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Prologue

	 

	 

	Sérgio arrived home very nervous. He had waited so long for that promotion and now, when everything indicated that it would happen, someone else would take his place.

	He closed the door of the small apartment where he lived and slumped into an armchair in this room, discouraged. What was the use of working so hard? What was the use of putting the company's business in first place, if at the moment when he should reap the deserved reward he was left aside? 

	A feeling of resentment came over him. So much dedication and effort had been in vain. Why did things always go wrong for him?

	He ran a hand through his hair in a gesture of impatience. He knew he had always acted honestly. He was a decent, hard-working person. Why didn't anything go right?

	It seemed that life was happy to destroy all his dreams since he was a teenager.

	He had wanted to study, to graduate in medicine, but he never achieved a financial situation. He came from a very poor family in the countryside of São Paulo. His parents were never able to finance his studies. He even went to high school with a lot of effort and at the age of fifteen he left the small town where he was born and came to the capital hoping to get what he wanted.

	He had good looks and a great desire to work. After a few days he managed to get a job as a courier in a store in the city center. The salary was low, but for him it was a good start. He found a space in a boarding house in a remote neighborhood and every day, before seven o'clock, he hung on the footboard of the streetcar to get in on time at eight o'clock.

	 

	Throughout the day, until six thirty in the evening, wearing the uniform with the logo of the store, he came and went, making deliveries, buying small things, going to the bank, to the post office, with diligence and good will. At first it had been difficult, because he did not know the city. But he bought a map and, in a few weeks, he was already circulating all the places very well.

	He realized that the salary that had seemed a fortune was barely enough to cover his essential expenses. The dream of being able to study become more distant every day.

	He decided to look for another job, but he was very young and he had to go to work in the store for three years, until he was eighteen.

	He managed to take an evening typing course and began looking for another job. He found that to pass the tests he was subjected to, he would have to practice typing better and study a little more math. He met a student, a fellow student, to give him some lessons and he could practice typing at his neighbor's house, who had a machine and let him use it at night.

	Sérgio sighed, remembering his joy when he managed to work in the office of a biscuit factory. In addition to earning more, he would be an employee. He was happy. He was becoming important! Soon he would find resources to continue his studies.

	In those days, he imagined going to college, graduating, and becoming a doctor! Have his name written on a plaque outside his own office and earn money to help his family.

	Vicente, his father, was a farmer; Rita, her mother, a simple and hardworking woman, as well as Dirce and Diva, her younger sisters. There was also the older brother, Rubens, who, unlike him, had accepted the simple life of his city and worked in the fields with his father.

	He imagined his return to his homeland, graduated, rich, carrying gifts for everyone, being able to offer them a better life.

	However, the years had passed and, as much as he pursued that dream, he never managed to realize it. He had worked hard, he had progressed, he had learned many things during the fifteen years he lived in the city, and in recent years, working in a big company where so many colleagues had progressed, he believed that he would finally get what he wanted.

	Of course, he no longer thought about studying medicine. He gave up that dream of youth, but still hoped to get ahead and help the family and above all show them that he had not been deceived. That it was worth it to have left home so early, to have made an effort. He wanted to be a winner.

	When everything seemed to favor him, and due to the order of things, the position was already his, the management appointed someone else to fill it. Not a word, no explanation, nothing. In addition to the disappointment, the negligence hurt him deeply. After all, he was very dedicated to his work.

	The phone rang and he made a disgruntled gesture. He didn't feel like talking to anyone. However, after the third ring he got up from his chair and answered.

	- Hello!

	- Sérgio? What happened? I've been waiting for you for over half an hour. Did you forget that we agreed to go to the movies? We already lost the eight o'clock session.

	- Sorry, Flora. I had a setback and fell behind. Today I am not feeling well.

	- Are you sick?

	- No. Just indisposed. I'm sorry I kept you waiting.

	- Are you really indisposed or are you just avoiding me?

	- Why would I do that?

	- I don´t know. But if you don't like hanging out with me, I can understand. No need to be sorry.

	- It's nothing like that. You are wrong.

	- I do not like feeling like this.

	- How? 

	- You did not show up or call to let me know. I think you even forgot about our date. So, it's better to stay that way. Do not look for me anymore. I don't like being put on the back burner and I wouldn’t call looking for you if it wasn’t to tell you that.

	She hung up. Sérgio, disappointed, hung up the phone.

	And that one now? - Thought. Besides losing his position, he lost his girlfriend!

	This was not going to stay that way.

	He reacted. He picked up the phone and called her. The phone rang and rang, but no one answered. Irritated, he insisted several times until a male voice answered.

	Flora? She's out. Who speaks? A friend of hers. Good night and thank you.

	He dropped into the chair. Besides the disappointment, he was now angry.

	He liked Flora, but he was not in love. The relationship had already been going on for six months. She was beautiful, smart, nice, but too demanding.

	Ambitious, she found out about his professional activities, clearly saying that she hoped to see him prosper in the company.

	He thought her interest was good. He told her about all the problems related to his work and he considered her opinions. He felt that she supported him to grow in life and make a career. She was studying at law school and Sérgio admired her for that. Flora's parents lived well and she never had to work. She was going to finish her semester that year and his father was already providing her an office, along with a famous lawyer.

	For him, who had always struggled with difficulties, Flora's situation was already great.

	However, she wanted much more. She didn't want to be just a famous lawyer, but a millionaire. Her goal was to get rich. She dreamed of many luxuries, of attending high society events. She loved expensive jewelry, fashionable places and get noticed.

	Sérgio realized this and to a certain extent he thought it was positive. It was an incentive for him to progress. He was sure he would never be a millionaire. A fortune is not earned overnight. He was never lucky.

	Would Flora have noticed that? She always believed that one day he would be very rich, that he would become not only the director - president of the company but also its majority shareholder.

	Of course, she was delirious. But he was flattered, even though he knew his dream would never come true.

