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	PREFACE

	 

	 

	It was getting dark. The strong autumn breeze swept through the alleys, scattering the dry leaves falling from the yellowing trees, and the sun rays filtering through the gray clouds that could not warm the rare passersby walking among the fields on that Sunday.

	With a bouquet of flowers in his hands, a well-dressed gentleman, revealing his noble lineage, was looking for a name and, attentively reading the inscriptions on the tombstones. Finally, he stopped. "Here lies Suzane Ferguson, who left the Earth on September 30, 1906." Her eyes filled with tears.  His mature face showed that he went through a wave of emotion. He had finally found her. Finally, he had news. She was dead! How he dreamed of the moment of reunion! How he searched everywhere for his beloved figure! All useless. Almost five years he had spent in this search, and now he found only a cold tombstone, where death killed his hopes, and his oppressed heart only said: 

	Never again! I will never see her lovely face again, hear her crystalline laughter, take her hands, kiss her brown hair, and embrace her precious body feeling her heart beating next to mine.

	It was very cruel, and he bowed to the weight of his pain. He placed the flowers on the grave and knelt down, letting the tears wash his face freely.

	If only she knew how much he loved her! If only he could have told her how much he suffered and how much he regretted his rude attitude, frivolity, his ambition! But now it is all over. Suzane was dead and she would never hear from him again, and he could not open his heart to her, talk to her about his mistakes and his regrets.

	He remained there, on his knees, thinking, thinking desperately. What was it worth to him all the money he had accumulated? What was it worth to him, the position, the power, all the things he had coveted and for which he had exchanged the pure love of Suzane, in a loveless marriage, at the service of interests and of which he was left only with disappointment and discomfort? 

	Ah! The tears she had cried! Her beautiful eyes begged him not to abandon her, and he, cold, almost indifferent, had proposed an extramarital liaison, a home where he would go when his wife and his social engagements allowed him.

	Seeing her tears useless, Suzane disappeared on the eve of his wedding.

	At first, he thought she had temporarily moved away. After all, she loved him, they had a close bond, and he supported her. Naturally, she would come back when the money ran out or the longing got better of her. It was even good that she disappeared for a while. He didn't want his new position, marrying a girl from a traditional family with a great social projection, to be eclipsed by his connection with Suzane. 

	After all, Maria Helena believed that he loved her. He had played the role so vehemently that no one had even considered the possibility that he was marrying out of interest. Ele came from a strain family. His parents had belonged to the court of Rio de Janeiro at the time of the Empire and had bequeathed him their assets that allowed him to maintain a good appearance. 

	José Luiz liked luxury. He lived surrounded by all the best, loved works of art and his beautiful house in Rio de Janeiro was furnished with French furniture. All the utensils, even his clothes, were imported. 

	He was well received in high circles and highly regarded for his sobriety and common sense. However, José Luiz knew that his resources were few. He wanted more, much more. 

	Maria Helena seemed to him the ideal woman for his plans of power. Her parents enjoyed social and political projection and were very wealthy. Her father, a fighter for the Republic, a Federal Congressman, held a high position of trust with President Floriano Peixoto. 

	José Luiz aspired to rise. He was a lawyer, he had studied; however, he did not believe he could project without a cartridge. 

	He had met Suzane when he was a student in São Paulo. She was Brazilian, but she had been adopted by an English couple who raised her very well. She spoke English fluently and without an accent. Her adoptive father was a railroad employee. They had no children, and when they adopted Suzane as a newborn, they did it out of love. They gave her everything they could. She was beautiful, intelligent, cultured, educated. 

	José Luiz was immediately attracted by her breezy air, her frank and crystalline laughter, her sweet and delicate little face. He loved her deeply. Nevertheless, he always shied away from a serious commitment, citing his studies and the need to graduate first. 

	Suzane gave herself to that love with all her body and soul. She was sure that when he graduated, they would marry. He did not deny it, However, Suzane's parents, despite the comfort in which they lived and the level of education they had, were not wealthy. He lived off his salary at his job which, although it was very good, did not provide him with social or political projection.

	José Luiz wanted much more. If he married Suzane, he would become a mediocre and poor lawyer for the rest of his life. He needed to take care of his future. For this reason, when he went to Rio to visit his parents, he ambitiously looked for someone who fulfilled his conditions. 

	Maria Helena was ideal. She was beautiful and fine. Bright eyes, expressive face. Brunette, straight black hair, elegant body, dark and bright eyes. 

	She fell in love with him quickly and José Luiz exulted. From courtship to engagement was a snap, and his flattered parents enthusiastically approved of the union. 

	At his graduation, everyone would come to São Paulo to attend the solemnities, and José Luiz decided to end his relationship with Suzane. That moment was painful for him, he did not want her to suffer. He loved her very much. He did not want to lose her love. He  counted on time, so that the situation could be arranged in the best way. Suzane loved him very much. She would suffer at first, but then she would have to accept. He would come to see her whenever he could. In the future, who knows, maybe she could go to live in Rio de Janeiro. He would build a beautiful house, where they would be happy. 

	Suzane's parents would be returning to England in a short time. She had promised to stay with him. On the eve of his graduation he told her everything. His ambition, his engagement, his projects, everything. Suzane cried a lot, she did not accept the situation as he had wished. She told him that, if he got married, he would never see her again. He did not believe her. She loved him and would reconsider. However, she did not come back, disappeared and he never found her again. He had searched for her useless. He heard that they had returned to England. He got a business trip and went there. He could not find them. He sent an investigator whom he paid handsomely to locate her, but to no avail. It seemed that the earth had swallowed her up.

	The longing hurt in his heart. He tried to forget. After all, he had everything he wanted. Position, money, social life. Maria Helena gave him two healthy and intelligent children. She was caring and dedicated. What more could he want?

