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MÔNICA DE CASTRO

	My love for literature has existed since my childhood. I always liked to read and write, in verse and prose, and it was in Manoel Bandeira's poems that I further refined my soul's sensitivity.

	I liked writing poems, stories, different texts, and I even won a poetry contest at the age of thirteen, here in the city of Rio de Janeiro, where I was born in 1962. At the same time, my mediumship was awakened and I adopted Spiritism as a balm for my heart.

	My desire was always to be a writer, but life takes us down different paths, always for our benefit, and I ended up graduating in law and passing a competition for the Public Labor Ministry.

	Years later, after my son was born, I felt the first inspiration. It was a strange thing.

	A voice was in my head, repeating that name: Rosali, and the idea of making a romance immediately came up. I rejected the idea and thought, "Who am I to write a novel?

	On the other hand, the same voice also told me: "It never hurts to try. The worst that can happen is not to get anywhere." I accepted the suggestion of the invisible, believing it was my thought, and went to sit in front of the computer.

	At the same time, the inspiration for "Una historia de ayer" came spontaneously, and I began to write, a little bit every day. Until then, I didn't know I was doing psychography.

	It was only when I finished the novel that I received Leonel's psychography, which opens my first book, where he introduces himself and gives his name. But it took a lot of detachment to write, without questioning and accepting the interference of the Spirit. Today I can say that Leonel is a fundamental part of my life.

	I do not write for a living. I write because I like it and because I think I am doing something good for people. And it is this feeling that makes me want to write more and more. It is for people that it is worth writing.

	For readers who are looking for something, beyond the here and now, and who believe in the power of faith, self– knowledge and love, as safe paths to the transformation of self.

	I believe that we can all work for the moral improvement of humanity to build a better world.

	Visit the writer's website:             www.movimentoecrescimento.com

	 

	 

	 

	 


LEONEL

	Leonel is a very dear spirit in my heart. In our first novel, he gave me an idea of what he would have been like in his past life: a writer.

	I know that he was born and lived in England in his last incarnation, as well as in previous ones. In "Secrets of the Soul", he tells a little of his story, along with that of the woman who was the great love of his life. He was not a famous writer. He was a bohemian, but someone with such dignity who soon woke up with the true values of the spirit, and today is able to transmit messages of optimism and love. I realized this in almost daily contact with him and in the communications he transmits, always in a mental way.

	Some time ago, he let me know what he looked like. Leonel showed himself to me in the spiritualist house, in a moment of deep memory and reflection.

	Physically, he is a handsome boy. Black hair, full, with delicate features and blue eyes. Medium height, slim, he came dressed in pants and a white robe, barefoot and with calm air. He had such a serene face that he transmitted it to me. There, he told me things that changed forever my way of seeing certain aspects of life.

	His proposal is the growth and diffusion of love. That's what he works for, that's what he believes in and makes me believe too. Without hope and certainty in the consolidation of love, life has no reason to be. And the instrument he found for the realization of that purpose, at this moment, was psychography.

	Like me, Leonel writes for himself and his neighbor.

	I consider Leonel another fighter of the invisible. A spirit with enormous wisdom and an unparalleled capacity to love. An evolving being who knows the growth path and knows where the source of discernment and morality lies. A soul that grows through self– effort, the recognition of its imperfections, and the unceasing search for self– mastery. And this, above all, is where its value lies.

	Mônica de Castro
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PREFACE

	This is the end of the trilogy that began with the book "Eeeling in One’s skin" passing through "Love is not to be played with” until arriving at this one, "Memories that the wing brings " that closes the history of the Sales from Albuquerque and the slave Toña, who was linked to them by ties of love and hate from the past.

	The sequence of events, which began 200 years ago, ends in Cabo Frio (Cape Cold), the birthplace of my grandfather Edmundo, who introduced Leonel to the real characters, in spirit, so that he could bring his story as an example to us all. But the story is not his, nor was he the one who lived it. His characters are people he once knew, even though he had no closer relationship with any of them. Those were things of small towns, at the end of the 19th century, where everyone knew each other, at least by name or when they found out about it.

	As my grandfather told me, they are a family like many others, but whose truths we do not know. No one ever knew about the drama that took place in that house, and, for the city's inhabitants, they were just people who lived there, halfway through everything and everyone. Quiet and unimportant people, who did not attract anyone's attention.

	But the death of the body awakens these truths and then is when we see that they will never be unimportant.

	Mônica de Castro

	 


Feeling in One's Skin

	 

	 

	At the age of ninety– seven, Toña witnesses the abolition of slavery and refuses to leave the hacienda where she lived most of her life. Called to intervene, Clarissa and Luciano, the young sons of the lord of those lands, cannot convince her to leave. At great cost, Clarissa convinces her father to let Toña stay in a small room, where she tells her story...

	In the early 19th century, Toña came from Africa on a slave ship to serve as a birthday gift for a rich farmer's daughter. Sold by his tribal chief, it is taken from her mother's arms and dragged by force, until she arrives in Brazil and, after brief teachings, she is ready to be presented to Aline, her new owner.

	Aline, the rich white girl, eventually becomes attached to Toña and begins to question her father's attitudes, opposing the way he treats the slaves. The two girls grow up together, Toña always under Aline's protection until they meet two young men, Ignacio and Cirilo, with whom they fall in love.

	Aline and Cirilo soon become engaged, while Toña is forced to live a hidden romance with Ignacio. From then on, events happen and Toña began to feel on her own skin the same type of treatment that she had inflicted on the humblest one when she was Cláudia, a rich and useless girl who, in another life, had despised the true values of the spirit.

