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PROLOGUE

	 

	 

	It was dawn when the caravan stopped in front of the gate of the Campos da Paz colony. The chief took the lead and placed his hand on the lock, from where a golden light was coming out. The door then opened softly, and they entered in silence. There were, between them, nine people, and six of them were carrying a stretcher on which was a wounded man, his face swollen, pale, looking dead.

	– Take him to the emergency area. He needs to be settled. After I talk to Jules, I will go to see him – explained Jose’.

	The first rays of the morning were beginning to appear, and he walked quickly to the immense property located in the middle of a magnificent garden, entering immediately through the main door.

	The movement was great, and several busy people were circulating the hall. Joseph made his way to a corridor where there were several rooms and stopped in front of one of them. The door opened, and a tall, dark man, who appeared to be about 50 years old and dressed in a white vest, approached, staring at him with shining eyes. With some anxiety Jules asked:

	– So, then, José did you get it?

	– Yes. I managed to bring him in, but he is in terrible shape. They took him to the recovery room in isolation.

	– I knew it wasn’t going to be easy. Bringing him in was a victory. Let’s go over there, because I want to see him.

	The two men went to the garden and walked to the other side of the wall, where there were some individual living quarters. One of the men in the group would watch the door, and they would make their way there.

	Passing through the door, they went through a small room and into a chamber illuminated by a blue light. There were various devices operating with the colored lights. Some were thin and transparent, and different colored liquids were moving them.

	A middle–aged woman with an attentive physiognomy and bright eyes accompanied the work of the two nurses, who were carefully assessing the case, taking notes on a chart.

	Jules approached the bed with interest, embraced the woman with affection and said with emotion:

	– How good to see you, Norma!

	– I couldn’t help but come. Olavo is in my heart.

	Jules approached the patient, who had not yet regained consciousness, and fixed his injured face. He then placed his right hand on the forehead of the patient for a few seconds, went down to the heart and then, looking at Norma, commented:

	– Thank goodness he is here. That gives us hope that he can get better.

	– Yes, when, years ago that tragedy happened– which I tried so hard to avoid– I promised myself that I would do everything so that they could forgive each other, understand and get back on the road to progress.

	Many years passed, and he rolled further and further into the abyss until he became insensitive and cruel. However, now, I feel that he is in a position to become sensitive, to become aware of the truth and to take control of his own life.

	– I have waited for this time, vibrating so that he reacts and manages to become aware of things, recovering the joy of living. The moment is propitious, because everything is in his favor. If he manages to get ahead, he will certainly get everything he wants to be happy.

	– I feel he will get in. Renata also desires his well–being, and the others vibrate for him. And, even if she does not comment on it, I believe that the love she felt for this man is still alive.

	– Well, I feel a tightness in my chest just thinking about that possibility. Renata is doing well now, she has regained the joy of living, and she is making plans for her happiness. I would not like them to get back together

	Norma smiled slightly and replied:

	– Thus speaks your father’s heart, Jules, however, I think that, in those ashes, there is still a hidden ember, and one day everything will return to the scene. Every life is an opportunity to evolve, and when it strives, the spirit has better conditions to realize more.

	– I am not speaking as a parent, Norma. I know that kinship only works when we are in the world, and we have long since left earth. I speak as a person, evaluating that both are opposite spirits.

	– Sometimes, opposites meet so that both can learn. However, this is only a hypothesis that may never happen. We do not know the fate that awaits them.

	– Did you come to stay, Norma? – Jules asked.

	– I don’t have much time, as I have other commitments, but at least I will stay here for a day or two – the woman clarified.

	– It would be a great pleasure to have you in my home during that time – Jules said sincerely.

	– Thank you very much, but Olivia already invited me, and I accepted. I promise we will be together if possible.

	– I need to go, but I’ll keep an eye on the case. When he wakes up, let me know.

	Jules said goodbye and left. Norma looked at Olavo’s traumatized face, placed her hand on his forehead and began to pray.

	Colored energies came out of her hands and penetrated the forehead of the sick man, running through his body, which shuddered from time to time. 

	The nurses had already taken care of the patient’s hygiene and wounds and had dressed him in a white robe. Under the effect of the treatment of the colored lights, which ran through the centers of strength, Olavo’s body was illuminated.

