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About the Medium

	 

	Born on 9/11/1943, Elisa Masselli was a poor girl, but never unhappy. Her mother had the theory that "a child needed to play, because when she grew up, she would have a lot of problems, so her mother was responsible for the household chores." During her childhood she always played a lot. At 17, her sister Nair, who raised her, fell into a deep depression until she attempted suicide twice. After several hospitalizations, her sister committed suicide by hanging herself in the shower. That destroyed everything she had learned about God. However, she soon met a man who gave her the book "Our Home" (Nosso Lar) by André Luiz. As she loved reading, she fell in love with the book and its content, and said: "I started reading, and I fell in love. Perhaps, because it was what I wanted to hear, that my sister maybe was not in a good place, but that she was not alone and that at any moment she could be rescued and have a new opportunity to reincarnate. I read that book quickly and Mr. José brought me the entire collection of André Luiz's books. When I finished reading them all, I was in love with everything I had read, so I began to attend the Spiritist Federation of the state of São Paulo. "

	In 1964, she married Henrique, who died in 1984. “I suffered a lot when I saw my husband's suffering, because for everyone and especially for me, he did not deserve to suffer the way he suffered, but I had learned that everything was always fine and that God was the one who knew why things happened, so I didn't despair. "

	In 1991, without knowing why and how, she began to hear voices and one of them had told her that she would have to write novels with teachings. For psychiatry, this was nothing more than a psychotic crisis. After a turbulent phase of depression and doubts, she came up with the idea of writing a book, which began to take over her thoughts, so she decided to write just as a hobby. Little by little the story emerged. "I couldn’t believe that I was writing a story like that. I cried and laughed while writing. When it was ready, I sent it to the editor of Dona Zibia Gasparetto. Title: 'When the past doesn't pass.' In that moment she remembered what some voice had told her: "The name does not matter, what matters is that you write." Thus, the writer Elisa Masselli was born.
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FOREWORD

	 

	 

	Violence is widespread throughout the world. It is often linked to drugs, whatever they may be. We all know the social reasons that lead many people to drugs. But I was not convinced.

	I learned from spirituality that everything is always right and that the law is just. Maybe that's why I often wondered why drugs exist. Why does God allow it?

	One morning when I woke up, I was once again starting a new book. Like other times, I knew nothing about the story, only the beginning. I only knew it was the story of a boy involved in drugs.

	I was excited, because I knew I would finally have the answer to the spiritual world I longed for.

	I started writing. As with the other books, this one also had its pauses, sometimes for days. I got to know Arthur's story, I fell in love with her, but I waited for the moment when my doubts would be cleared. Until one day, finally, the answer came.

	A simple answer, since it is only possible on the spiritual plane. When I finished reading, I was delighted and thought, "It might even be true." I received the answer that everything was really all right and that the law is really just.

	I hope Arthur's story will be of comfort to all those who are involved directly or indirectly with any kind of drug, and who think that, somewhere, someone may be saying, "I'm waiting for you."

	 


 

	 

	1.- A NORMAL BOY

	 

	 

	"As he did every morning, Arthur would wake up with his mother, placing her hand on his shoulder and saying in a low voice:

	- 'Arthur, wake up, it's time! Your father is finishing his bath and will soon have his coffee. You will not go out again today without eating.

	He opened his eyes, wanted to turn over in bed and go back to sleep, but she said again:

	- There's no use rolling over, you know it's time!

	- I'm coming, Mom! I'm coming!

	- All right, I'll come down, don't forget to get up!

	- Don't worry, I'm getting up - He said that, but turned around again.

	She put her hand on his shoulder again:

	- Come on, Arthur, don't go back to sleep!

	He opened his eyes and, sitting up in bed, said:

	- Well, I woke up -. She smiled:

	- Look, I'm coming down.

	She left the room. Arthur looked around. His room was large and well ventilated. He slept in a comfortable bed, had his own closet, where he kept his clothes. There was also a bookshelf for storing books. Next to her bed, her brother Leandro slept peacefully. In one corner there was a desk and a computer on it. Arthur looked at it, thinking:

	"You are my greatest joy, I stayed up late yesterday trying to run that program! I will learn all about you and the programs, and in no time, I will master all your secrets. My grandmother had a great idea when, on my birthday, she gave it to me as a gift. Of all the gifts I have received so far, and there have been many, you are the one I liked the most. There are only two years left until I finish high school. Even against my dad's wishes, I'm not going to study law, I'm going to study computer science, I want to learn all about you..."

	He got up and went to the bathroom to take a shower.

	While she was taking a bath, she thought:

	"My birthday is coming up. I'm going to be sixteen. Dad wants to throw me a family party, but that's not done anymore. Young people celebrate their birthdays in bars and clubs. I'm going to have to convince him. It won't be easy, but I have to try."

	He looked at a clock in the bathroom. His mother had put it there exactly so he wouldn't lose track of the time.

	- I'm late! I need to get dressed fast!

	He went to the bedroom, but looked in the mirror:

	- Those pimples! My face is full of them!

	How is Mariana going to notice me?

	She quickly put on her clothes and went to the dining room. Her father was finishing his coffee. He said:

	- Late, as usual! You'll never drink coffee again! I can't wait. I'll give you money, you can eat something in the cafeteria. Shall we go?

	- Yes, let's go! Bye mom!

	- Bye, my son, go with God...

	Outside, he got into the car and his father drove. Arthur was used to it, every morning it was the same. As soon as the car started, he looked at the radio at the same moment his father turned it on and tuned in to a station broadcasting news.

	His father drove on, commenting on the news he was hearing. Arthur always responded, but that particular day he had his thoughts on Mariana.

	"I only met her a few months ago. She transferred from another school. There isn't a more beautiful girl. Until now, I've never been interested in any girl, I was always concerned with my studies."

	The father interrupted his thoughts, saying:

	- What are you thinking about?

