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        Dear reader:




        In case you find in this book any information you believe will be of interest or help to others and wish to send it trough the Internet or by any other means, be sure to always mention the source so as to guarantee the author’s rights and help make the book known as well.
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          We are part of Fundação Abrinq in Brazil for the benefit of children’s rights. Our distributors and partners have also joined us and do not make any use of children work or teenager work unauthorized by law.
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      Dedication

    




    A work we have the blessing, and the opportunity of doing can become our own life’s fulfillment. To dedicate it to somebody else is a demonstration – and a recognition – that they also helped in some form. To my parents, José Carlos Braghini and Anézia Alba Marinzeck Braghini, whom I love and owe so much.




    Patrícia
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    Violets did not only decorate the window sill in my room, but also the new world ahead of me. Love prevailed, beyond time and space.


  




  

    An explanation to my dearest friends:




    People have often asked me to keep on writing. All that love touches me but, unfortunately, I have to quit and ask you to forgive me for doing so. I was given a task of writing four books* to describe everything I have seen, felt and gone through in the spiritual world. As I finished them, I decided to keep on with my dreams. When I was on earth, I used to study and teach. Now I would like to keep on doing that.




    I am now living in a study colony and rarely visit the earth, only to see my relatives from time to time. My regular work does not include visiting spiritual centers, dictating messages or even books.




    I love all those who appreciate my books and I am sure they will understand me.




    Yours (always),




    Patrícia
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    * Patrícia has written four books: Violetas na Janela (Violets on the Window), Vivendo no Mundo dos Espíritos (Living in the Spirit World), A Casa do Escritor (The Author’s House) and O Vôo da Gaivota (The Seagull Flight).


  




  

    Some words from the Medium Author

  




  

    

      P

    




    atrícia is my niece, my sister’s daughter. We felt a great affinity with each other and we were good friends. During her adolescence I could easily pick up almost all of her thoughts when I was around her. We even played with telepathy. Once we experimented at her parents’ ranch, each of us in a separate room. She would hold an object and transmit her thoughts and I would guess what it was. It worked every time. We also experimented with words and the result was also exact. She could only transmit and I only receive. Since chance doesn’t exist at all, I am certain that our spirits knew about the work we would be doing later on.


  




  Patrícia died at the age of nineteen, leaving me with a void in my heart as I missed her physical presence. However, I was certain we were not apart.




  Life goes on and it is from this special circumstance, from this continuation of Life, that she lovingly comes back to tell us about her experience and to impart new knowledge to us.




  I, for one, am profoundly grateful to our Father for granting me the joy of her company while we worked together.




  Vera




  São Sebastião do Paraíso, MG , 1992.
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      Foreword

    




    

      

        I

      




      met Patrícia when she was a little girl, while she was still incarnated. From childhood she transformed herself into a beautiful young lady. Tall, slim, blonde with long hair in curls, blue eyes that looked like pieces of the sky. She charmed everyone with her forthrightness and cheerful smile. But it was not this perishable physical beauty that called my attention. She was pure and delicate, having cultivated the true qualities which remained with her after passing over. She found the reason for her life in the Spiritist Doctrine, becoming a true Spiritist. Intelligent and studious, she was interested in learning eternal truths. She listened to her father’s guidance with profound devotion and applied sharp reasoning to everything she learned. When I met her, I knew she was going to leave the physical body still young. And so it was, like a cut flower that adorned Earth, she came to charm us in the spiritual plane.


    




    Due to my fondness for literature, I encouraged her to dictate to incarnate people, asking her to recount her experiences to our brothers and sisters in the flesh. It is so wonderful when the death of the body surprises us with a peaceful conscience, without errors and vices, and with a proper knowledge of the spiritual life.




    To my delight, Patrícia accepted my encouragement and studied in preparation for this event. This work was not a sacrifice to her, since she loves to learn.




    I am deeply moved by the opportunity of introducing this delicate soul, who will perfume our spiritist literature with her simplicity.




