
	 

	TWINS

	YOU CANNOT SEPARATE WHAT LIFE JOINED

	A PSYCHOGRAPHY BY

	MÓNICA DE CASTRO

	 

	BY THE SPIRIT

	LEONEL

	 

	 

	 

	 


Translation in English:      
Yessenia Chávez Caballero      
Denisse Escalante Prado      
Lima, Peru, February 2020

	 

	 

	 

	Original Title in Portuguese:

	“GÊMEAS” © MÓNICA DE CASTRO

	 

	 


 

	

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	World Spiritist Institute

	Houston, Texas, USA      
E–mail: contact@worldspiritistinstitute.org

	 

	 

	 


MÔNICA DE CASTRO

	My love for literature has existed since my childhood. I always liked to read and write, in verse and prose, and it was in Manoel Bandeira's poems that I further refined my soul's sensitivity.

	I liked writing poems, stories, different texts, and I even won a poetry contest at the age of thirteen, here in the city of Rio de Janeiro, where I was born in 1962. At the same time, my mediumship was awakened and I adopted Spiritism as a balm for my heart.

	My desire was always to be a writer, but life takes us down different paths, always for our benefit, and I ended up graduating in law and passing a competition for the Public Labor Ministry.

	Years later, after my son was born, I felt the first inspiration. It was a strange thing.

	A voice was in my head, repeating that name: Rosali, and the idea of making a romance immediately came up. I rejected the idea and thought, "Who am I to write a novel?

	On the other hand, the same voice also told me: "It never hurts to try. The worst that can happen is not to get anywhere." I accepted the suggestion of the invisible, believing it was my thought, and went to sit in front of the computer.

	At the same time, the inspiration for "Una historia de ayer" came spontaneously, and I began to write, a little bit every day. Until then, I didn't know I was doing psychography.

	It was only when I finished the novel that I received Leonel's psychography, which opens my first book, where he introduces himself and gives his name. But it took a lot of detachment to write, without questioning and accepting the interference of the Spirit. Today I can say that Leonel is a fundamental part of my life.

	I do not write for a living. I write because I like it and because I think I am doing something good for people. And it is this feeling that makes me want to write more and more. It is for people that it is worth writing.

	For readers who are looking for something, beyond the here and now, and who believe in the power of faith, self– knowledge and love, as safe paths to the transformation of self.

	I believe that we can all work for the moral improvement of humanity to build a better world.

	Visit the writer's website:             www.movimentoecrescimento.com

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 


LEONEL

	Leonel is a very dear spirit in my heart. In our first novel, he gave me an idea of what he would have been like in his past life: a writer.

	I know that he was born and lived in England in his last incarnation, as well as in previous ones. In "Secrets of the Soul", he tells a little of his story, along with that of the woman who was the great love of his life. He was not a famous writer. He was a bohemian, but someone with such dignity who soon woke up with the true values of the spirit, and today is able to transmit messages of optimism and love. I realized this in almost daily contact with him and in the communications he transmits, always in a mental way.

	Some time ago, he let me know what he looked like. Leonel showed himself to me in the spiritualist house, in a moment of deep memory and reflection.

	Physically, he is a handsome boy. Black hair, full, with delicate features and blue eyes. Medium height, slim, he came dressed in pants and a white robe, barefoot and with calm air. He had such a serene face that he transmitted it to me. There, he told me things that changed forever my way of seeing certain aspects of life.

	His proposal is the growth and diffusion of love. That's what he works for, that's what he believes in and makes me believe too. Without hope and certainty in the consolidation of love, life has no reason to be. And the instrument he found for the realization of that purpose, at this moment, was psychography.

	Like me, Leonel writes for himself and his neighbor.

	I consider Leonel another fighter of the invisible. A spirit with enormous wisdom and an unparalleled capacity to love. An evolving being who knows the growth path and knows where the source of discernment and morality lies. A soul that grows through self– effort, the recognition of its imperfections, and the unceasing search for self– mastery. And this, above all, is where its value lies.

	Mônica de Castro

	 

	 


 

	 

	WHERE EVERYTHING TOOK PLACE

	 

	 

	 

	This wouldn’t be an ordinary evening in the small town of Barra do Bugres, in Mato Grosso, 93 miles from Cuiabá, where only the hawl of the wind coexist with the agony of Severina, who was writhing in bed because of labor pain. She had been practically dying for seven hours. By feeling how contractions were increasing by minute, her womb was swelling as if, at any moment, it was going to burst. Unceremoniously, the midwife dug her fingers between the legs, trying to locate the twins that were struggling between each other for a chance of life.

	“Wouldn’t it be better to call a doctor?” Roberval suggested shyly, holding the ruggy farmer’s hat between his hands.

	“No, no, no,” the Midway refuted severely. “A doctor, no way!”

	“But she’s suffering…”

	“This is nothing. It’ll pass. The babies will be borne soon and everything will be over.”

	“But Mrs. Leocádia, this seems really bad. My Severina won’t bear it.”

	“Get out, man!” she yelled at Roberval taking him out from the room.

	Roberval was downhearted. He couldn’t understand what he might see on Severina to hire the services of that strange woman, calling herself a midwife, who unexpectedly showed up in the field just when Severina was about to have a child. He still remembered the day he met Mrs. Leocádia. She had arrived in the appearance of an important figure, wandering the streets with greedy eyes. She was walking up and down, always watching everything, until she met Severina´s eyes and her womb was still slightly swollen from almost four mounths pregnant.

	In a good way, she reached out to Severina and became her friend, saying that she was a midwife interested in her well-being. Roberval thought it was too weird, but Leocádia began to visit them daily and gave them advice on the health of the woman and the baby. She brought delicious food for Severina to eat. She gave her medicine and vitamins, everything to make sure that the child was coming to the world healthy and strong.

	In a short time, she became a close friend, and confidant who also gives her some advice. There was no place where Severina would go without Leocádia accompanying her. They used to live in a shack far from the city, from where Roberval followed them on foot to the farm where he worked, while Severina was taking care of the house. Leocádia found a simple little house to rent, right on the outskirts, and she went to visit them daily, always interested in the woman’s pregnancy.

	Roberval thought that everything was too weird, but Severina said that Leocádia was a good person and would help them to change their lives. He asked how and why, but Severina’s answers were always too brief, and he was left with no understanding. For her part, Mrs. Leocádia seemed to ignore him. She greeted him politely, but paid him no attention, and every time he asked a question, she gave him a cold smile and changed the subject.

