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Synopsis

 

What could lead four individuals, each with their own stories and secrets, to arrive at such a city, lost at the end of the world, with customs and a culture so unlike their own?

They wouldn’t know the answer, as they were too disillusioned, suffering, and tormented to understand their fate. More than anything, they longed to forget a past filled with anguish and failure.

However, life demands that we make choices and decisions. Often, we stray from the commitments we've made, but opportunities arise and paths are shown, allowing us to understand that, at any moment and in any place, we will once again encounter “The Mission of Each One”.

 

Elisa Masselli

 

 

 


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

When we are born, each of us carries a mission. And to fulfill it, true friends will never be lacking.

I dedicate this book to all those whom God has entrusted with the mission of using money, mediumship, and power. Especially “political power.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


 

About the medium

 

Born on September 11, 1943, Elisa Masselli was a poor child, yet never unhappy. Her mother believed that “a child should play, because adulthood brings many problems, and housework is for the mother.” During her childhood, she spent a lot of time playing. At the age of 17, her sister Nair who had raised her fell into a deep depression and eventually took her own life. This event shattered Elisa’s understanding of God.

 

However, not long after, a man gifted her the book “Nosso Lar” (Our Home) by André Luiz. A lover of reading, she became enchanted by its message. “I started reading, and I fell in love with it. Perhaps because it was what I needed to hear that my sister might not be in a good place, but she was not alone and could be rescued and reincarnated one day.” From that moment on, she devoured the entire André Luiz collection and began attending the Spiritist Federation in São Paulo.

She married Henrique in 1964, who passed away in 1984. “It pained me deeply to watch him suffer. He didn’t deserve it especially not from my perspective, but I had learned to trust that everything is as it should be, and that God knows best.”

In 1991, she began hearing voices, one of which told her she had a mission to write novels that taught spiritual lessons. Psychiatry deemed it a psychotic episode, but after struggling with depression and doubt, she began writing a story just to pass the time. The story grew and took over her thoughts. “I cried and laughed as I wrote. When it was done, I sent it to Zibia Gasparetto’s editor. The title: When the Past Doesn't Pass. Then I remembered what the voice had said: ‘The name doesn’t matter what matters is that you write.’”

And thus, the writer Elisa Masselli was born.
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PREFACE

 

 

Every time I begin writing a book, I never know how the story will unfold. I just know it will come to me piece by piece.

One morning, as I was slowly waking, I heard a man's voice say:

“An abandoned woman.”

I woke up knowing at once that my next story would be about her. I smiled and began to write.

As always, I didn’t worry about the plot or the characters. I trusted they would come. What mattered most to me were the teachings the story would bring. When I write, I don’t dwell much on structure or narratives, I simply let the words flow.

But with this book, something was different. After finishing a chapter, I found myself reflecting on the material. I know several people, like myself, who have felt tempted to abandon the Spiritist path and others who have done so. The reason is always the same: lack of awareness and understanding.

I was always aware. And when those around me claimed they were not, I assumed they were pretending. I left Spiritist centers many times though I still believed in the Doctrine and tried to live it to the best of my ability, without lying about having a mentor, something I didn’t think I had. But, sooner or later, I always came back. During one of these periods of abandonment, I awoke to a voice:

“What matters is the message.”

I fully awoke and thought: “That’s exactly right!”

It no longer mattered who delivered the message or how through books or spoken word. What mattered was receiving it and cherishing it.

At that moment, I never imagined I would one day be the one writing. When I finished my first book, I never for a moment thought it was mine. I was certain it was being guided. Given my lack of formal education, I knew I couldn’t write something so profound on my own. People ask me who my spiritual mentor is. Truthfully, I don’t know. I could invent a name, and no one would challenge it but that wouldn’t be honest.

My mentor chooses to remain anonymous. If he wished otherwise, I would’ve heard his name one morning, just as I’ve heard so many other things. After this book, my worry about authorship diminished. I came to understand the immense work the spirit world undertakes to reach and guide mediums.

Today, I know the most important thing is the MESSAGE, no matter how it arrives. So I say to you: if you feel the urge to write, WRITE; if you feel like speaking, SPEAK; if you’re moved to compose a song, COMPOSE. Welcome intuition or inspiration into your heart. It greatly eases the work of the spirit plane.

Because in the end, what truly matters is the MESSAGE.

 

Elisa Masselli

 

 


 

 

THE MYSTERY

 

 

The city of Cielo Dorado1 sat tucked away in a remote corner. It earned its name because, nearly every evening, the sky would turn yellow, then golden, set against the green mountain backdrop. It was a small town, settled by Italian, Spanish, and former slave families who arrived in the late 19th century. They intermarried and formed a cheerful, festive community. They intermarried and formed a happy and festive community.

They preserve their traditions and customs. That’s why, every year, commemorative celebrations were held in honor of the different colonies. 

Like most towns of the interior, it had a plaza2 with a church, a bandstand, and many flowering trees—where, on Saturdays and Sundays, young people would stroll, meet, and start to go out.

The city lives on agriculture. Progress had yet to reach it.

It has only a post office and a small medical post, which could handle minor illnesses. More serious cases were referred to a hospital in a nearby city.

All transportation was done with horses, carts, and carriages. There was only one car, used as a taxi. Life went on normally until that day.

“Mr. Simón! Mr. Simón! Did you hear what happened to Mr. José?”

“No, Robertito! What happened?”

“The money, Mr. Simón! The money!”

“What money? Calm down! Speak slowly, Robertito.”

“You know that his son is sick and needs to go to the Capital, right?”

“Of course I know! What happened? Did the child die?”

“No! Mr. José received money to take the child to the Capital and get him treated there! He has the money, the name of the hospital, and the doctor! He has everything!”

“Who sent that money?”

“That’s the mystery! It came to the post office addressed to José, but without any sender’s name!”

“ Must’ve been a relative.”

“It can’t be, Mr. Simón! José and Mrs. Emilia were born here so was all their family.”

“They don’t have a rich relative. They all live right here! “

“Then who could it be?”

“That’s what everyone wants to know!”

“It’s truly strange, Robertito.”

“I’m off, Mr. Simón! I need to tell everyone! If I don’t, how will they know?”

“You’re right… go to see Robertito, go…”

The boy ran off. Simón watched him go and thought, “What a clever kid!” 

A big gossip, but clever! He looked toward the plaza. His bar not only served snacks and coffee, but it also sold groceries, fruits, and vegetables. It was also the town’s meeting spot.