    Antônio Carlos


  




  

    

      capítulo 1

    




    

      Waking up

    




    

      

        I

      




      woke up several times and promptly fell back asleep. One of the times I was awake I examined the surroundings. I was on a bed, white and comfortable, high like a hospital bed. The room was painted in light colors and the windows were closed. The light had been dimmed and I felt extremely well. I heard my father’s voice – or better yet – I sensed his words:


    




    “Patrícia, my beloved daughter, sleep in peace. Friends watch over you. May Peace be with you.”




    Although these words were expressed with tenderness, they were unmistakable commands which made me feel protected and safe.




    I would barely wake up, and would fall asleep again. Finally I really woke up, sat up and turned my head around, slowly checking the room. I felt quite comfortable among the white and lightly perfumed sheets. I touched myself and noticed that I was wearing my knit blue pajamas. I tried to fix my hair with my hands. ‘Where could I be?’ I thought. That was when I noticed a gentleman by my bed, sitting on a recliner. When I looked at him, he smiled pleasantly.




    I did not know the place nor the gentleman, who continued to smile calmly. I was not afraid, and neither did I panic. I remained silent for a few minutes, trying to understand. We stayed like that until the smiling gentleman spoke to me.




    “Hi, Patrícia! How do you feel?”




    “Fine... ”




    I thought of my father, sensed his presence, and interrogated him mentally: ‘Dad, what do I do now?’




    ‘Easy. When facing the unknown stay calm. Try to get information. When difficulties arise, look for solutions. Think of Jesus. The Divine Master is the Light in our path.’




    It felt as though I was thinking with my father’s voice. His answer sounded as if it was coming from inside my head. I felt a sudden surge of courage and energy. Certainly it must have been the energy that he was sending. I trusted my father, so I turned my head around and looked at the gentleman attentively. I asked him: “How do you know my name?”




    “Patrícia is a beautiful name. Besides, I’ve known you for a long time.”




    “Where am I?”




    “Among friends.”




    That statement sounded so right. I was calm, even though I had awakened in a strange place with a stranger by my side. Remarkably, it seemed perfectly natural to me. I asked him another question.




    “What is your name?”




    “Maurício.1 I’m a friend of your father’s.”




    “Are you a doctor? Do you work at our Spiritist


    Center?”2




    He did not answer, but the calmness in his eyes


    imparted serenity. I examined him carefully. A redhead man with a freckled face, green eyes, big mouth, and a pleasant smile. He allowed me to look at him for a while. Silent minutes went by until I dared to ask:




    “Am I dreaming or did I pass away?”




    [image: ]




    1 – Note from the spiritual author. Maurício, this exceptional friend, is one of the characters in the book Rectifying Errors, by Antônio Carlos.




    2 – Translator’s note. Spiritist Centers are public institutions dedicated to the dissemination of Spiritism, instruction of incarnate and discarnate beings, and assistance to troubled souls. More details about the services they provide appear in chapters 20 and 21.


  




  

    

      chapter 2

    




    

      Questions

    




    

      

        I

      




      felt that the stranger watching over me was a friend, as he continued to smile. He looked into my eyes and – suddenly – I remembered.


    




    It had been a wintry Sunday at the end of school winter vacation and I was about to get out of bed. I had sat up to change from my warm pajamas into my day clothes when I felt dizzy. My bed was up against a wall and I leaned my head on it. That was when I felt as if something had exploded inside my head, the sensation lasting but a few seconds. At times I heard and saw people moving around, yet I did not


    recognize anyone.




    “Easy, Patrícia, take it easy!” Someone said tenderly.




    I felt my hands being held and I also felt hands on my head.




    “Sleep, sleep ... ”




    I fell asleep and the memories went away, as if by magic. Later, when I woke up, I found myself in a room I knew was not mine, facing Maurício. I looked around scrutinizing everything. Mysteriously, Maurício was helping me remember. I understood, he did not have to answer me: I had passed on. I thought it was strange that I was so calm. I sighed, thinking it would be better to accept it. Well, did I not know I was going to pass on someday? I interrogated Maurício again, as if it was a trivial subject.




    “What happened? How did I pass away?”




