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About the Spiritual Author

	Marco Aurélio has been with me since 1982, when I took a course about mediums at the Spiritist Center I frequented.

	At that time, he simply gave a few messages, and as I became accustomed to his presence at the psychography sessions, I wanted to know more about him.

	Years ago, during one of the sessions, he revealed to me that in his last incarnation he was a police investigator, born and raised in the city of Rio de Janeiro, at the end of the 19th century. His parents died early and he, an only child, was adopted by a couple of rich uncles, who provided him with the opportunity to study at a good school and join the police force.

	After his disincarnation at the beginning of the 1930s, Marco Aurélio joined a colony destined to work with mediums through inspiration or psychography, bringing real cases to the public.

	The stories dictated by him help the reader to become aware of his degree of responsibility towards life and to activate his own inner key to live better with himself and with others, thus making our planet a more interesting and pleasant place.

	 


 

	 

	Synopsis

	 

	 

	Estelita is a girl who has suffered from insomnia since adolescence. When she falls asleep, she has strange dreams and nightmares. Occasionally, she wakes up as if someone has touched or harmed her. Her mother believes these are age–related issues and doesn't even consider that there might be a spiritual problem.

	Faced with so many disturbing situations, Estelita lives on the edge of chaos, believing that life has no meaning. After going through a period of suffering, she sees a light at the end of the tunnel. She changes her outlook on life and realizes that forgiving herself and others is the sure path to living life with serenity, harmony, and tranquility.

	This beautiful novel shows us that one of the goals of reincarnation is to encourage us to review beliefs and attitudes that somehow hinder our spiritual growth because it is through our experiences on the planet that we are tested and challenged to break free from the accumulated negativity over many lives and encouraged to embrace kindness as an indispensable tool to promote solidarity, appreciate our potential, and sow peace. And for us to be aware of all this and desire the healing of our spirit, we need to have time.

	After all, time takes care of everything...
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	Presentation

	 

	 

	The events we narrate here are situated between the decades of 1940 and 1950. It was the time when most of the characters presented chose to reincarnate, in order to strengthen bonds of affection, as well as to clarify unresolved situations, hurts, and grudges from a past life, which occurred a century ago.

	Furthermore, the unfolding of this story extends beyond life, that is, some of the passages described here will generate developments for a new earthly experience, which will be presented in another volume, where a large part of the characters was permitted to reincarnate, with the aim of aligning themselves with their own conscience and further uniting the bonds of affection and friendship that have endured since time immemorial.

	Truth be told, these life stories lead us to reflect on time. It is through time that we have the conditions to understand and, thus, avoid the mistakes made, the stumbles, and the follies practiced, restoring the lost balance.

	Moreover, time helps us forget suffering and heal wounds, indicating how much our spirit has advanced towards perfection. In view of this, we reaffirm that the true path of evolution is the one we tread with the purpose of freeing ourselves from negativity, bitterness, and lack of forgiveness. The more we detach ourselves from criticisms and judgments that belittle us or cloud our perception of our self–esteem, the more capable and conscious we will be to understand goodness as a miraculous remedy that ensures the maintenance of our physical, emotional, and spiritual health. Because spiritual help always comes to us when we are doing well, living, and practicing good deeds. Moreover, time shows us that only love for ourselves, and consequently for others, will be able to lead us to the true state of peace of mind that we so desire.  

	 


Chapter 1

	 

	 

	This story begins at a time when drizzle still graced the scenery of São Paulo. Because of it, the wind blew gently and humid, slowly piercing through the treetops; the rustle of leaves produced a continuous murmur, breaking the dawn's silence. Gradually, the darkness gave way to the sun rising on the horizon, announcing the arrival of another day. Soon, a flock of birds hopped from branch to branch and, as they did so, chirped cheerfully, scanning the surroundings in search of food. Estelita listened to the birds and, wide–eyed, staring at the ceiling, breathed a sigh of relief:

	– One less night!

	It had been a few years since she had slept well. It all started more or less when she turned thirteen. Until then, she was like any other girl. She studied, visited her school friends' houses, and enjoyed flipping through magazines typical of girls of her time, like Girls' Journal or I Know Everything. 

	Suddenly, one night, she woke up startled, feeling unwell; she felt nauseous and had a sore throat. She was certain someone had tried to strangle her. Her mother barely paid attention to her complaints, believing it to be a simple cold; however, during the medical consultation, nothing abnormal was found. The doctor claimed that the symptoms presented by the girl indicated signs of her first menstruation; he prescribed her a tonic to take twice a day. It didn't help.