	Until destinies intertwine and life takes over to show each one the value of respect and forgiveness.

	Love is not to be played with

	Toña, now an elderly woman, continues to serve the same family, but is forced to endure the displeasure of Palmira, mother of the twins Fausto and Rodolfo.

	Physically identical, however, the twins differ in temperament. While Fausto is upright and honest, Rodolfo is envious and cunning, and plans to force a relationship with Julia, who is engaged to his brother, causing these immense jealousies.

	But destiny reserves other paths for them, and Rodolfo ends up meeting Marta, the daughter of the foreman of the hacienda, who falls in love with him and will do everything possible to win his heart. At the same time, other characters are emerging, such as Camila, Palmira's daughter, and her sons, Dário and Túlio, who are involved in pleasures and crime.

	At the same time, on the neighboring farm, a Jewish family suffers from the prejudices and illnesses of their only daughter, who has tuberculosis. But the spiritual world draws much bigger plans for them, and help comes in the form of a priest who knows the hidden things, and Marta, a healing medium who helps in the patient's recovery.

	Many intrigues and lies arise in the course of the history, while life puts Fausto and Rodolfo in front of situations that call them to experience and overcome their more difficult feelings. For Rodolfo, hate. For Faust, jealousy.

	 


CHAPTER 1

	 

	 

	As soon as the birds started chirping outside, Clarissa woke up in disgust, stretched out, rubbed her eyes, and looked out the window. 

	One more day of boredom at the San Jeronimo hacienda, another day with nothing new to do. Except for her brother Luciano and her cousin Jerusa, there was no one else to talk to. The older sister, Valentina, was an authoritarian busybody and was too busy with the baby.

	Clarissa heard a loud knock on the door and said, without much interest:

	– You may enter.

	The door opened and the mother entered, greeting her with a smile:

	– Good morning Clarissa.

	– Good morning, Mom. Any news?

	– Why do you ask?

	– For you to come to my room early in the morning, sure, something new has happened.

	– You are very smart.

	– Is Dad back from the capital yet?

	– Not yet.

	– Then what is it?

	She looked at his daughter with amusement and announced:

	– Your order has just arrived...

	She didn't even have to listen to the rest. Clarissa jumped out of bed and threw her shawl over her shoulders, went downstairs and ran into the living room. As soon as she entered, she saw a large box by the window and began to jump for joy. Completely intoxicated, she started untying knots and pulling boards, trying to open the box as fast as she could.

	But the wood was hard, and she couldn't. Immediately, she began to scream:

	– Luciano! Luciano! For God's sake, come help me! 

	Hearing those screams, the brother seemed breathless, followed by the other sister, who was carrying a month– old baby.

	– But what is happening here? – He asked indignantly.

	– Look at Luciano! – exclaimed Clarissa, pointing to the box– . Dad kept his promise and sent me what I asked for! Come on, help me open it!

	Flora, the mother, stood behind, while the son helped Clarissa to open that huge box. It was very well tied and fastened, and it was necessary to find some tools to loosen the screws. A few minutes later, the boards began to give way, and Clarissa was pulling them, full of excitement. A new harpsichord appeared amidst the pieces of sawn wood, and Clarissa clapped happily, smoothing the keys with her long fingers. Immediately, the strings inside resounded and a soft melody invaded the room. It was wonderful!

	– Where did Dad get the money to buy that? – Valentina asked contemptuously.

	– Don't be a spoilsport, Valentina, her mother reproached her. Didn't your father promise? So? He kept his promise.

	– We all know that our situation is not the best. Yesterday we didn't even have enough money for expenses, and today I have this harpsichord here from the capital, which must have cost a small fortune. Look at these keys. They're ivory!

	– What's the problem?" answered Clarissa. I bet you're jealous.

	– I don't know why I would be jealous of you, silly girl.

	– Because you don't know how to play. You never managed to learn.

	– And who says I want to learn?

	– Enough, girls, Flora ordered. There is no reason to fight. What matters is that your father bought the harpsichord, right? And he certainly didn't have to steal or extort from anyone. Or do you think your father suddenly became a thief, Valentina?

	– I don't think so – answered Valentina reluctantly. – I just think Dad spoils that girl too much. He does all of Clarissa's bidding.

	– And what happens? – Clarissa said, in a very defiant way. The girl in the lap of Valentina began to cry, and Flora considered:

	– Valentina, my daughter, I think it's time to feed the baby.

	Reluctantly, Valentina left the room and went into the room to take care of her daughter. After she left, Clarissa and Luciano began to mount the harpsichord, adjusting the body to the feet. All set, Clarissa took out the stool and sat down to play. It was in tune, and she intended to prepare a concert when her father returned.

	She would return the gift with another one, playing it to cheer his ears up. Flora sat down on the couch and admired her daughter. She was beautiful and sweet, though a little stubborn and even daring, and how she loved music!

	Clarissa had approached her.

	When Flora married Fortunato, he allowed her to take the harpsichord that had been her mother's, and as soon as the children were old enough to learn, she set out to teach them.

	But Valentina did not give way with a ball. She hadn't listened, she wasn't interested in learning. Luciano, on the other hand, was very restless and didn't have the patience to spend long hours sitting down, which made it difficult for him to concentrate.

	Only Clarissa was interested. The girl, from an early age, demonstrated an innate musical gift and spent hours and hours entertaining herself with music, without even remembering the games.

