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To my dear friend Úrsula, 

May this book be a light at the end of the tunnel for those who need it, with Jesus as their steady guide.

To you, dear friend, my warmest embrace!

Elza Ferreira 

Goiânia, 12/21/2008

 

 


 

 

PREFACE

A Path Within Spiritism

 

 

Elza Ferreira, born into a Catholic family, definitively embraced Spiritism in 1985. Through pain, she arrived at the Edificação Espírita group with her mediumship awakened, though lacking the knowledge to truly understand the sacred purpose behind her gift.

She faced many struggles, but eventually understood that she had to surrender to Jesus and work for the benefit of those more in need than herself.

She embraced her mediumistic gift, now without fear. The guidance of the Spiritist group that welcomed her never failed her. Francisco, her spiritual friend, has consistently offered her enough support to become ever more solid in her faith.

We commend our friend for the courage to expose her spiritual journey so that it may serve as an example, especially to those who wrestle with suicidal thoughts.

May she be blessed as she continues to help others, in the name of Jesus, through the loving anonymity that defines this doctrine of compassion.

 


 

 

 

 

 

May the book “I WAS SUICIDE” spread and bring comfort to those who need it.

A big hug to Elza Ferreira.

Mércia Aguiar1

 


 

 

PRESENTATION

 

 

This is an extraordinary narrative of the author’s life through several incarnations on Earth and in some regions of Spirituality, especially those where remorse and repentance lead to unspeakable suffering, without limits of time and space. Elza did not write with literary flair as her goal, but with raw courage and a steadfast hope. The result of her persistence in mediumistic discipline, to understand her destiny, her mismatches, her physical and moral pain, she showed herself in her entirety, in her truth, with the generous intention of preventing so many human beings from going down the path of suicide.

What sets Elza apart is her unwavering belief in reincarnation, free will, and the law of cause and effect, principles of the Spiritualist Doctrine. Her story invites readers to reflect deeply on her experiences. Though written in plain language, the content is profound, presenting overlapping realities, existences interpenetrating, intertwined guilty souls, the love that resounds in all of them, like a thread of light leading to the balance and happiness that we will all reach someday.

The first part of the book, I Was Suicidal, reveals the clear and active contribution of Francisco, the author’s spirit friend, navigating between affection and sublimity, love and duty, not only through harrowing sufferings, but also in the preparation for reincarnation. The second part, entitled Incarnated, details the everyday life of someone whose multiple past suicides have left scars and pain until the Spiritist Doctrine and her spiritual friends finally unveil the truth: the damage inflicted upon the perispirit, now reflected in the frailties of the physical body.

Once she uncovered the roots of her pain, her attitudes changed. She no longer sought an escape through suicide in this life, and instead began building a life of service in the Seara do Bem.

I am convinced that reading this narrative will greatly help to prevent suicide, by illuminating the terrible path of suffering it brings, a truth Elza so generously and clearly reveals through her desire to help others.

Lívia Maria G. Monteiro

 


 

 

WITNESS

Witness...

“a person called to witness or attest to certain events, especially solemn or official ones. Someone who has seen or heard something, or who is summoned to report on 
what they have seen or heard.”

Novo Dicionário Aurélio

Witness…

This word is the symbol of this book.

It is a testimony that fits the linguistic definition but also participates in the events it describes. Every act of courage is admirable.

This is how this book should be understood: an act of courage. But to show courage, you must also have faith, especially in what is being done. Belief in oneself provides the necessary impetus for any achievement.

With an informal and heartfelt tone, faithful to her personality, the author guides the reader along the rollercoaster of time, illuminating her path through experiences shaped by the divine law we are all subject to. In focusing on the theme of suicide, presenting herself as a living example, Elza opens space for reflection, recognition, and understanding of suffering and its causes. Whether or not one believes in the spiritual context, which is widely discussed here, this narrative offers insight into the idea that life demands courage sustained by faith. A rediscovery of our divine essence.

In many passages, her writing reads like a fervent prayer of gratitude for the opportunities she has received. Her quest for understanding reveals, without hesitation, the possibility of learning to serve as a way to evolve.

Even while addressing a topic as sorrowful as suicide, this book manages to convey the possibility of overcoming it—of choosing Life instead of Death. These pages are infused with hope, love, and faith. A triad that blossoms into charity.

Walk this bridge with Elza. It is worth the journey.

Marisa Penas

 

 


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I dedicate this book to

Lázaro

& sons: 

Wilton

Wânia

Wilder.

