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	About the Medium

	 

	Born on 9/11/1943, Elisa Masselli was a poor girl, but never unhappy. Her mother had the theory that "a child needed to play, because when she grew up, she would have a lot of problems, so her mother was responsible for the household chores." During her childhood she always played a lot. At 17, her sister Nair, who raised her, fell into a deep depression until she attempted suicide twice. After several hospitalizations, her sister committed suicide by hanging herself in the shower. That destroyed everything she had learned about God. However, she soon met a man who gave her the book "Our Home" (Nosso Lar) by André Luiz. As she loved reading, she fell in love with the book and its content, and said: "I started reading, and I fell in love. Perhaps, because it was what I wanted to hear, that my sister maybe was not in a good place, but that she was not alone and that at any moment she could be rescued and have a new opportunity to reincarnate. I read that book quickly and Mr. José brought me the entire collection of André Luiz's books. When I finished reading them all, I was in love with everything I had read, so I began to attend the Spiritist Federation of the state of São Paulo. "

	In 1964, she married Henrique, who died in 1984. “I suffered a lot when I saw my husband's suffering, because for everyone and especially for me, he did not deserve to suffer the way he suffered, but I had learned that everything was always fine and that God was the one who knew why things happened, so I didn't despair. "

	In 1991, without knowing why and how, she began to hear voices and one of them had told her that she would have to write novels with teachings. For psychiatry, this was nothing more than a psychotic crisis. After a turbulent phase of depression and doubts, she came up with the idea of writing a book, which began to take over her thoughts, so she decided to write just as a hobby. Little by little the story emerged. "I couldn’t believe that I was writing a story like that. I cried and laughed while writing. When it was ready, I sent it to the editor of Dona Zibia Gasparetto. Title: 'When the past doesn't pass.' In that moment she remembered what some voice had told her: "The name does not matter, what matters is that you write." Thus, the writer Elisa Masselli was born.
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	1.– 
CURRENT INCARNATION

	 

	 

	Solange, nervous, rang the doorbell and knocked hard on the door of Maria Clara's apartment. She has been there for a few minutes. With each knock, her heartbeat went faster. She was afraid that something serious had happened to her friend inside the apartment. She called out:

	'Maria Clara, are you there? Maria Clara, open the door!’'

	The door of the apartment next door opened and a lady who also seemed worried appeared and asked.

	‘What's going on, Solange?’

	‘I don't know Ms. Hilda, it's been three days since Maria Clara went to the office. I called many times, but nobody answered. We are worried and I'm afraid something has happened to her.’

	The lady came out of her door and approached Solange. Nervous, she said:

	‘I haven't seen her either. Every afternoon, when she comes home from work, she usually comes to my apartment. Knowing that, I make some coffee, we talk for a while and then she goes to her apartment. I realized that, since a few days, she doesn't come. However, at the same time, I was calm, because she had told me that she was going on vacation and that she would probably travel. I was surprised that she didn't say goodbye, but you know her better than I do and you know she's full of habits. Besides, when she's in a relationship, I barely see her. She goes totally into the boyfriend.’

	'Yes, Ms. Hilda, she's going on vacation, but that's next week. That's why I don't understand and I’m worried about her. It's precisely because she's going on vacation that she should put all her work in order.’

	 ‘Now, I'm starting to worry too, Solange.’

	‘Could it be that something happened? Could it be that she's in there?'

	‘I don't know, Ms. Hilda, but if she doesn't answer, I'll call the police to break down the door.’

	‘I think we should do that, Solange. I don't see any other solution.’

	Solange, in desperation, knocked once more on the door, rang the doorbell and said.

	‘Maria Clara! Maria Clara!’

	When she got no answer, she asked.

	‘Ms. Hilda, can we go to your apartment to call the police? I am really worried.

	Something must have happened!’

	Hilda, also worried, answered nervously:

	‘Of course! Let's go right now.'

	They were going into Hilda's apartment when the door opened and a very beautiful girl appeared.

	Blonde, green eyes but red from crying. When she saw her, Solange, relieved, said to her.

	‘Maria Clara! I'm glad you're here! Why didn't you answer the phone or open the door when I rang the doorbell and called you? You could tell by the tone of my voice I was desperate!’

	‘Because I don't want to talk to anyone!’

	'What happened? You look like you've been crying for a long time, your eyes are swollen and red!’

	‘Nothing happened, Solange, I'm just tired of living! My life has no meaning... I want to die…'

	'Don't say that! You're so nervous and you don't know what you're talking about!’

	‘You say that because you're my friend, but you know I'm telling the truth... I'm useless, and I don't know what I was born for... I want to die, Solange...' 

	She said those words in tears, in despair.

	‘Don't say that, not even as a joke! You're beautiful and very smart! You have a great job and an even better salary! You have everything to be happy, Maria Clara…'

	‘Who doesn't know me and see me, with a good salary, living well, may think that, but no, Solange. You've known me since I was little and you know how my life has been. I'm tired... What is the point of all this if I don't have what remains…?'

	‘What is that, Maria Clara?'

	'A family, a father, a mother, brothers, husband and children! I've never had anyone... I'm tired. I don't see a future for me, Solange...'

	'How could you not? You're still very young, you have time to start a family and I assure you that when that happens, you'll regret what you're saying right now because a family carries a lot of work. All of them has problems, sometimes there are fights and they break up. One doesn't talk to the other, and when that happens, I'm the one who has to solve it…'

	'That's exactly what I need, Ms. Hilda. I wish I had all those problems you have, but I don't. My life doesn't make any sense…'

	Solange, a little calmer and relieved to see that Maria Clara was fine, but still nervous, said.

