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About the Medium

	Zibia Gasparetto is a Brazilian spiritual writer. She was born in Campinas. She is married to Aldo Luis Gasparetto and has four children. According to her story, a night in 1950 she woke up and began to walk around the house speaking German, a language that she didn’t know. The next day, her husband bought a book about Spiritism to study together.

	Her husband assists the spiritual association Federação Espírita do Estado de São Paulo, but she has to stay at home. On one occasion, Gasparetto felt a severe pain in her arm which it begins to move around without control. After Aldo gives her a pencil and paper, she begins to write quickly. Writing her first novel “And Love Won” signed by a spirit called Lucius. The manuscript was typed. Gasparetto showed a Historian professor of São Paulo University, who was interested in Spiritism too. Two weeks later, she receives the confirmation that her book will be published by LAKE Editorial. In her late years, Gasparetto used her computer four times a week to write stories dictated by her spirits.

	She wrote usually at night for one or two hours. “They [Spirits] are not available, to work many days per week”, she explains. “I don’t know why, but each one of them just appears once a week. I try to change but I couldn’t” As a result, she used to have one night a week, which each spirit communicated with her.

	 

	 


Synopsis:

	A new reincarnation to learn from the misdeeds of the past unites Marilda, Mercedes and Ronaldo again. Marilda, an only child, is reborn into a well-connected family, amidst the comfort and love of her parents. Ronaldo enjoys a comfortable life, studies in fine schools, but does not feel happy. Mercedes is Ronaldo's mother. All of them will have the chance to remake their lives and find happiness. Only, Marilda will have to forgive Mercedes. Will she succeed?

	Living is a constant challenge.

	Without realizing it, we enter into the illusions of superficial reality, believing in the easy promises of material happiness, and thus we dive into the futile dreams of physical comfort, imagining we are immune to suffering.

	But illusions cloud our lucidity, distort situations, invert values, dragging us into the circles of suffering that we wanted to avoid.

	And the time always comes to discover that life is more than we had supposed; its wisdom places us before the eternal flame of truth, which overshadows our illusions, forcing us to distinguish the false from the true.

	Through the shocks of profound reality and the lessons of everyday life, we conquer the advantages of maturity and understand that EVERYTHING WAS WORTHWHILE.
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	FOREWORD

	 

	 

	 

	The afternoon was slowly dying down, and the last rays of the sun colored the sky, offering their daily strength and beauty.

	Marilda, lost in her intimate thoughts, raised her eyes and gazed at the horizon without seeing the superb spectacle that nature offered her.

	It had been twenty years since she had returned from Earth carrying the weight of disillusionment and pain, believing she could never again find peace. However, in that beautiful place where she had been taken by friendly, welcoming hands, she was slowly recovering her equilibrium.

	Now she had been advised to return. This possibility made her remember all the drama of her last passage on Earth, and she trembled with fear and concern.

	A young woman of rare beauty, with a sweet expression on her face, approached her and gently placed her hand on her arm.

	Marilda looked up. Seeing her, she smiled and asked:

	- What is it, Vera?

	- I came to tell you that, whatever happens, I love you very much and will always stay by your side.

	- Even when I leave and forget everything?

	- Even so. Know that I will never abandon you.

	Marilda sighed deeply and nodded slightly:

	- I know.

	- So don't worry. Everything will be alright.

	Marilda took hold of her hands, pulling her to sit on the bench beside her.

	on the bench beside her.

	She looked around, taking in the delicate scent of the surrounding flowers, and said

	moved:

	- This garden is a paradise. Did you notice how beautiful it is?

	- Yes, our city is a blessing. Every day I am grateful to be able to live here.

	- I'm afraid to go back.   Here I found peace, forgetfulness, understanding. understanding.

	- Being here is just a pause, a brief rest. Life doesn't stop and there is no escape from progress.

	- I don't know... I wish I could stay a little longer. I don't think I am ready for the challenges of the world.

	- If you are being summoned, it's because you are capable of winning.

	- I seemed to be doing well. I believed that I had managed to overcome my challenges. But when Mario called me and told me it was time to go back, all the calmness went away. The insecurity, the fear, the nervousness took over me. That is why I don't think I am in condition to reincarnate.

	- Mário is a master and knows what he says.

	- If I were ready, I wouldn't have felt so fearful.

	- What you are feeling is natural. It happens to most people who need to come back. Do you already know the details?

	- Tomorrow I will have a session with Mario to discuss this. The memories of the past come back to me with intensity, distressing me. So many unresolved things are left behind. My God! How can I face everything again? Where can I find the strength to succeed where I have failed? The tumultuous emotions are back. And the others, how will they receive me after everything?

