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	 About the medium

	Eliana Machado Coelho was born in São Paulo, capital of Brazil, October 9th. Since she was a child, Eliana has always been in contact with Spiritism, and the constant presence of the spirit Schellida in her life, who until today appears as a beautiful, delicate, young woman. There was already a solid partnership between Eliana and the beloved mentor for the work they would do together.

	As time went by, Eliana, supported by her loving parents, grandparents, and later by her husband, daughter began to work with Schellida always by her side. After years of study and training in psychography, in July 1997 her first book came out: "Despertar para la vida" (Waking up to Life), a work that Schellida wrote in only twenty days. Later, other books came out, among them “Corazones sin Destino” (Hearts without Destiny).

	Aside from this, some natural curiosities have arisen about this duo (medium and spirit) for the stunning beauty of the romances received by them, one of them is regarding the origin of the name Schellida Where did it come from and who is Schellida? Eliana replies that this name Schellida, comes from a share experience between the two of them and for ethical reasons she Will leave the revelation to her own mentor. Schellida told her that she will write a book telling the main part of her terrestrial trajectory and her love connection with the medium. For that reason, Schellida once stated that if she had to write books using another medium, she would sign with a different name in order to preserve the worker’s suitability without making them go through doubtful questions, embarrassing and dispensable situations, since the spirits ‘name matters little. What prevails is the moral content and the high doctrines transmitted through reliable works.

	Eliana and the Schellida spirit have several published books (among them The Right to Be Happy, No Rules to Love, A Motive for Living, Awakening for Life and A Diary in Time). Other unpublished books will soon enter into production, in addition to the old works to be re-edited.

	In this way, the Schellida spirit guarantees that the task is extensive and there is a long road ahead for the two of them and will always continue together to bring lessons about love on the spiritual plane, the concrete consequences of the Action and Reaction Law of Harmonization and the necessity of harmonization, happiness and the conquests of each one of us, because good always prevails when there is faith.
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1.- 
The tragedy of life

	 

	That morning there was a breeze cool, and a dense fog was over the landscape with its graceful flowers announcing the beginning of spring.

	It was very early in the morning, but at Mrs. Julia's house everyone was happily gathered around the table for breakfast which was set fondly.

	The mixture smell of fresh coffee and warm cake that was being served filled the air.

	- Blessed be my wife! - exclaimed Mr. Jairo with a huge smile on his face, when he saw the woman arriving, he said -.  In São Paulo few people are served at a table with fresh coffee, a full table and affection. Taking his wife's hand, he beheld her smile and kissed her on the face while pulling her closer to him.

	Mrs. Julia felt praised and even proud, but she had no words. She was a simple person, a very dedicated and attentive wife and mother, yet with a firm personality, she did everything possible to keep the family together and in harmony.

	- Just look at dad! The eternal lover! - exclaimed jokingly Carla, the couple's youngest daughter, who added: - And without losing his gallantry, eh!

	- Of course, Jairo - said Amelia, Mrs. Julia's mother.

	- Value what your wife does. There are some who don't even notice it at home.

	- Ah, grandmother! You can't talk that way about me, stated Helena, the middle daughter of the couple. I always value everything my mom does - she completed in a cuddly way.

	At that instant, Mrs. Julia, ironically coughed as she cleared her throat, catching everyone's attention.

	- Oh, Mom, are you going to say that I don't value you? - Helena said with a giggle.

	- I didn't say anything, Lena, I just coughed! - replied the mother jokingly.

	- How are we going to do? - asked Carla, changing the subject - Are we going to go to Mauro's house first or are we going straight to the place? - she asked, talking about the other brother.

	- I don't know why Lara and Mauro are going to celebrate my great-granddaughter's birthday in that place. That makes things very difficult for us. I don't even like to travel a lot; it's enough to have come all the way here - complained Mrs. Amelia.

	- Mom, that party was a gift from the other grandmother. We can't complain – recalled Mrs. Julia -. Besides, it's not that far away.

	- And couldn't they rent a buffet and have that party nearby? - said Mrs. Amelia -. It makes more sense; Gilda complicated everything and make the party far away.

	- Mom, stop it. We have to...

	The ringing of the phone interrupted the conversation and Helena quickly got up to answer it:

	
	- It must be for me.



	After a few seconds, Helena exclaimed, half distressed:

	– When did that happen, Mauro?!

	Everyone fell silent and was listening attentively, when Helena answered:

	- Is she all right? - and she added: - Calm down, I'll put you through dad, he must know where it is. We'll go right away.

	And while Mr. Jairo was talking to his son, she turned and informed everyone:

	Lara crashed the car and is in the hospital. It will be better if Dad and I go there.

	- I will go with you - informed Mrs. Julia as she stood up lightly.

	- Me too! - almost shouted Carla, hoarse.

	- Carla, my darling, it's better if you stay here with grandma. And addressing the other daughter, Mrs. Julia asked: And Bianca, who is she with?

	- With the employee.

	- Then, Carla, you stay here, I'm going to see if I can get Bianca to come here, okay?

	- Carla - told the sister -, if Vagner calls, tell him what happened. Tell him I'll call him back. Oh, and hang up the phone, we'll call you back. Now I'm going to get changed - decided Helena, leaving in a hurry.

	*  *  *

	Some time later, Mauro met his parents and sister at the hospital. He was nervous, almost desperate. After hugging them, he wiped his tears and told them:

	- Lara left very early and went to the school to pick up Bianca's birthday present that she had hidden there. She said that she was going to be back before Bianca would wake up to go to the party place. But the accident happened. They called me from the hospital and...

	- But why was the gift in her workplace? - asked Mrs. Julia.

	- Bia was anxious to know what she was going to get, and Lara wanted to make a joke and thought it best to hide it there, where Bia would not be looking, since she had been searching all over the house. Lara told me that, in order to leave quickly, she forgot to bring it when the school closed.

	Mauro was silent when he noticed the doctor approaching. Turning in his direction, anxious, he asked:

	- Doctor, and my wife?

	- I am very sorry, Mr. Mauro. She did not resist the wounds.

	Mauro felt himself freeze. Dazed suddenly by the tragic new, he trembled as he turned to his relatives.

	Mrs. Julia soon hugged him and they were both crying when Mr. Jairo, with tears in his eyes, remembered and commented to Helena:

	- Daughter, we have to notify Lara's family.

	- Dad, Mrs. Gilda has been at the party site since yesterday.

	- My goodness, I don't even know what to do.

	- I will call and see if anyone is at home. Walking slowly to the phone booth, Helena felt dizzy, how could she give such news? And yet, not knowing what to say, she called:

	- Hello! - attended Lara's parents' home.

	- This is Helena, Mauro's sister. Excuse me, who is this?

	- I'm Eduardo, Helena - Lara's brother identified himself -. Everything okay?

