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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 Other unpublished ones will go into production soon, in addition to the old works to be reissued.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.– THE SHADOW OF DREAMS

	 

	THE SHADOW of the great building under construction lay in the bright, intense light of that sunny morning.

	Wearing a safety helmet, holding a clipboard in one hand and a pen in the other, the architect spoke to the foreman and gave him precise instructions to follow.

	“That's right Dr. Abner. I'll do it well. You can rest assured.”

	“Thanks, Mr. Antonio.” Said the architect politely.

	Almost interrupting them, the engineer, who was visiting the construction site with his colleague, called him:

	“Abner! Did you see the foundations of the garages that will be under the pools.“ Asked a nervous voice.

	“Not yet. What about them.” He asked calmly as always.

	“We'll have to dismantle two columns that were miscalculated. Goddamn! I swear I'm going to fire Zé. This is the second time something like this has happened.”

	“What's the height of the columns?”

	“It's more than a meter!“ He replied, still nervous “The measurements are wrong. It was very clear. He was supposed to calculate the rafters from the foundation beams, but he didn't. I hate stupid people!”

	“Calm down. I will go and check it out. Maybe there is a solution.”

	“There is not, Abner!”

	Calmly, the architect went to the place the other was talking about and began to make new calculations while carefully examining the plans in his hands. Meanwhile, his colleague kept complaining, until Abner agreed:

	“In fact, Ivan… you are right. The measurement is wrong. However...”

	“However?! The kid is stupid!”

	“But someone should have accompanied him when he was installing the frame and placing the braces. He is neither an engineer nor an architect. He just obeys orders. He did not study for that.“

	“But he miscalculated! Look at the damage!” Ivan was nervous.

	“Do not demand something from those who shall not do it. The obligation to accompany him when he made the iron frame was yours.”

	“Do not tell me that...”

	“Calm down, please...” He asked in a calm tone while extending his hand in his colleague's direction. “Give me one day. Do you see that area where the ramp to the garages will be?” The other nodded and Abner continued. “Since that part was not done, I think I have an idea. I'm going to work on it today and we will take a look at it tomorrow. I think we will even have more natural light coming from there.” He pointed out.

	Abner's colleague seemed disdainful, hesitant. But he said nothing. At that moment, Abner's cell phone rang and walking away he asked.

	“Excuse me.” Then he answered in a cheerful tone. “Hey, Rúbia! Is everything alright?”

	“Almost everything. Did you talk with the people in the company?” Asked the sister.

	“Not yet. I'm at work. From here I will go to the office and call an acquaintance of mine.“

	“Oh, Abner... I can't stand being at home anymore. One thing about dad...!”

	“Calm down, little sister...” He laughed. “I'll find a solution. What am I not doing for you?” He laughed again.

	“I just can't take it anymore. You said you were going to talk to your acquaintance today.”

	Looking at his watch, the young man expressed himself in a funny way:

	“Today is until midnight. It's still ten in the morning. I think I have plenty of time, right?”

	“You know how I feel. I'm anxious, nervous... I don't know how to run out of work.”

	“Just relax. Give the resume another review, go online... get distracted a bit.”

	“I'm sorry I bothered you.”

	“You never bother me, Rúbia. Now I'm going to the office. Later, if I have news, I will give you a call. Okay?”

	“That's ok. I'll wait. Thanks… Kisses.”

	“Kisses. Bye.”

	After hanging up, the young man saw that the foreman seemed to be waiting for the call to end.

	“¿Mr. Abner?”

	“Yes, Mr. Antonio.”

	 “Look... I think Mr. Ivan was a bit wrong.“ He said as they walked side by side.

	“Why do you think that?“ 

	“I even saw him when he told Zé to drill right there for the frames.”

	“Are you sure, Mr. Antonio?” 

	“Yes, I'm sure. And the poor Zé is not here, otherwise he would confirm it.” Faced with the architect's silence, the man said; “I don't want to cause problems, but I think it's unfair to fire Zé for something he did not do.”

	Approaching where his car was parked, Abner put his hand over Antonio's shoulder and reassured him;

	“Nothing will happen to Zé. Be sure about that. It is just that Ivan is nervous.”

	“Yes... he is always nervous. Right, Mr. Abner?”

	The other man smiled, patted him on the back and said;

	“Leave it, we will fix this. Don't worry. See you tomorrow Mr. Antonio.”

	“See you tomorrow…”

	After getting into his vehicle, placing the clipboard and plans on the seat next to him, the young man headed for the office where he worked and was a partner.

	* * *

	In the late afternoon, Abner called Rúbia, who was euphoric:

	“Wow! I don't believe it! You made it!”

	“I did not do a thing! I just scheduled an interview for you tomorrow morning. You must be able to present yourself properly to take up the job.”

	“Leave it to me!”

	“Look, Rúbia!”

	“Tell me.”

	“The company, as far as I know, is a familiar, conservative type. I know you dress properly. Don't get me wrong, but... I'm just going to reinforce it so that you can attend without showing your legs above your knees, your shoulders, your lap…” He laughed. “Do you understand?”

	“Of course! You did not even need to say it. Still, thanks for the reminder. I won't even wear perfume.” He laughed too.

	“And... well remembered. A very mild cologne works well. We must not disturb others with our smell. Use a little and whoever likes it will come closer to smell it better.”

	The sister laughed out loud and said;

	“You can be at ease. I know how to do it right”

	“I know. I'm sure you can do it”

	“Thanks Abner. I don't know how I'm going to pay you for this”

	“I know! I know just how you are going to pay me!” He said jokingly and with a bratty voice.

	They continued talking animatedly for a while. She was cheerful with the opportunity and started asking more questions about the company.

	* * *

	Rúbia, who was well qualified, got the job she wanted. Recently, she was feeling fulfilled and very happy.

	She was a smart woman, in her twenty-nine years. Beautiful, tall, tanned, a kind of smooth skin whose color was naturally tanned. She had long, curly hair, but she preferred to wear it straight, because she liked it that way. Her big brown eyes were very expressive. She had beautiful fleshy lips, where she always wore a striking lipstick that further emphasized her beauty.

	Since the beginning of her new job, she came home with a lively expression of joy and cheerfulness.

	That day, when she walked into the kitchen, she saw Abner making his food by the stove, full of pots and pans. 

	“Hello disappeared!” She greeted him, giving him a kiss on the cheek.

	“Hello! You are the missing one!”