 


 

 

INTRODUCTION

 

 

I did not plan on writing another autobiographical book in this lifetime. But as I began to recall details, small moments that might help someone, tangible evidence of my past lives and of reincarnation itself. I realized that staying silent would be a disservice to the spiritual world, to Jesus our Master, and to God our Father, who have done so much for me, especially for helping me survive this incarnation without falling again into the trap of direct or indirect suicide.

I sense that these will be difficult moments to relive, memories I may not want to face again. But for those standing at the edge of despair, lost in sadness or imbalance, I found no better way to help than to present myself as a sister who once collapsed under life’s weight and sank into the mud of suffering that seemed endless. Only those who have suffered or have deep sensitivity can walk beside those who lie in the shadows of hopelessness.

I was once one who fell. I couldn’t handle life’s pressures and succumbed to the insanity of suicide in my last three incarnations.

My intuition will help guide my writing, and my friend Francisco will be by my side, steering my memories like a trusted compass. From the spirit plane, his vision is clearer and helps me recall past existences. With the guidance of our mentor Alexandre, who, though not my direct mentor, took us under his care at the request of Madre Consuelo, we’ve had the support needed to bring clarity to these pages. It was through Alexandre’s hands that I came into this world. He did for us what only a great spirit could.

When I was incarnate, I had the immense joy of receiving a message from him, which is further proof of everything I'm writing about in this book. Francisco will help me gradually remember my journey in the spiritual world, because I could not undertake such a regression alone. These proofs are essential to me. They demonstrate that despite our errors, Francisco, Alfredo, and I continue walking toward our greatest goal: inner peace. Francisco and I will be two friends exchanging thoughts with the sole intention of helping others, our brothers and sisters in Christ.

We do not aim to write anything that could offend anyone’s dignity. That would strip this work of its value. We are the greatest debtors. For this reason, we will try to be as faithful as possible, both regarding my time in the spiritual realm and my current life as a reincarnated soul.

For a long time, before I had the opportunity to write, I was stunned by facts I stumbled upon. Although I know nothing happens by chance, I found two notebooks written between the ages of 17 and 20. I had filled them during my teenage years, writing because I felt like a stranger in this world. My words didn’t speak of parties or romance, but of my love for Christ, my search for the essence of life, my depression and desire for escape through suicide, my desperation to find a place under the sun, someone who could understand me.

I found peace when I entered empty churches, when I connected deeply with Jesus and Mary. How could I explain those desires, when even I didn’t understand them? I made that notebook my confidant, and its words became my greatest treasure. Without realizing it, I was writing the story of my life. In them lie the premonitions of events in this incarnation, memories from the spirit world hinted at through my questions. Of the many writings I discarded over the years, only the most important survived—carried through time to serve now as concrete proof of what I write.

For forty years, I read those pages with earthly eyes, seeing no meaning, no value. Only later was I granted permission to read them with the eyes of the soul.

I never attempted suicide in action, but I cherished it in thought as something desired and longed for. My mind was suicidal. Only truth could set me free from that excruciating suffering. I searched for answers elsewhere, but they were always near me. My awakening, though, could only come at the right moment—when I had reached a certain level of personal growth. Until then, I wasn’t mature enough to understand the wealth of information available to me, nor was I prepared to grasp how significant life truly is, shaped by the seeds we plant and the harvest we reap.

Jesus said, “You shall know the truth, and the truth shall set you free.”

Because I didn’t know how to handle this life or face its complexities, I often thought of taking a bus to nowhere, leaving my husband and children behind, and ending my life in some unknown place. I longed for eternal rest. Death never frightened me—it felt like a friend. But something stronger than my desire to leave always told me I couldn’t take such a reckless step.

Little did I know what awaited me if I had gone through with it. My path was already riddled with pain, sacrifice, and missteps. I felt alone and abandoned, unable to recognize the loving hands reaching out to me. It wasn’t written in my destiny to feel others’ love. What comforted me were the books of great Masters, the lives of missionaries and philosophers—those who understood the world’s sorrows. They calmed my heart and showed me that somewhere, someone understood.

Perhaps it will be hard to put my feelings into words, to express what I lived. I don’t know if this will be considered a scholarly book, but it will be the most truthful one I can write. I hope I can share with you my time in the spiritual world, in perfect alignment with my current life, and maybe help someone love life with less pain than I endured.

Francisco and I don’t intend to convince anyone of reincarnation, or that we’ve lived together in other lifetimes. We simply want to help those who suffer, who contemplate suicide from depression or sadness, who feel trapped by life, whether because of an undiagnosed illness, or because they’re tuned in to troubled, suffering spirits, which can lead to obsessive spiritual interference. We wish to comfort those who feel abandoned by life: a housewife, a stressed student, a disillusioned sex worker, a person with AIDS, a businessman overwhelmed by unstable politics, a drug-addicted youth, an alcoholic, a family at odds. Anyone who feels hopeless or faithless.

