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MÔNICA DE CASTRO

	MÔNICA DE CASTRO Born in Rio de Janeiro where she was always close to Spiritism, experiencing the most diverse mediumistic phenomena from an early age. But it was the birth of her son that inspired Mônica to write her first romance, encouraged by Leonel, a spiritual mentor who has guided her for decades.

	Linked for many lifetimes, both of them develop hours full of prominent characters and teachings about spirituality. Through real cases, taken from the stories of spirits that he comes in contact with, Leonel conveys a message so that people can learn to deal with their guilt and frustration in order to achieve happiness.

	At present, with more than twenty books published and more than one and a half million copies sold, the renowned spiritualist writer has devoted herself to bring to the public enlightening romances, dedicated to wellbeing and encouraging readers to use self-reflection in modifying inner values, for overcoming sufferings and discovering a more enlightened and happy life.

	 

	 

	 


LEONEL

	MÔNICA DE CASTRO and LEONEL were always together. Linked for many lifetimes, they decided, in this incarnation, to develop the work of psychography, merging the medium gifts with the literary ones. Both were already writers, hence the perfect harmony and symbiosis with which they relate the stories of the past in other times.

	Just a worker of the invisible, as he likes to characterize himself, Leonel decided to continue with the task of writing, this time, real cases, taken from the stories of spirits with whom he is in touch in the spiritual world. After the consent of those involved, he inspires the medium, she writes the books, faithfully taking into consideration important points for the clarification of the readers. However, he leaves some passages to the author's imagination, in order to make the stories more interesting, giving them more emotion. Yet, nothing goes to the public without his approval, and everything requires proper moral improvement.

	What Leonel desires the most from the books he inspires to write is for people to learn to deal with their guilt and frustration, in order to develop in themselves the innate capacity that every human being has to be happy.

	In his last brief incarnation, Leonel lived in England in the early 20th century. He lived through the cruelties of the First World War and disembodied at the age of twenty. He was also a writer in the eighteenth century, whose life is outlined in the book Secretos del Alma (Secrets of the soul).

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	To my friend Marcelo Cezar.

	Living is much more than 
just existing;

	It is being able to share life in the sway of many lives.
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	Everything was ready for the big ceremony that night. After many years of dedication and sacrifice, Pablo was finally going to be recognized for his work. His father, Hermínio, had decided to retire and passed the presidency of the company to his son and he had ordered a beautiful party to commemorate the occasion.

	Hermínio, from an early age, had been in the transportation business. He started making short trips with a rented truck and, little by little, he progressed, until he was able to buy his own truck. With time and a lot of savings, he was collecting money and acquiring other vehicles, until he got an enviable fleet, transporting cargo all over the country. The business prospered quickly, and Hermínio and his wife, Dulce, saw their lives change and soon began to be part of high society in Rio de Janeiro.

	When the children were born, their happiness was complete. Pablo, the eldest, soon became interested in his father's business and graduated in business administration, being able to follow in his father's footsteps.

	His daughter, Mariana, soon married Marcos, one of the directors of Hermínio's company and had no children.

	Pablo was happy. His father became rich and was able to provide the family with all the comforts that money could buy with honesty, without having to deceive or steal from anyone. Pablo had been preparing to take his father's place for a long time, and today he was about to realize his greatest dream, to become president of the company.

	He was in front of the mirror when he saw his wife enter the room. Flávia was wearing a beautiful cherry-colored dress, which contrasted with her light brown skin and her deep black eyes.

	She looked at her husband in the mirror and smiled, instinctively feeling his belly. She was three months pregnant, and that pregnancy was a source of great joy. Since she had been married almost five years ago, she had not been able to conceive once. For this reason, she was satisfied with the proximity of motherhood.

	Flávia was walking to the wardrobe to get a coat but she stopped suddenly and turned around in the direction of the bedroom door.

	- Where are you going? - asked Pablo, annoyed-. It is almost time. I don’t want to be late.

	She took half a step from the door and answered carelessly:

	- Don’t worry, honey. I am just going to the bathroom. I felt colicky... I think I have a stomachache.

	- But right now? What a bad luck!

	Flávia did not answer and went to the bathroom, closing the door behind her. Suddenly, she felt a twinge in her belly and grimaced, clutched her belly and leaned forward. At the same moment, she felt something warm run down her legs and looked down. On the white tile of the bath, the blood was beginning to spread. Terrified, Flávia screamed and called out to her husband:

	- Pablo! Help me! Pablo, help me!

	Hearing the woman's desperate screams, Pablo stopped what he was doing and ran to the bathroom. He pushed the door and entered, just in time to catch Flávia before she fell to the floor because she had fainted at that very moment. He quickly picked her up and carried her to the bed, placing her on the pillows.

	He picked up the phone and called the doctor.

	- “Dr. Feliciano is not here", answered a voice on the other end of the line.

	Pablo thanked him and hung up the phone. Feliciano, surely, had already gone to the party. Dazed, he took the car key and called the housekeeper, who appeared shortly after, sweating and out of breath.

	- Did you call, Dr. Pablo?

	- Olivia, for God's sake, help me out here. Doña Flávia is not feeling well...

	When Olivia saw her condition, she let out a scream of surprise. She was lying down, pale, the red of her dress mixed with the red of her blood.

	- A doctor! - she exclaimed in amazement. ” What happened?”

	- I don’t know Olivia, and this is no time for questions. Help me get her to the car. Quietly, Olivia helped the boss to pick up Flávia and carried her to the car.

	Pablo rushed into the car,saying nothing. He started the engine and accelerated, squealing his tires. He was terrified. He was going to miss the ceremony, but he was much more afraid of losing his beloved wife.

	With the blows, Flávia woke up, feeling a lot of pain in her belly. 

	- Pablo... -. shetammered in anguish. What happened? The baby...

	- Don’t talk, dear. There won't be anything

	- Where are you taking me?

	- To the hospital.

