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	Foreword

	 

	 

	Living is an adventure. Being on Earth, an opportunity for progress and learning. It is forgetting everything. Turn off the memory of the past and allow yourself to enjoy new experiences.

	Reincarnation allows us to rediscover and, sometimes, live with people with whom we interact in past lives. In other bodies, in different situations, which allow us to see them under other approaches.

	Enemies or friends, hated or loved, life unites us on the stage of the world for a reevaluation of attitudes, a new vision of events, a recycling of feelings, trying to awaken and mature our souls, forcing us to see a greater amount of reality.

	The conquest of happiness is in our hands. God created us to be happy and life seeks to show us that truth.

	Deceived by temporary forgetfulness, we go astray, mis-choosing opportunities and picking up unhappiness and pain. The world scenario portrays this mistake in the investment of values, which to many appear as being the absolute truth.

	It's time to wake up. It is time to perceive. In the arena of incarnations, we linger for a long time. It is imperative to change. The New Age is approaching and there is no time to lose. The world is ripe. New times, new conquests, greater knowledge.

	We are the owners of the world! At the touch of our renewed thoughts, everything will be transformed! Facing our divine heritage of happiness, prosperity and love, we will open the doors to greater spirituality, banishing suffering from Earth.

	The world is the way we build it! When we change our way of thinking, he will also change.

	I am happy to be able to contribute one more true story. She reveals some aspects that will be useful for us to know and will make us better understand, accept and respect the wisdom of life, which does everything to teach us the joy of living.

	Lucius

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 


CHAPTER 1

	 

	 

	 

	The field was flowery and cheerful, bathed in sunshine, caressed by the gentle breeze that gracefully swayed the green branches of the trees.

	The birds fluttered from branch to branch, searching for food, leaping through the countryside chirping joyfully, or perched on the tops of the trees, haughty, victorious, gazing at the low landscape with curious and agile little eyes.

	In the calm and bucolic horizon, everything was harmony, joy and peace. At the hacienda, despite the evening hour, activities continued routine. The maids, with their thick brass bracelets, the constant rubbing of the rubberized skirts, the white cloths around the head, came and went directing the cleaning, running their finger over the furniture to check the dust, running their eyes across the floor washed, looking to find any remaining stain.

	The effort was rewarded, because the Santa Marina hacienda was a pleasure to see the care and cleanliness reflecting the nobility of its owners. Demerval Graciano Couti ñ o, the owner of those lands, a fine young man, possessor of great fortune, will finish his studies in Paris and on his return to Sao Paulo he will marry María José, his childhood friend, daughter of rich importing merchants, with which had three children, Ana, Rosa and Adalberto.

	They resided in Itú , but they used to spend time at the hacienda, from time to time, always on the occasion of Easter, the month of June, and Christmas. Sometimes they also went during the month of September to see the beginning of spring.

	In this year she would bloom beautifully, generously, placing her beautiful colors on the trees. The iPES adorned every corner with its profusion of flowers. Everywhere there was beauty, green, light, color, abundance and peace.

	Breaking the harmonious murmur of the countryside with their natural voices, a female figure appeared. Tall, slender, brown hair gathered at the nape in a thick braid, fair skin, smooth. In nervous hands a wrinkled and wet handkerchief.

	It was María José, a contorted face, red eyes, tight lips. Without seeing the beauty of the landscape or the happy singing of the birds, or the colorful flowers, she sat under a tree and burst into tears. He sobbed painfully. Her body trembled as she clutched the tiny lace handkerchief between her nervous hands.

	It stayed that way for a long time. Then, little by little, she calmed down and the sobs stopped.

	"I need to hide it," she thought, a little distressed. He got up, ran to the creek that flowed past, and crouching down, he carefully washed his face.

	No one could perceive his disgust for misery. He needed to control himself. He stretched out on the soft grass, trying to relax his face. His young and pretty face gradually changed. María José was 25 years old and married for 10 years.

	Demerval , despite his discreet temperament, always a prisoner of conventions, was not bad. He jealously fulfilled his functions as head of the family, father and husband. Extremely conservative, he was a supporter of organization and method. That is why, at home, everything was planned and routine was sacred. There was a day and time for everything. He hated any situation that would alter his habits and customs.

	Knowing his way of being, anyone, after a certain time of living together, could know exactly every day, every hour and minute what was happening at Demerval's house , what he was doing, etc.

	The children, from the earliest age, were used to this routine. Guarded and led by the maids and pages, they could never do what they wanted and until the time for leisure and games they had to obey the previously established program.

	María José got up. He couldn't be late for snack. Demerval would have finished his siesta by now and she couldn't be absent from the coffee with fried donuts or cassava flour cake that he wouldn't leave.

	He hastened his pace. His flushed face was a mask. He was calm and peaceful. Looking at her, no one would imagine the scene moments before.

	Demerval hated complaining and grumpiness. He wanted everyone to be happy and happy around him. Everything had to be wonderful, especially at the hacienda during family vacations.

	For this reason, both the servants and his wife and even the children, always fixed their physiognomy when approaching him, because they were afraid of displeasing him, commonly converted into severe and drastic punishment.

	With rapid steps, María José climbed the steps of the stairs where the maid was waiting anxiously for her.

	- Siñá , he already got up and the snack is ready. Hurry!

	María José hastened more. In a few seconds he entered the living room where the table is already set and ready.

	"It's unpleasant not to find you here at the usual time," he observed, in a slightly disappointed tone.

	- Excuse me. The afternoon was so beautiful that I went for my usual walk and miscalculated the time it takes me to return. It will not happen again.

	- Sure, dear. I accept your apology.

	They will sit around the table. Children in silence. They could only respond if a question was addressed to them. Drink their milk, eat their rocks quietly. Ana, 9, Rosa, 8, and Adalberto, 7 years old. The excited father, excited eyes, watched the family scene fondly.

	His familiar was the finest and most educated in the whole court. He was proud of her. He will organize it with his effort, his points of view, his way of being.

	- It's a beautiful afternoon. This place really is wonderful. There is no such beautiful landscape in these places as ours.

	- Colonel José Bento's lands are also very beautiful.

	He frowned with an air of distaste.

	- I do not deny that it has a good spring and a small waterfall. But those lands, I believe they were ours. His great-great-great , using a maneuver, took them from my great-grandfather and to this day I have not forgotten that demand; If I insist , I will still have it reopened. Those lands are ours. They took over our lands.