	“I got back to the gym, so I won't be coming home early for a few days.”

	“What about the company? Everything ok?”

	Excited, she replied.

	“If it gets better, it will be spoiled. I'm loving it. There is too much to do. I lead a team of twenty employees. The other manager, who left the job, abandoned it in the biggest disaster. The staff was lost.” She laughed.

	At that moment, Rúbia took the pot and grabbed a small piece of chicken. She was about to put it in her mouth when her mother, walking in without being seen, slapped her and complained. 

	“Take your dirty hand out of my pots!”

	“Oh! You scared me mom!” She exclaimed and laughed when she saw the piece of chicken fall to the ground, after picking it up and throwing it away, she requested. “The blessing, mother.”

	“God bless you. But don't be crazy, Rúbia. You come from the street, your hands are dirty and you want to eat like that? Have mercy! Go wash yourself, take a shower... then you will eat.”

	“It's just that the smell is killing me, mommy. I can't resist it.” She expressed herself in a pampered tone.

	“Then, at least go and wash your hands. The news that your dad is watching on the TV is ending and he's coming to dinner. Let's eat together. We haven't been together for dinner in a long time.”

	“I will be right back.” Her mother agreed, so she left, coming back without delay. “I'm starving. I'll take a shower later.”

	Mr. Salvador, already seated at the head of the table, waited for Mrs. Celeste to finish preparing his plate and complained;

	“Rogue and scoundrel politicians. They promise this and that, but then they spend the town's money on an entourage of more than five hundred people to travel abroad. While the leaders of other countries, who also attended the same convention, took an entourage of fifty people or less! Look how ridiculous!”

	“After retiring, you only know how to watch the news and complain about politics and people... Keep calm, and check if you can eat in peace.” Argued his wife, serving him the steaming plate.

	“The food is delicious, mom! I will even repeat it.” Said Abner, standing up.

	Mrs. Celeste was filled with pride when, trying to be humble, she answered;

	“Why, son... What's that? Mom did what she always does.”

	When he walked by his mother's side, Abner kissed her on the cheek and waited for his sister to finish preparing her own plate.

	They were all seated when the young man asked:

	“And there, Rúbia? What is it like to work with Jefferson?”

	“Very well. He is a very quiet director.”

	“I have known him for a short time. He seems to be a nice person.” Said her brother.

	“Everyone is nice to you, Abner. Everyone.” Said the father in a critical tone.

	“It's just that he does not see people as bad as you do, Salvador.” His wife replied.

	“People who do not see the evil in others end up being trampled on. They get their faces broken.” Replied the man.

	“Dad, let us eat in peace. Don't start…” Softly asked Rúbia.

	“That's right, let's change the subject.” Suggested Mrs. Celeste cheerfully.

	“I agree.” Said Mr. Salvador with his mouth full of food. “And in this new job, you’ll earn more than in that bank, right?”

	“Pretty much the same, dad. I can't complain or demand anything yet. I've been working for a short time. I have to thank God for getting such a good job. I was unemployed for four months. It was not easy for me.”

	“It's a great advertising and marketing company. Very well respected in the market.” Said Abner in turn.

	“You would earn more if you had not withheld taxes. It is absurd how much we pay in taxes in this country.” Said the father, complaining again with his mouth full.

	“If you stopped smoking and drinking, Salvador, we would pay even less taxes.” Mrs. Celeste replied.

	“Do not bother me, woman. Do not bother me.” He murmured, looking at his wife with dissatisfaction.

	“Daughter, you have to come to church with me to pay for a promise I made to Our Lady. If you got a good job, we would both bring flowers to the altar for her.” Rúbia did not speak. 

	A few minutes passed and, seeing her son get up and take the plate to the sink, the lady asked affectionately;

	“Do you want milk pudding, Abner? I thought of you, son.”

	“Ok! Yes, of course.” He answered with a smile.

	“It's only for Abner that she does things. She just thinks about him.“ Her husband complained.

	“It is just that when I make a cake, a dessert or any meal thinking of him, he does not go away. They say that when we do things thinking of someone and it works, the person we think of has a good heart.”

	“So, why did you not think of me?” Said the husband.

	“Because if I make a cake thinking of you, it won't rise. It turns into a stone.”

	“Jeez..! You are the one full of things.” Seeing his son fill himself with the sweet. “Come on... give me a piece.”

	Mrs. Celeste smiled impishly and served him a piece of the desert. It was then that Rúbia asked;

	“Mom, what about Simone? Did she call?”

	“I called her. Your sister said she will go to see the doctor tomorrow. They're very happy.”

	“Have you thought about it, mom? When you have your first grandchild, how will it be? Then you will not bake a cake thinking of me, you will only think of him.” Said Abner emphatically and laughed.

	“And you? When will you marry and give us grandchildren? You are the only one who will give continuity to my name and that of your grandfather.” Interrupted Mr. Salvador in a rude way.

	In silence, the young man stared at him and replied;

	“I'm not getting married, dad. That is not in my plans.” Saying that, he placed his dessert plate on the sink. He was leaving the kitchen when he heard his father say;

	“I thought I had a man, but I do not.”

	“Salvador! Stop it! Are you going to start?” Shouted Mrs. Celeste.

	“What do you want me to say to you?! He is thirty-five years old, he doesn't want to get married, and he lives here at my expense...!”

	“I may live in your house, but I don't live at your expense, father.” Replied the young man strongly and immediately. “I work and earn very well. If this house depended only on your pension…” He did not finish his speech. However, after a brief pause, he finished. “If my presence bothers you, you should know that I'm preparing everything to get out of here.”

	Affirming this, he turned and left while Mr. Salvador still complained:

	“Where are you going? Living with whom? You think life is easy, right?” 

	“Salvador!”

	“Dad!”

	Mother and daughter exclaimed at the same time.

	It didn't take long for Rubia to go to her brother's room and knock on the door.

	“Come in.” Said the young man, lying on the bed, face up, with his hands folded behind his neck.

	Settling down on the edge of the bed beside him, face down, he rested his elbows on the bed and held his chin in his hands. Seeing him thoughtful, she asked;

	“When you said you were going to get out of here, you were not serious, were you?”

	“I was. I'm looking for an apartment. Something small, just for me. I intend to live there until the one I bought at the plant is ready.”

	“If you are leaving, I want to go with you. I cannot get along with dad. Did you see how he was today? And look, he didn't drink. When he drinks, no one can stand him.”