	- Hospital? I don’t want to. I want my doctor.

	- Feliciano was not at home. I had no choice but to take you to the hospital.

	- When he saw the woman's apprehension, he tried to reassure her: - Calm down, darling. All will be well.

	Flávia did not say anything. She waited until they arrived at the hospital and to be seen.

	After taking Flávia to the emergency room, Pablo went to looka phone. He needed to warn someone. He called the club where the ceremony would be held and asked to speak to his father. It took him a while to respond.

	- Hello? Pablo, is that you? What is going on? Where are you? We are all worried...

	- Calm down, Dad. I will to be late, I may not even be able to go.

	- You cannot come. Why? Where are you?

	- I am at the hospital.

	- Hospital? What happened? - Getting silence as an answer, he asked: - Was it Flávia? Did something happen to the baby?

	Trying to hold back his tears, Pablo answered:

	- We still don’t know...

	He hung up. He could no longer continue. At the other end of the line, Hermínio, worried, continued speaking with the silence machine: - Hello? Pablo, answer! Which hospital are you in? Hello! - After hanging up the phone, Pablo looked sadly at the assistant who had given him the phone and babbled:

	- Thank you...

	He collapsed on a wooden bench against the wall in the corridor crying profusely. So many hopes were placed on that son! The whole family was already celebrating his arrival. They had bought furniture, painted the room yellow, prepared a beautiful and expensive layette, and for what? For nothing.

	When Flávia announced that she was pregnant after almost five years of marriage, it was a surprise to all members of the family. Finally, the heir they had been waiting for would be born. Pablo preferred a boy, to continue with his name and business, but a girl would also be welcome. Although Flávia could not have other children, this boy, regardless of his gender, would be welcome in her home and in her heart.

	Pablo was so absorbed in these thoughts that he did not even hear the nurse approach. She stopped in front of him, tapped him on the shoulder slightly and asked:

	- Are you Mrs. Flávia's husband?

	Pablo looked at her, as if trying to understand what was going on. Finally he answered, -Yes, I am. How is she?

	- Your wife is well, sir. Unfortunately, I regret to inform you that she has lost the baby.

	He closed his eyes for a few seconds, reflecting on all his pain, until he gathered the strength to speak:

	- Can I see her?

	The nurse shook her head and pointed to a door at the end of the hall saying in an understanding voice:

	- This way.

	Pablo followed her silently to the room where Flávia was sleeping, pale as a wax doll. Seeing her so fragile, so unsafe, he felt a tension in his heart and a maddening desire to hold her in his arms. He loved her deeply and her suffering was a source of great pain. He knew how many expectations she had placed on that child, unfortunately in vain.

	Slowly, he approached the bed and stared at her. He didn't want to wake her up; he thought it was better to let her sleep. He was walking away so as not to disturb her when he heard a voice behind him:

	- Pablo...

	He turned with tears in his eyes and looked at her. Flávia, at the same moment, began to cry, babbling:

	- Forgive me, dear... It was my fault... I shouldn't have made such an effort, I shouldn't have!

	- Calm down, my love. It was nothing. We will have other children, you will see.

	- No, no! I feel I won't have another chance.

	- Don’t talk like that. You cannot know. You are still young; you are only twenty-three years old.

	- But I know! I feel it! 

	At that moment, the door opened and a man dressed in white entered. Pablo assumed that he was the doctor.

	He was a gentleman and he approached the bed with a kind air taking Flávia's wrist.

	- How are you feeling?

	- Well, so-so...

	- Was your first child?

	- Yes...

	- Don’t be impressed by what happened. There are women who lose their first pregnancy, but then become pregnant and have many children.

	Flávia said nothing. She thought about answering, but thought it was better to keep quiet. He was just an emergency doctor and he would never see her again. What did he know about her life?

	- Doctor, when can I take her? - Pablo asked.

	- I think tomorrow morning, if everything goes well.

	- Better not! - Flávia disputed. I am leaving right now.

	- But you must not... -protested the doctor. You lost a lot of blood. It would be better if you stay for observation.

	- The doctor is right, my dear- Pablo interrupted. - It will be better for you to stay and rest.

	- But Pablo, what about your party? I don’t want to ruin everything. Tonight should be yours.

	- Don’t worry about that. Dad will understand...

	- No! - she cut off abruptly and looked at the doctor, embarrassed.

	Realizing that the couple had intimate issues to deal with, the doctor excused him and left.

	- Well, I have some patients to see. If you need something, ring the bell and a nurse will come.

	- Good evening.

	- Good evening - the couple answered in unison.

	After he left and closed the door, Flávia shook Pablo's hand and, looking deep into his eyes, declared:

	- Please promise me that you will not say anything yet.

	- But why? Everyone will have to know one day.

	- I know but not now. Give me some time to get used to it. Then I will give them the news myself.

	- I don’t know. Maybe it will be worse.

	- Please, that is all I ask. Don’t say anything; especially not to my mother.

	You know how much she wanted this grandson.

	Pablo looked at her hesitantly and considered:

	- But I already told my dad that you were in the hospital. 

	- Oh, no, Pablo... Did you tell him I lost the baby?

	- I did not say anything.

	I said I did not know yet. A smile of hope lit up his face.

	- So don’t tell. Please, I beg you. I had no strength to face them now.

	- But what will I tell them?

	- Just say I was sick, but everything is fine.

	- What is the point of that? They will find out sooner or later.

	- Let it be later.

	Although reluctantly, Pablo did what she asked. At great cost, Flávia succeeded in convincing him to leave her in the hospital overnight and go to the party without saying anything.

	When he arrived at the place, it was after ten o'clock and many of the guests had already left. Hermínio intended to give a symbolic plaque representing the transfer of the presidency, but he only made a brief speech, apologizing to those present for the absence of his son saying that her daughter-in-law had been ill and that he had had to take her to a hospital.

	When Pablo arrived, Feliciano was the first to see him. He ran to meet him, exclaiming in fear:

	- Pablo! Thank God! We were dying of worry. How is Flávia?