	- Not everything, Eduardo. I would like to know about your mom.

	- Since yesterday my parents are the party place preparing everything for Bianca's birthday. Besides, I was on my way right now; you almost didn't catch me at home. But what happened?

	- You know, Eduardo - she stammered - me, Mauro and my parents are here at the hospital.

	- What happened? - he fretted, worried.

	- Lara had an accident.

	- Where are you? - he asked in anguish - Is she all right? - Helena was silent for a few moments and, as there was no right way to say those words differently, she replied:

	- The accident was very dangerous. Lara was alone and...

	- How is she doing? - he demanded.

	- The doctor just told us that she did not resist the wounds.

	The young man was speechless.  Then Helena insisted:

	– ¡¿Eduardo?! ¿Are you listening to me?

	With his voice muffled, trembling and seeming calmer, he asked:

	- Where are you?

	Helena told him the address and then went back to her parents, where they stayed waiting for Eduardo's return, who showed up a few minutes later.

	A gloomy haze hovered over everyone as Lara's brother greeted them nervously. Facing Mauro, he asked:

	- What happened? I still can't believe it -. Mauro, in tears, told him again what happened and Eduardo, confused, commented:

	- And your sister, Erika, is she with them? - Helena asked.

	- Yes. I'm thinking to call the place of the party and say that Lara is in the hospital, that she had an accident. Only once they're here... – he lost his words.

	Noticing his difficult decision, Mrs. Julia interfered:

	- Do that, Eduardo. It will be better for your mom to know when she's here.

	- And Bianca? - reminded Grandpa, anxiously -Who's going to tell her?

	Everyone looked at each other and remained absolutely silent.

	- Family! And what about Miguel? - Helena asked, remembering the other brother who was in Europe.

	But one question was not immediately answered, since a hospital employee approached and called Mauro for the proper arrangements, while Eduardo, trying to be firm, walked away from everyone to contact his parents.

	 *  *  * 

	A few days after the burial, everyone was still despondent, skeptical and suffering deeply from the fatal tragedy.

	Miguel, Helena's older brother, received the news, but was unable to return to Brazil.

	At Mrs. Julia's house, her son Mauro and granddaughter Bianca were welcomed with immense affection.

	The little girl, despite being five years old, felt the loss immensely and, clinging to Aunt Helena, did not want to leave the room, spoke very little and tried to hide, and didn't want to look at anyone.

	Carla tried to cheer up her niece by inviting her to go out, by promising to buy her toys and ice cream, but nothing seemed to convince the little girl.

	- Let go, Carla - asked Helena, who was sitting on the edge of the bed where Bianca was cowering -, don't force her.

	- But she can't stay like this.

	- Of course, she can. Bianca is little, but she understands very well and has feelings - said Helena softly.

	- I thought it was wrong for Mrs. Gilda to take her to the coffin to see her mother. I felt something! I wanted to take Bia out of her arms - Carla complained, outraged with what had happened -. Who does she think she is, the owner of the truth? An arrogant and proud little woman who...

	- Carla, please! - reprimanded Helena, pointing out at Bianca to say that it was improper to talk about it near the kid.

	- Look, Lena, it's true. Bianca started to behave like this after that. Do you remember when Mrs. Gilda put her on the floor? She ran out and grabbed you and didn't let you go anymore.

	At that moment Mrs. Julia opened the door to the room and spoke:

	- Eduardo is here. He came to say that Mrs. Gilda had some nervous breakdowns and is not feeling very well. Today she is better and asks if Bianca could go there for a little while to visit her.

	- Aaaahhh! No ......! She doesn't deserve it!

	- Calm down, Carla! Don't react like that, daughter - the mother reprimanded strongly -. Mrs. Gilda may be whatever she is, but she is the grandmother, just like me, and she has the right to see the child. She has just lost her daughter, and the only thing she has left of Lara, in this world, is her granddaughter.

	- Yes! But she was opposed to Lara's marriage to Mauro, - Carla recalled, remembering hostilely - and when she couldn't separate them, she said that her daughter had died that day. Don't you remember, mom?!

	- Later they reconciled. It was an argument between mother and daughter, and that should not be taken into consideration.

	- What do you mean, not to take it into consideration?! That woman hates us, she always hated us. She is a monstrous creature, machiavellian, who only thinks about her rich money. Mrs. Gilda always thought she could buy everything. I think that only now she sees herself in harm's way because she cannot buy her daughter's life. She is one of those who, if she could, would do business even with God.

	- Carla!!! - reprimanded Mrs. Julia screaming.

	- It's true! Either you open your eyes or she will want to take Bianca away from us. She will want to buy the child with everything she could get her hands on, with things that we can't give her - she answered rebelliously.

	- Carla, please! - exclaimed the sister firmly, unsatisfied with the discussion. - With that kind of thinking you're acting just like Mrs. Gilda. Please stop, at least respect Bia!

	- Stop it, you two! - ordered Mrs. Julia. Now is not the time for that. The problem is this: Eduardo is there and wants to take Bianca to see her grandma. Mauro said that if Bia wants to, she can, as long as he brings her back by nightfall. But he wants one of you two to go with her. And turning to Helena, she asked: Lena, bring Bia to see her uncle, let's see what she decides.

	While Helena lovingly took her niece on her lap, Carla grumbled, displeased with the situation:

	- That little man is another one! He came out just like his mother. Listen to what I'm talking about: if you don't put the brakes on now, they are going to walk all over us.

	Without paying attention to what her sister was talking about, Helena, with Bianca on her lap, went to the living room where her brother's brother-in-law was waiting.

	Clinging to Helena, the little girl hid her face in her aunt's shoulder.

	- Hello, Eduardo, how are you doing? - greeted the young woman.

	- Good, ... well... almost everything - trying to see the girl's face, he touched her back and asked -. Come to uncle, Bia.

	- Look at the godfather, Bia. Give him a little kiss.

	- Hi, Bianca. Let's go to grandma's house, okay? She wants to see you and wants to gives you your presents. Shall we go?

	- She doesn't call me godmother or you godfather. Look how she teaches him to treat us - claimed Helena.

	- Ah, Helena, that's not important - he replied, calmly.

	- We are her godparents, aren't we? It is important to me, Eduardo.

	He didn't pay attention to her and tried to take Bianca from Helena's lap, but the girl complained as she struggled a bit, at this point he gave up.

	Taking a deep breath, the young man explained:

	- The problem is this: my mom is very depressed; it's been a tough blow. She wants to see Bianca, and I think it will help her. Do you want to come with me?

	Helena looked at Mauro and her mother as if asking their opinion. Due to the lack of expression from both of them, that indicated that the decision was up to her, she turned to Eduardo, explaining:

	- My boyfriend will arrive soon and.... - Interrupting her politely, he gently asked:

	- Please, Helena. I think Vagner will understand. It's a matter of compassion. Besides that, we won't take so long.