	“He is right, Rúbia. I'm thirty-five years old. I'm too old. I can support myself very well. There is no reason for me to stay here. In fact, I did not leave before because of mom. I feel sorry for her. However... the time has come.”

	The sister approached, pressed her face to his chest and hugged him around the waist, saying softly;

	“Will you have a place for me in your apartment?”

	“A permanent place, no. You can even go to sleep there from time to time.” Despite the playful tone in his voice, he was sincere.

	“Oh Abner! How selfish!” She complained in a spoiled way.

	“I definitely want independence, little sister.”

	“You will continue helping here at home financially, right?” She wanted to know, curious.

	“I will, of course. Even if you help them, I know it will not be enough. What dad contributes out of his pension is not enough. I don't want to see you with any difficulty. I will not abandon you. I just need my place, a space, you know?”

	“To be honest... sometimes I think about finding a place for myself too. The idea of independence appeals to me a lot. However, I'm afraid of some financial instability. Look, I was fired in that personnel cut and I was unemployed for four months. I rent an apartment, fix it up, and suddenly I lose my job. It's different with you. A partner of an architecture and engineering firm that worked so well! My God!” She laughed. “Instead of administration, I should have studied engineering or architecture. I see you earn so well and, from now on, you will only prosper.”

	After a moment she said.

	“Oh... I admire you so much... We are so different. You are so peaceful, confident, you know what you want in your life... Everything you do works.”

	“It's funny how others see me. Nobody really knows what is going on inside of me. They think that I'm calm, that I do not suffer, that I do not feel sad, that I do not have intimate conflicts... You see me as if I were not made of flesh and blood.”

	Moving away from the embrace, the sister sat up, stared at him and said:

	“You will agree with me that you are the most peaceful creature in this family. No...” She corrected himself. “You are the most peaceful and balanced person we know.”

	Abner's cell phone rang at that moment. He quickly sat down to pick it up, but his sister reached for the device first, looked at the screen, and informed when she handed it to him.

	“David.”

	The young man took his cell phone, verified the name, but did not answer, and hung up.

	“You are not going to answer?” 

	“No. I will speak to him tomorrow.”

	“I think David is the only friend you have and we don't know him. Talking of friends... Ricardo is lost, right?”

	“Due to those personal problems, he buried himself in work. But he is doing well, he has recovered a lot. As for David... someday you will meet him. You will love his mother, Mrs. Janaina. She is a loving person.”

	Rúbia got closer, kissed his cheek and said:

	“Thank you. I do not think I have thanked you enough for getting me that job yet.”

	“You would do the same for me” He smiled as generously as always.

	“I'm going to take a shower and go to sleep. I have to get up early tomorrow.” Looking him straight in his eyes, she said tenderly. “Thank you for everything. For being the elder brother that you are.” She smiled. “God could not have given me a better brother.”

	“Stop it.” Reaching her hair, he tousled them as he played.

	She kissed him again, got up, and left. Minutes later, Rúbia went to the bathroom and went through the door of her brother's room, which was half open, and heard him say:

	“It's me. Hi, when you called my sister was with me. I could not answer.” There was a brief pause. “And I wanted to know; was he there to sign the papers?” Another pause. “That's true. The staff is still strange. An apartment in the name of two men is not common. Everything must be done in the name of both. Is better this way. It's more secure. Did you tell your mother?”

	As he asked the question, Abner approached the door to close it and Rúbia moved quickly away so as not to be seen. But she was intrigued. His brother may perhaps be talking to David. He was the only one who called while they were together. Why would the documentation for the apartment be done in someone else's name? Who was this friend that she did not even know? Was it the apartment that he was about to rent or the one he bought and was being built?

	Pondering these and other questions, she planned to discuss the matter with her brother. She would need to find an opportunity. Perhaps would even tell him that she overheard the conversation.

	* * *

	Simone's pregnancy made everyone very happy. She was the second daughter of Mrs. Celeste. She was thirty-two years old, married to Samuel for five years.

	“Do you know what it is, daughter?”

	“Not yet. It is too soon. I can't wait to confirm the sex to make the baby's bassinet, decorate the room... Ahhh... I saw every little thing in a baby clothing store!” She expressed herself in a kind and gentle way. “You have to see it, mom.”

	“These modern things about knowing the sex of the baby just get in the way. They take the surprise away. In the past, when you did not have any of this, it was much better.” Said Mr. Salvador.

	“Oh, dad, it will be good to make the trousseau in the right color, decorate the room, buy toys…”

	“It's true. There is one type of toy for a girl and another for a boy. The other day I saw wallpapers for a boy's room that were so beautiful. There was one with strollers and parachutes with teddy bears for boys, and others with strawberries, little houses and dolls for girls. There was one that was just a strip, it was not placed on the entire wall. It was so beautiful!” Mrs. Celeste cheered up.

	“I have also seen it. That is why I want to know if it's a boy or a girl.” Said Simone.

	“If the baby is a girl, I'd give her the earrings.” Said the lady as her daughter laughed and commented;

	“Nowadays earrings are not just for girls, Mom.”

	Mr. Salvador took the opportunity and gave a rude opinion, as always.

	“It is true. There's a lot of shamelessness in someone who says he's a man and has an earring. So disgusting! A man who is a man does not use these indecencies. If I find my son using an earring, I will rip his ears off. He will know me!”

	“Salvador, stop being a beast! How can you criticize everything you see? You can't say anything near this man, because he always has something bad to add.”

	“It's just that I'm telling the truth. That's why you guys don't like it. For me, a man with long hair and earrings is not a man. He only needs to wear a skirt.”

	“Dad, Jesus had long hair and used to wear a dress.” The man was silent. He seemed to have been taken by surprise. “Mom is right. You have to think that people cannot be the same. They have the right to be different. And being different is to be normal. Everyone should be happy in their own way, as long as they do not disturb others.”

	“It is not like that. If I had a business, I would fire an employee if he wore earrings or got a tattoo. This is something criminal, a jailhouse thing, a convict thing.”

	“Dad, I agree that the tattoos of yesteryear, the ones done in prisons, were things of that type of people, as you say. But nowadays, there are tattoos that are works of art and there are people who want to express or expose art on their body. I would not like to have one on me. So far, I do not think about getting one. There is nothing I would want to express on my skin for the rest of my life. Anyone who does something like this on their body should remember that it is for the rest of their lives. I do not criticize anyone who wants to show, on their skin, what they feel, in their mind, in their heart. The tattoo is like a work of art where each artist shows his inner self, his ideas, his desires, his will, his way of seeing life. But in tattooing, the person chooses an image and tells the tattoo artist to do what he wants to show.”