	- She is well now.

	- Why didn't you call me?

	- I called your house, but you were not there.

	- Pablo, my son! - It was Dulce, who arrived in a hurry. - What happened? Where is Flávia?

	In a short time, Pablo found himself surrounded by family and friends, all wanting to know what had happened. In short, he told them that Flávia had felt a little uncomfortable and had to be rushed to the rescue, but that she was already well, at home, resting. The hospital doctor, despite having discharged her, had advised her to keep at bed, so as not to endanger the baby's life.

	- I will see her right now- said Feliciano, determined. Pablo took him by the arm and stammered:

	- No... It will not be necessary... She is fine... She asked not to be disturbed.

	- But, Pablo - Dulce was indignant - Where has such a thing been seen?

	Feliciano is her doctor!

	- I know, but she asked to tell everyone that she is fine now and would like to rest. Tomorrow we will go to your office, doctor.

	Feliciano shrugged his shoulders and added:

	- It’s okay.

	- But I am going to see her, said Flávia's mother, Inés. - Where have you ever seen a daughter refuse her mother's company?

	- Doña Inés, understand that Flávia is just resting. Please be sure that tomorrow I will personally take her home.

	With great effort, he managed to convince her.

	Pablo stayed at the party for another two hours. Dinner had already been served and he went with his father to sign the papers that legitimized him as the new president of the company, Via Lactea Transportes was the name of the company. It is a well-founded corporation, with market actions, with sixty percent still in the hands of the Lopes Mandarino family, his family.

	The next day, Flávia left the hospital very early with Pablo. They remained silent, meditating on their frustration, trying to believe the doctor's words: She wasyoung, She could have other children.

	When they got home, Olivia was still asleep. Another half hour and she would have been awake. Pablo followed Flávia into the bedroom and put her on the bed, lying next to her and sleeping soon after. He was exhausted and had not slept all night.

	Around eight o'clock, he woke up and looked at his watch. It was late, but he did not feel like getting up.

	He lay in bed, listening to the soft breathing of the woman, who was sleeping peacefully, until he heard a slight knock on the door.

	He sighed, got up and went to answer. It was Olivia, who came to know about the bosses. When she went to bed, it was too late and they still had not returned. 

	- Thank the Father you came! - she exclaimed, hands folded in prayer.- I prayed a lot to God for Mrs. Flávia!

	- Thank you Olivia.

	- How is the lady?

	- Well, she is sleeping.

	- And the baby?

	- The baby looks great.

	- Be blessed! - he added, raising his hands to the sky.

	- Did you just arrive?

	- No, last night. You were sleeping and we did not want to wake you up. Olivia shook her head and asked nicely:

	- Would you like me to bring you breakfast?

	- Thank you, just a cup of coffee.

	After she left, Pablo picked up the phone from the bedside table and asked for a call to Feliciano's office.

	- Hello? Feliciano?

	- Pablo? How are you, my friend? And Flávia?

	- She is fine. The worst is over.

	- Are you going to bring her here today?

	- I don’t think it will be necessary. She is better now and she is not feeling anything. Like I said, it was just an indisposition.

	- Do you not think it is better that I examine her? for her and the baby's safety.

	- I appreciate the concern, but she is not willing to leave. She is a little tired.

	- If you want, I can stop by your house later.

	Hearing her husband's voice, Flávia woke up, rubbed her eyes and lay down on the bed, casting a pleading glance at him.

	- It was all right then. I appreciate it.

	Pablo hung up the phone and looked at Flávia, who asked:

	- Was it Feliciano? What did you tell him?

	- Nothing. But he wants to see you.

	- I will not consent to it!

	- Flávia, stop being crazy. Soon everyone will know. Do you think you can hide that from your doctor? 

	- That is why I don’t want to see him.

	- But he will come here later.

	- Find a way to get rid of him.

	- I cannot do that. Let him come and examine you.

	- Have you gone mad?

	- Flávia, please...

	- I said no! - She paused and considered: - It is okay. I will let him examine me... superficially without a gynecological exam.

	Pablo took a deep breath and said nothing. Olivia arrived with the tray and placed it on the table, happy to see her boss already awake.

	- So, Mrs. Flávia, are you feeling well?

	- I am fine, Olivia, thank you.

	- If you need anything, just call me. I will be in the kitchen.

	- Thank you, Olivia.

	Later, when Feliciano arrived, Flávia disguised her weakness and tiredness, she put on her make-up and she was happy and cheerful doing her best to not reveal that she had lost the baby.

	She allowed him to measure her pressure and temperature, but when he wanted to examine her belly, Flávia jumped out of bed and ran to the bathroom. She closed the door and pretended to vomit.  Then she returned to the room with her hand on her belly, wiping her mouth and saying jokingly:

	- Things about pregnant women...

	Feliciano still tried to get her to come back for the exam, but Flávia dissimulated and went to the kitchen.

	- You worry too much, she said playfully.

	- Things about Doctors

	Pablo did not dare to look at him. Feliciano shrugged his shoulders and followed Pablo into the living room, where Olivia served them coffee.

	He spoke for a few more minutes and then left. As soon as he left, Flávia ran back into the room and threw herself on the bed, crying endlessly. No matter how hard he tried, Pablo could not get her spirits up.

	The days passed and Flávia felt more and more sad. She did not go out, she did not eat properly and she did not talk to anyone, only to her mother. In spite of everything, she had not had the courage to tell her the truth and Ines could not understand the reason for all that discouragement.

	Until one day, Pablo, not holding on any longer, had an idea.

	- I was thinking.

	- I think it would be good for us to take a trip.

	- A trip? Now? What about the company? You just took over the presidency. You cannot walk away.

	- I already talked to Dad. I have not taken a vacation in years. I told him that I am very tired and that I need to rest.

	- But... but... What about the presidency of the company?

	- Marcos can take my place and take care of everything until I return. You know how much I trust him.