	I'm thinking about my birthday.

	- And it's coming. Do you still have the idea of not celebrating it with your family?

	- I was just thinking about that.

	- I don't think it's a good idea. You're still a kid.

	- Come on, Dad! I'm not a kid anymore! I'm turning sixteen, I'm almost done with my first year of high school. I'll be taking the college entrance course soon!

	- You're right, you're not a kid anymore. I'll think about it.

	He stopped talking because a news item on the radio caught his attention. Arthur turned his thoughts back to Mariana.

	"And I never cared about girls, but since I saw her, I felt something different. She really is beautiful, but she'll never notice me. Not while I have these pimples. I know that, although I'm not ugly, I'm not pretty either."

	A smile formed on his face:

	"That's it! I'll invite her to my party, who knows, I might talk to her..."

	They arrived in front of the school. She kissed her father, went downstairs and crossed the street. Her father smiled, saying:

	- Don't forget, I'll be here at noon sharp.

	- I won't forget! Stay calm.

	The father left and he watched the traffic. He had to wait so he could cross. He was there looking from side to side when he saw a crowd on the other side of the street. He ran and went there; like the others, he wanted to know what was going on. As soon as he got close, he asked a friend:

	- What's going on?

	- That kid was caught stealing that car!

	He looked where his friend was pointing and saw a boy, who must have been the same age as him. The boy had his head down, very dirty and handcuffed. Next to him, a policeman and a man, who was very nervous, was gesticulating and saying:

	- That marginal was stealing my car radio! - The policeman tried to calm him down:

	- Stay calm, you are now under arrest and will be brought to justice.

	- I hope so, and that you will be locked up for a long time!

	Arthur didn't understand why, but he felt very sorry for him. The boy was frightened and his eyes were very red from crying; Arthur kept looking at him, he couldn't look away. The boy, who seemed to notice his insistence, raised his head for a second and their eyes met. Arthur felt a strange emotion. Then the boy lowered his head again. Arthur continued to look at him when he heard a voice behind him, saying:

	- What a country this is that doesn't take care of its young people!

	Arthur turned around and saw that it was the science teacher talking.

	- Why do you say that?

	- Because what you're seeing here is the result of an unjust society! Of a bad government!

	Before Arthur could say anything, the policeman bundled the boy into the car and, along with the victim, they drove away.

	The crowd began to distance itself and Arthur calmly made his way to the school.

	Everyone was talking about what happened. Arthur could hear people talking, but he couldn't forget the boy's face or that look on his face.

	The first class was Portuguese. The second would be science. The teacher walked in. He had a very serious look on his face. He sat in his chair and looked around the class, asking:

	- Who saw what happened outside earlier? Almost everyone raised their hand. He continued:

	- Can anyone tell me what that means?

	Some responded, but Arthur was silent, all he could see in front of him was the boy's frightened face. He did not understand and wondered:

	"How can a person get into a situation like that, what happened to him?"

	The teacher continued speaking:

	- What you saw there is the product of the misery that exists in this country! And the fruit of the bad government that exists here! A government that does not care about the welfare of the people! Misery is taking over everything and almost everyone, there is no one to change this situation.

	Everyone looked at him without really understanding what he would say

	He continued:

	- All of you here can't imagine what poverty is!

	You are all well born, you can attend an expensive school like this one, but most Brazilians have nothing to eat, let alone school!

	The students began to discuss the matter. Arthur was listening, but did not forget the boy's face....

	The teacher continued talking:

	- Our rulers do not care about the welfare of the people. They only care about their own interests, or in a way to make more money!

	He spoke for a long time. That day he practically did not teach, he only talked about this topic.

	The class ended, other teachers came, but none of them touched the subject. Arthur paid attention to the lessons. He had this as a rule, he thought that if he paid attention when the teacher taught, it would be easier for him to learn.

	When the lessons were over, he went to the place where he found his father. Then he arrived. Smiling, he opened the door. Arthur walked in. The father, although he was driving, noticed that he was very quiet:

	- Did something happen? I get the impression that you have some concern.

	- Something happened in the morning that really impressed me.

	The science teacher commented in class.

	- What happened?

	Arthur told the whole story. The father listened in silence.

	When Arthur finished speaking, he was furious:

	- That teacher is an idiot! I'll talk to the school board! What a fruit of poverty nothing! They're people who are born outcasts! Nothing more than that! You don't have to worry like that. You're a studious boy, who always made an effort to learn. I was a poor kid and I didn't become a bandit. I studied and today I am a successful lawyer. If you have everything, if you can study in a school like yours, it's because I also studied hard and I can give the best to you and your brother!

	They arrived home. They went inside, Arthur remained silent. He went to his room, looked around, heard the teacher's voice saying:

	"- While you have everything, others, and there are many, have nothing to eat!" He changed his clothes and thought:

	"The teacher is right; I really do have everything. That boy must be very poor, that's why he was stealing, he must be hungry."

	After he finished dressing, he went to the living room for lunch. His brother, Leandro, four years younger than him, was sitting in front of a plate of French fries. Odete, the mother, did this to prevent them from stealing potatoes from each other, but to no avail, they continued. At the slightest distraction, they would steal each other's fries. Arthur sat down, but to his brother's surprise, he did not try to steal his potatoes. He remained silent. His mother was surprised:

	- Arthur, what have you got?

	- I don't have anything, I'm just thinking about some things.

	At that same moment, Alvaro, the father, entered the room:

	- He is worried because he witnessed a scene that shocked him.

	- What happened?

	Arthur told her. When he finished, she asked:

	- What are you thinking about?

	- In the face of that boy, who looked very scared, and in everything the professor said. Does all that poverty really exist? Do people steal because they have nothing to eat?

	Alvaro, interrupting the conversation, answered:

	- I have said several times that poverty has nothing to do with marginality! You don't have to feel guilty for having food and a good school. I work hard for that. What you should do is study as much as you can so that tomorrow your children can have a life equal to or better than yours!

