looked as though she had suffered a terrible assault. The man was startled to find the young woman knocking at his door at such an hour, disheveled and with a face distorted by anguish.

	“Mr. Manuel, please, help me! I must leave this place before another tragedy unfolds. Prepare the carriage. We must depart at first light! That's all I ask.”

	“Has something terrible happened, miss?” the gardener asked, trembling.

	“Yes, Mr. Manuel. But only I can solve it.”

	He silently gathered Loretta’s belongings and helped her place them in the carriage. As the first rays of light appeared on the horizon, she climbed into the vehicle and handed him the letter she had written to her uncle, with the following instruction, “No one must read this letter except my uncle. As soon as the sun rises, find him and give it to him personally. Do not let my cousin suspect anything. Speak only to my uncle, tell him I asked for help. Please, Mr. Manuel, go now to the second-floor balcony and put everything back in order there. Thank you so much for your help. Farewell.”

	The old gardener’s eyes welled with tears. What could have happened to Loretta? She had looked so terribly shaken. He went up to the balcony and found the plants and chairs overturned, as if a fight had taken place. He set everything back in place, lost in thought, trying to piece together what might have occurred.

	The priest had remained in penance until late into the night, until at last he fell asleep. He awoke with the first light of dawn spilling into the room. A strange sorrow weighed upon his heart. He prayed fervently to the Father, thanking him for the blessing of a new day.

	He showered and carefully donned his black cassock. As he descended the stairs, his thoughts were on Loretta. He needed to help her. After breakfast, he would have a serious conversation with her. He would give his life to see her happy, just not in the way she was behaving in front of God.

	Upon entering the main hall, he noticed an unusual stir in the air. Something had happened. His aunt was weeping, held by one of her attendants. He approached her and, taking her hands, asked, “Why are you crying?”

	“I don’t know what could have been so serious for Loretta to leave without even saying goodbye. Your father told me she had gone to tend to a matter at our house, but what could it be, my dear, if everything was already in order?”

	A deep sorrow gripped Raul’s heart. So Loretta had left, hurt, resentful and in sin. God, inspire me with the path I must take to help her, he whispered to himself.

	He comforted his aunt for a moment, then went in search of his father in the study. He knocked only once before hearing the reply, “Come in!”

	Raul found the count pale, as if he had aged ten years overnight. His lips trembled, and his voice was thick with tears as he spoke, “Raul, you have destroyed our family, dishonored your own blood and committed a crime against the Church!”

	Stunned, the priest asked, “Father, can you please explain what is happening?”

	“How am I to explain what I cannot even comprehend? You raped your cousin in our very home! I accepted your decision to become a priest out of respect for God and the Church, but now I see I was wrong about you. I will no longer allow you to wear the cassock or proclaim the priesthood. It is my duty and obligation to report you to the bishop and sign as a witness your expulsion from the Church, where you shall be judged and most likely excommunicated forever. Your crime is beyond forgiveness.”

	The priest sat down across from the desk, pale as death. His hands were cold. “Father, please... help me understand. What exactly is happening?”

	Shaking, the count lifted his head and shouted, “Do you recall being on the balcony with your cousin last night, after everyone went to bed?”

	“Yes, I went out with Loretta to the balcony. We gazed at the stars, we talked, and...”

	The count cut him off, “...you held Loretta, kissed her and did things I cannot even bring myself to believe.”

	Raul felt his heart tighten. God, how can I explain to my father what is happening? He remained silent, waiting for the count to continue. The older man stood up and began pacing the room. Then he stopped in front of his son and said to him, “You will go upstairs right now, take off that cassock and dress like an ordinary man. In fact, no ordinary man would do what you have done. I will go after Loretta, and you will go to the bishop. Within no more than a month, the two of you will be married. The shame and scandal will lessen that way. As for your position in the Church, you know far better than I what awaits you.”

	The count turned to leave, not waiting for a reply, but at the door he stopped and said, nearly shouting, “When I return with your cousin, I want to find you dressed like an ordinary man, and the Church must already be informed of your resignation.” He slammed the door and walked away with hurried steps.

	The priest dropped to his knees. My Lord and my God, have mercy on me; take this chalice from me, Father! Lord, I am not worthy to enter Your dwelling, but I need only Your word for my soul to be saved. Father in Heaven, whatever Your will may be for me, do not abandon me. Forgive me, Lord, for having left my dwelling, which is the Holy Church, to come to this house where nothing belongs to me anymore. For You, Lord, are my life, my eyes, my path. I shall fear nothing, for You are with me.