	- And Marcos agreed?

	- Yes and my brother-in-law is a person of total trust.

	- And your father?

	- He was reluctant at first. But he ended up agreeing too.

	- A trip... Maybe it is a good idea to get away from everything and everyone.

	- That is what I thought. Then you can write saying that you lost the baby on the trip. I think it will be less painful.

	- Do you think it would be good for me? - He nodded. She asked:

	- And where are we going?

	- I thought about visiting Europe.

	- Europe? I don’t know. They have been talking about the war there.

	- I don’t believe in that. These are just rumors. Please, Flávia, come on. I cannot stand you anymore in this depression.

	She considered the hypothesis for a few moments. Although she was not in the mood for anything, a trip would serve for her purposes well. She would write a letter to the family as soon as they left, telling them about the loss of the baby and she would not need to be home to witness the frustration of the family. When she returned, a lot of time would have passed and she would not be accused of anything else.

	- That is right, she said at last.- We will make the trip. The sooner we are gone, the better. 

	- Excellent, my dear! I am going to arrange passports and tickets right now. I want to visit everything!

	- How long will we be gone?

	- I don’t know; two months, three... as long as we consider it necessary.

	Fifteen days later, they went to Europe. They began their journey through London. From there, they would cross the English Channel and go to France, where they would take the train and continue to Spain and Portugal, returning again to Italy and Switzerland. And depending on the situation, they would visit Austria, Germany and the Netherlands, and only then would they return. It would be a wonderful journey and unforgettable too.

	 


CHAPTER 2

	 

	 

	 

	Flávia had been in London for a week and had not yet decided to write to the family. Several times, she held the pen and looked at the glow of the paper, wondering where to start. She thought, thought and ended up giving up, distracted by what Pablo showed her.

	At other times, determinated, scribbled the first lines, but she could never go beyond that: How are you? Everything here is wonderful... As much as she tried, she did not have the courage to finish the family's dreams. She was an only child and her mother had always dreamed of having a grandson. In Pablo's family, he was the greatest hope. Her sister-in-law's husband, Mark, had had the mumps as a child and it was unlikely he would be able to have children. Mariana had not yet become pregnant and everyone was resigned.

	The same hesitation was repeated in Paris, Madrid, Lisbon and everywhere else. Pablo always asked her why she had not yet written to the family, threatening to write to them himself, but Flávia begged him not to. Pablo did not understand this reluctance. Even Flavia did not understand it. All she knew, or rather felt, was that she was not yet ready to destroy her dreams in this way.

	Months passed and they continued to travel around the Old Continent, without her deciding to tell. They were in Stuttgart, Germany, and Flávia was already beginning to feel nostalgia, like Pablo, who hoped to resume his business with the company.

	 

	At that time, the situation in Europe was not very encouraging. Germany, under the presidency of Adolf Hitler, had been taken over by the Nazi Party which established a totalitarian government, spreading political terror and controlling the army. It established hatred of Jews, socialism and capitalism which the Germans blamed for their surrender in the Great War and for the heavy burdens imposed by the Treaty of Versailles.

	The persecution of Jews and communists had begun long ago, and countless people were taken to concentration camps and then exterminated. In his international rise, Hitler had already annexed Austria, Czechoslovakia and Albania to the Third Reich, now turning to Poland. 

	It was in this climate of instability that Pablo and Flávia arrived in Germany. The threats of war resounded ever more strongly, and the persecution of the Jews intensified even more. Apart from that, Flávia no longer wanted to stay in the Old World.

	“Pablo, my dear" she said. I don’t want to continue this journey anymore. It has been almost six months since we left Brazil...

	- It has been almost six months since you should have told the truth and you did not. How do you expect to get there now? According to my calculations, the baby should have been born by now.

	- I know, honey, forgive me...

	She began to cry and Pablo calmed down.

	- Don’t cry. I don’t want to hurt you but I worry. In all my Mom's letters, she asks about you and the baby and I have to say that you are fine.

	- So what are we going to do now?

	- Let's tell the truth. I will write and tell them that we lost the baby and that we did not have the courage to talk. There is no other way.

	 

	- No, please don’t do that!

	- I am sorry, but it is for your own good.

	Despite the woman's objections, Pablo sat down at his desk and wrote a long letter to his father, telling him everything that had happened since that day when Flávia had been hospitalized and he had arrived late for the opening ceremony at his new position in the company. He told him about his woman's fears, her deep sadness and her hopes of becoming pregnant again. That had not happened, as expected, and now it was time to return. He asked him to tell the rest of the family the news and begged everyone to understand. He asked them not to accuse Flávia; she had been the biggest victim and had already suffered too much.

	He finished writing the letter, sealed the envelope and put it in his coat pocket. Later, when they went to lunch, he would send the letter and everything would be over.  Then they would pack their bags and return to Brazil. They had already taken too much time on that trip and it was time to resume their activities.

	Seeing the woman's look of disgust, Pablo sat down next to her on the bed, took her by the hand and spoke softly:

	- Don’t be sad, dear. It is better this way...

	He held her chin with his fingertips and prepared to kiss her, when a great noise came from the middle of the street. Pablo and Flávia stoodt up in astonishment and ran to the window. They were in a room on the third floor, and down there, people were running from side to side, shouting and waving their hands, as if they were lost.

	- What are they saying? - asked Flávia, squeamishly. I don’t understand a word.

	- I don’t know - said Pablo, unsure-. I don’t understand it well.

	 

	He paid attention, trying to understand what was going on. He did not speak German well and he had difficulty understanding what these people were saying.

	- And then? - said Flávia, anxiously.

	- I am not sure. But it seems that Hitler invaded Poland.

	Flávia looked at him in amazement. It was September 1, the day of the German invasion of Poland, when World War II broke out.

	- My God! What do we do? - exclaimed Flávia in fear, stifling a cry of terror. 

	- I don’t know. But the best thing we have to do is get out of here as soon as possible.

