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THE STORY OF QUIMQUIM
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In a letter, you question me, friend,
My dear Alírio Trindade dear:
“How does one develop well
The gift of mediumship here?”
*
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You end by asking, thoughtfully,
About the duty noble, true:
What is the safest, clearest path
To the work one’s meant to do?
*
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To be a medium, loyal friend,
In any age, in any land,
Calls for devotion to one’s study
And love for work by willing hand.
*
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At first, with joy, the soul feels strong,
And balance comes with hopeful cheer;
But later on, the task demands
Much strength of heart and moral steer.
*
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On this, I wish to tell you
The case of one with sad end;
I know that you will recall him well:
Our Quimquim Monteiro, friend.

*
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Quimquim was healed within a Center
From a pain sharp in his heel;
He felt the power prayer can bring
And longed to serve, to help, to heal...
He joined, quite glad, the faithful group
Of Brother Carlindo’s care;
But soon the work grew wide and deep,
And heavier grew the share.
*
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So many hearts in trial and test,
So many bonds in silent pain;
“To serve and understand them all”
Was now a duty, clear and plain.
*
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The task went on, with no known end,
Quimquim began with faults at hand;
Step by step, he lost his way,
And went on discouraged, day by day.
*
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At nightly meetings, still in faith,
He would not say his trust was gone,
But spoke of tiredness and aches,
Of neck and feet that hurt him on.
*
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He showed his aching legs,
With anguish and a racing heart;
He said he suffered from insomnia,
Awake sometimes the whole night’s part.
*
[image: ]


He mourned his colds, his aching nose,

Each ailment seemed a daily test;

If someone asked for his support,

He claimed his life was sorely stretched.

He called himself completely spent,
Forever weary, never well;
With every hint of rheumatism,
A stabbing pain would rise and dwell.
*
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If prayer was mentioned, Quimquim sighed
And spoke instead of needed rest;
A living portrait of complaint
In rocking chair, by woes possessed.
*
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He railed against his very life,
With will no longer held in rein;
He chose to sink into repose,
And lost his mediumistic gain.
*
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He took to bed and stayed laid down,
No thirst and no hunger left to feel;
Soon after, matters worsened still —
From bed to hospital, frail and ill.
*
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When he at last sought to recover,
Death watched him from close at hand;
The poor man’s name was already marked
Upon the Final, solemn list grand.
*
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And here’s the lesson, plain and clear,
For those who wish to rise and stand:
Don’t heed the call of lazy flesh,
And never stop the work at hand.
_____
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FRANKNESS AND CHARITY
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You ask for news,
Dear Nina Vianey
Of charity and frankness,
In honest display."
*
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You say: “Speak, Cornélio,
About the struggle I face,
If I’m frank, I’m cruel,
If I’m not, I break God’s pace."
*
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"So many reproach me...
What is your view?
Yearning to be honest,
I’m weary and blue."
*
[image: ]


I understand, dear sister,
What you're trying to express,
I too seek to learn
How to converse with finesse.
*
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The subject is vast and trying,
It could not be otherwise;
In the name of frankness,
I’ve wounded many unwise.
*
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In the world, all truth
Calls for caution hand in hand,
For truth, when left alone,
Is a force that shifts like sand.
*
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Everything that arises on Earth
Requires renovation,
A child is born and grows,
The sick. healed with dedication.
*
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Dry land, if fertilized,
Turns into a rich ground,
The mason builds a house,
And the house changes all around.
*
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That’s why, in matters of progress,
Nothing moves without hope,
Any study, in itself,
Follows the law of change and scope.
*
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Thus, sincerity
Should never stray from good,
He who loves serves and helps,
Without complicating anyone’s mood.
*
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On the paths we tread,
We know how much sorrow,
How many painful tests,
Come from too much frankness, borrowed.