	- Then let me change these clothes.

	- No! You're fine, you don't need to change. There's no one at home besides us, and I'm going to bring you right back. Don't worry about it.

	- ... the purse, at least.

	After arriving at the luxurious residence, Helena had to carry Bianca to the suite where the grandmother was lying down.

	Upon seeing grandma and Mr. Adalberto, Bianca, still a little distrustful, stretched out her fragile little arms, going to her lap.

	Mrs. Gilda, who was lying on the bed, seemed to react and got up, sitting up to hug the little girl.

	Helena thought it best to leave them at ease, since her presence was almost unnoticed, and returned to the living room, downstairs. Now, standing in the center of the elegant room, she admired the wealthy mansion.

	When Erika, Mrs. Gilda's youngest daughter, heard of Helena's presence, she went to meet her.

	- Hi, Lena!

	Hugging her friend warmly, Helena didn't know what to say.

	They both sat down and Erika spoke at length:

	- I seem to be living a nightmare. Earlier today, after a very heavy dream, I woke up and.... You know, I thought that all this had not happened. I didn't believe it was true, and I even had the impulse to pick up the phone to call her.... - her voice became shaky, but then the young woman continued: - It took me a while to come back to reality and to remember, to understand what had happened.

	- I don't even know what to say, Erika. I'm stunned too. Wow! Lara and I have always been close friends. Saturday night we had a conversation and... - Helena kept quiet because she didn't want to talk about a small detail of the conversation, she had with Lara that made her uncomfortable. Her friend didn't notice and she continued: - I don't think so either. I can only imagine how much your mother is suffering.

	 

	- What Mrs. Gilda has is remorse, - the young woman said, as if she were indignant.

	- Don't talk like that, Erika. She's your mother.

	- It's better to stay still, rather than.... - After a brief pause, she continued: - Tell me how Mauro is.

	- He and Bianca are at home, as you know. They don't seem to want to go home.

	- What a cruel world. Those two fought so hard to be together. They even faced the choleric lady Gilda, who tried to move heaven and earth to separate them...

	Eduardo approached with red eyes and, turning to Helena, asked:

	- Lena, let's go upstairs. Bianca wants to see you.- Quickly, Helena got up and hurried up the stairs to the room where the child was.

	As she entered, Bianca clung to her again, refusing to stay with Granny.

	- Bia, don't do that - asked her aunt gently. Come on, stay with grandma a little longer.

	- Take it easy, Helena - Gilda asked. Don't force her. Creatures don't like sad or embittered people.

	- She is still suffering, Mrs. Gilda. We all are. - Gilda sighed deeply, settled into the cushions and satin sheets on her comfortable bed, letting her gaze wander to the ceiling of the room.

	Ella parecía no querer conversar y, percibiendo eso, Eduardo propuso:

	- Helena, I'll take you whenever you like. Bia is not at ease, and it's not good to force her.

	- Wait, Eduardo - asked Gilda, getting up slowly -. Let's go to the other room. I want to give the presents to my granddaughter.

	Already in the other room, always clinging to her aunt, the girl did not even look at the presents.

	Gilda, looking comprehensive, understood and said:

	- It doesn't hurt. Children are like that. Always honest with their own feelings. Turning to the girl, she added: - No problem, sweetheart. Grandma is going to ask uncle Eduardo to take you to play at your house. And I even promise you one thing: I will organize, here at home, a playroom just for you. So, any time you come to visit grandma, everything you want, you'll have it here.

	Kissing the little girl's head, Gilda said goodbye:

	At that instant, Helena felt herself warming up as she remembered the sister's words when she said that Gilda wanted to "buy the child with everything she could get her hands on."

	Turning to Helena, Gilda, thanked:

	- Thank you so much, honey. Really, thank you very much for coming with her, but don't worry, for we won't bother you too much; you won't always have to come here every time we want to see our granddaughter. In some time, I am sure, my Bianca will be ready and will come by herself. Then it will be just a matter of sending the chauffeur to pick her up.

	Helena showed a forced smile and said nothing. Her heart was oppressed, and a feeling of insecurity came over her.

	*  *  *  

	The way back was silent, and, upon arriving home, Helena soon saw that Vagner was at the gate, waiting for her.

	She got out of the car, thanked Eduardo and, after greeting the boyfriend, they went inside.

	A little later, talking alone with Vagner, she tried to unburden herself:

	- On Saturday, when I talked to Lara, I felt her so strange, she said something about....

	- Oh, Lena, can't you stop talking about that matter? - he asked with a certain amount of reluctance, interrupting her abruptly.

	- Gee, Vagner, how awful!

	- I'm being sincere. I can't stand talking about death anymore. The woman is gone, let her rest in peace. Isn't that the right thing to do?

	Surprised, Helena was perplexed. That cold way of thinking revealed her beloved one as an insensitive creature. At the right time, she would have to shut him; for now, it was better to keep quiet.

	 

	 

	 


 

	 

	2.- 
Bitter doubts

	 

	As the days went by, Helena was at work, she worked as a computer operator.

	Her peers understood her stillness, whereas a close friend, after noticing her sadness. approached her to try to cheer her up.

	- How is everyone at home? - asked Sueli. Helena looked up sadly and vented:

	- You know, Sueli, I know that all is very recent, but...

	- Is your brother still living with you?

	- Yes, Bianca doesn't want to go home. She is so dejected; she only eats when she is with me and sleeps cowering in my bed. I can hardly move.

	- Poor thing, she must be suffering terribly! Besides, at that age, to lose a mother like that, when a kid needs attention, affection...

	- Losing a mom is hard at any age, Sueli.

	- I can imagine. But Bia is very young, she doesn't understand anything about life. You see, I got very attached to her...- she admitted with extreme sensitivity. I think I'll go over there and try to talk to her a little bit, go out and take her for a walk, who knows something might happen...?

	- I'd like you to give it a try. It's been hard to keep my spirits up and try to cheer up a creature. All help is welcome.

	- And what about you, Lena? What happened? Did you argue with Vagner?

	- I feel anguish. My heart is oppressed, aching.

	- And do you know why? - Sueli turned around.

	With a vibrant look in her eyes, showing a deep sense of pain, Helena explained:

	- You know that Lara was the owner of a school from kindergarten to elementary school, her father established before Bianca was born.

	- Yes, I remember you told me that your brother didn't want to accept Lara's father's help, but he eventually agreed.

	- He didn't want it because Mrs. Gilda was always against their marriage. She wanted her daughter to marry someone from her social milieu.

	- But no. Lara fell in love with someone who works in the editorial department of a magazine. What a ridiculous woman!!! - exclaimed Sueli, who already knew all that story. - What a ridiculous prejudice!!!!