	Vera squeezed her friend's hands that she kept between her own, trying to comfort her. She whispered softly:

	- Don't let yourself be enveloped by fear. Trust in God. He wouldn't make you go back to another failure. He is planning your victory.

	- Ah, if only I could believe that... But Mercedes still hates me. I have felt her thoughts and asked God that she forgets me. She was reincarnated more than twenty years ago, but that time has not been enough to erase the past. I feel that life will put us face to face again. Afterwards, I don't know if Ronaldo ever knew the truth.

	- Have you heard from him?

	- Yes. He came back more than five years ago and doesn't remember our drama. On the other hand, Mercedes' spirit, when her body rests, travels the astral looking for me, emanating waves of resentment.

	- But she never found it.

	- She can't come here. But I can sense her tormented thoughts. As for Ronaldo, I am sure that we will be united again. Our love was very strong; our attraction, irresistible. I realize that life has separated us but we are still connected.

	- Believe me: he knows the truth, that's why he forgave you. Afterwards, you suffered, you changed, you learned. He will no longer be that jealous and aggressive husband of other times, and you have long since left ambition and vanity. Now, if life brings you together, it will be to restore true love. You will have the chance to remake your life and find happiness.

	Marilda shook her head negatively.

	- I don't know. He reincarnated into a wealthy family, and I might not be so lucky. That, however, is the least of it; what I fear the most is that I won't be able to forgive Mercedes.

	- I am sure that you will. I promise that I will always be at your side to help you.

	- Thank you, dear. Your support comforts and reassures me. The darkness had descended completely and Vera stood up and said:

	- The night is beautiful. Let's walk a little.

	The two embraced walked through the garden, feeling the delicious scent of flowers, looking at the starry sky where the moon shone in solidarity.

	They didn't see that someone was accompanying them, gazing at them lovingly, showering them with a shower of light. It was a man whose eyes of a very deep blue, delicate face, golden hair falling across his shoulders, walked lightly as he said:

	- Go, my dear. We will accompany your path and await your return with the same love.

	Then, seeing them enter the building where they resided, he blessed them and then rose from the ground, losing himself in the darkness of the night.

	 

	 

	 


CHAPTER 1

	 

	 

	 

	Marilda stalled her step, glancing quickly at her watch. She couldn't be late. She had a lot of work to deliver, and she didn't want to be home late that night. She stopped at the bus stop, looking anxiously at the curve of the street. The bus didn't show up. Driving was getting worse every day. If only it would arrive soon! The suitcase she was carrying was heavy and she set it down on the sidewalk, leaning it against her leg for safety.

	Five minutes later the onihus finally stopped at the stop and she climbed in, settling into the back seat with the suitcase on her lap. The vehicle was full, but she didn't care, as she was getting off at the end point. The store where she was going to deliver the goods was far away, so she settled in as best she could.

	With the swaying of the onihus, every now and then one of the passengers would lean over her trying to balance upright.

	Marilda didn't mind. She was used to it. She was seventeen years old and since she was twelve had been delivering her mother's merchandise to stores in the suburbs. It was thanks to this that they were able to support themselves. As long as their father lived, they had a comfortable life.

	Elói was an important family lawyer and very well connected. He enjoyed professional success. When he married Rosana, he built a beautiful house, in which nothing was lacking. Marilda was born amidst the comfort and love of her parents. Her mother wanted to have other children, but due to a problem after Marilda's birth, she could not have any more.

	The girl was raised in luxury and attended one of the best schools in São Paulo. However, when she was in the first grade, Elói had a sudden illness and died.

	A very different life began for them. Despite having earned a lot of money, Elói left no assets to the family, only a bank account with a sufficient balance for Rosana to maintain for six months the standard they were used to.

	Stunned by widowhood, she watched the money disappear from her account. The day came when, terrified, she realized that what she had left would not be enough to cover the next month's expenses.

	Her husband's family, despite having good real estate assets, did not have enough income to support them. However, even if they did, Rosana did not want to live off them. She was determined to work to support her daughter. Although she had studied in good schools, she had no profession or work experience. What to do?

	She went out to look for a job, but soon realized that, without practice, the salary she would be offered would be very low, and she was forced to give up.

	The nuns at the São José School, where Rosana had studied, had taught her various crafts. She decided to try to produce something to sell.

	She called her daughter and told her what was happening, saying that from now on they would have to work and save to support themselves. Marilda tried to comfort her mother by being cooperative and optimistic.