	Time went by and he got used to Leocádia’s presence. However, he was displeased with the periodic examinations that she perfomed on Severina. Roberval questioned those procedures, advising the woman to find a doctor from the city, but Severina was adamant:

	Mrs. Leocádia was a qualified midwife and much more reliable than the doctors at the municipal hospital, who had other patients to assist and wouldn't have the care that the baby deserved with her.

	 Far from he and Severina would imagine, she was pregnant with twins. Twins! Life was hard enough without children. With one it would be painful. With two, it would be practically impossible.

	But, what could he do? Roberval was a religious man and passively accepted what God sent him. As soon as she got pregnant, the two of them even were delighted, in spite of the misery they lived in and the difficulties that they would face surviving from then on. When Leocádia discovered, after a brief examination on Severina, that they were twins, everything seemed to fall apart for him.

	Strangely, however, Severina smiled and calmed him down. Don’t panic. Be calm and confident. Everything would be solved in a calm and safe way for all, and she believed in those who supported her and wouldn’t leave them alone in such a difficult time. For Roberval, Severina referred to God and the saints in the church, which, in some way, left him a little calmer and more confident.

	And now, sitting in the simple little house’s living room of Leocádia, Roberval prayed in silence and asked to Our Lady of Good Birth to support his Severina. The woman’s screams echoed in his ears, making him shake every time he listened to them. She suffered and it seemed she was going to die. Such a thing wasn’t possible. Mrs. Leocádia had told him that she would take care of everything, but he was beginning to doubt. Wouldn’t it be better to take her to the hospital?

	It was then that the two people least likely to be there rose to the door. A well-dressed and perfumed man and woman entered the dusty, dimly lit room. They gave Roberval a partial look and looked at each other with obvious distrust and disgust. The woman, however, stepped forward and forced an artificial smile.

	“Good evening,” she said, with a different and heavy accent.

	“Good evening,” answered Roberval shyly. 

	The two of them sat on the couch next to Roberval, who shrugged, embarrassed by the company of those people. Their clean, stylish clothes made him feel embarrassed and anguished, and tried to hide the huge tear at the knee of his pants. He thought about asking them what they were doing there, but Severina’s screams silenced his curiosity.

	He stood up worried and sharpened his ears, wandering through the small room and ocasionally glancing at the unusual couple. Severina was silent for a while, and looked at them both with a slightly hostile air. After all, what were those people going to do there, in a stormy night like that, right when his Severina was from writhing in pain and fear? However, the couple didn’t say a word, maybe because they had nothing to say or maybe because they were afraid to relate to the unique figure of Roberval.

	Time went by, Severina kept screaming, and the silent couple simply followed Roberval’s lonely and nervous walk. Until, at one point, the screams ceased completely, and a child’s cry was heard, followed by another, twenty minutes later. Roberval fell to his knees, thanking God for saving Severina and the children.

	The bedroom door opened and Leocádia showed up, showing no surprise at the presence of the couple there. Roberval stood up and gave the midwife a pleading look, who shook her head and stepped aside, allowing him go into the room.

	“Is everything alright?” he asked terrified, and Leocádia raised her eyebrows without answering. “My Severina…!”

	He ran into the bedroom and walked over to the bed, taking Severina’s hand carefully. The woman remained with the eyes close, her weak body in the red stain on the sheets. Roberval looked at all that bloodshed and shivered, shaking his head to ward off the bad omen. Blood didn’t have to mean a sign of death. It could be a life’s harbinger. After all, his Severina had lost so much blood to bring those two little beings into the world who would help building his life from now on.

	In a corner, lying on two cribs, the babies seemed asleep, and Roberval got closed, looking at them with excitement and joy. He wanted to hold them but he was afraid of drop them and just ran a finger over their bald, pink heads. Gently, he tried to remove the diapers that were covering them and looked anxiously.

	They were two girls, and in his heart was a chill of love.

	After that brief moment of wonder, he came back to Severina, who was still asleep over the reddening sheet. He squeezed her hand a little tighter, and she, with her eyes half-closed, tried to fix them on her husband.

	“They were born,” she whispered. “Our children were born…”

	She began to writhe and moan. Roberval tried to talk to her, but the pain was turning unbearable, and she began to cry in fear.

	“I’m going to die, Roberval, I’m going to die!”

	He was about to answer, but Leocádia came in abruptly, followed by the eager couple. Even though he didn’t like her awkward entrance, he didn’t say anything. He was much more worried about Severina than strangers and thought that Leocádia was there to help.

	Nonetheless, she walked over to the cribs and took one of the babies in her arms, placing her on the woman’s lap. Then she took the other one and give her to the man, who was holding her awkwardly. Roberval was stunned. Not even he, who was the father, dared to hold the little ones. How did those two, whom he had never seen in his life before, dare to hug them? And then, what was Leocádia doing that didn’t help Severina?

	“What are you doing?” he asked, astonished, standing between the man and the woman who were already preparing to leave. “Leave my daughters.”

	The man looked at Leocádia as if asking for help, and she pushed Roberval away with her hands.

	“Get out, Roberval, we will talk later,” she snapped.

	“Later, nothing! These two are trying to take my girls away. I won’t allow it. And what are you doing you’re not helping Severina? Can’t you see she’s in so much pain?”

	Leocádia looked from Roberval to Severina and from there to the couple in a split second. She shook her head and pouted, adding with growing impatience:

	“There’s no hope for Severina. She lost too much blood.”

	“She lost what…?” Roberval continued in his simply form. “What’s this story, Mrs. Leocádia? And who are these people? What do they want here?”

	The couple, hiding their nervousness, got away from Roberval and walked out the door, leaving him confused and unsured whether to go after them or stay to help Severina. He decided on the children and grabbed the man by the hem of his jacket.

	“Where do you think you’re going with my little girls?”

	“Let me go,” the man said with a cold threatening voice that Roberval was afraid. 

	“What do you want? Who are you? What do you want with my daughters?”

	“They’re not your daughters,” the subject said aggressively. “Not anymore.”

	Such was the surprise that Roberval loosened his hand and covered his mouth, struggling to understand the stranger’s nonsense words.