	- Wait Alvaro! You know I teach in the suburbs and I see many children hungry, and sometimes without shelter. Yes, poverty exists!

	- I'm not denying that, I'm just saying that it's not the cause of marginality. Do you want to see something? Iracema, you live in the favela, don't you?

	Iracema was the housekeeper. She had been with them for a long time, since Arthur was six and Leandro was two. She stayed there during the week and would go home on Friday afternoon and return on Sunday afternoon, as she lived far away and needed to take two buses. Surprised by Alvaro's question, she answered:

	- Yes, I live there.

	- Are they all bandits there?

	- No, dotó! There are many good families living there. I myself came from the interior with my husband because I had no work there. As soon as we arrived, he died, I had five children. None of them, thank God, is a bad boy, no!

	- See, imagine if all the poor were bandits! What would the world be like? There are people who are born with the instinct of evil.

	- But you can't deny that, if everyone had the same opportunities, it might be different....

	- Opportunities abound, we have to look for them. When I was young, fourteen years old, out of necessity to help my mother, who was a widow, I started working as a janitor in a law firm. And today, besides being a good lawyer, I have my own office.

	- You were lucky that your boss was interested in your education. He liked you and recommended you.

	- Lucky? It wasn't luck! From the first day I came to the office, I was always interested in learning everything. I would watch the lawyers discussing a case. I would pay attention and look for solutions. I read the codes a lot. I have always been and still am very interested.

	- Dotto! Sir will excuse me! As the dóto says this, I would like to take this moment to ask something, may I?

	- Of course, you can, what is it? 

	- Has the dóto already heard me talk about my son Jarbas?

	- Yes, it seems to me that he was going to take the entrance exam to law school, isn't that right?

	- That's right, he passed the entrance exam, but now he doesn't have the money to pay for college. I wanted to see if the endowment could find him a job in your office so he could continue his studies.

	- How old is he?

	- He will be twenty-four in December.

	- Did he just take the entrance exam? 

	- Where we lived was a very poor place, there was no school. He is also the oldest of my children, he needed to help his father with his work. When we came here, he was twelve years old.

	I put him in school to learn to read.

	- Didn't he go to elementary school?

	- No, that's why my husband wanted to come here, so the children could study. When his father died, he had to stop studying and start working to help me raise the others. After a while, me and the other younger son he started working too, then he went to school at night. He doesn't stop anymore. He always says he will be a lawyer.

	- He seems to be a very strong-willed boy. Send him to the office, I'll talk to him. See son? This boy is poor, but if he's honest and interested, he'll have all my help. I don't like outcasts! So much so that in my office I go through all the courts, except the criminal one. I'll never defend a bandit!

	- Thank you, dotó! 

	- What's this? You've been with us for so long that I already consider you part of the family! Whatever I can do to help your son, I'll help him.

	Iracema went to the kitchen smiling intimately. She knew her son would never let her down:

	"My son will be a gifted one! He always studied hard!"

	They finished lunch. Odete and Leandro went to school. She taught in the afternoon at a school in the suburbs, and before leaving for her school, she dropped Leandro off at his. Alvaro went to the office. Arthur stayed in the living room for a while watching television, then went to his room. He was studying a new computer program. With this program he could do any kind of work related to numbers.

	He sat down in front of the computer and began to study.

	Suddenly, the image of Mariana appeared in front of him:

	She is so beautiful, she seems to be very sweet, but she will never notice me. At least as long as she has all these pimples on her face.... With this voice that's neither thick nor thin.... Maybe at the party I can get close. Will she attend my party? I hope so.

	She got up and looked out the window. The day was beautiful. Looking out at the street, he remembered the boy again.

	Why did it get to that point, is he really so poor, why are there poor people in the world?

	He went back to the computer, continued studying that program.

	The next day, during lunch, Alvaro, when he got home, said:

	- Iracema, your son was in the office today. I talked to him a lot and I liked him. I realized that he really wants to study, and because of his insight, he will be a good lawyer. He will start working in the office. At first, he will help with the cleaning and go to the forum to bring papers back and forth. I told him I will try him out for a month. If he shows interest in the job, I will pay for his college and give him more money to continue. He will be a great lawyer! I will do for him what someone did for me.

	- Thank you dotó! I'm sure the dóto won't regret it.

	- I won't, no! I'm sure!

	The days went by. The party was only a few days away. Arthur was anxious for the moment to come, but on the other hand, his parents could not be satisfied with a party just for their friends in a nightclub.

	Arthur tried to convince them:

	- Dad, mom, today things have changed, all my friends are doing it that way, I can't be different!

	Odete hugged her son:

	- I know you're right, but you can't stop us from being surprised. I would like a party here at home for the whole family, like we did when you were a kid. At this party of yours, as you said, we won't be able to attend, you have to accept that we are not happy.

	Arthur kissed his mother and said:

	- Mrs. Odete... Mrs. Odete. Your son has grown up, he is no longer a child. I'm almost a full man now, listen to my voice!

	She kissed him again: 

	- You're right, my son, I have to get used to it. But for parents, a child will always be a child, I'm very proud of the son I have! We need to know what you want as a gift.

	Arthur was thinking for a brief moment, then he said slowly:

	- Gift? Gift...? I wanted imported slippers.

	Alvaro interrupted them:

	- Why imported? The national ones are very good. And as good as any other!

	- Come on, Dad! All my friends wear imported sneakers!

	- All right, how much do they cost?

	- About eighty dollars...

	- Eighty dollars? That's a lot of money!

	- I know it is, but I really want to have one...

	- Now, Alvaro, it's not that expensive, if it will make our son happy! He deserves it. And a good student doesn't give us any trouble...

	- All right, let's go shopping in the afternoon, but wear slippers only once in a while. It will have to last a long time!