	The first step was to cut down on expenses so that they would have some money with which to start. Rosana rented a small house in a modest neighborhood, looked for a public school nearby for Marilda, sold most of the furniture and household utensils.

	From then on, their lives changed radically. Rosana had made some works of art and went out to offer them to stores. The first attempts were not successful, until she had the idea of making clothes for children, which, besides spending little material, allowed her to use her good taste, creating beautiful and practical models. Then the orders started.

	Marilda took care of the housework and still found time to deliver the orders. She had just finished high school, and Rosana wanted her to go to university. Meanwhile, Marilda wanted to start working in an office. She had a friend who had gotten a job as a clerk and was very happy with the salary.

	Although Rosana did her best to buy everything Marilda needed, Marilda felt embarrassed to see her mother working so hard. If she could get a job, besides helping at home, she would have some money for her personal expenses.

	That's why she was in a hurry. Angelina had told her that the office was hiring two more girls and promised to come to her house at seven to teach her how to take the test and get a job.

	Marilda couldn’t miss the opportunity. She looked at her watch again: it was after 4:30. Would she have time to get home on time?

	She finally dropped off the merchandise at the store, received the signed voucher and some money from the previous sale. He took the bus back, placing the empty voucher on his lap.

	In the middle of the trip, a young man sat next to her, but Marilda paid no attention. She looked out the window, thinking about her projects, imagining what she would do with the money when she could work.

	Suddenly, when she hit the brakes, the suitcase fell from her lap, and she was startled. Immediately the young man picked it up and handed it back to her. Marilda stared at him. She felt shy because she had been so frightened.

	He was light, brown hair, thin, with honey-colored eyes. He smiled, and she found him handsome, pleasant. She smiled too, trying to justify herself.

	- Thank you. I was distracted and got scared.

	- It's natural. - He paused slightly and then continued: - Do you live around here?

	- No. I'm just passing through.

	- So that's it. I always take this bus and I've never met you. My name is Ronaldo.

	He held out his hand, which she shook, saying

	- Marilda.

	They talked about general topics and when they got to the center of town he got off first and held out his hand to help her.

	- The conversation is very pleasant. Would you like an ice cream, a soda, something to eat?

	- Thank you, but I have to go home. It's late.

	- Any special date?

	Marilda shook her head negatively, moving gracefully the silky hair that fell across her shoulders.

	- A friend will be home at seven. I'm looking for a job and she is helping me.

	- It's still early. I think we will at least have time for a drink.

	- You are very kind, but I have to go. I live far away, I have to take another bus, and by now the line must be long.

	- In that case, I'll accompany you and wait for your bus to arrive. May I?

	- Well, if that doesn't delay you.

	- No, it's still early. I'm going to school. I go to night school. Chatting, they went to the bus stop, and the line was really long.

	He commented:

	- I'm glad it's long. This way it will take a long time. Marilda smiled:

	-I'm in a hurry to get there. Are you against me?

	- Not at all. I'm for me. I can't deny that I feel attracted to you. I'd like to see you again.

	He took a piece of paper from his pocket, wrote down the phone number and handed it to her.

	- I hope you will call me as soon as possible. Now I want yours.

	- I don't have a phone.

	They continued talking, and when the bus arrived, instead of saying goodbye Ronaldo went up with her, sitting next to her.

	- Aren't you going to miss your class? I live almost at the end of the line.

	- It doesn't matter. Tomorrow some classmate will give me the material. I can't miss you.

	She smiled and her eyes sparkled. When they settled down, she asked:

	- Do you usually accompany all the girls you meet along the way?

	- This is the first time.

	- I'll pretend I believe you.

	- I'm telling the truth. You bet I am. I don't usually miss class. I'm a senior.

	- What course are you taking?

	- Law.

	- I didn't know there was a law course at night.

	- It has just started. When I started the course, I studied during the day. - He hesitated a little and then continued: - When I decided to work, I thought about dropping out of college. Then an evening course opened up and I was able to continue.

	- It would have been a shame to give up.

	- Yeah. But tell me about yourself. If you don't work, what were you doing on that bus?

	- I don't have a job, but I've been working since my father died. My mother owns a small clothing store and I do the deliveries. And do you live with your family?

	- No. I live in a boarding house.

	- Don't you have a family?

	- Yes, but I don't live with them.

	Marilda changed the subject. She didn't want to be indiscreet. When she got out, he walked her home.

	- This is where I live," she said, standing in front of the door. He held out his hand and continued: - Thanks for the company, but I need to go inside. My friend should be inside by now. It's very important for me to get this job. She will teach me so that I can pass the test.

