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PREFACE 

 

By Gianni Piettella 

 

When asked if I wanted to write a preface to the novel by Raffaella Corcione 

Sandoval, I confess to having fallen from the clouds and to have been surrounded by 

doubt. 

 

I know and appreciate the Italian Venezuelan artist and her metaphysical pictorial and 

sculptural works and I was aware of her spiritual depth and her general knowledge of 

deep languages, mystical religions but I did not know of her writing skills and above 

all of her articulate understanding of esoteric doctrines. 

 

'Ella', in fact, is not a simple novel but a powerful fresco that weaves together the 

author's biography and the 'magical' encounter with the American scholar 

Nottingham, co-author of the literary work, with the re-reading of sacred texts, from 

New Testament to the so-called apocryphal Gospels, the scrolls of Qumran, the 

essays of Baigent, Lincoln and Leigh, the teachings of Sai Baba, and even the doctrine 

hidden in the folds of the religion of the Pharaohs. 

 

A combination that, far from being a potpourri, is consistent in philosophical and 

spiritual investigation as it successfully attempts to restore unity to multiplicity, to 

govern syncretism by bringing chaos back to cosmos, through a red thread of esoteric 

wisdom. 

 

Esotericism and love as a code are the two main features of Ella's story. 



 

How much confusion occurs around esotericism, misinterpreting it with occultism. 

While the latter claims through magical arts to modify nature and the laws of physics 

that govern it, esotericism points to an 'inner', secret doctrine, the prerogative of 

initiates, based on symbolic knowledge that refers to the unity of the earliest 

archetypes. 

 

Corcione Sandoval has knowledge of profound, symbolic and mystical languages and 

has skillfully seasoned the novel, telling a story which, from the power of an Egyptian 

amulet, leads through Miriam of Magdala to the Moma of New York, along a tale of 

sacred and profane love between the Elect and the Divine, between the Yin and Yang, 

between the death and resurrection of the Rabbi Yeshua. 

 

Love is the keystone. It is between Miriam and Yeshua, it is between Ella and 

Nottinghill, it is between Ella and her daughters and between Ella and her friend 

Angelica. 

 

They are partly different loves, on different levels of existence, but all united by an 

idea of time and space that transcends the consumerism of today which burns every 

relationship in the bonfire of narcissistic vanity. 

 

Love becomes the code by which Yeshua communicates with the world, and his 

world is Miriam. She is destined through love to profound teaching, to the pedagogy 

of the doctrine of the man who makes himself King, of the Vitruvian man, measure 

of all things, not as a ruler of the world, but as one with the world, part of an integral 

pantheism. 

 



It is love that makes the Miriam of the novel the guide of the apostles and of the 

disciples of Christ the Essene, it is love that Ella finds in the lotus flower which seals 

the book of wisdom, it is love that makes the Ella’s daughters understand the 

originality of the mother, her eccentricity with respect to superficial normality. 

 

Ella is truly a beautiful book that can be read in one go but that requires many 

readings to grasp the multiplicity of meanings and symbolic textual planes. 

It is a neatly woven story, an artist ready for the inauguration of her work at the 

Moma in New York who, in her dressing room, receives a book as a gift, apparently 

from an unknown admirer. 

 

In fact, the book is a story of initiation, of a transmission of ancient knowledge, of a 

mystical knowledge, through love, sacrifice, regeneration, pain, resurrection. 

And the love in real life between Corcione and Nottingham, so delicate and profound, 

is not only a background but is the true protagonist who in backlight becomes heir to 

the mystical union of the Magdalene. 

 

This is a book that could be the screenplay of a film, except that the greatness of its 

dialogues would risk simplification as a blockbuster, capable of making people reflect, 

unleash questions, undermine certainties, sow doubts, feed curious and ready minds. 