	There were times when the cousin from the Oro Viejo hacienda came, and then they had beautiful meetings, with her and her daughter taking turns with the harpsichord. But, unfortunately, about a year before, someone had left the window of the room open, under which the instrument was, just as they were traveling to the capital, to witness the marriage of a distant relative. It was a rainy season and a storm hit the region. Through the open window, it poured on the furniture, carpets and also the harpsichord. When they returned from the trip, all the furniture was damaged, the carpets stained and the harpsichord wood swollen and smelled musty. Clarissa and Flora came to cry in disgust. In addition to the damage, the loss of the beloved instrument seemed irreparable. But Fortunato had promised them: as soon as he could, he would order an instrument from the capital, more beautiful and more sonorous, the latest model in Europe.

	Clarissa was full of hope and looked forward to receiving her gift. However, the situation at the haciendas had become worrying. The entire last harvest had been lost due to a fatal plague that had attacked the plantation. No matter how hard they tried, the farmers could not contain it, and in a short time, the devastation was total. Her father had lost practically everything, as well as her relatives at the Oro Viejo hacienda and some of the closest farmers.

	It was said that the carelessness and neglect of Mr. Américo, owner of a neighboring hacienda, ended up bringing the plague, which soon spread to the surrounding lands. At great cost, they managed to exterminate it, but the losses, besides being incalculable, were also irreversible.

	After the plantation was destroyed, all they had to do was start over. But how? Fortunato had lost almost all of his coffee beans. Money was needed to buy new seeds, plant them and wait for them to grow and bear fruit. All this took time, and the money they had would not be enough to support that much. Finally, convinced that his reserves would not be enough to pay for the planting and subsistence until the new harvest, Fortunato went to the capital, in an attempt to obtain a loan from the bankers.

	The situation was precarious, but Fortunato enjoyed prestige, which would undoubtedly make it easier for him to obtain the loan.

	Upon seeing the harpsichord that her husband had sent to Clarissa, Flora concluded that she had obtained the money and began to make some expenses. She was happy, yes, but thinking about it, maybe Valentina was right. Would it be wise to spend so much money on a harvest that didn't exist yet? A shadow of concern crossed her mind. The husband, besides being an excellent businessman, was a prudent and sober man, and he would never count on something that was not really his. Where, then, would that money have come from? Had he sold any property? It was possible, but all his assets were found there, in those two haciendas, in addition to some buildings in the capital, whose income from rent was not enough to cover all his expenses. They were used to luxury and wealth, and it was not easy to settle for a life of savings and deprivation.

	Young and dreamy, Clarissa did not realize all this. The family's financial problems did not concern her. If her father had sent her the harpsichord, he had certainly gotten the money in an honest way.

	Besides Valentina, Luciano was also surprised. He loved his younger sister very much and didn't want to ruin her joy, but he was very worried about that luxurious harpsichord. However, he chose not to say anything. The mother also seemed happy, and he did not want to stain so much happiness.

	 * * * 

	Early the next morning, after breakfast, Valentina got up, handed over the baby to the maid and asked her:

	– Did you bring the flowers I asked for?

	– Yes, ma'am. They are in the vase on the living room table.

	– Excellent. Now take the child to sunbathe. But be careful, don't forget that outside.

	– You can be calm, Ms. Valentina, I do not forget, no.

	Valentina got up, went into the living room and picked up the flowers. She returned to the breakfast table, where the others remained, amused in lively prose, and asked:

	– Aren't you coming?

	– Where to? – replied Luciano.

	– Today, grandfather Rodolfo passed away two years ago.

	– Didn't he? – continued the brother.

	– That's right. I'm going to the cemetery to bring him some flowers. For him and Grandma Marta, may God have them.

	– You do very well.

	– Aren't you coming with me? It is the family's duty to watch over the memory of their ancestors.

	– I don't think I should cry over my grandparents' grave to remember them – Clarissa objected. – And, if you really want to know, Grandpa Rodolfo wasn't even that good.

	– You are a brazen and impolite girl, Clarissa, and you should be ashamed of talking that way about our grandfather, who did everything for us.

	– What did he do for us apart from reproaching us? I don't remember anything he did to please us. Grandmother Martha, no. She was sweet, loving, friendly...

	Valentina gulped and replied:

	– You are ungrateful, that is, and it is better even if you don't go – . And, turning to her brother, she asked him: – And you, Luciano, aren't you coming?

	– Who me? Ah! No, don't count on me. I have more things to do. I agree with Clarissa. We don't need to stop at her grave to remember that he existed.

	– You two are impossible. No wonder you get along. You are the same: selfish, rude, disrespectful...

	– Okay, Valentina, that's it – said Flora. – Leave your brothers alone. I will go with you.

	Flora took the shawl and left with her daughter. She didn't like her father– in– law either. He had been a boring and irascible man and was always ranting and cursing.

	The mother– in– law, however, was different, and everyone liked her. Marta had been a good and pious woman, and had lived a selfless life with her husband, always ready to help him and do everything for him. Only she could control him. Rodolfo had always had a terrible temper, and his wife was the only one he listened to.

	But if Valentina liked her grandfather, what could she do? After all, they had the same blood, and she looked a lot like him. She always had been. The same temperament, the same beliefs, the same ideals. It was for no other reason that she had always been her grandfather's favorite, unlike Clarissa and Luciano, with whom he lived to tease and scold.