    “A vein ruptured in your head. There has to be a reason for a body to die, once the time for the incarnate spirit expires. It was a cerebral aneurysm.”




    “Where am I?”




    “At San Sebastian Colony. In a hospital, at its


    rehabilitation wing.”




    “Rehabilitating from what?”




    “From nothing, you’re fine. You’re here to get


    acclimated, that’s all. Patrícia, do you remember your grandmother Amaziles? She’s here and wants to see you.”




    I always loved my grandmother so much and


    memories of her came to me. She had been very sick, then suffered a relapse and had to be taken to a hospital. When she passed away all of us, her grandchildren, had been praying for her recovery. When we found out she had actually died, we started crying.




    “How come?” My sister asked. “We’ve been praying for her to get well.”




    My mother answered: “Your prayers were answered. When Jesus saw that she couldn’t be healed in the body, He took her away to be healed in the spiritual plane.”




    We all took, her passing on very hard. Now, she was here and wanted to see me. I corrected my thinking:


    “I loved her?! No! I love her very much still!”




    “Please Maurício, let her come in,” I said emotionally.




    My grandmother came in quietly. She looked


    different, prettier, without her thick glasses. She kissed my forehead and we hugged each other for a long time. I was feeling very confused. I was happy to see her, yet that meant certainty that I had indeed passed away.


    I felt empty and a little afraid. My grandmother noticed my feelings, so she let go of me and sat on the bed, by my side. She was smiling cheerfully.




    “Patrícia, it’s beautiful here! Soon I’ll be able to show you wonderful places. You’re so well, so pretty! Do you need anything? Do you want me to do anything for you? You ... ”




    “Grandma,” I interrupted her. “How’s my mother?


    My father? Juninho? Carla and the baby?3”




    “They’re fine, they’re Spiritists.4 Spiritism provides people with an understanding about the death of the body. They understood what happened and they know that the death of your body will bring you happiness. Juninho is fine and so is Carla. She’ll have a beautiful baby. Your father is strong like a rock, and his wisdom is the rudder on the boat that is your house.”




    “Grandma, didn’t they suffer with my passing?”




    “Yes, they did. Of course, everyone suffers with your absence, yet they support one another with


    understanding. They’re doing everything possible to send you their love and affection. Someday you’ll meet them again, the same way we’re united now. You’ll see that you were never really separated. Love unites!”




    “Grandma, please take care of them. You too, Maurício. Help them! My mother must be very sad. Do you think she cries for me? She might not want to eat.”




    Since my grandmother’s entrance into the room, Maurício had been sitting on the recliner in silence. When I directed myself to him asking for help, he answered:




    “Patrícia, in your terrestrial home they only ask us to take care of you, and you, little girl, ask us to take care of them. The sincere love uniting all of you is a strong tie. We will take care of you and of them as well. I’ll always be with you. You’ll have me as a companion until you complete your adjustment. Watching over you is my charge.”




    “Thank you,” I answered trying to smile, but I think I made a face instead. I was feeling sleepy again,


    feeling an irresistible desire to go to sleep. I laid down and Grandma helped me to get comfortable, my eyes were almost closed. The two of them smiled at me. Grandma kissed my forehead and held my hand.




    “I think I’ll go to sleep now...”




     




    [image: ]




    3 – Note from the spiritual author. Juninho and Carla are my brother and sister. Carla was expecting her first child when I passed away.




    4 – Translator’s note. Spiritists are believers in Spiritism, also known as the Spiritist Doctrine. Codified in France by Allan Kardec in 1857, after world-wide investigations, originated nine years earlier with the American phenomenon of spirit manifestation through the Fox Sisters. (1848).


  




  

    

      chapter 3

    




    

      First findings

    




    

      

        I

      




      woke up in a good mood, and as my memory started coming back, I noticed I was alone. ‘Well,’ I concluded, ‘if I passed away I need to adjust quickly and learn how to live as a discarnate being.’