Exactly what a good book must do. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

INTRODUCTION 

 

By Theodore J. Nottingham 

 

This book is a synthesis of multiple styles integrated in a completely original way. It is 

biography, intuition, wisdom, revelation, narration generated through the creativity of 

the artist Raffaella Corcione Sandoval with my literary contribution.  

 

Combining current and past life experiences with timeless insights, worthy of the 

great masters of spirituality, the reader is taken on a journey that will surely surprise 

and be cause for reflection. The work is articulated on several levels where sacred 

writings meet narratives with new perspectives. But the greatest surprise of all lies at 

the heart of the book.  

 

It won't take long for all the elements to refer to the life of the central character. 

  

Raffaella Corcione Sandoval is known for her multifaceted contemporary art in which 

she makes use of the semiotics of art. In this book, she reveals that her talent knows 

no limits and brings that creativity and originality into the literary form.  

 

This book is a veiled biographical work, and offers the reader an unprecedented look 

through an intuitive and mystical portrait that will not be forgotten. 

 

 

 

 



 

ELLA 
 

by Raffaella Corcione Sandoval and Theodore J. Nottingham 
 

 

 

He slowly slid his fingers through his beard, an old habit when he wanted to reflect 

deeply. He couldn't be late. He had worked so hard over the last two years to be on 

time for this event. Surely the lack of punctuality in landing would not hinder the 

meeting with the one who had made his heart beat again, bringing him back to life. By 

nature, he was a man who did not show his emotions when excitement took over. But 

this moment in his life was completely unexpected and went beyond his control.  

He picked up a small package that he had placed on the seat next to him, as it was 

fortunately empty. The package was simple, containing a book he had worked on in 

an atmosphere of magical passion as never before despite the countless books he had 

published. A thin red cord was tied around the package, fixed by a seal in red wax 

with the engraving of a "fleur de lis". The result was elegant and symbolic against the 

light brown background of the wrapping paper, a very essential and contemporary 

packaging, perfect for what it contained. He held the package against his chest as he 

looked out the window of the plane. He felt as if he had flown his whole life through 

such a vastness of turbulence before reaching this moment. Nothing could stop him 

now, not even the thunder in the sky. 

  

At that moment, the grey clouds opened and beneath him was a light blue space. He 

couldn't help but smile. Before these last two years there had been darkness, 



uncertainty and despair, leading to resignation. Then, one day, a message suddenly 

changed the scenario around him and wonderful new possibilities appeared.  

  

The plane shook as it passed through the turbulence, but the man was completely 

unaware of what was happening around him. Finally, he heard the airplane's wheels 

come down and, a few moments later, the loud breaking. 

  

Being on time had always been important to him, almost in an exaggerated way. Even 

for the simple circumstances of life, he always made sure that his timing was right. 

Being ahead of schedule assured him of punctuality.  But tonight in New York he had 

an appointment with destiny that was too important. It had all started out in a most 

unusual way and he never imagined that it would lead him to what was happening 

here and now. 

Far from his isolated house, he had arrived in one of the largest cities in the world for 

the most important event of his life: looking into her eyes. 

  

People slowly came out of the plane, exhausted and relieved by the fact that the long 

flight was finally over, but he passed in front of all of them, moving quickly. He was 

soberly dressed in a dark brown suit, the color of the Franciscan tunics, and this made 

him feel at ease. 

 

The airport is one of the most exciting and chaotic places in the world, filled with 

thousands of unknown people of all races who meet only to never see each other 

again.  

 

Dozens of shops lined the vast corridors, each with its own marketing image in 

continuous and unstoppable competition. 



 

An infinite variety of lights, decorations and writings sought to attract passers-by with 

all the most advanced techniques of digitalized psychological speculation.  

 

 The noise of the crowd is like the deafening buzz of a beehive that gradually becomes 

an echo, leaving your thoughts to emerge undisturbed. Arabic music and a few meters 

ahead of the last success of Alvaro Soler. The scent of the new chick burger... and at 

the end of the moving walkway, the smell of the curry of an Indian restaurant… But 

he walked straight ahead, passing unnoticed.  