	- Colonel José Bento is not to blame. He wasn't even born at that time.

	- It belongs to the family. Also, he knows that I am not to fight. I already decided to buy that land, but he does not sell it. Buy what was ours… Don't you think I'm too good?

	- Clear. You are always generous. Always it was.

	- So - he agreed, satisfied - if their lands are good it is because they were ours, it is because this farm is the best in the world!

	María José lowered her eyes as she said:

	- He's right, as always.

	With a gesture, he returned:

	- We are on time, take the children. They already ate enough. You can leave now.

	As they walked away, he observed:

	- What a nice family we have! How gentle they are! But now I'm seeing, you didn't eat anything. She is sick?

	- No. It's just that I'm afraid of eating too much. I don't like sweets at this time.

	He stared at her:

	- Take care of your health. If it's not okay, I give it a few tablespoons of castor oil. You know how well you do.

	She smiled cheerfully:

	- I'm fine. I'm even going to eat a little so he doesn't think I'm sick.

	María José had a cup of coffee and ate two donuts.

	"That's better," he added. You know I care about your health. Now let's read.

	- Let's go to the reading - she returned, with feigned joy.

	Demerval made himself comfortable in a comfortable armchair and María José, taking a bound volume from the shelf, sat on another beside him, handing it to him. He returned satisfied.

	- As I always say, not because of the fact that we are in the field that we are going to deprive ourselves of culture.

	- I concur. But today we could read something in Portuguese...

	- And deprive me of those magnificent verses? Also, we must keep our French.

	- Just today! I would like something in our language.

	- We program this book and it will be. It even seems that I don't know how to choose our readings!

	"Okay," she sighed, satisfied.

	While he read the monotonous verses in French, María José, distant thought, gave wings to the imagination. She was sick of that routine, of being forced to do this or that, of always having to obey like a doll whatever the gentle tyrant of her house determined.

	He felt like a bird of prey in the cage struggling in its narrow walls in a constant attempt to escape, hurting his wings uselessly from the inflexible obstacles. If only the future opened up a perspective for him! If only I could get out of all this and breathe a little freedom! How would it be nice to be able to do whatever comes to mind, without having to give an account to anyone. Sleep when you feel like it, eat when you feel hungry. Go out without destination or routines, meet happy and interesting people, in short, change.

	How Zeri to good if it happened something different. It irritated her to know that precisely at 5:30 p.m. Demerval would close the book saying:

	For today enough. It was an excellent choice. These verses are excellent, don't you think?

	He would say yes. Afterwards he went up to the balcony to wander the eyes of the landscape and to wait for the dinner that would undoubtedly be served at 18:30. Má s afternoon in the living room, the not ñ you would be placed before him and ask them how they spent the day. They were allowed to tell, politely and without outbursts, the games, the classes, what they had learned. That until 20:00 when they were collected to sleep.

	On Tuesdays, Thursdays and Saturdays they played the piano. Demerval chose the scores and María José executed them, he accompanied on the violin.

	María José particularly hated those evenings. He appreciated music; However, Demerval had a different taste than hers and always chose pieces in which his violin could stand out. The young lady did not know if she hated them for not liking the violin or because her husband was not a good instrumentalist.

	For an hour she felt bored and even spiteful. His anguish continued even after Demerval had ended the concert.

	They were collected at 9:00 p.m. to sleep. On Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays, they chatted in the living room and Demerval recounted all the details of life in Paris, claiming not to be selfish and wanting his wife to share his knowledge, even without ever having been to Europe.

	María José knew all the cases, the minutiae, and could even describe Paris as if she had been there. I couldn't bear to hear the same story all the time. How long would he endure this state of affairs? He felt bad, but he didn't have the courage to react.

	- I'm wrong - she thought afflicted -, I have everything a woman needs. Money, protection, wonderful children, everything. I don't know what is happening, why am I that way. She should thank God for having a husband like him. A good man, who loves family, who lives for us and treats me kindly. I am the one who is wrong. I need to appreciate what he likes. Be polite and fine like him.

	It was useless. Emotions welled up in her heart and she found herself unintentionally hating her husband several times. At that moment, while he was reading absorbed, wrapped in the sound of his French, trying to place the appropriate intonations, María José felt the impulse to throw herself at him, to tear the book from his hands and make it to pieces. He tried to control himself.

	- I'm going crazy - she thought scared. He closed his eyes trying to flee the scene.

	Demerval watched her, interrupting the reading, and inquired:

	- What's happening? Are you not appreciating my reading?

	The young lady still tried to control herself, but could not. She screamed desperately:

	- No, I do not like. I hate it! I hate it! I hate it!

	He paled. María José in front of him, pale, face contracted, eyes of fire, she did not seem like his sweet wife. Offended, Demerval got up; addressing her, he became irritated:

	- What is he saying? Did he go crazy?

	Seeing the apoplectic physiognomy of the husband, scared with what he had done, everything was confused in her head and she fainted.

	Demerval was scared. He lifted the wife into his arms and carried her to the bed. He took off her shoes, loosened her clothes, and tried to wake her up by patting her face.

	Seeing that he could not wake her, he called his maid and asked for the salts.

	- Poor siñá - she lamented, distressed. He had already witnessed many moments of depression from his mistress.

	- What will it be? - He turned, concerned, bringing the salts closer to his wife's nose.

	All useless. María José continued to faint, her face downcast, pale. If it weren't for the pounding of her heart, she might be considered dead.

	- OMG! - he groaned - What a disgrace! What would have happened to him?

	The maid looked sad, not saying anything. He had learned to see and be silent all his life. He rubbed his siñá's hands hard, trying to warm them. Ca s i did not dare to suggest measures, he knew that his master not abide. Even so, he risked:

	- The siñá's hands are cold. A bag of hot water can help.

	- I think so. I already saw doctors do that. Go search. Hurry up

	The black woman ran away. His master must be very scared to have accepted his opinion. A sack of hot water will be placed on your hands and another near your feet. Little by little, the color began to return to María José's face.

	With effort he opened his eyes. Seeing her husband's face bent over her anxiously, she reminded herself of what had happened. A wave of remorse washed over her. He was a good man. Why did she attack him? Why couldn't he accept her way of being? She was the culprit!

