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Synopsis:

	Fernando and Regina fall in love. He, from a well-to-do family. She, from the middle class, young, sensitive and spiritualist.

	But fate will start to send out its pawns. Moved by the greed, Fernando decides to go to work in France, falling into the traps of the seductive Lorena, a niece who lives in Paris, while Regina is left alone. Time goes by, and they separate for good. Fernando stays with Lorena; Regina marries Jorge. New events come to shock the lives of all the characters in this exciting story...

	What paths should we follow so as not to fall into the traps of the carelessness, recklessness, betrayal and the ties of vices that lead to self-destruction? How to deal with loneliness, especially when we lose those whom we love the most, and still have to deal with the harsh reality of cancer? 

	In The Right to Be Happy, the Schellida spirit brings us once again, with wisdom, valuable lessons on topics always present in our daily lives. Through the psychographics of Eliana Machado Coelho, Schellida shows us that being happy depends only on us, no matter what the obstacles and pains faced in life are.

	 

	 

	 

	 


About the medium

	 

	Eliana Machado was born in Sao Paulo, the capital city, on october 9th. Since her childhood, she was in touch with the Spiritism, and the continuous presence of the spirit Schellida in her life, who until now, appeared as a beautiful, delicate, sweet smile and always lovely young woman that had already heralded a solid partnership between Eliana and the beloved mentor for the work they would do together.

	 

	The time passed by. Protected by her lovely parents, her grandfathers, and later, by her husband and a daughter, Eliana, always with Schellida by her side, she was working. After years of studies and training in psychographics, in July, 1997, wrote her first book called: “Despertar para la Vida”, a book that Schellida wrote barely in twenty days. Later, other books were written, among them, Corazones sin Destino. 

	This work is about natural curiosities about this duo (medium and spirit) that is amazed by the beauty of the received love stories. One of them is about the origin of the name Schellida. Where did this name come from and who is Schellida? Eliana answered us that this name, Schellida, came from a real story between them and, by the ethic, she will leave the revelation on behalf of the mentor herself, since Schellida warned her that she will write a book recounting the main part of her terrestrial trajectory and the love affair 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, so as to preserve the suitability of the worker without making her go through dubious, questioning, embarrassing and dispensable situations, since the name of a spirit matters little. What prevails is the moral content and the high teachings transmitted through the reliable works.

	Eliana and the spirit of Schellida have many published books (among them, the best ones, The Right to be Happy, No Rules to Love, A Reason to live, Awakening to life and A Diary through Time). Other unpublished ones will go into production soon, in addition to the old works to be reissued. In this way, the Schellida spirit guarantees that the task is large and there is a long road to be hackneyed by them, who will always continue together to bring teachings about love on the spiritual plane, the concrete consequences of the Law of Harmonization, the happiness and achievements of each one of us, because good always wins when there is faith.
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	1. 
PREMONITIONS

	 

	 

	It was the end of a cold afternoon, something a little unusual in the wonderful city, where the occasional heavy rains kept many in their homes.

	Few dared to leave their houses, and Fernando was one of them.

	Cheerful, like every young man of his age, he was not bothered by the weather and got ready to go to a friend's house, where other friends would also be there. Walking down quickly through the long stairway that was extended in a curved shape into the beautiful, well-decorated living room of his house, dominated by the euphoria, bluntly, Fernando told his mother:

	“I am going to Renato’s house,” the young man said quickly in a simple manner and turned around to leave. 

	The mother stopped him in time, asking:

	“Son, where is Renato's house?”

	“Ah, mom! Now I cannot explain it; I am in a hurry, but do not worry, dad knows where it is. Bye!”

	And before Lidia tried to say anything else, the son, determined, left quickly.

	Lidia, who had a big book in her hands, stood almost in the middle of the living room, without any reaction. Something strange was happening to her. A slight numbness left her thoughts in blank, and a vague presentiment that something bad would happen, left her cold.

	Suddenly, the book she was holding seemed to have fallen from her hands to the floor, bringing her back to reality.

	A quick sigh, with a soft moan, expressed her fear, and the beautiful woman ran to the door to catch up with Fernando. 

	Leaving from the luxury house, she ran across the long balcony, stumbling into the plants and chairs, so as to catch up with the son.

	Walking down the steps of the balcony bit by bit, and arriving at the garage that was on the side of the luxurious mansion, Lidia was disappointed to see that Fernando had already left on his car.

	An icy feeling ran through her body, and as the last attempt, she still rushed to the gates to try to see him, but did not succeed.

	Without understanding what was happening to her, the woman shuddered. Lidia did not understand those feelings. 

	Frustrated, she slowly returned to the house, walking down the little street inside the courtyard surrounded by a beautiful garden. It was then when she heard:

	“Is there a problem, Mrs. Lidia?”

	After another fright, looking in the direction of the voice that caught her by surprise, Lidia answered, gently, trying to express herself calmly:

	“I tried to catch up with my son, Fernando. He came through here just now, didn’t he, Americo?” 

	“By the time you went to the gate, he had left for about ten minutes”

	Lidia forced a half-smile, which then faded, and, intoning her voice politely, corrected the gardener:

	“I do not think so, Americo. I hardly spoke to him in the living room and... Well, he closed the door and I immediately went after him”

	Lidia remembered the strange experience she had moments ago, how her thoughts went blank for a few seconds until the book fell from her hands.

	Thinking about it immediately, she asked herself, "Will it be that I stood in my living room for a few seconds? Will it be that it did not last longer than I imagine? Americo said that Fernando had already left ten minutes ago. I did not stand in the living room that long!"

	As she remembered what had happened, Lidia did not realize that she was standing there, in silence, staring into space at the humble and nice gentleman whose face was wrinkled and sunburned.

	With a generous gaze, Americo politely waited for the landlord to say something.

	When the man smiled nicely and with trembling hands offered a rose to Lydia, she seemed to react.

	Automatically, the young lady extended her hand and took the beautiful flower, thanking him, as if she were whispering.

	“Thank you”

	“Mrs. Lydia,” said the gardener, waiting for the woman to glance up, and seeing her face, he continued: 

	“You look frightened to me. Have some tea to calm yourself and say a prayer”

	She smiled generously and answered:

	“I am working hard, Americo. It must be the tiredness”. It began to rain again, and Lydia was forced to return quickly, saying goodbye to the man with a slight shake of the head and a kind smile

	Already under the shelter of the comfortable residence, she felt insecure and unsatisfied. There was no one to whom she could trust her feelings and experience. 

