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CHAPTER 1
A picturesque place

	 

	 

	 

	 

	On a sunny afternoon, most people of a picturesque town left work and returned home without noticing the setting sun’s beauty. It was a quiet, almost perfect place before the atrocious crime, but hardly anyone talked about it. 

	Mr. Nico was relieved they were no longer talking about the murder. He didn’t like to be rude to people, but he couldn’t bear to keep talking about this tragedy. He even avoided leaving his house for a couple of months because it was enough for someone to see him and ask, “Is it true, Mr. Nico, that the child had no more blood?”

	“The wound in the chest reached the heart, so it’s natural that the corpse had no blood,” he replied, trying hard not to be rude. 

	“Was she tortured?”

	“She had no signs. The only wound was on her chest,” he answered trying to put an end the conversation.

	“And the boy? Did he die somewhere else?”

	“Signs point to yes, because where he was found there was no evidence of blood.”

	He just wanted to ask them to go to the police station and ask the police officer, but people knew that he was certainly very well informed, and he really was.

	When people got tired or already knew everything they wanted, they started talking about other things, and there was no lack of topics: gossip about weddings, parties, fights, and everyday events. 

	The place was very nice, so we will call it Pitoresca1. It had a mild climate, and you could see the mountains from any point of the town. There were four, two of which were larger and covered with native forest. Nearby was the large and beautiful lake where locals and tourists used to go fishing. The streets were planned, paved and tree lined. There wasn’t much vehicular movement, everything was very quiet. Commerce attracted tourists eager for the beautiful handicrafts. However, the main attraction was the clean water lake and the abundant fishing.

	Mr. Nico crossed the square with its many benches and flowerbeds, greeting everyone he met and stopped at a bar.

	“The usual,” he asked with a smile on his face. The waiter brought him a cold lemonade.

	“Are you coming from the farm?” César, the bar owner, asked.

	“No, when I go to the farm I come by jeep,” Mr. Nico replied. “I went to see the mayor. I asked him to fix the road. Yesterday I drove along it and noticed at least eight small potholes.”

	“Did you ask or give an order?” César asked.

	“I asked,” Nico said smiling. “We have funds, and all residents use the road a lot. And it’s not good to disturb the tourists.”

	And indeed, townspeople used the forty-kilometer road a lot, the one that linked the town to the city, which we will call Fábricas.

	“Would you like a snack?” César asked, wanting to please his most important customer.

	“Thanks, but I must go. My nephew Fernando should already be waiting for me.”

	“You like your nephew a lot, don’t you?” He asked again.

	“Yes, I do like him a lot. He’s my only nephew. I only have one sister. My family is small, and Fernando is competent and loyal.”

	“Didn’t the change bother him? He was your heir and suddenly not anymore.”

	“If it bothered him, he didn’t show it.” Mr. Nico answered. “He wasn’t left out, I gave Fernando many shares in the factory, gave him the house he lives in now and other properties, and I even increased his salary.”

	“Maybe Fernando was really disappointed and never showed it, but he always acted as if nothing happened. I admire him for that!” Mr. Nico thought. Then he looked at César and directed his thoughts to the bar owner, “He is very observant, I think he is as well informed as I am. I need be cautious with him. I’m not sure what it is, but I don’t like something about César. Maybe he’s not the person he wants to appear to be.”

	“Now you have a reason to go home early, don’t you, Mr. Nico? Your grandson!” César said.

	“That’s right, Nicolas has given me back the joy of living!” Mr. Nico exclaimed happily. “I’m leaving now, put it on the bill.”

	Mr. Nico went out. He had the habit of shopping in several places and once a month his secretary paid his debts or bills, as they used to say. He was an old customer, and everybody knew him, admired him and some envied him. He was 56 years old, healthy, strong-willed, intelligent and a good administrator. He liked the town and, in a way, he managed it. He never liked politics, but lately it was he who appointed the mayor and the person had to be honest to receive his support. Nico regularly visited the city hall and checked the incoming and outgoing funds. If he found any irregularities, he gave them a deadline, usually a few days, to correct them. And it worked, no one dared to contradict him. Thanks to Mr. Nico, who as a good administrator advised the mayor in an honest and competent way, the town prospered and the population gained: good schools, good health posts, clean streets, good services, with well-paid and satisfied workers. 

	He walked slowly to his vehicle, looked at the mountains and admired them. He felt calm when he looked at them. Sometimes he felt that nature seemed to thank him for preserving it. Forest conservation was of fundamental importance to him, and he always said: “The town survives and will survive if we preserve nature. Don’t cut any trees, plant them, we must never dirty our lake. And, believe me, nature knows how to be grateful, but when it’s attacked it can also strike back.”