	‘So far you haven't said what happened to see you like this, Maria Clara.’

	' Claudinei dumped me...'

	‘What are you saying, Maria Clara?'

	'Just like all the others, he dumped me…'

	Solange took a deep breath, she had heard Maria Clara say that many times before and said.

	‘You look horrible, Maria Clara. I think we'd better go inside. You’ll take a shower, brush your hair and then tell us what happened. Okay?’

	‘No, I'd rather both of you go away and leave me alone…'

	'No way, I don't know about you Solange, but I'm not leaving her until she’s ok. Even if she has no family, she has lived here, next door, for a long time and is like a daughter to me. I won't leave her like that.’

	' I'm not leaving here either, Ms. Hilda! Maria Clara, you're going to have to put up with us.’

	She said laughing, with a touch of irony in her voice.

	Maria Clara, realizing that there was no way to get rid of them, said:

	‘All right, let's go inside. I'm going to take a shower, get ready and then we'll talk. I don't think it's necessary, because the story repeats itself, you should be used to it…'

	‘The story may have repeated itself, but that's no reason for you to be like that. Let's go inside and you can tell us everything.’

	Maria Clara moved away from the door and let them in. They came in and could see that the room was a mess. They were surprised because Maria Clara was an organized person and liked to keep her apartment tidy. They went into the kitchen and saw that there were many dirty glasses in the sink and several bottles of wine on the table. Anyone could tell that Maria Clara had drank a lot. Solange looked at Hilda who, after observing everything, asked nervously:

	‘Maria Clara, have you been drinking?’

	‘Yes, what's the problem?’

	‘Everything, you never drank before and you always criticized those who drank. I don't recognize you Maria Clara...'

	'After what Claudinei told me, I just wanted to drink so I could sleep…'

	‘Drinking has never been and is never the best solution.’

	‘I know, but I didn't know what to do.’

	'All right, you'll tell us everything. Now, while you take a shower, Solange and I will fix this apartment. I'll open the windows to let the air in and when we're done, I'll make some coffee so we can talk quietly. Okay?’

	Maria Clara knew them well enough to know they wouldn't leave. Powerless, she replied.

	' All right, whatever you say...'

	When she entered the bathroom, Solange and Hilda began to order and talk. Solange said:

	'I don't understand why Maria Clara is so negative’

	‘I'm not surprised Solange, it seems that nothing really works out for her.'

	‘How could it not, Ms. Hilda? She has a good job. Look at this apartment, still small, it's beautiful!

	I know her salary isn't very high, but she can live in peace.'

	‘For some people it wouldn't be a problem Solange, because they like to be alone, but for Maria Clara, loneliness becomes a torment. She really wants to have a family, that's all she talks about.’

	‘Well, I would change my life in the blink of an eye. Have you ever imagined coming to an apartment like this, sleeping in a bed like this and in the most complete silence, without hearing a child talking, crying or fighting or a husband complaining because the food has no salt? It would be glory!’

	Hilda smiled and said:

	'I think so too. How I would like to have a moment alone for myself, in the most perfect solitude, but as Maria Clara said, we think that way because we have a husband and children, but if we didn't, would we think that way?’

	'Do you think we wouldn’t, Ms. Hilda?’’

	‘You can be sure about that Solange, we wouldn't. Human beings are never satisfied with what they have, they always want more or the opposite.'

	‘I don't think so. There are many people who are happy with the life they have.’

	'I know, but they're counted on their fingers. Most are like I told you, they'd give anything to have each other's lives.'

	‘What did you say, Ms. Hilda?’

	They both turned around and saw Maria Clara come out of the bathroom. She was wrapped in a blue towel and a small one in her hair. Hilda answered:

	‘Nothing, we just talked a little. You look better, doesn't she, Solange?’

	‘Yes, that's right. Sit here Maria Clara, we'll have a coffee and you'll feel even better.’ 

	Maria Clara smiled and sat down on the chair that Solange pointed out. After sitting down, she said:

	'I know you were worried about me, so I apologize. I was so sad and desperate that I didn't even remember to tell you that I wasn't going to work for a few days. Now, as you can see, I'm fine.’

	'Are you going back to the office tomorrow, Maria Clara?’

	‘ I don't know... I don't feel well...'

	‘You have to go! You know that before you go on vacation, you need to leave everything in order.’

	‘I know, but I'm tired of my life, of everything. I'm reevaluating everything and considering if it's worthy to continue...'

	Hearing that, Solange became worried and, almost shouting, asked:

	'Is it worth what?'

	'To live, Solange... To live...'

	‘ What nonsense are you saying? Living is always worthy!’

	‘Can you tell me why?'

	‘Because life is good, there are some moments of sadness, yes, but many of them are happiness…'

	'That may be for you and some people, but most have more moments of sadness than happiness and others, like me, only of sadness…'

	‘You're exaggerating, Maria Clara…'

	'No, Solange. You know my story. You know that when I was a newborn and they hadn't even cut my umbilical cord, Sister Maria Paula found me. I was abandoned. My mother didn't want me and got rid of me…'

	'I know your story and it's no different than all the children who were in the orphanage and those who are there today. There have always been abandoned children and, unfortunately, they will continue to exist.’

	‘I know, but it's not fair. Every child should have the right to have a family and be happy.’

	' I think the same way, but I don't get angry about it. I can only think that the mother who abandons her child must have a very big problem and thinks that, if she leaves her child protected, she will suffer less than if she were to stay with him.’