	Suddenly, he realized everything: Flora discovered that the expected promotion had not happened. So, she left him. She didn't want to wait any longer. He understood the truth. A mere half-hour delay was not a very important reason. It had happened before and she had reacted differently.

	Despite his disappointment and discomfort, Sérgio laughed. Flora's ambition made her selfish and vulgar. On second thought, it was even vulgar. She was always acting out, using rules, playing interesting games to benefit herself, making herself evident, admired, praised and valued.

	She used him while she thought he could offer her what she wanted.

	Realizing her mistake, she did not hesitate to put him aside and would undoubtedly look for someone else who could give her what she wanted.

	Even without being in love with her, that conclusion irritated him even more. Furthermore, the memory of who had replaced him in the election to the board of directors only worsened his mood.

	He got up and started walking around the small room thinking:

	I am able! I am sure I would perform those functions better than him, who was appointed to the position only because he was the owner's nephew.

	He studied and worked; he had the skills. He was tired of being overlooked, of being in the background, of waiting for others to recognize his ability. He had to do something about it. I couldn't go on like this anymore.

	He was thirty-two years old. Time passed quickly and nothing happened.

	Any pretentious and interested woman was going to hang up the phone on my face, any protectionist boss will pass his sponsored over my rights. I won’t accept it. From now on, things are going to change. You will see what I am capable of! Until now I have obeyed the rules of effort, open play, honesty. It didn’t work. From now on, I will take care of my interests. They will still have to go back, and I will tell them no! This will happen, I swear!

	He went to the kitchen, made a sandwich, opened a bottle of wine, filled the glass and, lifting it, said:

	To my success!

	After eating, he went up to his room, took his agenda and, sitting up in bed, in the dim light of the lamp, began to write. I just had a few ideas and wanted to put them into practice the next day. He would have to conquer his place, what he had a right to, and no one would stop him from getting where he wanted.

	He was determined. The world was a game of interests. The most cunning always took advantage. If that was the road to success, I would take it. People in the corporate world were insensitive to any feelings of solidarity or fraternity. Profits were more important than anything else. Everything was a competition, and in a competition it was necessary to win. He was tired of losing and to win he had to learn the rules of the game. To enter this dispute, he had to use the same strategy; to win it was necessary to harden the feelings and see only the own objective: the success, the money.

	He took a shower and went to bed. He intended to get up early the next day. Everything was going to change and he had to be well prepared to start.

	 

	 

	 


CHAPTER 1

	 

	 

	When he arrived on time the next morning, Sérgio immediately felt the atmosphere of expectation among the employees. He noticed that they were sneaking a peek at him, trying to figure out how he would react. Both, they and Sérgio were sure they would promote him.

	Sérgio tried to be indifferent and act in the usual way. If they thought he was devastated, they were wrong. He felt his anger rise, but he controlled himself. He wanted to quit, to say how he felt unfairly harmed, how hard he struggled to advance in the company, and his assurance that he was perfectly prepared for the new position.

	Although he didn't say anything. For what? It would only serve to reveal to colleagues the image of his dissatisfaction and failure.

	When he was called in to introduce him to the new boss, he needed all the control to hide his anger. He looked at the well-dressed and smiling man, dressed in fashion, very sure of himself, and was taken by an unpleasant feeling of envy.

	He greeted him earnestly, but politely, his lips parting in a welcoming smile that tried to cover up his discomfort.

	- This is Dr. Flávio, our new managing director - said the president of the company -. It is with him that you must deal from now on.

	- Yes sir - Sérgio answered.

	- He was a doctor! Handsome, elegant and rich. Nephew of the president of the company.

	Certainly a "daddy's boy" who would give him a lot of work to get into administrative matters. Doctor! Of what?

	That thought then increased his anger. It was unfair for someone who did not deserve to steal what belonged to him by right. He had worked hard, was tenaciously dedicated, and was the one who had the right to grow in the company.

	Life was unfair and blind to people. Inequality, protectionism accentuated their revolt. However, he did not prove anything.

	Flávio looked at him with a certain indifference saying:

	- My uncle spoke highly of you. Today and I want to go through all the departments, but tomorrow we will start working.

	Sérgio bowed slightly.

	- I'll be at your disposal.

	He left the room trying to hide it, feeling the curious gaze of his colleagues. In his office, he sat behind his desk and pretended to start working.

	The disposition of the day before had vanished. He felt very discouraged, but the pride spoke louder. No one would notice. Some colleagues tried to show solidarity, trying to bring it up but Sérgio smiled and replied:

	- I'm not worried about the new director at all! I have other plans in mind!

	They looked at him in disbelief. They knew how Sérgio liked the company and how dedicated he was. Certainly, he was hiding. He pretended not to show all his disappointment.

	Seeing them go away calm and thoughtful, Sérgio realized that he had not managed to deceive them. Annoyed, he took his address book and looked for some phones. He closed the door to the living room and alone, he began to call. They were people who had business with the company and filled it with courtesies, some offering advantages and money in exchange for favors.

	He booked several lunches and made appointments. He knew he had to be cautious.

	From then on, your success, your well-being, your interests would come first. After that, he felt calmer. I was giving them change.

	He did not want to harm the company. But he would take advantage of his position and do favors for other companies to make a profit and raise his own capital.

	He thought he could still run his own business. Market practice was not lacking. He just needed money to get started. This would be accomplished soon.

	Satisfied, he went out to lunch and when he met his colleagues, mainly his friends, he felt very good. So well that they began to think they were wrong, that Sergio hadn't really bothered with the lack of promotion.

	 

	 

	Over the next few days, Sérgio felt much better. In fact, providing clarification and advice to the new director cost him nothing, since he had started to do some business with which he had made a lot of money by giving preference to some firms to supply certain materials.

	One of his lunches had been with the owner of an advertising agency who paid him a large commission to get the company account. Sérgio accepted and when he noticed that his bank account grew, he was satisfied.