	He closed his eyes that seemed heavy as lead.

	- And now? - He thought - How to explain his attitude? How?

	- María José , wake up. Don't go to sleep again. Wake up

	With a weak voice young ñ ora asked:

	- What happened?

	- That's what I'm asking you - he said seriously - What happened?

	- I don't know... I don't remember... You were reading a nice verse, that's what I remember. Then I don't know anything else... I woke up here.

	He was not satisfied.

	- You don't remember what you did? You yelled at me. Said he hated, that was the term, that he hated my reading. I want to know why.

	- I said that? She murmured in a weary voice. I do not remember. I do not think so.

	He straightened up.

	- Are you calling me a liar?

	"No," she moaned in distress. I'm just saying that I don't remember anything. Why would he have said those words?

	He looked at her between distrust and disgust. But the face of María José , very dejected, worried him. He decided not to insist. She would find a doctor to treat her.

	Some time ago I had been noticing that the wife was not the same. Although she did not complain, she was without appetite, distracted and even a little nervous. Surely a good doctor would solve everything.

	- All right, let's forget that matter. You need rest.

	She sighed in relief. Less evil that he did not insist. María José , despite her husband's docility, was not reassured. He feared for his future. He felt weak and unable to accompany him. Deep depression brought her down even more.

	What was the use of wanting to explain to him if he wouldn't understand? It would be much worse to tell him the truth. Demerval would never accept that she disagreed with his views. He would be offended, irritated. It would confuse your feelings.

	For him, love was obedience, it was not having another will but his, it was doing what he considered right. But alas, no matter how hard she tried, she couldn't like the things he liked. She loved her husband, despite having married out of obedience to her parents. The graceful figure of Demerval , whom she had known since childhood, his kindness, his attentions, and his social position had impressed her favorably. She had learned to love him. Yet she hated the French verses, the obligatory routine , their intransigence, and lately, even his calm, his delicacy irritated her. A deep sense of guilt washed over her. It was considered light, ungrateful, wicked.

	What other woman wouldn't be happy with a family like hers? What other woman wouldn't thank God for having a husband like hers?

	No use trying to convince yourself. The boredom , sadness, emptiness, irritability, detracted calm and joy of living. He closed his eyes pretending to sleep. In his heart, depression, fear, anguish clothed his future with unhappiness and sadness. He allowed himself to be enveloped by deep dejection.

	She remained in her bed the rest of the afternoon, eyes closed, pale, without the strength to get up.

	Even preoccupied with the wife, Demerval did not alter the family's customs. He went through the routine religiously. Seeing that the wife could not get up, he had dinner with the children, talked with them and fulfilled his hour of music destroying the violin as always.

	María José did not touch the food that was brought to her. With an effort he drank the broth that the maid offered him insistently.

	Despite her depression, deep down, a part of María José felt happy that she had somehow escaped from the usual routine. She had managed to stay out of the unpleasant evening and the oppressive presence of her husband.

	María José did not understand why she felt that irritation and his presence made her uncomfortable.

	At the usual time, Demerval got ready to sleep.

	- It's better? - He inquired with some concern. His wife was not prone to fainting and fluttering. Was she really sick? On the other hand, he did not believe in nervous problems. Illnesses were always physical. So if his wife was sick, there should be a physical deficiency. If there were not, then everything was just a trick or a pretense. I would take time to verify. In case she was not better the next day, he would send for Dr. Amarante, a former family doctor, to examine her.

	María José opened her eyes and tried to smile.

	"Yes, I am," he replied.

	- Well, it doesn't look like it. He did not get up or eat dinner.

	- I'm not hungry. I feel very weak. I tried to get up, but I get dizzy.

	Demerval placed his right hand on his forehead.

	- He has no fever. Did you eat anything outside of meal times?

	"No," she replied.

	- It may be a digestive problem. If you are not hungry, it can only be that.

	María José tried to talk.

	- I do not know what it is. I feel sad as if I was going to die.

	He cut her off with a firm voice:

	- Stop talking nonsense. Don't come with fantasies. Tomorrow I will call Dr. Amarante. He will surely give you a remedy and you will be fine. Have the intestines worked?

	- Yes, even more - she replied, terrified. I knew where he wanted to go.

	- It's just a good spoonful of castor oil and holy remedy.

	- Please - she moaned - it's not my case. Today I already went several times.

	Demerval looked at her indecisively.

	- You know I want to take care of your health.

	"I know and I appreciate it," she replied. I am nauseous.

	- One more reason to take the purgative. It will surely relieve you.

	Anything served pleas, protests wife. Demerval took the detestable remedy and, placing it in a spoon, brought it to the lips of María José.

	"Drink," he ordered in a firm voice.

	She breathed deeply and tried to obey, however, before the obnoxious smell, nausea shook the frail body of the young woman ñ prays and suddenly she felt a wave of rebellion that failed to dominate. She clenched her teeth and gave a violent shove to the husband who, surprised, was left without action.

	- I don't want to, you understand? I don't take it. Get out of here. Leave me alone.

	María José's face will transform. They didn't seem the same person. His eyes sparked and glowed spitefully.

	" María José , I order you," he shouted, trying to overcome his surprise.

	Hearing it, she jumped out of bed, seeming to have lost her mind. Her entire body trembled as she screamed madly:

	- I hate it! I hate it! I am going to free myself from his dominion, from this slavery. Enough! Enough! If he reacts, I kill him with my bare hands!

	As he tried to get closer, she began to grab the objects within her reach and throw them at her husband.

	- María José went crazy - he thought, terrified. He found no other recourse, and hurried out, closing the door on the outside.

	He leaned against it, pale, tremulous, not knowing what to do, listening to the woman inside throwing everything she could against the door.

	The servants will run scared and the children will wake up. The house was transformed into a pandemonium, where no one knew what to do.

	Demerval , in despair, returned to the afflicted servants:

	- The siñá went crazy! What a tragedy, my God!

	Everyone was crying in the confusion.

	- I locked her inside the room - he continued -, let's wait to see if she calms down.

	They still heard his voice screaming and laughing:

	- I am free! I am free!

	When the doctor arrived and managed to enter, she was in the middle of the ruins of the room, dressed in colorful clothes, full of jewels, a flower in her loose hair and she was laughing happily.

	The Dr. Amarante wanted to go alone. Those cases of insanity were dangerous. Demerval , pale, sad, scared, waited outside.