All around him was a whirlwind of people calling friends or family, with smartphones 

of all brands and sizes, even children possessed them and played video games, some 

laughing, others arguing. He moved through the chaos with a stable presence like a 

column of silence and determination. In his hand, he carried the small package close 

to him.  

 

Coming out of the airport, he immediately raised his hand to stop a taxi, and a yellow 

car pulled over.  He entered quickly, said just a word to the driver, eager to collect his 

thoughts before reaching his destination. He looked at the package in his hand as if it 

were a Qumran manuscript, then he looked at the crowd on the sidewalks along the 

way. He thought about what their reaction would be if they knew what he had 

discovered. He knew that his research had led him to a revelation that would upset 

many of the earth's powerful, "whitewashed tombs," with their rigid beliefs rooted in 

a past that had lost value along the way. Others would rejoice at the new revelations 

that would finally shed light on all that they had imposed on the masses of believers. 

Still others would immediately try to make it a new cult or worse. He didn't want to 

think about what could happen to her if his discovery were made public, but he knew 



what it meant for him and his life. There was no turning back. Everything would be 

different from now on. 

*** 

  

A woman sat in a dressing room, all alone. The lights were low, generated by small 

lightbulbs around the mirror in which she was staring at herself, a ritual important to 

her because it was the most tangible way to find herself in moments like this with her 

beloved Joshua. Soon it would be time to go downstairs for the biggest event of her 

career as an artist. Her works were to be presented in a great exhibition so anticipated 

by the media and journalists who are waiting with great excitement to meet one of the 

most intriguing contemporary talents in the art world.  She had struggled for a long 

time for this moment. It was her artistic dream, to affirm her professionalism, to be at 

the Moma in New York City. 

  

Her beautiful features were slightly touched by the passing of the years and the painful 

vicissitudes of her personal life, but still full of charm and mystery. This evening, the 

euphoria that she should have experienced had left ample room for a veiled sadness. 

In another part of the building could be heard the noises of workmen preparing for 

the vernissage. She wore a special style, designed by herself since her passion for 

fashion had confirmed her as a designer since her youth. It was a complete amaranth 

color, a color she loved very much, formed by cigarette pants in pure Indian silk and a 

long jacket equal in fabric and color, completely closed to the waist by a row of small 

buttons and open in four panels. She liked to walk in trousers that highlighted her 

slender legs.  She wore a long, thin red silk rope around her neck from which hung an 

imposing, authentic amulet, a turquoise and enamel scarab from the Ptolemaic period 

which she had owned for many years because it was the last gift of her paternal 

grandfather, a jewelry dealer, before he died. She really wanted to wear it because she 



perceived that all the positive energies were attracted by it, creating an electromagnetic 

field around her, as unfortunately it also inevitably attracted the gaze of anyone who 

would be in front of her. She was undecided whether to wear a pair of beautiful high-

heeled sandals that would make her look slimmer or very low-colored flats that made 

her feel barefoot as when she walked around the house at ease.  

She hadn't done her makeup yet as she could do it professionally in a short time 

because she had always done it herself. As a teenager she had a sense of having a 

proportionate and pleasant face but she had never liked her face naked.  And her hair? 

What a disaster her hair was, always worn long and a bit wild.  

This was the Vernissage of the Year, but as usual, she did not want to go down those 

stairs. She had worked so hard on her artistic goals all her life, sometimes feeling like 

Don Quixote, always alone. Her sense of honesty and purity had prevented her from 

making compromises with the art system, because her work was mystical and non-

speculative.  Alone with her determination, her broad vision and her faith, she had 

climbed the steep mountain that had brought her to this moment of success for a very 

precise mission: Bringing the Gospel of Truth through the symbolism of art in every 

corner of the world; and to motivate herself to reach a wide popularity in which she 

ironically defined herself as: Lady Picasso. 

 

 

Her works had always been ahead of their time, new and original. She worked with 

the same clarity of purpose with which she lived her life. She was her art. 