	The new director was very different from what Sérgio had imagined. He never seemed to be working. He gave the impression of a visitor, always impeccably dressed with the desk neat and clean.

	A prude! He has nothing to do with work - Sérgio thought with some pleasure.

	Of course, he was waiting for Flávio to do a lot of stupidity. He was sure that the director would never know how to take work seriously. Ask only a few questions and nothing more.

	Secretaries always sigh for him. Certainly, a good catch. Thirty years old, single and rich.

	- "Women are always gold digger" - he thought. This increased his anger.

	He knew he was envious of him and that feeling bothered him, but he couldn't help it. If he just showed himself more human, made a mistake, failed in some way, it would be easier to bear. However, Flávio kept his distance, was discreet and didn’t exchange any type of contact with him.

	He spoke little and Sérgio never knew if he agreed or not.

	If Flávio's presence bothered him, his personality began to intrigue him and he paid attention to everything the new director said or did. He knew how many suits he changed each week, with the colors of his shirts and ties, how many coffees he drank, what time he arrived, what time he left.

	After a month he began to wonder what he was doing outside the company. How he was spending his time, the places he went ... When Sérgio saw him leave in his car, always clean and well cared for, he imagined where he would go, what he would do, what his life would be like.

	When he becomes rich, he would know how to take advantage of the time. All women would want his company. He would have clothes and a fancy car.

	Sérgio dreamed of the future, imagining himself enjoying position and social life. The intercom buzzer rang and he answered.

	- Yes?

	- Come to my office, we need to talk.

	Sérgio got up immediately and went to Flávio's office. He knocked on the door and entered.

	"Sit down, please," he asked. Seeing him complacent, she continued. I have some questions to ask you.

	- I am at your disposal.

	- First, we change the advertising agency. You certainly had a good reason.

	Sérgio was surprised. He didn't expect him to take care of those details. He was quick to reply.

	- It's true. For a long time, we stayed with the same company; however, upon careful study, I noticed that the results were negligible and decided to change. The new agency presented me with a better program and I think we will get better results.

	- I want to congratulate you on that. In fact, our advertising was very old-fashioned and not aggressive at all. The new campaign is much better. Maybe I can improve it even more. I confess that you surprised me -. Sergio looked at him curiously.

	- Why?

	Flávio smiled slightly.

	- I didn't think you had that attitude. It is not your usual posture -. He looked him straight in the eye and continued. Something is changing you for the better.

	Sérgio smiled as he said:

	- Maybe. I want to do new things -. Flávio nodded approvingly.

	- That's right. You seemed very conservative to me. Sérgio was surprised. That was not his idea of himself.

	- Me? Conservative? You have the wrong opinion about me. I´m very different from my family. They are in the countryside and I came to the city. I was the only one who has the courage to do it. 

	Flávio looked at him seriously, measuring what he was going to say.

	- It's true. You left, but you never really left them. Everything you've done here has been to prove you were right. You were better than them.

	Sérgio did not hide his surprise. Flávio barely looked at him, How could he know so much about him? He made an evasive gesture.

	- Why do you say that? I never intended to be better than them. I have always been a good son and I love my family.

	- I do not doubt it. I'm talking about your inner attitude. What is hidden in your attitudes. That position must have limited you a lot. I bet everything for you has been very difficult and with a lot of struggle.

	Sérgio didn’t hide his bitterness.

	- It's true. But life is not easy at all for a poor boy like me who came from the countryside, without culture, and could not even go to university.

	- If you cultivate that kind of thinking, then I can understand why you didn't get what you wanted.

	- I learned that honesty, willingness to work and effort were the way to success. But everything I have achieved has been with a lot of effort and a lot of struggle. I don't think that in life things can be different.

	- If that were true, the dishonest and lazy would never succeed. I can point out to you some names of well-known and even famous men, who held high positions in politics, who defrauded all the laws of men and even of God.

	Sérgio was disagree.

	- It's true but it's not fair. Where are the sacred values of religion and life? To believe this is to lose all reference to what is good or bad.

	- You talk about the rules of society. Hm ... They're not always true; however, think about this. Success does not depend on one's moral values. It can happen even when the person is shameless and dishonest.

	Sérgio shook his head.

	- I know it's true but I don't agree. Everything is wrong. How does life reward to evil? In that case, where is God?

	Flávio smiled and for the first time, Sérgio saw his well-distributed white teeth.

	- You're wrong. Life never fails. Everything is fine as it is. Think about it.

	Now we will stay here.

	Sérgio left the room puzzled. Flávio had praised him just when he had not acted according to his honesty manuals! He was wrong, sure.

	What crazy ideas would go through his head? 

	He wanting to be better than everyone in his family! It was true that he always wanted to progress to help them. Take them to town, give them gifts and give them a better life. That was not bad. On the contrary, He was a good son.

	The rest of the day Sérgio couldn’t forget his conversation with Flávio.

	He recognized that he was very knowledgeable. He seemed sure and never showed any doubt. Flavio examined him and observed his aptitudes

	Sérgio was flattered. Flávio had paid attention to him. Was he wondering why he hadn't been promoted? Did he realize that he had stolen his place when he, Sérgio, expected it the most?

	If that were true, he would have to prove to him that he was better than him.

	Flávio's words never left his head. "You left, but you never really left them."

	Was he calling him a peasant? He went to the bathroom and looked at himself in the mirror. Perhaps the haircut could be improved. The neck was quite small. Besides, he had never had the money to buy nice clothes.

	The next morning, on Saturday, Sérgio decided to do some shopping. After all, he had more money now and no one would call him peasant.

	He had lived in the city for quite some time and considered himself an elegant man. He remembered Flávio's tailored suits, his elegant shirts and ties and he made a decision. He was willing to spend money and dress better.

	Standing in front of the window of a luxury store, he carefully looked at each clothes on display. He was delighted with a navy-blue blazer, dressed in an elegant mannequin, the green silk shirt and the patterned tie with delicate touches of wine color. He looked and looked, and finally decided to enter.