	* * * 

	That night, when she went to sleep, Clarissa smelled a slight perfume of roses in the air and remembered Toña. Toña had been a slave on her hacienda since she was very young, when she was brought there from Africa on a slave ship, to serve as a birthday present for Aline, her grandfather's older sister, who had died at an early age. While Aline was alive, Grandma Toña had enjoyed certain freedom. But after she died in a fire, Toña was brutally punished and thrown to senzala, until luck greeted her, and she was called to serve as a wet nurse for her grandfather and twin brother. Since then, she returned to live in the big house and raised most of the children born on the hacienda. Shortly after the abolition of slavery, Toña died, after almost a hundred years of struggle and suffering. Toña had always been a friend of Clarissa. She had seen her born, helped in her upbringing, taught her to embroider and prepare delicacies like no one else. Even as an old woman, she did what she could, and Clarissa was delighted with the stories she told of her people, her land, her culture.

	Clarissa loved the religion of the blacks and from an early age had learned to recognize and identify all the African gods. Toña told her about the association they made with Catholic saints, and Clarissa was delighted. She knew that there were slaves coming from different regions of Africa, who also had different languages and cultures.

	Then, the peoples began to mix, and the Yoruba culture ended up predominating over the others, even imposing its Orixás, replacing the darkness that Toña talked about so much. But she said that the gods were all the same, and it didn't matter what they were called. The important thing was that both the Orixás and the Inkices were deities that represented the forces of nature and that could be invoked in any situation of life. The image of the slave did not come out of his head. About a year after Toña's death, Clarissa began to dream about her, which always seemed smiling, dressed in white or blue.

	He gave her news of his life in the invisible world, talked to her about things she did not know, and used to warn her about some dangers or difficulties. Although Clarissa did not remember everything she dreamed of, she always managed to preserve in her memory the impressions of what Toña spoke to her, impressions that used to arise at the most opportune moments, in the form of intuition or sensations.

	That night, it was no different. As soon as she fell asleep, Clarissa's fluid body separated from her physical body and found Toña there, standing by her bed, waiting for her. Clarissa smiled and took her hand, speaking sweetly:

	– Hi, Grandma Toña, did you come to visit me?

	– I came to pick you up for a walk. Let's walk a little in the moonlight.

	The two of them went out into the garden. It was a beautiful night, covered with stars, and they were lying on the soft grass, enjoying the starry sky above their heads. After a few minutes, Clarissa asked:

	– So, Grandma Toña, what are you talking about this time? 

	Without looking away from the sky, Toña shook Clarissa's hand and replied:

	– I needed to warn you. To tell her that you will soon make a long journey to a distant and unknown land.

	– How so?

	– When the time comes, you will know.

	– Is something going to happen to me on this trip? Am I going to die?

	– You will not die, but you will go through a very difficult period in your life, full of conflicts and anguish. I will always be by your side, and if you stand firm in your purposes of growth, you will be able to free your spirit from the guilt it carries from the past.

	– What guilts? I never hurt anyone.

	– Haven't I told you that we have many lives and that often, using our free will, we adopt attitudes that put the harmony of life and the universe out of balance? And then, wanting to improve, we choose certain paths and situations that will put us face to face with the opportunity to give back to life what we took from it?

	– Yes...

	– So? Everything is just the possibility that the universe is giving you to restore to the world the part of balance that you took from it, at another time when you lived in another place and occupied another body of flesh.

	– I don't remember any of that.

	– When the time comes, your memory will activate your hidden records and you will relive moments of extreme importance to understand some episodes that will unfold in your current life.

	– Couldn't you tell me something? If the worst happens, I don't want to be unprepared.

	– Nothing will happen to you, and your soul knows what it needs to live. Trust in God and have faith. Think of the Orixas. They can help you too. And remember that it was your choice.

	After that, Toña gave Clarissa a soft kiss on the forehead and took her back to her room, helping her return to her body. The girl sighed while sleeping, turned to the side and continued to sleep peacefully. The next day, when she woke up, she only had a vague memory that she had dreamt of Toña and, in her dream, she told her something about travel, choices and balance. What would it be? She couldn't remember. When the cousin arrived to drink coffee, she was there too. It was Sunday and Jerusa had come to invite her to go to church together. The girls were not close cousins. Jerusa was the daughter of Laís, the firstborn of Dário, who became the nephew of his grandfather Rodolfo. Grandfather Dário, as he used to be called, was still alive, as was his wife, Grandmother Sara, who, despite not being in very good health, survived the years with faith and confidence.

	– Good morning, Clarissa, said Jerusa happily.

	– Good morning, she replied. Am I late?

	– No. It's just that Mom wanted to be early. She said she needs to talk to the priest about a Mass of Thanksgiving for her grandmother's improvement. She almost died after the last flu.

	– That's right. But Grandma Sara is a very strong woman.

	– That's right. Who knew she would live so many years, right?

	When Luciano came down and saw his cousin, he rushed to her. Luciano and Jerusa, for some time, were in love for the happiness of both families.

	– I'm glad you came early, Jerusa, she melted and kissed him on the cheek.

	– Mother's things, she answered, blushing.

	After the mass, everyone went to the hacienda of San Jerónimo, where Sunday lunch would be served. The young people were extremely close and friendly, and they used to walk around the hacienda together, going to the stream to wet their feet or to fish. After lunch, Clarissa sat down with the harpsichord, playing, filling the house with her joyful and well– executed melody.