	In the following nights, the same symptoms, sometimes stronger, sometimes weaker. Getting ready for bed became a torment, and Estelita fought against sleep night after night. Sometimes, she imagined seeing shadows or being touched by someone; other times, when overcome by exhaustion, she slept a little, only to have a recurring nightmare in which she felt forcefully thrown upwards, followed by drops of water falling on her face. From then on, she avoided taking showers, much to the horror of her mother and sister. Estelita was forced to wash herself, and reluctantly stepped into the shower, washing herself quickly to prevent the water from touching her face. To clean it, she used cotton soaked in cologne or rosewater.

	The routine at night was always the same: she turned off the bedroom light, leaving the bedside lamp on. She lay down, made the sign of the cross, and often tried to distract herself with sticker albums – a distraction she had cultivated since childhood – in order to delay sleep.

	until her eyelids grew heavy the, she would fall asleep, only to wake up startled. Sometimes it was bad dreams, other times it felt like her body was being shaken by heavy hands. She would wake up panting, sweat dripping down her forehead. She looked around but saw no one. Occasionally, she felt a presence beside the bed.

	Believing that she could finally resolve this issue, her mother recently brought a priest to bless her. Nothing changed. However, perhaps impressed by the ritual used by the clergyman while blessing her, she had a different dream. This time she dreamt she was in a convent. She woke up in the middle of the night and could no longer fall back asleep. She preferred not to confide in her mother about the strange dream.

	– She might bring the priest again to bless me. I don't want that. I don't like priests, she confided to herself as she got out of bed.

	Maria Estela Bueno de Albuquerque Carvalho, or simply Estelita, had grown into a beautiful young woman, but she didn't take care of her appearance. She was slim, and her hair was often greasy and dull; her eyes, slightly greenish, were hidden behind a pair of glasses with thick lenses. Her face seemed heavy, serious. She preferred dark dresses, preferably without patterns, designs, or stripes. Wearing makeup or painting her nails, for example, were not part of her universe.

	Truth be told, as she was always tired, she had no desire or pleasure in doing things. Everything was tiresome and dull. Over time, she had acquired this behavior, distancing herself from girls her age, and unfortunately, she had no friends. Alone and without prospects of a better life, she surrendered to discouragement and apathy.

	Soon, she would turn eighteen. Other girls her age would already be radiant, thinking about a big party, whether at home or in an upscale club. But not her. She hadn't said or asked for anything. When her mother informed her that she would be hosting some guests, she pretended not to hear. She preferred to be alone in her room, with her sticker albums.

	Estelita had completed the equivalent of high school.

	It was a struggle to finish the course and graduate. She thanked God when she received the certificate from the principal's hands. Her mother thought she might want to take a sewing course or painting classes, but fatigue and the desire to do nothing were stronger.

	When she was taken to the doctor for the first time and he only deduced that her daughter suffered from the effects of her first menstruation, Bernarda, her mother, believed it was just tantrums or mood swings related to the phase she was going through.

	However, when she noticed Estelita wasting away visibly and gaining deep circles under her eyes, she became worried. She dragged the girl to all kinds of specialists. X–rays were taken, various tests were requested. The doctors' conclusions were numerous: malnutrition, nerve disease, psychic weakness, emotional fragility, irritable temperament, and other terms that could somehow explain her physical and mental state.

	When one of the doctors suggested a consultation with a psychiatrist, Bernarda almost had a meltdown. She was outraged. The doctor, kindly, explained that such apathy and disgust for life could be related to some problem that arose in early childhood.

	– My daughter had a normal childhood. She had everything, I never let her lack anything!

	– That's not what I'm referring to...

	She didn't let him finish speaking. She grabbed Estelita's hand and stormed out of the office, walking briskly, very irritated. Remembering this and other episodes, as soon as she got up, Estelita walked around the room while rubbing the backs of her hands over her eyes. The dream she had returned forcefully to her mind, as if a movie were playing.

	 

	 


Chapter 2

	 

	 

	In the dream, it was night, and it was cold, very cold. Estelita watched the scene like a spectator, although she felt herself within a movie reel. A stern–faced woman holding a lantern, appeared in front of her and walked through a long, damp corridor, smelling of mold. Estelita felt fear and, at the same time, a certain attraction to that serious–looking figure. Right behind the woman, a young girl rubbed her hands together and pleaded with compassionate eyes:

	– She's desperate, Mother Veronica. She needs your presence to calm her down.