	"Doña María José, " the doctor inquired, seeing her calm. I came to help you. Trust me.

	She looked at him indifferently.

	- I am his friend. I'm going to heal her.

	- I am happy - answered the girl ñ ora - I'm free. I will do what I want.

	"Without a doubt," he agreed, conciliatory. Won't you sit down?

	"No," she said. I just do what I want. You don't order me.

	- Of course not. It's that sitting down we can talk better.

	- What do you want to talk about?

	- You are sick. I want to help her.

	- I'm fine.

	- I'm going to give you a remedy.

	She was enraged.

	- If he gets close, I'll kill him. I don't take anything, I already told you.

	"Okay," he said. In that case, I will not insist. Don't you want to go to bed?

	- I'm not well. Now get out of here. I don't like his face. Leave me alone.

	The doctor came out. Apprehension was on his face.

	- And then, doctor? Demerval asked anxiously.

	The doctor shook his head.

	- It's bad. We need to get her out of that crisis.

	- Crisis!

	- His wife had a madness crisis. I cannot say how far this state will lead her. I don't want to fool you. It can be mild - and in that case, with treatments and certain cares she will improve - as it can get worse and never return to normal. You never know. We have to fight and wait.

	Demerval was devastated.

	- In that case, doctor, what to do?

	- Has your wife ever had a nervous breakdown?

	- Never. She was always kind, sane. We have been married for ten years. I never saw him say a harsh word.

	- Have you noticed any changes in your behavior in recent times?

	- Yes. She was without appetite and a little weak. Only yesterday did he behave strangely.

	- Tell me how it all started.

	Demerval related what he knew.

	- It may be a temporary crisis.

	- I don't think so - Demerval returned - she was always a calm, sane and balanced person. She is not a complaining or nervous woman.

	- I have known Doña María José for a long time, does it matter if she answers some questions?

	"I'm at your service," he agreed, half reluctantly. She hated having her privacy invaded.

	"Let's go to a quiet place," said the doctor. Zefa can enter the room without fear. She is quiet.

	"Let's see," Demerval returned , concerned. Zefa , come in and see if she's okay.

	The black woman, with her eyes full of tears, obeyed immediately. Poor siñá. She understood what was happening. He had witnessed the crises of his siñá. Seeing the shattered room, the figure of María José in front of the mirror, her hair loose as her husband hated, a flower in her hair, her face painted in carmine, the maid felt an oppression in her heart.

	- Siñá - she called, affectionate.

	She didn't seem to hear. The black woman, a little younger than her siñá , adored her. He approached the young woman and repeated.

	- Yes , I'm here. You don't need to be afraid. I know what happens with your mercé. No vó Can Count for anyone. I think you're right. I want to help her. Come with me. Come on rest.

	She looked at her and smiled.

	"I'm free," she became obsessed. I am happy.

	- I already know it. Stay with me. If your mercé breaks more things, the doctor takes her away. Calma I vó help. Give me your hand.

	He looked into her eyes with a lot of love. María José extended her hand. Zefa took it and continuing to look into her eyes, began to pray. María José tried to remove her hand, but the black woman firmly assured her.

	"Go away," he said in a firm voice. Our Lord is punished if he does not leave her alone. It goes in the name of God.

	The black woman prayed aloud. A violent tremor shook the fragile body of María José and she would have fallen if Zafa had not protected her. He placed her on the bed, always praying. The young woman was crying convulsively.

	- Calm down, yes. Now everything is fine. Stay calm. He did not vá Spend ná. Trust God.

	Little by little, her face calmed down and her crying passed. Finally, he fell silent. The black woman continued to pray, confidently.

	María José opened her eyes like someone trying to remember something.

	- Everything's fine, yeah. I this here.

	She looked at her even without seeming to understand what was happening. At last he murmured in a weak voice:

	- Zefa !

	- It's me, yeah. Everything is fine.

	- What happened?

	- Your mercé was not well. Now he is better.

	- I am weak and it seems that I am empty inside.

	- That happen. Your mercé not eat anythin from ayé. He spent a lot of strength.

	- I'm hungry.

	- That is good. Vó mandá BRINGS latte and cake calientit or the sina like so much.

	- Yes. I need to get up. What time is it?

	- It's after ten.

	- Holy God! And Demerval ? I don't remember having coffee with him.

	It was there that he tried to get up. Seeing the confusion in the room, she asked scared:

	- OMG! What happened? What happened?

	The black woman was apprehensive.

	"I want the truth," demanded María José , holding the black woman's hands tightly.

	- It was the siñá. He had a nervous breakdown.

	- I?

	- Yes. Don't you remember?

	- No. I don't remember.

	- Well it was. He broke tó. Threw tó over the gentleman.

	- So?

	-Yes.

	- And the?

	- He was scared. Sent search for to the Dr. Amarante and he is now back in his office talking.

	"I'm scared," she returned scared. Am I freaking out?

	The black woman shrugged.

	- The sina not tá crazy. She is nervous, she ca n't stand it, but she obeys her husband and is possessed of spirit. Was that.

	- Spirits? I don't believe in those stories, in those manias of his.

	- It's true, yes. Your mercy only got better after I prayed and asked my saint for help. Only then did he leave.

	The young woman was scared.

	- Do you think they can come back?

	- You have to pray a lot. God is great.

	María José was on the roof.

	- And now Zefa , what to do? How to face Demerval ? He won't believe it.

	The black woman shook her head in concern.

	- It's true , the gentleman is not going to believe. We went, do our prayers. If your mercé does not improve, the gifted takes your mercé to the hospice.

	Maria Jose grabbed the s hands black with force.

	- I'm scared!

	- Calm. Seeing that your mercé is fine, he will leave. Must tomá careful with these crises. It Vamo to sees if it does not happen again.

	- How to avoid it? I did not even perceive how it happened. My God, how am I going to live from here on?

	- Good. Very well. Have faith. My saint will help. Siñá ten that I learned to rezá : when she felt nervous, she called Nagó. He is powerful, he takes danger out of his way.

	- Who is he?

	- He is my holy guide. He is very good and has helped me a lot. It was he who made the girl feel good again.

	- Ah! My God, how am I going to do now?