That is our goal: to reach, if possible, the heart of each reader. To walk barefoot along the path once trodden by the Fisherman of Galilee, so that each one can reflect on their life and maybe join us. For though we once fell and shattered in the alleys of past lives, we found in Christ our safe harbor, and in Spiritism, the anchor that steadies us. Our motto became: Optimism and a New Beginning.

I believe this book will be read by those seeking spiritual direction, by firm believers in Spiritism, by doubters and skeptics alike. I hope it becomes a resource for those afraid of life, who feel pressured to end it. Through examples, we will try to prove reincarnation is real. We often hear, “No one ever came back to tell us what’s after death.”

Believe it or not—I came back. And I bring concrete facts, facts I doubted, until years of struggle helped me discover my truth. 

The purpose of this book is to ease the pain of those who suffer, lost and unsure of what to do with their lives. I pray that they may find, sooner than I did, the inner peace that took me decades to achieve. The Spirits’ Book, in question 920, asks: 

— Can man enjoy complete happiness on Earth? — No, because life was given to him as a trial or expiation. But it depends on him to lighten his troubles and be as happy as possible on Earth.

But I learned that by finding inner peace, we can come close to earthly happiness. I nearly stepped through the doors of suicide. But at 61 years old, I can now glimpse a portion of the happiness that must exist in the worlds of regeneration, where good prevails over evil.

I don’t know exactly how this book will unfold, but I now trust the guidance of the spiritual realm, of Francisco, and above all, of Jesus. If I ask whether all I went through was worth it, the answer comes swiftly and clearly: yes. Every suffering was worth it for the peace I’ve found. I wouldn’t trade this earthly existence, despite its difficulties. I went through spontaneous regressions, healed the doubts that plagued me, and now I know what lies ahead. Whether the road is narrow or wide, I walk it with certainty. I am grounded. I am incarnated. I can better face my falls and frustrations. If someone calls me fanatical, strange, or obsessed, I no longer care. I may be a bit of everything, but none of it brings me down anymore. Because I am winning the greatest battle I ever took on when I chose to reincarnate:

I’m still alive, thank God.

 

 

 


PART I

 DISINCARNATED

 

 


 

 

I. Francisco

Does the spirit remember its bodily existence?

Yes; that is, having lived many times as a human being, it remembers what it was, and I assure you that, at times, it laughs pityingly at itself.

Question 304, The Spirits’ Book

 

 

The trees formed high canopies, preventing the sun from reaching that deep, cold valley.

The ground was slick, foul, like the shadowy places of nightmares. I could barely move. My body felt shattered, and every movement drew moans of pain.

When I tried to lift myself, besides the stabbing pain burning through my flesh, heavy chains held me down.

Around me, dark figures moaned and howled, as if mourning their disgrace. Rats and cockroaches crawled across what should have been my skin, buried under a viscous, grimy crust. It's almost impossible to describe the horrors I was caught in—no one could imagine a place like that exists.

The more I struggled, the worse it became. Feces mixed with vomit. Nothing I did helped. Despair and terror consumed me. I heard derisive laughter and piercing screams. 

— ”Filthy pig, how dare you destroy me, take my life, murderer? How could you kill my dreams of love?”

Did you think it was over, that I had no friends? But I have them where I am. You will suffer much more than I did. Today, I’m the one in charge, you now belong to me. No one will come to ease your pain. Suffer, see to what level you’ve fallen, where I’ve placed you. You will not get rid of me anymore. You’ll stay with me forever 

— I can’t see you! What did I do to you to deserve this? Forgive me if I did you any harm. Where am I? Free me.”

“— Why do you speak of forgiveness, if you had no pity for me? Don’t you recognize me? Listen to my voice — you will recognize it and remember who I am. Come on, I’ll refresh your memory.”

The chains were tightened even more; it seemed like blood was pouring from all over my body. In my mouth, the taste of blood and vomit.

“— Come on, dig into your memory, if you still have one. A priest, a nun, an innocent young man, a murdered child.”

“— Alfredo! Now I remember, I did betray you, yes, but it was out of love. Forgive me, Alfredo. I hurt you very much, but don’t torture me anymore, leave me in peace, leave me in peace, for the love of Jesus.”