	He prayed fervently, and peace filled his heart. Never would he remove the sacred garment, never would he fall into the hands of the Lord’s enemies. He rose and walked to his room. There, he gathered up his small trunk, descended the stairs calmly and made his way to the exit without looking back.

	Upon reaching the gate, Raul found a carriage waiting, with three men standing by. One of them spoke, “Get in, Father. We have orders from the count to take you to the bishop and bring you back to the castle.”

	Raul climbed into the carriage, praying silently that God would not abandon him. When they stopped in front of the parish house, one of the men handed him a trunk and said, “Father, inside you'll find everything you’ll need, clothing and shoes, for when you hand over your cassock. It was the count’s order. We’ll be waiting for you.”

	Soon he was standing before the Holy Bishop, who received him with warmth and compassion. Through tears, Raul recounted everything, from his arrival at the palace to the most recent events, while the bishop held his hands, praying silently and listening to his confession.

	At the end, the holy bishop said to him, “This case rests in the hands of God. Remove your cassock and dress as an ordinary man. So too was Christ, brought to judgment as innocent as you are, my good son. Return to your Calvary and await the will of the Father. God, our Father, speaks through His children. Only He can deliver you, and may His will be done. If He deems this the price of your soul on earth, then bear the weight of the cross with dignity.”

	They prayed together. The bishop comforted him, gave him the consecrated host and blessed him, advising him to accept the will of God.

	He believed in Raul’s innocence, but trusted that God always knew what was best for His children.

	A flicker of hope arose in Raul’s heart: Loretta would deny the entire misunderstanding; perhaps a servant had seen the two of them hugging, the young woman in tears and misinterpreted the scene. He would wait for the Father’s will.

	He knelt before his spiritual father, received his blessing and surrendered his priestly garments. Tears streamed down both their faces. The Holy Bishop kissed his forehead and encouraged him, “Trust in God’s will, my son. I will always be with you.”

	Without the cassock, Raul felt utterly stripped. He imagined how Christ must have felt when He was robbed of His garments. Lord, be with me, he prayed. He sat in silence, fully aware that from that moment forward, his life as a man rested entirely in God's hands. A sense of peace and calm flooded his spirit. He was ready to accept whatever path the Lord had destined for him.

	Upon returning home, he found an atmosphere of apprehension. His mother was bedridden, and his aunt refused to receive him. He went up to his room and waited for what was to come. A servant brought him a tray of food, but he touched nothing.

	It was growing dark when he heard the sound of carriages approaching. He rushed to the window, though it was dark, he could see Loretta stepping down from one of them.

	He shuddered, imagining her suffering. He would do anything to help her… He asked God for forgiveness. Was he being punished for loving Loretta so deeply? No, he knew he wasn’t. What he felt for her was the purest love, and he would never harm that young woman in any way.

	That night, his father did not come to see him. At dawn, Raul went downstairs and sat in the grand dining hall. Soon, his parents and aunt arrived, accompanied by Loretta, who looked him up and down, admiring the young man’s beauty, now dressed in ordinary clothes. Without the cassock, he seemed taller and more handsome.

	There was no turning back on her decision; she would marry him. She wanted to see whether his God would come between them. She felt triumphant: she had stripped him of his cassock, and she would take him away from God and the Church for good. They would be happy; they had everything: wealth, health, beauty, nobility and youth.

	Raul approached Loretta, gently kissed her hands, pulled out a chair for her and helped her sit. Then he returned to his seat calmly and began to speak, “My dear cousin, I beg you, in God’s name and before our families, to tell everything that has happened between us. Let us clear up this misunderstanding. For the love of God, Loretta, tell my parents and your mother the truth, because I know we are victims of a terrible mistake. Someone must have misinterpreted our behavior. I know, my dear, that you must be feeling just as distressed as I am by this whole situation.”

	Loretta, her eyes blazing and her face flushed, rose to her feet. She seemed like a different person.

	“Raul, in the name of God! How dare you utter such words?” she said and then broke into sobs.

	The count stood up, pale and shouted, “Not another word, or I’ll forget that you’re my son and strike you down right here, in front of your mother!”