	“Aren’t they…?” he stuttered. “But, how? They just born. My Severina and I…”

	Suddenly, he stopped and looked at Severina, who had calmed the agony and was watching them in bewilderment.

	“Stop being stupid, man!” he yelled suddenly. “You don’t think I was going to sleep with your filthy little wife, do you?”

	Roberval didn’t reply. He didn’t understand anything, much less what that man said. From her corner, Severina wept in silence.

	“Let’s get out of here,” the woman demanded, now cradling the girl who was starting to cry, waking up the other one, who was also crying.

	The man started to walk away, but Roberval hold him again.

	“Oh! This isn’t like that! Nobody leaves here with my daughters! No one!”

	“Are you deaf?” the woman said, showing some fear. “Didn't you hear him say that they are no longer your daughters?”

	“This doesn’t have any sense! Because Severina just gave birth right now…”

	He looked for the support of Severina, who wept in pain and regret.

	“Forgive me, Roberval,” she whispered. “I shouldn’t... But I didn’t know what I was doing...”

	“Doing what? What did you do?”

	Severina couldn’t talk. The womb ached immensely and the heart was broken. How to tell Roberval that she had given the girls to Leocádia in exchange for money to rich people from the capital? And how can she now show her regret and tell Leocádia that, seeing Roberval's indignation and despair, and hearing the innocent screams of her daughters, she changed her mind?

	“¡Oh my God! What have I done?” she regretted. “I’m sorry, Mrs. Leocádia, I’m sorry! But I can’t. I can’t get rid of my little ones just like this.”

	“You can’t?!” Leocádia grumbled. “None of that, girl. You have a deal with me. You’ll receive your money as agreed.”

	“But what money?” Roberval shouted indignantly. “What’s this money? And since when can Severina put a price on the girls?”

	“She did it,” Leocádia continued. “And a deal is a deal. She can't turn back now.”

	“This is not like that!” Roberval said disturbed. “Nobody takes my daughters out of here.”

	“I’m giving up the deal,” Severina answered, between sobs and moans. “You can keep the money, Mrs. Leocádia. I don’t want anything.”

	“None of that!” the midwife objected disgusted. “I spent a lot with you, Severina. Or do you think those pampering was for free?”

	“I’ll give you everything back. I’ll get a job...”

	“We went a long way just to pick up these babies,” the annoyed woman interrupted. “We won’t leave without them.”

	“This isn’t like that!” Roberval growled angrily, grabbing the man again by his jacket and trying to get the girl off his lap.

	“Stop, Roberval!” Leocádia yelled. “You will hurt your daughter.”

	“Leave the girls!” he screamed angrily. “Give me back my daughters!”

	Since Roberval couldn’t get a deal with the man, he released him and went after the woman, trying to get the other girl from her arms. She didn’t stop and the screams were everywhere. Severina screamed from her bed, saying she was sorry, begging the couple to give her daughters back. Leocádia ran from side to side, trying to hold the girls, in case they fell, and Roberval separated the baby now from the woman, then from the man, followed by a hellish stammer and scream.

	“I’ll call the police!” Roberval shouted at last, running toward the door.

	He didn’t even have time to cross the doorway. A thud echoed through the room, and a fast bullet hit him from behind, at the lung level. Roberval stopped in the middle, put his hand on his back, trying to reach the wound, when a new shock was heard, and another bullet ruthlessly pierced him, making him fall, with the mouth and eyes open to death.

	“No!” Severina screamed from the bed, trying to stand up. “No! Roberval, no!”

	The man turned the revolver, but Leocádia held it by the barrel, avoiding looking at the other pool of blood that soaked Roberval's shirt. 

	“It’s not necessary. She won’t survive.”

	He looked at her doubtfully, but the woman nodded and he put the gun away.

	“Let’s get out of here,” she ordered frightened.

	They left in a hurry, with Leocádia behind them. Protecting the babies from the rain, they got into a car and disappeared on the muddy road, at the same time as Severina, feeling the blood stuck in her throat, coughed several times and vomited, turning her body to the side and falling out of the straw bed. She fell silent.

	* * *

	The weather in Brasilia was still warm and dry, and Suzanne came in from the street running out of breath, rushing to the bathroom to wipe the sweat from her face. She took a long shower and packed a small backpack where she put some basic stuff for the night, and her new dress. It was Friday and her father had promised to take her to a friend's house, where she’ll sleep, after returning from a birthday party.

	Suzanne finished getting ready and went to sit in the living room to wait for her father, who had promised to arrive around six thirty. She turned on the television to kill the time and looked at her watch. It was still ten minutes to five, and he should be leaving work by now. She would pick up her mother at the law firm of which she was a partner, and only then would the two of them return home.

	It had been a tiring day. Suzanne was preparing to take the university entrance test and spent most part of her time studying. Got used to get up very early, the monotonous long list of the television soon reached her eyelids and she fell asleep. When she woke up, the night was already visible from the window and she looked her watch.

	It was after seven thirty, and the parents hadn’t appeared yet. Suzanne rubbed her eyes and turned off the television, calling for the maid, who ran out from the kitchen.

	“Did you call me, Suzanne?” the old woman asked, who has been the housekeeper for more than fifteen years.

	“Did my parents call?”

	“No.”

	“Did they say something about getting late?”

	“Not that I’m aware of.”

	“That’s weird. Dad promised to take me to Inés’ house before dinner…”

	“Don’t worry, he’ll show up soon.”

	Marilda, the maid, turned her back on Suzanne and returned to the kitchen, and the girl went to the window. She looked her watch all the time. Hours went by and the parents didn’t show up. She decided to call her father’s work, and the guy that answered said that everybody was already gone, leaving only the cleaning personnel.

	There was nobody in the mother’s office either, and she checked the time: nine o’clock.

	The phone rang as soon as she hung up, and she answered anxiously. But it was neither the father nor the mother. It was Inés, worried about her delay.

	“How are you, Suzanne? We’ll be late for the party.”

	“I know, Inés, but my parents haven’t arrived yet. It was supposed that my dad would take me there around seven, but he hasn’t showed up yet.”

	“Could it be that he forgot?”

	“I don’t think so. I called to his work, but everybody has left, and my mother isn’t in the office either.”

	“Why don’t you come in your car?”

	“My dad doesn’t want me to spend the night outside.”