	‘Well, I don't think so. I think a mother should do everything she can to keep her child by her side. I don't accept that a protected child would suffer any less than by being by her side.’

	‘ Well, I don't think so. I think a mother should do everything she can to keep her child by her side. I don't accept that a child should be abandoned, Solange.’

	'You may not accept it, but many women that didn't could only commit an abortion and if your mother had had an abortion, you wouldn't be here to blame her. At least, she allowed you to be born and have the chance to be happy Maria Clara. She must have thought that you would be adopted and raised with people who would love you.’

	‘But I was never adopted, Solange! No one ever loved me and I was never loved!’

	'You're right to say you were never adopted and I don’t understand why it happened, but to say you were never loved, that's not true. You had and still have Sister Maria Paula, who never hid how much she likes you. All of us at the orphanage knew this and were often angry.’

	Maria Clara smiled and said:

	‘You're right about that. She always treated me with great affection.’

	‘You see how unhappy you are and how you were never alone, how do you say? You complain that you were raised in an orphanage, but you were lucky that your mother left you in the one where Sister Maria Paula was a novice. Do you remember how her eyes sparkled when she told us how she found you?’

	‘I remember, and in those moments I, I felt privileged.’

	‘Do you see? I think if there was no reason for you to live, you wouldn't have been born. Life is a precious good, so we have to give it a lot of value.’

	' I don't know if there's a reason for me to be born and live, for so far I have found no reason. My life is so dull…'

	‘You may think so, but I don't. There must be some reason Maria Clara, just wait and you will find out at any moment.’

	‘I don't know, Solange, I really don't know...'

	‘You may not know, but I believe we all have a reason for being born and becoming adults. At any moment, you will discover it.’

	‘Will you?’

	‘Of course, if not, why are you alive to this day, why did you have Sister Maria Paula by your side? Do you remember how happy she was when she gathered us and began to speak:

	‘It was a cold June morning, Maria Clara. I heard the bell at the big gate of the orphanage. I went to open it and there was no one there. I was surprised, but I thought it must have been some child who, playing around, rang the bell and ran out. I was coming back, when I heard a cry, not a grunt. I came back, looked to the side and down, and saw a pack of clothes. I took it and found you, Maria Clara. As soon as I saw you, I don't know why, I got emotional. You, although very small and still a little swollen, which showed that you had just been born, you were beautiful, bald, and when, making an enormous effort, you managed to open your eyes, I realized they were green. I ran in and took you to the mother superior who, just like me, found you beautiful.’

	She, with you in her arms, said:

	'Maria Paula, this child is beautiful and easy to adopt. Let's take care of her and communicate to the juvenile court.'

	‘It will be easy, Mother. She is so beautiful; we need to give her a name.'

	‘Think of a name, and then communicate it to me.'

	‘I know what your name will be. She is so white, what about Maria Clara?’

	‘It’s fine.’

	'I picked you up again in my lap and took you to the infirmary, where I gave you a quick shower and changed your clothes. After I got you dressed, I looked you again and thought: You are really beautiful, I am very happy to be here. Welcome to this world and I hope you'll be happy…'

	Maria Clara, listening to Solange and remembering the day she was found, said:

	‘It is true, Sister Maria Paula always told this story, but none of it came true. Although everyone thought that because I was beautiful, I would soon be adopted, it didn't happen. You lived there too, Solange.’

	‘I was three years older than you. We grew up and became best friends.'

	‘It’s true. When I was little, I didn't understand that I lived in a place raised for children without parents. I didn't even know the meaning of that word, but over time I learned and realized that the other children were taken by couples who, smiling and happy, went out with them in their arms, but I didn't, I was always there. When the couples walked around the orphanage choosing the child they would take, they looked at me, smiled and I was happy and anxious to be chosen, but they always kept going. For every child who left, I suffered and cried a lot.’

	‘I also felt this and thought that the reason was for my black color, because the child chosen were always white and beautiful. I remember I told her once.’

	‘Maria Clara, I know you're leaving soon, but I'm going to stay here…'

	‘Why are you saying this, Solange?'

	‘You're beautiful white and I'm black, nobody will want me.'

	‘Does color have anything to do with it?’

	'Of course, it does, Maria Clara. How many black children did you see chosen?’

	After thinking a little, you said:

	‘None, Solange…'

	‘You see, now you know why I'm going to continue here, even more because I'm already ten years old!’

	‘That day I kept thinking about what she said and, at the same time, I thought: 

	If what she was saying were true, I'd be adopted soon...

	‘But that didn't happen, Solange. When you were about to turn eleven and I, eight, we were still best friends and we always lived together. One day, Sister Maria Paula called us and said:

	‘I asked the two of you to come here because I have some very good news for you, Solange, and I know it is very sad for you, Maria Clara.'

	‘What news? ‘ We asked almost at the same time.

	‘Solange, do you remember that couple who were here last week and talked to you for a long time?’

	‘Yes...'

	'They decided, talked to the judge and got permission to take you  with them. They want to be your parents. They seemed to me to be good people, I'm sure they will take very good care of you.’

	‘She was right, they were the best parents someone ever had, because besides giving me a home and affection, they gave me study and today I have a good job thanks to it. I was very lucky, Maria Clara.'

	‘ You really are. They are really wonderful.’

	‘They and the whole family. I never felt any difference between me and my cousins. On my wedding day, I was putting on my wedding dress, when my mother came into the room, hugged me and cried, she said.’

	‘I hope you are very happy, my daughter.'