	The women burst into tears. The count commanded, “Calm down, all of you! Loretta, forgive me, my child. I wish I were dead rather than live through this. I wish God had taken him when he was still a boy, so I would not have to witness such cruelty from him.” Turning his gaze to his son, he went on, “Sit down and listen to me: disgrace has fallen upon our family, and there is only one way to make amends. Loretta, it is you who must decide what is best. Say whether you wish to marry your aggressor or not. I cannot force you to join your life with his. If you do not wish to, we will hand over to you everything that we own, to compensate for a wound that will never be healed.”

	Loretta, eyes cast down, pretended to ponder. Raul, his head also bowed, prayed silently: Father, take this chalice from me; may Your will be done.

	At last, she replied, still keeping her eyes lowered, “My dear uncle, one wrong does not justify another. I would never cause you any harm. I would never accept any of your possessions. I wish to marry my cousin, but I have one condition: I want to remain here, in the same house where it all began.”

	“Your will shall be done, Loretta,” the count replied, sighing with relief.

	At last, the matter was being resolved in the simplest way possible. Loretta truly was an exceptional young woman. Perhaps, in time, she would grow to care for his son. After all, despite everything, he was cultured and handsome.

	“As head of this family, I must inform you all that the wedding ceremony shall be held as soon as possible. You ladies, from today on, begin the preparations,” he said, turning to the countesses. “Spare no expense.”

	The count rose from the table after having only a cup of tea and asked the two ladies, “My wife and sister, once breakfast is done, leave the betrothed alone. I believe they need to talk, and the most appropriate place is where they are.”

	The two women departed at once. Raul remained motionless, his eyes fixed on his cousin’s face.

	“Loretta, my dear, why have you done this to me? I love you with all my heart, with such sincerity, that I would never lay a single finger on you to offend you. Why, Loretta, why? You don’t know the harm you're doing to yourself, to me. You're robbing yourself of the chance to be happy. There’s still time to turn back, Loretta. Don’t let the enemies of God cloud your conscience. There is still time, my beloved, to go back and tell everyone the truth. I will stay by your side for the rest of my life, if that is what you want, but please, tell the truth, for the love of God!”

	Without lifting her head, Loretta simply said, “It’s too late now. What’s done is done.”

	He kept speaking to her as if to a child, reminding her of their childhood together and how happy they had been in those innocent, simple days. She merely listened. At one point, he felt she was about to cry, but she held back.

	After hearing all he had to say, she raised her head. Her face was transformed; he no longer recognized sweet Loretta. Without meeting his eyes, she said, “I’ve made my decision: I want to marry you, and no saint, no priest, not even God will stop our wedding.” She stood up and continued, “I will sleep in your bed, and as your wife, I will claim my rights over your body.”

	The priest trembled. God might impose any punishment on him, but He would never cast His son into the abyss. He remained silent before her sentence.

	The following week, he was summoned by the clergy. The process of his removal from the holy priesthood began. He was warned that from that moment forward, he was forbidden to enter any Catholic church and receive the consecrated host until the papal judgment was rendered.

	 

	 


 

	 

	2.- THE WEDDING

	 

	 

	The bridal chamber was prepared with all possible pomp. Some nobles were invited to the wedding, and D'Armis Castle was filled with a festive atmosphere. Loretta's dress was adorned with pearls and gold; it was the least her uncle and father-in-law could do to cheer her up.

	The big day arrived. The king’s scribe recorded every word spoken by His Majesty. The king was Raul’s cousin and facilitated many things at the count’s request.

	Once the wedding ceremony was over, congratulations were extended to the bride, groom and their families. The king ordered the festivities to begin and jokingly said in his cousin’s ear, “Next to such a beauty, not even the pope would have resisted! You did well to leave the solitary bed of the convent! I wish you both happiness and many children. I’ll do everything I can to ensure your case with the Church proceeds quickly and without serious consequences.”

	In the bridal chamber, Loretta waited anxiously for her husband, who remained leaning against the balcony window, detached from everything. His father approached him and hugged him, saying, “Son, my nephew and king have promised to help you before the Church. On second thought, God knows what He’s doing… Now I’ll surely have grandchildren. Let’s reconsider everything that has happened and start a new life. Be patient with your wife, earn her friendship, and gradually show her that you can be happy together. Do your best to help her forget the great harm that happened between you.”

	The count’s son did not answer; he simply smiled and nodded. His heart was torn apart because he could no longer enter the house of the Lord, his beloved Church, within which was his life.