 So why did she want to run away? She wanted to go far from the crowds of people 

who showed off their culture in order to feel fulfilled among fellow artists, admirers 

and critics, who were often the same people.   

Her natural shyness was a valid and little-known reason, given her friendly, cheerful 

nature. With every year that passed, she preferred more and more the tranquility of 



contemplation to the social scene, along with significant encounters with interesting 

people. Any artificial thing was for her anathema and made her absolutely allergic to 

fiction and false emotions.  

  

She preferred the company of children and animals to the sumptuous reign of 

celebrities and the self-absorption of the media. Her paintings were imbued with this 

energy, this higher vibration in which she lived. Now she just wanted to be at home 

with her feet up and her beloved dogs lying next to her.  

 

A knocking at her door took her away from her memories. 

  

"Who is it?" she asked, forced to answer, wanting to be somewhere else. 

Two smiling faces appeared as the door opened. They were her beloved daughters, 

here to rejoice with her at this important milestone and to support her 

psychologically. She was always happy when she could spend time with them under 

any circumstances. 

  

Their first question was now part of a ritual: "Are you ready to show yourself?" 

but they immediately saw the state of bewilderment their mother was in. Like her, 

they had a strong natural sensitivity for perceiving the energies of those who came 

into contact with them. This was a gift inherited and handed down from generation to 

generation through the women of the family in a royal bloodline. She had cultivated 

this gift in her daughters from a very young age and had never been able to hide 

anything of her life from them, not even her sentimental life. Cristiana and Benedetta 

had always been very close to their mother, accepting her original and adorable 

personality, which was sometimes difficult for them because it was seemingly 



childlike. Despite her total dedication to art, she was first and foremost a mother and 

would sacrifice herself unreservedly for her children.  

  

The daughters knew her artistic and spiritual soul well and often teased her with 

elegant irony that she seemed to live in another dimension, far from the practical 

things of life. At the same time, since her divorce, she had built her existence on her 

own and in her own way. Her daughters admired her very much for her inner strength 

and had drawn inspiration from it by shaping their approach to life with a positive 

attitude.  

  

She had intentionally passed on to her daughters her interest in spiritual matters, 

knowing that the greatest legacy she could leave them would be “Faith.” 

Both had pursued this goal and it had taken them further than she could have hoped. 

Now Cristiana and Benedetta were facing her at the highest point of her career.  

  

Seeing the joy in their eyes, she remembered a specific moment some twenty years 

before. It had become one of the motivating causes for why she was here now. They 

had been invited by an old and dear friend of the family to his beautiful and ancient 

Villa on the sea, near their residence.  All the guests at the sumptuous New Year’s Eve 

party waited, elegantly dressed and excited, to drink a toast to the arrival of the long-

awaited year 2000. But unlike all the others, Ella was filled with a veiled melancholy. 

Her inner feelings contrasted sharply with the colors and festivities that surrounded 

her, highlighting her fragility. 

She headed for a large window with a breathtaking view. The view looked out on the 

famous and beautiful gulf of her city, more illuminated than usual.  The lights of the 

hill of Posillipo were all reflected on the sea below which, combined with the blue of 



the clear sky full of stars, seemed to be a "tableau vivant" of Van Gogh. At that 

moment Ella was alone and did her best not to cry. 

Her daughter Benedetta noticed her and came over to hug her. It was a moment of 

special love between them. Her little girl was becoming a beautiful young woman. But 

what she remembered about that evening was the solemn promise she made to her 

daughter at the stroke of midnight amidst tears and cheers of glasses filled with Don 

Perignon. Benedetta had asked her to swear that with her work she would become 

famous because her works deserved to be known throughout the world for the 

important message they contained. Ella made that promise with all her heart, as 

promises for her became law, but that night it was something more, it was a sacred 

act.  She kept this in mind for the rest of her life, on every occasion that she was 

applauded and recognized. At each vernissage, when her daughter arrived, she always 

said to her: "I did it for you...".  