	‘I, too, hugging and crying, said:

	‘I give this happiness to you and Daddy for adopting me. If it hadn't been for that, maybe I would never have left.’

	'Don't say that, Solange. You have nothing to be thankful for. You were the reason for our existence and you brought us nothing but happiness.

	I know that if you had been born of me, you wouldn't have made me happier. Thank you for being who you are.’

	'I embraced her and thanked God for putting that family in my life. I never thought much about my real mother or the other family I could have had. I was happy with the one I had.’

	‘You, being older, knew what it meant in your life. I, on the other hand, because I was younger and had always lived alongside other children without a family, did not have idea of what it meant to be adopted. At that moment, I only knew that you, my best friend, was leaving. I was very sad, but as time passed and thanks to the affection of Sister Maria Paula, I almost forgot about you. I grew up having other friends who also left. Every time they left, I felt a lot of pain and I spent three- or four-days crying. Although many couples saw me and talked to me, to Sister Maria Paula's amazement, I was never adopted. When I had the right idea of what a mother meant, I would ask myself: 

	Why did my mother abandon me? How did she have the courage?

	 I didn't understand and I wanted to know where she was, not only her, but my father and possible brothers.’

	‘When I talked about it with Sister Maria Paula, she said:'

	'Don't think too much about these things, Maria Clara. There is no way of knowing who your mother is. She left you at the orphanage gate without a clue. You need to take care of your life. You need to study so that when you have to leave here, you can have a job to support you.’

	‘When I heard that,I said:’

	‘Sister, when I grow up, I’ll get married, I will have a husband and many children! I want to have a very big family!’

	‘When I turned fifteen, I accepted my situation and, following Sister Maria Paola's advice, I decided that until I could find a man to marry me to have my family, I should study to have a good future. The school had a very strict academic education. Even so I managed to finish high school studying hard.

	When I turned eighteen, I had to leave the orphanage. With the help of Mother Superior and Sister Maria Paula, I got a job in their company and that's where we met again, Solange.’

	‘I remember that day, Maria Clara. When you arrived, we realized that you were shy. The manager gathered us and introduced us to her, asking us to help her and teach her the work.

	While he was talking, I was looking at you, I knew I knew you, I just couldn't remember from where.

	Only when he said your name and that you were coming from the orphanage, I remembered and was very happy. When he finished talking and left, I approached her  and said:’

	'Maria Clara! Don't you remember me?'

	'You kept looking at me and couldn't remember. I understood that this would be very difficult to happen.

	When we separated, you were only seven and I was ten. We were children and during all that time, we changed a lot. Talking little by little, I made you remember. Your happiness was the same as mine. We embraced each other and from that day on, we never separated again. I was getting ready to get married. You and my adoptive mother, who was the best mother anyone could want, helped me with the trousseau, the wedding dress and the party, in short, everything. On my wedding day, I was radiant.’

	‘You really were. Your husband seemed to like you very much. I was sure he would be very happy.’

	'Really, I was and I am very happy. When my first daughter was born, you were the godmother.’

	‘It's true, but she, as always, never liked me and whenever I went to her house, she would hide without wanting to see me.’

	‘Don't talk like that, Maria Clara! She was just a child…'

	'You know I'm telling the truth, because until today, she only talks as much as necessary and only answers some questions I ask. She can't stand me, Solange.’

	'As always, you are exaggerating, Maria Clara...'

	Maria Clara laughed and continued:

	‘Okay, I may be exaggerating, but she doesn't like me, she really doesn’t.'

	‘I need to confess Solange, that I have often been jealous of your happiness, of your family.'

	‘Don't worry about it, Maria Clara. I know your reasons and I know that you like my husband, my children and me. I know how much you want a family. You are only thirty years old, you are beautiful, and soon you will find the man of your life. You will have many children and be happy as I am.’

	‘Only thirty years old? I'm already an old maid! Since I was eighteen years old, because I am beautiful, I have been approached by several men. Whenever I started to date, I gave myself completely, I was affectionate and I did everything in my power so that whoever was by my side would be happy, but it was no use. At first, they seemed to be in love, but when I talked about marriage and children, they disappeared without giving explanations. The last one was Claudinei. Three days ago, I told him about my desire to have a family, he smiled the same way the others did and said he also wanted a family. He left and never came back. When I called his work, they told me that he had asked for a transfer to Rio de Janeiro. Do you understand what happened? He, like the others, abandoned me without giving an explanation. I am a bad luck! I will never have a family! I am doomed to live in solitude! No one has ever loved me,  no one ever caressed me!’

	Solange looked at Hilda and, unable to hide her sadness, said:

	‘He, like the others, left because he was not a man of character and was only trying to take advantage of your love and affection. The right man will still appear, Maria Clara, You can’t   say that nobody ever loved you or cared for you. Sister Maria Paula has always treated you with great affection and love. She has been a much more loving mother to you than so many mothers I know. I know that if you look for her now, you will find the same affection and love that she has always given you.’

	Maria Clara thought a little and said:

	‘You are right, if there is anyone who really likes me, it is Sister Paula…'

	'So, since you know that, why don't you go talk to her?’

	'I'll go there, but I already know what she is going to tell me:’

	‘Maria Clara, you are beautiful! You will find someone who really deserves you and you will be able to have that family you dream about so much!’

	‘She's right, Maria Clara! There is no reason why you can't get what you want so much!’