Every afternoon, townsfolk gathered there to talk. That’s why he always knew what was happening in town.

And if he didn’t know something, Robertito would come to tell him. His bar was right next to the church.

“Good morning, Simón! Are you thinking about life again?”

“Good morning, Zeca! I’m looking at the plaza and trying to figure out who sent José that money.” 

“Yeah! Who could it be? It’s a mystery…”

“I’ve got no idea… I keep thinking, but I can’t come up with anyone who’d do this! It has to be someone from town, Zeca, because José has never left here! But who?”

“Wasn’t it you, Simón?”

“Me? Don’t be ridiculous! That’s so much money—I don’t have that much! I’m thinking maybe it was you! No one knows where you came from or who you are! Maybe you’re a wealthy eccentric! You speak well. When you got here, you looked like a beggar. Maybe you sent it, Zeca!”

“ Me? - said Zeca, laughing. I’m just a ragged man barely scraping by with my own two hands!”

“ I remember the day you came here. Do you remember? How long has it been? I don’t know, maybe two or three years. All I know is that I truly started living from that day on.”

“This town showed me a new way of life. I’m staying here until the day I die!

- “Why have you never told me what your life was like before you came here, Zeca? I’ve always considered myself your friend!”

“You’re my friend, Simón. You were the second person who welcomed me to this town.”

“This topic weighs on me. I’d rather not talk about it. I’m Zeca… just Zeca. “I have to go now. I promised I’d work on the commissioner’s garden, and you know how it is—I need to make sure I earn enough to cover the rent for my little room…”

“Alright. If you don’t want to talk, don’t. But no need to rush have a coffee first. Maybe one day you’ll tell me the whole story. Besides, who you were doesn’t matter. You’re my friend now, and that’s enough for me.”

“Thanks, Simón. I feel the same. You can be sure that I’ll always be your friend, no matter what! Now, could I please have a coffee and a mortadella sandwich?”

“Mortadella?” Simón chuckled. “You remember that day!”

“I do remember…”

Zeca drank his coffee and ate his sandwich in silence. He said goodbye and left. Simón waved him off.

“What could have happened in this boy’s life? He’s well-educated… So why did he become a drifter?

Zeca went to the police chief's house. He was going to work in his garden so he could afford the small room he rented in Mrs. Consuelo’s house, Robertito's mother's place. As he walked, he thought about the day he arrived in the city.

I just remember it was already dark, and I was exhausted. I had been walking for days I don’t even know how many—ever since that terrible thing happened. I knew it then, and I know it now: it was my fault.

I walked towards her. I arrived here and needed a place to rest.

The best place I found was a step on the church staircase. I was tired, so I lay down and fell asleep. In the morning, when I woke up, I saw people passing by and entering the church, likely on their way to Mass. I looked around and found the Plaza. The day was getting brighter.

From inside the church, I heard a song sung by many voices. Birds were also singing and flying over the lush green trees. I was overwhelmed by the beauty of it all when a little boy approached me and said:

“What a beautiful world this is! How did I never notice any of this before?” I asked softly.

“Good morning! Did you sleep there?”

“I think I did! I was tired and didn’t even notice…”

“Your back must hurt! This floor is too hard! I bet you’re hungry too!”

“Your back must hurt! This floor is too hard! I bet you’re hungry too!”

“It’s not just my back—my whole body aches. This floor is too hard! Are you asking if I’m hungry? Yes, I am—but I don’t have any money for food.” 

“What do you mean? What’s on the floor?”

I looked down, and there were a lot of coins. Probably dropped there by people on their way into church.

“I can’t take that money! I’m not a beggar!”

“You’re not? Well, you look like one, you do!”

“No, I’m not! I may look like one, but I’m not!

“Alright, he said calmly. You’re not a beggar, but you look like one. People want to give you that money. It’s yours! So let’s go to Simón’s bar. I’m starving!”

“You’re hungry?”

“Yes, I’m hungry! My name’s Robertito. What’s yours?”

“Alright, Robertito, let’s eat—then I’ll go. My name is… Zeca… yeah, that’s right. Zeca.”

“From now on, you’re my friend, Zeca! Come with me! Let’s go to Mr. Simón’s place!”

I follow the boy as if he were an adult and I’m the kid. I was starving.

I couldn’t remember the last time I ate.

“Good morning, Mr. Simón!” Robertito said slowly. “This is my friend Zeca! He looks like a beggar, but he’s not! We’re hungry. I want a glass of coffee with milk and a mortadella sandwich—and the same for my friend. Don't worry, he has enough money to pay for both sandwiches.”

“Alright, Albertito. If he’s your friend, he’s my friend too. I’ll make the sandwiches!”

“May I use the bathroom? - I asked. I’d like to wash my hands. They are dirty.”

“You can go. It’s over there by that door.”

I went into the bathroom. I looked at myself in the mirror and didn’t recognize the person I saw in front of me. My hair was long, and my beard was big. My clothes were dirty and torn.

How long have I been walking? I don't know... All I know is that, no matter how far I walk, I won't forget it, and I won't forgive myself.

I left the bathroom and returned to the counter. Simón finished placing a cup of coffee with milk and a large mortadella sandwich in front of Robertito.

“Come on, Zeca!” said Robertito, holding out his glass. Come and eat your mortadella sandwich!”

“Mortadella?”

“What happened? Have you never eaten mortadella before?”

“Well, I don’t remember, I don't think I've ever eaten mortadella in my life...”

“You’ve never tried it? Then you don't know what you're missing! I know you'll like it! Right, Simón?”

“Yes, that’s right! Mortadella sandwiches are good.”

I drank coffee and ate the mortadella sandwich. I discovered that, having never eaten it before, I had missed out on a lot, because it was delicious.

As soon as we finished eating, Roberto said: 

“Now, I want you to come with me, Zeca. I think you’re tired and need to rest.”

“Thank you, Robertito. You were too kind to help me, but I need to go.”

“Leave? Where to?”

“I don’t know, I'll keep walking. Until I can stop…”

“Can't you stop? Why? Are you running from the police?”

“No! I’m not running from the police, I just can't stop... I need to keep walking even if I don't have a destination. “

“Okay, but first, come with me.”

“So far, I don't understand what this guy has. I just know that I kept following him.”

We arrived at a house on a street behind the Plaza. It was a modest, but well-painted house with a garden where rose bushes were planted. We went inside. 

“Mom, this is Zeca! He looks like a bagger, but he’s not! He’s my friend! His clothes are dirty! Don’t you have any of Dad’s clothes to give him?” 