	– For over six months, I've been trying to calm her down. What else do you want me to do, sister?

	– The baby's birth is imminent. She said she won't give him up. She wants to keep him.

	The mother laughed derisively.

	– She has no say in this. The father left her here, and we've made arrangements. The baby will go into the arms of the count. His sister is barren, and his brother–in–law needs an heir. This girl has features similar to those of the count's family. 

	– We don't know who the father is – the nun, still young, blushed as she spoke.

	Mother Veronica halted and rebuked her:

	– You're meddling in matters that don't concern you, Sister Ines. Your role is to take care of her until the baby is born. If you continue asking impertinent questions or come with complaints, I'll be forced to transfer you from this convent.

	The nun felt fear. She didn't want to leave. Then, the scene changed, and Estelita found herself transported to a small room illuminated by torches. Mother Veronica, Ines, and another nun were present. A young woman, lying down and screaming in pain, was about to give birth. Sister Ines held the young woman's hand to give her strength.

	– It will be alright.

	– Thank you – she said, her voice tired from the effort. 

	Mother Veronica observed the movements, standing in a corner. The other nun delivered the baby, and when the baby cried, the mother did too.

	– Can I hold him? – she asked, her voice weak. Mother Veronica ordered, briskly:

	– Let 's go. The count is waiting – and, addressing Ines, she concluded: – Make her rest. She needs to regain her strength because she will have to leave the following week.

	Ines was startled:

	– The lady said she would stay. She would become one of us.

	– I received orders from the count. – Before Ines could speak, she cut her off, sharp: – The convent is maintained thanks to your helpful assistance. I cannot contradict him.

	The sister who had delivered the baby left with the baby in her arms without saying a word. She was supposed to clean and deliver the little baby to the count. While Ines was indignant with the mother, the girl who had just given birth pleaded:

	– I'm not feeling well...

	Ines turned around, and the cot was soaked in blood. She was horrified. She appealed to the mother:

	– Please, call a doctor to attend to her, and then let her stay here, become one of us. I promise to help in whatever way necessary.

	– Negative. She will recover and leave soon.

	Ines looked at the girl and realized that, if she didn't receive medical care, she would die. Desperate, she advanced towards the mother to take the bunch of keys attached to her habit by a belt; she wanted to run away as quickly as possible, open the convent gates, and fetch the doctor as soon as she could.

	Mother Veronica was strong and tried to stop her; the two wrestled. The lantern that the mother was holding fell to the ground, and the fire spread...

	∞ 0 ∞

	Estelita came to herself and felt a slight tremor through her body. She walked to the window and murmured:

	– At least it was just a dream. Strange, but just a dream.

	It should be clarified that her relationship with her mother was not easy, and Estelita did not want to hear lectures, see doctors, or be blessed by priests. She preferred to keep her pains and anxieties to herself. Sometimes she confided in Felisberto, her stepfather. He, indeed, understood her. She would talk to him about this new dream. She felt anxious and counted the days until he returned from his usual work trips.

	 

	 


Chapter 3

	 

	 

	Estelita gently pulled back the curtain from her bedroom window and looked out to watch the birds. She tried to smile. She spent her time thinking about nothing, or, when she got tired of not thinking or doing anything, she filled her sticker albums. She loved opening the little packets, taking out the sheets, and hoping there wouldn't be any duplicates. Then, carefully, she would stick them in. She had all kinds of albums: about fauna, flora, animals, historical figures, movie stars. The last one made her feel less bored. Felisberto, her stepfather, brought her the packets when he returned from his trips. He was an engineer and worked for a multinational company whose projects were spread across the country's interior cities. As soon as he returned from a trip, he would go straight to Estelita's room, take the packets out of his coat pocket, and give them to her. To be honest, he was the only one who visited her frequently. He didn't like the way Bernarda treated her daughter. A few days before one of his trips, for example, he had another argument with his wife.

	– She is my daughter – Bernarda retorted emphatically, maintaining her haughty demeanor.

	– Our daughter. I've raised her since she was two years old. She doesn't even remember her biological father. She was just a few months old when Eurico died. 

	– It would have been better if she had never been born.

	– Don't talk nonsense, Bernarda. Estelita is a gem of a girl. A delight.