	- It was only after Bianca's birth that Mrs. Gilda put aside her pride and approached her daughter again. My brother didn't like it, but he decided that he wasn't going to be the one to ruin the relationship between the two.

	- That lady Gilda was a tough nut to crack.

	- You can't even imagine.

	- I only know from what you tell me.

	- Due to her social position and status, she is a woman who thinks and says whatever she wants without caring about the others' feelings. She is terrible - after a few seconds, Helena continued: - But that's not what I wanted to tell you. My brother said that Lara, on the day of the accident, had gone to the school to look for Bianca's birthday gift, because my niece was anxious for the toy and looked for it all over the house. Therefore, Lara who wanted to surprise her daughter kept it at school and, that morning, when she went to pick it up, the accident happened.

	- I knew that already. What are you getting at? - Sueli asked interestedly.

	- What happened is that when Mauro and Bia decided to stay at my home, I went to their house to look for some clothes, among other things, and you cannot imagine what I found in Bianca's room, well hidden in the closet, there was her birthday present with a little card, very affectionate, with Lara's handwriting. I had mixed feelings.

	Sueli opened her eyes widely, expressing questioning.

	- And that's not all. The card, although very affectionate, is a bit melancholic, almost like a farewell.

	- How strange!!!! Do you think Lara committed suicide?!!!

	- I don't think she would take such an unhealthy attitude and especially on her daughter's birthday. It is just very strange that she went looking for something that she certainly knew was in her house. She lied, no doubt about it. I don't think Lara would have forgotten where her the daughter's gift was.

	- And did you tell this to your brother?

	- No. No way.

	- What do you think Lara tried to hide?

	- On Saturday night, when we spoke for a long time on the phone, Lara was very strange. For some time, I had been noticing that she was different, sad, melancholic, pensive. We were always close friends and she used to tell me everything. However, days before, maybe a month of her death, Lara seemed to be hiding something from me.  I didn't give it much thought, because we all have the right to privacy. But that Saturday she asked me some strange questions.

	- Strange. Like how?

	- She asked me if I thought my brother would have the courage to betray her, if he could be another person completely different from who he appeared to be. Then she wanted to know if I had perceived any psychologically unbalanced attitude. At first, I laughed, but later, when I became interested in the matter, she did not mention it any more.

	- Is it possible that she mistrusted Mauro? And, if she was suspicious, what would this have to do with the lie of looking for her daughter's gift?

	- I don't know, I don't have the slightest clue. I only know one thing: this is killing me. I feel a bitterness that I can't explain. Besides that, I'm very attached to Bianca and I'm afraid that Mrs. Gilda wants to take her away from us.

	- Don't believe that, Lena.

	- I've got a feeling. Ms. Gilda is capable of buying Bia with things we can't give her. As time passed, we noticed that Lara began to get closer to her mother, perhaps because she was feeling the lack of luxury. They live in a world completely different from ours, surrounded by wealth, luxury, everything good and better.

	- If you are afraid of losing the child for material things, forget it. Children like fondness and love, and that can't be bought.

	- I have my doubts.

	- It's all very new, Lena. Wait and give it some time.

	- Besides that, Sueli, I started to have those strange dreams again.

	- With that handsome man?

	- In the dream, he always appears when I am in that square. It seems to be a European city, with a dense fog, the clothes are heavy... It's such a real dream - she said with shining eyes.

	- Don't live in illusion. If you don't want to argue with Vagner because of that dream.

	- If the man in that dream were my half-orange, I am doomed to be unhappy, since he must be dead. Now, speaking of Vagner, he is so different.

	- Haven't I told you that you were going to start discussing about him - she said, smiling.

	The friends continued the conversation a little longer, but then went back to their chores.

	Even after she had unburdened herself, Helena still felt sad about the secret she was keeping.

	After a few days, still feeling the bitter taste of the loss, Adalberto, Lara's father, needed to return to his position as president of the metallurgical company in which he was the majority shareholder.

	Disguising his pain, he spoke to the company's advisors, directors and board members from his place of prominence at the boardroom table.

	- Today we sell to more than forty countries by m/x of products, from pieces for cutting marble and granite, accessories of all types, rolled products of several materials ranging from carbon steel to micro-joints. Facing the possible crisis of the financial market, there is always a great concern to maintain our productivity level and to win new customers.

	- Last year we sold fifteen thousand six hundred tons of pieces. And this year, so far, we have already sold more than twenty thousand tons - recalled Eduardo, one of the directors satisfied.

	- The leap is still small, my esteemed ones! - emphasized Adalberto, once again calling attention to himself. We have the capacity to produce and sell much more. Today we have the foreign market with open arms to receive our products.

	- Well remembered, Adalberto - said another director -. We can say that our company's mercantile domain exceeds forty countries. Without counting that we have groups of executives representing us in countries that went through wars and are being reconstructed. Therefore, we will certainly have contracts with those clients in the near future.

	- That's right! - exclaimed Adalberto. Civil construction, mainly the Middle East countries, will guarantee sales of parts in general, hand tools, shovels and mainly parts for tractors, and it is there that our profit margin rises.

	- The strategy is simple - added Adalberto -. Invest in heavy pieces for agriculture and civil construction in order to maintain our exports efficiently through orders and negotiate well with the main countries of the European Common Market, such as Germany, Spain and Portugal. In other words, treat our customers well, because they are always right.

	- Forgive my insistence - interrupted a manager attending the meeting - but we cannot forget to focus on staff training and safety.

	- We are not forgetting that, my esteemed one! - considered Adalberto, seeming dissatisfied with the proposal, perhaps inconvenient -. I simply think that we should schedule another meeting to establish certain bases, so that we can take care of those aspects -. And without offering truce, he wanted to lock up:

	- If no one has any further comments on the process of our strategies, we can end this meeting. And the only thing left for us is to congratulate ourselves on the successes we have achieved so far - he concluded with a smile.

	The team stood up and, after brief applause, one by one left after a light handshake with the president.

	Alone with his father, Eduardo stretched out in a comfortable chair, loosened his tie and questioned:

	- Didn't you find it strange that they didn't comment on Lara's death?

	- Before I arrived, on the phone, I asked Paula that no one should mention it. I've had enough visits and condolences. I don't want to be reminded of it all the time.

	Eduardo did not expect that answer. His emotions seemed to have come up in such a way that he questioned indignantly inquiringly:

	- Is that true, Dad?

	- To preserve my inner peace, it is! - he replied arrogantly, without any gentleness; and, after gathering some papers, he withdrew without looking at the son.

	 

	Eduardo felt bad, something made him uncomfortable. It was then that doubts that had never before crossed his mind arose." Should we forget someone who is gone?" he thought. "Will death be the end?" " Could it be that there is life beyond the grave?"

	At that instant the secretary entered the conference room and, discreetly, tried to turn away to avoid pulling him out of what she perceived to be a deep reflection.