	“I can ask my brother to stop by and pick you.”

	“No. I’m worried about my parents. They’re never late, and when they are, they always call.”

	“Do you want me to go there and be with you?”

	“It’s not necessary. Go to the party and enjoy. When my father arrives, I’ll ask him to take me directly there.

	“Well then. We’ll see at the party.” They hung up and Suzanne went back to the window. Soon, Marilda joined her. She was worried too. Dinner was ready and it was cold, and no one come to eat. That was unusual.

	“Oh! Marilda, did something happen? My heart is swelled.”

	“Let’s pray for the best.”

	Suzanne couldn’t pray and left the prayers for Marilda, while she was anguished biting her nails. Finally, when the clock was around to eleven, the phone rang and Suzanne answered worried:

	“Hello!”

	“Is it Marcos and Elza Brito Damon’s residence?” a deep voice asked from the other side.

	“Yes,” Suzanne answered about in tears, listening to the unspoken words at the beginning of that conversation.

	“Who am I talking to, please?”

	“With Suzanne, their daughter.” Silence. “Hello? Who’s talking?”

	“This is sergeant Vieira, from district 16. I regret to inform you that your parents had a car accident a few hours ago…”

	“An accident? Are they alright?”

	“You’ll have to come to the hospital. Will it be possible?”

	“A hospital, how are they?”

	“We’ll talk when you get there. And please keep calm.”

	How could she keep calm after that news? With a trembling hand, she wrote the hospital’s address in a notebook. She hung up and looked at Marilda, who was looking at her in silence, with her hand on the heart, trying to control her fear.

	“Did your parents have an accident?” she asked automatically.

	“Yes. I’m going there now. Do you want to come with me?”

	The two of them went in the greatest hurry. They took a taxi and soon arrived to the hospital. At the reception desk, sergeant Vieira was waiting for them and went to meet them as soon as they showed up.

	“Come with me,” he said with a slight nervousness.

	“Where?” Suzanne asked. “Where are they?”

	“This way,” he ended, pointing an empty room.

	The two of them went in scared and the news arrived: a truck driver, apparently drunk, had fallen asleep in the direction and crossed the road to the other side, in the opposite direction, hitting Marcos' red car. Her father died immediately, but her mother was still alive when she arrived to the hospital, where she died ten minutes later of being hospitalized.

	At such terrible news, Marilda hid her face in her hands and began to cry softly, while Suzanne collapsed on the small sofa, providentially positioned behind her.

	“It can’t be…,” she repeated, feeling she was going into a nightmare world newly discovered. “It can’t be…”

	“I’m sorry, lady.”

	“My parents…,” she stuttered, swallowing hard. “It can’t be true I lost my parents!”

	“Calm down, Suzanne,” the maid tried to comfort her, seeing that she was about to lose control. “God will give us strength.”

	“Why God would take my parents away? Why?”

	“I don’t know, girl, but there might be a reason.”

	Suzanne gave her a painful look, saying nothing. The sergeant waited a few moments for Suzanne to calm down and went out with her to finish the legal proceedings, leaving Marilda with the task of notifying some close relatives.

	Elza, the mother was an only child, and the closest relative that Suzanne has was his uncle Cosme, an intelligent lawyer, but unscrupulous, whose scams went unnoticed by Marcos, his brother. It could be said that both Marcos and Cosme had been successful in life, each in their own way. Marcos, in his honest and persevering way, had invested everything he had in the real estate business and managed to establish himself as a real estate agent and administrator, establishing a chain of real estate agents spread throughout the capital.

	Cosme, in turn, had graduated from law with the sole purpose of defending the powerful. He was cunning and malicious, and didn’t mind using unconventional means to achieve a judicial victory. With that, he was gaining fame, and there wasn't a single committed big shot that didn't call on him to free him from some trouble.

	Suzanne's parents' funeral was tense and tear-stained. The girl continued to cry and saw how the people who represented the pillar of her life were buried. That day, Cosme said nothing and didn’t come to her until the next morning to begin the succession procedure. As Suzanne was very upset, her uncle took over the business and asked her to sign a power of attorney on record, giving him extensive powers of administration and representation.

	Before long, Suzanne had nothing left. With the power of attorney, giving him full powers, Cosme tried to get rid of everything that Suzanne's parents had.

	He sold the real estate and part of it at the law firm. The little place where the family spent their vacations and even the house where they lived. He emptied his bank accounts, and even some jewelry deposited in a bank vault was sold. Suddenly, Suzanne found herself with nothing. Terrified, she went to her mother's former partner and friend, Dr. Armando, who evaluated the case and was categorical: the power of attorney was legal, it was done at a notary public, and Cosme had only exercised all the powers that she had granted him.

	“How are you still here?” she asked, between angry and surprised.

	“I bought your share at the office. Since Cosme had the power of attorney, I thought it was your will.”

	“My will nothing! I didn't know that he was getting rid of all my property. You could’ve asked me.

	“Cosme is your uncle and agent, Suzanne. What reason would I have to suspect him?”

	“But this is absurd!” she disputed. “Uncle Cosme robbed me. It can’t be that the law gives him that right.”

	“It wasn’t the law who gave him the rights, you did.”

	“But not for him to put me in misery. Something must be done!”

	“What do you think you can do? Take him to a tribunal?”

	“Why not? I trusted him, and he fooled me. Will justice line up with that bastard?”

	“It's not about that, Suzanne. Everything is a matter of proof. You were the one who gave him extensive powers.”

	“But nobody, in their right mind, authorizes another to sell everything that belongs to them. And where’s the money?”

	“You’re the one who should know.”

	“How? I didn't see a penny of everything he sold. What about my bank accounts? What about mom's jewelry? Everything is gone.”

	“Money is a very fleeting thing, Suzanne. One hour you have it, then you lose it. Who’s going to believe that you didn’t spend all the money that he gave you?”

	“That’s not possible! I didn't even see the money. He sold all my goods and kept everything for him.”

	“It is possible. You gave him a power of attorney by a public instrument. You were not forced or tricked.”

	“I trusted him.”

	“You trusted him to the point of giving him all those powers. And now it’ll seem that you regretted it and want to go back.”

	“It can’t be. There should be a way.”

	“If you want, I can file a lawsuit for you. But your chances will be minimum, if not nonexistent.”

	“Would you do that for me?”