	Several workers were in the house, but she never shared her personal matters, her fears, and her insecurities with them.

	Her father-in-law, Horacio, was already in his suite, and Lidia did not have much freedom with him; in fact, none at all. Horacio was an austere, almost arrogant man, who did not care about small or everyday matters, only about business.

	The two youngest children, Kassia and Cristiano, had travelled with their sister.

	Her husband, a prestigious and very influential lawyer, as well as the father, due to professional reasons, was not at home.

	Yielding to the strong impulses that dominated her soul, Lidia went into the room and, feeling her body shaking, laid down on the bed, covering herself with the sheets, as if in that movement she could drive away her fear and insecurity.

	“Something is wrong! I feel like crying! What will that be?” she thought anxiously. 

	Lidia could not reconcile her thoughts, tormented by fear, by a feeling she did not understand and could not explain.

	Tears rolled down his cheeks, and involuntary sobbing, showed her most painful conflicts of feelings. A compulsive crying got the better of her.

	Sometime had passed and, far away from the neighborhood where he lived, Fernando was looking for his friend's house.

	Due to a flooding of a canal, the young man needed to branch off from the path he knew. Because he was not familiar with the region and also because of the rain that made it difficult to see, he felt lost.

	Searching through a street that he barely remembered its name, the young man began to pass through roads and corners without knowing where he was.

	There was no one from whom he could ask for information, as it was already night, and the rain and cold stop people from staying on the streets.

	Entering a corner that had no paving, the young man complained aloud:

	“Damn! Dirt road, or rather, mud road! Again!”

	Fernando had recently received from his parents that new car they had bought from the store. It was a high-end vehicle, and few young people of his age owned a car like that.

	Visibility was poor, and street conditions were very bad. Still, Fernando decided to give it a try. 

	Much later, after a journey that, despite being short, was exhausting, Rodolfo arrived home and was surprised to see that Lydia was not waiting for him. His wife was attentive and gentle and always insisted on waiting for him, even when he arrived at dawn.

	Before going up to his room, to be tidy, Lydia’s husband insisted on going to his office first to leave the documents he brought with him.

	In front of a large table, taking some papers from his briefcase, the man prepared himself to review them.

	Observing some curiosities that would be important for the defense of a new cause, Rodolfo was distracted and did not inform his wife about his arrival.

	After more than three-quarters of an hour had passed, he heard a scream of panic.

	“Lidia!” he exclaimed when he recognized his wife’s voice, at which point, he rushed up to the suite to see what was happening to her.

	“Lidia! What happened?” he asked heartbroken.

	Very pale, the woman was sitting on the edge of the bed, with a gasping breath and tears running down her face. 

	Settling down next to his wife, Rodolfo straightened her hair, pulling her tenderly to give her a hug.

	Gentle knocks on the half-opened door of the room announced the arrival of Mr. Horacio, who also heard the Gentle knocks on the half-opened door of the room announced the arrival of Mr. Horacio, who also heard the scream of the daughter-in-law and wanted to know what was happening.

	“What happened?” Rodolfo’s father became interested. “Is everything all right?”

	Hugging her husband, Lidia tried to hide her face, while Rodolfo explained in a simple way what he thought had happened.

	“Lydia had a nightmare. That was it, Dad”

	The man, serious, almost brainy, stared at them for a few seconds; he said nothing else, leaving immediately.

	Faced with the heartbroken crying that began to flow, Rodolfo asked in a loving way:

	“Calm. Try to calm down,” making the attempt to get up, he told her: 

	“I am going to get some water with sugar for...”

	“No...! S–tay with me,” asked Lidia, with her voice choked with sobs.

	“You only had a dream, Lidia”

	“No, it was not that...,” even with her voice almost breaking, she told her husband everything that happened on the afternoon of that day.

	He listened to her patiently, but did not know what to say.

	“It was something very strong, Rodolfo,” said his wife. “I felt a cold sensation, a strange chill. It was as if death had passed through me” 

	Lidia was notoriously disturbed.

	The husband looked at her in disbelief. He never saw her lose control of her emotions. His wife was not a person who mystifies situations or feelings. It must have been something really strong to impress her so much.

	Lidia loved her children, she was affectionate, always present, but her attention and care for them was never obsessive. She was always a rational, wise person.

	Trying to speak with kindness, showing understanding, by caressing his face with affection, Rodolfo argued:

	“Lidia, calm down. We were not going to think about tragedies. You are tired. We have been working a lot lately. The investigations to win the cause of the 'Mattoso Companies' cost you a lot of dedication, physical and emotional wear. I know what that is, I saw how hard you worked” 

	“And the dream I had recently, how is explained? My son was asking me for help!”

	“You fell asleep worried about him. That was probably the reason for the dream”

	Lidia's glance was compassionate; 

	“He said you knew where Renato’s house was,” she said.

	“Yes, I took him there once or twice for a college homework” 

	With eyes clouded by stubborn tears, Lidia asked him, almost imploring:

	“Should we go there?” 

	Rodolfo reflected a little, came closer to the woman, caressed her face and hair, asking affectionately:

	“Will it be necessary? Aren't we going to embarrass our son?”

	The woman was silent. A painful anxiety squeezed her chest.

	She sought in the hug with Rodolfo a consolation, a comfort to soothe those feelings that tormented her so much.

	The hours passed and every minute without news of the son, left that mother more heartbroken.

	She waited for her husband to go to bed and sleep so she could get up and walk around the house.

	It was almost one o’clock in the morning when Rodolfo woke up and felt the lack of his wife.

	Determined, he went to find her.

	As he went down the stairs, he was able to see her sitting on a high-backed chair looking out of the large glass, where part of the balcony, the garden and the entrance to the garage could be seen.

	“Look, Lidia! That is too much!”

	“Rodolfo, something happened. I am sorry” Rodolfo approached the woman, and took a deep breath while he reflected on what he was going to say. 

	Before he said anything, the telephone rang. He turned around, answered and identified himself, while Lidia faced him with her eyes wide open and heartbroken gestures rubbing her delicate hands together.

	Then, she heard her husband say:

	“Yes, I know where it is. We are going over there. Thank you”

	Straightforwardly, Rodolfo looked at her seriously and said:

	“Fernando is in the hospital. He had an accident”

	 

	 


 

	 

	2.
RELUCTANT TO BELIEVE

	 

	 

	Already at the hospital, next to the son, Lidia and Rodolfo talked with the doctor who treated the young man.