She was happy to show her that she had kept her promise in mind. Yet, her successes 

did not fully satisfy her despite the great completeness achieved through spiritual 

research and her natural mystical character. It would have been nice to be able to 

share her life with a special companion, an ideal man she had always hoped to meet, a 

man able to give her what it was so natural for her to give in Love:  All or nothing. 

 

“What's wrong, Mom?” Cristiana asked, always the first to speak between the two of 

them. 

Ella would have liked to say "Nothing", but she had never been able to lie and so she 

simply looked at them. As sweet as ever, they ran to embrace her because the most 

important thing was enclosed in the embrace of the three of them together!  

 

"I want to go home...". 

 



"Mom! How can you say that? Being here is what you've always dreamed of!" 

Cristiana said with emphasis.  

 

Benedetta, the most introverted of the two, turned to her sister and said calmly: 

 

“You know she doesn't like being in the crowd.” 

 

“But the crowd is here to admire your work! They love you!” 

 

Benedetta took her hand. A tear shone in Ella's eye. 

 

"That's the reason, isn't it?" Benedetta asked thoughtfully.  

 

Ella shook her head without saying a word. At this moment, she seemed to be the 

daughter rather than the mother.  

 

“What then?” Cristiana asked, wondering why her mother was not enjoying the 

special moment. It made no sense to her. She knew how hard she had worked to 

reach this evening.  

 

“You owe it to yourself, Mom," continued Cristiana. "You deserve it.” 

 

"Don't put pressure on her, Cristiana," said Benedetta, who was always the most 

understanding and tolerant of the two towards their mother. "Give her time!" 

"There is no more time! People are coming in right now.” 

 



At that moment, a gentle knock at the door caused her to turn around, thinking that 

someone would open it. Cristiana and Benedetta exclaimed in chorus "Asia!!!!” 

believing that their friend and sister Asia, an art historian whom Ella loved as a 

daughter, had come from France. With Asia they had shared important moments and 

stages of daily life and of the initiatory journey of which Ella felt she had been their 

first teacher. Only a few years before did Asia fulfill the dream of becoming a mother, 

without fear or prejudice. She brought into the world two wonderful twins, special 

beings that would help her to remain an eternal girl. Asia and her magical family could 

not miss this evening in New York because this artistic project, conceived by Ella 

after the tragic event of the Twin Towers, entitled DiaLogos made up of eleven 

travelling exhibitions in search of harmony between opposites, they had begun 

together twenty years earlier. 

Cristiana stood up and moved quickly toward it, almost like a bodyguard. She opened 

it just a few inches, wanting to protect her mother's privacy. 

 

"What is it?" he asked.  

 

A young man stood before her, impeccable in his role.  

 

“I have...a package for the artist.” 

 

"I'll take it," said Cristiana, "I'm her daughter." She closed the door, and looking 

carefully at the package, she noticed the red thread fixed by the imprint of a seal in 

wax with a fleur de lis.  

 

"What could it be?" she asked herself, recalling the importance that this ancient 

symbol had for her mother throughout her life.  



 

"Maybe we should keep it for later," Benedetta suggested, looking at the time on her 

mobile phone. 

 

Ella raised her eyes and immediately saw the red cord that surrounded the small 

packet.  

 

"Let me see it," she exclaimed. 

 

"You need to go down right away," said Cristiana, once again trying to convince her. 

 

Ella's sweet eyes took on a more determined expression. 

Cristiana knew that there was no arguing with her mother when that look appeared.  

She gave it to her without discussion.  

 

Ella took it in her hands with curiosity, trying to evaluate its energy, and something in 

her sensed that it was a very special gift. Her right hand instinctively went to the red 

thread around her neck and, sliding down, tightened around the cameo that was 

suspended there. It was an ancient and authentic scarab made of turquoise paste that 

entered exactly into her tightened hand.   