“— Don’t say that name here. He has no power to pull you away from us. We are in the darkest side of the Valley of the Suicides. No one gets out of here, the rescuers have no access to this place. Don’t think you’ll be rescued by the light. Here only we live, the executioners, and you, the pariahs of nothingness. Now shut up, or we’ll tighten the chains even more. Later, you’ll work to earn your sustenance, don’t think you’ll live on air.”

A horrifying laugh pierced the shadows, followed by countless cackles.

I felt a mortal hatred. I wanted to kill Alfredo. Memories appeared and vanished in my mind; I couldn’t coordinate my thoughts. I had the terrifying impression that I had been in that place of nothingness before.

I knew what kind of work Alfredo was referring to. I would be a plaything in the hands of those horrible beings, half men, half animals. Nearly powerless, I was on the verge of madness — of the insanity that devours the mind, preventing reason.

Despair took over me. Who could help me? I remembered at that moment the prayers I knew, and for the first time, as far back as I could remember, I prayed with all the strength and feeling I could muster. I wanted to kill myself, but in that place, no matter how much I tried, I couldn’t achieve my goal. Gathering what strength I had left, I asked Jesus and Mary to forgive my committed faults — I couldn’t quite remember what they were, but I wanted a new chance, I wanted to get out of there.

“— Dear Mother, I’m weak, sick, I must have made many mistakes to be in this place. Help me, Mary, mother of Jesus, help me, and I will try to be good.”

Without knowing it, in two hundred years in that place, it was the first time I had truly prayed with sincerity, asking for divine help.

I saw an intense light approaching; soon, a yellow color appeared, surrounding me completely. I felt myself being lifted up, the chains released. My eyes began to close and I sensed I was fainting.

Slowly I opened my eyes. The horrific scene was no longer before me. A white bed, a clean room, began to take shape in my awareness. How long had I been unconscious?

An intense weakness overcame me. Where was I? Heaven, perhaps? I had been in hell, but they said no one ever got out of there… or could this be purgatory, a milder punishment? I took a deep breath, worn out by everything I had gone through. And what if Alfredo suddenly came through the door? Could he imprison me again?

I tried to get up, but in the fragile state I was in, I leaned back down. I felt presences around me, but no longer that terror — they were different figures, there was an emanation of energies that did me good.

I spent hours asleep, still confused, and the nightmares kept returning. Then, I started being more awake than asleep, and I could already glimpse living presences around me. They prayed for me, stretched out their hands, and offered me water to quench my thirst. I don’t know when the real improvement began. One day, I woke up while receiving the prayers from those laying hands on me. I was finally able to speak:

“— So I’m alive, it was all just a nightmare… very real, it’s true. I didn’t die, even though so many times I wanted to be dead.”

“— Calm down, sister, your condition still requires care, don’t rush into questioning now,” I heard a gentle voice soothing me.

“— Alfredo can’t come in here, right? Tell me I’m not dreaming, and that the nightmare won’t start again.”

“— No, dear Ametista, you are now in a safe place. Alfredo was also rescued and is in another hospital. No one can harm you now, except yourself — through your thoughts.”

“— I remember a bright light… nothing more. Where am I? Am I alive or dead?”

“— You’re in a hospital, regaining your strength. Don’t worry. Jesus and Mary are supporting you. Your recovery was long, and now it’s time to gather strength to receive the clarifications that will come.”

“— What’s your name? Why are you so kind to me?”

“— My name is Francisco. I’m a helper in this mission, also seeking to evolve. Helping our suffering brothers helps in our own transformation. That’s why I asked the spiritual mentors for permission to begin my learning here, working in service of my neighbor. And you are my closest neighbor, dear Ametista.”

“— I still don’t know what my mistake was. I don’t recognize anyone. I only remember Alfredo, who enslaved me. I feel awful, filthy. I’ve just come out of a terrifying place. I must have done something terrible to have ended up there.”

“— We all have debts to settle. We are adjusting to the laws of life. But the important thing, something we must never forget, is that Jesus is at our side. He does not abandon us, no matter how much we err. He does not judge us, and He is always ready to walk the path again with us.”

“— I believe in Jesus and Mary. I know I can trust them.”
 My eyes slowly closed and I fell asleep peacefully, something I hadn’t experienced in a long time.

Francisco was my first contact in the spiritual realm. He transmitted to me an unparalleled peace. His eyes weren’t unfamiliar — I felt I could trust him, that he would not disappoint me.

Little by little, I began to recover. I was already able to sit up, eat on my own, and even walk through the hospital corridors. In the hospital wings, there was ambient music and we could feel the scent of flowers. Francisco, whenever possible, was by my side, introducing me to other patients and workers there.