	“He does not have any fractures,” explained the doctor, “except for a 'nice' bruise and a cut on his forehead. His fainting was due to a severe blow to the head, and I recommend that he stay under observation until tomorrow”. Looking at the young man, he finished with an ironic smile: “Even though he says he can walk and feels well, he would better stay here” 

	Checking the conditions of the public hospital, Rodolfo decided in a polite way:

	“Doctor, I prefer to take my son home. I have conditions and I can call the family doctor, you understand me, right?”

	Without delay, the doctor agreed:

	“Sure, I understand. However, I need someone to take responsibility for his hospital discharge. I cannot, in a case like this, simply release the patient”

	“I agree. We will do as it should be done,” said the father.

	Upon arriving home, Mr. Horacio, who did not know what happened, was surprised to see that commotion, once the family doctor accompanied the couple, along with his grandson who was very dirty and hurt.

	The young man was taken to the room to bathe and be examined again by the doctor, while Rodolfo explained to the father what had happened.

	Then, everyone surrounded Fernando, who felt dizzy and in pain. 

	“But how did this happen to you?” asked the grandfather, almost questioning him.

	“I had to branch off from the path I knew because a channel had overflowed,” explained the boy in a soft tone of soft and low voice, apparently without wanting to tell, once again, that story. “I got to one street and another; I felt I was lost. I ended up entering a street that was not paved and in front of it there was a slope, a precipice,” Fernando exaggerated “which seemed to pull the car! I could not stop. The car slid by itself until it hit the wall. I was stunned when I hit my head against the windshield. When I tried to get out of the car, I fell to the ground and fainted”

	“Who helped you?” asked Mr. Horacio, in an austere manner.

	“The street had almost no houses. The wall belonged to a company. The guards became uncomfortable with the impertinent barking of the dogs and went to see what was happening, even though it was raining heavily. They told the police that there was a dog on the outside of the company that surrounded me on the ground and ran to the gate, seeming to want to attract attention, and that made the other dogs, inside, go crazy. Then they saw me and called the police. That was it” 

	Fernando's grandfather frowned, showing himself unsatisfied with what had happened and warned:

	“You need to be more careful. You have to be more cautious and look where you are going”

	The young man was discontent, he did not want to be warned. Lidia, attentive and loving, covered her son to keep him warm and recommended him affectionately:

	“Now rest. I will prepare something to eat and pick up the medicine the driver must have brought”

	The doctor, who was on his way out, made some recommendations and then left.

	Much later, seeing himself alone with his wife, Rodolfo asked:

	“Was a presentiment that those set of sensations left you anxious?” 

	Lidia gave him a half smile, looked down with doubts, and said nothing.

	Intrigued, Rodolfo approached, taking her gently by the shoulder and asked:

	“What happened, Lidia? What are you hiding from me?”

	The wife was silent. Her heart was wrapped in bad omens, doubts and insecurity.

	“What’s wrong?” he insisted.

	"I don't know. I feel a tightness in my chest; like it is not over”

	“...it is not over, what?” 

	“You know, that anxiety, that bad omen. I did not stop feeling them. Even now, seeing our son be safe, I know something is wrong.”

	Releasing her, he now seems unsatisfied with the wife's belief, and a less loving Rodolfo sighed deeply and argued firmly:

	“Lidia, you were never a person who was influenced by spirituality, the supernatural or things like that. You know I do not like that” 

	The wife did not want to hurt him, but decided to reveal more intimate issues that had bothered her in recent times and, with a tender voice, asked:

	“My love, have you ever thought why we have this social condition? Why do we live well? Why do we have three beautiful, perfect children? Have you ever thought about what we should teach them, not only about material life, but above all, about morality?”

	Calm, as always, but satisfied and skeptical, Rodolfo quickly concluded: 

	“Lidia, we have this social condition because I studied a lot and I am still studying to keep up to date. You know how much I wear myself out and struggle at work. We live well because we are not idle, we do not live having fun like some who do not have responsibilities, do not make an effort, do not think about the future, fill the house with children and then blame the government”

	“We have three children because we are responsible, we plan our lives. We know that, where three eat, if one or two more arrive, the food has to be divided. Only the poor in reasoning say 'two can live as cheaply as one'. That is nonsense! The food inside the house only multiplies when you have money; if you do not, hunger, fights and misfortunes begin to happen” 

	“Our children are educated. We teach them being like that without studies because we are nothing in life. We show them that we must have perseverance, solid and stable goals and plan our lives. We teach them that temporal joys do not give us results in the future. I explain to them that smoking, drinking and gambling are real detriments to health and pocket. That is moral”

	Walking slowly back and forth in the office, he continued: 

	“My father got this house with a lot of effort and economy. If it was not for his struggle and work, we would be living in a poor neighborhood with a lot of misery”

	Looking into her eyes, Rodolfo concluded: 

	“I worry about teaching my children the reality of life. I want them to live well”

	At that moment, Rodolfo showed himself as a man that Lidia did not know.

	“But, my love...,” tried to say wife. Interrupting her, even in a polite way, the husband reinforced:

	“Lidia, I love you very much. I know you know me very well. I do not like what I cannot see or touch in any way. I always offered you everything here at home. I would give you the world if I could, but do not force me into religiosity”

	“Don't you believe in God?” 

	“I believe, but in the following way: Someone created us. And to that one, everyone gives the name of God. I also believe that God is so smart that he does not care about my life, and that is why I do not give opinions for what happens in the world in terms of natural disasters. I fulfill my obligations, I do not live asking him for anything and I survive very well. For me, that is enough; those worries do not go with me”

	Getting closer to the wife, he touched her shoulder and pulled her in for a hug, which she automatically agreed to. Then Rodolfo asked him in a politer, almost regretful tone, to excuse him for using such harsh words. 

	“I would not like to hear you talk any more about presentiments or spirituality”

	“I did not say anything about spirituality”

	“For now. I know that is how it begins. You know my story”

	Lidia was silent. In a way, she felt overwhelmed by living in such dependent conditions. 

	She felt hurt by her husband's opinions, but did not express her feelings or ideas; this was like a punishment, a tribute, a payment for the luxurious conditions in which she lived.

	It was terrible to restrain to suppress the intimate needs of exposing her beliefs and her religious opinions.

	Lidia loved Rodolfo and for his love she endured everything.

	Hours later, when she was alone with her son, Lidia told him:

	“Nando, your friends called. They wanted to talk to you, but I told them you were sleeping and about the accident”

	“Who was it? Renato?”

	“Yes, it was him. He wanted to know why you did not go to his house last night. He seemed very surprised and worried to me. He said that, if he can, he will come here later” 

	“That is great!” said young Fernando, smiling satisfied.