	We will take the first train to Switzerland.

	More than quickly, they ran to pack. They were not German or Jewish, but they did not know what could happen to them. They were foreigners, and Hitler's hatred could also be turned against them.

	They arrived at the train station two hours later and they were standing at the station, waiting for the arrival of the train that would take them back to Switzerland. The letter, forgotten in the pocket of Pablo's coat, had never been sent, and he had completely forgotten about it. He was afraid, because those warlike actions represented an unknown threat, and he had no intention of suffering in a foreign country.

	The train was already arriving and hundreds of people were preparing to board. Flávia got up from the bench on which she was sitting, grabbed her suitcase and held her husband's arm.

	They were waiting for the train to stop to board when they heard a new noise. They looked frightened and saw a woman running towards them, carrying what appeared to be a bundle of clothes. Behind her, the whistles of the guards were heard, separated from her by the crowd of people crowding the station.

	They were a little far from the crowd, closer to the last cars. On seeing them, the woman ran towards them and began to speak some German by extending the small package of clothes to Flávia. Pablo, not understanding what that woman wanted and fearing that she might cause them some kind of trouble, pushed her violently, but she turned to Flávia with her eyes full of tears, speaking hastily and extending the little package again. The woman seemed out of it. She was crying and talking in deep anguish, as if begging for something. Her despair was clear, and Flávia could understand the plea in her tone.

	Flávia was confused and dazed. She could not understand a word the woman was saying, but she was visibly desperate, terrified of something. Pablo was about to push her away again when they heard a choking cry. Instinctively, Flávia took her husband's arm and pulled back the clothes, revealing the face of a newborn baby, pink and blue-eyed.

	That surprised her very much, and her first gesture was to reach out and pick up the child. Without understanding what the woman was saying, he understood everything. She was Jewish and was running away from the guards with her son in her lap and she wanted to give her the child to save him from death. Quickly, Flávia caught the child and held it close to her breast, but she heard Pablo's voice speaking with a mixture of harshness and despair:

	- Are you crazy? Do you want us to be arrested?

	With some brutality, he tried to pull the child out of Flávia's arms, but the Jewish woman, in utter despair, looked at him so imploringly that Flávia squeezed the baby even more, and Pablo, fearful of hurting him, let go of her hands and looked over his shoulder. On the other side of the platform, the highest whistles were heard and soon the guards appeared, running madly through the crowd. Pablo faced the Jewess and released the creature, turning his eyes to Flávia, who was crying quietly. The woman said something in a very low voice, and Flavia deduced her thanks. I could see the relief and gratitude in her eyes.

	At that moment, the police saw her and ran to her. Pablo followed their every move, fearing they would question him, but they passed by and did not notice. Flávia did not even have the courage to look up.

	She held the baby close to her chest, covering him with her coat and praying to God that he would not cry. The baby, perhaps feeling the protection provided by Flávia's breasts, fell silent and went back to sleep and no one noticed the baby under Flávia's coat.

	Soon after, the guards took the woman by the arm, one on each side, and dragged her out of the station. When she passed over again, the woman neither said anything nor looked at them, but Flávia could see the relief she felt at seeing the newborn baby saved.

	Silently, Pablo and Flávia boarded the train, taking with them the small gift they had received. They sat on a bench and continued their journey, fearing their destiny from then on. What if the baby cried? What if he were hungry? How would they feed the baby? It was only newborn and needed mother’s milk, what would they do?

	But the trip was not long and when they reached the border with Switzerland, all passengers had to disembark to present themselves at the customs on the German side. With the company of Flávia, who did not let go of the baby, Pablo walked down the small train steps, apprehensive. At the customs office, he presented his passports to the duty officer and waited. The man collected the documents and checked the photos. However, when he noticed the baby in Flávia's lap, he asked a question with obvious ill will.

	Pablo understood what he was saying with great difficulty, but he knew what he meant. The man pointed to the baby and demanded that they present their papers. Flávia, intimately, prayed to God for help and protection, praying that he would not abandon them.

	If that child had come into her hands the way he had, it was certainly because it was God's will that he should remain with her. Then she prayed, with her eyes lowered, when she heard her husband's voice saying something in English to the officer.

	The guard seemed to understand and shook his head. He looked at the passports, looked at the baby again and looked at Pablo. What was he thinking? Did he suspect anything?

	The officer was in doubt. He had been ordered not to let anyone cross without a passport, even if it was a baby.

	But, answering Flávia's prayers, an enlightened spirit approached the officer and said in German:

	- Let them pass. They are simply harmless Brazilians... Hitler has no interest in Brazil.

	Upon receiving the suggestion of the protective spirit, the officer shrugged his shoulders, stamped the passports and gave them to Pablo, who quickly picked up the passports and put everything back in his inner coat pocket. He smiled at the guard, nodded slightly and went out holding Flávia, who was crying gratefully.

	- What did you say to him? - Flávia whispered in her husband's ear as soon as they sat down on the train.

	Without looking at her, Pablo responded with confidence:

	- I said that the child was born only a few days ago and that we did not have time to register him at the Brazilian consulate and we would do that in Switzerland.

	Flávia shook her head and they walked the rest of the way in silence. In Switzerland, Pablo bought some baby diapers, clothes, blankets and feeding bottles. When they undressed him, it was a surprise. Tied around his neck was a golden cord with a medallion hanging from it. Flávia pressed the clasp and the medallion opened in two parts. On one side, a blonde woman, whom she recognized as the same woman who had given her the child. On the other hand, a thin man, but with dark brown hair, she assumed was the father.

	She looked at Pablo with wet eyes. Without saying anything, she removed the necklace from the baby's neck and squeezed it into his hand.

	- What are you going to do with that? Pablo asked, curious.

	- Throw it away, she replied, determined.

	She approached the bedroom window, which looked out on a forest, raised her arm and stretched it out. But she did not open her hand. At that moment, a strange force overcame her and she could not throw away that little chain.