Dona Lurdes, a lady with graying hair and a kind smile, came to visit me often. She told me she was waiting for the return of her grandson, who was still in the Valley of the Suicides, to help him with his recovery. I asked her:

“— What is the reward for the people who work here, and who is paying for my stay?”

“— Here in the Spirit World, Ametista, it’s different from Earth. We are all volunteers, working for those most in need. Our gain is the recovery of loved ones and friends to whom we dedicate ourselves. No one is paying for your stay here — everything is offered freely. And the best form of payment is to work for our evolution and, upon reincarnation, try to put into practice what we have learned here. I am here on a mission of love while I wait for my beloved grandson, to then know the direction I will take in my new existence.” 

— So all the patients in this hospital came from the Valley of the Suicides, including me? 

— You’re right, it was from the Valley that you came here. 

— Am I alive or dead? Can you tell me? Because I tried to kill myself, and I still feel alive. 

— The spiritual mentors will give you the necessary clarifications at the right time. I am not qualified to answer; I’m just a worker. 

— So impatient, Ametista, said Francisco as he entered. “We can tell you that here, death seems to have a different connotation. It does not have the form we always imagined — there is no ‘died, it’s over.

“— You sound very knowledgeable, don’t you, Dona Lurdes?”

“— No, Ametista, I am just a humble helper here, also in debt to divine justice, doing what I can to help those who arrive here, assisting them within my small possibilities. Like Dona Lurdes, I am here waiting for loved ones to, together, make amends. There’s a saying that goes, ‘While resting, I carry stones.’”

Dona Lurdes said goodbye, saying she had commitments to attend to — her grandson was already in the process of rescue and could arrive at any moment. 

— I still don’t know if I’m alive or dead. How long have I been in this hospital? I have to leave, I already feel well. But at the same time, I’m terribly afraid of leaving — I don’t know what awaits me. Can you explain it to me, Francisco?” 

— I have been permitted to answer some questions that are within my ability. To live or to die is a state of the spirit. From what I have learned, no one truly dies — they only pass into the spiritual world, which is where we are now. And whoever errs returns to Earth in a new body. I don’t know much, but I try to learn the Doctrine of the Spirits through my work. It seems that you have been here in the astral plane for about 500 years, between the Valley of the Suicides, your unconscious state in the Regeneration Hospital, and now in treatment.”

“— Could it be that I was here all that time? How can I live that long and not age? It’s really surprising.”

“— Time here is not counted the same way as on Earth. One stays as long as is necessary for spiritual recovery.”

“— My God! So much time sick, and my mind is blank. Besides Alfredo, who tormented me, I don’t remember anything or anyone. You don’t seem like a stranger — I feel a strong connection with you. But my memories are still asleep.”

“— That’s how it is. This hospital is located almost inside the Valley of the Suicides, and many people have to pass through here before continuing on to the colonies.”

“— You are here because you want to be, right, Francisco?”

“— Yes and no, Ametista. Along with other workers, I am waiting for my missteps — that is, people whom I, in some way, influenced to take the path of suicide. I couldn’t, even if I wanted to, continue my evolutionary journey without settling the pending debts. I am an accomplice in unbalanced acts.”

“— From what I understand, I committed suicide, but it seems I didn’t die as I had imagined. I brought even more suffering to myself, because the horrors I went through, I cannot forget.”

“— Here, there is a keyword: reincarnation. It means to live again in order to fix what we did wrong. I know you haven’t heard that word here yet. I hope that you will improve more and more, always giving thanks for the opportunity you received. When they awaken, some feel very sad to discover they haven’t died.”

It was all very strange, but it somehow felt familiar. Now I could understand a bit better. It was as if I already knew everything you were telling me — only forgotten, tucked away in the drawers of my mind.

Dona Lurdes returned and said:

“— I came to invite you both to a lecture we’ll have this afternoon. It will be the restart of your learning, Ametista. Brother Francisco will accompany you.”


 

 

II. Mentor Glaucio

Does the protective spirit ever abandon their ward when the latter is resistant to their advice?

 - He distances himself when he sees that his guidance is useless, and that the will to be influenced by inferior spirits is stronger.

 The Spirits’ Book – Question 495.

 

 

The word restart meant exactly what I had already sensed — to begin again something that I should have already learned but hadn’t managed to, in order not to make the same mistakes. I committed myself to being very attentive to everything that would be taught to me, because I needed to be worthy of the help I was receiving.