	Later; however, he looked at his mother and asked her: 

	“Mom, come here, sit down”

	Lidia approached the son and, as she sat down, took his hand in hers while she looked at him tenderly, waiting for him to speak.

	Facing the prolonged silence, she smiled generously and asked:

	“What happened, Nando? Any problem?” 

	After smiling, he said: 

	“It is good to be home, Mom. I was so scared last night. You know, after hitting my head, I felt very dizzy,” said the young man with a lifeless gaze, as if seeing what happened again.

	“I had a strong urge to get out of the car, but it was worse. I couldn't stand up and then I fell to the ground, muddy. After a few minutes I came to my senses, but I could not react and to get up.” After a brief pause, he continued: “I began to remember God, asking myself if He heard me at that moment. I asked Him for His help and...” Fernando smiled and completed: “When I saw that little dog near to me, licking my face, I asked myself: Could it be that this is the help I deserve from God?” 

	Lidia did not interrupt him, and after a few seconds, the son continued:

	“I did not know what I was talking about and I never thought that dog could get anyone's attention to help me. Could it be that this was God's help?”

	The woman remained thoughtful, but then she answered:

	“God acts in different ways in our lives, my son. Perhaps the little animal is more sensitive and obeys...”. Lidia lost the connection of words, but finally completed her idea: “Let's say that it is easier for the little dog to obey a kind of inspiration, because, being irrational, it does not ask 'why' and ends up following its instincts”

	“And you believe in that?” 

	“Of course, I do. I have no other explanation. I have no knowledge, but I think it is the most logical thing”

	“After I woke up from the faint, I was still on the floor, I just could not react. I felt a jolt in my spine, something that numbed my legs. I felt very bad and...”

	“And...,” asked the mother in front of the silence that was made. Fernando looked at her seriously, then revealed with some emotion in his voice.” 

	“I remembered granny”

	“My mom?” asked Lidia, looking surprised.

	“Yes, I remembered granny Amelia”

	“You were little when she passed away, you were eight years old!” The mother admired herself and then asked:

	“Thirteen years ago, do you still remember?”

	“I have strong memories. I remember when she taught me to pray, only my dad could not find out. I remember that when she made those sweets, she told us stories, she read them to us...” 

	Fernando showed a serene face, with a lifeless gaze and his lips expressing a soft smile, as if those memories provided him with pleasant feelings and sensations.

	Surprised and not perceiving that she was taking the son out of that ecstasy, the mother confessed: 

	 “In the last few days I have remembered a lot about my mother”. With tears in her eyes that were almost falling, Lidia, excited, revealed: 

	“Last night I wanted to have her with me. Afterwards I felt as if she was hugging me, I...”

	The young lady's voice overwhelmed and silenced her. Fernando was surprised; he had never seen his mother talk about his grandmother in that way.

	Caressing his hand and arm, the young man asked:

	“Calm down, Mom. Do not be like that”

	Taking a breath, trying to pull herself together by wiping away the tears that keep stubbornly falling, Lidia warned:

	“Do not talk about this with your dad. He is a very good man, but... You know” 

	Gentle knocks on the door of the room made Fernando answer:

	“Come in!” 

	It was Eunice, the employee, reporting the arrival of two friends of the young man.

	Lidia went to greet them and, from the stairwell, asked the two young men to come up, while she waited for them with a smile.

	It was Renato, accompanied by his sister, Regina. The brothers formed a happy and careless couple; but educated.

	Well dressed, the young woman possessed a charm in her eyes, something deep, inexplicable. 

	After the introductions, they went to the friend's room.

	The young men noticed one issue, and after serving everyone a snack, Lidia sat down to talk with Regina.

	“Since last night we have been worried about Fernando, we were going to telephone, but my mom thought it was too late, that we were going to bother”

	“Meanwhile I,” Lidia commented “I wanted to go to your house to hear about my son. I do not know what happened to me, I felt an anxiety, a fear. There was no reason, but I felt that something bad could happen or be happening”

	“Mothers usually feel what happens to their children. It is like a transmission of thoughts, of feelings for which we cannot find words to explain what we experience”

	“Exactly!” agreed Lidia. “Last night I could not say what was wrong, but I knew something was going on. But you know, Regina, even seeing him herenow, I feel something indefinite. A fear, as if everything was not right”

	“Excuse my question, but do you have a religion?”

	“Yes. I mean, no”

	They both laughed, and then Lidia, explained:

	“I was educated in the customs of the Roman Catholic Church. I followed that doctrine until I got married. Today I do not go to church anymore, but I have a lot of faith and I pray”

	“It is important to have faith. Believing in God and making prayers in those moments of insecurity. Pray and ask God to soothe your heavy heart. Ask him to wrap you, to give you strength. Then, engage in joyful, productive work. I believe that you should not cling to feelings of anxiety and fear. It stops us from being strong”

	“But it is so difficult to get rid of such disturbing thoughts”

	“If you do not try, if you do not pray to God, it will be worse”. Lidia smiled as she said: 

	“I have a lot to thank God because my son is well”

	“It is important that we are grateful for the good things that happen to us; that brings us closer to God. We usually remember Him only in difficult moments”

	“It is really like that””

	The conversation continued a little longer until Regina called her brother to leave. However, Lidia, observing that the son was very animated, even seeming more willing and recovered with the presence of his friends, called the young woman to accompany her, saying that they should let them talk a little more.

	To please the hostess, Regina accepted and, when she was in the room, she admired:

	“What a beautiful house you have! What good taste!”

	“Thank you. Actually, it belongs to my father-in-law. When I married Rodolfo, he preferred to live here, as he also shares the law firm with his father”

	“Does your husband have any other siblings?”

	“Yes. Two brothers, they just do not live in Brazil. One is a chemist and lives in Switzerland. The other is married to an Italian, who owns a shipyard. They live in France. Neither of them is thinking of coming back here”

	Without Lidia being able to notice it, the young woman raised her eyebrows in admiration, but then she recovered.

	Unpretentious, Fernando's mother revealed:

	“I am from a humble family. I met Rodolfo when I started working in his father's studio as a typist”. After smiling, she said: 

	“We fell in love and got married. It was so fast that I did not even believe it. When I woke up I saw myself here, in this house”

	“Living here must be a fairy tale!” exclaimed the young woman, looking around the room. 

	Lidia smiled and discreetly mentioned:

	“Not at all, darling. Not at all. To live well in the middle of wealth, which is what I wanted so much, we need to...”