	However, Suzane’s laughter came to his memory, her happy and affectionate face appeared to him in his dreams, where scenes of love were a constant. José Luiz could not forget. The years passed and with them, the boredom of mundane life, the routine of a loveless marriage. José Luiz could not continue with Maria Helena to play the role of lover. She soon realized that he did not love her. 

	Discreet and polite, hurt in her feelings, she closed herself off even more, becoming distant and cold with him. And so, their relationship became only formal, and José Luiz searched for love in other connections, without finding it. 

	He regretted not having married Suzane. He intensified his searches until finally located, in that cemetery in Rio de Janeiro, the simple grave. He looked at the oval portrait embedded in the headstone where Suzane appeared smiling. How could he have been so blind? How could he have exchanged the love of that creature for worldly illusions? 

	But it was  late. Now all he could do was cry. He remained there, bitter, for some time. As he was about to get up, he felt a gentle hand lightly touch his shoulder. He stood up. A young woman stood in front of him. He looked at her in wonder. The same eyes as Suzane's, the same brown, ringed hair, he felt a shock.

	- I'm sorry if I scared you. It's just that I don't know you and I've never seen you here. 

	-You are moved. You cried for her. Tell me, did you know my mother?

	He was stunned. She was Suzane's daughter. So, she had gotten married! Of course she had! Why had he never thought of that? 

	A wave of jealousy came over him. Had Suzane's love run out? 

	He needed to know. It was important to know the truth. He looked at the delicate face so similar to Suzane's and answered: 

	- Yes. I knew your mother very well. Many years ago. 

	She sighed deeply. 

	- Maybe then you can explain some things to me - she said thoughtfully. 

	- I thought exactly the same thing.

	- We need to talk, she said seriously. 

	- Certainly. The afternoon is cold. Will you have tea with me?

	- With pleasure. I see you brought flowers. Let's put them in the vase. Then we will go. 

	With delicacy and care, she arranged the flowers, while he waited and despite all the emotion, José Luiz suddenly felt a sense of peace. 

	They did not see that Suzane's spirit was there, bright and beautiful, looking at the scene with emotion. 

	- Finally, my God - she thought with joy - finally they have found each other. 

	Her prayerful heart enfolded them with much love, accompanying them as they left the cemetery and looked for a suitable place to talk.

	 


CHAPTER 1

	 

	 

	Sitting face to face in an elegant confectioner’s shop, they looked at each other with disguised curiosity. José Luiz was very moved. The flushed and expressive face of the girl reminded him very much of Suzane's, and he felt his longing grow. 

	- You said you met my mother? 

	- Yes. I have met her a lot and seeing you look so much like her, I feel moved. 

	- Why?

	- What is your name? - he asked, interested. 

	- Luciana.

	-My name is José Luiz. Has your mother never mentioned it? 

	- No - she answered thoughtfully.

	- I see. Certainly her husband would not understand. We were lovers. 

	- Mom never married. José Luiz felt a thud in his heart. A sudden suspicion began to awaken inside him. He needed to know more, he wanted to know everything. 

	Excited, he put his hand on hers and squeezed it tightly as he said: 

	- Luciana, please, I need to know everything. It is important that you tell me about your life, where you have been all these years. 

	- Why? - She asked, also feeling overwhelmed with emotion. She felt she was finally going to know her mother's drama. Her past, her origin. 

	- I have to. For almost twenty-five years I have been searching desperately for Suzane. Just today I discovered that she has been dead for ten years. If she didn't get married... then you are... you... 

	- I don't know what to say...maybe you can enlighten me. She never talked to me about the past. My grandparents told me not to ask questions, that she had suffered a lot and needed to forget. 

	- How old are you? – he asked, trembling. 

	- Twenty-four -  she said breathily. Please, if you know something, tell me. 

	Unable to contain himself any longer, José Luiz said to her with some euphoria: It is too early to tell, however, everything leads us to believe... that you are…

	- That am I? - She encouraged, seeing him hesitate.

	- My daughter! - he concluded, shaking his hands tightly. 

	They were silent for a few minutes, looking at each other without the courage to speak. Then, when they calmed down, she said:

	- You must have  good reasons to think so. Please tell me everything. 

	- Then I'll tell you what I know. 

	- Very well - he agreed, pausing, waiting for the waiter to place the delicacies on the table and serve them tea.

	Looking at José Luiz's emotional face, Luciana said: 

	- Let's have tea. We both need some. I want to know everything, in detail. 

	José Luiz took a few sips of tea and tried to calm down. Then, feeling more encouraged, he told all about his love for Suzane.He did not omit any detail. On the contrary, he was hard on himself, as if in penance with Luciana, as he could not do it in front of Suzane. 

	She listened, feeling tears rolling down her cheeks, thinking of her mother's suffering. 

	- I am sorry - he finished - I wanted to ask her forgiveness. To tell her that I was wrong. That, if it were today, I wouldn't have lost her. But now it's too late! 

	- She is gone forever! 

	- You're wrong - Luciana answered. Her body died, but her spirit is still alive and by my side. I feel her with me. I see her from time to time. 

	José Luiz looked at her with amazement. Luciana was hallucinating. 

	- It is true. Death is not the end of everything. We are eternal! Don't you believe that? 

	- No. I'm sorry to disappoint you. If that comforts you, I can understand. But those who die never come back. We'll never see each other again. 

	Luciana looked at him sadly. 

	- I feel sorry that you haven't discovered this truth yet. It is sad to think of "never again." 

	- It has crucified me. But, it is hopeless. Now, tell me everything you know. Your age arouses suspicion in me, she didn't marry… it  could be that... Tell me everything.

	Luciana nodded and began: 

	- I was born in Brazil on July 4, 1892, but I was raised in London, where we lived for eight years. At home, my grandparents never mentioned my father, and when I asked about him, my mother said that he had died before I was born and that they had never married. But, she suffered so much when I asked, that my grandmother scolded me and told me to avoid the subject. That my mother harbored a great sorrow in her heart. That I needed to give her a lot of love to help her overcome that pain. I did what I could. 