	– Not at all! A burden. If my family didn't have connections with Dom Mota, I swear I would have done something drastic when I found out I was pregnant.

	– You don't change – he censured. – I won't allow you to talk about her like that. I consider her my daughter and will always love her. I see her as a delicate plant that needs to be well cared for, that just needs our love and support to gain confidence in herself

	– Only you see her that way.

	– You don't see her that way? And what happened to her when she was still a baby, doesn't that matter?

	– Matter how? She was just a baby. Do you think she would remember anything? Of course not.

	– We don't know. Our mind is still a mystery. If Freud were still alive, I believe we would have made greater strides in understanding our psyche.

	– There you go again with that talk. Influenced by your friend Jorge, obviously! My daughter is not crazy, she's just weak, has poor health. What can we do?

	– I never said our daughter is crazy. Estelita just needs to strengthen her mind. And Jorge has been studying the human mind for years. He suggested we take Estelita to see a friend of his, a well–respected professional. He’s in Rio de Janeiro.

	Bernarda laughed loudly.

	– Take Maria Estela to Rio? To be treated by a doctor for crazy people?

	– If it’s to solve her problems, of course. By the way, why do you treat her differently? Why don’t you treat her the same way you treat Alfredo and Antonieta?

	– Because she’s always been different. Strange.

	– Is that all there is to it?

	– The whole world knows. I always wanted to have just two children. And I did. My prince, Alfredo. Two years later came Antonieta, my little princess. I was happy like that. Everything was perfect. I could never have imagined or dreamed that, almost five years later, I would get pregnant. I was furious. I threatened Eurico. If I weren’t so Catholic... – She fell silent.

	Felisberto insisted:

	– What would you have done? An abortion?

	She changed the subject and continued, irritated:

	– Those were the worst nine months of my life. Then she was born, there was an accident, Eurico died. No one thought about what I went through. A widow, with two small children.

	– And a baby. – She shrugged.

	– Teresa always warned me, assuring me that Maria Estela would grow up with problems. At first, I didn’t want to believe it, but time showed my friend was right.

	– Friend? Teresa is a shallow, superficial woman, extremely attached to social norms. I never liked that friendship.

	– That’s none of your business. We’ve been friends since childhood.

	– She fills your head with nonsense. Wasn't it her idea to put Estelita in a sanatorium?

	– Yes. But I gave up. What would others think?

	– Is reputation more important than your daughter's health?

	– She didn’t answer. He continued: – You need to look at your daughter from a different angle.

	– Always with her nerves on edge – she continued, ignoring Felisberto's words. – Until she was thirteen, she was normal. I thought that, even though she was a bit odd, she would turn out to be a copy of Antonieta. But no. Maria Estela – she always called her daughter that – transformed overnight. She became an annoying, irritating girl, full of quirks. She turned into a wild creature. Sometimes I look at her and don’t recognize her as my daughter. I have this fixed idea that she dresses poorly and avoids bathing just to defy me. Who ever heard of such a thing? A normal girl likes to take a bath. She only brings me grief.

	– But Bernarda...

	– No buts, Felisberto. You know how much time and money I spent trying to fix this girl. No one discovered anything. I think it’s stubbornness, a tantrum, a whim, I don’t know.

	– I’ve said it before. She doesn’t need fixing. She needs love.

	– Bernarda laughed out loud.

	– Love? She was always well–raised, and had everything. I’ll make one last attempt.

	– What?

	– I’ll bring a priest here. Maybe a visit from a cleric will help me better deal with her outbursts.

	– Do you think a priest can solve this issue? What world do you live in, Bernarda?

	– In the world of normal, healthy people. Have you noticed how she looks lately? She looks like a ragamuffin, a beggar. But you’re always traveling, aren’t you? Never home.

	– It’s part of my job. When we got married, I was already traveling for work. Did you forget?

	– Are you sure you’re only traveling for business? Teresa told me to keep an eye on you.

	– It’s a shame your best friend has the power to influence you so negatively.

	– She’s the only one who understands me. Do you think it’s easy being the mother of a girl... – she trailed off.

	– Go on. You always speak about your daughter in a disparaging tone. – He scratched his head and said, – I still insist that she needs to see a psychiatrist or a psychoanalyst.

	– I’ve said it before and I’ll say it again: no.

	Felisberto didn’t know what to respond, but he was certain he would find a way to help his daughter. Yes. Estelita was his daughter!