	- I promise it will last a long time. I love you both!

	- We love you too, my son. Your father, although he looks like a tough guy, is really nothing but mellow and is very proud of his son.

	- Who said I'm tough! Yes, I'm very proud of you, my son. Happy birthday!

	- Thank you, Dad. I'm very proud of you too. He's the best dad in the world!

	Alvaro stroked Arthur's hair in a loving gesture. After much thought, he said:

	- All right my son. As everything is changing, I need to accept these changes. You can have your party wherever you want.

	Arthur stood up and hugged his father:

	 - Thanks, Dad. Don't worry, it won't be long. I'm just going to get my friends together.

	- Okay, I believe you.

	That same afternoon they went out to buy sneakers. Arthur picked out and bought the ones he liked best. Then they went out for a bite to eat.

	From that day on, Arthur was busy preparing for his party. He signed a contract with the nightclub, marked the day, sent invitations to his cousins, cousins, classmates from the swimming school and the computer course. He was anxious, as he would have the opportunity to be with Mariana. Maybe he would have the courage to approach and talk to her.

	 


 

	 

	2.- MOMENT OF DECISION

	 

	 

	The day of the party finally arrived. In the morning, when Arthur woke up and went down to breakfast, he was surprised. On the table was a cake with sixteen candles. His mother said:

	- I know you don't want us to be at your party, but you can't stop us from singing congratulations.

	He was thrilled. The parents, Leandro and Iracema were waiting for him. They sang congratulations, ate the cake and then delivered the gifts. Iracema used to go home on Fridays, but not that Friday. She got up very early on Saturday, she wanted to congratulate Arthur. She was happy to see her son turn sixteen. She approached him:

	-"Congratulations. I know he will have everything he wants in life; you are a good boy and he deserves to be happy.

	- Thank you, Iracema, I know you are being sincere.

	- Of course, I am! I met you when he was a little boy and today, he is so big!

	Then he left. Odete wanted to go for a walk and have lunch, he wanted to celebrate his son's birthday.

	They went for a walk, had lunch in a restaurant and returned home. Arthur went to his room to get ready for the party. He saw his new slippers in the closet. He thought:

	"This father of mine is worth gold! I will keep these slippers and only wear them at special times."

	He finished dressing and went downstairs:

	- My son, how beautiful you are! You're almost a man!

	- Thanks mom, but I'm late. Dad, will you take me there?

	- Of course, let's go.

	Alvaro, accompanied by Odete and Leandro, took Arthur to the entrance of the disco. Arthur was not so happy. As he was getting out of the car, Álvaro asked:

	- What time do you want me to come picks you up?

	- It's not necessary Dad, I don't know what time it will end.

	I'll go home with a friend; you can rest easy.

	- Do you really think I'll rest until I get home?

	- Of course, you will! Don't worry, I'll be fine, I have lots of friends here.

	- All right, I'll try not to worry.

	When Arthur went inside, the parents returned home. Inside the car, Leandro, used to sleeping early, fell asleep. Alvaro and Odete were talking:

	- You know, Odete, I can't believe our children are all grown up. Arthur turns sixteen today, and Leandro is already twelve. We're getting old!

	- They're grown, not raised! They're two pearls that God sent us!

	Alvaro smiled and they went home.

	Meanwhile, Arthur walked into the disco. He was delighted with all that lighting. No one had arrived yet. He, being the birthday boy, had to arrive first to greet the others. He stood there looking at everything. He was excited, as it was the first time his birthday would be celebrated away from his family. He needed it to be like this, because it had become normal now. He had already attended many other colleagues' birthdays, so he knew they would go. But still, he was anxious, and deep down he was afraid they wouldn't show up.

	Little by little they arrived. Some in groups, some alone. Soon the whole atmosphere was filled with joy.

	Arthur was beside himself with happiness. Friends arrived and greeted him. He kept looking at the front door, waiting to see Mariana enter through it. Of all the people present, the one he wanted to see was her.

	She finally arrived, accompanied by two more girls. She came up to him and kissed him on the cheek as she said:

	- Happy birthday, I hope you are having a great time and are very happy!

	- Thank you for coming.

	She smiled and her friends greeted him as well. They walked away, went to meet up with other girls. He stood there, watching her walk away. He was trembling, he could still feel her lips on his face. It was like that when a boy approached saying:

	- Hello Arthur, happy birthday! Are you looking at Mariana?

	- She's really beautiful!

	Arthur turned around. He smiled, answering:

	- Hi Rodrigo! Thanks for coming. I'm really looking at her, but what's the use? She'll never notice me, except as a friend!

	- What's up, buddy? You're a nice guy and well positioned. Just go to her and tell her how you feel!

	- I'll never have the courage for that!

	- If you want, I can help you!

	- How can I help you?

	- I've got a cigarette here. If you smoke, you'll feel good.

	- Cigarette?

	- It's not really a cigarette, but I know it will do you good. It's marijuana.

	- Marijuana! You're crazy! No way! I don't even smoke regular cigarettes!

	- Stop grimacing! Marijuana isn't that bad! Only those who want to get addicted! But at times like this, when you're feeling insecure, nothing like a "pull" to help. Try it! You'll see how different you'll feel!

	- No way! I don't want to get into it!

	- It's up to you. I'll be here all night. If you want, just ask. I know you won't regret it!

	Arthur said goodbye and went to talk to other people.

	Rodrigo watched from a distance.

	While everyone was dancing, Arthur, who didn't know how to dance, kept walking. Mariana seemed happy, she was laughing a lot, talking to a small group. Arthur looked at her as he thought:

	"I need to get close to her, but how do I do that, she's so beautiful, you won't even want to look at me!"

	He wanted to, but he couldn't, he felt too tall and thin. That pimply face bothered him. He didn't have the courage to approach.