	- Paula? - he called, perceiving her presence.

	- At your command? - the young woman politely turned around.

	- Any message for me? Did someone call me?

	- Geisa called you. But, as you asked, I told her you were in a meeting.

	- Excellent. For her I will always be at a meeting - he concluded with confidence.

	Getting up, Eduardo fixed his tie, quickly combed his hair with his fingers and was about to grab his jacket when Paula, a little embarrassed, asked demurely:

	- And Mrs. Gilda, how is she?

	- My mother is strong - he replied uncomfortably. - She is a well-balanced and determined woman. She can hardly be beaten down by anything for a long time -. After a few moments of reflection, with a distant look, he revealed: - Sometimes I would like to have a bit of her coldness, her strength -. Changing the subject quickly, he requested: Paula, please take these documents to my office. I'm going to have lunch now and... I will examine them later.

	- Yes, of course - she answered immediately.

	From then on, Eduardo found himself surrounded by questions he had never thought of before; in the end, his family upbringing only reached the social world of business.

	He was a young man privileged by nature, which blessed him with a noble beauty and an evidently spontaneous superiority, but, in spite of that, he possessed a good personality and a good heart. Much coveted by young women, he was tall, with straight, light brown hair, which molded his white face, with fine and well-delineated features, and always with a clean-shaven beard, a beautiful pair of blue eyes that stood out like bright sockets surrounded by long curly eyelashes.

	Due to his refined upbringing, forged in wealth, he adopted a classic, but jovial style of behavior and life. He did not yet know another, less glamorous world.  Meanwhile, that same education denied him some knowledge. He was only focused on materialistic ideas that inhibited his thoughts about eternity, faith and the future of being in the hereafter.

	As a result, Eduardo now found himself embittered by the irreparable loss of the sister he loved so much, shocked by his father's considerations, who refused to talk about Lara's death, and by his mother, a proud and arrogant woman, who seemed to easily overcome any blow, even that one. Even though the young man was confused, he did not seek answers to his personal questions, letting himself be eaten away by cruel and scorching thoughts. Nevertheless, the wise destiny would force him into situations that could offer him the opportunity to question and learn.

	 *  *  * 

	After several months of the last events, at Mrs. Julia and Mr. Jairo's house, Helena tried to talk to her brother, who seemed more depressed every day.

	- Mauro, I know that you and Lara were very close, that this abrupt separation brought you a lot of pain, but you can't stay like this, dejected, discouraged. Lately I see you behaving in a cold and automatic way, without giving importance to things.

	Pale, very dejected, Mauro was too weak to even explain himself.

	- Day and night I think of her. I hardly sleep - tears began to drop down his face and, after wiping them with his hands, he continued: - In my thoughts I see her image, I hear her voice and... I know that Lara feels my absence. I imagine that she suffers a lot.

	- Could it be? - Helena wondered -Could it be that she is not well or is she resting in a good place as we think she should be after death? Suddenly, her bitterness, her sadness is making her unhappy. I believe that death is a place of rest for those who fulfilled their mission, but that eternal rest can be affected by the sadness of those who stayed here and do not forget the ones who left. If God took her, it is because you need to go your own way.

	- I can't make it. I don't have the strength to continue.

	- Mauro, you need to wake up! Think of Bianca, she needs you.

	Facing the sister with wet eyes and hoarse voice, he said:

	- I don't know what to do. I didn't even have the courage to go home. Sometimes I think about selling everything, even the school. But I don't know if Lara would like it. Why did that happen, Helena? Why?

	She did not know what to answer. She remembered the gift she had found and that Lara had certainly lied when she said she would look for it, but Helena didn’t dare to talk about it. Nor would she talk about the conversation she had with Lara, in which she expressed some strange doubts about her husband's behavior.

	Helena trusted such revelations only to her mother, Mrs. Julia, and the mother wisely asked her not to tell anything and to place the toy very discreetly in the middle of the other gifts Bianca had received, without telling her anything about it.

	Concerned with his brother and trying to help him, Helena remembered:

	- Mauro, next week your vacations will be over, it lasted more than two months. Remember that your boss is a conscientious man, who understood the situation well, your sorrows, but every company needs an employee, not another problem. I believe that in the editorial office you have to go back to being what you always were, attentive, dynamic, with a wide vision about the facts...

	- I don't feel like going back to work, you know?

	- And are you going to stay stuck in that room all the time? It's time to react. Think of Bianca, who needs a lot of you, of your attention.

	- My daughter is fine.

	- Is she all right? - she repeated with a tone of disapproval in her voice. Look, Mauro! She doesn't get to go to school, she's sad, depressed, she cries when she sees you in this state. And you come to say she's fine?

	- What do you want me to do?

	- Give her attention, love... your presence is very important. Or don't you think about it? It's enough to have lost the mother. Her dad's absence is an even worse torture.

	At that moment, Mrs. Julia entered the room, interrupting the conversation without noticing it, and reported:

	- Helena, telephone. It's Vagner. The young woman stood up and concluded:

	- Think about it Mauro. It's for your own good.

	- What happened, Helena? - asked Mrs. Julia with simplicity.

	- Nothing, mom. Come, let him think about it.

	Helena went to the living room and, after taking the call, which lasted a while, she remained pensive for a few moments, until her mother brought her out of her thoughts.

	- Lena, so did Vagner get a job yet?

	With a weak voice, feeling embarrassed, the young woman answered:

	- Things are difficult, mom. Finding a good job is not easy.

	- Especially for him who doesn't have any specialization, isn't it?

	Helena remained silent; she had no arguments to defend the boyfriend. Then Mrs. Julia pondered:

	- Daughter, I understand that a good job is not easy, but I don't know if you noticed - she said now in a special way -, Vagner doesn't make an effort, he doesn't try hard, he has no initiative. I see you working in the same place for more than six years and, after you finished college, you keep taking computer courses, updating in this and that. And him? You have been together for a long time, haven't you?

	- I know, Mom. - she admitted, annoyed.

	- I know you already know it, Helena. But I see that you don't feel uncomfortable, you don't demand a change of attitude, an improvement in your life. How long do you guys intend to stay like that just falling in love? How long is he going to live as a flirt...? At one moment being a salesman in a shoe store, in another he is a supplier in a supermarket, then he becomes an assistant in a fair... It's not that these professions are not worthy, but he doesn't even get to stay six months employed! Is it always the boss's fault? Do you want to know something? Vagner can go to college, post-graduation, master's degree and even doctorate and, even so, he will not stay in any job. I think this has to do with his character, with his personality. Why is it possible that some simple people, who have nothing in life, suddenly stand out and achieve so many things? - Without waiting for the answer, she added - Because they take advantage of opportunities, they have a good character, a calm personality, they are interested in learning, they have initiative to help, they are not demanding, bossy or quarrelsome. Employers do not like stubborn people, and that is why many of them manage to stay on the job, because they are flexible people, easy to deal with. While others, with a higher education and all, do not stay on the job, they do not manage to qualify. Do you know why? Some people think they know everything, others because they are so arrogant, they think they can tell everything to everyone, not being thoughtful or flexible, but bossy and irritable, demanding, or then, being disinterested creatures, without spirit and without initiative. No one can bear to live with people like that, that's why the bosses fire them quickly.