	“The other day I saw a young woman with such beautiful butterflies on her back.” Said the lady.

	“There are people, mom, who want to show their joy for life and get tattoos of butterflies, stars, angels, flowers, fairies, enigmatic or philosophical things like dragons, Buddha or meaningful symbols. Others need to express tribal things, because they are part of a group of friends, for example. Now, there are people who want to show their revolt for life and tattoo things that we consider ugly like skulls, horrible animals, desperate human bodies in the middle of flames? Others even put horns implanted under the skin of the forehead and other things that are aggressive to human nature. Each one shows, on his body, through the tattoo or whatever, what is in his heart. Undoubtedly, everyone will be responsible for what they do. Just as we are responsible for what we say and think, we are responsible for what we show on our bodies. We have the power to enliven, sadden or attack the life around us.”

	“It does not matter to me. A tattoo is a tattoo, period.” The man protested.

	“Come on, Simone. Let's go to the kitchen. Leave your father here watching TV and the news. This is how this man doesn't complain or criticize others.”

	Mother and daughter went to the kitchen and, sitting at the table, Simone commented:

	“Every day dad gets more and more intolerant!”

	“I'm going to brew some coffee for us.”

	“Dad was not like this, was he, mother?”

	“He was always a complainer. He complained about everyone. But in the last few years, he started criticizing, complaining a lot... As you said, every day is worse.”

	“He does not care. He hardly goes out, he has no friends, he does not walk outside, does not go to church…”

	“No, daughter. He does not do any of that. He only knows how to sit in front of the TV all day watching the news, tragedies, crime... And when he's not watching that, he watches violent movies. I already told him that's bad. But your father is hopeless.”

	“Watching a newscast to catch up is good. But the obsessive way he does it... is wrong. The pleasure in following news of crimes, violence, kidnappings, and more tragedies? Wow! This is harmful to the mind and will certainly be reflected in the body. We are impregnating ourselves with negative energies. Few people know that when we see or hear something violent or aggressive, our brain interprets it as being near us or with us, even if it is something fictitious like a simulation, a fabrication. And our body reacts with violent and unnecessary hormonal charges that cause great physical stress. With that, we get exhausted. Then, when a real situation that makes us nervous arises, we can feel extremely irritated, depressed and exhausted, because we have already stressed ourselves unnecessarily with simulated things and situations.”

	"Your father does not understand that. I wish an angel of kindness would appear in front of him to make this man understand and change his attitude. After retirement, he never stops smoking, he drinks almost every day. Did you see the curtains behind the couch where he sits to watch TV?" Before the daughter answered, she continued; "They are yellow, horrible. The worst thing is that the dirty cigarette smoke doesn't even come out when I wash them."

	“I think it is because of the fabric type.”

	“Imagine how your father's lungs are. The worst thing is that I end up smoking without being a smoker. There must be a law against smoking at home when another person that lives there does not smoke.”

	“Ask him to go smoke outside.”

	“Do you think I have not asked him? I can't deal with your father. If I tell him anything, he starts a fight.”

	“If only he was busy…”

	“He could help me with the housework. Dry the dishes, pick up the clothes, take out the garbage, sweep the yard... But nothing! He is only retired. I will never retire. There is the cleaning lady to help, but you know a maid does not do everything.”

	“Have you asked him to dry a plate, for example? Maybe dad will help.”

	“I have already asked him. He replied that he is retired. That he has already worked what he needed to work.”

	After a brief pause Mrs. Celeste offered her daughter a cup of coffee, saying;

	“It's delicious.”

	“Thanks, mom.” She took a sip of coffee and then confirmed. “It is delicious.”

	“So, tell me, Simone.” Asked her, smiling, seated in front of her daughter. “Samuel is excited about your pregnancy?”

	“Oh! Yes, he is! You have to see him. He told everyone in college.” She laughed as she said. “He doesn't want me to go upstairs, carry weight... He acts like a fool.” She smiled. “Every night, before going to sleep, he talks to the baby.”

	“You have a good husband. I think it took you both a long time to get you pregnant.”

	“Not at all. It was all at the right time. I'm happier as I have never been in my life.” Simone said with a bright smile. Then she asked. “Mom, Abner told me that he got an apartment for rent and is leaving home. I have laughed, I did not believe it. Is it true?”

	“That is right. You know your brother. He helps everyone and everything, but he is a very reserved young man. Nobody really knows what he is thinking.”

	“Abner has always been very calm, quiet. That is all.”

	“No, my daughter. It is not just that. I think your brother is too quiet.”

	“It's just the way he is. I just think it's weird that he leaves home.”

	“We will see if you want to have his little life without satisfying anybody. Isn't it the same?” Said the mother, trying to find a justification for the situation.

	In that moment, Mr. Salvador walked into the kitchen and complained;

	“I could smell the coffee from the living room. I was waiting for someone to bring me a cup, but nothing. Everyone forgets about me.”

	“It's impossible to forget about you. I was going to bring it to you. It only took me a while.” Answered Mrs. Celeste, taking a cup to pour the coffee.

	“I heard you talk about your brother. That young man worries me a lot.”

	“Don't complain about him, dad.” Said Simone, firmly. “To this day, Abner has never caused you any trouble. He always worked, studied, did not get involved with bad companies…”

	“I don't know... I feel like he is still up to something. Everything is going very well for him. He studied, met with friends and created a construction company or whatever... He works, he earns well... But I just don't know. He needs to get married and have children. He would have something important to worry about. Until then, with no occupation in my personal life, he will still give me a headache.”

	Mrs. Celeste, used to her husband's comments, paid him no attention. She poured coffee and tried to change the subject.

	 


 

	 

	2.– THE TRUTH ALWAYS EMERGES

	 

	 

	IT HAD PASSED SOME TIME since Rúbia started working at her new job. She was satisfied with the service and with the new colleagues. Everything was going well. She had become close friends with Talita, a manager from another area, and they were always together.

	That day, at lunch time, Talita asked:

	“Today Silvana will deliver the cosmetics we bought, right?”

	“It's today. Ah! I can't wait to wear that lipstick. It is so beautiful, is it?

	“In a mouth like yours, Rúbia, everything looks fine.” Her friend laughed.