	It was almost three o'clock and she wasn't tired. She loved music, and playing the harpsichord was what gave her the most pleasure. The notes amused her when a booming voice came from the direction of the door:

	– Good afternoon!

	Everyone turned around and Clarissa released the harpsichord, ran to the newcomer and exclaimed euphorically:

	– Dad! Dad! Why didn't you say you were coming?

	The father picked her up in his lap, as he always did, kissed her on the cheek and placed her back on the floor, going towards the woman and kissing her respectfully and in a measured way. With him came his son– in– law, Roberto, Valentina's husband, who always accompanied him on his travels.

	He then greeted the others and began to distribute the gifts he had brought. There were gifts for everyone, and Valentina was the first to ask:

	– Dad, where did the money for all this come from?

	Fortunato was about to answer when a "hum... hum..." interrupted his speech. Immediately, everyone turned around, facing a mature, tall, thin and slightly bald man. The stranger looked at them and made a ceremonious gesture, to which the others responded, without fully understanding what it was all about. More than quickly, Fortunato introduced the visitor to the group:

	– Flora, I would like to introduce Mr. Abílio Figueira Gomes, our guest. – Flora looked at him in surprise. She didn't expect to receive visitors, much less staying, and was extremely upset.

	However, good manners commanded her to welcome the newcomer, and she spoke kindly:

	– Nice to meet you, Mr. Abílio, and welcome to this house.

	– Thank you, madam – he replied, kissing her hand formally and looking Clarissa out of the corner of his eye.

	The girl felt a chill and shivered. She had not sympathized with this guy, and the way he looked at her as if he were studying her, left her confused. Fortunato continued the introductions and then told the woman:

	– Flora, Mr. Abílio came from the capital to stay at our house for a while. We have important things to do, and I want your stay here to be as pleasant as possible.

	– Of course, Fortunato – Flora turned to Abílio and continued: – I ask you to forgive me, Mr. Abílio, but we were not expecting your visit. So, if you will excuse me, I would like to retire and have decent accommodations prepared for you.

	– At ease, madam – he replied. – But you need not worry. I am a simple man and I do not insist on luxury.

	After Flora left, Laís also excused herself to go with her daughter. It was getting late and they had to return. She had left her husband at the hacienda, in the company of her parents, and a lot of time had passed. They thanked those present and were preparing to leave when Luciano asked:

	– Couldn't Jerusa stay? I will take her home later. Jerusa looked at her mother anxiously, but she did not agree:

	– No, my daughter, I don't think this is the right time.

	– Oh! please, Aunt Lais, come on – insisted Clarissa – . Jerusa can stay and sleep with me, in my room.

	– No, my children, I don't think it is appropriate. We don't want to get in the way, do we?

	– You can let her stay," interrupted Fortunato. Jerusa is a good girl and won't bother anything. And tomorrow, Luciano can take her home.

	Laís still hesitated for a few minutes, but when she saw the air of anxiety and pleading of Jerusa and Clarissa, she ended up accepting:

	– Well, if that's the case, that's fine. But have some manners and obey Aunt Flora.

	– Don't worry, Mom.

	Laís said goodbye and left. Jerusa looked at Luciano, who winked at her, and at Clarissa, who smiled at him. In fact, Clarissa had a strange feeling, and did not want to be alone. It was something that she did not know how to define, but she felt that she was about to fall into an endless abyss, and Jerusa's presence gave her certain security. The woman was like her sister, and Clarissa would feel stronger and more courageous in her presence. During the rest of the day and part of the night, Fortunato remained locked in his office with Abílio, without giving any further explanation to the family. Until then, no one even knew where the money for the harpsichord and the gifts had come from, nor did they suspect the reason for Abílio's presence there. If it was a business that this man had to deal with Fortunato, it was better not to bother them, as they should be discussing the future of the hacienda and their own lives.

	It was only at dinner time that they left the library. Abílio seemed to be a quiet and serious man, and Fortunato had a cloud of sadness in his eyes. The dinner took place almost in silence, which was only interrupted by the casual conversation of Jerusa and Luciano. Flora did not understand very well what was happening, but she knew it was serious, or her husband would not let that expression of disgust show. At the end of dinner, she got up and went back to the library, in the company of Abílio. Only this time she called Flora to join them. The young people did not understand and did not ask any questions. Only Valentina, after retiring, asked her husband:

	– Dad is very strange. Do you know what happened, Roberto? – The husband shrugged his shoulders and responded:

	– It's business.

	– And do they have to do with the fate of the hacienda?

	– In a way, yes. They can solve the fate of the hacienda – . She looked at him perplexed, raised her eyebrows, and then continued:

	– Do you know what this is about?

	– Yes, I know, but I can't talk.

	– Not even to me? I am your wife, and there must be no secrets between us.

	– Your father asked me not to say anything.

	– Come on, Roberto, you can tell me. I won't say anything to anyone. Roberto looked at the woman hesitantly and nodded. After all, she was his wife and deserved his trust. And then, soon, soon, everyone would know what kind of business the father– in– law was in.

	 


CHAPTER 2

	 

	 

	The next day, Clarissa was woken up by her mother, who came to call her for an important conversation. In the next bed, Jerusa was still sleeping and Flora instructed her daughter not to wake her up. Clarissa got out of bed, washed, dressed and went downstairs.

	– What is this all about? – she asked, anguished.

	– You'll find out.