	“Of course, I would. Besides being a partner, I was always your mother’s friend. It’s the least I can do. I cannot guarantee victory.”

	“It’s okay. But at least we will try something.”

	“Leave everything to me then. You just have to sign the power of attorney, and I'll file the lawsuit later this week. And don’t worry. It is just a judicial power.”

	Suzanne smiled clumsily and signed the power, not without first reading it carefully. Everything was correct. But there were many things about Armando that she didn’t know, including the fact that he was jealous about Elza’s success and was carried away with envy whenever he excelled in advocating for any cause. So, when Suzanne went looking for him, the first thing Armando did was call Cosme and tell him what happened.

	“She can’t win this lawsuit,” Cosme said annoyedly as soon as they met. “You have to fix it.”

	“You stole her money.”

	“Don't give me moral lessons! You knew what I was doing. You bought that office for a trinket to avoid questioning my actions.”

	“I know about that. But Suzanne insisted, and I had to surrender. I’m ready to go to the tribunal.”

	“She can’t win!”

	“It depends on how much you are willing to pay,” Cosme smiled and answered ironically: 

	“Now we’re speaking the same language, right?”

	The smile Armando returned to him was as malicious as Cosme’s. There was no need to say anything else. Only paying a fair price for Suzanne’s defeat at the tribunals.

	And that happened. The sentence was unfavorable for Suzanne, and Armando let the appeal period run out, though he told the girl that she has lost in all the lawsuits.

	“Now what?” she despaired. “What am I going to do?” 

	“All that remains is to conform and accept the Law’s decision.”

	“But uncle Cosme sold my house. Where am I going to live?”

	“Don’t you have any place where you can stay?”

	“No,” she began to cry. “My mother has relatives, with whom I don’t have any communication.”

	“I know it’s a difficult situation, but I warned you.”

	“I don’t blame you, Dr. Armando. But it’s not easy. I don’t know what to do.”

	“Get out of the house before the sheriff appears to get you out. It’ll be much more painful.”

	She nodded and burst into tears:

	“Can’t I take anything?”

	“Only personal items. The rest, your uncle sold it with the house.”

	“I still have my jewelry. The car. He didn’t sell my car.”

	“Well, so you should try to sell it before he does and keep the money.”

	It was a useless and unnecessary advice, given only to strength Suzanne’s trust in Armando. Cosme already warned him that the car was the only thing he would leave her.

	“I’ll do that, Dr. Armando. Thank you anyway.” Suzanne went out of Armando’s office devastated. As much as he said that the chances of winning that lawsuit were minimum, there was always hope. But she couldn’t get out of there defeated that way. She had lost all her belongings, but she wouldn’t leave her life behind without telling some good things to uncle Cosme. And that’s exactly what she would do. As soon as Suzanne arrived at Cosme’s place, she got in unannounced. The maid who came to open the door let her in as a hurricane, and she burst in the room just before dinner. The whole family was astonished looking at her and Suzanne began to yell:

	“Miserable, scoundrel! You suck! How you could betray your own brother? Thief! You’ll live with this stain your whole life. Thief! You’re a thief!”

	Suzanne was so upset and out of herself that no one could tell her anything. The cousins, oblivious to the reality of the situation, were still trying to calm her down, but Cosme ordered everybody to leave and leave them alone.

	“What gives you the right to come to my house to offend me?”

	“To offend? What gives you the right to feel offended? You’re a stray dog and a Machiavellian thief. Filthy old man, scoundrel and hypocrite! Aren’t you ashamed to review the memory of your own brother and betray the niece who blindly trusted you?”

	“I didn’t lie to you, Suzanne. Much less I’ve betrayed my brother.”

	“How do you call it then?”

	“I was defending my rights.”

	“This is really good! What rights do you have over my parents’ goods? As a lawyer, you know very well you don’t have any right. So much so that you created that little theater to usurp what’s mine.”

	“Don’t talk about what you don´t know, girl! You yourself don’t have any right.”

	“You’re being ridiculous. You know very well that me, as an only child, inherited everything alone. And as you couldn’t have in your hands any of the inheritance, you made up this story of the power of attorney, and I signed it with confidence without any doubt. How could you do that, uncle Cosme? I trusted you! You’re my uncle, my father’s brother. You should protect me, not robber me.”

	She was about to cry, and Cosme took the time to trample her even more:

	“Theoretically, Suzanne, even you would’ve the right to anything if you really were my brother’s daughter. But it turns out you’re not.”

	Suzanne didn’t understand what he said and frowns, indignantly rebutting:

	“What did you say?”

	“That’s what you heard. You’re not my brother’s daughter.”

	“Are you suggesting my mother had an affair with another man….?”

	“It’s not like that,” he interrupted, shaking his hands. “Marcos and Elza bought you from a poor man and raised you as their daughter.”

	Suzanne almost fell backwards. She raised her hand to her hand and repeated incredulously:

	“Did they buy me from a poor man? What bad joke is this?”

	“It’s not a joke. You’re not the legitimate daughter of Marcos and Elza.”

	“Are you trying to tell me that I’m adopted?”

	“You might say you are, but not by legal means.”

	“This doesn’t have any sense, uncle Cosme!”

	“No means no. You don't have my brother's blood in your veins and, therefore, you don’t deserve to receive a penny of the money that belongs to my family.”

	“Lies!” Suzanne irrupted. “You should be ashamed of trying to defend yourself with such defamation!”

	“If you don’t believe me, take a DNA test. Let the science to confirm you the truth.”

	“I’m not going to prove anything. I know whose daughter I am and I don’t need any proof to confirm my parentage.”

	“You choose. But I know the truth and I can assure you you’re not Marcos and Elza’s daughter. You, you are the usurper. You tried to keep assets that belong to my children. Only you lost. I reacquired all the equity that deserves to remain in our family and I did it by legal means. You know it as well as me.”

	“That’s not true…,” she stuttered crying. “My parents would’ve told me.”

	“No, they wouldn’t. They didn’t want you to know.”

	“Why? If they didn’t want me to know, why are you telling me this now?”

	“Because I have to defend my children’s rights,” he said.

	“This isn’t fair. My parents always loved me.”

	“Love doesn’t have anything to do with inheritance. Take their love and leave me with the goods. That’s enough.”

	“Scoundrel!”