“Good morning, ma'am! Robertito brought me here, but I’m leaving now. Thanks for everything, Robertito! You are a true friend!” 

“Good morning, young man! Why are you in such a hurry? If my son says you're his friend, you're welcome in my home! He's right, you're very dirty. You need to change your clothes. I have some clothes that my husband no longer wears. They should fit you. I see you also need a bath.” 

“You don’t need to worry, ma’am. I don’t want to bother, I’ll leave now…” 

“Why? Didn’t you like the city?” 

“I like it! It’s a welcoming city!” 

“Then you don’t have to leave so quickly. At the back of the courtyard, there is a bedroom and a bathroom. You can take a shower. I'll give you some clothes.” 

“Thank you, ma’am! I think I’ll accept. I need to take a bath!”

 “Robertito, take the young man and this towel to the back, show him the bathroom. Then come back for the clothes.” 

“Alright, mom! Come with me, Zeca.”

I followed Robertito. I needed a bath. I had been walking nonstop for several days. 

While I take a bath, Robertito goes to get the clothes. I stayed underwater for a long time, allowing it to fall warmly over my body. I was feeling very good. 

After washing up and putting on clean clothes, I felt like a king. 

I looked at myself in a small mirror on the wall. I didn't have a comb, so I ran my fingers through my hair, which, being straight, quickly fell into place. I looked again and liked what I saw. 

I got dressed and left the bathroom. Robertito came in, looked, and said in a slow voice: 

“Now, you don’t look like a bagger!...”

I accompanied him silently to Mrs. Consuelo's kitchen.

“Thank you, ma’am! Thank you so much! You have a good heart.” 

“You know, young man, while you were bathing, I was talking to Robertito. 

He convinced me that you could live in the back room. It's empty. I can rent it to you for a good price.” 

“I’m sorry, ma’am, but I can’t rent the place. I don’t have any money and I can’t stop walking…” 

“If you can’t stop walking, then you must be running away from something. 

“It won't do any good because it's in your heart. Since you can't live without a heart, wherever you go, it will follow you. As for the rent, don't worry, you'll find a job and pay me back when you can. Stay a few days to regain your strength. Then, if you want, you can leave...” 

“Stay here, Zeca! - Robertito jumped up and said:

“I'm going to talk to some people and you're going to get a job!”

Well, I need to rest. I'll stay, but only for a few days. 

I stayed, and I'm still here. I don't plan on leaving anytime soon. I do odd jobs, earn enough to eat and pay the rent, but I can't forget everything that happened… 


 

 

SOME RESIDENTS 
OF THE TOWN

 

 

Zeca was still lost in thought when he heard a voice. 

“Good morning, Zeca! I thought you weren’t coming!” 

“I hope you take care of my garden.” 

“Good morning, Mrs. Carmen! Don’t worry, I’ll take good care of it. It’s going to look beautiful!” 

“I should worry! You care for it so well, it always gives me the most beautiful flowers. I’ll start preparing lunch. 

Once Manolo arrives, we’ll have lunch. I’m making that meat dish you like so much.” 

“Thank you, Mrs. Carmen. You and the whole town welcomed me warmly, and I’m grateful for that.” 

“It wasn’t hard. You’re polite and kind. See you later, my dear. Take care of my garden.” 

Mrs. Carmen entered, and Zeca followed her with his eyes. She was about forty years old. Cheerful and smiling. She was the wife of the police chief, who didn't have much to do, as nothing ever happened in the city, just a few cases of drunkenness or fights between neighbors, which he always handled appropriately. 

The day I arrived, Zeca continued thinking. After showering, I was walking with Robertito. The little boy stopped in front of the house and said slowly: 

“Mrs. Carmen... good morning. This is my friend Zeca.” He arrived in town today. I was passing by and noticed that your garden looks unappealing. Zeca is a great gardener and can take care of the garden! I know he will make everything look beautiful!

 “Me? I asked, surprised.” 

“Didn’t you just say you like flowers and gardens, Zeca?” he asked with a wink. “I’m sure you’ll make this one beautiful, right?” “Right? 

Yes… Yes, of course!” 

“Alright. If Mrs. Carmen wants, we will take care of the garden. You see, Mrs. Carmen, I don’t know anything about gardening, but my friend here knows everything. I’ll stay with him he’ll teach me. Right, Zeca?” 

“Me? Teach you? Of course, I’ll teach you!” 

“Okay. My garden needs cleaning. I love my roses, and it's time to tend to them. You can start. If I like it, I’ll pay you well and provide lunch.” 

“All right, Mrs. Carmen. Your garden will be beautiful, won't it, Zeca?” 

“Yes, of course. I answered, stunned by the situation.” 

Mrs. Carmen took us to a small room at the back of the courtyard and gave us the tools that we were going to use. Then she went into the house. I was nervous about the whole thing. 

I looked at Robertito and I said nervously: 

“Robertito, what did you do? I don't know anything about gardens! 

I never put my hands in the soil!” 

“Never? But now you have to. You said you were going to teach me... now you're going to have to teach me...” 

“How can I teach you something I don’t know how to do?”

“You don't know?! Then... we'll have to learn! I can't call Mrs. Carmen now and tell her you don't know anything about gardens! She'll think I'm a liar! And I'm not!” 

“You’ll have to clean the garden! Take that hoe and let’s get started. You need to teach me! There’s no other way to get out of the mess you got us into...”

I was silent. I knew that he intended to get me a job. That's how my life as a gardener began. Robertito taught me everything.

 It was the holiday season, so he could stay with me all day. After two days, the garden was clean, and the roses had been pruned. Mrs. Carmen was happy and recommended me to other people. 

Since then, I’ve been the official city gardener. 

While Zeca remembered, Simón kept glancing at the Plaza, trying to figure out who had sent the money. And he saw that girl enter the pension. 

“Who is that girl? She recently arrived in the city, rented a room, and doesn’t talk to anyone. She always wears a handkerchief on her head. I don’t think anyone has seen her.” 

I was so distracted looking at that weird girl that she didn’t realize that a person was coming to her: 

“Good morning, Mr. Simón. I need some groceries to make my lunch. Are you okay?” 

“I’m okay, Mrs. Paulina! I was looking at the girl who entered the pension and always has her face covered. Who could she be?” 

“I don’t have any idea who it is, but have you heard about the money? Who could have sent it?” 

“I don’t know, I’m thinking, but no matter how much I think about it, I can't figure out who sent it. It's a lot of money! No one here in town seems to have that much, except you!” 