	- In fact, it was easy to like mom. She was charming, loving, friendly, and kind. She was selflessly devoted to me, and I loved her very much. My grandfather died in 1899 and Grandma was very much shaken by this loss. 

	- Our financial situation was not good and my mother worked very hard to help with expenses. That was when she decided to return to Brazil. Grandma had left a little house in São Paulo, which she did not receive any money because it was on loan to a friend. We wrote to her and went to São Paulo. The house was small and when grandma's friend moved out, we were able to settle in. 

	- There, mom tried to work, which was difficult, despite the progress and new opportunities that the turn of the century had brought. She taught English to the children of wealthy families, and in those days, French was more in evidence. Although knowing this language, she did not know enough to teach. She managed to get a few students and so we were able to continue to live with difficulty. 

	José Luiz said as if to himself: 

	- Suzane never told me she was pregnant! I never knew!

	- I believe. It is in her character. One day, she came home very nervous. She said we needed to leave. That there was a person interested in knowing our whereabouts. Grandma tried to dissuade her. After all, the house was our security. But she wouldn't give in. So we sold the house and traveled here. 

	- What year was it? 

	- Late 1900 or early 1901, I don't remember exactly. The money for the house was spent almost all of it while she looked for work and we paid rent in the suburbs. She became seriously ill and we were going through many difficulties. My grandmother had jewelry that was sold to try to save her. 

	- It was useless. After she died, Grandma and I were very sad. 

	- Mom, despite all her struggles, always encouraged us to go on. She was cheerful and never faded away. 

	- Without her, I felt shaken and aimless. Grandma wanted to go back to England; but we could not afford the trip. Then, I preferred to stay in Brazil. It was my land and I felt that here was our place. 

	Luciana stopped, eyes lost in an undefined point, immersed in her memories. After a few moments, she continued: 

	- But, we had to live. The money ran out. Grandma was too old to work and I searched unsuccessfully for a position that would allow us to survive. One night when I was desperate, I dreamed of my mother. She was in the kitchen with Grandma and said in a firm voice: 

	- Your canned food is delicious. Everyone likes them. I miss them. They are wonderful. Grandma smiled contentedly. And when, the next day, I told my her about the dream, she cheered up, saying:

	- The canning! I am going to make them to sell. Don't you think it's a good idea? And then, we started to work. I helped her, and we made sweets, vegetables, everything she knew and sold them to neighbors, friends, and acquaintances. Little by little, we became known and our products were in great demand . Thanks to that I was able to finish my studies. 

	Luciana paused, eyes lost, immersed in her memories.

	José Luiz looked at her moved. 

	- You didn't have to go through all this. Despite what I did, I would never have stopped helping if I had known the truth. 

	Luciana looked up to face him. 

	- Don't be sorry. What Mom did was right. Since you chose another way, she walked away and tried to solve her problems alone. 

	- You have suffered unnecessarily. 

	- Don't say that. Our fights were good and gave us experience. 

	- Despite the difficulties, we managed to live very well. 

	José Luiz looked at her, touched.

	- I have no doubt that you are my daughter. The coincidence of dates does not allow her to have another romance after our relationship. You can tell that when we separated, she was already expecting you.

	Luciana smiled: 

	- If it pleases you to know, she has never had another boyfriend. Grandma couldn’ stand it, seeing her young, beautiful, cheerful, very courted although not encouraging anyone, not wanting to accept any admirers. 

	José Luiz felt a wave of emotion: 

	- Despite everything, I also never forgot her. I never stopped looking for her and, if she had not moved from São Paulo, I would have found her.

	Luciana sighed thoughtfully. 

	- That wouldn't have changed anything, she would never have accepted a relationship of this nature. 

	- I don't know. Our love was very great and pure, I only understood that many years later.

	- Anyway, everything has changed now.

	José Luiz nodded in agreement. 

	- It's true. I can do nothing but conform. 

	His face reflected sadness and dismay. He continued thoughtful:

	- Now, life will lose all its charm. Before, I nurtured the hope of seeing Suzane again, dreaming of a reunion, of the things I would say to her to prove my repentance. I hoped to remake our lives. Unfortunately, it was all over. 

	Luciana looked at him seriously: 

	- You must not harbor sadness or pessimism. The choice was yours. Life always places in front of us several options. The choice is free, but once the choice is made, our freedom ceases and we are forced to reap the consequences. 

	José Luiz looked at her in amazement. 

	- I wish it were different - he said. 

	- If you had married my mother, maybe you would have kept the illusion that the other way would be better. Maybe you would regret it. 

	- You are wrong. If I had married her, I would have found happiness.

	- Would she? I think she would know how to make you happy, but your heart would have been deprived of the things you valued, wouldn't it have made you unhappy? Although you have her love, at that time, it was not enough for you. 

	José Luiz felt it was true. If you had married Suzane, no matter how happy they had been, he would always keep a certain dissatisfaction, his ambition would not have let him to be completely happy. 

	He looked at his daughter’s flushed face, appearing to be younger than she was, and marveled again. 

	- Today I know I was wrong. My satisfied ambitions did not give me the joy I expected. 

	Luciana placed her hand on his arm and said in a serene voice: 

	- Every life event holds precious lessons. You needed to understand that.

	- Now it is late. 

	Luciana smiled slightly. 

	- You have a mission to fulfill in this world. A family to maintain, guide, love. Duty fulfilled always gives us great dignity. 

	- I have an indifferent and cold wife. A couple of children, always busy with the disciplines Maria Helena demands. They don't seem to need anything. I have the business, nothing else. In spite of everything, it was very good to have found you. 

	Luciana sighed: 

	- I always doubted my father's death. I was never shown his grave. One could never talk about him. Now I understand everything. 

	- I hope you will forgive me and accept my friendship. I am happy to have found you.

	- Me too. Now I need to go. Grandma must be waiting. 