	He continued like that, walking back and forth, talking, but his eyes wouldn't leave her. He was at the counter getting a soda when Rodrigo approached:

	- So, Arthur! Did you get a chance to talk to Mariana?

	- No! Not yet, but by the end of the night I will.

	- Nothing will! You don't have the courage! I said a "tug" will help you! You'll see that everything will be easier!

	- Are you crazy? What if I become addicted?

	- Addicted? Nothing! Only those who want to become addicted! You'll only have the courage to talk to Mariana, nothing else! Tomorrow you won't even remember!

	- Are you sure? Do you think I'd have the courage to talk to her?

	- Of course, you would! Try it! Once is no problem! What you can't do is to stay smoking forever. But just once, nothing will happen!

	Arthur walked away, went to the balcony, he needed to breathe.

	He felt overwhelmed:

	"Will I be able to talk to her? Dance, be nice? Make her notice me?"

	He went back inside. Mariana was with a group. She was laughing and talking a lot. Arthur tried to approach, but failed. He looked away. Rodrigo was looking at him and smiling. Arthur thought no more, he approached his friend:

	- Rodrigo, do you really have "it" there?

	- I got it! Did you try it? I guarantee you won't regret it.

	Arthur looked at Mariana again, he realized he hadn't noticed it until then. Determined, he said:

	- Okay, I'll try! How are we going to do it?

	- All right, you'll see how well you do! Let's go for a walk around the block. When you come back, it'll be someone else.

	They went out. On the street, Rodrigo lit a cigarette for himself and another for Arthur. With great patience, he showed his friend how he should go about "pulling."

	Arthur, at first, was a little scared. It took him a while to learn how to smoke. He coughed a little, but found that it felt great. The two of them, smoking, took a walk around the block. As soon as they finished their cigarettes, they went back to the disco. Arthur felt strange, he seemed to be levitating. Inside, he saw Mariana, who in the distance continued talking and having a great time. He approached:

	- Mariana! Since I'm the birthday boy, you owe me a dance, do you want to?

	She and the friends she was talking to were surprised by Arthur's attitude, since they all knew him as a rather shy person. More out of surprise than willingness, she agreed. They stopped dancing and, to her surprise, she realized that he danced very well:

	- I thought you didn't know how to dance -. He, laughing loudly, replied:

	- I thought so too! I think I was afraid!

	- How did that fear end!

	- I don't know, but now I feel more confident.

	They danced a lot. He, a speaker, caught their attention. As he was always a good student, he had many subjects, he talked about everything. She was delighted:

	- You know, Arthur, I never thought you were so kind, I'm surprised! You're very clever!

	They talked, danced and had fun for the rest of the evening. Arthur was beside himself with happiness. At one point, as they danced, their lips met and they exchanged a kiss. For him, that was the ultimate happiness.

	He had finally achieved what he had dreamed of since the first time he saw her. The night ended; Mariana's father went to pick her up. They kissed goodbye. Little by little, everyone left. Arthur stayed with Rodrigo and some other colleagues. They went out together. One had a car. They all got in. Inside the car, more cigarettes were lit. At one point, the driver stopped the car and they all got out. They stopped by a pay phone and, laughing loudly, smashed it. Arthur, until then, had already smoked two cigarettes, but he was doing very well, he had never felt so loose. The car stopped in front of his house. He got out and got in. The others continued their journey.

	At home, he found his father, who was in the living room watching television. When he saw his father, he was a little scared, afraid that he would realize he was different. He said:

	- Good night, Dad, haven't you gone to sleep yet?

	- No, I was waiting for you to come home. I tried, but I couldn't sleep. I was worried.

	- No need to worry, I'm fine, just a little tired, shall we go to sleep?

	His father smiled, kissed his forehead and they both went up to their rooms. Entering his room, Arthur smiled when he saw his brother sleeping there. He pulled up the blanket and covered him as he thought:

	"No use, he'll definitely never sleep in his room."

	Still smiling, he lay down. He remembered the night he had spent and the happiness he felt for finally having the courage to talk to Mariana. He also remembered the kiss. He sighed deeply:

	When he woke up it was past noon. She opened her eyes and looked around. Leandro's bed was empty:

	"What time will it be? Leandro is no longer sleeping. Ah, Leandro! No way, he'll never sleep alone. Mom; she made him a beautiful room, but it's no use, he wants to sleep with me I don't care much and it doesn't bother me at all."

	She sighed deeply as she thought:

	"What a wonderful night I had! That cigarette Rodrigo gave me was the best thing that could have happened to me. With it, I managed to get close to Mariana. How beautiful she is..."

	He sat up in bed, but lay back down:

	"My head hurts and my stomach hurts. I must be hungry; I'm going to get up."

	He did. She got up, went to the bathroom, showered, put on her clothes and went downstairs. His father was in the living room reading the newspaper, Leandro was watching TV, his mother must be in the kitchen, because on Sundays Iracema didn't go to work. She entered the room saying:

	- Good morning dad! I slept a lot, didn't I?

	- Yes, really, but you needed it. It looks like you had a very restless night!

	Arthur remembered the broken phone. Startled, he said:

	- Why do you say that?

	- Because every time you go to these parties, you're early. But yesterday was different, when you arrived it was almost dawn. Seems like the party was really good. Did anything happen?

	- No! Nothing special. Just the party was really good.

	Leandro said:

	- Dad, he must have had a girlfriend!

	Arthur, when he heard that, relieved and laughing, threw a cushion over his brother's head, who laughed nonstop:

	- It was nothing of the sort, but what if it had been, what has this to do with it?

	- It has nothing at all, but I do. You're still very young, for now you only have to worry about your studies.

	- I know, you don't have to worry, I'll be king of the computer!

	- I'd rather you be king of the lawyers, but if that's what you want me to be.

	- My three men seem to be doing very well today!