	Desperate, Suzanne went after him, hitting him several times and scratching his face. Cosme was stronger and easily defeated her, throwing her to the ground and immobilizing her hands. 

	“I could get you arrested, you know?” he growled through his teeth. “You came into my house and assaulted me.”

	“Let go of me, animal! You can get me arrested! I’m not afraid of you. But first, I'll kill you.”

	With the shouts, the whole family rushed to the living room, and Cosme ordered one of the children:

	“Call the police. There’s a crazy lady here at home.”

	The children still looked at each other doubtfully, but the mother nodded, confirming Cosme's order. One of the boys called and the police quickly arrived at Cosme's house. He was a friend of the commissioner, who quickly answered his call.

	The police arrived and handcuffed Suzanne, taking her to the police station.

	“What do you want us to do with her, doctor?” one of the guards asked.

	“Nothing. Just give her a scare.”

	“We can’t keep her locked up.”

	“It’s not necessary. Just talk to her and make a veiled threat. Recommend her that she vacate the house and disappear from the map.”

	So, they did. The commissioner alerted Suzanne to the objectionable nature of her conduct, breaking into the home of a famous and respectable lawyer to attack her in front of the whole family. Not even Suzanne's explanations convinced him that she was right. The fact that she was the victim's niece made her situation even worse, and the best thing she had to do was comply with the court order and hand over all the property to its true owner.

	“My house was sold,” Suzanne complained.

	“Well then, move on. What are you waiting for?”

	“I have no place to go.”

	“I'm sure you will find a way. You are young and healthy. You can work and rent a mini-apartment. Or are you afraid of work?” She shook her head automatically, trying to digest the new reality of her life.

	“Excellent. And now you can go. I'm very busy and I don't have any more time to spend with you. Just don't do it again or I'll be forced to take more drastic measures.”

	“Am I not arrested?”

	“No. I'll fix it and avoid smearing your police record. But just this time. Next time, I'll have to sign you. Is it understood?”

	Suzanne had never been so humiliated in her life. With tears streaming down her face and strangled voice, she gathered up her things and left. When she got home, she found Marilda waiting, dying of concern over her delay.

	“Thank God!” she exclaimed. “After what happened to your parents, any delay worries me.”

	Suzanne threw into her arms, crying profusely.

	“What happened, Suzanne?” the maid was alarmed.

	“Oh! Marilda, you can’t imagine. I’m not who I thought I was…”

	Before Marilda's astonished look, Suzanne recounted everything that had happened in the last hours: the loss of the lawsuit and the trip to Cosme's house, where she discovered that she was not Marcos and Elza's legitimate daughter. Marilda was stunned. She didn’t know what to say.

	“I’ll have to let you go,” Suzanne continued. “I don’t even have money to pay you anymore.”

	She was crying uncontrollably and Marilda tried to comfort her:

	“Don't be like this, girl. We’ll find a way.”

	“There’s no way. Even the police are against me.”

	“If you have to leave, then leave. Don't expect them to come and humiliate you again.”

	“Where should I go? Where do we go?”

	“Well, I'm going to live with my son. And you can come with me, if you want.”

	“Thank you, Marilda, but I can’t,” Suzanne said emotionally. “I can’t be a burden for your children. His house is small and it barely has room for you. But for me?

	“But I’m worried about you.”

	“You don’t need to. I have some jewelry and the car, which I’m going to sell. With the money, I can find a job.

	“And where are you going to live in the meantime?”

	“I’ll come up with something.”

	The two of them hugged crying. The next day, Suzanne called Inés and her parents agreed to welcome her home. She sold the car and the jewelry. With the money, she paid compensation to Marilda and moved into Inés' house. She was very well received, but she couldn't stay forever living in her friend's house. It wasn’t right to live at the expense of her parents. It was necessary to get a job. However, Suzanne didn't know how to do anything. She was preparing to take the entrance exam to university. However, with the death of her parents, her studies were put aside and, after the conflict with her uncle, they were completely forgotten. The year passed and the dream of attending university fell apart along with the rest of her life.

	* * *

	Every day, Suzanne checked some newspaper job ads, but she couldn’t find anything that pleased her. The jobs seemed mediocre and the wages were negligible.

	“You don’t have to worry looking for a job,” Inés said. “My parents won’t charge you anything.”

	“I know that. But it’s not for them. It’s for me. I need to earn money to get revenge on uncle Cosme.”

	“This is silly. Your uncle is wealthy and, no matter how much you do, you can’t do anything against him.”

	“We’ll see about that.”

	“Forget it, Suzanne. The most important thing is to live your life.”

	“Which life? He took everything away. My house, my money, and above all, my own parents.”

	“That’s not true. Adopted or not, your parents have always loved you.”

	“It’s not easy, Inés. Even more how I figured it out.”

	“And that was complicated. But you can’t let yourself down.”

	“I lost my parents twice: when I was born and now. Why does live insist on leaving me an orphan?”

	The question hammer away at Suzanne’s head. It even looked a fate’s irony or God’s evil, but an inner voice told her that fate wasn’t ironic generally, and that God would never act wrong. So, why did all this happen to her? And which would be the best way to go?

	That evening, while she was sleeping, Suzanne dreamed with a man that she had never saw before. He looked like a countryman and he approached slowly.

	“Who are you?” she asked, feeling an awkward sympathy for that stranger.

	“Someone who only wants your well-being,” he replied in a lovely tone of voice.

	“Is that possible?”

	“Everything’s possible. I know you feel impotent, but there are a lot friends here that are interested in you.”

	“Here? Where?”

	“Here, in the astral world, where you’re now.”

	“Which world is this?”

	“This is the world of dreams and the dead people. Or rather, disembodied. When someone is physically dead and somebody else is dreaming, they can meet in the astral.”

	“I know I’m dreaming. What about you? Are you dead?”

	“The way you understand death, yes. However, truly, I’m more alive than ever in this plane that now you’re experiencing.”

	“If I get you right, are you a spirit?”

	“Yes.”

	“What about me, what am I?”

	“A spirit, but an embodied one We both are communicating through our astral bodies. Yours is still linked to the physical body by that tenuous silver cord,” he pointed out the cord that linked both physical and astral bodies of Suzanne. “And me, as I don’t have any cord, I’m disembodied. I don’t have a physical body anymore.”

	“Why are you telling me all these?”