	- I'll take you home. I'd like to talk to your grandmother.

	- It would be better to prepare her first. I don't want to excite her too much.

	- I will go there, wait outside while you talk to her and prepare her to receive me. It's very important for me to talk to her. 

	- Okay. We can go. 

	Luciana lived in a small house in the suburbs. Despite the arrangement, the girl invited him in. Seeing them, Egle got up from the armchair, admired. 

	José Luiz, moved, hat in hand, waited, looking at that aging face with respect and anxiety. 

	- Grandma - Luciana said - this is an old acquaintance of yours who came to visit us. He was crying at Mom's grave. 

	Egle turned pale and then blushed. She wanted to speak, but her voice would not come out. For years, she had held that man responsible for all the suffering Suzane had been through. She had come to hate him. Especially for witnessing the dignity of the daughter who had never belittled him. Suzane suffered, but at the same time, she understood that he had the right to choose another path. However, she could not forget and love another man. Her life had been destroyed by this betrayal. 

	Egle liked José Luiz, although she identified a lot of vanity and ambition in him. But Suzane loved him, and seeing her happy with his attention and affection, she appreciated him. 

	However, after what he had done, her heart was filled with resentment, sadness. He had no right to destroy Suzane's dreams. 

	He was a selfish, cold man, able to exchange love for money, and that had made him despicable in her eyes. 

	She had helped her daughter endure her struggles, but the thorn was still stuck in her heart. 

	José Luiz stepped forward, trying to fix his anguished eyes on her. 

	- Mrs. Egle. We need to talk. 

	It was in a low voice hampered by emotion that she replied: 

	- Now there is nothing more to say. You should not have come.

	- I needed to. I have suffered a lot. I am sorry. 

	A wave of indignation colored the old woman's face. With difficulty she mastered herself. She turned to Luciana: 

	- Leave us alone. 

	The girl protested.

	- I know everything, Grandma. I know about the past. Now I know my origin. 

	The old woman looked at her in anguish. 

	- What did he tell you? Did you believe him?

	- The truth. When I broke up with Suzane, I didn't know she was going to be a mother. Why didn't she tell me? 

	Egle let herself fall back in the armchair, not knowing what to say. For so many years she and Suzane had tried to escape this encounter that even now, so many years after her daughter's death, still haunts her. 

	She kept silence for a few moments, then said in a hurt voice: 

	- With what right do you come back after so many years to stir the wound that still hurts? 

	- It was a chance that brought us together - he said, moved. I never knew I had this daughter. Don't you think that was unfair too? For years I looked for Suzane everywhere, I never stopped loving her! 

	- Your love was not enough to defend you from ambition. 

	José Luiz bowed his head, thoughtfully. She continued: 

	- Have you never wondered how many people you have harmed?

	He raised his head and looked at her bravely.

	- Many years ago I understood my mistake. I sought out Suzane to ask her forgiveness. If I could turn back in time, everything would be different, but, unfortunately, now it is too late. She is dead. I will never be able to tell her how sorry I am for what I did. How much I would like to see her beloved face, her beautiful smile, which I have never forgotten. I couldn’t forget either. This is my punishment. 

	- To love her and not be able to have her with me. To desire her presence and know that I will never see her again. All the things I have in life are not enough to make up to her absence. In my suffering, I am comforted and I know that here are Luciana and you, to whom I can ask for forgiveness. Whom I can beg to understand me and help me bear the anguish of living. 

	Tears rolled down José Luiz's cheeks, while he clenched his hands nervously, uttering the words with difficulty, unable to contain them. 

	It was Luciana who answered by hugging him: 

	- I cannot forgive, because I cannot accuse nor judge. I know you are being sincere. I know that every illusion we cherish, life always destroys. 

	- Our mistakes come at a painful price: disappointment. But it has a precious harvest: maturation. In spite of everything, I feel happy because I was an orphan and now I have a father. I would like you to be my friend. If mother loved you so much, it is because she found in your heart the nobility of your soul, the elevation of feelings, and the inner greatness. I want to love you too. Now life has brought us together, I am sure that mother will bless us. 

	José Luiz, overcome by emotion, hugged his daughter without being able to speak. 

	They remained like that, entwined, feeling their hearts beating, in this reunion of souls, and José Luiz felt a new feeling of peace that he had not experienced in a long time, invading his heart. 

	Involved by the action, only Luciana noticed Suzane’s white form who embraced them and in her heart raised a silent prayer of gratitude to God. 

	When the emotion serenaded, José Luiz, taking Luciana's hands between his own, considered: 

	- You do not only look like your mom physically, but you also possess a nobility of her soul that touches me. You did not condemn me for the past. This increases the awareness of my guilt. But, then I will prove to you my repentance, you will see. From now on I will take care of you. 

	Egle looked at him seriously. 

	- You have a family. Don't promise what you can't deliver. We've lived well so far. Let us go our way in peace. 

	José Luiz stared at her firmly: 

	- I see you still haven't forgiven me - he said. 

	- Repentance does not erase the suffering that is in our soul. 

	- I recognize that. But I want to make an effort to at least try to remake what is possible for me. What is left for me but that? Your sorrow is as much as mine is unsolvable. What can we do now? 

	Luciana hugged her grandmother tenderly:

	- Grandma, don't harbor resentment in your heart. It will not change what has passed and it is beyond remedy. On the contrary, besides weakening your health, doing you a lot of harm, it will sadden mom who has understood and forgiven him long ago. If she, who was the most harmed, does not hold resentment or sorrow, why are we going to do that? Forget the past, Grandma. We are not enough to judge and criticize anyone. Hug my father and let's forget.

	- Let us try from now on to live better and cultivate friendship and love. This will make us happier.

	- Forget your mother’s sufferings? She said in a pained voice. 

	- Yes - answered Luciana in a breath - if she suffered it was because God allowed it. It must have been for a good reason. She has already forgiven and she hopes that we know how to understand. She also hopes, above all, that we embrace ourselves with optimism and the will to be the better. 