	An emptiness gripped his being. As the bishop had told him, only God knows whether we are innocent or not. His fate was in God's hands, and He had led him down a path filled with thorns.

	What was he to do? He felt like a child lost in a forest.

	His father offered him a drink, which he refused.

	“Thank you, Father, but that wouldn’t do me any good.”

	“Then go to your marital chambers. Try to be a gentleman with your wife; your whole married life will depend on this first day. Do only what she desires. Control yourself, my son.”

	Raul looked taller and thinner. He received his father's blessing and slowly climbed the stairs to the second floor.

	He entered without making a sound, went to the bathroom that had been reserved for him, closed the door, bathed, changed his clothes and sat in the antechamber in a comfortable armchair.

	He remained there for a long time in silence, praying. That, no one could forbid. He heard footsteps, and his heart began to race. Loretta appeared, dressed in a long, translucent pink silk nightgown, carefully embroidered. He looked away as she stood before him. She looked like a young girl, with flushed cheeks.

	“Raul, please forgive me for what I have done! I love you above everything and everyone. I know you're hurt because of me.” She threw herself on him, crying.

	“I was forced to write that letter, and then, my love, if you hadn’t agreed to marry me, your sentence would have been death. Don’t ask me questions; I’m suffering just as much as you are.”

	Raul turned pale. Had they been victims of the Church’s persecutors?

	“Loretta, my dear child, tell me the truth so I can believe that the Father has not abandoned me. Was it the enemies of the Holy Church who forced you to do this?”

	“Yes, my love, it was them,” she answered, sobbing. “They overheard our conversation, my confession of love for you and my outrage. When I entered my room, I was approached by three of them, who forced me to write that letter.”

	Trembling, Raul hugged his cousin as tears filled his eyes. He took her in his arms and laid her on the bed, covering her body as if she were a child.

	He took a glass, filled it with water and brought it to her lips.

	“My poor child, what they’ve done to you!” He spent some time holding her hand and smoothing her hair. “Sleep, my dear, be at peace. I won’t leave you alone.”

	She closed her eyes, dizzy with joy. She was getting what she wanted;  Raul had believed the story.

	Loretta took a deep breath. She would know how to wait, she would make him her slave, she would endure patiently. She knew her moment would come, he would take her as his wife. She would be kind, understanding and polite toward him, encouraging him to take interest in the family business. They would be happy.

	Raul felt as if he were floating around the world. He was not allowed to approach the Church until the trial was over, he had no way to defend himself before men, but Christ knew of his innocence.

	Time passed slowly for Raul, and Loretta lavished him with kindness. Their parents began asking for a grandchild, claiming that they had already been married for six months. Alone with Raul, Loretta remarked, “Our parents suspect nothing. They believe you’re my husband and I’m your wife. I can’t keep living a lie! Our family cannot suffer, what happened to us is enough. And I would like our marriage to be real.”

	He gently stroked her hair and said, “I lost the chance to live as a priest, but I didn’t lose my soul. If this is the test the Father has given me, I will honor it to the end. But I will never touch you as a man. If you wish to be touched by one, I will understand and help you.”

	Loretta remembered her spiritual friends and, unconsciously, called upon them, asking for help with her plans.

	A year had passed since the wedding, and Raul’s parents wanted to celebrate with a gathering among friends. Loretta was sad that day; she already regretted having married. She was walking among the guests when her eyes met Hari’s. It was like magic: every feeling, every desire she felt for Raul vanished the very moment she saw Hari. It seemed the same happened to him. It was as if a force pulled them together.

	Their eyes locked. In a moment when no one was watching, he approached and touched her hands. It was as if an electric current ran through Loretta’s entire body. She trembled as she heard him speak, “My lady, I don’t know the area well, but tomorrow at four o'clock, I will be on the other side of the lake waiting for you. I would rather die than leave without seeing you again.”

	He walked away unnoticed. That night, for the first time, Loretta asked Raul not to come over, saying she was utterly exhausted and intended to sleep.

	With all the tenderness and understanding, her husband smiled and wished her good night. As soon as she was alone, Loretta closed her eyes and seemed to forget all desire for Raul… She would go to meet the one who had entered her soul, her heart, no matter what might happen.

	At the appointed time, she left, excusing herself to her lady-in-waiting. She said she just wanted to be alone, wouldn’t stray far from the gardens and only needed a breath of fresh air.