	After a short pause, seeing that the daughter remained silent, the mother asked:

	- Let's go back to Vagner, how does he intend to marry you? Because if you are in love, it is because you are thinking of a future together, you must be thinking of marriage, of course. Or do you think you are going to be boyfriend and girlfriend for the rest of your days?

	- Of course not, Mom! At the end of the day... - interrupting her, Mrs. Julia completed:

	- At the end of the day you work and you'll be able to support him just fine. I think that's what he believes. If we were living years ago, I would say that he is a dowry hunter, a gold digger.

	- Wow, Mom! - she said, getting up from the sofa dissatisfied with the matter.

	- Daughter! I'm telling you this for your own good! I'm alerting you to make Vagner take a position, an attitude.

	- What attitude, Mom?

	- Don't play dumb, Helena! Either he leaves you so that you don't waste your time with this relationship and have the freedom to meet someone who loves you and is responsible, or he seeks to stabilize himself professionally and financially. If Vagner really liked you, he would be doing everything to get ahead in life.

	- I love Vagner, Mom.

	- Is that it, daughter? Could it be that you got used to him? - Helena played with her face, hiding it in her long hair, while her mother continued to warn her:

	- You've just turned twenty-five, daughter. When will you think of yourself? When you're thirty-five or forty? When you have no more chance to meet a young, cheerful, hard-working man who loves you? Think, Helena. You are wasting your youth with a person who doesn't value you, who doesn't really love you.

	- Enough, mom. Enough is enough.

	- I just want to know one thing - she asked, always keeping a low tone in her firm voice - who pays the bills when you go out, when you go to the movies, to a bar, to a club...?

	The sound of the doorbell interrupted the conversation and Mrs. Julia went to answer it.

	Helena felt relieved, leaving for the bathroom to wash her face.

	Mrs. Julia, with great pleasure, received Sueli, her daughter's friend, making her come in and welcoming her with pleasure.

	- Helena is coming, Sueli. But tell me, why did you disappear? It's been a long time since you came to visit us.

	- What happens, Mrs. Julia, is my mother who has not been well lately and I had to visit her on weekends.

	- She lives in the town of Casa Branca, right? - reminded the hostess.

	- Yes, but it's not in the city downtown. My parents live on a finca, a little far away. Any day now I insist that you come and visit us there; my mother will love it. She already knows Helena. I'm sure my mom, Mrs. Kioko, will recommend you: - If you need to, you can pull Sueli's ears. You can correct her as if she were your daughter. - she said mimicking in a funny and carefree way.

	- Ah! If she would give me that authorization, then you're lost, - he said jokingly.

	- I adore you, Mrs. Julia. When I'm here I feel like I'm part of the family. I don't even remember that my eyes are small- she said, hugging her with kindness while joking.

	- You are part of our family, Sueli - she stated, returning the affection -. But don't wait for me to go to Casa Branca; bring your mother here when she is in São Paulo.

	- I'll keep that in mind.

	- And your brother, Sueli, how is he?

	- Studying like crazy! It's his last year of college, you know how it is.... Felipe was very dedicated, very different from me. You saw how I struggled in college, if it wasn't for Helena.... You know, my brother is not sleeping even four hours a night. I admire his willingness. Believe me, Philip doesn't even complain about having to get up early.

	- I wish Vagner were like that. I don't know how a young girl like Helena could fall in love with a boy like him.

	Sueli remained silent, as she knew what it was all about, and Mrs. Julia let herself go:

	- I recently gave Helena a wake-up call. Has she seen a future with that boy? He wants nothing to do with anything!  He won't even stay at the same job for six months. So, if that happens in every place where he works, the problem is not the company, it's him, don't you think?

	- To tell you the truth, Mrs. Julia, I have been telling Helena that too. I think Vagner has no future, and she won't have a future with him either. But she doesn't react and ends up getting upset with whoever tells her that. I am afraid to insist on this matter and end up losing her friendship.

	- Do you think Vagner has a lot of influence on her?

	- I think so.

	- I don't know what else I can do, Sueli - she claimed, discouraged -. I think that, from now on, Helena will have to listen to me every day. If that boy doesn't make up his mind in life, Helena is going to have to take a stand.

	Concerned Mrs. Julia shut up as soon as her daughter arrived and greeted her friend.

	- I'm going to make some juice for you.

	- No thank you, Mrs. Julia. Don't worry - Sueli requested -. I came to take Helena to go to the mall. As she turned to her friend, she clarified: - I want you to help me pick out some clothes for that wedding of Felipe's friend.

	Helena looked sad with reddened eyes. Without showing any joy, with a weak voice, she timidly informed:

	- Vagner is coming here later and....

	With a not at all despicable energy, Mrs. Julia interrupted her daughter, saying firmly without being aggressive:

	- Helena, my daughter, is Vagner going to take you somewhere, someplace worthwhile? Because, if it were the same as always, I would advise you to go to the mall with Sueli. I'm sure it will be more profitable.

	- Can't you realize that you're hurting me? - she answered with an overwhelmed voice, beginning to cry again.

	- I'm warning you, my daughter. Go get ready soon and go for a walk with your friend. Don't cling to someone who is not worth it.

	Her friend cautiously interfered in the conversation, making her argument:

	- Look, Lena, I didn't mean to pry, but, really, your mom is right. It's time for you to look up, to think about yourself.

	- I thought you were my friend, Sueli - she said with a certain melancholy.

	- And I am! I just want your wellbeing! Look, let's go, let's cool our heads and then, if you want, we can talk about it.

	- Helena, we are talking for your own good - said the mother -. That young man doesn't deserve you.

	- It's all right, mom. Let me think and say on my own - she answered, still hurt.

	- Come on, Lena. Take your purse and let's go - her friend called.

	- Come to the bedroom - Helena asked sadly. Mrs. Julia was rightly concerned with her daughter's future and, consequently, with her relationship with a boy who was not interested in progressing. She knew that Vagner's comfort could last as long as Helena was tolerant. Therefore, determined, the mother would not rest until the situation was resolved.


 

	 

	3.- 
Prejudices revealed

	 

	In the week that followed, Gilda, accompanied by her sister and her best friend, Isabel and Marisa, showed up unexpectedly at the company where she was a shareholder with her husband.

	Dressed in luxurious clothes, they arrived at the president's office floor.

	Taking advantage of the secretary's absence, they entered the Adalberto’s office without being announced. But there was no one.