	Egle lowered her head, not knowing what to say. Luciana took her grandmother's hand and placed it over her father's, saying: 

	- The past is dead and there is nothing we can do about it. But today we are together and we can strive for a better life. 

	Egle had no more arguments, she squeezed José Luiz's hand and accepted the kiss he delicately placed on her. 

	- And now - Luciana continued - let's sit down and talk. 

	- I want to know everything about you, your habits, your tastes, your ideas. Let's get to know each other better, make up for lost time.

	José Luiz felt a soft warmth warm  his heart. Luciana was enchanting. He let himself be led to a nice armchair where he sat, while she settled on a stool at his feet.

	It was a pleasure for José Luiz to surrender to that moment, discovering surprise and delight, the beauties of that woman’s soul, so young yet, but possessed of exquisite taste, instruction and a spontaneity that enraptured him. 

	José Luiz forgot about time, about problems, about the past, about everything. 

	It was only hours later he left that modest house, feeling his heart flutter with joy, and promising himself to return very soon. 

	It was past 10 p.m. when José Luiz entered the house, finding it partially dark. Everyone had already gone to bed. Unless they had had something special, a visit or a significant date, at 9 p.m., Maria Helena invariably said good night to her children, who each went to their rooms, and she would ask her husband if he needed anything. 

	It was a formality, because the house was well organized, because the house was very well managed and Amélia, the housekeeper, took good care of everything. 

	José Luiz had everything at hand and a servant always attentive to his smallest desires. Invariably, he would say "no, thank you" and she, after simply saying good night, went to her room. 

	They slept in separate rooms. At first, it had not been like this. They lived in a sumptuous double bedroom where José Luiz slept next to his wife in a beautiful bed imported from France,  in fine linen sheets, finely embroidered. 

	However, at the end of the first pregnancy of their first child, under the pretext of not bothering her, José Luiz had chosen two adjoining rooms in the beautiful and luxurious villa and transformed them into rich, comfortable, and beautiful rooms, where he now sleeps. 

	He never again expressed the desire to go back to sleep with his wife, who had never invited him to return, or asked him why he was  so far away. 

	In spite of this, José Luiz fulfilled his duties as a husband twice a week, passing by his wife's room before going back to his own. As time went by, this contact became less frequent, and now he could not even remember how long he hadn’t been with Maria Helena. 

	Sometimes his conscience accused him of indifference, but she had never complained. Perhaps she did not even love him and accepted his intimacy out of obligation. He was tired  of pretending a love he did not feel. She was beautiful, fine, well-groomed, and aristocratic. In the beginning of the marriage, she sometimes appeared to have an ardor that had stimulated him, making him hope for a good conjugal relationship. But, after the birth of his son, she had become cold and closed, showing no emotion whatsoever and José Luiz, ardent and romantic temperament, justified with this attitude his increasing distance from intimacy. 

	He was, however, a socially impeccable husband. He made it a point to be considerate with her, to fulfill his duties as head of the family. He accompanied her on her regular visits. And on Tuesdays, he was always at home for the usual soiree, where after the literary and musical part, wine and liquor, sweets and coffee were served, and the men went to the living room to smoke, while the women chatted and the youngsters entertained themselves in parlor games. Invariably, between ten and ten-thirty, friends and the couple would say goodbye at the door, thanking them for their presence, inviting them to the following week. 

	Maria Helena knew how to receive with nobility, and José Luiz was proud of her class and finesse, of her good taste, arranging everything with luxury and distinction. 

	Besides, she was an excellent pianist, having studied even in France and, that’s why she was always asked to play in these soirees. Although she only played the classics, she chose them with great taste and was always very applauded. 

	From time to time they would reciprocate by attending the soirees of some friends, to have reciprocity. They were always well received, not only for the social position they occupied, but also for the class, sympathy and finesse with which they behaved. They were seen by everyone as a model couple of happiness and good tone. 

	José Luiz was still feeling emotional. He dismissed the servant who was quietly waiting for him, after having made the bed ready and laid out his sleeping clothes. As he prepared to lie down to bed, his heart beat rapidly, remembering the last events of his life. 

	He lay down, but his excitement prevented him from sleeping. 

	When the news of Suzane's death reached him, an enormous sense of loss overwhelmed him. He had never thought about  the possibility that she had died. Suzane was joy, life itself. How could she have been transformed into a cold, dead corpse, never to return? 

	He felt revolted about it, but Luciana's presence had awakened new emotions in him. She was very different from his two children. 

	João Henrique was cold and distant like his mother, and her relationship with him was dry and disciplinary. He was only touched in his love for his mother. He was jealous in his affection, very attached to her with whom he showed great affinity. Maria Lúcia was very shy and not very communicative.

	She always obeyed without complaining and would blush at anything, and if someone mentioned that in particular, she did not hold back tears. Her mother was energetic with her, choosing her outfit, her hairstyle, everything, and it was very irritating when she asked her about any subject and saw her indecisive and blushed without knowing what to answer. She used to comment with her husband about the qualities of her son, so intelligent, confident, and always having a good answer to everything, and her dislike for her daughter who, although she was not an ugly young woman (she was even pretty), had no good taste, no class and little intelligence. 

	José Luiz listened to her, assuming his role as a father, remembering the girl's young age and his hope that with time she would improve. He also did not like to see her confused and embarrassed, dull and always in the background. 

	Luciana was not like them. She had her own ideas, she was cultured without being pedantic or indifferent, affectionate without being syrupy, intelligent, saying things that had made him think. Truths that he had never realized before. 

	He felt an enormous attraction for her. He would like to tell the world that this beautiful creature was his daughter, but he recognized that he could not do that. However, he wanted to give her everything he could, to make up for what he had denied Suzane as well as herself in the past. 