	He was embarrassed. He had never been able to walk into a fancy store like that. He had always thought that these things were not for him and that he could never afford them.

	He timidly asked to see the clothes. And in the dressing room, seeing himself dressed, he felt like another person. In a burst of enthusiasm, he bought everything. Not just the blazer, shirt and tie, but the matching pants with the shirt, the chrome German shoes, and even the silk socks.

	He spent most of the money he had, but he didn't care. He felt euphoric, happy. He had never thought of himself; now was the time to at least live better.

	In the evening, He took a nice bath, dressed in new clothes and, in front of the mirror, was excited. He looked like another man, taller, very elegant. Turning and looking at himself, he thought:

	- “Today I will no longer think about my sadness or my poor life. I am rich, I am ready for success! "

	Once on the street, he wondered: where would I go? I didn’t feel like going to a normal cinema or to the usual places. He decided to go to Cinelandia, take a look. Walking down the avenue São Juan, he felt himself the owner of the world. The women looked at him with interest and he thought with satisfaction:

	- "They think I have money!"

	He tried to walk naturally. The rich are laid back and natural. I would go to a theater. Maybe that´s better. Then I would see what to do. What would Flávio do on Saturday nights? He had a car and that changed things a lot.

	After the theater, he felt hungry and decided to have dinner at a nice restaurant. That night would have to be complete. He felt uncomfortable in a luxurious place, but that night he felt very good, seeing the place.attention of the maître, the kindness of the waiters and the beauty of the 

	He ordered an appetizer, main dish and tasted the wine. He enjoyed the soft sound of the piano, when the waiter approached him respectfully.

	Sir, that gentleman invites you to dine with them.

	Sérgio, admired, turned and didn’t hold back a gesture of surprise. Sitting a few meters behind, was Flávio, in the company of two girls. One of them was Flora. What did that mean? He thought about refusing, but was flattered. It was an opportunity to show himself to Flora and Flávio, at the same time, he was not the failed peasant they believed.

	He smiled politely. The waiter continued:

	- He said it would give him a lot of pleasure.

	- Was he the one who invited?

	- Yes sir.

	- Very good. I agree.

	Sérgio got up and walked over to his table, coming first.

	- What a pleasure to see you here! Come and keep us company! - said Flávio with a smile -. This is Flora, and this is Arlete, my cousin.

	Sérgio leaned down and extended his hand to Flora.

	- How are you, Flora?

	- Good... -. she replied.

	Sérgio realized that she was upset. He was happy about it. He held out his hand to Arlete and said with a smile:

	- It's a pleasure to meet you.

	The waiter had already changed Sérgio's dinner and sat silently between the two girls. Looking at Flora casually, he said:

	- Is everything okay with you?

	- All good.

	- Did you already know each other? - Asked Flávio, admired.

	- Yes.

	- Old friends... -. Flávio said.

	- Yes, I would say old acquaintances. -she replied, trying to hide her disgust.

	- I didn't know you knew Dr. Flávio. He is the new director of our company.

	- No director, please. - he said- There is no need for formalities.

	- In fact, today we are getting to know each other. She is Arlete's classmate.

	- Ah! Do you also study law?

	- No. I study literature. I'm in the last semester.

	She smiled. She was very different from Flora. Her face was small and delicate, slightly colored, her skin was very beautiful, her eyes were large and brown and her hair was dark and wavy, she looked like a little girl.

	- Isn't it too early to be at the end of the semester? At what age did you start studying? - Asked Sérgio.

	She shook her head and smiled. She had delicate dimples when she smiled and a mischievous twinkle appeared in her eyes, she replied:

	- How old you think I am?

	- I don't know ... maybe seventeen.

	- I am twenty-three years old.

	- Arlete doesn't look her age. In fact, it is a characteristic of our family. Her father seems more like a brother to his children than their father - explained Flávio.

	The conversation went smoothly. Flávio was gentle and spoke little, Flora was studying a way to please him and Sérgio thought:

	“She prepared everything; she intends to deliver the masterstroke. She's furious because I showed up”.

	She is going to fail. Flávio is not going to be interested on her.

	He was enjoying dinner. Arlete was beautiful and elegant. Kind and delicate. He didn’t seem to belong to such an important family. To provoke Flora, Sérgio decided to redouble his kindness to Arlete. What was she thinking, Flora, seeing him so well dressed and going to a fancy restaurant? Would you be sorry that you ended the relationship? She would have to regret much more, the gold digger.

	After dinner, Flávio didn’t allow him to pay.

	- No way. Everything is paid. I have an account at this restaurant.

	Sérgio thanked him. This was his lucky day. A magical night that he didn’t want to end. So, when Flávio suggested that they go somewhere else , he gladly agreed.

	It's a very nice night -he said. We could go to a club.

	- Okay- Sergio said.

	- I would love to! - said Arlete.

	- I know. That’s why I invite you.

	- With you, dad would let me go - she continued smiling. Once at the club, Sérgio was overwhelmed. So many beautiful things, many flowers, well dressed people, good music, and he, for the first time in his life, felt comfortable in a beautiful place like this.

	He had drunk some wine, he felt cheerful and good-natured. That night, everything seemed natural and he wanted to sing.

	He invited Arlete to dance and soon they were dancing all around the club. Arlete was light and danced very well. Hugging her delicate and well-formed body. Sérgio felt like the star of an American movie. A musical where he was the first dancer. He didn’t like to dance. He had never imagined this before.

	The two continued dancing animatedly. They didn’t stop. It was rumba, bolero, samba, foxtrot, everything. Even tango Sérgio dared to dance. Flávio was more restrained.

	He had danced with Flora a few times, and from time to time Sérgio noticed her withering gaze towards him. The more he realized that she was angry, the happier he was. He enjoyed revenge.

	When they sat down at the table, blushing and happy, Flávio considered:

	- It seems that Arlete has found an ideal partner. I can't accompany her. She never gets tired.