“Me? Why do you think that?” 

“ You were born here, then you left, got married, and everybody knows that your husband was a wealthy man. 

He died, and you came back, so you must become rich, too.”

“You’re right in everything. Except that my husband lost everything gambling.” 

“When he died, I was left with nothing, just a small pension, which is just enough to get by. 

“I am glad to have lived in this house, which was once my parents' home. I had no children, and I am alone in the world. That is the truth.” 

“I’m so sorry, Mrs. Paulina! I think I was indiscreet and rude, please forgive me…” 

“It doesn’t matter. It’s good that people think I have money. A person with money is well received. I could see that…” 

“You're right. Why are appearances so important? 

Why are only rich people valued?” 

“I don’t know, but unfortunately, that's the way it is. For this reason, I ask you not to tell me what I told you before. I like when people think I’m rich.” 

“I’m sorry, please. You can assure that everything we say stays here.” 

“I will get my groceries and I will leave. Otherwise, my lunch will be delayed. Have a good day!- She grabbed her things, paid, and left.- Who am I to criticize or judge other people's lives? Me, of all people? The most infamous of all creatures! I came here, hid myself away, and everybody respects me. So respected that I even forgot what a scoundrel I was and the harm I did to so many people.” 

“I am an idiot!” 

“Hello, Mr. Simón! Are you thinking about life? Lights on the moon. Did you see Robertito around here?”

“Hello, Mr. Pedro! I’m thinking about life, but sometimes it’s better to forget.”

 Robertito came here this morning. He told me about the money he received from José. He left, saying he was going to tell the whole town. 

“That boy is mischievous. He left home early and still hasn’t come back.” 

“Your mom is worried.” 

“You shouldn't, you know, your son. Until he tells the whole town, he won't calm down.” 

“You're right. He's my son, but I can't deny that he's a real gossip, can I? Speaking of money, do you have any idea who might have sent it?” 

“Don’t worry about the boy, it’s just a childish prank, but everyone’s fond of him. As for the money, I haven’t been able to find out who sent it. It must be someone from around here, but who could it be? That’s the mystery. You don’t have any idea, do you?” 

“ I think a lot about it, but I couldn’t find anybody here in town with a lot of money.” 

“José doesn’t have any relatives outside here. Could it have been the mayor?” 

“ Not him! If it were him, he would give a speech, throw a party, and even hire a band. Simón said, laughing.” 

“He would never do something like that without making a show! You know him, you know what he's like...” 

“ That’s true. It wasn’t him! So, who was it?” 

“I don’t know, but one day we’ll find out, for sure. Even though it doesn’t matter who sent it.

The most important thing is that the child has an opportunity to heal, right?” 

“You know it's true, Mr. Simón! The most important thing is that the child heals.”

“I have to go. If Robertito arrives, tell him to go home.” 

“He is our youngest son; the other one is in Brasilia and only comes here occasionally.” 

That’s why she is so worried about the child. 

“Are you and your wife really from here? “ 

“ Yes, we were born here. We only left when my son had to go to the capital to study.” 

We decided to go with him so he wouldn't be alone. We stayed there for a considerable amount of time. Robertito was born there. Since things weren't going well, we decided to return. He was still a baby.” 

“You know, I don’t think I’ve ever met your other son. What does he do in Brasília?” 

“He’s been there for eight years. He went to university in the capital, entered a competition, and ended up in Brasília. He’s a lawyer.

He’s thirty years old and still unmarried. He loved a young woman, but her parents didn’t accept the marriage. He was sad and had not been involved with anyone else since. He works a lot.” 

All he thinks about is working. It's to hide the pain he still feels from the breakup. 

“Me, as dad, I’m sad, there’s nothing I can do about it.” 

“The age difference between Robertito and Robertito is huge! Don’t you have any other kids?” 

“ Mr. Simón … Mr. Simón … you’re worse than Robertito.” 

“You like to ask a lot of questions. No, we don’t have any other kids. 

Only Robertito, when we weren’t expecting to have another. He came as a surprise, as they say!” 

“You know you're right! “ said Simón, laughing again.  “I'm being a big gossip! It's just that I have nothing else to do. I spend all day behind this counter, watching everyone pass by in the Plaza and trying to guess what's going on in their lives. Can I do that? Don't worry about it.” 

“If Robertito arrives, I will tell him you are looking for him. See you soon, Mr. Pedro.” 

“See you soon, Mr. Simón.” 

I don’t understand, Pedro thought as soon as he left. How did I tell Simón all this? We don’t talk about our lives with anyone.

 But I could tell him, he seems trustworthy. If Consuelo finds out, she'll be angry. Simón continued to look at the Plaza.

 Meanwhile, Paulina returned home. She put everything she had bought on the table. 

He had been back in the city for over a year. He looked around the room. On a piece of furniture, he saw a picture with a photograph of his parents. 

“ Dad… Mom - she says with a tearful voice - when I get married, I know you will be happy.” 

They could never have imagined that such a grand wedding, with such a beautiful party, would end like this. 

When I left here, I was only fifteen years old. My head was full of dreams and the certainty that I would succeed in life. Look at what I have left. I've been married for years, and now what? What am I going to do? 

I have no choice! I have no path to follow! – He began to cry.

 Her body shook with sobs. Since it all happened, she hadn't cried again. 

Now, without knowing why, I couldn't hold back the tears.

 “Please God, show me a way so that I can follow you.” 

“I don't know what to do with my life, except keep pretending that I'm happy. Help me, Lord. After crying for a long time, she went to the window. She looked out onto the street. At that moment, the children were at school. In the afternoon, there would be a lot of noise, with all of them playing in the Plaza.”

 Children, why didn't God give me a son? No! It was much better not to have had one. 

Right now, it would be worse if I had one or more children. Well, there's no point in crying. I need to do something with my time, but what can I do? 

Meanwhile, Zeca was still in Mrs. Carmen's garden. He learned how to work the land and plant crops. He treated the plants with such love that both the soil and the flowers responded.

 Everything he planted blossomed beautifully. That day, no matter how hard he tried, he couldn't forget the past. 

“It had been so long since I had thought about the past. Why is that?” 

Why did Simón have to bring up this topic on the day I arrived? I'm fine, far away from everything and everyone. But what about my parents? 

How are they doing? I haven't heard from them since that day. They must be worried. I'll call them, at least to let them know I'm okay. 

“Hello, Zeca! Do you know if Gustavo is at home?” 