	José Luiz stirred in bed looking for a more comfortable position. He would buy a beautiful house in a nice place and decorate it; he would give Luciana a good allowance to support herself with the luxury and wealth she deserved. Perhaps, he would give her goods that could guarantee her a good income for the rest of her life. 

	It was the least he could do for her, after all she had suffered. 

	It was already dawn when José Luiz finally managed to fall asleep.

	 

	 


CHAPTER 2

	 

	 

	Sitting at the piano, Maria Helena ran through the keys with her nimble fingers, plucking harmonious sounds from the instrument that filled the air in the beautiful living room. Her heart was filled with an oppressive and hopeless, that filled her with discouragement and sadness. 

	In these moments, she would resort to music, trying to express her emotions, repressed and hidden under the varnish of conveniences.

	She was very lonely. She had married for love. José Luiz had represented her own reason for living. His frank and gentle laughter, his green and emotional eyes, his warm and delicate kisses, his natural elegance, his haughty bearing and charming manners, had won her over since the first day. 

	Raised in a strict and very disciplined way, she tried to hide her feelings as if it were shameful to love or wish to be loved. But, he had courted her and she felt immensely happy. Marrying him was everything she could aspire to. It was with her heart singing with joy that she said "I do" on the wedding day and her eyes filled with emotional tears of happiness.

	The kindness, the attention, and the delicacies of her husband made her even happier, and Maria Helena had let herself fall on the wings of her dream, thinking she had conquered paradise on earth. 

	Little by little, however, she realized that her husband was not showing the same interest as in the early days. It was only natural, she thought. She had heard from older, more experienced people, that in marriage, with the passage of time, initial passion gives way to a well-behaved friendship where love settles to daily life, maturing. But, her perception as a woman in love was that, under the attention of an educated man, there was not the warmth she would like.

	When José Luiz came closer, Maria Helena felt herself shuddering.

	Her heart beat faster, longing for him to hug and kiss her.

	She trembled at the thought of this, and she felt a wave of heat enveloping her body, but she dominated herself, fighting against the emotion, trying not to show what was in her soul, realizing that José Luiz was indifferent, that he seemed to feel no emotion with her proximity. 

	The woman must be passive, she thought. God forbid that José Luiz should become aware of her hidden passion, her uncontrolled love. It would be humiliating, unworthy. 

	And she continued to appear indifferent, waiting for him to show his love, so she could accept his caresses, and yet, struggling not to appear before him, as a venal, madly in love woman. 

	Little by little, Maria Helena saw José Luiz distancing himself from her, who swallowed her disappointment, her suffering, suffocated her longings and tried to show her indifference. However, if she could manage this control, her heart waited with true anxiety for the days when José Luiz would come to her room. On these occasions she tried to deceive herself by feeling his kisses and caresses, thinking that he loved her, but that this was the way to love in marriage, and that she should be glad about that, leaving her illusions aside. José Luiz was formal and did not let her participate in his inner life. Many times, she surprised him with his eyes lost in the distance, with a sad air  and a contracted face. She felt that her husband was suffering, she suspected he had a problem, but, as he  never opened up, she said nothing. Besides, every time she wanted to be closer to him,  to try to be more intimate, José Luiz politely dodged her.

	Maria Helena had felt, little by little, the barrier between them increased, and she did not know how to change this situation. She finally understood that her husband did not love her. When had he stopped loving her? She did not know. She was afraid to wonder if he had ever loved her. She preferred to believe that his desires had been satisfied, so he settled down to marriage, like many couples she knew, leaving only polite and natural coexistence of mutual tolerance. 

	In spite of understanding everything, of repeating these concepts, Maria Helena loved her husband. She suffered with his abandonment, she felt his indifference. There were moments when she wanted to hug him, to be with him, to feel his arms wrapping her body, resting her head on his broad chest. Then, when loneliness and desire consumed her, she sat at the piano and played, played. 

	She let the emotion flow with the music and then she felt better, more serene, and able to continue to maintain her apparent indifference. Sometimes, curiosity bothered her. Her husband had not been looking for her for months. Would he have another woman outside home? This doubt tormented and jealousy hurt her deeply. She felt despised, rejected by her husband, belittled, and she closed herself even more in her pride, showing herself indifferent so that José Luiz would never notice her pain. 

	But her husband was very discreet. His exemplary behavior never allowed her to notice anything, any slip. Could he be keeping himself away from women all this time? She doubted it, she would like to ask another, more experienced woman; however, she felt ashamed. She would never have the courage to talk to anyone about sex. 

	João Henrique was her comfort, her delight. From a young age he had shown his affection, preferring her to anything else. The two of them had a great affinity. They liked the same things and alone with her son, Maria Helena opened her heart, showing her affection, giving free rein to her feelings. He understood her. He had noticed his father's coldness and reproached him for it. Passionate temperament, João Henrique covered his mother with kisses and pleasures, as if he wanted to make up for his father’s indifference. 

	João Henrique did not care much about his father. Since he was a child, he felt jealous of his mother, and was relieved when his father left so that he could freely express his love for her. José Luiz was a severe father, although he tried to be fair. He demanded obedience and respect from his son, just as he had been raised. He noticed a barrier between them, but he could not understand why. Sometimes, he had even noticed an animosity in his eyes, a certain aversion. At such times he felt remorse. 

	- I thought - my son was conceived without love. Since I do not love his mother, he doesn't love me. He tried to get closer to him, trying to be interested in the things he liked; however, he soon realized that João Henrique was closing himself off, rejecting his interest. 

	José Luiz felt guilty for having deceived Maria Helena by marrying her, loving Suzane. He distanced himself from his son, accepting his refusal, at the same time trying to tell himself that João Henrique was his son and that he needed to love him, to understand him, to be a good father. 

	But if José Luiz fulfilled all his duties as a father, taking care of his education, his health and even his future, the barrier between the two could never be overcome. 