	And he was an example. Mr. Nico was the largest landowner in the region. His farm was huge because he managed the property well, which allowed him to earn a good income and preserve nature. He raised cattle and racehorses. When he realized the lack of quality feed on the market, he built a cattle feed factory on his land. It expanded until it became large; then, he started selling his product to the whole country. The farm’s profits exceeded those of the textile industry. Before, his intention was that Fernando would also make it to learn from him, but now his plans were to teach his grandson when he was an adult. For that, he always took the boy to his farm. He wanted to teach him to love the farm as he loved it. 

	He opened the door to his house, which was always unlocked during the day, and went inside. The door was only locked at night by Francisco, an old employee, who was the gardener and also the handyman, but most nights they forgot to lock it. No one had entered the house unannounced.

	The garden of the house was well kept: the grass was always trimmed, and the flower beds were always in bloom.

	Mr. Nico went upstairs, entered through a side door, which was always open, and went to the kitchen for water.

	“Good afternoon, Odete!” He exclaimed greeting the maid.

	“Good afternoon, Mr. Nico,” answered the maid. “I'm preparing dinner. Will Mr. Fernando be joining us?”

	“No, he has an appointment, that’s why I came early so we could talk. I must also leave soon after dinner.”

	“The usual appointment?” asked Odete.

	“Yes. Ask Ada to stay with Nicolas.”

	“Now, Ada lives here and doesn’t go out at night. In fact, she used to go out very little, but lately she’s been away. I think the nanny is dating.”

	“Dating? Strange...” commented Mr. Nico.

	“I’m just guessing. Some afternoons, when Nicolas is at school, she goes out very dressed up and doesn’t tell me where. I don’t insist either, because that doesn’t interest me,” Odete expressed with disdain and then said, “Francisco asked me to leave early today, and I accepted. After organizing dinner, I’m going to my room. I have a headache.”

	“Odete, you should go back to the doctor,” asked Mr. Nico.

	“It’s nothing. It’s just a little pain.”

	“All right.”

	Nico thought that Odete was using a headache as an excuse to be alone or to rest. In fact, he took her to the hospital and after many tests the doctor said she was healthy. Mr. Nico would sometimes go out to a place in another nearby city, Encontros, fifty kilometers away, where he would stay for a few hours and return the same day. How they gossiped about it!

	They said he was going to see a mistress and that she was probably married because he had to hide her. As he was a widower, he was much harassed by girls. They even commented that he and Odete were lovers. His maid laughed out loud when she heard this.

	“Imagine, Mr. Nico, that I am your mistress!”

	Odete was 59 years old; she didn’t care about her appearance, nor did she dye her hair, which was almost all white.

	The gossipmongers concluded after much speculation that the two were not lovers, so they found another one, the mysterious one. They knew that he went to a certain building, and there, to an apartment. People didn’t dare ask directly, but the more audacious ones hinted.

	“Aren’t you going to get married again?”

	“No.” He answered seriously, showing that this topic was not pleasant for him. “I still love Lilian very much.”

	“Don’t you feel alone?”

	“No, I live well with myself.”

	“Don’t you have lovers?”

	“Why do you want to know, what is it to you?” Such an answer would cut off curiosity.

	Mr. Nico drank some water, ate a cookie, and watched Odete who was chopping some vegetables. She had worked for him for many years, she was his trusted housekeeper. When his wife died, it was Odete who began to manage the house: she did the shopping, solved all the domestic problems, and organized the work of the other two maids. She lived at the back of the mansion, in the servants’ quarters. Her room consisted of a living room, a bedroom, and a bathroom. She was a widow and had two sons, whom Mr. Nico helped raise and who, now grown up, were his employees. One worked in the textile factory where Fernando was the manager and the other one worked on the farm with him. Odete was more than an employee; she was his friend.

	The only "flaw" he found in her was that she was averse to any religion, he even thought she was an atheist. He never heard Odete say "Oh, my God!" or any expression that invoked a saint. He couldn’t talk about it with her maid, since he didn’t go to church much either, although he had his beliefs. Since Ada, his grandson’s nanny, was very religious, he asked her to take Nicolas to church and he started going too. He had to keep up appearances, because in his opinion religiosity gave more credit to the individual.

	“The house is busier now, with more people,” he thought.

	With his grandson’s arrival, the service was doubled, and an additional maid and nanny were hired.

	Mr. Nico went to his office. Fernando had not yet arrived. He walked over to the window and absent-mindedly looked out at the garden, he liked his house very much, it was spacious and well-kept. Thinking back, he remembered when his family had moved in, he had been married for two years and his son Nicolas, whom he called Niquinho, was eight months old.

	Mr. Nico had inherited the almost ruined textile factory from his father. His parents died in an accident before their 50th anniversary. He kept the factory and his sister kept other properties. In order not to have any disagreements, he kept much less. His brother-in-law and sister took advantage of the sharing.