	- It's easy, yeah. Your mercé doesn't remember anything. It's just saying that. I think the young man is going to be happy to know that he is well. He was very scared. Don't say anything besides that. There is the gifted, that he gives the explanation. Doctors always find one and the siñá does not know of anything.

	- Yes. I really don't remember. I do not know what happened. So I don't have to explain anything. Look at this room, what a horror!

	- I'll get what comé , I after test arranged tó.

	- Do not leave the room that I have or fear. They may come back!

	- Vó called Juana. Quiet. I am not leaving here.

	The black woman rang the bell and then the slave entered. I was a bit scared.

	- Go look for very warm milk and some donuts for the siñá. Very fast. She is better now.

	Juana left quickly. While they waited for the maid, Zefa was putting the room in order.

	Demerval and Dr. Amarante were chatting in the office. Demerval , apprehensive, was depressed, worried. The doctor said:

	- You say that she leads a quiet, peaceful life. However, if she began to lose her appetite, get dejected, there must be some problem.

	- There isn't, doctor. We live very well. She has been obedient, docile, a good mother, a good wife. I have taken care of our house, done everything so that our life is always happy.

	The doctor shook his head thoughtfully.

	- I already know it. Still, she must have had a loathing. Some intimate problem that you may not know about.

	Demerval got up irritated.

	- I do not think so. María José has no secrets from me. I know his most intimate thoughts.

	The doctor was silent, thoughtful, as he slowly rolled his palm cigar. The Dr. Amarante was not a smoker, but when was concerned, he used to prepare his cigarette, tying the snuff rolling it carefully and slowly and fitfully; usually he lit it silently and then forgot it in the ashtray, off and useless.

	Despite being restless and detesting smoke like any other vice, Demerval had no choice but to wait for the doctor to finish his cigar, light it, and place it on a tray on the table. This done, he said seriously:

	- Nobody can know what goes in the heart of a woman.

	Demerval took for granted:

	- I know it. I know my wife. I can even know your thoughts.

	- Then, you must also know the reason for this crisis.

	- I have no doubt. She's sick. His brain is dysfunctional. And who should know that is you, that you are a doctor. I can't understand medicine. If I called him, it was to discover the disease, give him the remedy and cure it.

	The doctor looked at him firmly:

	- Those crazy cases are not easy. We have no means of knowing well about mental illness. What we know is that they always begin due to emotional problems that end up affecting the nerves and that is when the crisis occurs.

	Demerval answered for sure:

	- Not your case. María José was always very happy. He has no problems and, if he had a seizure, he must have some disease affecting his brain.

	- A tumor? A clot, a blockage?

	- Clear. Why not?

	- Simply because these ailments do not cause a crisis like the one that Dona María José had. They have other symptoms such as fever, unconsciousness, paralysis, affect the limbs of the motor part, blindness, etc. She doesn't have any of those symptoms.

	- it is in with sciente.

	- He left the present, but speaks and responds as if he were someone else.

	Demerval sat up, running a nervous hand through his hair.

	- Then I do not know. I'm lost!

	The doctor looked at him calmly.

	- She may improve, let's see. Are you sure she doesn't have any intimate problems?

	"I'm sure," Demerval answered stubbornly.

	- Very well. Now I'm going to see how she is.

	They will get up and go to the couple's room.

	"I want to go in alone," said the doctor.

	Demerval agreed and the Dr. opened the door, entered, closing it behind him.

	The scene had changed With the room already in order, the young lady reclining on some pillows, finished her meals with a good appetite. Seeing him, she looked at him a little scared.

	The doctor approached him and, placing a chair next to the bed, made himself comfortable:

	"I see he's better," he said delicately.

	- Yes - she answered -, now I'm fine.

	- So I see. Your husband and children are very concerned with you.

	She made a vague gesture.

	- I know, doctor. I was not to blame for what happened.

	- I'm not blaming her for anything. I just want to say that they are going to like to know that he is better.

	She smiled a little sad.

	- I'm sorry I caused so much trouble.

	- That is the least. We are happy with his recovery. Does it feel good to have a little chat?

	- I'm a bit dizzy and very tired. I feel very weak.

	- It's natural. I'm going to prescribe a good fortifier. However, the best tonic is joy.

	A deep sigh escaped from María José's chest , who said nothing more.

	- Haven't you had joys lately?

	- I need to be cheerful. I have no reason to be sad. I have the best husband in the world and an enviable family. Why should I be sad?

	- Still , you feel sad, right?

	"Yes…" she said hesitantly. I don't know what happens to me. I am nervous, anguished, I feel fear I do not know what and a lot of irritation. Doctor, am I going crazy?

	The medic took her by the hand, holding her tightly.

	- Calm. Is not that. You are a little nervous. He had a nervous breakdown. It was just that. She's not crazy or anything.

	- Do you really think so?

	- Yes. I still believe that you are experiencing some intimate upset that is causing all this.

	María José was distraught.

	- Is not true. I have nothing. I'm fine.

	- It's okay. If you don't mean to tell me, I won't insist. Remember that I seek to help you. He does not trust me?

	"I trust," she said, "but believe me, I have nothing to tell."

	- It's okay. He will come to see her often. When you want to vent, I will be at your disposal. Your sailor won't know. Are you sure you don't want to tell me?

	- There's nothing to say, doctor.

	- It's okay. I'm going to prescribe you and you should rest. Tomorrow I will return to visit her.

	- Thank you Doctor.

	- See you later, doña María José. Joy and rest.

	- All right, doctor.

	The doctor came out. Demerval awaited him in distress.

	- Doctor, tell me that she came to herself and even ate.

	- It is true. She is fine now. I'm going to prescribe you some medications.

	- Sure, doctor. Do you want to go to the office?

	- In the next room it will be fine.

	After writing the formula of the remedy, the doctor recommended:

	- All care is little. She is very sensitive and weak. It cannot be contradicted in anything.

	- Do you think it'll be okay?

	- We'll see. So far it seems fine.

	Demerval sighed in relief.

	- You don't know how I feel! Looks like I'm having a nightmare!

	- I believe you. All in all, she inspires care. Don't upset her , please.

	Demerval replied, hurt:

	"From the way you speak, doctor, it seems that I am responsible for your illness!"

	- I did not say that. I hope the reason that caused the crisis is remembered.

	- As well?

	- You wanted to force her to take castor oil.

	Demerval's face flushed.

	- I thought it would do you good!

	- But she didn't want to.