	“I’m only clarifying your doubts.”

	“Who are you?”

	“You can call me Roberval.”

	“Do I know you from somewhere?”

	“It doesn’t matter now. The important thing is that I’m here to help you.”

	“How? I feel like I can trust you. But, what kind of help you can offer me?”

	“You’re lost with everything it’s been happening to you. Nevertheless, it’s necessary to leave Brasilia.”

	“And go where?”

	“To Rio de Janeiro. It’s the reunion place.”

	“Which reunion?”

	“The one that was designed by you and those who has their lives intertwined with yours.”

	“Who are those people?”

	“I can’t tell you. However, it’s imperative that you go to Rio de Janeiro. It’s there where life works for the adjustment between the souls that need union and love.”

	“I don’t understand anything.”

	“At the right time, you will understand. The important thing is that you don’t forget you have to move to Rio de Janeiro.”

	“Will I remember this when I wake up?”

	“You’ll have a slight impression of something what you dreamed of and, later on, you will intuit what you should do.”

	“What if I completely forget it? In fact, I can’t keep anything I dream.”

	“It’s natural. But the essential will remain.”

	“Why can I not remember these things? Now you’re so clear and your words are perfectly audible. But I know that when I open my eyes, almost everything I’ve seen and heard will be forgotten. Why?”

	“Because your astral body isn’t sufficiently developed, just like such qualities of chakras from your etheric double.”

	“Eh? What’s that?”

	“It’s good that you’re curious and willing to learn. I'll tell you now, but you know you'll forget. The etheric double is the thinnest part of the physical body, made up of matter less dense than solids, liquids and gases.”

	“And what’s this for?”

	“It’s an exact replica of the physical body and fundamentally serves two things: absorbing and distributing the vitality energy that comes from the sun through our physical body, and serves as an intermediary between the physical and astral bodies, transmitting captured impressions to it by our five physical senses. This is only possible because, on the surface of the etheric double, are the chakras, of which you may have heard.”

	“I’ve heard of them, but I know nothing about it.”

	“The chakras, also called centers of force, are points through which energy passes from one body to another and exists in all subtle bodies of man. Do you know what subtle bodies are?”

	“No.”

	“They’re garments that cover us, vehicles through which we can manifest ourselves in nature. There are seven in total, and the lower bodies, which make up our lower Self, are: the physical body, the astral body and the mental body.”

	“And the other four?”

	“There’s no point talking about them now. The important thing is that you know that these lower bodies are perishable and are renewed with each incarnation. When we disembody, we leave the physical body on earth and manifest ourselves in the invisible world through our astral body.”

	“But, what about the chakras? What is its purpose?”

	“It’s the etheric chakras that conduct the vibrations from the physical plane to the astral plane. Is it understood?”

	“Yes. But that still doesn't explain the forgetfulness.”

	“The astral body, which is the vehicle or body that we are using now, also has its chakras, each one connected to the corresponding double etheric chakra.

	Between them, and interpenetrating, there is a very thin coating, which acts as a kind of barrier to prevent communication between the astral and physical planes.

	The vibrations of the astral plane, therefore, should pass through this coating to reach the physical. Since, most of the time, the vibrations are blocked there, what happens is an interruption of consciousness between the astral and physical life, that is, the momentary unconsciousness between sleep and awakening. It’s because of this barrier that the experiences of one plan are not fully carried over to the other, leading to forgetting what was experienced at the time of the dream.”

	“Which is the purpose of this barrier? Wouldn’t it be much better if we could remember everything? That way, when I wake up, I would remember you and your advice.

	Even we could talk to our dear ones that have passed away. That is! Couldn’t I talk to my parents?”

	“The disembodied ones are not always allowed to communicate with the ones who have physic matter. And the oblivion of astral experiences aims to protect the incarnate, who could be at the mercy of less enlightened entities.”

	“How? I don’t understand.”

	“This could generate a strong obsessive process, since astral creatures with low vibratory content would be in a position, depending on the case and the line, to subject the human being to powerful energies, influencing their life and their thoughts.”

	“Damn!”

	“Nature is perfect, Suzanne, and God doesn’t create anything that is not useful in the training and development of life in all his plans.”

	“Right. But look: if I’ll forget everything, why can’t you tell me now what will happen?”

	“Because I’m not allowed to.”

	“Does it have anything to do with the fact that I was adopted?”

	“It all has to do with it. And that's all I can tell you.” She began to fade into the air, and his last words remained echoing in Suzanne's mind: “Rio de Janeiro, don't forget. Go to Rio de Janeiro.”

	The next morning, when Suzanne woke up, she had a very vague memory of the dream she had with Roberval. He was by her side, invisible, and she was unaware of his presence, although she felt a slight and sudden comfort. It was Sunday and everybody had gone to lunch at Inés’ grandmother’s house, but Suzanne didn’t want to go. Alone at home, she turned on the television, but since there was no interesting program, she turned it off later. She tried to read a book, but the story seemed boring, and she put it back on the shelf of the bookcase. Finally, inspired by the friendly spirit, she picked up a magazine and started flipping through it at random.

	It was then when she found a travel’s agency advertisement, with beautiful pictures of Rio de Janeiro and its beaches. At first, Suzanne was staring at the picture of Corcovado and Ipanema’s beach, until she turned the page with a pout. It seems she had the money to travel.

	“Turn the page,” Roberval whispered at her ear. “There is where you should go.”

	She leafed through the magazine, until suddenly she stopped and turned the pages, looking for the trip to Rio. She found it and looked at the pictures again. She had gone to Rio only once, with her parents, when she was a child. She would like to go back, and a trip would be great to relax at that time. Only she had little money and needed to save. She couldn't afford to spend her few savings on tourism.

	“No,” Roberval protested. “Not tourism. You need to move in there. Think about it: what you might lose? What’s left here for you?”

	On second thought, why not move to Rio de Janeiro? Her life in Brasilia was no longer fun. With the exception of Inés, her friends had turned away from her. She had lost everything she had; she was alone in the world. Why not try something new? It could work.

	“It will work,” Roberval insisted.

	“Yes, it might work,” she repeated at loud. “And I can get a wealthy husband.”

	“The wealthy husband is an illusion. You’ll learn that.”

	“It is solved. I’m going to have a try in Rio, Worse than this, it can’t be.”