	Said Odete, who entered the room and smiled. Arthur got up and went to his mother. He hugged her, saying:

	- Yes, our family is a beauty. Besides, with such a beautiful mother, how could it not be?

	- Well, I know you very well by now. Lunch is ready. With this conversation you won't be able to avoid setting the table.

	She laughed and left the room. Arthur and Leandro got up and went to the dining room. They set the table carefully, as their mother had taught them."

	 


 

	 

	3.- FIRST SYMPTOMS

	 

	 

	They had a quiet lunch. Arthur was very hungry, so much so that his mother was surprised:

	- Wow, Arthur, you look like you haven't eaten in a year! What's going on? 

	-Nothing's going on! I'm just hungry! I don't understand, you're always complaining because I don't eat, and now you're complaining because I'm eating!

	The three of them looked at him, intrigued by the tone of voice he used:

	- No, my son, I'm not complaining, I'm even happy! Why are you so nervous?

	- I'm not nervous, but I don't want to eat anymore! I'm going to my room!

	He got up and was leaving the table when Alvaro, with a firm voice, said:

	- Young man! You can apologize to your mother and sit down again; we haven't finished lunch yet!

	Only then did Arthur realize he had been rude to his mother:

	- I'm sorry mom, I don't know what came over me.... I think it was because I'm tired, I'm not used to sleeping so late!

	- Don't worry, sit down and finish your lunch.

	He sat down again. He continued eating, but felt a kind of nausea. He said nothing, but after lunch he excused himself and went to his room.

	Once there, he lay down on the bed and began to reminisce about the previous night:

	"What's in that cigarette? I only know that thanks to it I was able to get close to Mariana. She also seems to like my company. Tomorrow at school I'll talk to her again, will she want to talk to me?"

	She got up and looked at herself in the mirror. Her face was still full of pimples. He felt a certain uncertainty:

	"What did she see in me to please her! Didn't she just want to be polite? I'm not as handsome as César..."

	Caesar was a very handsome boy. He was eighteen years old. He was an athlete; he had a perfect body. All the girls at school would give anything to be looked at by him. Arthur, though not ugly, was beginning to take shape. He sensed that Mariana would rather it was Cesar who was interested in her.

	She stayed in her room sleeping most of the afternoon.

	- Arthur, wake up! Mom is calling, it's time to go to the restaurant.

	He opened his eyes. Leandro was calling him. At great cost, he managed to keep his eyes open. He remembered that they went out to dinner almost every Sunday. He said:

	- I'll be up soon. I'll be down there soon.

	Leandro said nothing. He left.

	Arthur lay down some more and then got up. His head ached.

	"It must be because I'm not used to sleeping in the afternoon.

	Or because I spent most of the night awake."

	He remembered once again everything that had happened the night before:

	"It was really cool, but how did I help break that pay phone? Was it the effect of the cigarette? Maybe that was why I'd better not smoke again."

	In the evening they went out, went to dinner. They came back, he went to his room, turned on the computer and studied the lesson he had learned in the last class. His plans were: as soon as he finished high school, he would take an entrance exam to the Faculty of Computer Science. He wanted this profession. He knew that with it he would have his future guaranteed; it was almost eleven o'clock when he decided to go to sleep.

	The next day he followed the same routine. He woke up late, his father gave him money for lunch.

	When he got to school, he saw Mariana talking to other girls. She shuddered, she didn't know what to do or how to deal with it. She also saw Rodrigo, who was approaching:

	- Good morning, Arthur! How are you?

	- Good morning, everything is fine.

	- I saw you were looking at Mariana.

	- Yes, she is very beautiful.

	- Now you know you can talk to her and maybe start dating.

	- Dating! No, she's very beautiful! She won't want to date someone like me!

	- What nonsense you're talking! She seemed to be very happy by your side. She seems to like you...

	Arthur looked back at Mariana, who, distracted, talking, didn't see when he arrived. He said:

	- I don't know, no, I think you're delirious. She will never love me.

	Rodrigo said nothing, just smiled. They all entered the classroom. Mariana walked past Arthur and smiled.

	During the first class, he risked looking at her, but as soon as he realized she was looking at him, he shuddered and looked away.

	At lunchtime he continued with his friends. Arthur was eating when Rodrigo approached:

	- So, Arthur, have you decided to talk to Mariana?

	I noticed she's giving you a fucking ball!

	- You're out of your mind! She doesn't even know I exist.

	- Why don't you go talk to her?

	- I can't talk to her! I don't even know how to approach...

	- I have the solution, and I just want to.

	- Another cigarette? No, I can't!

	- It's up to you. You saw that it didn't hurt.

	Arthur spoke nervously:

	- No, I don't want it's too dangerous!

	- Dangerous why:

	- I can get vicious, and I've heard too many stories already....

	- You said right, lots of stories. No one is addicted. Only those who want to stick to drugs. This addiction is a lie.

	- Are you sure about it?

	- Of course, I'm sure. I only use it when I want to, when I feel like it. If I wanted to, I would stop today.

	- Are you sure about that?

	- I'm telling you! I've been using it for some time, but only when I want to.

	- I don't know. I'm scared.

	- That's why you can't go near her. You're afraid of everything!

	Arthur looked at Mariana's side again. She was still talking to her companions. She risked a glance at him, who, as soon as he noticed, turned away from him. They returned to class. He, as always, paid attention in class and understood what the teachers were teaching.

	For a few days it was like that. He looked at Mariana, but didn't have the courage to approach. Rodrigo was always close. 

	A fortnight had passed since that night. Arthur, at home, made plans about how he would talk to Mariana, but every time she approached, he could not say what he had planned.

	One morning, when he was having a snack, Mariana approached him:

	- Hello, Arthur, why haven't you been looking for me since that night?

	He began to tremble; he didn't know what to say. She continued:

	- I thought you liked my company!

	He said quietly:

	- Of course, I liked it only I've been studying a lot lately.