“Good morning, Clarita! He's not here. I saw him leave early, and he hasn't come back yet.” 

“Zeca, please, when he arrives, tell him that I need to speak with him urgently. Ask him to call me.” 

“All right, I'll tell you. What happened?” 

“It's nothing important; there's nothing to worry about. Everything will be fine as soon as I talk to Gustavo.”

“Goodbye.” 

“Goodbye, Clarita…” 

What's going on with this girl? She is nervous. This relationship with Gustavo won't work… 

He went back to his gardening work. It was almost lunchtime. 

“Mrs. Carmen said she was going to cook the meat the way I like it. This is very good, I'm hungry!” 

“Hello, Zeca! The garden is looking nice!” 

“That's right, Commissioner. This land is good. In September, everything will be in bloom. You'll see!” 

“ Aren’t you coming for lunch? It’s time. I’m going to eat and then go back to the police station. 

I’m trying to find out who sent that money to José. 

“Why? Is it against the law?” 

“ No! It’s not against the law, Zeca! It’s weird. Why would someone send so much money without saying who it is?” 

“Why?” 

“It’s weird, commissioner. It has to be someone in the city with a lot of money who doesn’t want anyone to know. 

“I’ve already thought about it, but who could it be? Still, no one can deny that this money came at just the right time. The boy really needed it urgently.”

“That’s true, commissioner. Without that money, José wouldn’t take care of his son.” 

“I was distressed.” 

“Zeca, it must be awful not being able to take care of a child.” 

“The child's illness is serious. Now, at least, he will not die for lack of treatment.” 

Whoever that person may be, may God bless them. 

“Let's go inside. Did you see if Gustavo arrived?” 

“No, it hasn't arrived yet. Clarita is also looking for it.” 

“I don't like this relationship. This girl is the daughter of that woman who doesn't even know who her daughter's father is.” 

“But Clara is a good girl! So is her mother! Who knows why she didn't want to say who she is.” 

“I don't know. She was born here in the city. She suddenly became pregnant and never wanted to say who the father was.”

 “Clara was born, and to this day no one knows. I like the girl, but it is necessary to know everything about the family so that there are no problems with future children.” 

“I hope this relationship is just a fling for my son. I wouldn't want to see him married to a girl like her.” 

“I have lived a long life, Commissioner, and from what I have learned, money and social status do not change people's character.” 

They are good or not, regardless of one's financial situation or social status. 

“Clara, although raised without a father, is a good girl.”

 “Maybe, but I wouldn't want her to marry my son. I'm going to talk to Gustavo.”

I need to make him understand that she's not a good match for marriage. 

“Who am I to give you advice? But I'll tell you anyway. Let them figure it out themselves.”

 In cases like this, there is no point in interfering. The more it is prohibited, the worse it will be. After all, if they truly love each other, there is no point in denying them. 

“What’s wrong, Zeca? I know my son! He would never dare to disobey me!” 

“ You know he needs my help to continue studying! Without my money, he will never be able to become a doctor, and that is his lifelong dream. He is still young. He will go to medical school.” 

Without my help, he will never succeed! 

“You're right. He's still young. So there's nothing to worry about. Shall we go to lunch?” 

Mrs. Carmen said that she would make carne asada3, which only she knows how to prepare. 

“What we both love so much.” 

“Of course, let's go eat. At mealtime, there should be no discussion of any problems.” 

“It's true. Even more, Mrs. Carmen makes the food; it's a sin to ruin it.” 

They went inside, and the table was already set for lunch. The couple had two other children: Sonia, fourteen, and Wagner, eleven.

Mrs. Carmen called the children who came, and they took their seats. 

“Carme, where’s Gustavo?” 

“He went to the library; he should be here soon.” 

“I need to talk to him about Clara.” 

“Come on, Manolo! Don't worry about it. They're just kids! He's going to college, and this relationship will end.” 

“Even so, I will talk to him.” 

“Good morning, everyone! I made it on time!” 

“Good morning, my son. Sit here.” 

“Gustavo! said the commissioner in a rough voice. We need to talk after lunch.” 

“Okay, Dad, but now I'm hungry. This food smells great. The family had lunch with Zeca, who became part of every family he worked for.” 

He spoke and behaved well at the table, which assured everyone that he was a person of refined education. Therefore, they wanted his friendship. However, what they wanted was to know who he was. 

After lunch, Zeca returned to the garden. The commissioner called his son, and they went to the porch. Carmen took the other children to school. 

In the porch, the commissionaire says: 

“Gustavo, Clara came to pick you up. 

I want to know what's going on between you two and why she’s looking for you.” 

“We’re dating, but what does she want?” 

“I don’t know what she wants. She talked with Zeca. I just want to end this relationship “

“She’s not a good girl for you?” 

“What do you mean she’s not a good girl?” 

“He doesn't even know who his father is!”

“What does this have to do with her morals? She's a great girl, polite, studious, and loyal. I like her a lot.” 

“You're young and you're going to college. So I think it's best to end this relationship. 

Later, when you come back as a doctor, you can solve it.”

 “Dad! I’m in love! I'm not getting married now! I like her a lot, but I'm just dating her.” 

“All right, son. I just hope you don't want to marry a girl like her.” 

“Don't worry. I'll talk to Zeca and see what she wants.” 

“See you later, Dad. Do you have to go back to the police station?” 

“Yes, I’m leaving now.” 

“Goodbye, Zeca!- He said as he passed me by.” 

“Goodbye, chief.” 

Zeca saw the commissionaire leave. 

He didn’t hear what they were talking about, but he could tell they were nervous. 

“Zeca, what did Clara want with me?” 

“I don’t know, Gustavo. She told me to call you and she would be home all afternoon.” 

“Alright, I’ll call her. Thank you, Zeca.- Gustavo entered and called Clara.” 

“Gustavo, I need to talk to you urgently.” 

“Clarita! What happened? Why are you so nervous?” 

I can't talk on the phone. Let's meet in the Plaza at around six o'clock. Then we'll talk.”

“ Okay, I'll be there. But don't be so nervous. Worried, he hung up the phone. That night, after finishing work, Zeca received his pay and left.” 

On the way, he stopped at a public phone and called her mother. 

“Hello, Mom! It’s me!” 

“My son!- she said, crying-, I’m glad you called.” 

“ I’m worried about you! Where are you? How are you? Come home. We’re all waiting for you!” 

“Calm down, Mom. Let me speak. I called because I knew you were worried about me, but it’s not necessary. I’m fine, but I can’t come back. I’m living in a beautiful place.” 