	At the age of 20, he went to school at night, took an administration course and worked very, very hard. Two years later, he paid off the debts of the factory, which soon began to turn a profit.

	He met his wife, the sweet Lilian, in college. They dated and married. It was a happy union of two kindred souls. Her family was wealthy and, months after they were married, she inherited the house where they lived and the farm. It was a great joy when Lilian became pregnant, and they anxiously awaited the arrival of the baby. They decided that if it was a boy, it would be named after him. And Niquinho was born healthy, a beautiful child.

	“Then I got sick!” exclaimed Mr. Nico softly.

	An illness that seemed not serious became more complicated and because of imprudence, he didn’t rest, didn’t take medicine, and even traveled with Lilian and Niquinho. In the hotel, he felt very ill and had to be hospitalized, staying several days very ill, with a strong infection. The result: he became helpless. Nobody else knew about this, only Lilian. They returned from their trip, and nobody suspected it.

	He looked for other doctors in different cities and far from here; he had treatments that didn’t work. Lilian comforted him. She held his hands and looked into his eyes and told him: “Nico, I love you! From love there can be sex, but sex is not love! I love you for your spirit, it is my soul that loves yours! We can live loving each other without sex and our love will be much purer, spiritual. I won’t be able to live without your presence. Then there’s Niquinho. Our son deserves to be raised in a loving home.”

	Mr. Nico, remembering his wife, wiped away some tears and exclaimed emotionally, “Lilian, how I miss you, I love you so much!”

	He also remembered when Lilian asked him to move into her house, where she had lived with her parents and had had a very happy childhood and youth. They moved in and over the years made many renovations. They even built a swimming pool because Niquinho liked to swim. He loved that house, where the three of them, Lilian, Niquinho and he, were so happy. She always told him: “This town and our home are special, Nico. There’s no place more beautiful than this. When we love, everything is wonderful!”

	And Mr. Nico agreed. In fact, the small town was really picturesque.

	“Uncle,” Fernando called, entering in the office. “How are you?”

	“Fine, Fernando. I was looking at the garden and I didn’t even see you coming.” 

	“I saw you from outside. You were deep in thought. Are you sad? Did something happen to upset you?”

	“No,” answered Mr. Nico. “I just miss her. I was thinking about Lilian.”

	“I admire the love you have for my aunt. So much so that you have not been involved with anyone. You have been a widower for seven years and, four and a half years since Niquinho passed away.

	“It has been a long time since they both passed away and I felt very lonely, I lived on memories. You have helped me a lot, Fernando, I thank you.” Mr. Nico sighed and changed the subject, “When are you going to take that trip abroad?

	“I think I’ll book it for the end of next month. I want to get the factory problems sorted out. Now is not a good time to go out, it’s cotton-picking season. You know I like to do business with farmers. They trust me.”

	“That’s right, you’ve made good purchases. But I want you to go and take Isabelle for a walk, you need to rest, distract yourself and I also think it’s important for you to know how the factories work in other countries. We need to keep up to date.”Then, they started talking about business.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 


CHAPTER 2
A big surprise

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Both, Mr. Nico and Fernando, had just finished taking care of the factory, when they heard, “Grandpa! Grandpa Nico!”

	They looked out the window and saw Ada, the nanny, struggling to keep up with a running child.

	“He walks just like you!” said Fernando.

	“Indeed. Nicolas walks clumsily like me,” said Mr. Nico cheerfully.

	Mr. Nico thought of his son Niquinho, who looked like Lilian; and Nicolas, his grandson, who looked like his mother Eva. He did an exam, a test, and the boy was really his grandson. 

	When people saw them walking, they said, “Look how they walk the same way.” With the right leg forward, turning the left foot inward and the body. They were really clumsy.

	Soon the office door opened, and a six-year-old, blond-haired, blue-eyed boy hugged his grandfather, but didn’t kiss him because his face was covered with ice cream.

	“Hello, Fernando!” The boy greeted.

	“Hi, Nicolas! I don’t need a kiss. You’re very dirty!” Fernando replied laughing.

	“I went to the ice cream shop with some friends after school,” explained Nicolas. “Grandpa, we paid for the first round, but I asked them to put the second round on your account. Is that okay?

	“Yes, Nicolas. But now go take a shower, then we’ll have dinner.” The boy ran off.

	“How handsome Nicolas is! It was a surprise that he showed up after so many years!” exclaimed Fernando.

	“Yes, it was. Now he’s my goal in life.”

	“The city is quiet, isn’t it uncle?” asked Fernando. “I met the officer on my way here. He told me that there was only one incident this week: a group of young tourists had made a ruckus in the square. And that there are no suspects in the case of the boy’s murder.”

	“There really aren’t,” agreed Mr. Nico. “We think the criminals are people from another town. That was cruel!”