	- It is so rare for me to be able to come to a club and, above all, to find someone capable of dancing divinely like Sérgio, with whom I want to enjoy. To tell the truth, I am very happy and I wish this night would never end.

	Sérgio looked at her with bright eyes and replied:

	- For me too. Tonight, I want to forget that I am a simple man and that the day will dawn.

	- I never thought you enjoy dancing -said Flora, admiring angrily-. I never saw you dancing. I thought you didn't know how to take a step.

	There was resentment in her voice and Sérgio replied:

	- It depends on the company and the place. Tonight, I found an ideal partner. She dances divinely. It looks like a feather.

	- That's true. Arlete, since she was little, has always danced very well and has a lot of musical sense. She plays the piano wonderfully, sings well and if Uncle Antônio had allowed it, she would have dedicated herself to the artistic life.

	Flora fought to hide her disappointment. She wanted to shine, to be the first in everything, to have the attention. That rich and graceless little girl, Daddy's little girl, was stealing her place. The two seemed to melt before her.

	It's getting late -he said-. It's time to go.

	Arlete looked at Flávio pleadingly. Not yet, please. It's so good in here!

	-In fact, it's already too late - he considered, glancing at his watch-. We will stay another half hour.

	- Come on, Sérgio -Arlete said, getting up and pulling him by the hand-. We cannot waste time.

	Soon the two were moving across the dance floor.

	- I didn't think Arlete was so excited! - Said Flora -. At the university she is always discreet.

	- She is always discreet. But when it comes to music, dance, it changes completely. It seems that the same thing happens with Sérgio. I never thought he was so outgoing. In the office he is always discreet. Have you known him for a long time?

	- Almost a year. Truth be told, if you ask me, he was in love with me. 

	We went out a couple of times, something unimportant. I didn’t want to continue.

	Flávio looked at her imperturbably. She continued:

	- In fact, it always seemed to me, I'll say ... something old-fashioned, he comes from a poor family, from the countryside, his parents are farmers. He intended to have a career, to study, but he never succeeded. I don’t know if due to lack of luck or lack of skill.

	- He's one of the best employees in our company -Flávio said naturally.

	Flora bit her lip. I didn’t expect that answer.

	- Of course. He has been working there for several years. Certainly.

	- And you, what do you expect to do when you graduate? His eyes gleamed with satisfaction.

	- I am finishing this year and I am setting up my own office. Naturally, together with a famous lawyer in order to start a well-advised career. You know, I'm sure I'll be an excellent professional; however, a woman, and even more recently a graduate, won’t inspire confidence in clients. They prefer to turn their cases over to experienced attorneys.

	They kept talking. Flora counting her projects, he listening calmly.

	When they finally left the club, Flávio was going to take the girls home and Sérgio didn’t allow him to take him. He would not like them to see the modest place where he lived.

	- No way. I will take a taxi. You already did a lot for me tonight. Besides not letting me pay the bill.

	They said goodbye. And when he got home, Sérgio looked around him and the contrast of his apartment, poor and modest, bothered him. But he closed his eyes. He didn't want to think.

	He didn't want that wonderful night to end. He felt happy and fulfilled. It was dawn when he went to bed and finally fell asleep.

	 


CHAPTER 2

	
	
	 

	On Monday Sérgio woke up happy and in a good mood. However, looking in the mirror, he didn’t like what he saw. His shirt was sloppy and his suit was inelegant.

	He sighed worried. Those clothes didn't fit him well. He opened the closet and looked for something better. Found nothing. What a lack of taste! His clothes were horrible. Haven't you noticed this before? He wanted to get rid of all of them.

	Maybe that's why he hadn't gotten the promotion. A commercial director needed to be impeccably dressed. Had not thought of that? Flávio was always well groomed.

	Before the mirror, he looked at himself trying to analyze his appearance. Although his hairstyle had changed, his hair was still badly cut. Come to think of it, it wasn't ugly. On the contrary. Tall, dark skin, dark brown hair, well distributed white teeth, he knew how to be nice when he wanted to. He only lacked varnish to be as elegant as any man of high society.

	He was ready to succeed. For that, he intended to invest as much as he could.

	In this game, he thought, appearances were critical. There was no remedy, he got dressed and went to the office.

	Once there, he made an inventory of his expenses and his bank account and concluded that the salary he earned was not enough to allow him to live as he wanted. In fact, he had never claimed anything. He thought that by doing everything possible and dedicating himself to work, his boss would give him just financial compensation. He even thought that saving and not being ambitious would be more appreciated.

	It hadn't happened. He had changed positions, taken on more responsibilities, but the money had hardly increased. Dissatisfied, Sérgio began to think, for the first time, that he was being used.

	His dedication was taken advantage of without what he expected had been done for him. The injustice that was a victim made that subject very clear, he thought.

	The experience he had over the weekend, made him ardently want to enter that beautiful and joyful world that until then he didn’t know. That was what he was looking for when he left his small town. He no longer wanted to live in that small, poor and ugly apartment, dress badly, count the bills and coins, never buy what he liked, but the cheapest.

	These thoughts agitated him, but he couldn’t forget the subject. He felt sad and discouraged.

	A few days later, Flávio called him into his office. Seeing him sitting in front of him, he asked him some questions about the progress of different topics and then, staring at him, said:

	- I notice that you have not been well. Are you worried about a commercial problem?

	Sérgio tried to disagree.

	- No, everything is fine.

	- I notice that you are disconnected from work, without enthusiasm. Is something happening?

	- No, nothing.

	- I would like you to know that the lack of interest of someone in the team can damage our entire business. You were always considered a great employee.

	- Yesterday, due to your inattention, we almost lost an important customer.

	Sérgio blushed. He prided himself on never having been warned. He clenched his teeth in anger and closed his mouth tightly. Flávio, unsteady, continued.

	- I hope you know. But I hope not to have problems with you.