	Flora fell silent and followed her in silence. Her swollen eyes revealed that she had cried, and her hands pressed together nervously. At every moment, she let out sighs and looked up, struggling desperately to hold back her tears. Unable to contain her curiosity, Clarissa asked again:

	– Mom, what happened?

	They came to the office. Flora knocked slightly and slowly opened the door. Inside, 

	Fortunato was waiting for them with Abílio, who looked at the floor and said nothing.

	– Sit down, my daughter, the father began to speak. What I have to tell you is extremely important and can seal the fate of all of us here in this house forever.

	Without understanding anything, Clarissa sat down and looked at her father. She had no idea what was happening, she was just a child. How could she contribute to the fate of the family? The father cleared his throat, looked at Flora, who did not look back, and continued:

	– Mr. Abílio here is a friend of Commander Travassos, who introduced us – . Clarissa said nothing, and he continued: – Mr. Abílio told me that he has been looking for a long time for a girl from a good family, demure, who he would like to marry...

	At that moment, as if she understood what was happening, Clarissa jumped up and exclaimed in amazement:

	– Daddy!

	– Wait, my daughter, let me finish. As I was telling you, Mr. Abílio is looking for a wife, and since he is an honest and upright man, I was wondering if it would be a good combination for you and...

	Clarissa didn't let him conclude. Indignant and hurt, she ran to the door and, with her eyes bathed in tears, decreed:

	– What you are saying is an affront! How can you think of marrying me without even consulting me? This man is a stranger, and I have no intention of marrying him, ever!

	Fortunato looked at her with deep disgust and declared, his voice almost gone:

	– I'm sorry, my daughter, it's already decided.

	Clarissa turned away from him, horrified. She could not believe this was happening. Why was her father punishing her like this? Why did he want to get rid of her? What would she have done? She quickly went upstairs and locked herself in the room. When the door slammed shut, Jerusa awoke with a shock and saw her cousin standing there with her back to the door, crying and asking in anguish:

	– Clarissa! What happened to you?, my God, You look like you've seen a ghost! – The girl ran to her cousin's bed and threw herself into her arms, crying copiously.

	Jerusa, not understanding anything, straightened her hair, trying to calm her down. After a few minutes, joining forces, Clarissa expressed:

	– Oh, Jerusa, you cannot even imagine the monstrosity my father wants to make on me!

	– Don't say that! Since when is your father a monster? He likes you a lot!

	– He doesn't like me. If I liked him, I wouldn't think of marrying with that... With that... – she didn't end up, collapsing in the lap of the other and crying nervously.

	– What's going on, Clarissa? You're scaring me.

	There was a knock at the door and Jerusa reached Clarissa to the side and stood up to answer.

	– Please don't! – Don't open that door, for God's sake, or it will be my end!

	– What are you talking about?

	– Clarissa! – It was the mother's voice, calling her from outside the room.

	Clarissa, my daughter, open that door, please, and let's talk.

	– No! No! She shouted from inside – . All of you are cowards, cruel. I don't want to see you, I don't want to!

	– Clarissa, open...

	Jerusa, who did not understand anything, heard her aunt's voice, opened the door without Clarissa noticing, and Flora entered with her eyes still wet, squeezing her hands nervously.

	– Aunt Flora, said Jerusa, what is it?

	– Please, Jerusa, leave us alone, okay? Pick up your clothes and go change in the guest room.

	Without asking, Jerusa did what her aunt had ordered. Quietly, she picked up her clothes, threw a robe over her nightgown and left, closing the door carefully. After she left, Flora went over to the bed, sat down and put her daughter's head in her lap, stroking her hair. Clarissa collapsed into more meaningful crying and questioning in the midst of sobbing:

	– Why... why, Mom... why did you do that... to me? Why do you hate me so much...?

	– How can you think that we hate you?

	– What do you want me to think? My own father gave me in marriage to a stranger, much older than me...

	– A very rich stranger.

	Clarissa raised her head and looked at her hesitantly. What do you mean by that?

	– ¿And?

	– And, well, it's a complicated story.

	– I would love to know. Please, Mom, what's going on?

	– I want you to know my daughter, that I was against what I am going to tell you now. However, your father...

	– What's wrong with him? Please tell me! Tell me what I already suspect, but refuse to believe.

	– You know that our situation at the hacienda is almost chaotic, don't you? – Clarissa nodded – And you also know that your father went to the capital to ask the bankers for a loan to save not only our land, but also the land of the Oro Viejo hacienda, which also belongs to our family, don't you?

	– Please, Mom, stop spinning and get to the point.

	– Well. The bankers did not refuse to grant the loan, but they demanded guarantees that your father considered, for example, excessive.

	– What guarantees?

	– A mortgage on the two haciendas. Do you know what a mortgage is?

	– I don't know what a mortgage is.

	– As his father explained to me, a mortgage is a business for which the debtor, in this case, your father, offers a property as security for the payment of a debt. If the debt is not paid, the bank, through an unknown legal process, takes the property to auction and keeps almost all the money. If that happens to us, we may be left with nothing, and it is a very big risk for your father to take. Clarissa thought for a few minutes and said

	– Okay, Mom. But that risk will only exist if Dad doesn't pay the debt, right? – She agreed. So? If Dad takes the money and invests in the plantation, he will surely recover everything he lost and be able to pay back the loan. Our farm has always been productive, we have always had good coffee crops. I don't see any reason for concern.

	– What happens if a new pest emerges?

	– Don't you think that's unlikely?

	– No, I don't think so. And then, there is the question of interest... They are exorbitant. Clarissa sighed dejectedly and considered:

	– Exactly where do you plan to go?