	“I think the parents of that boy were reckless. The child shouldn’t be left unattended,” said Fernando.

	“I agree with you. The dead boy, Rodolfo, was only seven years old and was always alone. They even said he was seen at the lake with friends or unaccompanied. His mother didn’t care about him, and his stepfather often beat him.”

	“I don’t understand how some parents don’t take care of their children. Isabelle and I worry a lot about ours. She always takes them everywhere, to school, and even brings them back. It’s better to forget this crime. Surely it was someone from far away, maybe it was really revenge. This couple had lived here for three years, who knows what they did in the past! I’m going now, uncle. Isabelle and I have a date tonight. Good night!”

	“Good night, Fernando!”

	His nephew left and Mr. Nico stared at the sky. The first stars appeared.

	“I’m nostalgic today!” He exclaimed sighing, and the memories came back.

	He suffered a lot when his wife, his beloved Lilian, got sick and died. His comfort was Niquinho. His son didn’t give him worries, he was obedient and loving, but he didn’t like to study, he finished high school after much insistence. His son promised to work with him, he wanted to manage the farm, as he liked animals, but first he wanted to travel. Mr. Nico agreed, because his son was very young and had to see many places before taking on greater responsibilities. It was on one of these trips that tragedy struck.

	“The accident! How sad!” Mr. Nico exclaimed softly.

	In a plane crash, Niquinho and all the passengers died.

	“And the money ran out.” He babbled.

	When his son turned three years old, Lilian started to deposit a certain amount of money for him every month in an investment account at a bank. After Niquinho passed away, he went to the bank and was told that his son had withdrawn this money months before he passed away.

	“I was left alone and worked very hard!” He said and sat down in his favorite armchair.

	He made a will leaving everything to his nephew Fernando, who had worked with him in the factory since he was young. He didn’t want to leave anything to his sister or to his loose brother-in-law, who never worked and spent all the money his sister had inherited. He was the one who supported them, giving them a generous monthly allowance, but he didn’t like them, he even forbade them to visit and saw them rarely.

	“And for a while, Fernando was my only affection!” Mr. Nico said softly.

	He was very lonely, until one Sunday afternoon, Odete announced a strange visit.

	“Eva? Do you know her?” Mr. Nico asked Odete strangely.

	“No, I don’t know her. I believe that this girl was once pretty, but she’s certainly sick, she has no hair. Isn’t she the girl that Niquinho used to date? The one you didn’t want, the model, the gold digger? Wasn’t her name Eva?”

	“Could it be her? What will she want? Send her in, I’ll see her in the study.”

	Soon the visitor came in. Odete left them alone. Mr. Nico stared at her. The girl was well dressed but very thin and hairless. He extended his hand in greeting; she shook his hand and spoke, “Mr. Nico… I am Eva, Niquinho’s ex-girlfriend, your son. I know that you, even without knowing me, didn’t like me, but circumstances force me to visit you. As you can see, I’m sick and, due to the chemotherapy, my hair has fallen out. May I sit down?”

	“Of course, excuse me. Please sit down. Can I get you anything? Water? Coffee?” Mr. Nico offered.

	“No, thank you. I must be quick… You have a grandson!”

	“What?” Mr. Nico asked surprised.

	“I had a child from my relationship with your son Niquinho,” said Eva. “Let me explain… I met Niquinho abroad, where I went to do some fashion shows. It was passion at first sight. We became lovers. Niquinho said that you were energetic and that you wouldn’t allow him to marry a model who had already done nude art. He also said that at that moment he didn’t want to face you, because his mother had died, and you were suffering a lot. I got pregnant, so he started to support me but hid me abroad. Then I came here to have the child, I wanted him to have our nationality. Then I returned with my son abroad. Niquinho registered him. His name is Nicolas Neto. He told me that as soon as possible he would introduce us to you, but Niquinho went away from me. The passion ended. I threatened him with a scandal. Then he gave me a reasonable sum of money and deposited another in our son’s name and started to give me an allowance. When I heard from the newspapers of his death, I had found someone else. I married and soon had a daughter. I kept silent about this fact because I was afraid that you, knowing of the existence of your grandson, would take my son away from me. Every month I would withdraw the dividend from the money invested in my son’s name. Everything was going well until I got sick.”

	Eva paused for a moment, sighed, and spoke again. Mr. Nico was attentive and surprised.

	“I’m unlucky in love! I got sick and ugly, now my husband found another woman, he’s waiting for me to die to marry her. My husband told me that he would keep our daughter, but not my son. I talked seriously with my doctor, and he was honest with me. I have no way to be cured, I have little time left to live. So, I thought Nicolas Neto should stay with you.”

	Eva paused again, she was panting, she had talked a lot and was certainly nervous. Mr. Nico didn’t interrupt her; he could not say anything because he was so surprised. They remained silent. Eva pulled herself together and said again, “I understand that you must be surprised. To confirm what I say, here is some evidence.” She handed him a large envelope. Mr. Nico opened it and saw that it contained photos and papers.