	‘I can't find any reason either! I know I'm beautiful, intelligent and well educated. I'm a good person, if I don't do well, I certainly don't hurt anyone either. Because I know what children in an orphanage think, two or three times a month, I go there, tell them stories, comb their hair, pick them up, hug them, kiss them and play with them. I don't understand. I don't want much from this life, I don't care about money, because what I have, although it's little, makes me live very well. Since I didn't have parents or siblings, I just want to have a family! ‘

	She raised her hands up and screamed:

	‘Is it too much to ask, God?'

	Hilda, who was quiet all the time, said:

	‘There seems to be no reason why you shouldn't realize your dream, Maria Clara. As you talked, I kept thinking. Although I don't know anything about it, I have heard of reincarnation.

	How bad were you in the past?'

	' I've also heard about it, but if I was bad, it was in the past and it's not fair to pay in this one!'

	‘But they say there is a reason and a reason for everything that happens to us.'

	Maria Clara started to laugh and said:

	‘I must have been that soldier who nailed Jesus to the cross or a very bad slave maker.’

	All three of them laughed. Hilda said:

	‘Who knows that this is not what happened?'

	They did not know, but paying attention to everything they said and sensing Hilda, there were two entities, one male, the other female. The man said:

	'She can't even imagine, Matilde... nor do them imagine…'

	‘You are right, Guzmán….’

	



	




	 

	 

	2.– 
PAST INCARNATION

	 

	 

	Anita is home. She went in and, as usual, looked around her. Everything was in order and perfect. She went to her room, lay down on the bed and, with her eyes turned to the ceiling, started thinking: 

	‘My dinner will be wonderful. Everything has to work out so that Ms. Sofia will be happy and won't blame me. I know this will be difficult, because I know why; she can't stand me and doesn't miss an opportunity to offend me. I love Ricardo and I know that he loves me. I have everything, a beautiful house, money to buy whatever I want, but what's the use of having luxury and wealth, being able to travel the world, if I don't have what I want the most... a son... I tried everything medicine can offer and no problem was found. This life is not fair! There are so many poor children, to whom the parents can't give anything and I, who could give everything to one or several children, don't have children. This is not right!’

	Whenever she thought about it, she got nervous and downcast. She knew she would soon go into depression, but after a lot of therapy, she had learned to fight and, in time, managed to drive away the sadness.

	However, she feared that she would come back and everything would start again. She got up and went to the bathroom. She needed to get ready, because that night there would be a special dinner. She was celebrating four years of marriage and the return of her and her husband from Portugal. Ricardo decided to offer a dinner for his closest relatives and friends. She had planned everything and, if it wasn't for Sofia, she was sure that everything would work out.

	She left the bathroom, knew that in a few minutes, the hairdresser and manicure would arrive. She had the dress she would wear that night made.

	At ten o'clock sharp, dinner was served. All the guests attended. While they dined, they talked. Sofia, her mother-in-law, although born poor and from a humble family, met her husband, a rich farmer, and got married. After the wedding, she studied, took classes in etiquette and became an educated woman who knew how to behave anywhere. She had two children, Ricardo and Mauricio.

	 Her husband, a career politician, following her idea, made a foundation with her name and, through her, assisted the poor people of the city. With this, he always received many votes. Sofia, in order to keep the foundation and be able to make her husband's name, and consequently her own, not be forgotten, organized tea parties, dinners and parties. Thus, she raised funds. The couple was loved in the city and by everyone who knew them. It was four years ago that Pedro Henrique, their husband, had passed away. His death caused her immense pain, but her desire not to lose power made her follow her husband's political career.

	However, her greatest dream was to see one of her children, especially Ricardo, become a senator and even president of the republic.

	She was a beautiful woman. Educated and elegant. She was over fifty years old. She talked about all the subjects, which made her become a great company. She only had one problem; she was very attached to her children, especially Ricardo, which often caused embarrassment to Anita.

	That night Anita was happy. The dinner had gone as planned. The guests ate with satisfaction; she could see it by the expression on their faces. When they finished eating, they started getting up, praising the dinner. In Sofia's turn, she said: 

	‘The dinner was perfect, Anita. Too bad the food was not very spicy and the table decoration is not matching.’ Anita felt that all the blood from her body went up to her face. Even without a mirror, she knew she was red.

	She looked at Ricardo, who was by her side and, like the other guests, was embarrassed, but remained silent. 

	Anita was very angry. She wanted to take a plate and throw it over Sofia's head, but she knew she couldn't do that, because she was in front of other people, including her sister-in-law Stela, Mauricio’s wife and for whom Sofia always showed a predilection. She made an immense effort. She swallowed dry and, expressing a smile, said:

	‘You must be right, Ms. Sofia. I can only apologize to you and to everyone else. Now, let's move to another room where liquor and coffee will be served. ‘

	Stela and Mauricio were also embarrassed, especially him, who liked Anita and much more of his brother and knew that when Ricardo's mother didn't like someone, she was terrible.

	Accompanying the others, they went to the other room. Anita and the guests tried to have a conversation, but as much as they wanted to, it became almost impossible. Gradually, everyone said goodbye and left. Among them, Sofia. Ricardo and Anita said goodbye to everyone at the door.

	After the last guest left, Anita and Ricardo came in. As soon as she saw herself alone in the room, Anita screamed so loudly that even the employees of the house came to see what was happening. Ricardo, with his hand, made a sign for them to leave. After the scream, Anita started crying and saying, screaming, taking a lot of anger: 

	‘I can't stand it anymore, Ricardo! Your mother hates me and does not miss the opportunity to offend and humiliate me! I am tired!’