	 

	 


Chapter 4

	 

	 

	Unfortunately, it is important to highlight that Felisberto was the only one, at that moment, who was interested in Estelita’s well–being. Alfredo, the older brother, was in his final year of engineering in Rio de Janeiro, the country’s capital at the time, and lived with Bernarda’s ex–sister–in–law. In the early years, he visited the family during holidays. Now that he was finishing college and had started an internship at a renowned construction company, his visits had become less frequent. It was a pity. Estelita adored Alfredo and wished she could see him more often.

	Bernarda didn’t like her ex–sister–in–law, Angelina, the sister of her first husband. Since becoming a widow, Bernarda had cut ties with her. When her son informed her that he had reconnected with his aunt and decided to live with her while attending university, Bernarda thought she would have a fit.

	There was also Antonieta, the middle sister, five years older than Estelita. She was about to get married and hardly had time for her younger sister. In truth, she thought—though she never said it – that Estelita needed intensive psychiatric treatment and should be banished from social life.

	Amid all this, to avoid unpleasantness and end up with her daughter locked in a sanatorium or as a spinster, Bernarda thought it wise to find a suitor for Estelita. It was Teresa's idea, the high–society friend who set the rules. Teresa had persuasive power, was seductive in every sense, and did not tolerate being contradicted. The women of society accepted everything she dictated without question. Bernarda considered her the best friend and avoided contradicting her as much as possible.

	One afternoon, while having tea at the club, Teresa commented:

	– I saw your daughter being born. I witnessed so much in your life and hers. Initially, I thought Estelita would be like Antonieta, that is, a beautiful, well–mannered, and graceful girl. Unfortunately, as the years went by, it became evident that she took a different path. A pity. We must admit she has psychological problems.

	– I know. I struggle every day, fight with myself, and don’t want to think about it. Felisberto wants to take her to see a psychiatrist. I can’t allow that.

	Teresa gently squeezed Bernarda’s hand.

	– I don’t know if institutionalizing her would be a good solution.

	– It was your idea! – exclaimed Bernarda.

	– I know. It might have been a good idea, but I’ve been thinking, you know? I’m not sure it would be good for you. Imagine the negative comments that could affect your reputation, and that of your children… I worry about what people say about you, about Estelita...

	Bernarda’s eyes filled with tears.

	– I noticed the other day one of them – she pointed to a group of ladies sitting nearby – looking at me and laughing. I know I am the mother of a crazy girl, but it’s hard to deal with.

	– The other day, I was thinking: what could I do to help my friend of so many years, my best friend?

	– You, always worried about me! – Bernarda was moved.

	– Your youngest’s problem can be easily solved – Teresa continued, sipping her tea.

	Bernarda was very interested.

	– How, for example? I confess that institutionalizing her, as I’ve said, would not be convenient. Taking her to a psychiatrist either. She’s just weak in body and mind.

	– You don’t have to go through that embarrassment.

	– No?

	– Not at all. Everything can be resolved in the best possible way.

	– I don’t understand, Teresa.

	– We will arrange a marriage for Estelita.

	– What?! You said marriage?

	– Yes.

	– I hardly let her out of the house for fear she will be ridiculed. So different from Antonieta – she sighed.

	– Don’t compare a princess to a commoner. – Both laughed. – Antonieta is incomparable. She’s going to marry my stepson and will be a wonderful daughter–in–law. – Bernarda nodded, and she continued: – There is a bachelor available. He’s not much to look at, but he’s from a traditional, old family. He’s blessed. And very, very wealthy.

	– Who? – Bernarda wanted to know.

	– Décio. Son of Yolanda and Evaristo Lisboa Nunes. Yolanda’s family is incredibly wealthy, and Evaristo is a well–respected government official working for João Neves da Fontoura.

	– Who?

	– The Minister of Foreign Affairs.

	– Oh! – Bernarda exclaimed and nodded. She immediately remembered the young man. Who wouldn't? Décio was frequently in society scandals. Nervous, petulant, and arrogant, he had no limits. He was the type of person who treated anyone outside his social class, meaning millionaires, poorly.

	Son of heirs who were also born heirs, Décio grew up among nannies and French maids. He learned French before he learned Portuguese and never received a no in his life. Yolanda didn’t have much patience to deal with her son. As soon as she got married, she avoided getting pregnant as much as possible until Evaristo became suspicious and demanded she give him a son. Yolanda conceded, and Décio was born when she was nearing thirty, something uncommon for the time. Not very willing to be a mother, she did everything he demanded just to please him and have peace.