	Without Pablo noticing, he put it inside his bra, turned the baby over and started changing his diaper. He was a boy, very handsome and healthy, with expressive blue eyes. Flávia was delighted. She had recovered the child that misfortune had taken away from her. Seeing his wife, who had just fed the baby and rocked him to sleep, Pablo felt his heart shrink. It was not his intention to be with that baby. He did not even know why he was doing it.

	But Flávia's happiness was so great that he did not dare to destroy it.

	After the child fell asleep, Flávia closed the door to the room and went to the hotel suite, where Pablo was sitting, listening to the radio. She came over and sat down next to him, saying enthusiastically:

	 

	- It was God who put us on the way of that poor woman. If we had not received him, the child would have been arrested with her and who knows what would have happened to him. 

	- Pablo said nothing, and she continued: - We must provide him with the documentation. The child cannot travel without a passport.

	He couldn’t handle the annoyance anymore, Pablo argued:

	- Listen: I think we were right to save the baby. He is innocent, who knows nothing about the atrocities of war but we cannot be with him.

	Flávia looked at him in amazement and said with regret:

	- We cannot? Why?

	- Because he is not our child.

	- He is now.

	- He is not. He is other people's son. Probably a Jewish couple.

	- So? What is wrong with that? The child does not know anyone. He should not be a month old. Who can say that he is not our child?

	Pablo looked at her with anguish.

	- Think carefully. When we get to Brazil, what will we tell our family?

	- Very simple: that we were traveling and that the child was born in Switzerland. Now we will go to the Brazilian embassy to register and no one will hesitate.

	- No, we cannot do that. That boy is a stranger.

	- And just a child who came into the world a few days ago. How can you say he is a stranger? I already love him like a son.

	 

	- But he is not our son! For God's sake, understand immediately! We will hand him over to the Swiss authorities. They will surely find a home for him.

	- No! Not a thousand times, no! He was given to us by God. Do you not see that God wanted him to be ours? Think carefully. Why else would we be there at that station, right at the moment when our child was supposed to be born, at the exact moment when an unknown woman appears running away with her child?

	- It was a coincidence...

	- Too much of a coincidence. I don’t believe in that. My mother says that there is no such thing as coincidence...

	- Your mother is a fool. She is always involved with this nonsense about Spiritism.

	- Are they really fools? I thought so too, but today I have my doubts.

	- She came to him and held his hands, looking deep into his eyes.

	- Pablo, be reasonable. If I had not suffered that abortion, our child would be born these days. He was not born, but another child came into the world at the same time, and he came into the world right next to us. He placed himself in our hands, surely to raise him. Don’t turn your back on fate, because you can turn your back on yourself.

	- Stop this nonsense...

	- No, Pablo. Listen to me. Accept the boy into your heart, as I have already accepted him into mine.

	- I cannot. I know he is not my son.

	- Don’t think like that. Think that this is the son we lost that day, six months ago. If you say yes, everyone will believe it. You have no reason to doubt. The time is right... Please do this for me, for us. Don’t deny me the chance to be happy...

	Listening to the woman's words, Pablo was convinced. A child was what he most desired. She had lost the child still in his womb and now this newborn boy appeared to her, who could well be his son; so Flavia was happy. He felt that she could love that child with all the intensity and began to wonder if he had the right to avoid that love. No, he did not. If Flávia already loved the baby as a son, if she had already received him into her heart, it would be up to Pablo to do the same. Could he do it?

	- All right - he said at last -. For all intents and purposes, the child is our son, born here in Switzerland. Stay with me; I will provide you with the documents.

	Flávia was very satisfied.

	The next day, Pablo went to the Brazilian embassy to register the child as his own. He said that he was born at home, in the middle of the night and that they did not have time to call the doctor.

	The man at the consulate listened to that story with skepticism, but said nothing.

	Once again, the spirit of light was at his side, making sure he would not ask too many questions. Soon after, Pablo left the consulate with his son's record in his pocket: Fabricio Lopes Mandarino. Along with that, the letter he had not even sent. He stopped in front of a trash can on the sidewalk, took the letter out of his pocket, tore it into several pieces and threw it away. His son was not dead; he had just been born.

	 


CHAPTER 3 

	 

	 

	 

	Back in Brazil, Flávia and Pablo organized a welcome party for little Fabricio. They wanted to introduce him to the family, all gathered at home.

	- I suspected it might happen - sighed Dulce - where have you been, traveling with a growing belly? The world is really lost...

	- Don’t say that, Mom - Pablo reproached-. We brought your grandson, did we not?

	- But he should have been born here. He should be Brazilian, like all of us.

	- But he is. He was registered at the Brazilian embassy.

	- It is not important. What matters is that he was born in a foreign land.

	- Don’t worry about that, Dulce - interrupted Flávia -. Pablo will be well informed about what needs to be done so that there are no doubts about his Brazilian nationality. Is that right, Pablo?

	The husband smiled clumsily. He knew why the woman was saying that. He was afraid that, for one reason or another, the child's real mother would show up and want to take him. He needed to secure her Brazilian nationality as soon as possible, so that Fabricio could not be taken out of Brazil.

	Although Flávia knew rationally that it was practically impossible, since the woman did not meet them or knew that they were Brazilians, Pablo assured her that he had already hired a lawyer to take care of everything, telling him that the child was born in Switzerland, but not revealing that he was not his legitimate child. To all intents and purposes, that was the child in Flávia's womb when everyone saw her leave Brazil.

	There were people from the hospital, but Flávia intended never to appear there again. Who would know? Who would investigate? That night, she was just another girl seen in the emergency room, a stranger no one had ever heard of.

	Looking at the woman with a friendly look, Pablo responded:

	- Yes, my dear. Our lawyer is already taking care of that.

	- What about you, Flávia? - asked Feliciano -. How are you? Do you not want me to examine you?