	‘Don't be like that, Anita. You know very well my mother and you know how she is. It was always like this, she never allowed anyone to shine more than she did. She knows that, since my father died, she dedicated herself entirely to Mauricio and me. She did not want to get married again, because she didn't want us to have a stepfather. She, like all people, may have defects, but besides being my mother, she is a great woman and I love and respect her a lot.’

	Anita, while Ricardo was talking, stared at him for what she was hearing. When he finished, she said: 

	‘I can't stand it anymore, Ricardo. I can't and won't take it anymore! Since you always take your mother's side, you will take her! ‘

	'What are you saying, Anita! '

	‘I'm saying that tomorrow, very early, I'll go to the capital, stay at my parents' house, and that way you'll have plenty of time to think about what you really want in life! '

	Quiet, she left the room and crying, went to her room.

	Ricardo took a drink, sat down on a couch and kept drinking.

	Anita, in her room, cried. Her heart was tight because, once again, she realized that her husband, besides not loving her, did not respect her.

	Trying to stop crying, she thought: ‘I need to make a decision in my life and I will! I didn't know what to do for a long time, but now it's enough! I always knew what I needed to do, but I never had the courage. I know that, to do what I need, I will have to tell all people that my marriage is a farce. Since I met Ricardo and he introduced me to his mother, I realized that she didn't liked me. Then, with time, I went realizing the difference she always made between Stela and me. ‘

	She got up, went to the bathroom and washed her face. She looked in the mirror and remembered the day she met Ricardo:

	Why did I have to go to that party? I didn't want to go. I only went for Magda's insistence, my friend, who knew Ricardo. They were studying at the same college. As soon as I saw him, my heart beat faster. He was, no, he is still very beautiful, besides having a beautiful size. A man who makes the heart of any woman tremble. I was standing by the table of cold cuts, when he approached and told me, smiling:

	‘Good evening, miss. Are you here, alone?’ I answered with a trembling voice:

	 ‘Good evening, no, I'm not alone. My friend is dancing.’

	 ‘ And you, why aren't you dancing? '

	' I don't know how to dance very well either, nobody invited me.  I answered, smiling. 

	‘So, don’t you want to give me the pleasure of the next dance? '

	‘It’s going to take a while, this song that's playing just started... ‘

	‘It doesn't matter. We can have a drink and talk while it doesn't end.’

	We danced and after that day, at his insistence and my happiness, we started dating.

	When she remembered that time, she got emotional, wiped her face and smiled. She went back to her room, lay down and kept remembering.

	



	




	 

	 

	3.– 
SOFIA’S DISTRUST

	 

	 

	While Anita remembered the past time, Sofia came home. The car, after following a huge avenue, stopped in front of a door. The driver came down, opened the back door of the car and took Sofia's hand to help her down.

	Sofia, looking happy, went down and entered a semi-illuminated room. She looked at a portrait that was on one of the walls, where she and her husband were. She smiled, thinking: ‘Did you see, Pedro Henrique?

	I managed to ruin that woman's party again! I know that in order to get married and belong to our family, she involved our son, maybe even with macumba, but it's okay, I'll end that marriage and Ricardo will come home! You can be sure of that! Besides, I won't allow our name to disappear, because that incompetent woman can't even have a child! I already know what I will do to break up that marriage. I'll use the same weapons she used; I'll look for someone to make a macumba so that he'll stay away from her forever! You can rest easy my old man; our son will come home and we will be a happy family again... now it's time for me to lie down and dream with the angels…'

	She climbed the steps of the huge staircase that led to the upper floor, where the rooms were. In her room, she put on pajamas and lay down, but did not sleep, remembering the day when Ricardo brought Anita to meet her: they had been dating for a short time. He arrived, happy, holding her by the hand and said:

	‘Mommy, this is Anita, we are dating. I looked at her from top to bottom. I wasn't worried, I knew that it would be like the others he had already presented to me, just an adventure. She approached and, smiling, extended her hand for me to squeeze. Although against will, but not to hurt Ricardo, also smiled and held her hand.

	She pressed hard and, looking right in my eyes, said:

	‘It is my pleasure to be at your home and to meet you personally. You are an important person in town. I am very proud! ‘

	She shook my hand very hard and looked me in the face. As I felt that handshake, I realized that girl was different from all the others he had introduced me to, but I didn't worry too much. I can say I even liked her, but even so, I realized I had to be careful, because I knew she would be able to steal my son. I knew him well enough to know that, that time, it was different.’

	Without being able to stop thinking, Sofia got up and went to the bathroom. She stopped in front of the mirror, moved her hair and kept thinking: 

	‘We talked during the snack. She talked about her family, but I got disconcerted. I was not interested in knowing anything about her, much less about her family. While she was talking, I thought: No! You are definitely not the girl I want to be my son's wife! I don't want to and you won't be.’

	Trembling with hatred, she came out of the bathroom and, in the room, went to a dresser, where, by her order, the cupboard girl, every night, left a jar with water. She filled a glass and took it. She went back to bed and kept thinking: ‘I didn't want to, but, unfortunately, she succeeded. I don't know what she did, she must have really gone to a shaman, because Ricardo was enchanted by her and in a short time, they scheduled the wedding. She lived in the capital, where her father had a company. A few days before the wedding, they came to our house.

	When I met them, I was sure that that marriage couldn't take place, because it wouldn't work out, but I couldn't avoid it.