	Sérgio felt a wave of indignation. He was being used, exploited, and Flávio still had the right to told off him. He couldn't help it.

	- Honestly, Flávio. I feel dissatisfied. I have dedicated myself to the company, I have worked with dedication and seriousness, pretending that they knew how to recognize my worth, but that didn’t happen.

	- You have progressed. You have held different positions and currently run a large part of the company, you have the respect and admiration of all.

	Sérgio took a deep breath and took the tone or the courage to say:

	- You may think so. I like the company, the work, the environment, everything. But I have a financial problem. My salary is not enough for my expenses. Therefore, I even thought about looking for another job. That for me would be painful because I learned to love this place, but in reality, I cannot continue to live that way. I deserve a better life. I know that I am competent and do a good job, and I feel that I am not being valued as I deserve.

	At first, Sérgio's voice was a bit shaky, but then he held firm and at the end he spoke decisively and confidently. It felt really good to talk like that.

	Gentle heat warmed his chest and his eyes sparkled expressively. Flávio looked at him with admiration and said:

	- You always surprise me. You are actually maturing. Positioning yourself as you did, reveals dignity and worth. From what I know about you, it was the first time in all these years.

	- Thanks. You asked the cause of my problems and I told you.

	- Very good. I hope it stays that way. I wish you were objective like today. It is much easier to solve problems when people position themselves correctly. How much do you think it would be fair to get paid for the work you do?

	- The same as others in companies the size of ours pay those who occupy my position.

	Flávio looked at him thoughtfully for a few minutes. Then he said:

	- It's fair. I will study the subject and speak again with you as soon as I have the information. Changing the subject, I'd like you to come to my house for dinner this Saturday.

	Some friends will be there. Sérgio smile satisfied.

	- Thanks for your invitation. Of course I'll go.

	- Arlete will like it.

	- Me too. She is lovely.

	- All right, at nine.

	- It's okay.

	Sérgio left the room wanting to sing for joy. That feeling of sadness and devaluation had disappeared. He felt light and happy. He had managed to say what he felt and had been understood. He felt respected and in a good mood.

	Encouraged, he began to think about dinner on Saturday. Of course, he would need new clothes. He couldn't go with the same clothes he had worn the other night.

	He looked at his bank balance and saw that it wasn't much, but maybe he could buy it in installments. He couldn't miss that dinner by any means. He would go to Flávio's house, see how he lived, fulfill his wishes.

	He thought about buying another jacket and shirt, which he would wear with the rest of the clothes he had already. It wouldn't be that expensive. He was willing not to look at the price.

	He deserved it and he would have nice clothes.

	On Friday, Flávio called him again and told him that he had studied his case and he was right. His salary was not equal to the position he held.

	He offered him not only double what he was earning but a small portion of the company's profits.

	Sergio was delighted. Finally, he was being valued. But what about the clothes? He needed to get by. His new salary would not arrive until the end of the month.

	On Saturday he left early, browsing the luxury stores in search of what he needed.

	His money was not enough to pay them. Seeing their concern, a salesperson asked:

	- You didn't like this one?

	- I liked it, but at the moment I didn’t get my payment. I spent more and will only receive it at the end of the month. So, could you split the payment?

	- Unfortunately, our store doesn’t sell on installments.

	- I have an important dinner today at night and I wanted a new outfit.

	- You know, it's my boss's house. The seller smiled and said:

	- Look, if you don't mind, here I have a very elegant suit, shirt and tie, a complete suit, for a very cheap price. It is of excellent quality. Flawless cut. But it is not new. A customer bought it and didn't pay. The store forced him to return everything, but he had already worn it. When something like this happens, our manager sells it to the employees. However, it didn’t fit them.

	- I think the clothes will fit you perfectly.

	Sérgio accepted and tried it on. Actually, the clothes were very elegant and fit very well. The price was exactly what he had in the bank. 

	He bought everything with satisfaction.

	- Today it’s my lucky day - he thought happily.

	We still needed to fix our hair. But the money was not enough. When he got home, he went to the owner of the apartment and said, in a good mood:

	- Mrs. Antonia, today and it's my lucky day! I got a pay rise!

	She smiled with satisfaction. For her, all her tenants were like her children. Widowed and childless, she was interested in everyone's life, comforting them when they were in trouble and praying when they were happy.

	- You need to pray, Sérgio!

	- Yes, but I have a problem. The money only comes to the end of the month and my boss invited me to dinner at his house tonight. I had to buy a new suit and ran out of money. I need to cut my hair and pay for the taxi.

	- That's bad. What do you plan to do?

	- Couldn't you help me until the end of the month? I will pay with interest.

	- I soon saw that you wanted to do something. When you look at me like that!

	She gave him the money and Sérgio immediately went to a expensive salon to get a haircut and a manicure.

	At night, when he looked in the mirror, he smiled with satisfaction. He was perfect.

	The perfume was missing. He gladly remembered the French perfume that he had received on his birthday.

	With a few drops, he completed the task.

	At nine o'clock, Sérgio was introduced by the butler into the lobby of the beautiful Jardim América palace, where Flávio lived. With shining eyes, he observed everything in detail from the beautiful illuminated garden that surrounded the house to the crystal chandeliers, curtains and works of art that he could already glimpse.

	Led to a room, where some people were already there, Flávio got up to greet him first.

	- You are punctual -he said after the first greetings-. It’s a rare quality in Brazil. Come, I want to introduce you to some friends. Arlete, you already know her.

	- How are you? - She said looking at him with bright eyes. She was even more beautiful in a tight red silk dress, which made her look taller, and her hair was tied up in a bun at the nape of her neck with a beautiful pearl arrangement.

	- Well, it's a pleasure to see you again.

	Flávio introduced him to his other friends, two middle-aged couples, three boys, who had been college classmates, and two girls. All very beautiful and elegant.

	Sergio felt immediately at ease. He accepted an appetizer that the maid offered him and the conversation flowed easily and pleasantly.

