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The Lady of the Night
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The seemingly simple topic of obsession appears inexhaustible in its complexities and implications. In fact, in its basic structures, obsession is merely a process of retribution—someone who has committed a more or less serious error to the detriment of others and someone who takes revenge. 

The sinner is a slave to sin, says good ethical doctrine. “You will not get out of there until you have paid the last penny,” said the One who has the greatest authority among us. Therefore, He recommended: “Go and sin no more.” 

We know today from the Doctrine of the Spirits that we are the very builders of hell, that is, of the intimate condition of disharmony, and that it is up to us to undo it in order to free ourselves from it. It is as if it were a portable prison, like the heavy shell of the crawling snail that we drag with us everywhere.

This is the basic scheme; this is the theory and practice of the process, but in the deceptive simplicity of this mechanism, there is a universe of subtleties, complications, deviations, and true madness. 

Around it, the spirits tormented by hatred, fascinated by the desperate yearning for revenge never satisfied, because it is insatiable, cling, blindly, to their victims, without realizing that they are also victims and, above all, also guilty, and therefore in need of forgiving in order to be forgiven, just as Christ immortalized in the text of the Lord's Prayer, the Our Father.

As mentioned elsewhere, we have not had many cases of typical obsession in our group. We prefer to leave the choice regarding the nature of our work to our spiritual guides. However, we have never failed to respond with our prayers to the requests of acquaintances and friends on behalf of victims of obsession, whose names we promptly inscribe in our Prayer Book. 

Such cases, according to what our elder friends assured us, were always attended to as far as possible, and we were occasionally brought to converse with discordant spirits engaged in challenging obsessive processes. 

As is our custom, we never inquired which criteria prevailed in these 

situations and why certain companions were brought and others were not.

We limited ourselves, as always, to attending to the cases placed before us. That was the case on that December night, close to Christmas. The previous week, we had attended to a spirit connected to the same case—a young lady who had asked us for the help of our prayers. Her case was quite difficult and had dragged on for many years of torment, imposing afflictions on the whole family. 

An unbreakable iron circle tightened around the young woman; she was not far from insanity, and had already been on the verge of suicide several times. Threatening voices tormented her day and night, and both her domestic life and her professional activity were in true turmoil, for there were inhibitions and fears everywhere.

Of course, practically everything had been tried, including, naturally, the medical treatment that burdened her with potent drugs, but of limited positive effect in her case. Spiritism had also been called upon to help, as well as Umbanda. The distressed family sought all valid resources, at least to keep the flame of hope alive. 

Although indifferent to the spiritual problems, the husband did not oppose this movement, perhaps thinking that any method that resolved or lessened the family's anguish would be welcome. Furthermore, the lady had a Spiritist training and therefore some knowledge about it. 

She was not unaware of her situation and her problems; she sought to pray and submit to the recommendations of practitioners of Spiritism or guiding spirits. More than once, her persecutors had been taken to so-called disobsession mediumistic groups for treatment. The results were discouraging.

The spirit that visited us that night was that of a woman. It was not difficult to perceive that she was extremely experienced, a true master in the tragic art of tormenting. 

She was perfectly aware of what she was doing and why she was doing it. She knew very well, from personal experience, what we might call the technology of obsession, using, with confidence, the instruments and resources at her disposal. 

When drawn to a unique mediumistic group, she skillfully mystified or else argued with her usual argumentation, her right to take revenge. In fact, her performance in the session began with an attempt at mystification. 

As soon as she was incorporated into the medium, she began to moan and whimper as if she were suffering terrible pain. With feigned difficulty, she articulated the first sentence: 

-I... I don't want to leave there... I don't want to... I don't want to..."

And she cried more and more. We weren't impressed by the scene before we knew what it was about, and when we asked her, she explained that she was resting there. She later confessed that she didn't like anyone and that no one liked her. She was used to being there (wherever it was, since she hadn't explained yet) and tired of life's struggles, but that was very vague and somewhat suspicious. What could be behind all this?

In an effort to understand her position and condition, to help her, we began to formulate some questions, which she skillfully evaded. 

Suddenly, she let slip a more revealing observation:

-I'm tired of people coming up to me and saying, "You need light! You need light!" Light...! Maybe the person talking to me needs much more light than I do... "You need light, sister!" Nonsense... I at least know who I am.

She had tried, therefore, with the initial crying and moaning, to induce us to the standard treatment for these cases in more hurried groups: to say a prayer, a quick indoctrination, perhaps give her a spiritual healing session, and dismiss her summarily, which was what she really wanted. Instead, we delved deeper into her problem. 

Obviously, she was not resting at all, but we needed calm, otherwise we would not be able to help her.

The next role she played was to pretend to be crazy. She sighed and began to hum a little children's song that seemed to be of her own invention, about the theme of a difficult life. She stopped soon, however, because she realized that the new artifice hadn't impressed us much either. She suddenly changed her tone and said firmly:

-Nonsense! I don't want to talk to you.

From there to irritation was a short step. She demanded that we stop asking questions, because we had nothing to do with her life. We were, therefore, beginning to tread the right path, towards the core of her problems. The reaction and aggressiveness were in a crescendo, in an attitude of defiant irony.

-Well, my daughter, you've played your part. Can we talk now?

And she, with a measured and firm voice:

- Do you know what anger is? Do you really know? Not the kind of anger dogs have. Anger towards people. Anger. Do you know what hate is? Real, red hate... What else? Anger, hate, resentment... What else do you have there? Revenge...

She had therefore revealed her intentions and motivations, but it was still too early to know the causes that moved her, and the dialogue promised to be long and difficult, as it indeed was. 

It is not necessary to reproduce it here in all its details, because, in the phenomenon of obsession, its structures are always the same.

-You know what it is? People are like that... When it's someone else's turn to get hurt, they tear him down! When it's someone else's turn to be trampled on, they put him down!

When the other person complains... Oh! Poor thing! Don't do that! It's a poor, unfortunate soul you're bothering... 

Yes, that's the thing... You have to feel it here, look, right here in your flesh. So, you can go, and say: "Poor thing!" Because you'll feel the pain I felt, you'll feel it properly. And you'll feel it slowly, little by little, because a violent pain like that is too quick. You don't even feel the intensity. Good pain, really good pain, is the kind that comes slowly. It hurts a little today, it burns a little tomorrow, it hurts every day, it hurts all day long, so you know it hurts. It's not something that just passed...

It won’t be like that. And it’s no use. There’s no Father Francis, there’s nobody! There’s no Jesus Christ... Didn’t Jesus Christ sat that you have to
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