	Little by little, his physiognomy became more relaxed, serene, and his breathing became calmer. Norma smiles with satisfaction. The patient was improving, and she waited anxiously for him to wake up. Olavo, despite everything, continued to sleep, however, with more serenity.

	Time passed, and Norma continued to watch over Olavo at the bedside. In the late afternoon, when Jules returned, she only said:

	– He still sleeps, but I think that sleep is part of the treatment. The more Olavo rests, receives more regenerative energies, and thinks about nothing, the faster he will accept the situation and suffer less.

	Jules placed his hand on Olavo’s chest for a few seconds and then answered: 

	– I hope so. From the last time we met him, we did not manage to make him accept the treatment.

	– I feel that this time it will be different, Jules. He got to the bottom of the well. Remember that it was Olavo who asked for help.

	– Let’s believe in the best, in the end, at some point he will have to give in. You’ve already spent the whole day by his side. Go get some rest. I’ll just sit here and if he wakes up, I’ll let you know.

	Norma got up and said:

	– Okay. I think Renata is sensing his presence and needs me. Norma hurried out, walked across the garden and, before reaching the building, met Renata coming the other way. Seeing Norma, the young woman approached her, saying in distress:

	– I want to see him, Norma! I feel that Olavo is in a very bad way. I need to help him somehow.

	– Calm down, Renata. Everything is fine. He received treatment and now, he is sleeping peacefully. When he wakes up, Olavo will be much better.

	– I feel uneasy. I need to see him.

	– I felt your agony and came to stay with you. Jules is with him. So Olavo woke up, he promised to let us know. Calm down. Let’s go home.

	Renata held Norma’s hands tightly and, looking into her eyes, asked:

	– Are you sure he won’t run away again? I’m afraid he’ll come after Antonio again.

	– He’s not strong enough to get out here. Besides that, he doesn’t know where Antonio is. Let’s go home.

	– I want to see him. Assess the situation closely.

	– Your presence may bring unpleasant memories to the surface, so forgetting the past is often a relief. Calm your heart. Everything is under control. 

	Tears streamed down Renata’s face, and she said emotionally:

	– But I want to help, in the end, I was the cause of the misunderstanding between them. I need to do something to erase that guilt that is bothering me. I asked for him to be brought here so that I could intervene in some way and put an end to this hatred that has caused us so much unhappiness.

	– Everything has its moment. Your intention is good, but the time has not yet come for you to interfere. Take care of yourself, improve your life, study, learn, work for your well–being and, one day, when you are better, maybe you will be able to do what you intend to do. Let’s go. It was getting dark, the stars were twinkling in the sky, and the moon was brightening the night. Norma hugged Renata, who laid her head on her friend’s chest letting herself go. The two of them rose, leaving the place and, soon after, they approached the earth’s crust, in a neighborhood of Rio de Janeiro. They stopped in front of a sophisticated house, located in a tree–lined street and went down, crossing the roof of the room where Renata is asleep.

	Delicately, Norma placed her back on the body. Renata shuddered, and Norma stretched out her hands over the young woman saying in a calm voice:

	– Rest, my dear! Don’t be afraid and trust in God! We are with you, and everything will be alright.

	Renata rocked on the bed, turned on her side and continued sleeping. A woman entered the room and seeing Norma asked: 

	– And, so, did everything go well?

	– Yes Margarida. He is already being treated and, this time, I think we will succeed. Take good care of our little girl. She is very nervous, feeling the events. If you need anything, let me know.

	– You can rest assured. I’ll be attentive.

	– I need to go now. God bless you,” Norma said goodbye.

	The women embraced and then Norma rose, crossed the ceiling and disappeared into the heights.

	Margarida sat on the side of the bed and stroked Renata’s forehead, who was still asleep.

	– We will take care of you. Nothing bad will happen to you. Margarita had taken care of Renata practically since her birth, whom she loved very much. Sensitive and kind, the woman had been in contact with the spirits of light since her early childhood, that is why she perceived Norma’s presence and from her she perceived information about Renata’s past, which made her offer to collaborate.

	Margarida did not know well that she would see, but she felt that the time would come when her little girl would need her, and she was willing to help.

	Noticing that, still asleep, Renata shivered from time to time, Maria sat down next to the young girl’s bed and kept her hand on her forehead. Soon after, she began to pray, asking for help from spiritual friends.