	“What is this?” He asked.

	“Photos that Niquinho and I took during our relationship, when I was pregnant and even during childbirth. There are also letters he wrote to me about his son and, most importantly: a paternity test proving that my son was his.”

	Mr. Nico couldn’t pay attention to her explanations, he was stunned.

	“I am staying at the Grand Hotel in the city with my son, your grandson,” said Eva. “I understand that it’s difficult for you to accept what I say, and I will understand if you doubt it. We will be at your disposal for another test. I will stay in town for a few days, then I must return for treatment. Please don’t think too much. If you don’t want my son, I don’t know where to leave him when I die. I’m going back to the hotel now.”

	Mr. Nico held out his hand, she shook it and they said nothing. He called Odete, who came quickly and asked her to accompany Eva to the door.

	“Mr. Nico, may I come in?”

	Odete entered the office and found her boss sitting there with his gaze still. He was very confused.

	“Odete, you don’t know what I’ve just found out!” he exclaimed.

	“Mr. Nico, I’m sorry, I couldn’t resist and listened behind the door. I’m shocked, but hopeful. It could be true!”

	He didn’t even scold her. He understood that Odete, curious, wanted to know who the visitor was and what she wanted.

	“Sit here, Odete. Let’s look at these papers and photos,” he asked.

	Eva had been very beautiful and, in the photos, Niquinho and she appeared smiling. And then, there were pictures of her growing belly. There were also photos of the birth with Niquinho present, where he holds the newborn with a smile. Among the papers, there was a photocopy of a test showing that the child was Niquinho’s son. They recognized that the letters were Niquinho’s, some handwritten, some typed, talking about his son.

	“What do you think, Odete?” asked Mr. Nico.

	“You should investigate quickly, go to a lab early tomorrow morning. Why don’t you ask that friend of yours, who has a lab, to do the test? It’s even better to do it in the next town over, which is bigger, so there’s no talk. Ask the farm driver to take Eva and the child to the lab. There are many tests, but it’s better to check it out.” Odete replied. “Mr. Nico, Niquinho was smart, he wouldn’t be easily fooled. If he had hesitated, he wouldn’t have registered the boy. His son must have liked this girl, then he must have realized that she wasn’t the ideal person to be his wife. I think he was thinking of supporting his son and seeing him from time to time. Maybe he was waiting for the right time to tell you. Call your friend now.”

	“Odete… You are always solving my problems.” He said looking at her.

	“I’m sorry,” said Odete, “but I want to help you. I don’t want you to be deceived. Look at this recent photo of the boy. What a beautiful boy! If you see him, you might be wrong. It’s better to be sure first.”

	“You’re right, and you were right to listen behind the door. I’ll take your advice.”

	Mr. Nico called his friend and informed him of the possibility of becoming a grandfather.

	“I’ll be happy to run this test and try to expedite it. Come early tomorrow morning. With the test we will know if you are the grandfather of this child,” said the lab owner.

	Then, he asked Odete to call the hotel, talk to Eva and ask them to be ready at eight o’clock, because the driver would take them to the lab. Then, he gave orders to his driver to pick them up. He decided that he would go alone in his car, and early, because he didn’t want to meet Eva and her son.

	Mr. Nico didn’t want to have dinner, he kept looking at the pictures and reread the letters many times.

	“Is it true, my God?” He thought in agony.

	It took him a long time to fall asleep, and when he fell asleep, he dreamed of Lilian. He was in a garden, and she appeared in front of him looking young, healthy, and beautiful, and said, “Nico, dear, you have a descendant! Niquinho is with me, and you will keep his fruit. You will have company, my beloved.”

	There, he played with a blond boy who called him grandfather. The dream made him happy. Hopeful, he took the test. He waited anxiously for the result and hardly left the house to answer all the phone calls. He no longer spoke to Eva, nor did he go to see them. But he was informed. The hotel owner, who was his friend, told him everything Eva and the boy did.

	“She’s very sick now,” the hotelier said on the phone. “She eats little and seems tired. The child is quiet, has a sad look and is obedient. They stay in the room a lot. The maid told me that the woman spends a lot of time lying down and the child plays alone. He has been calling outside.”

	When his friend called him and gave him the test result, Mr. Nico felt suffocated, his heart was racing, he cried and laughed at the same time.

	“Nico, can you hear me? I repeat, the child is your grandson! The percentage of error is very small. I examined the test that Niquinho did, and it seemed adequate. With this result I can assure you that the child is your grandson. Congratulations.”

	“I... I thank you.” Mr. Nico stammered with emotion.

	“Do I mail the result to you or will you pick it up?”