Don’t worry. I’m not ready to come back. 

Maybe someday I'll return, but the important thing is that I'm doing well. 

“My son, come back! It's been a long time, and it wasn't your fault.” 

What had to happen happened… 

“I know it was my fault! If I had done my duty, none of this would have happened.” 

“I still can't go back, and to be honest, I don't think I ever will!” 

“Don't say that my son! Where are you? I can send you at least a little money to keep you going!” 

“There is no need! I'm living and eating well! I'm fine, Mom! Believe it and relax!” 

“ Are you working? What are you living on?” 

“I’m working! I’m a gardener!” 

“A gardener? After studying so hard? 

You were always one of the best students! You must be crazy! “

“No, Mom! I’m not crazy. I’m happy!” 

“Son, tell me where you are. “I can't bear to miss you any longer… 

“I miss you all too, but I still can't come back. Who knows, maybe someday. Don't worry. I'm doing great! I'm going to hang up now!”

“A kiss for everyone. I love you with all my heart. “ 

“Wait, my son! Don't hang up!” 

He hung up the phone and went to Simón 's bar. Two tears fell from his eyes. 

Why did Simón remind me of that day? Poor Mom. But I can't say where I am, because everyone would surely come looking for me, and I don't want to go back to the way things were. Not for now. 

Who knows, maybe one day. 

As soon as he arrived, he was greeted with a smile from Simón: 

“Hello, Zeca! Finished another day of work?” 

“I'm done and I'm tired. This hoeing business is exhausting; it's a bit heavy. But the commissioner's garden will be beautiful!”

 “Look who's coming!” 

“Robertito with that strange girl! What has this boy done now?” 

“We just have to wait and see, as soon as they arrive, since they are coming here.” 

“Hello, Simón! Hello, Zeca!” 

“Hello, Robertito, what brings you here?” 

“This is my friend, Célia! She hides her face... because she says she doesn't like people seeing her face, but she also said she's not ugly, she's beautiful! She needs to talk to you, Mr. Simón!”

“Of course, miss! What do you need? All of Robertito's friends are always welcome!” 

“Thank you, Lord. I have already discovered that it is a privilege to be his friend. Everyone welcomes him warmly.” 

“You can be sure of that! It's kind of like the city's pet.” 

“But, what do you want?” 

“Robertito told me that you have a house here in the Plaza.” 

I would like to know if you are interested in renting. 

“Yes, I have the house, and it's all renovated. I want and need to rent it out.”

“If you like it, I'd be delighted!” 

“Could you show it to me?” 

“Of course! There's just one problem. I'm here alone; Juca went home, but he'll be back soon.” 

“You can go, Simón, I'll stay here until Juca comes back.”

 “Thanks, Zeca. I won't be long.” 

“Go ahead.” 

Simón left with the girl. Zeca was thinking, “Why is she so careful not to show her face? Is she ugly?” 

Simón, also curious, went with her and said: 

“Miss. The house isn't big. It only has one bedroom, a living room, and a kitchen.” 

“You can call me Célia I’m going to be an official resident now. The size of the house is perfect.” 

“I live alone. The important thing is that it's here in the Plaza.”

“Then welcome. I speak on behalf of the city!” 

They arrived at the house. Célia looked around and said:

“ I liked it! It was the house I was looking for.” 

“How much is the rent?” 

“Two hundred thousand cruzeiros. Is that too much?” 

“No, that's fine! I'll rent it for six months. I haven't decided how long I'll stay yet.” 

“So, we'll leave it at that...

That's fine, you can stay as long as you like! Shall we go back to the bar? We'll finalize the agreement there. They returned to the bar. Zeca and Robertito were chatting happily.” 

When she saw them, Célia said: 

“Robertito, I liked the house. I'll rent it!” 

“I'm glad you liked it! But if you didn't like it, I would have found you another one! You're my friend.” 

“When he says that, it's dangerous. My name is Zeca, nice to meet you, miss.” 

“Welcome.” 

“Nice to meet you, and thank you. As I told Mr. Simón, you can call me Célia.” 

“I'll be living here for a while.” 

“Okay, Célia. Call me Zeca!” 

“Mr. Simón, what do you think of my two friends?” 

“It seems that, once again, you've made a good choice, Robertito.” 

“Well, miss, I need your documents to draw up the lease.”

“No documents. I'll pay six months in advance.” 

“That's not necessary. You can pay monthly.” 

“Thank you, but I prefer to pay in advance.” 

“All right. That's what you want. I'll give you a receipt.

I don't want a receipt, I trust you. 

Simón looked at Zeca and Robertito. They both nodded their heads for him to agree. 

“All right. If you trust me, it's fine.” 

“Look at Gustavo and Clarita!” Robertito almost shouted. “It looks like they're fighting!” They looked at one of the benches in the Plaza. “ 

“Robertito, you're right,” said Zeca. “It looks like they're fighting.” She's crying. They were just talking. 

“Clarita, what great news you're giving me!” 

“That's what I told you, Gustavo! I passed the entrance exam. I was first on the second call on the list of those who passed. The last student who passed dropped out, and I received this letter from the university saying that I was accepted and that I can apply!” 

So, can we go together? That would be wonderful! 

How can we go together? I don't have the money to enroll, let alone pay tuition and stay there! I'm nervous. I had already accepted that you were going to college. 

Now, I could go too, but how? 

If I had a father, he would certainly help me, but with what my mother earns at the health center, she will never be able to support me through college. I am so sad. 

The ideal thing would be for you to come with me to the capital. We could rent an apartment and live together, but I can't afford to pay for your studies and your stay either. My father will pay for my college; he will never accept our love. He thinks I'm still a child and has big plans for my future. 

I can work!

With what you earn, you won't even be able to pay the rent! I'll talk to my father. Maybe he'll change his mind! 

If only I knew who my father was, but my mother refuses to tell me, no matter how much I insist. 

Clara was crying a lot. Gustavo hugged her. From the bar, the four of them continued to watch the scene. 

“I'll go over there and see what's going on!” 

“Robertito!” said Zeca nervously. “Stay here! You don't have to go there!” 

“It must be serious, and they're dealing with it.” 

“Come with me. Your mother is waiting for us for dinner. See you later, Simón. See you later, Célia.” She and Simón laughed at the way Zeca spoke to the boy. 

“That kid is terrible,” said Célia, laughing at Simón. “He wants to know everything so he can be the first to tell.” 