	“Let me ask you something…” The conversation changed. “What do you think about Jefferson?”

	“The manager?”

	“Yes.”

	“I'm not sure... I don't know him very well. He is a reserved man. We don't know much about him. What I know about him is…”

	She was interrupted.

	“I think he is a handsome man in his forties.” She laughed amused.

	“Yes, he is handsome. I think his wife must be very jealous.” Smiling Talita concluded.

	“Is Jefferson married?!” Asked Rúbia, surprised.

	“I think he is.”

	“He does not wear a ring or talk about his family, his wife…”

	“Rúbia, why do you think every man has to wear a ring? Be realistic!”

	“Do you think he is…”

	“What? Married?” 

	“Yes”

	“Why the tension, Rúbia? Did he hit on you?” She joked.

	“No… I'm just curious.”

	The friends continued talking, but that topic came up again in Rúbia's mind.

	On the early Friday night, Jefferson had his car parked on a street near the company where he worked. Rúbia, hurriedly, fleeing the rain, opened the door of the vehicle and sat down.

	“I thought you would not come because of the weather.” He says.

	“Hi, everything alright?”

	“Yes.” He answered, kissing her quickly. Then he asked: “Do you want to go to a special place?”

	“I need to talk to you first.” She said, staring at him. Rúbia had been thinking about the same thing all afternoon and wanted to ask him about it so that he would answer truthfully. Then she ventured. “I heard from someone in the company that you are married.”

	Jefferson seemed to expect that finding at some point. He smiled for a moment and answered with a calmed voice.

	“I'm getting divorced.” There was a brief pause in which he lowered his sad gaze, took Rúbia's wet hands and expressed himself ashamed. “Just today, I was going to talk to you about this.”

	“It is true that you are married! I can't believe it!” She exclaimed, letting go of the hands he was holding and rubbing them across her face in a sorrowful gesture.

	“I'm going to get divorced, Rúbia. The situation is very complicated. I should have left the house by now, but…”

	“I'm leaving.”

	When she got out of the car, Jefferson took her arm and asked generously.

	“Please, stay. Listen to me first.”

	“I won't be the other woman! I will not be the reason for your break up.”

	“It is not because of you that I'm ending my marriage. Believe me. Besides, you are not the other one. Despite living with her in the same house, we already sleep in separate rooms for a long time.”

	“So why haven't you gotten divorced yet?”

	“Due to family problems. One of the reasons is my mother... she... she is an elderly person, very conservative and lives with us. She has serious health problems. Her heart, mainly...  I... I…” He stuttered, showing himself touched, victimized. “I tried talking to her, but it did not work. I had to help her every time. Recently, my mother was hospitalized for two weeks. She had kidney problems, had to undergo dialysis... I cannot take the blame for serious consequences for her, because of my divorce. You can't imagine how difficult it is.”

	“I can't believe this, Jefferson. Moreover...”

	“Rúbia, I love you! I adore you! I did not expect to experience such a strong feeling for a person and... You were the best thing that ever happened to me!” He expressed himself as asking for understanding. He touched her face affectionately, and made her look into his eyes and said sincerely. “If I had dreamed that I would find a person like you, I would have divorced before, even with my mother suffering so much. This badly resolved situation of mine will be for a short time.”

	“So, first get divorced and leave your house. Then…” 

	Interrupting her, he became sentimental.

	“I thought you loved and trusted me, Rúbia.”

	“I love you so much, but…”

	“I'm asking you to trust me and give me time. Give me some time in the name of this love!” He implored again, caressing her face with the back of his hands.

	Rubia was confused, shaking and speechless. Her aching heart sank. Staying together with a man she had just found out was married, was contrary to her principles. Her moral values demanded that she stayed away from Jefferson, but on the other hand, she enjoyed his company and felt very lonely. She did not want to be alone. She was afraid that life would reserve loneliness for her.

	Anguish clenched in his chest as she said.

	“I have always disliked being the other one, the mistress... That is a detestable status.”

	“That is not your status. You are not the other woman.” He declared with conviction. “I have nothing else to do with my wife, except an unresolved situation on paper.” After a few moments he asked in a touching manner. ”Please, Rúbia, believe me. Trust me. That is all I'm asking for.” Without delay, he straightened on his seat, reached inside the pocket of his jacket and pulled out a box, declaring. “I love you.” He handed it over and inquired. “Open it. It is proof of my love.”

	“For me?!” She asked, with a slight smile as she took the small box. Opening it, she saw a beautiful ring sparkle. After a few seconds, Jefferson gently lifted the jewel, took her thin, smooth hand, and slid the ring onto her finger. It was then that she murmured. "It's beautiful!"

	“It is the symbol of what we feel.” Saying that, he approached her gently and kissed her lips tenderly. Then he suggested. “We can have dinner in a very special place, extend the night and…”

	Rúbia, despite being happy with the gift, felt her chest tighten again. Still, she smiled and said nothing. Satisfied, he turned on the car and they drove off.

	 

	* * *

	The next morning, Abner knocked on his sister's door and she answered loudly, through the sound of the hair dryer;

	“Come in! It's open!”

	“Good morning! Jezz!” He marveled, laughing and fanning the air to dissipate the heat and the little steam around. “You are the one causing global warming with this hair dryer and straightener.”

	“Ah! Do not bother me!” She answered, laughing and turning off the device. “If I do not do all of this, my hair gets horrible.”

	“Your natural hair is beautiful. Do not exaggerate.”

	“Everyone may think so, but not me. I prefer it when it's straight.”

	“You will end up ruining it up with that straightener.”

	“Do not bother, Abner! Did you come here to talk about my hair?” She laughed, running the hot straightener through her hair. Without waiting for her brother to respond, she explained. “I could not find an appointment at the salon where I usually go. That is why I’m doing everything at home.”

	“Mom was mad the other day because you burned the bedspread and upholstery on the chair.”

	“I did. I forgot it was hot.”

	“Rúbia…” He waited for his sister to look at him and say; “I'm moving today. The apartment is almost ready. I just need to bring the latest clothes and books.”

	“Today?” She was surprised. “I thought you were staying here another week.”

	“I thought so too, but no. Everything is ready. All that remains is for the technician to start the piped gas. I will be without a stove for a few days, but that is not a problem. Do you want to go with me to see what it looks like?”

	“Yes, I want to!” She was excited. However, thinking a bit more about it, she hesitated. “It is just... I'm waiting for a call…”

	“So...? I already know that falling in love is complicated.” He just laughed.