	“I will ask my driver to pick it up. Thank you.” When he pulled himself together, he called Odete and told her, and they both cried.

	“Odete, the boy is really my grandson! Thank you so much, my God! I’ll go get him!”

	“Calm down, Mr. Nico,” Odete advised him. “You’d better go to the hotel and meet him first. He’s just a child and may be a little strange to him. Nicolas doesn’t know you.”

	“You are right. Then, I’ll go visit them.”

	He bought flowers for Eva and went to the hotel. He asked at the reception to go up to the floor where they were staying. She agreed to meet him and, in a moment, Mr. Nico was knocking on the door.

	“Please come in, Mr. Nico. The door is unlocked.” He recognized Eva’s voice. He entered and saw her sitting in an armchair, wearing simple clothes and no makeup. The child was playing on the carpet. Mr. Nico handed her the flowers and she thanked him. She couldn’t speak, she just looked at one person and then at another.

	“You have certainly confirmed that you are Nicolas’ grandfather, haven’t you?”

	He nodded. Eva asked anxiously, “Will you stay with him?”

	“Yes, I really want your son, my grandson, with me.”

	“Nicolas! This is your grandfather, Mr. Nico, the one mom has already told you about. Say hello to him!” Eva spoke in another language.

	“Good morning, Mr. Nico!” The boy said with an accent.

	Eva explained, “My son has grown up in another country and doesn’t speak our language. These days I have tried to teach him, but he only speaks and understands a few words.”

	The boy looked at his grandfather and held out his hand, which Mr. Nico kissed, trying hard not to cry with emotion. “My grandson,” he thought, wanting to hug and kiss him.

	“Can I take him for a walk?” Mr. Nico asked. 

	“Yes, have lunch together and, if you want, take him to see your house, but bring him back in the evening. We’ll do it for two days so as not to scare him. It would be good if we had more time for Nicolas to get used to you, but I need go, I don’t feel well.”

	“Do you need anything? Don’t you want to have the treatment here? Can I help you financially? Mr. Nico asked wanting to help.

	“Thank you,” said a grateful Eva. “I have already started treatment there and I have another daughter. Leaving Nicolas is difficult for me, but I want to believe that he will be fine. Financially, can I keep the money Niquinho gave to our son?”

	“Yes, Eva, you can. You should keep it. This money, which I didn’t know where it was, is yours. Nicolas, as my grandson, will be my heir. He will lack nothing material, I’m rich.”

	“Will you love him? Will you take good care of him?” Eva wanted to know.

	“Yes, I will,” he answered sincerely. “Niquinho preferred to blame me to cover up his irresponsibility. You were certainly not the daughter-in-law I had imagined, but I would have accepted you. Niquinho was certainly in love, but he didn’t really love you. I’m a good person. I was lonely until I learned of Nicolas Neto’s existence. I will love him... no, I already love him! I will take care of my grandson with great affection. You can rest assured.”

	Eva smiled sadly. She had no choice but to believe him. Mr. Nico invited his grandson for a walk, his mother asked him to go, and he obediently shook hands with his grandfather. Nicolas looked at everything, sometimes with curiosity, sometimes with indifference, barely smiling. Mr. Nico did his best to cheer him up. At lunch, he ate the food that Odete offered him. He didn’t understand what the boy was saying, and Mr. Nico could only pronounce a few words in the language in which his grandson spoke. It was a wonderful day for the new grandfather, he was very happy. 

	He left his grandson at the hotel at night and when he returned home, Odete informed him, “Sir, I took the liberty of asking Mr. Ramiro, that friend of yours who owns a language school, for a teacher to be here tomorrow. He told me about Ada, a retired teacher who wants to go back to work. I know her, she’s an excellent person and loves children. She won’t only be an interpreter, but she will be here during the day as Nicolas’ nanny. I have agreed on a salary with her; it’s high, but it will be worth it. Otherwise, we won’t know what the little boy wants.”

	“Great, Odete! Very good!” Mr. Nico exclaimed laughing. “Have you done anything else?”

	“Yes, sir. I called the toy store and asked them to send me about ten toys that six-year-old boys like the most. I also asked Vicentina to get us another maid. We will get a room for him. I thought about putting him in Niquinho’s room. I’ll change some objects to make it look like a child’s room. Do you agree?”

	“Odete, what would I do without you? You thought of everything. Thank you!”

	Early the next morning, Mr. Nico picked Nicolas up to spend the day at his house. The boy was more relaxed. As they were going to lunch, Ada arrived. The nanny was a kind-looking lady of 47 years old who immediately started talking to the boy in the language he spoke. He smiled and was relieved to have someone who understood him.

	During lunch Ada said, “Mr. Nico, he’s saying that he doesn’t like this dish, that he prefers to eat more vegetables.”

	“It’s better to put the food in front of him and let my grandson choose what he wants to eat,” determined Mr. Nico.