	The approach of Renato and Fernando at the top of the stairs interrupted the matter between the two.

	“Son, isn't it better to go to bed?”

	“I stayed in bed all day, mom” replied the young man, as he slowly went down the stairs. 

	“I have to walk a little”. When he got close to the mother, he asked: 

	“By the way, shouldn't the aunt have already arrived from Angra?”

	“Yes. I talked to her in the morning, as soon as we got back from the hospital, and her plans were to return at the beginning of the night. She is on time”

	Turning around to her brother, Regina said:

	“Let's go!” 

	“Yes, let's go” agreed Renato.

	“It is early!” said Lidia, who had enjoyed the company of the young people.

	“No, Mrs. Lidia,” answered Regina, “I need to study. I have an exam next week, and Renato is going to end up being beaten up by his girlfriend" joked the young woman, smiling.

	Turning around to his friend, Renato said:

	“So, tomorrow, without fail, I will go there with you” Fernando smiled and revealed himself to the curious gaze of Regina and his mother:

	“I asked Renato to go with me to the accident location to try to find the little dog that helped me”

	Animated, Regina smiled as she asked:

	“Can I go?!”

	 “Of course!” agreed the friend.

	 “Let's all go”. Lidia smiled with the enthusiasm of the young people.

	Then they said goodbye and left.

	Lidia had sympathized with her son's friends, understanding why Fernando talked about them frequently. Now, she was happy to know that her son was in good company, because lately, with the excuse of studying with Renato, Fernando did not leave his friend's house for many days and talked a lot with his mother.

	Lidia smiled intimately, as she began to believe that her son might indeed be interested in Regina, a beautiful brunette, very nice and educated. But she decided not to ask anything. She would know how to wait.


 

	 

	3.
TRAGIC CIRCUMSTANCES

	 

	 

	It was the beginning of the night on that hectic Sunday, and Rodolfo, in his office, worked with perseverance and with many telephone calls.

	Feeling lonely, Lidia went to look for him and, seeing him finish a matter he was working on over the telephone, she decided to wait.

	“Done!” said the satisfied husband, who seemed to have solved something important. Looking at some documents, he said: 

	“It is just doing the minutes”

	“Nando's friends have already left”

	“Wow! I did not even see them arrive”

	“They are excellent people. Very polite...”

	“And Nando, how is he?” 

	“Mainly, after those visits, he seemed much better, more lively.”

	At that moment the telephone rang, and Rodolfo made a slight gesture for the wife to pick it up.

	“Hello!” said Lidia.

	After a few minutes, the woman paled as she looked at her husband, astonished.

	“How didn’t she get to call?!” Lidia answered, almost screaming.

	Rodolfo spent the afternoon making several calls, and for that reason his sister-in-law was unable to make contact.

	“My God!”

	“Lidia, what is going on?” demanded the husband.

	“We are going there now!” replied the woman and, turning around to Rodolfo, explained: 

	“The weather improved, there in Angra, in the afternoon, and Cristiano went to the beach with some friends. So far they have not returned.”

	Rodolfo said nothing, leaving the office immediately to his suite so as to change clothes.

	Lidia, guessing his thoughts, yelled at the employee:

	“Eunice!” so the girl appeared, she asked her, quickly: “Tell Joseph to get the car ready. Rodolfo and I are going to Angra dos Reis, now”

	“Yes, madam” replied the young woman.

	When the couple arrived at the house in Angra, Lidia's sister Janete was desperate. 

	Rodolfo, unhappy, seemed to accuse his sister-in-law of irresponsibility.

	“But the weather is not good!” claimed Rodolfo, almost shouting. “Why did you let him go?”

	“After lunch the weather improved, Rodolfo. The two little friends came to call Cristiano and... you know how he is!”

	Janete sat down and began to cry. A few minutes passed, and the parents of the other two young men, neighbors of the beach house, arrived. 

	“And so?” asked Rodolfo with great expectation.

	“So far, nothing,” answered one of the gentlemen, whose name was Luiz. 

	“At the police station, the complaint is filed only after twenty-four hours. The rescue unit has already been notified. They are looking for them”

	The other parent, to be optimistic, recalled:

	“Our children swim well. They know how to take good care of themselves” 

	“I worry in case they did not go to the beach”

	“I am afraid of some kind of revenge, kidnapping or other crime” said Rodolfo. 

	The women went to another room and there they talked.

	The night was long, and the hours seemed not to pass.

	The three families remained together, and even while trying to keep up appearances, the anxiety of waiting was explicit.

	The first glimpses of the morning came slowly, and it was under those lights that the parents decided to go out in search of the boys.

	Around lunchtime, the bodies of Cristiano and his friends were found in a place known as 'beach point'. 

	Lidia cried and screamed in despair, wanting to not believe in what was happening. She got sick and had to be helped.

	Rodolfo, in spite of the pain, had to take the necessary measures and called the father to help him.

	After returning to Rio, Lidia needed medical attention again. She had to be medicated with sedatives to avoid crises.

	The mother, always loving and present, did not accompany her son's burial.

	One day later...

	Rodolfo was incredulous, but did not manifest the pains of his feelings. 

	Taking refuge in the office of the magnificent mansion, he refused all food offered by the employees, who were not free to insist.

	His heart was broken. The father who did everything for his children now felt powerless; he could do nothing. Cristiano, at the age of seventeen, was dead, and Rodolfo's dreams, and the beautiful plans for his son, were transformed into disappointment in the middle of that nightmare.

	Lidia, in turn, did not leave the room. Few were the minutes when her crying offered any respite.

	Fernando and Kassia, spent all their time sheltered by the mother.

	The poor woman felt that a piece of her heart was missing, and what was left was covered by a mist of infinite pain, sadness and despair. It was not easy for this mother to contain herself.

	Mr. Horacio, although he felt very heartbroken, was not looking for the son or daughter-in-law. He believed that if they were all at home, they were all fine.

	When it began to get dark, Rodolfo went to the room where his wife and children were.

	Kassia decided to take a shower and went out. Fernando, with bloodshot eyes, hugged his mother, dissident with everything.

	Sitting next to his wife, Rodolfo fixed her hair and with a soft voice said:

	“Lidia, you need to eat”

	She did not answer and sought to hide the tearful look.

	“Come on, Mom, let's get out of this room”

	“No...,” she whispered in a hoarse voice. I want to stay here.

	Fernando kissed her and stood up when he saw that his parents needed to be left alone. 

	When Rodolfo saw the door of the room was closed, he hugged his wife, and both of them, without any comment about the tragedy that invaded their lives, cried together for a long time.