	
 

	 


CHAPTER 1

	 

	 

	The doorbell rang, and Margarita went to open the door. In front of her a young man held a box lined with gold paper with a white flower on top.

	– Delivery of Sedalinda for Miss Renata Albuquerque.

	– You may deliver.

	– Please sign the receipt.

	Margarida signed and the delivery man left. With a smile on her face, she walked up the stairs carrying the box, stopped in front of the door and knocked softly, saying: 

	–Your package has arrived:

	– Your order arrived, may I come in?

	Immediately, Renata opened the door and joyfully grabbed the package, placing it on the bed. Tall and with a shapely body, the young woman had dark hair, which contrasted with her fair skin and green eyes. With full lips, she was in the prime of her 22 years.

	Margarida watched Renata with sparkling eyes, admiring the young woman's elegant gestures and haughty attitude. She had started working in the house as a nanny when Renata was only two years old, and she was a child at first sight.

	Renata was the daughter of Dionísio Albuquerque, a very successful criminal lawyer famous for his oratory, which placed him among the best in the field, and of Dona Eunice de Lima Albuquerque, an intelligent woman who, although she did not work outside the home, accompanied her husband's cases. In all of them, Dionísio always exchanged ideas with the wife, taking her arguments into consideration. Paulo José was 25 years old, and the boy's father wanted him to study law, but he had no intention of following this advice.

	Paulo José did not appreciate reading, but he liked the arts. He liked music and the night. He was on par with the artistic movement of the city, was a television enthusiast and a great admirer of beautiful women who circulated around him. Rich, attractive, well–to–do, Paulo José was always ready to have fun, surrounded by beautiful girls and cheerful friends.

	At his parents' insistence, he enrolled in the Faculty of Fine Arts. He tried to dedicate himself to painting but was unable to continue; to the study of the piano – he tried for more than a year, but gave up –; and, finally, he decided that he would dedicate himself to a career as an actor. Paulo José then enrolled in a theater school on the recommendation of some friends and began to obtain his first results.

	Paulo José's parents did not look favorably on this situation, as they would like the young man to choose a profession that would give him a more promising future. However, when he obtained his first successes, he continued to insist on this path. He dreamed of becoming a great actor.

	Renata, in turn, was the opposite of her brother. An inveterate reader since childhood, she graduated in Literature and nurtured the dream of becoming a writer. Although she liked to dance, she was very introspective and preferred quiet places, where she could enjoy her inner world and understand a little more about life and its mysteries.

	On that Saturday, Renata's parents were throwing a party at a crowded club in the city to celebrate their thirtieth wedding anniversary.

	In front of Margarita's shining eyes, who followed Renata's every gesture, the young woman took the dress out of the box and spread it on the bed. The employee's heart began to beat faster, and she did not hold back:

	– How beautiful, Renata, I've never seen a dress like that! That shade of green will match your eyes! You're going to look stunning!

	– It's really very pretty.

	– Mrs. Eunice set the time at the beauty parlor and asked you not to be late.

	– I would prefer to do my own thing, my own way. I don't feel like going to the salon.

	– Your mother will be upset with you.

	Renata shrugged her shoulders:

	– Nonsense. She can go, do as she likes, but I want to feel good, to go to the party the way I like it. I don't want to look like a salon doll. Have you noticed how they all do everything the same? They always wear the latest hairstyle, the dresses in the colors of the moment? Even the way they walk is copied from movie artists! And I am what I am. I want to be what I am, true. Why dress up to look like everyone else when I can be myself?

	– You must get ready, Renata. Your mother intends to leave in half an hour.

	– Margarida, let my mother know that I've decided not to go to the salon.

	The maid hesitated, and Renata insisted:

	– Go on, quickly, go! Didn't you hear what I said?

	Margarida went out pale, and Renata stood in front of the mirror thinking how she would like to fix her hair.

	A short time later, Eunice entered her daughter's room, saying irritated:

	– Are you still not ready? Renata, we can't be late! We're overdue.

	The young woman answered in a calm voice:

	– Margarida didn't give you the message?

	– She gave it to me, but I pretended not to listen. You're going to the salon anyway, even if I must drag you there.

	– You're forcing the issue. I don't want to go!

	Eunice shot her with her eyes.

	– But you will go.