	“I think it’s better if Odete makes foods he’s used to. Let’s introduce ours little by little,” said Ada.

	“That’s right,” agreed the owner of the house. “Ada, ask him if he likes me.”

	Ada asked and translated the answer, “He finds you very nice. His mother told him to like you.”

	The next day, at ten o’clock, Mr. Nico went to pick up his grandson to stay with him for good. He found Eva with her face swollen from crying. He said goodbye to her.

	“I’ll take good care of him, I promise you! I swear on my son!”

	“Thank you!” Eva exclaimed with emotion.

	“Eva,” said Mr. Nico, moved, “my driver will take you to the airport and I have already paid for the hotel. And if you need anything, any money, let me know. I can help you.”

	“The money that Niquinho gave Nicolas is a joint account with me, that will be enough. Mr. Nico, I want to inform you that I have some assets, real estate that I will leave to my daughter. Unfortunately, my husband married me interested in what I had and what Niquinho gave me. I believe that my husband has accepted to keep our daughter because she receives the rents. He won’t be able to sell anything, but he will be able to enjoy the money my daughter will receive. I left the property only for her because I thought it was better for Nicolas. I was afraid that if my son also inherited them from me, something bad could happen to him, because if Nicolas died my daughter would benefit.”

	“Should I be careful with him?” Mr. Nico asked concerned.

	“I don’t know, it’s best not to have contact with him. When Nicolas grows up, he should look for his sister and help her if she needs it. If my husband comes to you and asks you for money, don’t give it and be suspicious of him. He’s a false person and has no character.”

	Eva kissed her son and asked him to, from what Mr. Nico understood, be obedient. Hand in hand, the grandfather and grandson stood watching her leave. Ada went to meet them, and they went on to an ice cream parlor. To distract him, they went for a walk in the square, had lunch and Ada translated what he wanted. In the afternoon they went for a walk on the lake. Ada took the opportunity to teach him to speak the language of the country where he would now live. The grandfather realized that his grandson was a fast learner.

	Odete took care of everything to receive the boy in the best way. In the evening, the room was ready. Mr. Nico and Ada accompanied Nicolas to his room.

	“Ada, tell him that all the toys are his and if he wants any more, just ask.”

	After speaking and listening to the answer, Ada informed him, “Mr. Nico, he thanks you for everything. It’s just that he doesn’t want to sleep alone. He was used to sleeping with his little sister and those days he stayed at the hotel with his mother.”

	The owner of the house was thinking of a way to solve the problem when Ada offered, “Mr. Nico, if you want, I can sleep here. The room is large, there’s room to put another bed in here. As you know, I live with my children, and they unfortunately want me to stay away. The house is small and certainly a burden to them. I can stay here as long as you want.”

	“I think that’s the solution. Sleep here, please,” asked Mr. Nico.

	Nicolas was happy. He liked Ada and Odete.

	The nanny moved into the mansion and slept in the room with Nicolas. The boy had nightmares, and when this happened, he would wake up crying, terrified and scared. Ada would turn on the light, cuddle him, spoil him, and he would go back to sleep. As the situation persisted, Mr. Nico insisted, and he told the dream that kept repeating.

	“Grandpa, I dream that I am alone in a closed place. A hooded man with a knife approaches, the knife glows and I scream. At other times I’m tied up or I run and the man also runs after me. It’s always the man with the black hood and I don’t see his face. Twice in my dream I hear a woman’s voice pleading with me: ‘Calm down, Nicolas, your grandfather will protect you.’”

	“These nightmares will end. Don’t let yourself be impressed, my darling, Grandpa will take care of you,” promised Mr. Nico.

	The three of them, Odete, Ada and Mr. Nico did everything they could to entertain Nicolas. They invited kids his age to the mansion to play with him, they threw parties. Grandpa bought his grandson two little dogs, a rabbit, and little birds. He liked animals very much and smiled contentedly when he played with them, but sometimes the little boy got homesick, he missed his little sister and his mother. Almost every day he talked to his mother on the phone. One night, after talking to his mother, Nicolas said, “Grandpa, mommy wants to talk to you.”

	He answered, Eva spoke in a weakened voice, “Mr. Nico, I feel reassured because I know that Nicolas is fine with you. This is the last time I will speak to him; I’m very ill and have difficulty speaking. I have explained to him that I’m leaving and that we will no longer talk. Thank you.”

	She hung up before he could answer. Nicolas stayed close to his grandfather and cried softly. Mr. Nico hugged and kissed him. Moved, they couldn’t say a word.

	Days later, they received the news that Eva had passed away. Nicolas’ stepfather never called, not even to give news of his sister. However, the residents of the mansion managed to make Nicolas a happy child with a lot of affection.