By harsh words from Jorge
In the Roçado do Capim,
Léo made a family mistake
And shot Joaquim.
*
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Antoniela was so blunt,
No one could comprehend,
She found no understanding,
And lost friends in the end.
*
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The medium Nico Beloti,
With thorns in every speech,
Wherever he appeared,
He was left alone, out of reach.
*
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Another harsh medium,
Was Jovino Leon
He shouted at the world,
And fell into obsession.
*
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The medium Carlinda Zara,
Claimed her frankness was pure,
But froze the very Center,
That she’d helped to ensure.
*
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The curses were so many
Upon the medium Juca das Dores,
That he struck back fiercely,
At his own persecutors.
*
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That’s the truth, my sister,
In the presence of reality,
To elevate and serve others
Requires charity and humility.
*
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Teachings, confidences,
Words, wherever they go,
To bring help and comfort,
Must have love to truly grow.
*
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Frankness without understanding

Is tough for me to define,

For truth comes from God,

And asks for space and time.

*
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And in matters of truth,
On both your path and mine,
Remember: no one can be
More correct than God, divine.
_______
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THE DISINCARNATE AND THE INCARNATE
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Dear Armando, I received
Your notes and messages sent;
You ask for news and gentle word
Of some disincarnate friends you meant.
*
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I understand. “The disincarnate,” now,

For us, our brethren who remain

Beyond the Earth for but a while—

Alive, though called the dead by men.

*
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I cannot share profounder thoughts
On matters vast or far in scope;
I’ll tell of friends once dear to us
Who’ve returned to life on Earth, in hope.
*
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At times, within the cemeteries,
We weep beside the ground
For loved ones who have long returned,
In other forms, still Earthward bound.
*
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Do you recall old Nhô Zeca,
Who struck João Matula down?
João returned to his own home—
He’s now the grandson Zeca dotes around.
*
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Because of Frederico’s deeds,
Tonho Prata took his life;
Yet Tonho came to Earth once more—
A great-grandson who brings him strife.
*
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Another suicide: young Délio,
Who died for Lia Benta’s love;
Délio found a cradle new—
He’s now the son she nurses, sent from above.
*
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Through greed and pride, Carlomanho
Brought ruin on Dona Luna’s name;
She was reborn his very granddaughter,
To claim the fortune he sought in vain.
*
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Tino and Rita joined in fault
That ended Adão Ramalho’s days;
Adão was born again with them,
Bringing heavy trials along their ways.
*
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Nhô Téo destroyed Joana’s peace,
Refusing her as daughter-in-law;
Yet Joana has returned again —
The little granddaughter he now adores in awe.
*
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Two enemies once met their end:
Tião and Juca, bitter foes;
They now returned as twin-born brothers,
Bound as kin against their chosen roles.
*
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Disincarnate, Nhô Gino went

Who spoke ill of all he knew;
He asked correction from the Lord—
And was reborn with an ill tongue stilled
*
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That is our theme, no more, no less:
The memory of those called gone
Is life encircling life itself,
Expressed in two conditions drawn.
*
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While we dwell upon the Earth, 

To say what I can do,

Oftentimes, we offer prayers I

n fields we once ran through.

_________
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MONEY AND SERVICE
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You ask of us, dear Nina Leon,

For a word from Beyond,

On the question of money, 

We’ll soon respond.

*
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However, my dear friend,

It seems, in general, you claim,

That money's only spoken of

When it's linked to shame or blame.

*
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You refer to sad cases,
To crimes, as they truly are,
And only see in wealth
A reason for condemnation, so far.
*
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Listen. Meditate a little
On what logic reveals,
And you'll find in money
Support, progress, and life that heals.
*
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Without finance supporting
School, bread, and shelter too,
Few would remain to enjoy
The blessing of work that’s due.
*
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And without constant labor,
The whole world, for sure,
Would be reduced
To a terrifying desert, pure.
*
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The coin clearly is
A force that will prevail
Until the gift of serving
Becomes a pleasure without fail.
*
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To avoid among us

Any spark that may ignite,

I ask you to recall

The donkey from an ancient story's sight.

*
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In other times, in ancient days,
There was a certain mule
That instead of helping the village,
Would always play the fool.
*
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Whipped into submission,
He never noticed the pain,
If anyone gave him a load,
He’d kick out, causing strain.
*
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One day, a rider,
With much time in the saddle,
Showed him a stick with corn
At its tip, like a paddle.
*
[image: ]


Then the curious one,
Guarding the corn with care,
Moved forward, seeking ahead,
And the donkey followed, unaware.
*
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With such an incentive,
He trotted down
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