	– Gilda, isn't it better for us to wait for Paula? – her sister advised.

	– What did you say, my child?! – she replied arrogantly while laughing – Although I am not an executive of this company, I am Adalberto's business partner and I am entitled to half of everything that belongs to him. It is true that for many people here, I'm no more than a figurehead. Meanwhile, every account, every stock, every title that belongs to my husband, also belongs to me.

	– Even the valuable living room carpet, right Gilda? – Marisa joked with an ironic laugh.

	In the comfortable, luxurious well decorated business environment, Gilda walked a few steps, pulled an armchair that was next to the president's table and sat down very comfortably turning gently from side to side.

	– Where's Adalberto? – claimed the demanding wife, always ironically speaking.

	– At some meeting, certainly – Isabel, her sister, said.

	Gilda didn't care and suddenly began to rummage among the folders on the table and look into the drawers.

	– What are you looking for, dear? You can find things you don't want! – Marisa warned her, always smiling automatically to make herself likeable.

	- Darling, not always can we enter the wolf's den without him being there. And, whenever we have the opportunity, it is better to do it and get to know everything quickly.

	– What you're looking for must not be there! – Marisa replied with a bit of mockery –. Imagine if Adalberto would "keep the gold where the thief can easily find it.”

	– You never know, darling. Besides, my husband is not that smart; not to mention that he never knows when I'm going to show up here – Gilda said.

	– Are you afraid of losing Adalberto to another woman, Gilda?  – Marisa questioned.

	– HAAA! Me? Afraid of losing him! – she said, then laughed –. For me it would be a favor. But what I don't admit is losing his fortune! – she exclaimed with a sarcastic laugh, making her companions laugh as well. But then she continued: – Think about it. A husband like mine, anyone can get it; but the estate we have...!

	– I would be desperate if I lose my husband – Isabel revealed, a little more serious and with a look of criticism for her sister.

	- Sis, that's how you'll think until you find out that Pedro cheats..., you know exactly what I'm talking about. Nowadays men think it's trendy to cheat. They want to assert themselves, especially when they are getting old; they only think of getting young girls to show off and prove to their friends that they are in good shape.

	– Oh! What a terrible thing, Gilda! – Isabel claimed, dissatisfied –. Could you stop it?

	– It's reality, dear. And I don't like to fool myself.

	At that moment Eduardo entered to the room and was surprised by their visit.

	– Just look! What an honor! – exclaimed the young man who, kissing one by one, greeted them politely and gently.

	– Hi, aunt! How are you, Marisa?!

	– This son of yours, Gilda, is always elegant, handsome and gentle – her friend said – Ah! If I only had a daughter!!!

	– Edu was born from the love of the bottom of my soul! I am madly in love with my son!

	– …who surely must give you so much work! – Marisa turned, smiling.

	– Not at all – his aunt stood up for him –. Edu is wise, thoughtful and does not get into arguments.

	– It's true! But the chicks do not stop calling home. If I were to write down the names of all of them, they would not fit in a hundred-page notebook.

	– Do not overreact, mom – the young man complained, smiling. It's not like that either. The only ones who call are friends from the club...

	– Oh, yes?! They must be from your fanclub my love, because there is only a woman there – Gilda reported cheerfully.

	– And among so many girls, isn't there anyone to fill the emptiness of your heart? – Marisa asked mischievously; and turning to Gilda, inquired: – who will be that privileged or unfortunate, depending on your mother.

	– She does not exist yet, Marisa – the young man replied, smiling to be kind.

	– Rather, when she appears, poor thing. I do not even want to see it – her aunt joked. Gilda's going to kill her.

	– I wouldn't say kill her, Isabel. But I will certainly be demanding! – Now - approaching to her son, Gilda hugged him, kissed him and said: – This beloved son is worth gold, and the young woman who wants him will have to pay the price per ounce and you can be sure that I will collect it in dollars!

	– Oh, Mom! Don't overreact! – he asked, letting go of her hug.

	– Of course, I'm overreacting.

	– Verita is the one who seems to be crazy about you, isn't she, Edu? – Marisa asked, intrusive

	– I have already told my daughter – Isabel said, mother of the young woman mentioned: – You are cousins, and that is not right. Besides, Vera is a very difficult girl, I have to admit.

	– You're a fool, Isabel. That's nonsense. I'd love to see my son with my niece. Verita is one of mine!

	– Hey, hey, hey!!! – the young man warned her, almost serious. - Don't plan anything for my life. I'm just twenty-seven years old and still have a lot to do.

	– I think it's time for you to get a grandchild for Gilda – Marisa said ironically.

	– Can we change the topic? – Eduardo asked, unable to bear that conversation any longer –. Mom, if you came here to see dad, forget it. He went to lunch with a client. He won't come back.

	– Client?! Ahhhh! –Gilda said –. I know those lunches –. Eduardo nodded his head negatively and smiled. He disagreed with his mother. Then he asked: 

	– How can I help you?

	Approaching again, as she kissed his face saying goodbye, Gilda replied:

	– Help me? Not at all, my love. I have the checkbook and credit cards. Bye bye!

	– How awful, Gilda! What a horror! – disapproved Isabel who also approached to him to say goodbye.

	After they left, Eduardo stood alone in the room. Sitting in his dad's chair, thoughtful, he smiled softly because of the scene that had just happened. "Why would my mom be like that...", he thought as he got interrupted by the figure he saw there.

	– Hi!

	Getting up, he tidied himself, smiled and returned the greeting:

	– Hi, Geisa! How are you?

	After approaching and giving him a kiss, the young woman replied:

	– I'm better now. Tell me one thing, Eduardo: why are you avoiding me? Forgive me for being so direct, but that's bothering me.

	– I'm not avoiding anyone.

	– Don't lie – she said, smiling –. Have you forgotten that my mom is Natalia, director of this company and that she also attends all meetings?

	– Not all of them, honey – he replied almost unsatisfied –. Your mom, an excellent executive and a great businesswoman. She attends meetings where we deal with accounting and numbers are discussed

	– She told me that there wasn't any meeting yesterday at the time I called. Also, Paula informed me that you could not answer because you were in one – the young woman said, as she walked slowly through the room, displaying forcibly delicate gestures in addition to the fake tone in her voice.

	- I was on a video conference. That was it – he replied, irritated.

	- I don't believe it, okay?

	- What are you doing here, Geisa?

	- I came to see you. Since " Muhammad does not go to the mountain...” I passed by your office and thought you might be here.

	- But, unfortunately, Geisa, I'm on my way out. I have to work - he reported, getting up ready leave.

	- Eduardo, don't run away! - she asked, approaching.

	– I don't have to run away. I just have to work. I need to review some contracts today. I have a lot to read.

	- Are we going out today? - she asked hesitating.

	- I don't think it's possible today. Now, excuse me, Geisa, I...