	“How is that? Why do you say falling in love is complicated?” She became interested, stopping what she was doing.

	“When a relationship is not complicated, usually both are free on weekends and one does not need to depend on the other to confirm whether they are going out or not.”

	Rúbia was thoughtful with a very serious face. That comment from her brother made her feel very uncomfortable.

	“Sometimes a person is free, but there are things to do and…” She tried to argue, but she did not know what to say.

	While Abner, simply touching what was on the furniture, took the small box with the ring and opened it, admired.

	“Jeez! Is it real?”

	“No. It's virtual. There is nothing in your hand. Didn't you notice?” She laughed.

	“Meaningful!” He answered.

	“I got it yesterday.”

	“I know… yesterday you came late and said that you were hanging out with your friends to celebrate someone's birthday. Were there any gifts left over?” Smiling, he asked suspiciously.

	“No... It's just that…” Rúbia did not know what to say. The brother smiled relaxed and asked.

	“Keep calm. You do not have to answer anything. I have nothing to do with your life. I just noticed that it is a very beautiful and expensive jewel.”

	More relaxed, she sighed deeply and say;

	“I'm seeing someone. We celebrated three months of dating and he gave me this ring.”

	“If you have been dating for three months and this is the gift...  I wonder what the gift will be when you have a year dating!” He joked, looking at her. When he saw that his sister seemed to force a smile, he asked. “You are not happy?”

	“Yes, I'm. It's just that... I feel insecure.”

	“Safety is sometimes the responsibility of knocking your door.”

	“I do not get it?” She wanted to know.

	“When we are going to do... or when we are doing something important and we have many problems involved, certain duties must be observed and obligations must be answered for the very acts of those who accompany us. And we experience a feeling of insecurity, of doubt. Insecurity also occurs when we run away from our principles.”

	“It all happened so fast…”

	“Why do you say it was fast? You are just dating. You don’t have serious commitments along the way... or do you?

	“No.”

	“Then there was nothing fast. We don't know the man. You don't bring him home. You aren't planning a wedding... There is nothing fast in this story.”

	“It's hard to explain.”

	“Is he from your workplace?”

	“Yes.” She simply answered.

	"I can only advise you this, little sister: when you are unsure or doubtful about something, you should not go any further if it bothers you too much. Go slowly, get to know him well. Then you won't regret anything you do.” For a moment he looked at her thoughtfully and then asked; “So? Are we going to my apartment?”

	“Yes, wait until I finish combing my hair…” She smiled.

	“Alright. I'm going to finish loading my last things into the car.”

	* * *

	Abner carried his boxes of books and clothes to the car, but his sister hadn't gotten ready yet. Then he went into the kitchen and had a cup of coffee while talking with his mother.

	“Do it this way: you come here for lunch and dinner until the gas is installed on the stove.” Said Mrs. Celeste, trying to help.

	“We will do the following, mother: when I go to lunch here, I will call, as usual. As for dinner... The microwave is working. I eat just a snack. Don't worry about it. Besides, it will be for two or three days.

	“As for your dirty clothes…”

	“Mom...! Don't worry. I can handle it by myself. If I need it, I'll ask for help, alright?” There was a brief pause and he said; “By the way! Where is Simone? She has disappeared. I've barely seen her in the last few weeks.”

	“The doctor ordered more specific tests for the baby. He said it's just to clear up some doubts. Nothing serious. However, they are worried. They think the doctor saw something wrong with the baby's health and doesn't want to scare them.”

	“Jeez... That expectation is worse than a quick result. Didn't the doctor say what he suspected?”

	“No. That's what is killing them. Your sister had been crying, she wasn’t teaching at the university either.”

	“If I didn't have to finish getting my stuff done in the apartment, I'd go talk to her. Maybe tomorrow I'll have time to do it.”

	“That damn apartment is taking up all your time.” Interrupted Mr. Salvador, walking in the kitchen.

	“That's the way it is, dad. Until I put everything in order…” Abner explained patiently.

	“You barely have time for your family. Your mother had to shop at the market and had to take a taxi to return.”

	“And why didn't you go to pick her up? Is your car damaged?” Asked the son.

	“No.” Answered the mother instead of the father. “He was watching the news on the TV and he forgot to pick me up.”

	“It was not like that” He tried to defend himself. “You didn't say the right time for me to pick you up. And I was looking at an interesting case and…”

	“More interesting than me, of course!” The wife shouted. “That is why you didn't remember to pick me up.”

	“The story was interesting, yes. When it comes to my money, when it comes to what I pay in taxes for this thieving government, which spends all that is mine without me having a benefit, it's really interesting! Bunch of shameless bastards. I worked hard all my life and to raise you so that nothing is missing at home. I had to pay for health insurance because public care is terrible. I paid a dentist because if I were to rely on the government, you wouldn't have any teeth. Despite that, I still had to pay taxes and I'm not even rich! That's why your mother and I decided to have just you, or rather... It was supposed to be just you and Simone, but Rubia ended up coming by mistake. Then your mother decided that I was the one who was going to have the operation. I had the operation. Reluctantly, but I had the operation. It was the best thing we did. You can have three children to eat, but if you have four or five, they will all go hungry and needy. It is not possible to provide good living conditions for everyone. Today we see on TV that even with everything so advanced, those women appear like rats with five, six, seven and even ten children! Could it be that after the second one, she did not learn how not to have more children? Or rather, what do you have to stop doing in order not to have more children?”

	“Salvador! You have nothing to do with that!” Scolded his wife.

	“Ah! Of course I have! The shameless woman complains that she can't pay for a daycare, nor a school for the kids, she's hungry, and that the government doesn't give her anything. Did she go ask the government if she could have children, one after another, so that the government and taxpayers will support them? Yes, because those who support her and her children are the ones who pay taxes. Where does she think the money they receive from the scholarship comes from? Family, gas coupons, milk coupons, school supplies offered in public schools, school uniforms, construction of daycare centers...? The money for all this comes from my pocket and the taxpayers' pockets! I'm sure she doesn't pay taxes! Then, she screams, wanting the government to give her a house, a place to live. When I wanted to, I bought this land and I built it with my effort! No government helped me! I have to pay taxes, until today, for what I built! That people want everything to be easy. They don't think, they just give expenses to the government." Without offering a breath, he continued. "Your grandfather and I build the walls of this house on weekends. He towed everything and his mother was a mason's helper, she carried a lot of brick and sand. She would even turn the mix. We all went to a lot of effort to have everything we have. Today, if I need someone to fix the sidewalk, which is cracked, I can't find a good, responsible mason who wants to work. Paying, I don't think so! But people are asking for things at the door.... Ah...! There are those!" The wife and his son did not speak. They knew him well. They knew that, if they did, the matter would never end. "Do you know what the government should do?" Without waiting for an answer, he said; “Put contraceptives in the water treatment network and give these people water to drink. No one would have a child they couldn't support. Then everyone would be immunized."