That afternoon, we went to the auditorium, simple and of medium size. We sat among other companions. While the lecture hadn’t begun yet, I started to drift in thought, wondering what life would have in store for me after the tragic experiences I had lived through in the Valley of the Suicides. I felt the affection and care of those working with us. I was beginning to understand that I had a long journey ahead, that I had made mistakes, that I had been reckless. Fear gripped my heart. We were told there would be lectures every afternoon, lessons about life, for our learning and spiritual enrichment, which I now clearly realized was obtuse and ignorant of spiritual realities. Though still weak, when I remembered the cruel moments passed in the Valley of the Suicides, I was sure I had emerged from a dreadful region.

In my ears still echoed the screams and the cackling. A chill swept over me. How long would I be haunted by these memories? Dark and gloomy places lingered in my mind, and my mouth still held the taste of the filth I had been covered in — my hands and nostrils exuded the same fetid odor that intensified with every memory of the Valley. Sometimes, the memories felt vague, like something distant, like waves that barely touched me. Francisco had told me that the power of thought carried a very strong magnetism, that we attract the positive or negative, especially in the plane where we were. He said we could shape our thoughts with the force of a powerful engine, so we should pray whenever negative thoughts appeared.

I had already been informed of my disincarnation, a word that to me simply meant “death.” I looked around and imagined that everyone there was dead. I wanted to laugh, thinking of us as a bunch of talking corpses.

They told me to have patience, that in time everything would be clarified. That I had committed suicide, I also knew, but I didn’t know how, because my memories were still asleep — maybe because of the prolonged time spent in recovery. But I was impatient — I preferred to know everything at once and get it over with, free from doubt and expectation. But they had told me that this time would be different, that I would not return to reincarnate as I had before, since there would be greater spiritual influence on the decisions I would make.

I wavered between believing and not believing in what they told me — patience was what they asked of me, and exactly what I lacked.

A light touch from Francisco brought me back to the present moment, to the room where the lecture was about to begin. The lights went out, leaving the room in gentle twilight.

Mentor Gláucio stepped forward. A white light outlined his body — I later learned that it was his aura — and it shone intensely, revealing his elevated spiritual condition. He invited everyone to pray:

“God, our Father, here we are, gathered together — spirits burdened with commitments, walking the path of adjustment. We come from the Valley of the Suicides, still unsure if what we experienced there was real or some delusion. At this moment, we ask for your blessings, because only You can help these souls now facing the test of renewal after the tragedy of suicide. Only Your loving hands can hold those who suffer here and tell them: ‘My children, calm your hearts, have faith. No one who truly seeks Me is ever abandoned. I love you. Come to Me, nothing will harm you. I am here to help you. Follow Me, and you will feel relief from the pain accumulated through so many lifetimes of sorrow. In the Valley of the Suicides, when they asked for help, the door opened because the first step, the desire for freedom, had to come from them. We could do nothing until they lifted their hearts to Heaven.

I am merciful with my children. I know their anguish and inner torment. Come to Me, and you will find the peace you long for.

These words, Father of us all, we lift to You in thought, believing that something better awaits those who remain in Your faith and Your hope.”

At the end of the prayer, we wept in silence. Respecting our emotion, the mentor waited a few moments before continuing. 

— Dear friends and companions, now that our hearts are comforted, let’s talk about where you came from: the Valley of the Suicides.

Many of you remained there for hundreds of years, others for less time. But here in the spiritual realm, time is not the main factor; the pace of each soul’s evolution is what truly matters in shaping the quality of your next life.

In the Valley, there is no peace, no harmony, no joy, as you remember well, only despair and anguish. We speak today about the Valley and the suffering found there not to shame you or feed guilt, but to face the truth without masks. At a moment like this, which offers a chance for change, it is essential to be honest with ourselves to drop the disguises and face the reality of spirits wounded by selfishness, pride, and grave mistakes. But know this: even from the deepest pit, the moment of redemption can arrive. This is the beginning of your climb toward spiritual growth. There is not one enlightened soul who has not first walked through suffering. Look at the examples of Saint Francis of Assisi, Saint Augustine, Joan of Arc and so many others who reached the light through pain, which is the great teacher.

Spiritism is called a saving, redemptive doctrine because sooner or later it brings all souls to healing, transforming fallen hearts but willing ones into elevated spirits destined for worlds of regeneration, where good prevails over evil. This passage through the human refuge you managed to reach thanks to your merit, and will become nothing more than a bitter memory, a lesson, so that you no longer make the mistake of taking your own life. It will be a turned page, and in the future, you'll begin again with a stronger foundation, built on the teachings of Christ’s Gospel.