	It was then that Flora arrived. Arlete rushed to hug her and introduce her to the other guests. She didn’t know them. As she greeted, Sérgio shot her a look where there was some irritation and surprise.

	- She doesn't like to see me around - he thought -. She knows that I know her well. 

	When he saw her, he didn’t bother. Otherwise, realizing how much progress he had made, no doubt she would regret having spurned him. He felt avenged.

	He walked over to Arlete and sat down next to her on the sofa.

	- It's good to see you again.

	She smiled and her eyes lit up.

	- I say the same.

	- I never had as much fun as that night. It was wonderful!

	- It's true. You dance very well.

	- You too. In fact, I hadn't danced in years.

	- I don’t believe it. You were in great shape. It seems like you've never done anything else in your life.

	- Coming from you, it's a great compliment.

	- But it's true. I haven't danced in years. When I was a kid, I said I wanted to be a dancer, learn to stomp, like Fred Astaire. When I arrived to São Paulo, I immersed myself in work and forgot about everything else. Life in the big city is absorbing. The fight of the day leaves us no time for leisure.

	She shook her head.

	- It’s not true. When you organize, there is time for everything. That is the charm of living. Everything in its time and moment.

	- You say that because you were born into a wealthy family. You never had to worry about your daily bread.

	- Has worry ever made you money?

	- What did you say? - He was surprised.

	- Did you make money with your worries? - Sérgio smiled.

	- You are kidding.

	- I'm serious.

	- Me too. Until today, I have never seen anyone make a profit or gain anything with worry. For me, it only hurts our health and diminishes our ability to perceive things.

	- You mean you never worry about anything?

	- At least I'm trying to do that.

	- In that case, life would be chaos. A disorganization. You have to take care of things, do everything well.

	Arlete smiled softly and there was a malicious glint in her eyes as he considered:

	- Doing things carefully and attentively has nothing to do with worrying.

	Dealing with things ahead of time, fearing that they will go wrong, thinking about bad things that have not yet happened diverts our attention from what they need to do at the time and reduces our ability to act. When I am confident, paceful, and calm, I can do everything better.

	Sergio looked at her admiringly. Arlete was different from the other girls he had met.

	Flávio approached and said:

	- By your face, Arlete has already turned your head. She loves to do that! - she got up, put her arm around the arm of her cousin and said happily:

	- Look who's talking! This is bad for the family. Don't give it importance. Most of my ideas come from him. Did you know that Flávio is the greatest thinker I know?

	- He's very observant -Sérgio said.

	- That’s not all. He is a student of life, of man, of behavior. He is a wise man.

	Arlete spoke in a low voice and there was a lot of tenderness in her eyes. Sérgio felt on the edge of jealousy. Would Arlete be in love with her cousin? Flávio was highly sought after by women. Was Arlete one of his admirers?

	Flávio smiled softly when he replied:

	- Not so much. It's that we understand each other, we have the same ideas, so ... When she admires me, it’s because she sees and admires herself through me. I am only his mirror. That's the way you see me.

	- You see? I didn’t tell you? He managed to hide himself and expose me. He always does that. He stands as the observer.

	- It's just what I am. An observer.

	- You never participate? - Asked Sérgio with admiration.

	- Have you ever found me absent?

	- No; on the contrary. You always seem to be well informed. But at the same time... -. he stopped undecided. Flávio was his boss and, despite being at his house with a guest, he didn't know how far he could go.

	- Go on - he asked.

	- At the same time, it seems to me that you always look from the outside, without taking part. You speak little and you don't get very excited about things.

	- Which is not to say that I don’t feel them. Flávio is very sensitive.

	Sérgio disagreed with this, but didn’t dare to challenge to Arlete. Just said:

	- He feels, he controls himself very well. He is always calm, whatever happens.

	- I'm glad you think so. For a long time, I have been striving to simply be a good observer, and only intervene if I can, at the right time, in the most appropriate way.

	Which doesn’t mean I’m indifferent. Controlling yourself is a sign of strength, of inner domination.

	- Controlling the options is not so easy. I have tried to do it myself and I can't always do it.

	- One of the techniques that we use with very good results is to observe from the outside, as if the problem were not ours - said Arlete.

	- I wouldn't know how to do that -Sergio said. Emotions spring up and stay in such a way that, when they appear, they take over me. How could I keep myself out? If I could do that, I certainly wouldn't have any more problems with them.

	Just close your eyes and imagine that you step back, and observe your figure in the front. It's like you are someone else. Try it. Right now, you are neutral.

	You don't have to decide anything or face anything. You are a mere observer.

	- If I do that, what will happen?

	- At least you will discover that you have a refuge to go when things get very disturbing. In that state, you will feel serenity and peace. Almost always, new ideas will appear, new angles that you had not thought of. Silence and meditation are always a great remedy for problems of the soul.

	- Interesting! - Sérgio said -. I never did any of that.

	- It's worth a try. Arlete knows what she's saying - said Flávio.

	Dinner was served and the conversation flowed happy and pleasant. People who were there were very polite and friendly. One thing was for sure: Flávio knew how to live and gather interesting people around him.

	Sérgio sat next to Arlete and on the other side was a very lively and very good-humored lady who made him feel very comfortable. The whole time Sérgio watched Flora discreetly. He realized that she was trying to enter that environment, taking advantage of the fact that she knew Arlete.

	She tried hard to be charming, pleasant, delicate. Sérgio knew that she was none of that. Her personality was rough and tough, sometimes arrogant.

	However, she was docile and in a good mood. With a certain pleasure and irony,he observed Flávio, who, calmly, gave no signs of perceiving anything.

	He felt pleasure because he knew that with Flávio she would achieve nothing. He was too smart to get involved with a selfish woman.

	There were moments when he caught her gaze on him, studying him. Of course, she would be regretting that she had ended the relationship. Surely, she would be trying to find out what had happened, once she knew that he hadn't been promoted. Her curiosity amused him. What was she thinking? Who had more money? If she knew that he continued as usual ...