	The idea quickly took shape in Suzanne's mind, and, two weeks later, she got on board to Rio de Janeiro. She had managed to save money by selling her car and jewelry, and even managed to sell some clothes at a second-hand store. As soon as she got to Rio, she went looking for a place to stay and ended up finding a mini-apartment in a run-down suburban building near the railway line. With little money and no guarantor, she couldn't complain.

	What she had in mind was to find a wealthy husband. Even though she wasn’t raised to get married for convenience, she didn’t see another solution. To get money on her own would be difficult, almost impossible. Even if she had a job, she would not earn enough to be fine. Not without a profession. Well married, she would return to school and start a successful career. And she would take revenge on Cosme.

	In the early days, she roamed the city, familiarizing herself with the neighborhood and the places she intended to visit. She had to leave the suburbs if she really wanted to have a rich husband. Nobody important and with money frequented such a place. When she had visited Rio before, with her parents, she had stayed in a five-star hotel in Copacabana, but she couldn't even think of moving there. It only remained for her to dress well and move around the neighborhood as if she were a tourist looking for adventure and excitement. The clothes she had brought were from a designer, which guaranteed to make a good impression.

	But things were not as easy as she thought. It didn’t take long for men to take her as one of the many prostitutes that roam the southern area, leaving her depressed and discouraged. She didn’t want to be a prostitute.

	She returned home one night, after unsuccessful attempts to flirt with a rich man, when she realized someone was following her. Instinctively, she took the bag and stepped forward, and the footsteps echoing behind her sounded faster as well. Yes, someone was definitely following her, and it could only be a thief or a pervert.

	Without turning around, she started walking even faster, until she heard a pshhh behind her. Her blood froze, and she started running down the street, with the strange suspect following her.

	Suzanne was running scared, and the building she lived in had never seemed so distant. She sped up as fast as she could, but the footsteps behind her didn't discourage or slow her down.

	At one point, she heard an ironic laugh and nearly tripped over her own legs, stumbling toward the corner. If she managed to cross it, she would reach the building and run inside, closing the iron door in front of the bandit.

	Finally, she reached the corner and took her breath away, not looking where she stepped, almost crying. She was so rushed and anguished that she didn’t even see where she was going and ended up colliding head-on with a large man coming from the opposite direction. The commotion was so violent that she was thrown back a couple of steps and would have fallen to the ground if she had not been supported by her mysterious follower.

	The guy laughed heartily, squeezing Suzanne's body, who burst into tears and struggled, trying to free herself from the arms that held her tightly.

	“Let the girl go, René,” the guy who she had met said. “Don’t you see she’s scared?”

	René didn’t stop laughing, but he let go of Suzanne's body, holding her only by the hand, so that she wouldn’t escape.

	“I’m sorry, girl,” he said, crying of laughter.

	“But it was so fun!”

	“What was funny?” Suzanne replied, feeling her blood rising up.

	“You were so scared! What did you think? That I was a thief?”

	“And what did you want?” she said very indignant. “Chasing me through the shadows like a bandit. Normal people don’t do that.”

	“It’s better to stop these games, René,” he reproached the boy, continuing on his way. “You will end up killing someone in fear or getting shot.”

	René laughed, and the boy disappeared from sight.

	“Will you let me go, please?” Suzanne growled, removing her fist from René's hand. 

	“Oh! I'm sorry, girl,” he said, releasing her. “You won't run away, will you?”

	“No. I’m going home. I’m too tired to lose my time with an idiot like you.”

	“Look how you talk, huh! But it doesn’t matter. I upset you and I assume my fault.”

	“Leave me alone,” she said angry, turning her back on him and heading toward the building.

	“What’s your name?” René asked, walking behind her.

	“It’s none of your business.”

	“Oh! Don’t be so grumpy. I was just kidding.”

	“Was it to laugh? I didn’t find it funny.”

	“Don’t you have any sense of humor?”

	“Not for that kind of jokes.”

	“It’s ok, I’m sorry. It was funny, but maybe I reacted exaggeratedly.”

	“Maybe?” she joked.

	“Please, forgive me. Don’t be angry,” she was still frowning. She ignored him and kept walking, with him by her side.

	“Do you live near from here?”

	“It’s also none of your business.”

	He didn’t say anything, and Suzanne stopped in front of the building.

	“Is here where you live?” he said. “On your own?”

	“You make a lot of questions and I don´t have time to lose on stupid interrogators.”

	“There’s no need to offend.”

	“You were the one who provoke it.”

	“Well, I accept the reprimand. You can slap me if you want.”

	“Listen. I know you’re trying to be funny, but I don’t have the least patience for this kind of joke.”

	“And what kind of jokes do you like?”

	“The ’get away’ kind!”

	Annoyed by the audacity of that stranger named René, Suzanne turned her back on him and entered the building, slamming the door angrily. She didn't know anyone in Rio de Janeiro, and her first contact had to be with an idiot! She went up to the apartment and looked out the window. There he was, standing across the street, looking up. Suzanne closed the curtain irritably and turned inside, just as René, downstairs, found her window. For a fraction of a second, she caught his attention and felt what he was thinking, feeling cold on her spine.

	She went to the refrigerator and took a glass of water, drinking it in big sips. She sat at the kitchen table with the glass in front of her, and the memory of the shock came back to her.

	She smiled. Taking a closer look at the situation, it had been foolish. She had been terrified of nothing. The boy was certainly flirting with her, and when he realized she was scared, he decided to have fun with her. It is understood. She was a fool, fearful of her own shadow, acting like a lost peasant in the big city.

	And that René was a little funny. On second thought, he was attractive and captivating. Handsome without a doubt. The kind of man she was attracted to: dark-skinned, manly, a little rough and funny.

	He must have been known nearby, or the other wouldn’t have called him by name. It was certainly good company. Only he was poor. It was obvious that he was poor. If not, he wouldn’t live in a place like this.

	Poverty wasn’t part of Suzanne's plans, and she shook her head firmly, trying to get the image of René out of her thoughts. She couldn't fall in love with someone like him. She needed a man to get her out of this situation, not someone to get her to hold on to her more. No. Definitely, René was not for her.

	* * *

	Beatriz had bent over books for a long time, studying for the exams, which were soon to begin. She and Victor, her boyfriend, studied social communication at Pontificia Universidad Católica (PUC), only he

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	