	- No, no, Feliciano, it is not necessary. Without wanting to displease you, there are excellent doctors in Switzerland, and they treated me very well.

	At that moment, the nanny came in, with little Fabricio in her lap, dressed in a completely blue outfit, which accentuated even more the color of his eyes.

	- That cute little thing! - Dulce admired him, lifting him up.

	- He is really handsome - agreed Herminio.

	- Come on, Dulce,- objected Ines,- now it is my turn to hold on to this beauty.  Dulce passed the boy into Ines' lap, who held him raptly.

	- Who did she get those eyes from? - asked Mariana, curious-. No one in the family has blue eyes.

	Flávia looked at Pablo with apprehension, but he responded calmly:

	- Our grandfather had blue eyes, Mariana. You don’t remember because you were too young when he died.

	- Yes, it is true - agreed Hermínio -. He was blond and blue-eyed.

	- But that is not enough - said Feliciano -. Blue eyes are recessive and someone in Flávia's family must also have blue eyes, someone who could have transferred the gene to him..

	- Hum... Let me see - said Flávia thoughtfully -. It must be from my great-grandfather. He had blue eyes too, right, Mom? Wasn't he a little blond?

	Ines looked at her in amazement. Her grandfather, although blond, did not have clear eyes nor did anyone else who could remember. At that moment, in front of her daughter, Ines realized that something strange had happened on that trip, a secret that no one could know.

	Although she did not like to lie, she noticed the plea in Flávia's eyes and responded:

	- It is true, my daughter. Your great-grandfather was a very handsome man.

	"He was handsome, but his eyes were not blue," thought Ines.

	She was astonished looking at her daughter when Feliciano's voice was heard again:

	- In that case, it is possible, strange but possible.

	- That is right - Flávia continued -. Then you can see that even I was amazed.

	The conversation changed course, but Ines was not convinced. She studied the boy's face for a long time, but noticed nothing unusual except the eyes. He was still too small to look like anyone else. Deep down, distrust was beginning to grow up on her chest, but she said nothing. She seriously suspected that her daughter and son-in-law had gone abroad to find this child to replace the real one. But why?

	 

	As if answering her question, the memory of Pablo's inauguration ceremony came to her mind, and she remembered that her daughter had been ill and she was taken to the hospital. Later, when Pablo arrived at the club, late and alone, she thought that something very serious had happened, but his son-in-law had told her that Flávia had stayed home resting and that she should not bother her. The next day, when she went to visit her, her daughter seemed a little down, but she said that nothing had happened. At that moment, she believed her; there was no reason to doubt; but now... she didn't know. Everything seemed too strange. That lie was not out of her head, and she was almost sure that this beautiful child was not her grandson.

	She thought about talking to Flávia and asking her for an explanation, but thought it was better not to say anything. If the daughter wanted to, she would look for her herself and tell her everything. Otherwise, she would not say anything. Whatever happened, it was not her problem, and she would respect her wishes. Inés knew Flávia very well, knowing that she could not do anything wrong, like steal the child or buy it. She had certainly adopted him. Yes, it could only be that. She must have aborted her own child and had the child of another woman, perhaps a young unmarried woman in trouble. Who could have known?

	Anyway, the child was there and he was handsome. She felt she already loved him. Even if he was not her real grandson, she would love him as if he were. What did the blood ties matter? What really mattered were the ties of the heart, the love, the affinity. She had read and studied enough to know that the spiritual family was one and that people should love each other indiscriminately, regardless of whether or not they had the same blood.

	With these thoughts, she closed the doubt in his chest and said nothing. She held her grandson in her lap and felt how much she loved him. He would be a special child, she realized.

	That night, after the party, she dreamt of a man. He had approached her while she was sleeping and gently touched her body, waking her up in spirit and going out with her. She immediately recognized her husband, Ismael, who died when Flávia was only twelve years old. They went to a large flowery garden, from where she could admire the countless stars that dotted the sky, and Ismael said: 

	- Inés, receive the child as your grandson. He and Flávia will need your support very much.

	- Who is he, Ismael?

	- It does not matter now.

	- Did you bring him?

	- I helped. I had to inspire some people, but it was necessary.

	- Don’t worry. Whatever happens, I will be with them both.

	Ismael smiled and kissed her gently on the cheek. Then he returned with her to the room and helped her back into the body, and Inés continued to sleep peacefully. The next day, when she woke up, she remembered that she had dreamed about her husband and missed him immensely. She remembered that he had told her something about her grandson, but she did not know exactly what.

	Ines lived alone in a large house in the Ingenio Viejo neighborhood and refused to move. Her daughter, after the wedding, moved with her husband to a large and beautiful apartment in Copacabana, asking her to live in another of the luxury apartment buildings that were beginning to rise but she refused to do so.

	She liked her house, her plants, her garden; even more so now, since the grandson was born, it was important for him to grow up with nature and learn to taste the fruits taken from the ground. In his backyard she had banana, guava, avocado, orange, lemon, mango and even a coconut tree. She did not understand why she had to give up that healthy life to hide in an apartment without being able to open the door and get out without having to enter those cubicles they called elevators, at the risk of falling or getting stuck. No, it definitely was not life. She preferred her fruits and flowers to that cold and lifeless concrete.

	Besides, her husband had left her very well. When he died, he had just been named as Minister of the Federal Supreme Court and left her an enviable pension. He also owned several properties throughout the city, which guaranteed her a good supplementary income. Inés was happy like that and did not intend to change. 

	Little Fabricio was turning into a beautiful blond baby, which did not stop surprising everyone. As time went by, his hair darkened a little, until it reached the tone of a very light brown with golden mixtures. The eyes, of a light blue, remained as two small pieces of the sky, and hispreviosly rosy-colored skin, became white, typical of the European people.

	Although everyone thought he was different from the rest of the family, no one suspected anything. Feliciano, with his explanations of genetics, decreed that it would be possible, since genes can be transferred to descendants for generations and generations, and will manifest themselves casually in a very remote descendant. The explanation of this phenomenon, called atavism, satisfied everyone, and Fabricio soon became a subject of admiration for the whole family.