A profound silence settled over us. It was as if even the air around us asked that we reflect on our situation, not with fear, but with a sincere willingness to move forward and never return to that place filled with misery. The mentor gave voice to this unspoken urging: 

— Do not fear. You will only return to the Valley of the Suicides if you choose to, by misusing your free will. As long as you seek self-knowledge and strive to follow the examples of Christ, you will find healing and strength. We are still within the lower zones, in the Regeneration Hospital because many of you are not yet in a condition to move on to more advanced colonies. You’ve made it this far by your mental efforts, and that is already a triumph because Jesus and the higher spirits are protecting this place. You are safe here. Nothing evil can reach you. The hospital is well-defended against darkness. Only those who choose to open their thoughts to the forces of darkness can be touched. Feelings of hate, anger, and resentment act like a magnet; they form energetic cords that can draw you back to the lower zones. In the same way, we were able to rescue you when you opened your hearts in prayer, spirits of darkness can reach those who call to them through destructive thoughts. That’s why we have music playing all day, daily lectures, flowers and greenery all around, and uplifting conversations. The workers here serve because they want to. They are specially prepared to assist those in your condition. Many spirits are still in a state of hibernation, just like you once were. Their awakening happens gradually, with much prayer and magnetic healing passes, so that when they awaken to this new reality, they don’t suffer a mental breakdown that would harm their spirit even more. That’s why the mentors take such special care of this Regeneration Hospital, its name reflects exactly what it provides.

Remember: nothing and no one can harm us unless we are tuned in with harmful thoughts.

He paused, giving us time to absorb his words. Then he added:

Next to each chair, there is a button. If anyone wants to speak, just press it.

I was sure I wouldn’t have the courage to speak after all, I still didn’t even know what had happened to me. It was strange: although I couldn’t remember anything, everything felt oddly familiar. It was as if I had lived all of this before.

I looked at Francisco and felt a warmth in my chest. Yes, I knew him. His presence stirred something in me, like a missing link being restored.

A light lit up on the back panel. 

— May I speak, Mentor Gláucio?
 — Of course, dear Alberto. I’m sure your story will serve as an example for all who listen.”

With a voice trembling with emotion, Alberto began: 

— Forgive me, my God, for the act of cowardice I committed. Today, with a clearer mind, thanks to the intervention of the spiritual benefactors who interceded for me. I was still young when I joined the spiritist movement. I became the founding president of a spiritist group, where I helped many, easing both their spiritual and material suffering. But with my suicide, I became mentally alienated, half man, half beast, unable to understand what was happening to me. I was rescued by courageous brothers in service after I managed to say a heartfelt prayer. The spiritual mentors gently and fraternally, but firmly, informed me that I had already left the earthly life, that I now belonged to the world of disincarnated spirits. They told me I was a suicide, and suggested I follow the caregivers who were with me, and that they would take me to a hospital in the spirit realm. Later, in better spiritual condition, I would understand the state I was in. So I came, half-asleep, to this hospital. After a period of hibernation, I now understand better what I did with the life that God gave me. Many of you might have mitigating circumstances, you didn’t know the seriousness of suicide, you didn’t know the Spiritist Doctrine, nor the consequences of a suicidal act. But I cannot escape my guilt because I was a spiritist. Here, I’ve met spirits I once helped to overcome spiritual ignorance, and today, they’re in better shape than I am. These acts of assistance counted in my favor; no one can imagine how much good deeds on Earth are rewarded here in the spiritual world. However, my lack of vigilance while incarnated opened doors to obsession, which began subtly. And that’s one of the worst forms of spiritual harassment: like a shadow, it took over my thoughts before I even realized it. I fell victim to easy, uncontrolled sex, made even easier by the position of respect I held. Spiritual friends, both incarnate and discarnate, tried to warn me, told me to stay alert, to pray more. But I was touchy, proud in my false dignity. Who were they to lecture me? I thought they were jealous or obsessed themselves. One by one, my true friends walked away. I was left with flatterers and people under dark influences. Though I was married, with a wife and children who loved and respected me, I didn’t resist the advances of underage girls, who, hoping I would use my spiritual gifts to give them a better life, trusted me. I abused their trust and my magnetism, making false promises. I embraced the path of lust. I preached with my lips, not with my heart. I talked about love, dignity, and loyalty but didn’t live them. One of the girls got pregnant. I took control of her life. In an insane act, I arranged for someone to perform an illegal abortion. She was just sixteen. She died as a result. Suspicions turned toward me. And as other girls I had seduced came forward, it all collapsed. Action and reaction. In the obsession I had let entangle me, I never imagined the truth would one day come out. My trial was scheduled. I knew my reckoning had arrived. I couldn’t face it, couldn’t face my loved ones anymore. Overcome by fear, under full influence of the obsessors I had attracted through my degraded thoughts, instead of facing my errors in life and atoning for them while still incarnate, I thought of a different way out. Even with all my knowledge of Spiritism, with all the study and practice, the obsession had its effect. The idea of suicide began to take shape in my mind. Again, spiritual friends, the ones who had distanced themselves, came back and tried to help, but once again, I didn’t listen, I rejected them, and gave myself entirely to the obsessors. They convinced me suicide was my only dignified option. As the investigation progressed, I became more convinced of that. Even though I was terrified of what might come after death.