	She just smiled:

	- I'm studying too, but that doesn't mean I need to isolate myself from people.

	I didn't know what to say. I wanted to keep talking, but there was no topic. Smiling, she walked away. She was intimately grateful when she heard the signal for the students to return to class.

	Another three days passed. At home, he imagined, but in Mariana's presence, his voice disappeared. That morning, while listening to the Portuguese teacher's explanations, he risked looking at her, but as soon as he noticed that she was looking at him, he quickly averted his gaze, pretending he was looking away.

	One of those times, his eyes met Rodrigo's, who was paying attention to him.

	A little embarrassed, he looked away. Without realizing it, he began to remember that night when he kissed Mariana:

	"That night it was all so easy.... I knew what to do or say... Why can't I do it today? Is Rodrigo, right? If I smoke again, I can talk to Mariana. No, it's dangerous, my parents always warned me against it."

	Another day passed. At night, alone in his room, he remembered Mariana and how beautiful she was. Before going to sleep, he decided:

	"Tomorrow I'll talk to her anyway. Even if I have to smoke that cigarette again. It will be just one more."

	The next morning, as soon as he arrived at school, he looked at Mariana, tried to approach her, but once again she began to tremble. He looked away and entered the classroom. All the time he tried to look at her, but he could not.

	The bell rang, it was time for everyone to go to the cafeteria.

	As they left, Rodrigo approached:

	- So, Arthur, how are you?

	- I'm fine, but I need to talk to you.

	- What happened?

	- I want to talk to Mariana, but I haven't been able to.

	Couldn't you bring me another one of those cigarettes?

	Rodrigo burst out laughing:

	- Do you really want to? You said you were afraid, that I didn't want....

	- I am afraid, because I was always very warned, but it's been a while since I smoked and I didn't feel the lack. So, I know I can smoke alone whenever I want. I'll smoke just one more, I'll talk to Mariana and I won't need any more.

	- It's up to you. I have one here, if you want it, it's for now....

	- Here at school?

	- Of course not. Let's go out and smoke it in the street. I'll keep you company.

	- How can we go out? They won't let us out the door!

	- There's no one at the door, I always go out. Come on!

	He accompanied Rodrigo and was surprised that there was no one at the school entrance. Soon the two were in a small square nearby. They sat down and Rodrigo took two cigarettes out of his pocket. He lit one and handed it to Arthur, who looked at the cigarette and at Rodrigo. He thought a bit, then took the first pull. This was the hardest, the others were quicker and easier. As soon as they finished their cigarettes, they went back to the school. He wasn't feeling anything. In the classroom, he risked looking at Mariana again, just as she was looking. He smiled. She, amazed, smiled too.

	After class, in the hallway, he approached her:

	- Mariana, I need to talk to you.

	She found that attitude strange. A little confused, she said:

	- Well, I thought this day would never come! You're so different! What happened?

	He, laughing a lot, answered:

	- Different how? I'm just happy to be talking to you.

	- Is that all?

	- Of course, it is! You don't want to talk to me!

	- What an idea! I'm happy about that. Only it can't be now, my mother must be out there waiting for me.

	Only then did he remember his father. Disgusted, he said:

	- My father must be outside too, or almost arriving. When can we see each other more calmly?

	 - This afternoon it can't be, because I'm going to ballet class, but tomorrow, if you want, you can go home for something to eat. do you want to?

	- Of course, I want to. Tomorrow around four o'clock I'll come to your house.

	When they arrived at the door, Mariana saw her mother, who was waiting for her. She greeted Arthur and went to her.

	Arthur watched her walk away. He realized that his father had not yet arrived. He went to the meeting point. He couldn't sit still, he paced back and forth. Never had his father taken so long.

	Finally, his father arrived. Arthur got into the car and they drove home. On the way, he remained silent. Even though he was sitting, he couldn't sit still. He moved around a lot; Alvaro was surprised:

	- Arthur! What's wrong, can't you sit still?

	Arthur took some time to answer:

	- I don't have anything. I'm just hungry.

	- Have a little patience. We're coming home. You know lunch is ready.

	Arthur did not answer. He turned his face to the window and watched the road. He didn't know what to say. He hadn't realized he was getting into trouble. He tried to control himself.

	Finally, they arrived. He got out of the car almost running. He entered the house, went upstairs and went to his room.

	Iracema was setting the table for lunch. She saw Arthur come in quietly and run. She was amazed, because every time he came home from school, he would play with her or say something to her, but that day he did nothing. He surprised himself, but said nothing. In his room, Arthur threw himself on the bed. Worried, he thought:

	"I don't understand what's going on - why is this malaise? Why this need to cry? This emptiness?"

	He needed to go to lunch, but he wasn't hungry. After a few minutes, she changed clothes and went downstairs.

	He ate lunch in silence, Leandro tried to talk to him, but got no answer. Everyone was surprised. Odete said:

	- Arthur, what's wrong with you?

	He didn't understand what he was feeling either. He thought it was time to tell him what was going on. He knew something was wrong, but.... He replied:

	- I've got nothing! I'm just a little nervous!

	- Nervous about what?

	He didn't know how to answer, nor did he know why. A few minutes later, he said:

	- I'm in trouble.

	- What trouble?

	He was going to tell what was happening, but he remembered everything he had heard about drugs. He was afraid of how his parents would react if he said he had tried marijuana.

	Unsure, he replied

	- With the Portuguese class, I can't understand.

	- Why, my son, you don't need to be nervous. Just tell me, what is your doubt? I can help you.

	- I don't need help, mom, I'll study some more, I'll do some exercises, I know I'll understand.

	- I know I'll understand. But if you need it, just tell me. Now eat your lunch. Your food will get cold.

	She began to eat, but she didn't really feel any desire.