    




    I love reading and had read many spiritist books5. I remembered the book Nosso Lar - A Spiritual Home, by André Luiz, in which the author describes how it is to live in a Spiritual Colony.6 If I was in one of them, I could only be grateful. I had passed on and was not wandering nor suffering, and neither did I go to the Umbral.7 Actually, I was being rescued and was feeling just fine.




    I surveyed my room with curiosity. It was rather plain, yet extremely clean, with a closet, a small table, two chairs, a settee, a mirror on the wall, two doors, and one window.




    “Should I get up?” I said softly to myself. There was a soft knocking at the door and Maurício came in, smiling. I felt like asking him why he smiled so much, but I did not, preferring to smile as well.




    “Good morning, Patrícia. How are you?”




    “Good morning.”




    “You have a beautiful smile too. I like to smile. When I do it I look less ugly and don’t scare people so much. Besides, I’m so happy...”




    I felt my face burning; I must have turned beet red. He seemed not to notice and continued talking,


    cheerfully.




    “You woke up full of pep, and you look very well.


    Get up, if you want, and make yourself at home.”




    “I feel so sleepy. I wake up and then want to sleep some more. Have I been sleeping for a long time? How many days?”




    “You passed over sixteen days ago. You’re sleeping so much because we’re granting your father’s request


    of making you sleep during these days.”




    “Why?”




    “We thought it would be better for you. This is a difficult time for the incarnates who suffer the loss of a loved one.


    If you’re sleeping, you don’t feel their pain.”




    “Are they suffering a lot?”




    “It’s natural that they grieve. Your passing over was sudden. You were fine, so they didn’t expect it.


    You shouldn’t worry. Time heals all pain.”




    “I think I’m going to fall asleep again.”




    I quieted down, made myself comfortable and dozed off into a pleasant and peaceful sleep. When I woke up,


    I was alone again. I prayed sincerely, thanking our Father in Heaven for all I was receiving and I implored Jesus to sustain my family. I asked that they be comforted. I loved them and I felt loved. They wanted me to be well and happy and I wished them happiness too.




    I had a feeling my mother was sad, so while I prayed I thought of them, one at a time. When I thought of my father, I had a feeling that he was in front of me, saying in his usual grave voice:




    “Patrícia, my child. Don’t feel sorry for yourself, don’t let self-pity discourage you. Be strong. I want you to be happy. Smile! Life is beautiful and it doesn’t matter if it’s here or there; our only need is to be with God. Friends watch over you, so accept their kindness. Grow strong and don’t be afraid. You’re fine, so strive to be happy. We will always be together. You shouldn’t mind losing your carnal body. You must understand that you should be thankful for life. Pray! Feel our love and smile.”




    Those words had the power of making me feel


    better. I got up, opened one of the doors and found a clean, pretty bathroom. I opened the faucet and tepid, clear water poured out of it. I washed my hands and face, then looked at myself in the mirror and realized my appearance was excellent. I fixed my hair, returned to the room, opened the closet door and found some of my clothes. I picked out a pair of jeans and a yellow blouse and changed; I had always disliked staying in my night clothes. I had passed away during the winter when temperatures were cold, but surprisingly, it was not cold in the room. I felt quite comfortable.




    I heard a knock at the door and Maurício entered. He held a tray, which he placed on the table. This time I was the one who was smiling.




    “It is so nice to see that you are well!”




    “Maurício, isn’t this winter? How come it’s not cold in here?”




    “Neither hot, nor cold. Temperatures in the Colonies are constantly nice and pleasant. They vary in the Umbral the same way they vary to incarnates in the physical world.”




    He uncovered the tray; it had food on it.




    “Patrícia, come and eat.”




    “I thought I wasn’t going to need food anymore.”




    “The impressions of being in the physical form don’t go away overnight.”




    “Do you eat?”




    “No,” he smiled, “not this way. May I remind you that the perispirit8 that surrounds you is still matter. You’ll stop feeding yourself, slowly. In order to do that, you need to learn how to make use of other sources of energy. If you want to take a bath, go ahead, feel free. The bathroom is over there. You had good hygienic habits on Earth. It’s normal that you keep on doing things as you did before until you learn how to clean yourself by using your willpower.”
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