	Not knowing that Rodolfo and Lidia did not want to receive visitors and that they had informed the employees to communicate that no one was at home, the next afternoon Regina went to pay a visit to present her condolences to the family.

	Upon learning of the presence of his friend, Fernando believed that she would be a good company for his mother.

	“Let her in, Eunice. Please,” asked the young man.

	Regina, shyly, after being received by Fernando, entered Lidia's luxurious suite after gently knocking on the door.

	Upon seeing her, Lidia began to cry.

	Despite having seen her only once, the woman felt a special affection, an affinity and a lot of confidence for the young woman, without any explanation.

	Hugging her son's friend, who then sat on the bed, the woman came to despair when she said:

	“My son! God took my son from me! Why?”

	“Calm down, Mrs. Lidia,” asked the girl in a gentle voice.

	“Oh, God! Why?” continued the heartbroken mother, as her voice was choked by compulsive sobs.

	“I know this is a difficult time. How can I help you not to cry? But try to control yourself a little, for your own good” 

	“Regina!” exclaimed the woman with the frightened, red eyes. “I felt it! I felt that a tragedy was going to happen. No one believed me. Rodolfo did not believe it. If I could have talked to him... God! Why did you kill my son?” 

	“Mrs. Lidia, God did not kill your son. Do not think like that” advised the young woman in a soft voice.

	Looking into her eyes, with tears running down her cheeks, the mother in despair asked:

	“And to think what? My son is no longer here”. Lidia faced her, waiting for an answer. 

	“He is in your heart, Mrs. Lidia. It is a painful separation, but your son did not die. Think that he is with God, and you two are not separated”

	Looking away, the woman did not even seem to hear.

	“What words can comfort a mother facing such a sad and abrupt separation?” 

	Hugging the young lady, Regina wrapped her in a gentle sway as she made a silent prayer to God, begging for His blessings and an involvement that could soothe that woman.

	Minutes passed, and Lidia was a little calmer. An employee served tea for both of them, and Regina tried to convince her to eat:

	“You need to be strong, Mrs. Lidia. You have two more children who need your strength, your attention. Eat a little so you do not get weak. Think about them”

	Convinced by the young woman, Lidia accepted the suggestion and asked:

	“How do I think about that son who left?”

	“Think of him as if he were traveling. Believe that he is well, that he is happy with that trip”

	“I will never see him again”

	“Of course, you will. I have heard that God does not separate those who love each other. Maybe in your dreams he will visit you, even if you do not remember. One of these days you will wake up and feel better, something like a relief. There you will know that he is well. Know that we all will meet after this life. Now, it is time for you to have faith. Pray to God for His protection”

	In a relief, Lidia revealed: 

	“I cannot talk about religion or faith with my husband. He does not accept it”

	“Why?”

	“I married him knowing it would be a forbidden subject. Rodolfo is an excellent husband, a magnificent father. I have everything but the right to try to convince him of any belief. I never thought it would make such a difference”

	“It is not important. Pray when you are alone. Ask God to give you strength, to wrap you in blessings of peace, love and trust”

	“Darling, I think my world is over”

	“No! Do not say that. By giving up you will not have what to offer about moral and spiritual values to your children”

	The arrival of Kassia interrupted the conversation, as well as Lidia's relief.

	The young woman greeted Regina and then hugged her mother, holding on to her.

	After a few minutes, Regina realized that she had already exceeded the time limit and should leave.

	Lidia's daughter accompanied her to the stairway, as Fernando, who was waiting in the room, said:

	“Are you leaving already?”

	“Yes, it is late,” replied the friend as she went down to the living room. 

	“Did you see how my mom is? Jeez, she had never let her go like that!”

	“With good reason, Fernando. The loss of a child, especially in such abrupt circumstances, can only drive a mother to despair.”

	“She just cries” 

	“How can I help her stop crying?”

	“Did you talk to her?”

	“A little bit. It is still too early for her to accept anything. At the moment, she is not in a position to understand. She has to go through this period of mourning, and when she is calmer, it will be easier to talk to her”

	Fernando, in turn, said:

	“I like your philosophy, so if you don't mind, I would like you to talk to my mom some other times” 

	“Sure, it will be possible. Well, now I need to go”. The friend immediately offered: “My car is in the office, and I am not in an emotional state to drive, but I insist on accompanying you to your house. I am going to ask Jose to take us”

	“No. It is not necessary” 

	“I insist! Besides, I would like to take a look around the accident location to see if I can find that little dog”

	Fernando left Regina alone in the room while he went to get the car.

	In a few seconds, Rodolfo left his office and was surprised to see that pretty young woman in the center of the living room.

	“Good afternoon!” greeted the homeowner. Surprised, Regina returned the greeting, extending her hand.

	“Good afternoon” she said, smiling in moderation. And then she introduced herself:

	 “My name is Regina; I am a friend from Fernando's college”

	Giving her a half smile, Rodolfo introduced himself:

	“Pleased to meet you. I have heard about you and your brother. I am Rodolfo, Fernando's father” 

	With a humble expression, the young woman greeted him:

	“My condolences, sir”. Looking away, the man was grateful:

	“Thank you so much” 

	In order not to continue with the matter, he asked: 

	“Does my son know that you are here? Did someone tell him?”

	“Yes, sir. In fact, I have already paid a visit to Mrs. Lidia and I am on my way out. I am just waiting for Fernando.”

	“So, please sit down!” 

	“Thank you, but I intended to leave right now”

	Regina presented herself as polite, friendly and pleasant.

	She did not take her pretty black eyes off the man who looked sad, even though she did not have much to say at the moment.

	The minutes passed and Fernando began to delay, according to the opinion of the young woman who was beginning to worry.

	To his relief, the boy showed up, saying:

	“Let's go?”

	Upon seeing the father, he told him:

	“I am taking Regina home, okay?”

	“Fine” 

	The young woman said goodbye to her friend's father, and they both left.

	Rodolfo went upstairs to see how Lidia was and, upon entering the room, after sitting down on the bed and kissing the woman and the daughter, the young woman asked defiantly:

	“Dad, are we going to have a mass for Chris?” Lidia was surprised and afraid of her husband's reaction. With avid eyes, expressing great expectation waiting for an answer, Kassia stared at the figure of her father. Facing the delay, the girl insisted:

	“What do you think, Dad?” After sighing, getting up immediately, the man answered:

	“You know my opinion. I would like you to respect it.”

	As an offense, the young woman replied:

	“But, Dad, have you thought about our opinion, our desires or what we want to believe?