	“You are not immunizing, dad. You are sterilizing. They would all be sterile to have no more children... But... What am I talking about?” He laughed at himself. “How absurd!”

	“What's absurd is that these people complain that the government does not provide a home, a nursery... So,, they build shacks in inappropriate places and when it fills with water or catches fire, they stop an avenue or road, setting fire to tires, disturbing others who work and pay taxes. Lots of scoundrels! Rascals! And they still stay in the city hall shelters complaining about the conditions. Where does the money that supports these shelters come from? The taxes that I and the others pay!”

	“Ready!” Rúbia said when she got to the kitchen. “Am I late?”

	“Well, well!” Exclaimed Abner, getting up. “We will be back later.”

	“I still don't know your department, Abner. When will you take me there?” The father complained.

	“The day I called you, you didn't want to go. Today you can't. The back seats of the car are full of boxes. Another day I will take you, okay?”

	“It's because I'm old, retired... But if it were a few years ago…”

	Mr. Salvador found another reason to complain, while Abner and Rúbia quickly said goodbye and left the house.

	* * * 

	Already in her brother's new apartment, she noticed:

	“What a beautiful table! I loved it.” Looking forward, she commented. “Wow! What a great TV!”

	“It was delivered yesterday.” He said, placing the box he was carrying on the floor. “Do you like it?”

	“I love it. I'd like an apartment like this one.”

	“In less than a year, I'll get the other apartment I bought. Who knows, couldn't you rent this one? If so, I can leave a lot of stuff here.”

	“Who knows.” She smiled, looking dreaming. Then she asked. “Let me look at the view from your room. The day we came here, I couldn't get in there. The painter was putting the finishing touches.” Looking around, she joked. “What a big bed! Did it have to be a double bed?”

	“You look like Little Red Riding Hood from the children's story when you ask: what a great TV! What a beautiful table! What a big bed!” He said. “You just have to ask what it's for.” He laughed.

	The sister found the comparison amusing and smiled. As she approached the window, she opened it and stood admiring the view.

	“Very nice view. Not many buildings in the front. You don't need to close the curtains to avoid looking at other people's living room or bedroom.”

	“I think that's very important. When buying an apartment, it's important to check in details like this. Some people don't care at first. Only over time will they see how unpleasant it is to look over and see a neighbor from another building looking into your home. That's awful. I think about it a lot when designing an apartment.” At that moment, the phone rang and Abner was rejoicing. “The telephone line is active! Finally! It hasn't rung since it was installed.” Rúbia admired the wide view of the downtown panorama as her brother went to answer the phone.

	It wasn't long before the young man came back saying;

	“It was Ricardo. He is on his way and…” Seeing her sister thoughtful, he asked. “Would you mind coming to the office with me? I want to put the books I bought in order.”

	“Let's go, if I can help…”

	“Ah...! Of course you can! Let's go.”

	While installing a bookcase, they were talking.

	“Dad is terrible. With each passing day he criticizes more and more. However, some of his observations are well founded, though harsh. When I got there in the kitchen, I heard what he said.” Rúbia laughed, amused.

	“Ah...! Was it the story about putting contraceptives in water?” The brother laughed too.

	“Yes, that one.” The sister chuckled. “His imagination is too wild. It was fun, but I didn't say anything as he was going to go on and on.”

	“You can't say that about people in difficult conditions. We don’t know the reason to go through situations like these.”

	“I don't know... Come on! Sometimes I think... They don't know how to prevent unwanted pregnancy? Because I think that, with more than one child and with needs, no one would want to have more children, don't you think?”

	“You know, Rúbia, I think people like that need guidance and not criticism. They learned differently.”

	“I don't agree with you. The media is vast. We all know the difficulties. Nowadays there are people who get together first. After getting pregnant, they stay at a relative's house. After a few fights or even due to hostile natural conditions, they move into a cottage. Only then, they decide to find a job. No one wants to work, but they all want to be employed, receive their salary and have their rights to, at the first opportunity, put the company on the stick, as they say. They then discover that the job is difficult and that they have no specialization or qualification. And there they are; unemployed, depending on subsidies, government vouchers and everything. And one day their cottage fills with water, they have nowhere to go, there is no nursery to leave their kids for to work. When they get a nursery, she gets pregnant again and now, here comes the maternity leave, the sick leave, this and that leave. That is why many people think a lot before hiring a woman.”

	“Rúbia, don't be so demanding. It is not like that. You have this point of view because we come from a family that, despite having a father without culture and a bit rude, is a man who planned the future, he tried to do everything right and taught us that way. But those individuals, who live in such precarious conditions, did not learn this from their parents… if they had parents to teach them something. So, unfortunately, it will be life that will have to teach them, often through bitter experiences. Do not think that they like it, that they enjoy living in those conditions.”

	“You... Always in defense of the poor and oppressed.”

	The bell rang and Abner went to answer it. Rúbia heard a voice saying.

	“I forgot my keys here yesterday.”

	There was a murmur she couldn't hear, and then his brother returned to the office and introduced them;

	“This is my sister, Rúbia and... This is my friend, David.”

	“Nice to meet you, David. We finally met. Everything okay?”

	“The pleasure is mine. Really... It took us a while to meet, but anyway…” He was a handsome young man, thirty-two years old, of medium height, one meter and seventy-five tall. Normal body, no protruding muscles. White skin, straight black hair. Light honey-colored eyes, almost greenish, a very rare type of color. His face was angelic, very soft. Thin, clean-shaven beard. He had a confident, cheerful and loving expression. He conveyed affection and happiness in his eyes. His voice was generous and very polite. His smile, with extremely white and impeccable teeth, was beautiful.

	“It's a pleasure to meet you.”

	“Thank you. I'm glad to hear that.” Looking at her, he joked. “You are beautiful! Congrats. Just... you lied, Abner! Rúbia is beautiful!”