	- I never thought I was going to have that crisis. I wanted to help her.

	- I know. But since you are not a doctor, you did not perceive that she not only did not need the purgative, but that the disappointment would hurt her.

	Demerval was furious. That daring doctor!

	- I always knew what is best for my family. You speak as if I am to blame for what happened. I hope you take back what you said.

	The doctor shook his head conciliatory.

	- I'm not blaming or criticizing him. However, since you believe that Doña María José was not upset, I tried to show her the truth. I would like you to perceive what happened. His wife is nervous and weak and does not like castor oil. You tried to force her. There the crisis broke out, you understand?

	Despite being upset, Demerval felt that he was telling the truth. He didn't want to show it.

	- When she refused to take the medicine, she was already in crisis. Otherwise, she would have obeyed, as she always did. That wasn't why she got sick. She already was.

	- It's okay. We will not argue about it. I just want her to get better. For that, you cannot contradict her.

	- Will I have to do all your tastes, even if they are crazy?

	- She seemed very good to me. I don't think I have crazy wishes. But if that happens, you must obey. At least for a while. Tomorrow afternoon, I'll stop by to see how things are.

	Demerval gave a resigned sigh.

	- All right, doctor. I will make that sacrifice. I will do everything to see María José cured.

	- I know it will. She needs joy and peace. Make it okay, mr. Demerval.

	- You too, doctor.

	The doctor went out and Demerval sent a slave to the village to prepare the remedy and later, trying to give his face an air of tranquility, he entered the room where the wife was.

	María José , reclining on the pillows, dozed peacefully while the maid, sitting next to her, watched. Demerval approached and the black woman rose.

	- How is it going?

	- Vá well, sah - he answered the slave, going to grovel at the feet of the bed, quietly.

	Demerval delicately approached, María José opened her eyes and, seeing him, was startled:

	- It's you?

	He smoothed her long hair lovingly.

	- Yes. Don't panic. It's me. I am here to protect her. Nothing is going to happen to him. You need rest.

	María José smiled relieved. In the finals, the husband was calm. Before long he would forget what happened. Now everything was fine. He closed his eyes and fell asleep in a peaceful and restful sleep.

	
 

	 

	 

	


CHAPTER 2

	 

	 

	 

	In the days that passed , María José got better. At first Demerval did not insist with her to do anything and for the first time María José was able to stay in the room without participating in the family routine. He was able to reread old books which he liked so much, invent different embroidery, talk hours and hours with Zefa and eat whatever he wanted. He was recovering.

	Demerval , despite being solicitous, returned to his routine, inviting his wife to participate. She; however, delicately, he refused, claiming weakness and discomfort.

	After a week, the doctor ordered her to go out every morning to walk around the farm, and Zefa accompanied her on those walks, from which María José returned flushed and rejuvenated. She looked like a creature on vacation, with her cheerful and happy eyes, stubborn hair, which sometimes escaped from the usual braid, shaping her pretty face.

	She felt free and that feeling made her happy. In the afternoon, she surprised the children by participating in her fun and games and they, seeing her lively and happy, got excited, expanding into laughter and noises that they had never made before.

	Demerval was concerned. María José was fine with him; however, this was not life.

	His routine damaged, he felt isolated, ignored, abandoned. I was grumpy. His children had never made such a fuss and, what was worse, the wife was with them. Everything was upside down. How to discipline them if the mother herself played with them like a child? Where was the principle of authority?

	His house was no longer the same. Then they should go back to the city. Until then, I wanted to solve that problem.

	Several times he tried to talk to his wife, inviting her to resume the old ways. But she told herself weak, worthless, fearful. He, remembering the doctor's recommendations, did not want to force her.

	When the doctor returned 15 days later, he was greeted with relief. He took him to his office and unburdened himself:

	- Doctor, I can't take it anymore. This is not life... I live alone and sad. Everything is changed. My family is not the same. So I asked him to talk to me in my office.

	- Is Doña María José not well?

	- I think not. It looks like another person. It is stronger, with color, it seems good. But it can't be! He does things that are incompatible with his position!

	The Dr. Amarante looked quiet. He continued:

	- Before she was a good mother, a good wife. She was always interested in my well-being. Now he departs from me for no reason. As much as I invited her to resume our habits and customs that we liked so much, she refuses. Alleges tiredness, weakness, avoids himself. She locks herself in the room with Zefa , doing boring embroidery and reading insipid books.

	And most seriously, it is damaging the discipline of children.

	- As well?

	- Join them in their fun in the garden, play with them, roll with them on the grass and the other day he even jumped rope! A verg ü Enza!

	Doctor, I am seriously concerned. We have to take some action. María José is not right in the head.

	The doctor was thoughtful. Then he asked:

	- And is she feeding?

	- Very well. That is also strange. She does not eat much. Like I told you, it looks like another person. I don't recognize it.

	The doctor looked at him over his glasses, in a gesture all his own. Then he said:

	- I don't think it's bad. When someone is in crisis, they generally lose their appetite. I want to see it. Then we will talk.

	- It's okay. She is in her rooms. Come with me.

	The doctor knocked on the door and Zefa made him enter María José's antechamber, placing him in an armchair.

	- Wait a minute, gifted. The siñá is coming.

	In a few minutes María José entered. He greeted the doctor gently.

	- I see that it is better - he returned -. I came to examine it.

	- All right, doctor.

	The doctor took her pulse, listened to her heart, looked at her eyes, her tongue, and then concluded:

	- You really are much better.

	- I feel good. It had been a long time since I felt like this.

	- Let's talk a bit. I see her with color, well disposed, it seems that she even gained a little weight.

	- It is true. You commanded me to cultivate joy and that is what I have done. I like to run through the field feeling the wind touching my face. To play with my children, to kiss them, to see their happy and flushed faces. I like being here, the gardens, the flowers, the stream. I feel relive.

	- That makes me happy. However, there is a problem that I cannot understand. Mr. Demerval feels abandoned, alone, because you refuse to share your life as you always did.

	María José's face clouded with concern. I did not know what to answer. The doctor continued:

	- He is worried. You think you are sick, different, you don't know what to do.

	He asked me for a remedy that would solve that problem and do everything to make it as before.

	María José became serious and was silent.

	- That tells me? - He inquired calmly.

	- I do not know what to say. I still do n't have the heart to start all over again.