	No. It didn’t continue as usual. He had changed. He was now tasting the pleasure of good things. He wanted more. He got a higher salary. It was fair. He deserved it.

	He had always worked hard. He struggled; he had dedicated himself. Now, he was no longer willing to continue in that poor life without prospects. From then on, his life would change.

	He would never fail again!

	He remembered his family, his plans to take them to the big city, and felt some remorse. Was he being selfish thinking only of himself, his satisfaction and pleasure, letting his family continue in that poor and hopeless life in which they lived?

	He didn't want to think. When he earns well, he will certainly carry out his projects in relation to them. What good would it do him to go find them now to make them live in a small apartment with no comforts?

	After dinner, Sérgio sat on a sofa, while Flávio put some records on the record player. The other guests dispersed with pleasure around the immense room, and Sérgio saw Flora astonished to sit next to him.

	- How are you? - he asked -. Very good. And you?

	- Well, from what I see now you decided to change your life. What happened? Did you win the lottery?

	I was joking, but Sérgio realized that he could no longer control his curiosity.

	- Why do you say that? - He replied, not wanting to tell the truth.

	- Because you look different. We met at that fancy restaurant the other night and now, here, at the home of people of the highest society.

	- One of whom is my boss. Truth be told, being here for me is natural. I never thought I'd find you in this house. You never told me you knew the Wands.

	She shook her head.

	- There are many things you don't know about me. I have always attended the best society. Arlete is my colleague from the university and I have always had many friends there. I also had them at home.

	- I didn’t know. Besides, you never invited me!

	- I thought you didn't like fancy places. When we went out, we always went to more modest places. You were always out of money.

	He smiled.

	Things change -he said.

	His eyes lit up when he replied:

	- What has changed with you? Did you get that promotion?

	- What promotion?

	- The one you wanted for so long.

	- No, I couldn't. I am still in the same position.

	A flash of reflection passed her eyes. After a few seconds he said:

	- So, I don’t understand. How did you get the money to buy expensive clothes and go to fancy places? Don't tell me you kept the money and didn't want to spend it when we were dating.

	Sergio's eyes gleamed maliciously.

	Could be -he said.

	She got a little irritated, but she was willing to control herself, so she smiled and responded by looking at him provocatively:

	- You think I don't deserve it?

	- It's you who says it. Think whatever you want.

	She paled and got up immediately. If he thought he was going to snub her, he was wrong. She was and will always better than him in everything. He was not a poor devil, without a place to live, who would have fun at his own expense.

	He was certainly hiding something. Perhaps something illicit that she would discover, and when she knew what it was, it would end his success. She would take revenge.

	She had reached out to him, trying to resume the friendship, maybe even the relationship. Why not? Now it offered a good perspective for the future. With her guidance, he could go far.

	But he had mocked her goodwill. He was certainly still offended that she had ended the relationship. Worse for him.

	She smiled, thinking he wasn't losing by waiting. When she married Flávio, she would have to put him under her feet.

	After all, Flávio was a much better match than Sérgio. Handsome, young, rich, intelligent, from a good family. In him, she would put her objective from then on. She will be polite, but indifferent. But she knew how to act and she would win him over.

	She needed to make a plan.

	Some people said goodbye. Sérgio said goodbye. He didn’t want to bother, but Arlete stopped him.

	- It´s nothing. It's too early. Let's go to the other room. We can dance there.

	Sérgio replied with pleasure. Flávio was talking with a friend and Flora with another who, flattered and grateful for her attention, said gallantry to her.

	-The night is so nice -he said. The garden is so beautiful and so full of flowers! I'd like to take a ride.

	Mário was agreed:

	-Come on -he said, offering his arm gallantly. I want to show you a wonderful place.

	They went out into the garden, strolling through the avenues. At one point, Flora stepped forward to see a beautiful rose when she tripped and just didn't fall to the ground because Mário ran and hugged her for a while.

	My God -she groaned-. I sprained my ankle! Ouch how painful!

	I can hardly bear it. I think that I am going to faint! - The man, scared, asked:

	- Please don't do that now. Calm. Let me see -. He crouched next to Flora, who was on one leg, clutching the other and groaning.

	- It's a little swollen. I think you can move.

	- Due to the pain, I feel, I think it broke. I cannot stand it.

	- I'll take you inside.

	He took her in his arms and carried her into the living room, laying her on a couch. Flávio and the other guests immediately approached. One of the guest was a doctor and soon took her to the centre stage.

	- Let me see. What happened?

	- She stumbled and twisted her ankle.

	The doctor examined her carefully. 

	- It was nothing. Just a kink.

	- It hurts a lot -she complained.

	- It really hurts. You won't be able to put one foot on the ground for a day or two.

	- I will give you a tablet for the pain. But after taking it, it’s necessary to go to sleep. Just relax.

	- My God! And now? How do I go home?

	- I think it’s best to spend the night here -said the doctor. Flávio, who listened carefully, said:

	- Of course. She will remain in the guest room until she recovers.

	Flora fought to hide her satisfaction. That was what she wanted. That was why she had caused the accident. She tried to hide it.

	-I have to go home -she said-. My family will be very worried if I don't return. I'm not used to sleeping when I go out. My father is very strict.

	Arlete came up and said:

	- Don’t worry. I'll call to your house and talk to your mother, I'll explain everything.

	- She will be very scared.

	I will talk to her and tell her that you are okay, that the doctor has already seen you and it is only a matter of time.

	Flora smiled sweetly.

	- Thank you, Arlete. I don´t know how to thank you. I feel embarrassed. I don't want to be a headache or abuse of your hospitality. Right on my first visit to this house!

	- Feel comfortable," Flávio said naturally-. I had the room prepared and we are going to take you there.

	- You can't force your ankle -said the doctor.

	- I'll take her -Flávio decided.

	He took her in his arms and carried her upstairs

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