	– Why do you think I need to look like the other girls? To look like the other girls? You yourself keep saying that they look like dolls! That they don't possess any naturalness. Do you want me to be like them? Well, I refuse, mother, I have the right to dress up as I please!

	Dionísio appeared at the door, exclaiming:

	– What's going on here, why are they talking so loudly?

	Irritated, Eunice fixed her husband, and Renata argued: 

	– Mom wants to force me to go to the beauty salon, comb my hair and be made up like all the other young girls, and I want to do it my own way.

	Dionísio looked at Eunice, shook his head and said in a calm voice:

	– You go. Let her do as she wants. Renata always presented herself very well, and I'm sure she will look as always.

	Eunice took a deep breath, looked back and forth, then said in a threatening voice:

	– On this night, I want everything to be perfect! If you don't look as I want, I will be very sad.

	Renata ran to her mother's side, hugged her and said in a loving voice: 

	– Thank you for understanding, mom. In your tribute, I'm going to do my best, you'll love it!

	Dionísio secured his wife's arm:

	– Come on, Eunice, you can't be late. The two of us need to arrive first to receive the guests.

	– I asked Paulo José to arrive earlier to check that everything is as we agreed.

	– In that case, everything will be fine.

	Dionísio and Eunice left, and Renata breathed a sigh of relief. It was still early, and she settled into an armchair, put her feet up on a stool, picked up a book and began to read.

	Perhaps because the afternoon was dying, the sun was setting and the thin curtains were closed, barely moved by the light breeze coming through the window, Renata felt relaxed. Surrendered to that atmosphere of tranquility and peace, the young woman let the book she was reading slip from her hands until, at last, she fell asleep.

	Once she fell asleep, Renata dreamed that she was in a beautiful garden, full of flowers of various sizes and colors, where she walked with confidence. Intimately, she felt that she knew that place. Suddenly, she saw a woman sitting on a bench, approaching, she greeted the woman happily:

	– Norma! It's good to see you!

	The two women embraced each other warmly, sat down and suddenly Renata remembered something. With a serious look on her face, she asked:

	– And, so, he's awake already?

	– Yes, he's all right. He accepted the treatment and asked to stay.

	Renata breathed a sigh of relief.

	– That's good. I hope he doesn't have any relapses.

	– Jules is taking care of him, this time, without arguing. They understood each other, which was already a big step. Now everything is in favor of understanding.

	– I am afraid that he will want to reincarnate. I prefer that he continue under the care of our superiors. It is more guaranteed.

	– Don't worry. You know that he will only reincarnate again when he is able to take advantage of the opportunity. All this is well planned. Life is not moralistic, it is functional. Things only work out well, when the spirit discovers how the laws of the universe work. The laws that govern our life on Earth.

	Renata sighed, thought a little and then said:

	– I know. Forgive me. It's just that somehow, I have a feeling that I will have to be part of that situation and I feel a little afraid.

	– Today, everything is different. Take away that fear, for it will only make you weaker. Your strength is in the belief that everything will happen at the right time and that the circumstances will be all favorable. Do not forget that.

	Someone knocked on the bedroom door, Renata woke up and looked around, not knowing where she was.

	Margarida entered the room and said:

	– Didn't you manage to get ready yet? Your mother is here, she's getting dressed and wants to leave in half an hour. You need to hurry, Renata!

	The young woman got up in a hurry:

	– Set everything aside for me. I'm going to take a quick bath.

	As she let the water run down her body, Renata thought about the dream she had just had. The young woman remembered walking through a beautiful garden and talking with a woman who was very dear to her. Everything happened naturally, but Renata could not remember what they had talked about. Who was that woman? Where did she know her from? She wondered but could not find any answers.

	Renata believed that it was all just a dream, but the memory of the encounter remained strong in her heart, as if it had really happened. That encounter seemed all too real to her, and she carried that feeling within her for a long time.

	While the young woman was getting ready for the party and putting on her make–up, fragments of the dream she had reappeared in her memory, and Renata struggled to keep her attention on what she was doing. When she finally got ready, the young woman went down to the living room and breathed a sigh of relief when she noticed that Eunice was not yet downstairs. Renata then took the opportunity to check her appearance in the large mirror in the hall and liked what she saw.

	The dark green dress of pure silk fit her body like a glove. The neckline exposed Renata's shapely white neck.