	“Daughter...,” murmured Lidia, almost whispering, as she put her hand on Kassia' s arm, trying to calm her down.

	Looking firmly at the wife, Rodolfo asked:

	“Are there any requests from our friends or relatives?”

	With her voice expressing deep feelings, Lidia forced herself to say: 

	“Today, I asked for no calls and I did not want to receive any visitors. I do not know about anyone's opinion. On the other hand, Rodolfo, I believe that this is a decision that only we should make.” After a brief pause, she considered firmly: “I was always Catholic and believed in life after death, I always prayed and believed that prayers are like food for our souls.” Tears were falling, but she continued: “I think my son needs prayers, and that is all I can give him and will give him, whether you want it or not”. In a few seconds, she concluded: “A father like you, who never denied anything to your children, you are not going to refuse a Mass now, are you?” 

	Rodolfo felt dazed. Life hit him hard, making him look through his concepts and opinions.

	With a serious countenance, he turned around and answered objectively:

	“Please, do not ask for my participation” 

	Immediately, Kassia questioned:

	“Why, Dad?”

	Looking for tenderness in the voice, the man answered:

	“Daughter, now is not a good time to talk about that. I can tell you the reason for my opinion about it, but some other time, okay?”

	Kassia was upset, but agreed with the father nodding her head.

	* * *

	While incarnated people tried to overcome the tragic event, in spirituality, far from there, the spirit of Christian was wrapped by loving and higher entities, able to protect and keep him in a state similar to sleep, so that he did not feel the sudden change of plane, suffering with a very strong disturbance state.

	He was calm, serene, and until then, he did not receive the pitiful vibrations of his loved ones. 

	 


 

	 

	4.
A HOME FOR “BOLIÑA”

	 

	 

	At Regina's house, Mrs. Gloria, her mother, insisted that Fernando come in for a little chat.

	Lovingly hugging the boy, the loving mother said, after making him sit down:

	“Oh, my son, I heard. I am so sorry...”

	Seeing the boy's eyes filled with tears, with humble simplicity she pulled him back, laying his head on her shoulder.

	“Come here, son” 

	Seeing his crying, sensing that he was embarrassed, the woman signaled to Regina asking to be alone with the young man.

	“Everything is fine, Mrs. Gloria,” said Fernando as he wiped his face with his hands, “It is just that everything is very recent”

	“I know, son. Tell me, and your mom, how is she?”

	“She looks like she aged twenty years in two days”

	“With good reason. I have never lost a child, but I think I would go crazy. Even knowing that life does not end when we die.”

	Facing the lady, Fernando asked:

	“Is that so, Mrs. Gloria? We don't have religion; my father does not like it. I do not know anything about life after death”

	“You are a young man with so many studies, you must believe in God, right?”

	“Yes, I believe in God. Today, scientists themselves believe in the beginning of everything, in the Big Bang, in the beginning of creation and that 'Something' gave birth to life. That is in general terms God, the action of God.”

	“I do not understand science or know how to say difficult names,” said Mrs. Gloria, smiling softly, “I am an ignorant woman, I understand that we were created, and that creator is God. So, I believe that such a powerful Creator has to be present in everything, to have wisdom and justice, love and goodness. We cannot believe that God is cruel, vengeful and unfair” 

	Interrupting her with politeness, Fernando asked:

	“But why does God allow a young man so perfect, so healthy, to die so suddenly? Why such a waste? In the world there are so many people suffering, even asking for death”

	She smiled, took a deep breath and explained:

	“Fernando, we cannot believe that this is our only existence on Earth. If we lived only one life here, we would not be able to evolve.”

	“How so?” 

	“Let me see how I can explain this. Ah! Look: If we were born, lived and only in this life and during this existence we were bad, wicked and in old age we died, is it fair that our Creator should finish with us and destroy us? Or would it be just for Him to leave us burning in the fire of hell? Or, even perhaps, to send us to a paradise, to a very good place?”

	“Well, I think that, if we were very wicked, I think God would assign us a suffering, perhaps in hell”

	“But, we must agree that God is full of goodness and justice, right?”

	“Yes” agreed the young man.

	“So, how could He admit that a child would suffer eternally in hell?”

	 “But, God cannot leave that wicked creature unpunished. That would be unfair to those who acted in a right, peaceful way.”

	“But what if that person who was evil did not have the opportunity to know what good was, could not know God, could not learn to respect his fellow men, and committed many crimes out of ignorance; does that person deserve to suffer in hellfire eternally? Does that seem fair to you?”

	“There is no way for that person to rescue, or rather, correct what they did wrong. What has already been done cannot be changed”

	“Yes, son, it can be corrected”

	Fernando faced her seriously and, faced with the delay, asked:

	“Being born again. Reincarnating”

	“But is that possible, Mrs. Gloria?”

	“It was the only way God found to be fair and show His mercy, not letting us suffer eternally”

	“I know a little about religions. I read something in encyclopedias just to get a basis. My grandmother, now deceased, read excerpts from the New Testament, words of Jesus, which taught us to cultivate goodness and practice charity. In my opinion, Jesus was one of those creatures who already passed through the Earth and I do not remember him talking about being born again. I believe in Jesus”

	Patiently, Mrs. Gloria got up with difficulty, walked slowly to a bookshelf and grabbed a Bible.

	After grabbing his glasses, which were in his apron pocket, the generous lady sat down again next to the young man, saying:

	“Let's see...,” she mumbled, as she flipped through some pages. As she searched, she explained: “You know, son, I am not against any religion, but I understand that some have no explanations for passages in the Gospel of Jesus, that is why they almost never talk about them, or, when they do, the explanations are not scientific. Let's see... Here it is: John, Chapter 3, verse 1. A man named Nicodemus went to talk to Jesus and told him that no one could do what he was doing if God did not allow it, to which Jesus answered: 'No one can see the kingdom of God unless he is born again'. So, Nicodemus asked: 'How can a man be born when he is old? Surely he cannot enter a second time into his mother's womb to be born?'. So, Jesus answered: 'No one can enter the kingdom of God unless he is born of water and the Spirit. Flesh gives birth to flesh, but the Spirit gives birth to spirit. You should not be surprised at my saying; you must be born again'” 

	“But, wasn't Jesus referring to baptism? If the person was baptized, would he be reborn?” 