	Maria Helena sighed, trying to fix her attention on the music she was playing. If only she could banish the sadness! She thought of her daughter, what an aberration! Always locked in the room, from where she had to be taken out almost by force, silent, gloomy, apathetic and insignificant.

	At first, she had thought of illness, of mental weakness, but the doctors had found nothing. They diagnosed shyness, excessive sensitivity, and temperament. She, so strong and controlled, was to have a weak and unbalanced daughter! Why did these things happen to her? She felt like crying, dying! 

	She stood there, playing, playing, and playing, on and on. João Henrique came into the room, placing his hands on her shoulders and kissing her hair affectionately. 

	- This song is very beautiful, but very sad. It almost made me cry. Wouldn't you rather play something more cheerful? 

	Maria Helena dropped her hands along her body. Then she turned around and hugged him warmly. 

	- I'm sorry if I saddened you. I didn't mean to. 

	- I don't like to see you sad. I'm sad too. Maria Helena smiled. 

	- I'm not sad - she lied, spreading her lips into a smile.

	- It's better this way. There are times, mom, that when you play, your music expresses great sadness. As if you're in a bad relationship with the world. 

	- In a way I am. This world is not a very happy place. 

	Indeed. The injustices, the diseases, the pain, death, they make us sad. But what does it help to think about it? There is no remedy at all. 

	- Let's talk about you. 

	- There is nothing to say. 

	How was your day?

	- Very good. That project I did was highlighted by the teacher who allowed me to describe it thoroughly to the other students. In the end, I received a lot of applause and it was a success.

	Maria Helena's eyes shone with pride. Her son would be a great engineer.

	I would like to see it. I don't understand these things, but I will appreciate it if you explain. 

	Sure Mom. I don't have it now. It stayed with the teacher who wanted to study it better. But I'll be happy to show it to you. I have many new ideas and I know that you, with your good taste, will not only be able to appreciate them, but also to help me. I will still change the face of our city. So much natural beauty and so little concern for our architecture and even the lack of hygiene in the streets, which is a shame. 

	- I completely agree - said Maria Helena with satisfaction. 

	- It is necessary to take care of our streets, to provide for their cleanliness. You can not walk without  the risk of getting your boots in mud or animal excrement. We are in the 20th century. Other countries in Europe have clean streets, their buildings well built, well cared for. Why can't we do the same? 

	- In Europe, people do not throw garbage in the streets. Here, not only the servants or black people but even people from the elite do it. It's a shame. 

	- For I will fight against that. I will make this city civilized. You will see. 

	- It won't be easy, but I believe you'll do it. You were made to command, you know how to do things. 

	- I have you who stimulate me. 

	-Mrs. Maria Helena! 

	Maria Helena turned around. 

	What is it, Amelia? 

	- It's the girl, madam.

	- What's the matter? - Maria Helena asked in disgust. 

	- She hasn't left her room yet today. She didn't want to have lunch and even now I went to call her to get the snack and she refused to open the door. She locked herself in there. 

	Maria Helena stood up trying to contain her irritation. 

	- She told me she didn't want to have lunch because her stomach was not well.  Would it have gotten worse? 

	- I don't know, ma'am. She wouldn’t open the door for me. She might really be sick. You'd better go see for yourself. 

	With an annoyed sigh, Maria Helena went to her daughter's room. 

	She had to be patient with her, the doctor had said, but her childishness had the power to irritate her. She knocked on the door, saying in an energetic voice: 

	- Open the door, Maria Lúcia. Let me in. 

	Then the door opened and Maria Lúcia’s face appeared. Maria Helena pushed the door and went inside.

	- What happened? Are you still in your jersey in the middle of afternoon? Are you sick? 

	The girl lowered her head and said nothing. Maria Helena continued: 

	- You don't even look like a woman. So sloppy. Look at the disorder of this room, it looks like a slum. This can't go on. After all, miss, are you sick or not? Answer me.

	- No - she stammered, trembling.

	 - Didn't you have a stomachache in the morning? 

	- I had, but it’s gone now.

	- Then get dressed immediately and go downstairs for your snack. And don't linger as usual. - Heading to the closet she picked up a few pieces: - Put these on. Try to get ready. I hate slouching. Come on, miss, don't be late, I'll be waiting. 

	With an uncomfortable sigh, Maria Helena left the room. That was a cross in her life. What wrong had she done to deserve such an insignificant daughter?

	Maria Lucia looked sadly at the clothes her mother had thrown on the bed. She felt the impulse to tear them up. But, she restrained herself. She felt like screaming, to say that she wasn't going to wear any of those things, that she wanted to stay in her room, where she could give vent to her fantasy, imagine being whatever she wanted, where she did not blush for nothing and always knew what to do.

	She dreamed of being strong, beautiful, and having a good personality. In the intimacy of her room, she imagined herself reacting, appearing before everyone haughty, beautiful, dominant; when her mother, looking at her with admiration, introduced her to her friends, speaking of her often and with the same ardor with which she referred to João Henrique.

	Maria Lúcia mechanically picked up the clothes from the bed and put them on. She did not like those pieces. She thought they were horrible.

	She looked at herself in the mirror and did not like it. She felt ashamed. She would never be beautiful, elegant and confident with her mother. She was ugly, clumsy, dumb, and insignificant. She combed her hair and tied it up with a ribbon. She looked at herself again and pulled the ribbon. Such trimmings looked good on pretty girls.

	To her, it was ridiculous. She made her usual braid and secured it at the nape of her neck with hairpins.

	Finally, she went downstairs. Her mother was waiting for her at the door to the pantry. She looked at her from head to toe, but said nothing.

	- I look terrible - Maria Lúcia thought, feeling even more awkward.

	- Sit down to have your snack. You are old enough to know that you need to eat. I don't see the need for Mrs. Amélia to be bothered by your whims. Careful with that cup, can't you see you're going to drop it?

	Maria Lúcia, who had sat down at the table and bumped into the cup, tried to hold it and could not. It smashed on the floor. The girl got up, scared. Her face colored with an intense redness.