	Finding herself alone, she ran toward the lake, which was far from the gardens of D’Armis Castle. She ran through the bushes that concealed the lake and spotted Hari waiting for her. Her heart raced. It was madness, but she needed to see him or she, too, would die.

	They hugged and kissed for a long time. He took her hands and led her to a hiding place where they could talk without being seen. Loretta told him that she had married Raul due to a family matter and that she remained chaste as a woman.

	He held her, saying he would not leave those lands without her. The sun was setting on the horizon when she hurriedly decided to leave, agreeing to meet again the next day. She returned to the castle in such a good mood that her maid, used to seeing her always moody, was surprised.

	Loretta came down for dinner with rosy cheeks and a joyful expression in her eyes. She was kind to everyone, and right after the meal, she went out to the balcony, sat on a bench and gazed at the stars, thinking of Hari.

	Raul was pleased. Since the wedding, she had never again gone out to the balcony at night to look at the stars. He took her hands, said a silent prayer and thought, What am I to do with this creature?

	She had entered his life suddenly and violently, but she was now part of it.

	It was late when Loretta decided to go to bed. They went upstairs together, and as they entered their room, she turned to him and, after yawning, said, “I'm getting used to living with you and even starting to enjoy it. Raul, don't you think the process with the Church is taking too long?”

	“I trust in God. May His will be done,” he replied.

	Loretta gave herself completely to Hari. They began making plans for the future. They couldn’t get married; running away was out of the question. She was married, and the penalty for their actions would be death for both. There was only one way their dream could come true: if she became a widow, or if Raul were imprisoned and sentenced for life, their marriage would be annulled.

	One day, Loretta was returning from one of her walks when she spotted an ecclesiastical carriage in front of the castle's main gate.What could they be doing there? Surely it was something related to Raul’s case.

	She was summoned to a closed room where her father-in-law and husband were already present. She recognized the bishop among them. They invited her to sit down. Raul was pale and kept his head down. He looked ten years older. All his beauty had vanished in Loretta’s eyes; he was now a stranger and undesirable to her.

	The papal representative unfolded a sheet of paper and began to speak, “I am the envoy of the Holy Pope, here to deliver the sentence of the trial. His Holiness, the Pope, has issued the following sentence: Father Raul is forbidden to hold any position within the Holy Mother Church and is, for the rest of his life, prohibited from receiving the consecrated host or participating in any religious event, or from shaking hands with or receiving a blessing from any member of the clergy of our Holy Church. Any children he may have shall have Christian names and will not be recognized by the Church. As for his marriage to Lady Loretta, we do not recognize it in the Holy Church. She has been considered an adulterous woman since the moment she agreed to marry an offender of the Holy Church, and she is now under the custody of King Henry. She may at any time be condemned to life imprisonment. If His Majesty the King dies or loses his throne, the sentence loses its validity. And finally, concluding the sentence: upon the death of Lady Loretta, the sentence upon Lord Raul shall remain; however, upon the death of Lord Raul, Lady Loretta shall be freed from the ecclesiastical process and shall regain her rights as a Christian. Thus, the will of God and of His Holiness, the Pope, is expressed. Please sign here. Two copies will remain with you, one will be sent to His Majesty, and the rest will be distributed to all dioceses.”

	Raul signed the document while heavy tears rolled down his eyes. Loretta tried to protest by refusing to sign, but was warned that the situation could become more complicated if she kept refusing. With a flushed face, furious at those damned priests who wanted to dominate the world, she finally signed.

	They left shortly after. So now they had come to excommunicate her and Raul! Her case was delicate, Loretta thought. Her life was in the hands of the king, Raul's cousin and friend.

	Soon, Loretta's mind was influenced by her spiritual companions, and she began to devise a plan: to become a widow. That way, she would be free from the sentence and could marry Hari.

	Tears flowed from Raul’s eyes as he sat with his hands folded over his chest. His father tried to cheer him up, “Thank God neither of you has been condemned to flee from society, nor have your children. Our king is bound to live many more years, and he has his descendant and heir, who will carry on his legacy. Let’s not fall into despair. Who knows, maybe in the future all of this could change! The Pope is old, and every new one who takes the seat of Rome has full authority to change all sentences left by the previous one. Let us remain calm.”

	Loretta hugged Raul in a gesture of affection and said to him in a tone of condolence, “You are a devout man. I believe we will overcome this; we are innocent. My

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	