	After lunch, like every day, everyone left. He went up to his room. He lay down on the bed, tried to sleep, but failed. Mariana appeared in his thoughts:

	"I managed to talk to her today. It wasn't as difficult as I imagined it would be. She seems to be interested in me too. Is that it or is she just being polite? Tomorrow I'll go to her house. We'll have more time to talk. I'll say I want to go out with you. Will you accept me?

	Then thinking, he fell asleep.

	He woke up a few hours later. He was very sweaty, he was hot. He got up, went to the bathroom and took a cold shower. He felt his body shaking. I didn't understand what was going on.

	"I must have a cold. I'm going to ask Iracema for medicine."

	She put on her clothes and went downstairs. Iracema was in the kitchen. He approached:

	- Iracema, do you have any flu pills?

	- Purr what? Do you feel anything?

	- I think I have a fever, I'm very hot.

	She, who looked worried, came closer and put her hand to her forehead. He smiled as he said:

	- No fever. It's hot.

	Irritated, he said:

	- How can you know; you didn't put the thermometer on me!

	She found his tone of voice strange:

	- I don't need that there. The fever cap is different. I had many children; I think I know the difference. She doesn't have a fever.

	- Still, I want some medicine.

	- You won't be able to take medicine unnecessarily.

	 - Very nervous, he left the kitchen saying in a low voice:

	- I'm running a fever! I know what I'm feeling. She doesn't know anything.

	He left the house, began to walk aimlessly. He felt the need to walk, he could not stand still. He walked all afternoon. It was almost six o'clock when he returned. He entered the house, he was not well, he knew that. The house was empty, his parents and Leandro had not yet returned. He heard a noise coming from the kitchen. Iracema was preparing dinner. She went to her room. Inside, she looked at the computer. She knew she needed to study. She sat down and turned on the computer. She spent a few minutes studying.

	He got up; he couldn't concentrate. Downstairs, he went to the living room. He turned on the television. He watched a little, but couldn't concentrate on the programming either. He went back to the bedroom, stayed there for a few minutes, went back to the living room. He did this several times, until his mother arrived accompanied by Leandro:

	- Hello Arthur, how are you?

	He, in a very low voice, answered:

	- Good, you took a long time....

	Odete came closer and kissed him, while saying:

	- I didn't take too long! I come at this time every day! Are you not well? Are you sick?

	- I don't have anything, I just missed you....

	She realized that he was not well. She looked him in the eyes and asked:

	- What's going on, are you sad?! Are you sad?

	She felt that this was the moment. He felt bad, he was depressed, the worst thing was that he didn't know why. He was about to say it when the door opened and Álvaro came in, smiling:

	 - Good evening, family!

	The three of them looked at him, he approached and kissed everyone.

	After kissing his father, Arthur went to his room.

	Odete followed him with her eyes as he slowly climbed the stairs.

	"My stomach hurts, why, is it because of the cigarette I smoked, Rodrigo assured me nothing was going to happen to me!"

	He stayed in his room; he didn't feel like talking. The pain and anxiety increased, she was very sad and felt like crying.

	"Why do I feel like this, why do I want to cry, why am I sad, this is not normal!"

	Meanwhile, in the living room, Odete and Álvaro were talking:

	- Alvaro, I don't know what's going on with Arthur. He looks very nervous.

	- This is nothing, like he said, he's in trouble with the Portuguese.

	- I hope that's all it is. I'm worried, what if he's sick?

	- He's tired, but if he's sick, take him to the doctor.

	Arthur still felt bad. That emptiness and anxiety. He tried to work on the computer, but he couldn't:

	"I can't do anything, what's wrong with me? I'm going to call Rodrigo, maybe he has an explanation for that."

	He did exactly that. He picked up the phone and called:

	- Hello Rodrigo, it's me, Arthur.

	- Hello Arthur! Funny you should call me, did something happen?

	- I think you can answer me: what's going on?

	- I have a strange feeling! I feel a great emptiness, but I don't know why. And I'm also very anxious, I can't sit still!

	-That's nothing! Sometimes the "weed" has this reaction, but it will pass. If you want, come here and I'll give you some medicine.

	- I can't leave now, it's dinner time! My parents won't let me go out!

	- Then I can't do anything.

	- Is this going to happen?

	- How should I know? You must have eaten something that made you sick...

	- I didn't eat anything.

	- Whenever you want, come, I'll be here.

	- I'll be here. I'll come as soon as possible, don't leave the house.

	- I won't leave, I'll be waiting.

	Arthur hung up the phone and sat down at the computer."

	 

	 


 

	 

	4.- CHANGE OF MOOD

	 

	 

	He was trying to understand a program, but he perceived that it was not as easy as before. He could only think of one way to get out of the house and see Rodrigo. Leandro came in:

	- Arthur, what's going on?

	He angrily replied:

	- Nothing's going on! Why is everyone asking that?

	- Because you are different.

	- I'm not different! I'm the same!

	- No, you're not! You're always quiet, you don't play like you used to!

	You're not even stealing my potatoes!

	Arthur smiled:

	- Maybe you're right, I'm a little worried, that's all.

	- Worried about what?

	- Because of the Portuguese classes, but it will soon pass.

	- I know you think I'm a child, but I really care a lot about you. You're my brother, and if you think I can help you, just ask, I'll do everything for you.

	Arthur thought:

	"Maybe I should tell him; he would talk to my parents. I don't have the courage."

	He looked at his brother again. He was about to speak, when Leandro said:

	- I know you're my hero! When I grow up, I'll be just like you!

	Enraged, Arthur shouted:

	- Don't say that! You won't be like me! You'll be different!

	Leandro was surprised by this reaction:

	- Why are you saying that, why are you so nervous?

	- I'm not nervous!

	- Yes, you are! You're shouting!

	 Arthur came to his senses. He realized that, unbeknownst to him, he was actually shouting. He lay down on the bed and said:

	- I'm sorry, I'm really nervous

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