	- See what you did? - said Maria Helena nervously. And don't look at me with that silly face. For God's sake! How long will I be patient with you? Maria Lúcia was trembling with redness and struggling to hold back the tears that had already begun to roll down her cheeks.

	Maria Helena was on the edge of her nerves:

	- Not crying now! Not that. Let’s go. Sit down there. You're going to have this snack anyway. Amélia, get another cup. Fortunately, this wasn't part of the set. For her, never put anything from the set, please! That is it. That’s good. Now put the coffee with milk and put the bread and butter on the plate. Now eat. Maria Lúcia, sitting up, tense, struggling to hold back tears, hands trembling, picked up the cup and brought it to her lips. She was very embarrassed. She was useless, a hindrance to her mother, an unpleasant burden to be begrudgingly carried. She wanted to die. Her mother was there, waiting, and she took a sip of coffee and milk. It was bitter as gall, but she swallowed it nonetheless.

	- Eat the bread. You need to feed yourself.

	She took the bread and put a piece into her mouth. She didn't feel like it, but she chewed a piece anyway.

	Maria Helena was satisfied.

	Amelia, stay here and if she doesn't eat everything, let me know. I'm exhausted.

	I'm going to rest for a little.

	Maria Lúcia said nothing, slowly continued drinking the milk, eating the bread, mixed with the salty taste of tears that, no matter how hard she fought, she could not avoid.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 


CHAPTER 3

	 

	 

	In the days that followed, José Luiz returned several times to the small house in the suburb to see his daughter.

	The more they talked, the more he felt his admiration and respect for Luciana. The young girl had a well-formed character and her own ideas. It was with affection that he looked for a house to buy. He wanted to surround her with luxury and comfort. He intended to erase any resentment the young girl might harbor from the past. To show her a  better side, to win her admiration and esteem. 

	He intended to buy a palace in Glória, but Luciana refused.

	She preferred a simpler house. She also refused to stop working. She was a teacher at  Santo Antônio high school. She liked her job and wanted to continue.

	- You don’t have to - José Luiz argued, annoyed. I am your father, I will take care of you as is your right . You will have enough money to live very well. Luciana fixed her beautiful luminous eyes on her father, saying in a firm voice:

	-  Work may not be just the money you get for performing it.

	- It can be something else. To teach children to see life, showing them the beauties of knowledge, awakening their spirit for good, to useful and active participation in society, is a satisfaction that has no price, which I have chosen voluntarily  and  do not intend to leave.

	José Luiz marveled. For him, work has always been an unpleasant burden that one carries only because of the income it provides.

	- But now you don’t have to. You can occupy yourself in more interesting things. Have your free time to do whatever you want. 

	Luciana smiled happily:

	- I want to teach. It is clear that I, as a poor girl, value the money I receive for my work. But, when I am inside the classroom, I forget everything. In front of those children, seeing them awakening to knowledge, showing them the perfection of nature, the beauty of life, teaching them to develop all the good they hold in their hearts, I feel very happy. I like to do that. I could not live in idleness, between one soiree and another, the fashion salon or the social life. The opportunity to live is too important to me to waste my time in uselessness. Everything moves in the Universe, generating balance and progress. I want to live in harmony with it. Work is for me like the air I breathe.

	José Luiz looked at her without understanding.

	- I have never heard of such concepts. Aren't you being too hard on yourself, depriving yourself of the joys to which you are entitled?

	- You didn't understand what I said. My joy is also in my work. It is not a burden, but a pleasure. A pleasure that takes part of my time, which will not prevent me from having other activities. However, I do not like to go to certain places where futility and gossip dictate the rules, and prejudices distort the true and eternal values of the spirit. I like to make friends, to get along with people, to relate to them and with them, but, I select my friends, I do only what I like and what makes my heart happy. I respect those who think differently, but I do not accept pressure from the conventional, from social obligation, hypocrisy.

	- If everyone were like you, our society would fall apart. It would be chaos.

	- You are wrong. People would be more loyal, more truthful. They would not drag their lives with a smile on their lips and sorrow in their hearts, trying to run away from themselves, sinking into vices, into lies; feeling more and more alone each day in their social environment, unhappier and abandoned, impoverishing the heart, feeling the emptiness of a life without goals or love. José Luiz left Luciana's house thoughtfully. His daughter's words made him think about his own life, so full of dreams, but that had turned into loneliness, emptiness, disenchantment, bitterness.

	He was the society man. Requisite, conventional, closing his heart to his true feelings, masking a non-existent happiness, carrying the weight of prejudices, fighting so that others would not discover his disenchantment, his useless and empty life, playing the role of the happy man, appearing before others as a winner, a strong one, who someone who managed to achieve happiness, arousing the envy of the incapable, the admiration of the weak.

	His vanity was satisfied with that, but his heart was unhappy and the anguish that committed him was getting harder to bear every day.

	Despite this, he did not think about changing. He did not have the courage to face prejudice or to admit that he was not happy. He felt trapped in the situation that suffocated him, but he didn't want to do anything to change it. He carried the weight of guilt in his heart, accepting the consequences of his past actions as a deserved punishment that he had no right to complain about. 

	He did not understand Luciana's point of view. She was inexperienced, a dreamer, he thought. Naturally, she would change  her mind when she was already in a better position and the money came into her hands.

	She had asked him to choose the house before buying it and José Luiz agreed. Although he wanted to buy a luxurious palace, he liked the house Luciana chose. It was elegant, beautiful, surrounded by a beautiful garden in a little distant neighborhood. He got excited seeing her joy, going through the rooms and idealizing the decoration.

	José Luiz was feeling happy.

	- We will hire a specialist to choose the furniture.

	Luciana put her hand on her father's arm, saying gently:

	- I'd like to do it myself. How could a stranger know what I appreciate? Grandma has very good taste, she will help me. I just need to know how much money we have for it.

	José Luiz shook

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