	– In the face of these difficulties, her father was almost discouraged. Despite the risks and the fear of losing everything, he was going to accept the loan, until he met Commander Travassos.

	Talking to him, he found out about his friend, Mr. Abílio, who went to the capital in search of a new wife.

	– Have he ever been married?

	– Yes, Mr. Abílio was married, but the woman died about a year ago, leaving him two children...

	– Stop it, Mom, I don't want to hear anymore! Besides wanting to marry a stranger, they still want me to face two children who aren't even my own! It was just what I needed

	– It's not those kids. Your father told me that Mr. Abílio has a couple of children, who are now twelve and seventeen years old.

	– I'm sorry if I disappointed them, but I'm not willing to bury my life and youth by taking care of the children of an old, scowling husband. I'm sorry, but I have better plans.

	– It turns out your father has already compromised his word...

	– So come back. I'm not getting married, and he can't make me. And if you insist, I'll kill myself.

	– Dear God, Clarissa, don't even say that, not even as a joke!

	– Seriously, Mom, I'm not kidding. I'd rather die than marry that horrible, disgusting man.

	– He's neither horrible nor disgusting. He's just older. But he's not ugly...

	– I'm not going to marry him!

	Flora took a deep breath, held her daughter's chin lovingly and watched:

	– You know, Clarissa, when your father told me what he had done, I cried a lot and even thought about leaving here. And don't think he convinced me, that's not all. But he is my husband and I owe him obedience. So do you.

	– He is not my husband.

	– But he is your father. That's why I agreed to come here and talk to you. As a daughter, you must resign yourself to your fate and follow your destiny.

	– The fate my father chose.

	– In any case, you cannot refrain from obeying him.

	– Mom, you don't understand. It's not about obeying an order or not.

	It's about my happiness.

	– But it is necessary. We all have to give our share of sacrifice.

	– This is a very large share of sacrifice. And what good would it do me to marry this man? What does he promise in return?

	– He gave your father the money to rebuild the haciendas.

	– What?! – Clarissa was amazed – my dad sold me to that old man?

	– No, he didn't.

	– Now I understand. The harpsichord, the gifts. It was all a fix, right? It was to ease his own conscience that my father gave me that harpsichord, thinking of redeeming himself. I wanted to pretend to be good and generous, while he stabbed me in the back. How stupid and naive I was, thinking that he hadn't forgotten his promise to me.

	But no. What he really wanted was to trick me, to get rid of the guilt while selling me to a stranger!

	– That's not what this is about...

	– What is it about? A business? After all, he was the one who said he was in business with that man. Now I understand everything. He sold me, he sold his own daughter to the first person who showed up offering good money.

	– You're getting it all wrong. Of course, your father didn't sell you. He accepted Mr. Abílio's proposal because he knows he is a good man and will take good care of you.

	– Should I thank him for his consideration?

	– You don't have to be sarcastic. Your father did what he did for the good of all.

	– Is everyone good or is he himself? He's selling me out! Don't you see? And then I, who always loved him and thought he loved me.

	– Your father loves you very much and is very sad about everything. Believe me, Clarissa, if there was another solution, I would have preferred it.

	– That's a lie! There was another solution. He could have accepted the terms of the loan, he could have sold his houses in the capital, the furniture, the artwork, the jewelry. We're rich, Mom. Why did he only have to get rid of her daughter?

	– Things are not as you think. The houses we have in the capital wouldn't give us much money, and the rental income is still useful to help us.

	As for our valuables, her father thinks they wouldn't make a good profit.

	– How could they not? We have art objects...

	– That's not worth that much.

	– How does he know? Has he evaluated it?

	– Your father knows the value of everything we have, and if he says it's not enough, it's because it's not.

	– I doubt it. He doesn't want to get rid of his relics, his treasures. He's attached to his treasures, but he's not attached to his daughter!

	– Don't you understand that your father would never have done this if he had a choice? That is the price of your sacrifice for the family.

	– I'm sorry, Mom, but it's too high a price to pay.

	– Okay, you're the one who knows. Your father can't force her to marry against her will.

	But think carefully. Would you like to be responsible for the ruin of our family?

	Believe me, my daughter, your father would not resist. He would either die of heartbreak or commit suicide.

	Clarissa buried her face in his hands and began to cry again. It was too heavy a burden to ask. Suddenly, she remembered the dream she had had with Toña and felt a chill running down her back. He looked at his mother and asked her, already knowing the answer:

	– You said that Mr. Abílio went to the capital in search of a wife. Where does he live?

	Trying not to look nervous, Flora responded:

	– In Cabo Frio.

	– Where does he live?

	– Cabo Frio is a small town on the coast of Rio de Janeiro.

	– I know where it is.

	– They say it is a beautiful place, with many beaches...

	– Please, Mom, you don't have to try to impress me, I'm not a child. If I accept, I must go with him, right?

	– That is the condition. You have to go with it.

	– Why doesn't he hire a housekeeper?

	– Because he wants a wife, with all the duties that a wife should respect.

	An indescribable fear took hold of Clarissa. Her desire was to escape from there and hide anywhere no one could find her, at least until Abílio left. However, Toña's words the other night came vaguely to her mind, and a certainty sprang up in her heart.

	It was necessary to accept that marriage because it was her destiny.

	For a few moments, Clarissa still hesitated, fearing for her future, but the certainty within her was too strong to be ignored, and she looked at her mother dryly, responding resolutely:

	– Okay, Mom. If it's to save the family, tell Dad I accept.