Alberto paused, took a breath, giving us time to calm our hearts, which were beating fast as we listened to his story, a story which, though different in its details, shared the same ending with ours: suicide. Then he continued: 

— I read and reread a passage from The Gospel According to Spiritism, chapter V, item 17:”

“The spiritist therefore has many reasons to oppose the idea of suicide: the certainty of a future life, where he knows he will be all the more happy the more he has suffered and been resigned on Earth; the certainty that by shortening his life he achieves precisely the opposite result from the one he had hoped for; that he frees himself from one evil only to fall into an even greater, longer, and more terrible one; that he is mistaken in thinking that, by killing himself, he will go more quickly to heaven; that suicide prevents him from being reunited in the other world with the beings who were the object of his affections and whom he hoped to meet again; hence the consequence that suicide, bringing only disappointments, is contrary to his own interests.”

I read and reread the entire chapter. Only those who have gone through this terrible experience know the mental and spiritual torture suffered by a spirit manipulated by obsessors in the process of suicide. I couldn’t even pray.

Alberto went on, painfully: 

— To find moral courage and not take my life, I kept the Gospel in my hands, but the spirits who began the obsession subtly found room in the vast gaps of my mind, dominating my thoughts and actions. The worst fall is that of the already enlightened spirit. In the end, I committed suicide to avoid the consequences of my actions, forgetting that my moral and spiritual degradation would be even worse than if I had faced those consequences while incarnated. The most important thing is not only to preach Spiritism what’s truly difficult is to live the Gospel of Jesus.

Nothing I read about suicide prepared me for what I found on the other side of life. Even though I stayed only a few years in the Valley of the Suicides, thanks to my work while incarnated, thank God, hope is a living flame. I will try to do better next time.

Alberto fell silent, and we were all moved by his story. For a few moments, our own horrifying memories from the Valley came back. What he had described was real and even worse.

Another light came on at the back of the room. A woman with a sorrowful expression asked Mentor Gláucio for permission to tell her story.

“— Of course, dear sister Letícia. You may speak.” 

— I knew nothing about life after death, only what I had been taught without much detail, that suicide was a sin, and that my soul would burn forever in the fire of hell. I am in a process of readjustment. The affection and love I’ve received here are like pure water to me, quenching my thirst for affection after such a long time spent in that horrible valley. 

I was Catholic. I had a superficial faith. I never thought seriously about searching for the truth about God. I had an obsessive love for my husband. Jealousy was my greatest and cruelest ally in the vain attempt to obtain through possession what I had not achieved through liberating love. Reaching middle age, with our children already grown, I learned that my husband had lived for many years with another woman and had raised two children with her. A mortal hatred, almost bordering on madness, took hold of me. Doctors, prayers, masses, nothing could ease my hatred. I suffered, and made my children and relatives suffer with me, because they no longer knew what to do to lessen my pain. Today, I believe that what I felt wasn’t true love, but wounded pride and vanity.

I was in tune with spirits that thought as I did, who encouraged me to seek revenge. I wanted to take revenge cruelly, without mercy. I thought of killing them, him, and the other family, but I felt that would be too small a revenge and the best way to punish him would be to kill myself and leave the guilt to him. I wrote a letter blaming him and, crazed with hatred and pain, I threw myself off a cliff. Strangely enough, I didn’t die. I began to relive, endlessly, the same act of throwing myself. I saw myself hitting the ground, and piercing pain tore through my body, lying there in a pool of blood. I couldn’t rest. When I tried to find shelter among the remains of my rotting body, the torment started again, and I was thrown again, and again the hatred came even stronger from within me. I don’t know how long I stayed in that state, or if that was the Valley of the Suicides, until one day I saw the presence of my little daughter, who had died as a child. She reached out her little hands to me and asked me to follow her, but to do so, I had to want help; I needed to say a prayer to Jesus. Comforted by her presence, wanting to leave that place, I asked Jesus to free me from that torment. I couldn’t take it anymore, I couldn’t forgive the betrayal I had suffered, but
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