	Slowly, taking off her glasses and looking at Fernando with kindness, Mrs. Gloria explained:

	“Son, if we take an old man, who has done much evil, and baptize him, and after he dies, that man had no time to do any evil or good things, much less correct what he did wrong. Will God forgive him because of the baptism? Will God send him into His kingdom, to a good place, just because he was baptized, even though he did not correct what he did wrong? Would it not be unfair to another man, who was also evil, but who knew no religion to baptize him for lack of opportunity, if he went to hell?”

	Young Fernando smiled and answered:

	“Now you got me. What did Jesus mean by 'No one can enter the kingdom of God unless he is born of water and the Spirit'?”

	“Remember that water is what feeds all living matter” 

	“Yes, there is no life without water. Life begins in water. The embryo, the fetus, needs water until it is formed,” he completed.

	“So, Jesus meant that to see the kingdom of God it is necessary for man to be reborn with his body, that is, he has to return to material life with a new body and spirit. That is reincarnation. That is why He said: 'Flesh gives birth to flesh, but the Spirit gives birth to spirit'. We have a body of flesh, which we must take good care of according to what we eat, drink and do with it; and a spirit which we care for with our acts, words and thoughts, with our good morals. The spirit lives without the body when we are disembodied, but the body of flesh has no life without the spirit attached to it” 

	“And what does he mean by the 'kingdom of God?'”

	“Have you ever heard Jesus say that 'there are many dwellings in my Father's house'?” 

	“Yes”

	“This being the case, there are better worlds, without wars, without problems; however, only who is already elevated, that is, only who have already corrected all the mistakes they have made and is a creature that practices good, is fair, unselfish and does not claim for what happens, can go to those happier worlds. In Jesus' time, it was difficult for people to understand that there are better worlds in the Universe, where good always triumphs. Let's say that it was easier to understand that God lives or reigns in a good place, hence the term 'kingdom of God'”

	“Yes, I understand that, but I would like you to explain to me the words of Jesus when he says: 'No one can see the kingdom of God unless he is born again'. Why only 'he is born again'?”

	“It is that we can go to better worlds if we evolve; that is, if we do not practice evil and do only good, and in only one life we do not succeed in doing that; then we must be born again, as many times as necessary, in order to correct what we did wrong and learn to be good to others. And we only achieve this through reincarnation”

	Fernando remained pensive; he never listened to such simple and logical concepts. However, he insisted again: 

	 “So wouldn't we go to hell if we did not have any religion?”

	The nice lady laughed moderately and gladly, answering:

	“No, son. We can, after disembodied, we remain in a state of embarrassment, in which our conscience is confused by the sudden change. The more information we have about the spiritual world and, above all, the more faith we have in God, in His protection, the kinder we have been, the faster we come out of that state of distress”

	“Why did my brother die? Did he, in another life, drown someone and so now he had to die by drowning?” asked Fernando with a pious look, as if imploring an explanation. 

	The kind lady, took him by the hand, placed it between her hands and, patting them slowly, explained: 

	“We cannot believe that 'an eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth' story. What if your brother drowned because of an act of charity? We would be misjudging him, wouldn't we? Suddenly, he may have tried to help a friend who was in danger and put his own life at risk and, by force of circumstance, failed because, perhaps, the friend had to go through it. Think with me: Did Jesus, elevated as he was, need to go through that humiliation and the mistreatment he went through? Of course not! I believe that, in order to bring us all those messages of elevation, He, Jesus, placed His life at risk, and, unfortunately, many could not understand it and placed Him on the cross. Jesus said: 'The wind blows where it wishes. You hear its sound, but you do not know where it comes from or where it is going. So it is with everyone born of the Spirit'”

	“What does that mean, Mrs. Gloria?” 

	“It means that no one knows what was or what will be in the future; such is the spirit. If our spirit was created along with our body, it would be unfair to be born defective, different, deformed, mentally weakened, don't you think so? That wind would be the spirit, and its voice is consciousness. The wind blows where it wishes, meaning that it, spirit, does what it wishes, but listens to its voice; that is, its conscience, which makes us correct what we did wrong. Meanwhile we do not know, when we are incarnated, where we came from or why we suffered, or where we are going; or, rather, what our attitudes will result in. When we are born with a problem, we are usually going through adjustment experiences, feeling what we made others suffer. When our body dies at a young age, we may be being rescued by something wrong we are doing; in that case, the disembodiment is to exempt us from more serious errors or very difficult situations. We may still be experiencing what we made others suffer. However, we cannot forget that many commit acts of courage or mercy. Jesus said: '... you do not know where it comes from or where it is going', such is the spirit. 

	“I do not know why your brother passed away, but I am sure of one thing: that event, even though it may seem tragic or even monstrous, was to help his evolution, so that it may come faster, in better and happier worlds, so 'No one can see the kingdom of God unless he is born again'”

	Fernando, attentive, looked at her, almost without blinking. The kind lady, with indescribable generosity in her voice, conveyed to him a calm, soft and high vibration that he could not describe in words; he just knew that it was very good to be wrapped. This calmed his heavy heart by the death of his brother.

	Then she continues:

	 “Son, I know that your pain at this moment is enormous and that is not my poor words and explanations that will relieve you of so much sorrow. I know that everyone believes that your brother would be much better off if he were with you now; however, the One who created everything and everyone has goodness, justice and wisdom. He knows what is best for everyone, even though our little intelligence and wisdom cannot yet understand it. God knows that it is necessary to harmonize our consciousness, because it is what claims us”

	“How do we 'harmonize our consciousness'?”

	“When we made a mistake in the past, at another time in life, it is not God who will punish us or teach us lessons for what we did. As we go through new life experiences, our consciousness recognizes that it did something wrong and needs to correct that. Disembodied, we can have a very broad awareness of what we did and it is there that we ask to experience situations in which we can harmonize, correcting our past actions. And, many times, we go through an atonement, when we refuse to do what is right”

	“Atonement?” interrupted Fernando, politely.

	“Penance. We can ask to experience a penance, suffering the consequences of what we did to others, or, if we were persevering in the good and a little evolved, we can ask for conditions to harmonize ourselves, correcting past mistakes without suffering”

	Faced with this new pause, the young man thought and then revealed: 

	“My father says that we suffer in life for lack of good spirit and perseverance”

	“I will not take away the reason,” the woman affirmed. “When we are born for a life experience, we have practically decreed situations to face; however, our free will, which is our free power of choice, directs us to more bitter or gentler trials, which only depend on us”

	“My father says that we live well, that we are rich, because my grandfather thought, planned and struggled to achieve his goals and so did he, because he does the same thing. What can you tell me about families who have eight, ten, twelve children and live in misery? Did God want them to be like that? Or

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