	Her eyes looked like two emeralds, and the dark hair, slightly wavy, was whimsically held in place and molded the young woman's face, giving her the appearance of a goddess.

	Accompanied by her husband, Eunice descended the stairs and approached her daughter, fixing her eyes on the young woman for a few seconds. Soon after, the matriarch's face relaxed, and she commented:

	– You look very pretty! – Eunice said with satisfaction.

	– Didn't I tell you she knew what she wanted? – Dionísio commented provocatively.

	– Congratulations, daughter! You look like a fairy!

	– Thank you, mom! And you look wonderful, and daddy is, as always, very elegant.

	Eunice ordered:

	– Let's get going. I don't want to be late.

	It was the end of summer, and the night was beautiful. During the drive, while the couple talked about the party, Renata thought about the dream she had during the afternoon and tried hard to remember the conversation she had with that woman. Why was she so worried in the dream? She felt that there was something important, but no matter how hard she tried, she could not remember the details.

	Passing through the gate and through the gardens of the club, the car stopped at the social entrance of the party room. Dionísio, Eunice and Renata, then, got out of the car and walked to the place where the party would take place.

	In the hall, the lighted lights reflected the brightness of the crystals, and there were flowers artistically distributed and positioned on all sides. The tables, neatly arranged for dinner, were arranged around the dance floor. In a corner, the musicians, in gala costumes, were seated on the stage and were already preparing to play.

	Paulo José approached the parents, accompanied by the organizer of the party, who bowed in front of the couple and said:

	– I hope everything is to your liking.

	Eunice looked at Paulo José as if asking the son for details, who, noticing the hand gesture, said:

	– Everything is fine, mom! This party will be unforgettable! Everyone will love it! Everything is nice and well done.

	– Your dad and I are going to receive the people, so I ask you to be attentive to everything so that nothing is missing for the guests and so that everyone is satisfied.

	– Everything is under control; I am in charge. You must celebrate, seize the moment. Enjoy yourselves.

	The orchestra began to play and then the guests began to arrive. Soon after, a cocktail began to be served.

	The young women surrounded Paulo José and the boy's friends, and the conversation in the group began to get lively. Renata tried her best to be polite to everyone but tried to detach herself as best she could from the people. She didn't want to talk to anyone. She preferred to observe the beauty of the environment, the flowers and the faces of the people. She tried to imagine what was behind the social mask they wore and what, in fact, mattered to them. I didn't do that out of curiosity, but to understand more about life, everyone's feelings, people's dreams and their desires for happiness. When I had a conversation with someone, it was always for that purpose.

	The orchestra was good, and the party was lively. The young men hung around Renata, vying for her attention. In the end, the young woman was especially beautiful that night, in her dark green silk dress, which looked more like a delicate extension of her eyes. Even if she moved shyly around the room, the young woman's beauty was an eye–catcher.

	In addition to a great passion for books, Renata loved to dance. However, she did not like to linger and chat while dancing. She preferred to feel the music, to get into its rhythm. Almost always the young men who asked her to dance had the objective of wooing her, but Renata, in turn, politely avoided them, thus losing the pleasure of continuing.

	At a certain point, already a little tired, Renata decided to walk through the garden and take advantage of the evening breeze. The young woman then looked for a discreet bench and sat down. The night was clear, and the full moon reigned amidst the stars with its silver light.

	The beauty of the moment touched the soul of the young woman, who felt an immense nostalgia for something that she certainly could not define. Renata, then, began to wonder where that emotion came from and how it was possible to feel nostalgia for something indefinable.

	Renata closed her eyes and the image of a beautiful place full of flowers came to her mind. The scene was so vivid that the young woman felt a delicate perfume invading her nose. When Renata wanted to look for more details of that scene that was drawn in strong colors in her mind, everything suddenly disappeared, and she could not pick it up again. However, the image was so strong that it remained engraved in her memory. An energy of well–being then invaded the young woman, who again began to question herself: "Where have I seen that place? Where is the moon so bright like that? Where the blue is more vivid, and the energies are lighter and more pleasant? I'm sure I've been to that place before. But when?"

	At that moment, disturbed voices brought her back to reality. A couple was arguing very close to where Renata was. The young woman came to think about leaving, but then imagined that, if she did, it might inhibit them. She thought it best to stand still and wait for them to leave.