 

Turning the package, she saw the seal with the symbol and an electric reaction went 

through her heart, like a flash, a glow that completely illuminated her. Her whole body 

responded to a mysterious call.  

 



Raising her head, she looked at her daughters and smiled. Both realized that she 

needed to be alone for a moment and, without saying anything, they left the room, 

remaining outside the door. 

 

Ella stared at the package for a moment before opening it. The lily always made her 

heart beat wherever she saw it reproduced.  It had always had a special meaning for 

her linked to unconditional love. She knew that it originated from the lotus flowers of 

ancient Egypt, which represented life and resurrection. The three stems curved to the 

left as if they had been brought to life by the breath of Hu, the Heavenly Sphinx, 

bearer of sacred knowledge. The hieroglyph that formed the original lily was a symbol 

of the Tree of Life.  

She knew that this small package was somehow linked to that dream she had one 

night two years earlier.  

She opened the package and found herself holding a book entitled "The Tree of Mira" 

written by a certain Jess Nottinghill!  

 

"It's been two years..." she exclaimed out loud. On hearing her speak, her daughters 

entered the room again.  

 

Cristiana bent down discreetly, enough to see the author's name. 

 

"What does that mean, two years later?" Benedetta asked shyly.  

 

"Two years...Since I sent the first letter...He has never replied in all this time....” 

 

Cristiana put her arm around her shoulder.  

 



"Forget it, Mom. This moment is the only one that counts now, you will read it when 

it’s all over, or tomorrow calmly.....”  

"The dream..." said Ella. 

 

"What dream?” Christian replied. "You've had so many...". 

 

"So many special ones", Benedetta added. "We will make a book of it one day with all 

those you have transcribed.” 

 

"The dream..." Ella said again.  

The sisters looked at each other. Then they both remembered at the same time which 

dream she was referring to. It was the last one in which the "voice" had spoken to her 

clearly and precisely about her future.  

 

"Oh, that dream... that man," they said in unison. 

 

"The indication of the voice was so clear..." whispered Ella. 

 

"I know you never doubted your inner voice," said Cristiana with understanding. 

 

"Never..." said Ella, excitedly. 

 

"So, don't give up your intuition, just wait as long as you want, the people who visit 

the exhibition will wait for you!!! "said Benedetta with sweetness. 

 

Cristiana and Benedetta left the room and descended the stairs leading to the main 

hall where the exhibition was held. 



"Did you see the name of the author of that book?" Benedetta asked discreetly.  

"I did." 

"Of course you did," said Benedetta with a wink, knowing her sister well. 

"Jess Nottinghill...Have you heard of him?" asked Cristiana. 

“No.” 

"We need to find out who he is," said Cristiana insistently. 

"Now?" 

"Now!" 

"But... the vernissage has begun," said Benedetta as she watched the growing crowd. 

"Look on your iPhone," suggested Cristiana. 

 

The sisters came down the stairs and headed for the guests who gathered around the 

paintings, eager for the event to begin. Among them, a young woman was looking for 

Cristiana and Benedetta. She turned and saw them, waved her hand in the air with 

enthusiasm.  

"Look, it's Sofí!" Benedetta said with a big smile, greeting her. 

Cristiana ran to meet her, happy to see their friend-sister and they hugged each other. 

They had grown up together, knowing each other since childhood and they were 

happy that she had come from Naples, Italy to honor their mother, her second 

mother, at this moment of her career. 

"Where is she?" asked Sofí. 

The sisters explained that she was still in her dressing room. They told her about a 

mysterious book that seemed so important to their mother. Sofí looked at them with 

an amused expression and said: 

"We know what Ella is like!"  

The three of them entered a corner of the room and Cristiana began to tell her what 

had happened. 



 

Alone in the dressing room, Ella stared at the book she was holding in her hands, put 

on her glasses, opened it with trembling fingers and began to read. 



 

THE TREE OF MIRA 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 



 

 

 