“He's cute, Simón. I'm going to need some furniture. Could you tell me where I can buy some?” 

“Go to Guerino's store around the corner. He has very nice furniture. Tell him I recommended you.” 

“It's late today. I'll go tomorrow morning and bring the rent money for six months.” 

“If all goes well, I'll move in tomorrow.” 

“Well, I hope you're happy in your new home.” As Célia left, José entered the bar. 

“Hi, José! How are you? I don't know if you know, but you've been the talk of the town today.” 

“Hi, Simón! I know I'm glad the money arrived. I'm here to see if you've seen Elías.” 

“I need his taxi to take my son to the capital early tomorrow morning.” 

“He just left. He went to pick up a passenger, but he should be back soon. In the meantime, shall we talk?” 

“You don't know who sent this money?” 

“No! I don't know. I think it was God. We were desperate. My son needed an operation, but I couldn't afford it.” 

Emilia and I prayed a lot. Unexpectedly, a notice arrived from the post office. 

“I went there and Germano told me about the money he was waiting for me to collect, and he gave me a letter with the address of the doctor I should look for. There was a lot of money, and the letter said that it was to take the child to that doctor and that hospital. There was also a room reserved at a hotel near the hospital for Emilia and me to stay in while the child was undergoing treatment.” 

“Emilia and I didn't believe it at first, but it was all true.”

 “Don't you have a rich relative? Or someone you know?

 You have no idea who it was? 

“No! We never left here! Our relatives were also born and raised here, and they're all here!” 

“Besides, I don't think there's anyone in this city with that much money.” 

“Maybe the City Council, but I don't think it was the mayor. I don't know who did it, but I thank God and that person. May God reward them. Look, here comes Elijah! I'm going to talk to him! See you later, Simón!” 

“Joseph left. Simón watched him go. Joseph kept talking to Elijah. Meanwhile, Clara and Gustavo said goodbye, each going home.”

 


 

 

THE MOMENT OF 
THE TRUTH

 

 

Clara came home with red eyes from crying. 

“What happened, my dear?” 

“Nothing happened!” 

“How can nothing have happened? Your eyes are red! You cried a lot!” 

“You are to blame for all my unhappiness!” 

“Me? What did I do?” 

“Don't you know who my father was? If you know, why don't you tell me who he is?” 

“Because I don't have a father, everyone points fingers at me! That's why I won't be able to marry anyone!” 

“What's wrong, Clara? It's not your fault!” 

“Go and tell that to the commissioner! He'll never let me marry Gustavo!” 

“Just because you don't know who my father is! Tell me, Mom, please! Who is my father?” 

“I've told you many times, but I'll repeat it. Your father was a traveling salesman who came, fell in love with me, and left. He never came back. He didn't even know you were born.” 

“There's nothing I can do. I've always done everything I could to make you happy.” 

Gustavo is a good guy, and he'll talk to his parents. If they understand that you love each other, they'll accept it. 

“Never! – Clara said, looking at her mother with hatred. You know how people in this town think.”

They'll never accept it! Like most people, they don't! Tell me, how many friends do I have? 

How many parties have I been invited to? 

You were born! You're alive! You're a great girl. You have your whole life ahead of you! You'll continue to be happy! 

Happy like you? Why didn't you get married until now? Why didn't you leave here? 

Why didn't you raise me far away from everything and everyone, especially this city? 

You have a lot of questions. I'll try to answer them. I'm happy because I have you. 

I didn't get married because I didn't find anyone to love. I didn't leave because I couldn't afford to, and to this day, I don't have the financial means. I'm sorry you miss your dad. Unfortunately, I can't help you with the how part, but with everything else. 

Clara didn't answer. She went to her room and, crying, closed the door. 

Regina wondered. How can I tell her everything? How can I tell her who her father is? It was so long ago! I was still a child. My God! It's all happening again! 

Like Gustavo, he was also going to study abroad. He left, and I stayed. When he came back, he was married. 

He didn't look for me. He never wanted to know about his daughter. He didn't want to take responsibility. 

He married for convenience, for money, to continue the family name. My God. I should have left… 

Gustavo, for his part, also spoke to his parents.

“Dad, Mom. Clara also passed the entrance exam. I want her to come with me.” 

“What? Who's going to pay for it? She doesn't even know who her father is! You should stay away from her.” 

“She’s just like her mother. Soon she'll be expecting a child without a father! God forbid it's yours! “ 

“Manolo! Let him talk. Gustavo, do you like Clara?” 

“A lot, Mom. I don't know what Dad means when he says she's just like her mother.” 

“Mrs. Regina is an honest woman who works and takes care of her daughter.” 

“She must have left this city. - Said the commissioner, angry or having an abortion.” 

“See, Dad, why Clara doesn’t know who her father is?” 

“It must have been a man who thought like you and refused to admit it!” 

“I love Clara, and I want her to accompany me to university. It all depends on you!” 

“On me? That’s madness! I have nothing to do with her!” 

“If you help us, we can stay together!” 

“You can forget about that. It’s hard enough just to send you off! Forget about that girl!” 

“You’ll meet beautiful girls from our social class.” 

“It’s no use, Father. If she doesn’t go, neither will I! You have enough money to support both of us!” 

“Calm down! — Carmen interrupted — you’re getting worked up and saying a lot of nonsense!” 

“Gustavo, go to your room. I’ll talk to your father. We’ll find a solution.”

“In the end, everything will be alright.” 

Gustavo went to his room, upset by his father’s attitude. 

As soon as he left, Carmen said:

“Manolo, take it easy. There’s no point in acting like this.

 The problem is right there, we have to solve it. For now, you won’t do anything! 

I will talk to Clara and her mother. Then, we will see what we can do. 

It’s useless to try to forbid. That will lead nowhere. It will only rush things. 

“Alright, I’ll wait. If luck isn’t on your side, I will make my own decisions.” 

Carmen smiled. She knew her husband always made a mountain out of a molehill, but deep down, he was just a big child who, when scared, could only fight to defend himself. 

She went to the phone and called Regina. They agreed that Regina would come to her house to talk about their children. 

Regina was scared, but she knew the conversation was inevitable. She asked Clara to buy something for dinner. 

She didn’t want Clara to see her talking to Carmen. The girl was upset. They had to act cautiously. 

Gustavo felt suffocated at home. He decided to go out and take a walk in the plaza. He ran into Clara, and they sat down on a bench. 

She told him what she had talked about with her mother, and he shared what he had said to his parents. They embraced, and she was crying. 