	- Friday? – she insisted

	– Look... - he said upset. he missed the words and finished:

	- I'll see. I'll call you. Now excuse me, I have to go. Bye. 

	- Hey! Don’t you even give me a kiss?

	He turned around, kissed her on the face and left immediately. The young woman was left alone for a few minutes until Natalia, her mother, came in.

	Natalia was an independent and intelligent woman who always dressed very classy. With a stunning body, she kept a constant smile on her face that showed cheerfulness. She looked more like Geisa's sister, she raised Geisa alone because she was always very independent. She had a possessive character which tried to disguise with thoughtfulness and gentle gestures. Likewise, she always longed for the best for herself and her daughter without caring about obstacles to overcome.

	Seeing Geisa alone, she asked her after kissing her:

	– Why are you here?

	- I was talking to Eduardo, but he needed to go out.

	– We cannot frighten the prey when we are hunting, my child – she said laughing, simulating she was hunting as she walked around Geisa. Then she added: – No noise must be made when you want to catch birds.

	- And what do you want me to do?! - the young woman got irritated while sitting on a chair in front of the table.

	Natalia leaned over, close to her ear, and whispered softly:

	- If you run after a man, he runs away. Find a reason to get his attention -. Getting up, she completed with another tone of voice: – Make him get interested in you. Never offer yourself –. Taking a few small steps, she reported: – Every man likes to feel in power, likes to conquer, to protect. They always want to dominate. And that’s when you have to be smart. Show yourself fragile. Find a way to attract his attention.

	- His face reveals that he doesn't like me! - she got exasperated.

	- Who said he has to like you, silly? – she laughed.

	- Since it's as simple as you say, why don't you find yourself a man who will protect you, dominate you and pay your checks and bills, huh?

	Natalia's eyes sparkled. She sighed deeply, smiled for a long time, looked at the daughter and answered:

	- Did you know that you just had an excellent idea? The only thing is that I’m going to need you a lot!

	Turning around, Natalia walked out as if on a parade, without saying goodbye to the daughter.

	 * * *

	Before the day was over, Gilda was in her luxurious residence, walking from one side of the living room to another, unhappy about what had just happened.

	Her friend Marisa, sitting comfortably on the couch, watched the situation while keeping a smile.

	– Who does he think he is to not let Bianca come and visit me?! - she screamed angrily –. I got out of here and went to the end of the world to hear a no! I'm never going to take no for an answer. When I want something...

	Gilda's youngest daughter, Erika, who had just arrived, was interested in what her mother said:

	- What are you not going to take, mother? - she asked with some irony.

	- Your brother-in-law's behavior. Can you imagine that Mauro had the arrogance not to let my granddaughter come and stay with me today? - she said with an exclamatory tone and firm and arrogant voice.

	– I know well, Gilda – Marisa interfered – that you wanted the little girl to stay here until Sunday.

	- So what?! What is Bianca doing in that poor neglected house? That house is in need of repair and painting, if not a demolition!

	– He is her father, Mrs. Gilda – reminded the daughter, who always treated her with a certain contempt -. Mauro is totally entitled to say no. In addition, Bia is not used to stay here for a long time. I see that she only agrees to come with Helena and, even so, can’t stand to stay long.

	- And what do you mean? To do nothing while I see my granddaughter getting used to that poverty? No! This has to change. When Bianca ends gets used to this, she won't want to leave this house – she spoke as if in delirium, imagining what the future would look like. Raising her chin, she asked: – Who would not like to live in this beautiful and wonderful house, with this big garden, this beautiful swimming pool, where you have both comfort and security?

	- Me! - her daughter answered, impertinent. She seemed to feel pleasure when bothering her mother.

	Gilda felt enraged. She kept silent with her eyes wide open and staring at Erika who with a certain disguise, was spoking her mind:

	- Despite so much luxury and comfort, this house is cold. The love and attention I received here ended when my nannies and nurses left.

	- Hey! You better shut up! You don't know what you're talking about.

	– Ah! Yeah, I know, Mom! Money never warmed my heart when I was sad, insecure...

	- But it warmed your tummy, didn't it, darling? It never let you be hungry, cold or in any other need –. After a few seconds, she asked irritated: – And tell me one thing: when did you feel insecure? Eh?

	- When you were at the cosmetics clinics, at the spas, at social gatherings with your friends...

	- Get out of here, Erika! Go away!

	- I can guarantee I'm going to do that, yeah. It's unbearable to be around someone like you.

	Turning her back, the young woman stepped out steadily without looking back.

	- Did you see that, Marisa? Did you see what she's like? She is just like her father. I should only have Eduardo. I should have aborted the rest! Ahh!! What a rage!!! - she exclaimed, furious.

	- That's a teenage crisis. Don't worry.

	- Teenage crisis?!!! That's a despicable act, that is! Erika is already twenty years old. At this point, it was necessary for that girl to order her life and stop giving me work.

	- Who knows? Maybe a boyfriend fixes her – Marisa said laughing.

	- And does she want to fall in love with someone?

	Marisa showed a strange expression, squeezing her lips as if she wanted to contain her laugh.

	- What are you hiding?

	- Well, it's just that everyone at the club is talking about Erika's relationship with Juan Carlos.

	- What?!!! – Gilda almost shouted. - Juan Carlos, that nigger, a professor who's been involved in the development of his muscles?! 

	- That one! But, dear, we have to admit one thing: the man is cute! Ah! What a smile, what muscles. How does he have such a well-shaped body – she said calmly, but sighing. - We can't deny that.

	– I can't believe it. Ah! I hated it! And I'm the last to know! But there is nothing – she said, as she walked back and forth, enraged–, I will end it soon, soon. Just imagine if it continues. No way! My daughter charmed and broke up with excellent matches in our milieu. She's not going to end up messing with a poor guy like that, who yet...

	- Be careful, huh? I didn't tell you anything.

	- Stop being silly, Marisa. When did I betray you?

	- But that must be a naive relationship, Gilda. Maybe even to challenge you. You'll see it will end soon.

	- That never happened to me. I'll kill Erika! I can't even imagine that relationship – she said enraged, nervously walking back and forth –. A cute little girl like my daughter with a nigger!

	Now, seeming to purposely irritate her friend, Marisa imagined:

	- Have you thought about your grandkids?

	Gilda paused, opened her frightened eyes and with a disturbed look commented slowly, dramatically and almost whispering:

	- I, Gilda Araújo Brandão, rich, blue-eyed, blonde, cute and wonderful, introducing to the São Paulo society my little grandchildren... all brown and their hair... No! - she said, now increasing her tone of voice. - It's not going to be possible to deny that they have roots from Africa, isn't it? – After a few seconds, looking amazed, she reinforced: - No, that's not going to happen. Not even if I have to commit a crime! Erika is not going

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