	Although he was tall, strong, handsome, and attractive, considered a hunk, he was avoided by girls from good families. They fled from him like the devil from the cross. Being with Décio was a sure way to get into trouble.

	– This young man has an irregular, uncertain life, doesn’t he?

	– Not more than your daughter. – Bernarda widened her eyes, and Teresa softened: – Forgive me for being frank. I mean that your daughter has a behavioral issue. He has his own too. Besides, Décio is from a millionaire family, is handsome, speaks French fluently, and studied English in London...

	– He didn’t finish college – Bernarda interrupted.

	– He doesn’t need to. He’s an heir.

	– I don’t know... I’ve heard nasty comments about this young man. They say he is... – she stopped talking.

	Bernarda was being polite. What was whispered about Décio was that he flirted with both girls and boys. Many accused him of being deviant or effeminate. Deep down, his sexual preferences were fluid; he was interested in both men and women. There was no internal filter stopping him from expressing his sexuality. But the society of the time was unforgiving. There were eyes everywhere, people closely monitoring everyone’s moral behavior around them.

	His father, a respected man and high–ranking official in the Vargas government, spent the whole week in the capital and returned to São Paulo on weekends; many times, he didn’t return because he traveled a lot with the minister. Evaristo avoided interacting with his son. He perceived Décio’s tendencies and was horrified to know he had fathered an inverted son.

	Misunderstood, not knowing how to be accepted by a hypocritical and ruthless society, to prove he was a real man, Décio exhibited stupid behavior and was violent with his peers.

	Teresa knew all of this and a bit more. She observed Bernarda and, knowing her very well and perceiving her insecurity, added more fuel to the fire:

	– Look, if by chance this marriage happens, any problem Estelita might have will be the husband’s responsibility. You won’t have to worry about her anymore. Besides, it’s preferable to have a slightly crazy son–in–law who can take care of his wife than to have a spinster and strange daughter. Keep in mind that you – she pointed a finger at Bernarda – will have to take care of and live with her until the end of your days. Think about it. A friend’s advice.

	Bernarda considered everything and, although she felt her chest tighten, saw in the young man the salvation to improve her daughter’s reputation, or rather, the family’s reputation. It wasn’t a bad idea. Getting rid of Estelita was like lifting an immense weight off her shoulders. Besides, Bernarda highly valued social dictates. Appearances mattered a lot.

	 

	 


Chapter 5

	 

	 

	Upon returning from one of his long trips, after overhearing his wife's conversation with Teresa, Felisberto warned Bernarda about the young man:

	He's been banned from the club. They claim he's a troublemaker. 

	I don't care what they say – Bernarda retorted.

	He comes from a good family. Besides, everything we've heard about him is just gossip. Gossip fades with time, with the wind... – he philosophized.

	I don't know. Something tells me that our Estelita deserves better. We should consult her.

	She's not able to choose. She hasn't been emotionally stable since she was thirteen, how could she have the capacity to know what's best for herself? I know what's best for her. Only I know.

	Felisberto shook his head. It was impossible to continue the discussion. Bernarda always had the final say. Better to stop there. He decided to go upstairs and talk to Estelita.

	He entered the room and found her there, hair disheveled, pale as wax, hunched over a sticker album. Felisberto gently knocked on the already open door.

	– Can I come in?

	She turned to him, got up, and ran to hug him.

	– Daddy!

	He felt emotional.

	I love it when you call me that.

	But you are my dad. You always have been. You married Mom when I was barely two years old.

	That's true.

	I don't have memories of my real dad. I must confess that when I see a photograph of Eurico, I feel something strange.

	You've mentioned that to me before. What kind of strangeness do you feel? – he asked with interest.

	– A strange sensation here – she touched her chest. – It's not about Eurico specifically. It's something about him. I can't explain it.

	– I understand. I met a friend who lives in Rio de Janeiro, Jorge. He's a rare guy. Friendly, easygoing. He's very sensitive, and his heart, let alone... He's very kind, generous.

	– Is he the one who studied in Switzerland? – Felisberto nodded.

	– That's him. He was a student of Professor Jung. I told him a bit about what's happening with you. Since he lives in Rio, he recommended we see a psychoanalyst here in the city.

	– And? – she asked, uninterested.

	– Do you want me to find a professional to see you?

