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To my daughters.
For being the reason I continued walking.
And to Juan.
Because some love stories do not end.
They change their way of being present.

“The tears opened the road.
The words helped me understand it.”
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This book began with a loss, but grief was not the first thing that disappeared.

The future disappeared first.

A shared future is built quietly through routines, plans, habits, and the certainty of another person's presence. When that future vanished, I did not know how to imagine another one.

I learned to live in smaller measures.

One day. One walk. One conversation. One breath.

Today's oxygen became a way of surviving before it became a philosophy of living.

These pages are not instructions for grief. Every loss has its own language. They are the record of one woman's passage through absence, identity, friendship, work, travel, solitude, and return.

Brazil remained in my roots. Qatar became the place where I worked, walked, and rebuilt. China widened my vision and reminded me that the world was still capable of surprise.

I did not return to who I had been.

I became someone else.

This memoir is for anyone who has stood before an unexpected life and wondered how to begin.

We do not need all the oxygen for the journey.

We need enough for today.
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PART I

WHEN THE FUTURE DISAPPEARS

CHAPTER 1

Grief After Fifty

There is a profound difference between losing someone when we are young and losing someone after fifty.

When we are young, loss is devastating, but life still seems to move forward at full speed. There are friends, celebrations, new opportunities, and the comforting illusion that time is endless.

After fifty, grief is different.

We do not lose only a person. We lose an entire life we had already begun to inhabit. We lose a future we had quietly built inside ourselves. We lose the peace that took decades to create.

And perhaps that is the part no one ever explains.

When we are young, peace is rarely what we seek. We chase experiences, adventures, discoveries, and dreams. But as the years pass, we begin to treasure life's simplest rituals: the quiet presence of another person, morning coffee shared without words, conversations that never need to be rushed, and the certainty that someone will still be there tomorrow.

Then, in a single moment, everything changes.

It is not only the person who disappears. The future you imagined together disappears as well.

That was the grief I carried.

For a long time, I believed I was mourning only Juan. Today I know that was not true. I was also mourning the life we had imagined: the journeys we would not take, the conversations we would not have, and the old age we would no longer share.

When loss comes after fifty, it removes an entire version of the future.

There is another loneliness rarely mentioned: the loneliness of time. Friends continue with their lives, their marriages, their plans. They still belong to a world from which you suddenly feel excluded. You are no longer young, but neither do you belong to the life you carefully built for yourself.

You remain between places. Between identities. Between versions of yourself.

That was how I felt, as though I had been removed from the centre of my own life and released into a landscape without maps.

The most difficult question was not only, How will I live without him?

It was, Who am I now?

For years I had been a wife, a companion, one half of a story built by two people. Suddenly I had to discover who I was alone - not only physically alone, but existentially alone.

People speak about losing a partner. They speak less about losing an identity, a role, a place in one's own narrative.

There is a quiet irony in grief after fifty. Just as we begin to accept life as it is, just as we stop fighting every imperfection and find a measure of serenity, life demands that we begin again.

At the time, I could see only injustice. Now I can look back with tenderness.

The suffering was not merely destroying part of me. It was opening space for another part to emerge.

I could not see her yet, but the woman I would become had already begun to take shape inside the pain.

Perhaps this is the deepest truth about grief after fifty: it never returns us to who we were.

Instead, it asks a different question.

Who might you still become?

CHAPTER 2

Weightless

Some images arrive before words.

When I remember the first months of grief, one image always returns: a woman outside a spacecraft, alone in the dark, without gravity, direction, or any clear boundary between sky and emptiness.

That image did not come years later, when I could explain what had happened. It came while I was still there, searching for the ship and trying to understand where I belonged.

People told me I was strong. They said I had to continue, that time would help, that everything would eventually be all right. None of those sentences described what was happening inside me.

I did not feel only sad. I felt displaced.

It was as if an invisible door had opened and I had been pushed outside my own life.

I continued breathing. I went to work. I cared for my daughters. I met friends. I completed the ordinary duties of a living person. Yet I no longer knew where I was.

The life I had planned had left without me.

Or perhaps I had left it.

I only knew that everything that once gave me a sense of place had become unfamiliar.

The first months were a constant attempt to find something solid beneath my feet. But in space there are no roads, signs, or maps. There is only silence.

Silence has a particular way of making us hear ourselves.

Perhaps that frightened me most. Not loneliness, but the encounter with myself.

I had been many things: wife, mother, professional, friend, daughter, caregiver. Suddenly none of those words felt sufficient. I needed to discover who I was beyond them.

I belonged neither to the world of couples nor to the future I had expected. I lived between territories, between identities, between versions of myself.

What if I never found my way back?

What if this feeling never ended?

What if I remained suspended forever?

I was still trying to return to a life that no longer existed. I wanted the old ship, the old certainty, the old version of myself.

Grief has a cruel wisdom. It teaches that some doors do not reopen and some versions of us do not return.

Slowly, I began to look around.

At first, I saw only emptiness. Then I noticed stars. Then the curve of the earth. Distance revealed a landscape I could never have seen from inside the ship.

Perhaps loss was forcing me to look at my life differently. Not better. Not worse. Simply differently.

Transformations rarely look beautiful while they are happening. They look like chaos, silence, and a woman floating without direction.

At the time, I believed I was trying to survive.

Now I understand that I was learning how to be born again.

The woman in space did not immediately find a path. First she found questions. Then she found stars. Later, she found her own voice.

Much later, she found herself.

She did not yet know she would stand alone on the Great Wall of China, cross the world, and learn to enjoy her own company.

She knew only how to breathe.

One day at a time.

A little oxygen at a time.

CHAPTER 3

Now What?

In Brazil, there is a familiar expression used when everything has ended: And now, José?

The party is over. The guests have left. The plans have failed. There is nowhere else to run.

And now?

Grief can be reduced to that question.

For a long time I searched for answers. I wanted reasons, explanations, meaning, even someone to blame. Grief offered none of these. It offered questions.

How do I live?

How do I wake tomorrow?

How do I exist inside a life that is no longer mine?

The woman in space had found her first companion: the
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