“Don’t worry. I told my dad that if he doesn’t help us, I won’t go either. 

I’m staying here! 

“You can’t do that! Becoming a doctor has always been your dream!” 

“My mother said she can’t support me there because with what she earns, she can only support us here.” 

“You will go to university! 

I’ll be here waiting for you.” 

“You can be sure that I will come back, and then we will be happy!” 

Carmen arrived at Regina’s house, and she smiled when she saw her: 

“Good afternoon, Carmen! Let’s come in.” 

“You haven’t been to my house in a long time!” 

“Good afternoon, Regina! It has been a long time, but now we need to talk.” 

“It’s going to be a difficult conversation.” 

“Yes, we need to talk. I’m glad to be here.” They went inside and sat down. Carmen began to speak: 

“Do you know what is happening with our children?” 

“I am aware and worried, but I don’t know what to do.”

“Neither do we, which is why I’m here.” 

“I already spoke with Clara and told her that, unfortunately, I have no way to help her.” 

“I have no financial resources.” 

“Gustavo said that if his father doesn’t support her at university, he won’t go either. I’m worried…” 

“He can’t do that! It’s the dream of his entire life! He has worked so hard for this!” 

“Unfortunately, I can’t send my Clara, but you can.”

“I will talk to Clara. She will make Gustavo change his mind!” 

You are a good woman. Despite all the prejudices, you raised your daughter with great dignity. 

“I did the best I could. Especially in a city like this, where everyone judges and discriminates, but I can honestly say I’ve never regretted having my daughter, not even for a minute.” 

She is wonderful, and she is all I have in this life. 

“You know, Regina, I never understood why you never said or will say who your daughter’s father is.” 

“At that time, we were friends, but even so, you never told me.” 

“When he didn’t want to take responsibility, I thought he wouldn’t be a good father and that I would have to raise her alone. And that’s what I did.” 

“Who is her father? Now you have to tell me. Knowing who the father is, he’ll have to provide all the money she needs. It will also be easier to convince Manolo to accept your daughter.” 

“My daughter is who she is! It doesn’t matter if she’s mine or someone else’s, or whoever the father may be!” 

“She is a wonderful girl. If I didn’t tell you nineteen years ago, I wouldn't tell you now.” 

“If Manolo doesn’t accept it, it doesn’t matter. Clara will find a man who loves her, even without knowing who her father is! Regina said nervously.” 

“You have no right to keep hiding your daughter’s origin! You have to tell the truth!”

“You have no right to ask me a question like that!” 

“My daughter will decide her own life, and I will be by her side! You can keep your son!” 

“I won’t let my son ruin his life!” 

“Then we have nothing more to talk about! Good afternoon. We’ll see how everything turns out.” 

“This is none of our business!” 

I’ve known her since she was a child. We were friends, but when she became pregnant, she didn’t want to tell anyone who the father of her daughter was. She had no parents and lived in the colonel’s house as a maid. 

But it couldn’t have been him. Could it have been Raúl? He must be about five years older than her. 

If it was him, why didn’t she tell him? Today he is married and has two children, but at that time he was single. 

He was studying in the capital, and he would come alone just to spend the holidays. 

Was it during one of those visits? I don’t know. I never worried too much about it, but if he is the father, Clara has the right to know! 

I don’t know what to do - Carmen remained lost in thought.

 She went home. Manolo wasn’t there. The children and Gustavo were not home either. Carmen didn’t know what to do.

* * * 

After talking with his mother, Zeca calmed down and went to Simón’s bar. After a long time, Simón felt a wave of nostalgia.

On the way, Zeca was thinking: “As my mother said, a long time has passed since everything happened. But it still feels like yesterday. I can’t go back. Not yet. I don’t have that right.” 

He arrived at the bar. Simón was washing some glasses, lost in thought about everything that was happening. Zeca sat down on a stool and ordered a soda. 

“Are you worried about something, Zeca? You don’t seem alright, “Simón asked with concern. 

“I’m fine. Today I took the day to think, and thinking isn’t always good. Look at Gustavo and Clarita! They’re talking again at the plaza. It seems they have some kind of problem.” 

Simón looked in the direction where they were and said: 

“I don’t know, Zeca, but it looks like something’s going on, and by the way they’re acting, it seems serious.” 

“You’re right, Simón, but at their age, I bet you’re making a mountain out of a molehill.” “Maybe, but it seems serious, and only Robertito can find out what it is.” 

“Simón, you’re right. Only he can.” 

Zeca smiled as he said that. Then he left. He wasn’t feeling well. 

He wanted to lie down and think about everything that had happened. Talking to his mother made him sad. What had happened in this young man’s life? Simón thought as Zeca walked away. In short, who am I to worry about other people’s pasts? I’m lucky to have my uncle, who lived here all my life and, when everything happened, came to find me! He brought me here, and I stayed at his house for a long time.

Little by little, I learned to manage this bar, and when he died, I ended up living a life that wasn’t mine. 

Today, I live simply and in the company of simple people. 

I have never felt so good. How can everything suddenly change in our lives? Enough now! I’m going home. Tomorrow will be another day. 

He closed the bar and left. On the way, he looked at the houses—all with well-kept gardens. That place was the best place in the world to live. From afar, the pollution and noise of the big cities. Night fell over Cielo Dorado. The yellowish sun gradually turned golden and set. A sky full of stars appeared. The full moon illuminated the city, which was preparing to sleep.


 

 

STARTING OVER

 

 

The next day, people woke up and resumed their activities. Zeca woke up late. He missed the time and arrived late because he hadn’t slept well. 

He dreamed about his brother. He didn’t remember the dream, but he knew he had dreamed. 

He got up, brushed his teeth, and looked out the window. The sun was already high, so he knew the day would be hot. Something is not right with me. I need to go back, even if only to see my parents again. 

I shouldn’t have talked to my mother. Although I know it was good for her to know I’m okay. I wonder if it was. Was it? Or is she like me? Maybe I’ll return, even if only to visit. 

I like it here. Things are going well for me, and I have no going back to living life again.

He went out and headed to Simón’s café for his morning coffee, as he did every day. Simón was already there, waiting for customers.

“Good morning, Zeca! I was worried, you’re late! I’ll get your coffee ready.”

“I woke up late today. By now, I should already be working. But I’ll catch up by the end of the day.”

“You work for yourself; you don’t have to be so strict about the schedule. You can start working anytime.”

“You’re right, but I like to start early, before the sun gets too hot.”

“Good
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