	“My brother is a... a…” She looked for words that matched the provocation of the joke, but could not find it.

	“It's a lie, Rúbia. He told me that you are very beautiful. Now I know that you are not a liar.”

	“What did you bring, David?” The sister wanted to know him.

	“I stopped at a bakery and bought a cake, I mean, a brownie and some cookies to keep the balance.” He laughed. “I think you can make coffee here, right?”

	“Yes, I brought the coffee machine yesterday.” said Abner.

	Rúbia's thoughts flew. So, this was David. The friend her brother didn't want to talk to on the phone near her. But then he called him and they talked about putting the apartment in his name. What was Abner's interest in putting the apartment in David's name too? Would he do it in the one he was renting or the other one he bought? No, the one he bought could not be. Maybe this one. Maybe he and David would share the apartment, but she only saw one room installed. After a moment she remembered: David said he forgot the keys. Why would he have the keys here? It was strange to whisper so she wouldn't hear. There was a lot of mystery in the appearance of that friend. Why?

	A slight thought passed through her head; however, she found it impossible, absurd, and immediately chased it away, returning her attention to their conversation.

	“If I had to depend on the stove…” Said Abner.

	“The gas has not been connected yet?” Asked the friend.

	“No. I left the key with the concierge, but he said the technician didn't come.”

	“Relying on the service provider is a problem. They never deliver what they promise.”

	“Don't even tell me.” Said Abner, walking in the kitchen to make coffee while David followed him.

	Rúbia smiled and stayed in the office arranging some books. It didn't take long until they called her. Sitting at the dining table, she remarked.

	“Wow! How fragrant these lilies are. They are cute!”

	“My mother said that white lilies bring joy, love and luck. So, we were in the market and she decided to buy them for Abner. To bring prosperity to the new home.”

	“And how is Mrs. Janaina? Why didn't she come?” Abner asks.

	“She is fine. He stayed with my brother. He complained about you for not going home last Sunday. You promised.”

	“It didn't work out. You know. In fact, I have two of her books and I found them today when I was bringing mine here. I have read them. When you leave, don't forget to take them with you, please. I put them on the office desk.”

	“Don't worry about it. I'm sure she's in no hurry.”

	“Lending is a pleasure. Giving back is a must, the popular saying goes. I like to have an open path when it comes to borrowing, so I don't fail to return books or let anything I borrow go to waste. By the way, the books are very good.”

	“Books about what?” Asked Rúbia.

	“Spiritist romances.” David replied. “My mother is a Spiritist and Abner was interested in the subject. I took him to my house. He and my mother spent hours talking about everything. It is logical that the conversation has been watered with coffee and rain cake” They laughed. “Now, they do not stop talking.”

	“I know a little about Spiritism, but not much. Are you a Spiritist?” She wanted to know.

	“The Spiritist is said to be a frequent visitor to a Spiritist home, taking doctrinal courses and doing volunteer work at the center. If you ask me if I'm a frequent visitor to the Spiritist center and if I'm currently taking courses, the answer is no. Now, if you ask me if I'm a spiritist in heart, soul and in my daily practices, the answer is yes.”

	“I have read countless romances, tales and Spiritist stories. The first one I read was Nuestro Hogar, by Chico Xavier, from the spirit of André Luiz. It was my sister who lent it to me. She attended the Spiritist center for a long time.”

	“This book is a classic of Spiritist literature.”

	“I loved it.” Rúbia took a sip from the coffee cup and asked. “What do you do for a living, David?”

	“I'm an odontologist, popularly known as a dentist.” He smiled.

	“Hey! I'm talking to the right person. I have a tooth that shows no signs of life.” She laughed.

	“That can become a problem if you don't fix it soon.”

	“Where is your dental office?”

	“It's nearby. I'll give you a card.” He said getting up and going to the sofa to take a folder that he had left there. When he came back, he handed it to Rúbia.

	“Thank you. I'll call and schedule an appointment.”

	“Do it. Tell the secretary that you are Abner's sister and you will quickly have an appointment.” 

	At the time, Abner commented;

	“Ricardo was supposed to bring me some projects, but he's taking too long.”

	“I hope he arrives soon. I'm waiting for a call and may have to go.”

	As soon as Rúbia said that, the intercom rang and Abner went to answer. It didn't take long and the doorbell rang. The young man went to open the door and returned with Ricardo and a boy who seemed to be about ten years old. Upon reaching the room, Abner's partner greeted and then introduced them.

	“This is my son, Renán.”

	Courteous, the boy greeted everyone and sat on the sofa at his father's suggestion. He carried a small electronic gaming device in his hands and was watching it.

	Ricardo gave Abner what he needed, accepted the offered cup of coffee, and then commented.

	“We haven't seen each other in a long time, have we, Rúbia?”

	“It is true. I haven't been in your company in a few months. Neither have you been in our house.”

	“What good have you done?” He asked.

	“I have a new job.”

	“Great news. That is great. Congratulations!”

	“How horrible it was to be unemployed. You can't imagine.”

	“I have an idea. You haven't been unemployed for a long time though, have you?”

	“For those who are used to working, it was too long.” Ricardo, turning to the other man, asked. “David, tell your mother I haven't forgotten her book. I'm almost done reading it.”

	“As I understand it, David's mother is lending everyone a book.” Rúbia jokes. “I also want to meet her.”

	“Anytime.” David said willingly. “Mrs. Janaina loves meeting new people. Receiving visitors depends on herself.”

	“Let me know before you go there. She will prepare the best rain cake you have ever eaten.”

	“And she bakes a chocolate cake to eat while you pray! It seems to have been made by angels. Mrs. Janaina cooks very well.” Abner said.

	“You're going to miss mom's food when you come to live here, right, David?” Ricardo joked when asking.

	David and Abner looked at each other without knowing how to answer, while Rúbia found the question strange. She frowned and looked suspiciously at her brother demanding an answer.

	In that instant, Ricardo's eyes widened and he realized that he had made a mistake. There would be no way to delete what he said or even try to correct it. Silence reigned. He was very embarrassed and, since he had nothing to say, he decided to leave.

	Abner accompanied him, leaving his sister and David in the room. In the hallway, while waiting for the elevator, he apologized.

	“I'm sorry, Abner. I thought you already told your sister. I saw you both so excited and... You said when you introduced them, you were going to reveal everything.”

	“That was my idea at first.” He smiled awkwardly. “After she and David talked for a bit, I thought about telling her

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