	Mr. Nico didn’t know his grandson’s stepfather, but he didn’t like him, he thought he was too energetic with the boy. It had already been 20 days since the child was staying at home when, one afternoon while they were in the living room, he bumped into a small statue, which fell and broke. He stood there, looked frightened at his grandfather, and then asked, “Should I go to my room, grounded? Are you mad at me?”

	“Dear,” answered his grandfather calmly, “we’re all subject to accidents. I don’t like it when people break objects just because they want. You didn’t see the statue and bumped into it. I’m not angry or upset. You won’t be grounded. Odete will clean up the mess and we will go for a walk. There’s a circus in town and we’re going to the show later. Do you want to go?”

	“Grandpa, I love you!” The boy exclaimed smiling and hugging him.

	“My grandson, with me you don’t have to be afraid. I will never be angry with you. If you do something you shouldn’t, we’ll talk. This house is yours!”

	The house’s residents began to live for that adorable child. Mr. Nico renovated the pre-school building and Nicolas began to attend. At first, Ada went along, but two months later the boy was already expressing himself well and no longer needed an interpreter. Also with his own resources, Mr. Nico was renovating the school because next year his grandson would be in first grade. 

	He talked to the principal, “I want only 15 students in my grandson’s class and want them to be the smartest. For that, I will give the school a reasonable allowance. I ask that his teachers always be good professionals.”

	He got everything he wanted with his way of asking, giving something in return. This change was expensive, and it wasn’t only his grandson who benefited, but all the children who studied there. The principal assured him that she would take care of it.

	In Fábricas’ city, there were good private schools, but he didn’t want his grandson to travel or stay away from him. “Fernando!” Mr. Nico thought, remembering César’s inquiry about his heir.

	He was confused by Eva’s visit and so anxious about waiting for the results of the test that he only commented about his grandson with Odete and Francisco. When he was sure that he had a descendant, he was so elated that he only thought about pleasing and winning the boy, but the news spread, even though he really wanted everyone to know.

	Fernando came to visit him and asked to talk in the study.

	“Uncle, is it true that Niquinho had a son?”

	The uncle, happy, informed him of everything.

	“Geez, uncle, why didn’t you tell me? I heard about it from others.”

	“I’m sorry, Fernando. I didn’t mean it. It’s just that everything was so unexpected.”

	“I didn’t know what to say, uncle. Even the factory employees have asked me, and I felt bad answering that I didn’t know anything about it.” Fernando spoke with his head down. Mr. Nico was embarrassed. He thought that he had acted wrongly with his nephew. He responded deciding something at that moment.

	“My nephew, you are competent, and I would be irresponsible if I didn’t admire you and value your capacity, ability and intelligence. You are still my right-hand man, the director of the factory. I assure you that I will give you what you deserve. Don’t be angry at me.”

	“I’ll try, uncle. When you gave me the job with a good salary, I was very grateful, and I worked my way up to my dividends. When Niquinho passed away, without any interest, I tried to help you. When you made me your heir, I worked hard to deserve it. I am trying to make you happy, but I’m not a hypocrite to say that I’m happy not being the future owner anymore. I’ll think, uncle, about what I’m going to do. I have learned from you that in important decisions, one must think things over. For now, I would like to resign and look for another job.”

	“Don’t do this, Fernando!” Mr. Nico pleaded. “Please! Think about this possibility only after my decisions.”

	Fernando left without saying goodbye. Mr. Nico thought that he had not done the right thing with his nephew. He called a friend, his lawyer, and asked, “Maciel, I want to annul my will and make a new one. I want you to do everything very well. My grandson is now my heir. Right now, I want to give Fernando 25% of the shares of the textile factory and pass some properties into his name.”

	Mr. Nico met with the lawyer many times and when the new will was ready, he went to the textile factory to talk to his nephew.

	“Fernando,” he said, “here are some documents. I want you to analyze them and I will be very happy if you accept.” He opened an envelope and took out some papers, explaining. “I made a new will, annulling the first one, which indicated you as my heir. I leave everything to Nicolas, my grandson. I benefited some people in the first one; in this one I notarized and registered what I wanted to leave to some employees. You, Fernando, own 25% of the factory and continue to run it as you always did. Here are also some documents of some properties that I transferred to your name: the house you live in; the one on the beach, that Isabelle, your wife, loves so much; apartments and land. I’m also increasing your salary.”

	“Excuse me, uncle! You as always surprised me. Thank you!”

	They hugged each other and Fernando wiped his tearful eyes.

	“Fernando,” asked Mr. Nico, “set up a meeting with the session leaders. I want to tell them of my decision.”

	Half an hour later, in the meeting room, Mr. Nico explained his decisions and praised his nephew’s management. He made it clear that Fernando was in charge of the factory.

	Fernando was happy and asked his uncle to talk to him.

	“Uncle, those days weren’t easy, it seemed that the employees

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