	They got married. That was eight years ago. However, I still haven't given up, I know I'll be able to make them separate! She was not and is not the ideal woman for my son! She's arrogant and she's always ready to confront me! Different from Stela, so sweet and loving, she always does everything I want and is always by my side. However, even against my will, she always defends that woman. When I get nervous, she tells me:

	‘It's not like that, Ms. Sofia, Anita is a good girl. They like each other and Ricardo seems happy by her side.

	In some things, you are right. She is indeed a little arrogant but in general, she is a good person. Don't get involved, let them both decide their lives.’

	May Stela forgive me, but how can I let them decide their lives? Ricardo is totally dominated by that woman! He doesn't know how to make a decision! I need to decide for him! Tomorrow, I will find that man and see what he can do. If she made any macumba, it will fall apart and my son will be free to decide his life.’

	She looked at the clock that was over the dumbwaiter. It was ten minutes to midnight. She thought: ‘is Stela already asleep? I don't think so, they must have just got home. I need to talk to her.’

	She picked up the phone and, regardless of the time, dialed a number. On the other side of the line, a woman's voice answered:

	‘ Hello.'

	‘Stela, it's me, we need to talk. Are you sleeping? Am I bothering you?'

	‘No, Ms. Sofia, I'm not sleeping and you never bother me. What happened?'

	‘Nothing happened. I just wanted to know what you thought of the dinner that woman prepared.’

	Stela, knowing her mother-in-law and knowing the answer she wanted to hear, answered:

	‘The dinner was very bad, you're right, but I didn't understand why you had to talk that way. It was embarrassing, but here among us, I liked it. I have nothing against Anita, but since you don't like her, I can't like her either. I don't know why they had to come back. During the time they were in Portugal, we had no problem at all.’

	‘They came back because she missed her family. As if that family was important. However, I am happy because I have my son by my side again.’

	‘At this point you are right. Ricardo seems to be doing very well.'

	'He's beautiful, isn't he?'

	Stela laughed and answered:

	'Yes, he is very much. It seems that the more time passes, the more beautiful he looks.’

	‘That's why he can't stay married to that woman! Mauricio is there with you?’

	‘No, he is taking a bath.’

	‘I’m calling because I need your help.’

	‘My help? What can I do? You know that, in spite of everything, I don't want to get involved or be responsible for a possible separation.’

	'You know I always suspected that woman made macumba to hold Ricardo, don't you?’

	‘You always said that, but I never believed and I don't believe in these things.’

	'Neither do I, but it costs nothing to try. What if there really is this macumba thing? What if it really did a macumba to involve Ricardo to the point of getting him to marry her?

	I've been thinking and, in doubt, I think we better take action.'

	'Take it?!’ Stela asked, confused.

	'Of course! You must help me! I'm sure she made a macumba and a very strong one!’ ‘Do you really believe that?’

	' I don't believe or discredit, but just in case, it's better to prevent myself.’

	‘Do you think it will be worth it, Ms. Sofia?'

	‘I think so. If it exists, I'll make sure it's undone. If it doesn't exist, nothing will happen to it or to me.’

	‘I don't know... I'm afraid to mess with that stuff. Even because, I don't believe she would have the courage to do anything in that sense. She, and it seems like the whole family, has always been very religious.’

	‘Afraid of what? I heard that if I pay well, any job is done and I don't lack money. I will spend every penny to keep that useless one away from my son's life. ‘

	‘Why do you say she is useless?'

	‘Of course, she's useless, she can't even have a child!’

	'That doesn't mean she's useless, she just needs perhaps, to have treatment…'

	‘She has already done several and it seems that there is no way, she will never have a child, which I think is very good!’

	‘Well, why?’

	‘Because when they separate, there will be no bond left. We will never even have to talk to that woman again. If there was a child, she would always be present in our lives! ‘

	'You're right about that... ‘

	‘I'm always right, Stela. Haven't you figured that out yet? ‘

	Stela let out another laugh and answered: 

	‘Of course, I've found out, Ms. Sofia! '

	'Tomorrow, after I send the children to school, I want you to come get me and we will go together, to that man.’

	‘Why don't we go in your car, with the driver, Ms. Sofia? ‘

	'This man lives forty minutes, one hour away. Where he lives, nobody knows us and that is very good. If we go in my car with a driver, we will attract attention and someone will recognize us and I don't want that Stela... ‘

	‘I think you're right. Even more so now that the elections are coming. It wouldn't look good to find out that someone in your family goes to a place like this. ‘

	‘You understand very well. Mauricio will run and win the elections; you will be the first lady of the city. Isn't that what you want? '

	'Of course, I do, but will he really win? ‘

	‘ Of course, it will! Pedro's family name Henrique always had and still has a lot of strength! They have always been very dear to the whole population and don't forget that I have been working hard so that the people don't forget it. Our family cannot lose the election! ‘

	'Yes, I know you've been working hard. You do a lot of charity. All the people love you…’

	Sofia smiled; she knew it was true. She helped the poor people of the city. When someone came to ask for help, she was always willing to solve the problem. She did it not because she felt something for the people, but because she knew that this way, she would have the people by her family's side and could always keep power in her hands. That's all she wanted. The more the population continued to need it, the more power it and the family would have. She said: 

	'People really love me, Stela. Do you know that even that woman criticizes me about this? ‘

	‘I know, yes Ms. Sofia. She says that instead of helping people by giving money or things, the City Hall should find a way to provide some kind of work. It should explore the city's craftwork, giving it the opportunity to make money with work. She thinks the City has a way to do this. It could not only help the work, but also the sales promotion, maybe even export.’