	He looked at her seriously.

	- Is it difficult to live with your husband?

	She was startled.

	- Don't take it the wrong way, doctor. Demerval is an excellent husband and father. But, I don't know what's wrong with me. For some time now I have been dissatisfied, worried, unhappy. I do not know why. My husband is a good, educated man. I can not understand. I should thank God for such happiness. However, I can't stand our life, the things that give it pleasure. Everything he says or does irritates me. For no reason, I want to scream and even attack him. If I did not take up our life from the beginning, it was because I am afraid.

	She stopped, undecided. He ordered:

	- Go on. What are you afraid of?

	- To have another crisis. Not to bear the situation and what happened that night happens.

	- You know that medicine has no remedy for that...

	She wrung her hands in distress.

	- And I, what should I do?

	He looked at her steadily.

	- You must tell him what you feel. Say you do not like Obede ce r what he determines.

	- I can not. He wouldn't understand. He would surely think I was offending him. I can't tell you about that.

	- Who knows if you talked to him trying to reach an agreement, each one giving in a little. If you had the freedom to choose how to use your time, maybe everything would work out.

	- Doctor, you don't know Demerval. He wants the best for all of us and would not accept my opinion. What's more, he never accepted it. I am afraid he will be offended.

	- You need to take the risk. There is no other remedy. Your nerves are at the limit of their endurance. No one can live a lifetime just doing everything others want. We all have a need to develop our own capacity to live. His temperament is not submissive, which is why you are tired of doing only what he wants.

	- You don't understand my drama.

	- It's natural. Don't berate yourself for that. No. We are not dolls to be commanded, even by those we love.

	- You mean I'm not wrong?

	- Of course not. You feel oppressed by always doing only what your husband decides.

	- I can not take anymore. I want to attack him.

	- I understand your situation, but you must tell him that there is no other recourse. If you go back to the old routine, new crises are sure to come when they cannot quell the rebellion.

	"My God," she moaned. What to do?

	- Talk to him. You need to face the situation. The truth, in these cases, is always better than the lie, which you will not be able to maintain for long. Try to do it in a special way and with affection, make it understand that you like your embroidery more than music evenings, or that you appreciate reading your own books instead of always listening to it with your usual readings.

	"You are well informed," she turned, looking at Zefa intentionally.

	"She didn't tell me anything," he clarified. It was Demerval himself who told me about your routine. I also found it boring.

	María José ventured:

	- Not so much like that. Demerval gets so happy!

	- The fact that you do what you like does not prevent you from participating, from time to time, in the likes of your husband. But that must be a free choice and yours. It cannot be an obligation , without option.

	"That's what I hate," she added. But I can't explain it to you. He will not accept it. He's going to think that I don't love him anymore and maybe he even hates me.

	- It's a risk you must take. What it cannot do is stay as it is. The truth, sooner or later, appears. Better now. Maybe he ends up giving in a bit, understanding and letting her choose how to use her time.

	- I'm not going to tell you. He will not accept it. I'm going to think about it more.

	- It is you who decides. I already told you what I thought. I am going to prescribe some remedies to strengthen her and calm her nerves. But, remember what I told you. Joy is the most important thing.

	- Okay doctor. I'll think about it.

	The doctor said goodbye and left. Demerval was waiting impatiently for him. The Dr. Amarante, again with him in his office, after he prescribed, recommended:

	- Continue with the same treatment. She still needs it.

	He made a dejected gesture.

	- Yet? Until when is it going to continue like this? How long will I have to endure the disorder that reigns here?

	The doctor looked at him seriously.

	- In the end, the situation is not so serious. I examined Dona María José and found her much better. Don't forget that your condition was serious. The crisis can return and cannot be counteracted.

	He got up nervous.

	- This is not life, doctor! Only I have been with my head in place. The children are loud and unruly. All because of the state of María José. We need to solve this as soon as possible!

	The doctor continued to look at him seriously.

	- Since you like to read, I'll bring you a book on the subject. You can judge for yourself.

	- I don't like to read about medical matters. That part is up to you. What I ask of you is to heal my wife and soon.

	- Mr. Demerval , what you're asking is impossible. That cure does not depend on me or on the resources of medicine. It depends more on their behavior, hers, and what they choose to make their lives.

	- What do you mean by that?

	- That Dona María José's nerves are like this because she can't stand doing what you decide anymore and she wants to have the right to spend a little with what she likes!

	Demerval blushed.

	- I do not think so! I do not think so! If she said that, she really is crazy! Speak as if I were an executioner to my own wife.

	- Mr. Demerval , try to understand! Doña María José loves him very much, but she likes to do other things, at least from time to time, and not just follow the rigid routine that he established for her.

	Demerval was furious. It was very impertinence of that little doctor to speak to him in that tone. It was absurd! The man wanted to subvert the family!

	- Look doctor, if you don't know how to cure my wife, if you don't have the resources and knowledge for that, I don't want to see you in this house anymore. I pay him his services and that he is very well. I do not admit that you come to meddle in our affairs. We will return to the city and there, surely, another doctor will help us. If here in Brazil there is no solution, I take it to Europe. I have the means for that. I don't want to see him at home anymore.

	The doctor got up a little pale. She looked at him firmly and said, in a calm voice:

	- You are proud and arrogant. Do as you see fit, but I guarantee that no one is going to cure you if you continue to be uncompromising. Be careful because these crises could be repeated and I don't know how far that could lead her to madness. I retire. That is well.

	The doctor left without waiting for Demerval to pay for the care. Irritated, he tried to calm down. That little provincial doctor! What audacity! He was a man of good education, otherwise I would have put him on the street. Now he would solve everything in his own way. The situation could not continue anymore. In two days they would return to the city. The holidays were over.

	Who knows, he thought, returning to the city , everything would return to normal. He drank some water, tried to calm himself by reaffirming to himself: he had always found the best way to live. No one would influence him to change. There were many doctors in the city and better than that old meddler, little doctor from the village.

	He looked at his watch and hurried. He still had to rest on the balcony his half hour before dinner. It must not be delayed.

	María José , after the doctor left, was thoughtful. Would he be right? Would it be better to talk to the husband trying to clarify things? In the end, Demerval had been more tolerant lately.

	It would be so good if he understood her! She would like to be different, to like the same things as him, to have pleasure in sharing his routine, she even believed that a good wife needed to do that.