	– I'll think about it.

	– If it were possible for you to be treated by my friend... I would love it!

	– Ah... what's the use? How could I be treated in Rio?

	She raised her finger to her chin and said, smiling: – You could also spend some time at Aunt Angelina's house.

	– You barely know her.

	– But Alfredo lives there with her.

	– He's about to graduate.

	– Have you talked to him? I miss him so much.

	– Whenever I pass through Rio, we try to meet up. Are you thinking of moving because now... – Felisberto stopped himself. He didn't want to say too much.

	– Even better. I'll live with him.

	– And leave me? – He pouted. She laughed and hugged him.

	– I would never leave you, Daddy.

	– You make me very happy, Estelita.

	– You and Alfredo call me that. Antonieta, when she talks to me, also calls me that. I like it. Mom already calls me Maria Estela.

	They both laughed. He sat on the bed and called her to sit next to him.

	– Have you been able to sleep?

	She nodded tiredly.

	– I sleep little, but I do sleep. While you were away, Mom brought a priest to bless me.

	– She mentioned it to me before I left. I thought it was an exaggeration, but you know your mother.

	– Something strange happened.

	– What?

	– The priest came and blessed me. That same night I dreamed I was in a convent...

	Estelita recounted the dream and concluded:

	– I don't like priests, you know that well. Felisberto pulled her close.

	– You must have been impressed by his visit.

	– Maybe.

	– I'll think of a way to help you.

	– No priests, please. I don’t need to be exorcised.

	– No, you don’t. – They laughed.

	– The other day I overheard mom telling Antonieta she was going to bring another priest here. Don’t let her do that, Daddy. Please.

	– Don’t worry.

	She wanted to change the subject.

	– You know, the other day, Mom was cleaning out one of the guest rooms and set aside a lot of things for donation. I took a peek and found several old magazines. Without her knowing, I brought some copies to the room.

	Estelita opened a drawer and pulled out some copies. She picked out a particular magazine and handed it to Felisberto.

	– While I was flipping through this issue of O Cruzeiro, I came across an article about the medium Chico Xavier.

	– He's well–known. He's from Minas Gerais. Seems like a good person.

	– Yes, Dad. The article tells a bit about his life, his charitable work, and also talks about Spiritism.

	– Interesting.

	– As I was reading, I had the distinct feeling that my dreams might be related to the teachings of this doctrine.

	Felisberto furrowed his brow.

	– Do you really think so?

	– Yes, I do.

	– We can check if there's anyone we know who understands the subject.

	– Do you promise to help me?

	– Of course. But we can't tell your mother anything. You know how attached she is to the church.

	– Yes, sir.

	– Estelita...

	– What's up?

	Felisberto was about to talk about Bernarda's plans to bring Decio's daughter closer, but he didn't want to spoil that beautiful smile. He preferred to stay quiet.

	– Nothing. Keep the magazine. Don't show it to Bernarda. 

	 


Chapter 6

	 

	 

	A few days later, on a sunny afternoon, Bernarda entered Estelita's room accompanied by a dressmaker and two more women. Antonieta followed closely behind. Estelita was startled:

	– What 's going on?

	– Nothing. We need you to look decent.

	– Decent? What do you mean? Antonieta intervened:

	– Presentable. You look like a cavewoman. Don't you look in the mirror?

	Estelita got up from the armchair and set aside the sticker album on the side table. She looked at herself in the large oval mirror above the dressing table. She didn't consider herself as beautiful as the stars of her time, like Joan Crawford or Fada Santoro, but she didn't feel ugly. Despite her mother's remarks that she was inappropriate, Estelita tried not to see herself that way. She turned to Antonieta and retorted:

	– You're out of shape.

	Antonieta gasped and then began to feel herself.

	– How dare you? – she asked, insecurely. She turned to Bernarda: – Mother, am I out of shape?

	– Of course not. Maria Estela does that to annoy you.

	– I'm beautiful. Everyone desires me – Antonieta lifted her chin as she spoke.

	– And you're going to marry that ugly Rami. Goodness gracious. Just because his father is filthy rich.

	– That's a lie. I'm marrying him because he loves me.

	– Do you love him? – Estelita asked.

	Antonieta didn't answer. She left the room and slammed the door. Bernarda scolded her:

	– How can you be so rude to your sister?

	– She started it.

	Bernarda shook her head. She turned to the dressmaker:

	– See
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