	Flávia was delighted with the baby. She felt a deep love for him, something she could not explain. Although he was not her legitimate son, she felt as if he was, and sometimes she even forgot that she had not conceived him; but none of that mattered.

	All that mattered was that she had gotten her baby back, the child that God, for a reason she did not know, had taken away from her one day.

	 

	Pablo, in turn, struggled with his own feelings to accept Fabricio into his heart and life. The fact that the boy was not his son has become an almost insurmountable obstacle to love. He looked at the baby and saw him as a stranger, someone he could never trust. What he felt was a mixture of jealousy and disgust, and he even blamed himself for those feelings.

	He said nothing; however, he loved Flávia deeply and did not want to hurt her. If she was happy with that son, he would also strive to get along with him in the best possible way.

	Things seemed to be going well. Flávia, satisfied with her son, no longer thought about getting pregnant. She thought she was sterile and no longer cared about that. She had everything she wanted with Fabricio. Pablo, though silent, still had hope of being the father of his child and lived anxiously, waiting for Flávia to announce the arrival of his rightful heir.

	Until one day, when Fabricio was almost one year old, the unexpected happened. It was still very early and Flávia was sleeping. Pablo, at her side, began to get restless in bed, waking up to a new day at work. He was about to get up when he heard the woman moan.

	- Is everything all right? Why are you moaning? 

	- I don’t know - she said in an uncertain voice -. I feel strange, with a sick feeling. I feel like I am going to throw up...

	She ran to the bathroom and Pablo followed her, worried.

	- My love - he said leaning over to help her, - what happened? Was it something you ate?

	Even before her husband asked her, she already knew the answer and responded with an indescribable sense of regret:

	- I think I am pregnant!

	Pablo looked at her with a smile on his lips and hugged her, adding with enthusiasm:

	- Honey, this is wonderful!

	- Really? Do you not remember the last time?

	- Don’t even think about it. Something tells me that this time everything will be fine, you will see. Come on, try to get up. I will take you to Feliciano right now.

	A few hours later, at the office, Feliciano examined her carefully. In the end, he gave the diagnosis, which both of them already knew:

	- Congratulations! You are going to have another child!

	Without understanding why, Flávia began to cry. In her heart, she refused to accept. Obviously, she loves her son but she felt that this child would bring them some kind of unhappiness, and she was afraid. What will happen to Fabricio?

	Upon seeing his condition, Feliciano responded with surprise:

	- What is wrong? Are you not happy?

	- That is not all, - she answered after a few seconds. - It was just the surprise, that is all. I did not expect to get pregnant again. I thought I could not even...

	- Why and why not? You are a young, healthy woman who has had a child. Can I know why you could not have another one?

	Flávia looked at him silently. Pablo knew he had never had a child. For all intents and purposes, Fabricio was the fruit of her womb, and there was no reason to doubt the possibility of another pregnancy.

	The whole family was happy with the news. To Pablo, then, it seemed that he would be the first child. He did not even remember that he had another one.

	- Pablo, honey, - Flávia warned -. Do you not think it is too early for so much happiness? What if I lose this baby too?

	- You will not lose the baby. I feel this.

	- What about Fabricio?

	- What about him?

	- You don’t really seem to care about him anymore. Remember that he is also your son, as well as the one who is about to be born.

	Listening to Flavia's words, Pablo became thoughtful. She was right. If it was already difficult to accept Fabricio as part of the family, what can we say now that his legitimate heir was approaching? It would be much more difficult. Ah, if he could only go back in time... He would never have allowed Flávia to convince him to participate in that madness. If he had known that his son would come into the world at such an early date, he would have taken the intruder from Flávia's arms who had come to steal his true son's place.

	But it was too late. Flávia had become attached to the boy. What about Pablo? He could not throw Fabricio out on the street or return him to his own mother. He did not know anything about her; he did not know her name, where she lived or if she was alive or dead. She probably is no longer alive.

	He remembered that medal, but Flávia had thrown it away and, moreover, revealed nothing about the boy's parents.

	In any case, she could not send Fabricio to his death. He may not love him or want him, but he would never forgive himself if he ended up dead when he returned to a country at war.

	Trying to hide his displeasure at the idea of comparing Fabricio to his legitimate son, Pablo considered

	- Think about it yourself, Flávia. From now on, we will have two sons, two.

	With the exception of Ines, no one suspected anything. But Ines was a mother too and something in her heart told her that her daughter was suffering.

	Flávia was having a very difficult pregnancy with frequent dizziness and fainting spells, and it seemed to Inés that Flávia rejected her child while still in the womb, fainting to escape reality.

	They were both sitting, rocking on a bench in the garden of Inés's house, when she asked:

	- My daughter, is it my impression or are you not happy with this pregnancy?

	Flávia was frightened and took her hand to her belly, already swollen in almost six months of gestation.

	- Why do you say that, Mom? 

	- I cannot explain. I did not follow Fabricio's pregnancy because you spent the whole time traveling but I don’t feel any enthusiasm for this child that will be born. Am I wrong?

	Flávia did not know what to say. The mother knew her very well and knew that something was happening but what would it be? Even Flávia didn't know it. The new baby would be Fabricio's brother or sister and there was no problem with that. They would be raised together in the same way with the same love. Rationally, Flávia knew there was no reason to worry. But in her heart, she felt restless, worried and afraid.

	She considered her mother's words for a few moments and finally confessed:

	- You know, mother, I cannot say what I really feel, but the truth is that this son is different from Fabricio.

	- Different? How so?

	- I cannot explain. But I don’t feel the same way about him as I do about Fabricio.

	- Do you not love him too?

	- I love him... I think I do. But it is a confused and frightened affection, I cannot define it.

	- But why?

	- I don’t know, Mom, and that is what distresses me.

	Inés put her foot

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