	– You can't do that with me! What am I going to do with my life now? You must marry me! If my dad finds out, you won't get out of this story alive!

	– I never promised you anything and I'm not going to marry you. I can't, you know that. I have no conditions to marry you now! You gave yourself because you wanted to. I never forced you.

	– You never forced me, but you accepted my love, and now you want to get rid of the body! Watch out, I'm desperate! You don't know what I'm capable of. Besides, you don't know what a desperate woman is capable of!

	– I'm not afraid of your father or your threats. Your attitude is suspicious. You did that on purpose. I don't even know if that son is mine.

	– You're a commoner! I'll go into that room right now and tell you all about it. I'll make a scandal! I want to see where your reputation as a good person is going to end!

	The young woman said this shouting, and then she walked away with quick steps. With bated breath, Renata strained her ears and waited for the man's footsteps to move away. The unpleasant scene left her indisposed, not only because of the affair, but also because of the fear that the young woman would do what she promised. It was her parents' party, and a scandal would be disastrous.

	However, the man did not move, and Renata did not want to be seen. Carefully and quietly, the young woman moved some branches away from the bush trying to see who it was. He was still sitting on the bench, but with his back turned. He was tall, elegant, had dark hair and an athletic bearing. Resigned, Renata waited for him to come out.

	Half an hour later, she heard the man's footsteps and, from the direction he was heading, concluded that he was returning to the living room. Renata took a deep breath and returned to the party, looking around, trying to find out if the young woman with whom the man had argued would do what he had promised. Everything, however, continued to be calm and the party was carefree and cheerful. Renata made her way to the parents' table, who were talking with two friends.

	Estela, daughter of a couple of friends, approached Renata and asked:

	– Where were you? The boys didn't give me any peace of mind trying to find out about you.

	– I didn't want to dance with them, Estela?

	– I can't understand you! I would like to have your luck, to always be surrounded by suitors. I don't understand you; you love to dance.

	– For the pleasure of enjoying the dance, Estela. But they want to make me fall in love, and I hate that.

	Estela shook her head and looking at her, said seriously:

	– I don't understand you!

	Lowering her voice, a little, Renata asked:

	– Did you stay here the whole time? Did you notice if any arguments happened around here? Everything was fine?

	– Everyone is cheerful, and the party is wonderful. Why do you ask? 

	– It's just that I promised mom I would take care of everything, and I stayed out there for a long time, resting. Come on, let's go for a walk around the hall, to see if everything is alright.

	As they circulated around the salon and chatted with some friends, stopping here and there, Renata scanned the place in search of the young woman and the young man who were arguing in the garden. Even though she had redoubled her attention, she was unable to identify either of them. She searched the profiles of the people scattered around the party for some trace that would make her identify the couple whose argument she had witnessed in the garden. She searched the faces of the young women for some trace of anguish, disappointment or anger, and the boys for a hint of annoyance. What she did not know, however, was that human emotions are not always so obvious.

	The party ended and, on the way home, Renata continued to think about the matter. She felt that this story could end badly and, that night, in bed, before falling asleep, the young woman sent the unknown couple energies of understanding and peace through her usual prayers.

	* * *

	Sunday dawned rainy, and Renata woke up not wanting to get up. The young woman closed her eyes, trying to sleep a little longer, but she failed. She finally decided to get up, take a bath and go downstairs for coffee.

	Arriving at the dining room, Renata saw that the table was covered with many small bites and cake, reminding her of the party the day before. The young woman sat down, poured herself coffee with milk and a piece of cake. As she ate, she was suddenly reminded of the couple's dialogue that she overheard unintentionally. Curiosity returned, and she began to go over in her mind some loving couples she knew socially but came to no conclusion.

	Margarida approached and said cheerfully:

	– From Paulo José's comments, the party must have been wonderful! I kept imagining everything. Your parents are still sleeping. They must have had a lot of fun.

	– Yes, it was very nice.

	– You don't seem the least bit excited! You who love to dance! Didn't you have fun?

	Renata shrugged her shoulders.

	– Not much. I like to dance, to feel the music, to enter its harmony, but young men only want to hold me tight, to sigh and say things in my ear, to woo me, and that's not what I expect to find when I agree to dance. If I had a partner who thought like me, who was light, cheerful, natural, I would have had more fun.

	– When that wrinkle forms on your forehead, it's a sign that you really didn't
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