	Many times he had heard his mother repeat in adolescence:

	“The woman must obey her husband. Make your wishes, make him happy. " Or then "The good wife knows how to please, always smile, be affectionate even when the husband is not in a good mood." Or also "Obedience is the great quality of children towards their parents, of the wife towards the husband."

	Always learn that you should prepare to get married, have many children and have no other will than the husband. His mom had been like that. The women he knew were all submissive. Why didn't she get it? Why did she have to be different?

	She had been obedient in marrying Demerval. She had tried to love him, to obey him, but now she could not control herself. How to proceed? If he could understand and help her, he would certainly end up getting out of trouble.

	Would Dr. Amarante be right? Would it be better to tell him what was inside? He kept thinking, thinking:

	On that night, when Demerval picked up punctually at 9:00 p.m., seeing her entertained with the embroidery, he said taciturnly:

	- Leave that. We need to talk.

	She obeyed. He continued:

	- Today I fired Dr. Amarante. He is incapable. He came to me with crazy ideas trying to justify his lack of ability to cure his illness. This here is very messy. Our family is no longer the same. Thus, thinking about putting things in their proper places, we will return to the city the day after tomorrow. There, everything will be as before. We have better and more trained doctors. You will get better.

	María José turned pale. He hated going back to town. He loved life on the hacienda.

	- I'm better. I feel calmer , more animated. I am much better! The airs here do me good. I'd like us to stay the rest of the vacation.

	Demerval shook his head.

	- No way. You think you are better, but you are not.

	- The children are happy, with good color. They are taking advantage of the season a lot.

	- They are undisciplined, boisterous. Adalberto even threw a stone at the kitchen window. You call that taking advantage?

	- It was without laughing. I saw it. He was shooting at the target to see who had the best aim.

	I think he miscalculated.

	- Is incredible! You still defend it! And the worst part is that he was also there as a spoiled brat. Is incredible!

	María José sighed deeply. I couldn't converse with him. He would never listen to her. There was no remedy. He felt a tightness in his heart. I wouldn't say anything. The future, only God could know. He closed his eyes, settling on the bed.

	- I am so tired! - He murmured to escape the discussion.

	- Sleep if you want. Tomorrow we will fix everything. Either way, we'll be back the day after tomorrow.

	Deep despondency seized her. Demerval wouldn't budge. She would have to go through the boring and hateful routine again.

	He closed his eyes, tried to sleep, but the dream was slow to come. And listening to the snoring of her husband, she felt like screaming out her irritation, her helplessness. At that moment he came to hate him.

	The next day Demerval got up and woke up the wife.

	- Get up, let's get everything ready. It is not good for you to stay in bed too long. Weakness can make you feel bad while traveling.

	María José opened her eyes. Her face was a little pale and the circles under her eyes had reappeared.

	"I don't feel well," she returned in a tired voice. I didn't sleep much tonight.

	He looked at her a little worried.

	- One more reason for us to return to the city. You need to be seen by a competent doctor.

	- I want to sleep a little more. I feel weak.

	Demerval , seeing his dejected physiognomy, did not insist:

	- Rest one more hour. Then get up. We need to prepare for the return. Very early tomorrow, we will return to the city.

	He was worried. He wanted to find other doctors. Fighting his wife's illness, defending his house, so that everything could go back to the way it was before.

	After Demerval left, María José felt sad, discouraged. Zefa , seeing his anguished physiognomy, approached.

	He felt true adoration for his siñá. Even a child, it had been given to the mother of María José , a kind lady who always treated her with justice. From that time, she was in charge of taking care of her siñá and the black woman loved her from the first day. He revered her cute white face , her hair, her smile, her captivating sympathy.

	María José returned her affection, making her her confidante, her sister, her friend. Zefa had mourned her siñá's wedding a lot. He did not like the company of Demerval , proud and uncompromising. He was afraid that he would make his mistress suffer. Now, with a broken heart, he saw the sadness, the pain of María José.

	- Yes , be calm. God vá help.

	She shook her head in dismay.

	- I do not think so. I don't want to go back to the city. I feel good here. I love nature! There, everything will be hateful again.

	- Did n't your mercé want you ?

	- I do not want. If I could I would stay.

	- Then let  co  migo.  You will help. The sina vá volvé to Cidá so soon.

	- Look what you can do…

	- Be n ti ñ o understands about those things. I guarantee that your mercé does not return to the city so quickly. It is just the saint who vá help.

	- I'm afraid of those witchcraft!

	- Than nothing! There is no danger. Só vamó I asked for help to stay for a while longer. They can make the lord change his mind.

	- Do you think it is possible?

	- Yes. Courage, yes. You send Maria to bring her coffee. He is going to get happy, he gets up and it is better not to leave the young man hated. Meanwhile, I will search for a Bentinho. Vó brings him a shirt from the lord to prepare.

	- Careful Zefa. If Demerval finds out, I don't know what will happen. I don't want him to tear us apart.

	The black woman's eyes will shine emotionally.

	- He never vá Sabé. In the end, we were not going to do any wrong. It is for the happiness of the family. If he doesn't want to listen or do the likes of your mercé , that's not good. He cannot be happy and make your unhappiness. Ël vá to I Understand and all vá to work out.

	- I hope so.

	The black woman came out and María José ; no However, it should make efforts, failed to be optimistic, even though Zefa became one hour later saying that everything was ready. Bentiño had already started working. He told them to have faith.

	Demerval was active. He had toured the plantations and given the necessary orders. The slaves will already prepare the luggage, the sweets, the cheeses, the fruits, preparing everything for the return.

	The children were sad and tearful, María José , nervous and without appetite. Demerval restless and hated.

	Finally, the next day at dawn, they will leave the hacienda back home.

	Not , however, pale and enthusiasm, Maria Jose agreed to dine in the room, he strove to eat, even unwillingly.

	Demerval tried to be kind to her, who resigned herself to the usual routine. The children were collected and after the reading that María José did not even hear, such was their distance, the couple was collected.

	Demerval was sad. Watching the wife's face, he feared for her health.

	María José went to bed and as Demerval prepared to settle in, she felt bad. He staggered, putting his hand to his chest. María José was scared:

	- What happened? ¿ Demerval , what will happen?

	"I don't know," he stammered, his voice weak. I feel bad, suddenly

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