	* * * 

	The news provoked astonishment and indignation in almost the whole family. Except for Valentina, who even rejoiced at her sister's departure, everyone mourned the fate of poor Clarissa. Luciano, as soon as he heard, burst into his father's office, shouting in anger:

	– Dad, you can't do that!

	Fortunato looked at his son with air between penalized and angry, and answered:

	– I'm sorry, but there's no other solution.

	– This is cruelty...

	– No, Luciano, it's desperation. I can't lose everything.

	– But we can work. I'm young, so is Roberto.

	– You don't understand. Without Mr. Abílio's money, we can't even try. The era of slavery is gone. Now we have employees, settlers to whom we owe wages. How do we pay all these people?

	– We will find a way. We can talk to them, ask for their cooperation. They will understand.

	After all, you've always been fair to them. You never delayed their wages and, unlike other farmers in the region, you never looted them or forced them to buy from your warehouses. We don't even have warehouses.

	– It's no use. And then, everything is fixed. Mr. Abílio and I are already providing everything for the wedding.

	– I can't believe you're doing this. You're going to send your daughter into exile, married to a stranger, to live in a strange land, among strange people? Think about it, Dad. Clarissa is a child. How is she going to react? Fortunato let out a long sigh, hid his face in his hands and remained for a few moments without saying anything. He didn't even like that idea. But it was the only way. Either that, or ruin.

	And then, Mr. Abílio was a rich and decent man. Commander Travassos himself had said so. He was upright, honest, correct. And he promised he would take good care of his girl.

	Fortunato looked at Luciano and finished:

	– I may seem insensitive at this moment, Luciano, but believe me, I am very worried about Clarissa's fate. However, Mr. Abílio is of the highest distinction and will do everything possible to make your sister happy. He promised me.

	– How do you expect her to be happy away from her family?

	– She will have a new family.

	– A family you don't even know? Well, Dad, frankly, I really think that Clarissa will end up becoming some kind of fancy maid for this Abílio.

	– You are wrong. He promised me... And now, please. Don't bother me anymore with this subject. This situation is also very painful for me.

	The matter was closed and there was nothing more anyone could do. In her room, Clarissa was venting her anger on Jerusa, already resigned to the fate that had been reserved for her.

	– I don't even know what to say, said Jerusa, deeply saddened. If I could, I would do anything to help you.

	– I know you would. Don't be sad. I am not.

	– How can you not be? This is really an eyesore. If I were in your shoes, I would run away.

	– You think it didn't cross my mind? But what good would it do to run away? Run away to where? Live on what? If this is my destiny, I have to conform.

	– But it is cruel, bad...

	There was a knock at the door and Clarissa spoke mechanically:

	– Come in.

	It was the mother who came to call her for a meeting. Certain details had to be worked out, and Fortunato requested her presence in the cabinet. Clarissa looked at Jerusa with a certain melancholy, got up and left with her mother. In the office, Father and Mr. Abílio were waiting for them. When they entered, Abílio stood up and bowed, greeting them with formality. Fortunato, uncomfortable in that role of Cupid from hell, told his daughter:

	– Clarissa, I sent for you because we need to resolve certain issues...

	– What issues?

	– Actually, I'm not exactly the one who wants to talk to you. And Mr. Abílio... He asked me to talk only to you, and I thought it was fair.

	Clarissa looked at the man and felt a great disgust. It's not that he was really ugly or disgusting. It wasn't that. If it weren't for the situation in which she met him, she would have found him attractive. He had a certain distinction in his eyes, an elegant demeanor, vestiges of a classic beauty marked by the wrinkles that the years tried to impress him with.

	He must have been in his early forties, which was a contrast, compared to nineteen– year– old Clarissa. After the parents left, she remained silent, waiting for him to say something. Abílio, however, clearly embarrassed, could not find the right words, until, joining forces, he whispered:

	– Miss Clarissa, I would like you to try not to hate me.

	That request was a source of amazement, and Clarissa looked at it. Abílio was nervous, rubbing his hands together with exaggerated tension, walking around the room.

	I'm not sure what answer to give, Clarissa simply said:

	– I don't hate you.

	– No?!

	– No.

	– Will you be able to understand me?

	She hesitated for a few moments, until she answered, as sincerely as possible:

	– Understand, I don't understand. But I don't hate you.

	– Very well. I will not ask you to like me. I am a stranger, much older than you, and I do not intend that one day you will really become attached to me.

	I would simply like you to respect me, as I will respect you.

	– Or...

	– There is no or. Soon you will be my wife and you will only have to obey. Treat me well and I will treat you well. Mistreat me and I will treat you the same.

	– Mr. Abílio, are you threatening me?

	He blushed and, with his cheeks burning with shame, answered:

	– No, not at all. I am a gentleman and I would never threaten a lady.

	– Then I don't understand what you mean.

	– What I mean is, if you are nice to me, I will be nice to you and we can achieve a harmonious relationship in our home. Otherwise, we will live like two strangers.

	But I will never mistreat you. I am an honorable man, not a scoundrel.

	– If you are as honorable as you say, why did you propose this immoral business to my father?

	– Because I need a wife and he needs money, he answered promptly.

	– And do you think that's right? Do you think this is moral?

	– I'm not here to talk about rights or morals. It's a game of interests.

	– I understand. And you and my father decided to play with my life as if it were a toy.

	– I'm

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