	‘She has these ideas because she has never been in charge of the City Hall or any command position. She didn't allow Ricardo to run it and took him to Portugal. '

	'You know it wasn't like that, Ms. Sofia. Ricardo didn't want to apply, he preferred to go to Portugal, because, visiting the castles and fortresses that exist in that country, could know better our history. ‘

	‘He said that, but in reality, he didn't want to go, she did. He wanted to know the land of his ancestors! 

	If it was to study, they should have gone to the United States! That's a first world country! Why Portugal? They are further behind than us! ‘

	'You know how Ricardo likes history. You know that what he really wants is to be a teacher. ‘

	‘Professor, professor! How can he want to be a teacher? A profession without any value! ‘

	‘He, like Anita, also wants the people to be educated. ‘

	'Educated for what? People don't need instruction; they need food on the table! 

	‘Ricardo and Anita don't think so, Ms. Sofia. They say that people need to study in order to work and promote their own livelihood. ‘

	‘All this is nonsense of Anita! The people are doing very well! Have you ever seen anyone asking for school? Of course not! Everyone is very happy, used to living with what little they have. The City Hall of this city doesn't let them lack anything!0

	‘Yes, but according to them, this makes nobody mind improving, studying and working. They say that people, because they don't have the opportunity, accommodate themselves to the situation. ‘

	‘I don't want to continue with this conversation anymore. The important thing is to go to that man tomorrow and see what can be done to separate them. That is all that matters to me at the moment. ‘

	‘Okay. Mauricio is back in the room. We need to sleep. Tomorrow, as soon as the kids go to school, I'm going to pick you up and we will. ‘

	'I will be waiting for you. Good night, Stela, I know that tonight I will sleep like an angel and I assure you that woman is not getting her eyes preached.’

	Stela smiled and said:

	'Good evening, Ms. Sofia.’

	Sofia hung up the phone and closed her eyes, trying to sleep. Stela did the same. She looked at Mauricio who was next to the bed and asked:

	'What did my mother want, Stela? '

	'Nothing, Mauricio, just comment about dinner. ‘

	'Did you tell her that I didn't like what she did? '

	'No, Mauricio, I didn't. You know your mother; she would never accept a criticism. ‘

	‘I know she is like that, but I never thought it was right. She sometimes goes overboard and commits injustices, just like she does with Anita. My brother is happy beside the woman he chose, she should respect that.’

	Stela didn't say what she had really talked to Sofia and what they had agreed for the next morning, because she knew her husband would not approve. He liked Anita and much more his brother. 

	They lay down and fell asleep. 

	Sofia smiled, fixed her pillow and went back to bed. At her side, without her knowing it, a man who, all the time, was by her side, said: 

	'Why are you doing this, Sofia? Why is it the same as always? ‘

	As if she had listened to what he asked, she thought: ‘I must do this, I can't let that woman remain beside my son! She is useless! ‘

	‘She is useless, why Sofia? '

	‘She can't have a child! Ricardo told me that they are thinking about adopting a child! Imagine if I will allow it! Do they think I'm going to let our name be put on some little bum? Never! That's not going to happen! It's never going to happen! ‘

	'Why not, Sofia? It's just a name... nothing more than that. In the face of spirituality, it represents nothing.’ She, remembering her husband, kept thinking: if Pedro Henrique were here, he would say that none of this is important, that it is just a name and that for spirituality it has no value. Since he started reading those books, he changed his attitude. 

	‘He started to say things that made me very nervous. How name and money have no value? Of course, it does! He said that what mattered was what we carried in our hearts. Love for all, charity and our preparation for eternal life. What do I care about eternal life? I want to live this one! I don't care what happens to me after I die. I don't think there is anything after death, so I have always lived thinking about the present and I have done everything I can to live well and have all the good that this life can give me. I don't even want to remember what my life was like before I met Pedro Henrique? ‘

	Pedro Henrique smiled and said: 

	‘Everything I said was true, Sofia. Eternal life exists and you are still in time to change your attitude. ‘

	‘He said that, but what matters to me is today, now. I need to sleep; tomorrow will be a very emotional day. It's decided, I'm going to go to that man and he's going to fix that little woman!’ She wanted to sleep, but she couldn't. The thoughts were boiling in her head. She sat down stroked his pillow, went back to bed, turned to her side, closed her eyes and, after some time, without realizing it, fell asleep. Pedro Henrique, sad, disappeared.

	



	

	 

	4.– 
RELIEF

	 

	 

	It had been over an hour since Anita had gone, nervous, to her room. Ricardo remained sitting on a sofa in the living room. He knew she was right to be upset, but he knew his mother and also knew that she hadn't liked Anita since she met her. He didn't understand why that happened. He thought: I don't know why mom acts like this with Anita. She belongs to a good family; she is studied and her parents are very well. My mother can't say she married me for money. I also don't understand why Anita is still nervous about my mother's attitude. She should have gotten used to it by now.

	 He got up and went to his room. Anita was lying there, still remembering and crying. When she saw her husband coming in, she pretended to be asleep. She did not want to talk. She felt offended not only with Sofia, but also with Ricardo, because he didn't defend her. 

	As soon as Ricardo entered the room, he realized that Anita was pretending to sleep. He lay down beside her and affectionately embraced her. She did not move. He realized that she wasn't asleep and that she didn’t want to talk more. Anita continued pretending to sleep. He insisted, saying: 

	'Anita, don't be like that. The dinner was over and, in my opinion and I can assure you, in everyone's opinion, it was very good. ‘

	She, nervous, sat on the bed and said, almost screaming: 

	‘How

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	