	Ronaldo held her hand, which he kept between his own as he said:

	- Okay. I'm leaving. I hope you get the job. Please call me. You have the number of the company where I work and my home. Promise you'll call tomorrow.

	- Okay, I will. I will.

	In an affectionate gesture, Ronaldo took her hand to his lips, kissing her gently.

	- See you tomorrow.

	Marilda shuddered and answered:

	- See you tomorrow.

	He walked away and she went into the house euphoric. Angelina had already arrived and said, "You took your time!

	- You took your time!

	- You said seven o'clock, and it's five past seven. The line for the bus was long. Rosana, who entered the room, intervened:

	- I was already worried.

	- I didn't stop anywhere. It was the traffic.

	- Let's have a snack and then you can study.

	After eating, the two friends sat down at the living room table and Angelica commented:

	- Has something happened? You look different, your eyes are bright. What is it?

	- Keep your voice down. I don't want Mom to hear, or she'll worry.

	- I could tell something was wrong. What is it?

	- I met a guy on the bus and he accompanied me here. He wants me to call him tomorrow.

	- Wow, that's great! Is he handsome?

	- Handsome? I don't know. He is elegant, pleasant. When he looks at me, I don't know what's going on, it's like I already know him from somewhere. I've even asked, but he claims we've never met.

	- Hmm... From the looks of it, you like him.

	- It's too early to tell. I don't think about dating. Right now what I want is to get a job. I have to move up in life, earn money so my mom won't have to work so hard. Her eyesight is not good; she is already wearing glasses.

	- So let's start studying. Look, what will be on the test is more or less like this.

	She opened her notebook and showed a sheet of paper. The two of them leaned over the table and began to study.

	 

	* * * 

	 

	Ronaldo got on the bus back thoughtfully, thinking that maybe he had not done well to accompany Marilda. He had decided to dedicate himself to his studies; he couldn't waste time on dating. But he remembered her face and the attraction he had felt returned. There was something about Marilda that attracted him, making him forget everything else.

	Where had he seen those eyes? Hard to say. But looking into them moved him, maybe because he was touched by the drastic changes in his life.

	He remembered his parents and felt his chest tighten. Why did it have to be this way? He stirred uneasily in his seat.

	The son of wealthy parents, he had enjoyed a comfortable life, going to places of places of luxury, studying in fancy schools. However, he didn't feel happy.

	Mercedes, his beautiful and sought-after mother, attached great importance to social life, spending her time in fashionable places and at the parties of influential people, with whom she had a pleasant relationship. She claimed that they needed to preserve traditional values. He cultivated rules that he thought were indispensable for class A people. He liked to appear in important magazines and see his two sons shine wherever they went.

	Romualdo, his father, had inherited the traditional name and fortune from his grandfather. He had graduated, but did not practice law. He had an attorney who took care of his money, of the countless properties, investing the income that multiplied to his satisfaction. That's why he became richer and richer.

	His dream was to be famous. He had ventured into literature and published two books, but the results had not been encouraging. Romualdo, however, was not discouraged. Mercedes encouraged him. She liked to say that her husband was a writer. He was an idealist, a philosopher dreaming of a better world. So he kept trying.

	Rogerio, Ronaldo's older brother, was the couple's favorite son. Handsome, happy, in a good mood, he took advantage of his family's privileged situation, leading an intense social life. He was in all places where something important was happening. He was constantly photographed.

	He did not like to study, but he had traveled all over the world and spoke very well. He enrolled in a college where he went every day, but almost never attended classes. He found it easier to manipulate people by passing a few bills here and there to get what he wanted. He used to say:

	- What good is money if it can't save us work?

	He lived surrounded by friends who were always willing to do whatever he asked in exchange for some money.

	Mercedes adored her son. Her eyes sparkled when he appeared with that relaxed way, always very elegant, telling her what was new. When she wanted to innovate her look, she always asked him for his opinion. Rogerio had exquisite taste and she trusted him.

	Ronaldo had always been the opposite. Discreet, introspective, he preferred calm places, the company of intelligent, interesting people, without worrying about appearances or last names.

	Mercedes was terrified of her son's friendships. When he took a friend home, she immediately tried to find out to which family he belonged, where he lived. When it wasn't someone from her circle of acquaintances, she forbade the relationship.

	After being embarrassed in front of his friends, Ronaldo decided to distance himself, preferring to relate outside the house.

	He didn't like the noisy parties, the slander and the envy he noticed in some people. He didn't understand how both his parents and his brother could live in such a futile and false way.

	Noticing the difference between the two brothers, Mercedes couldn't accept it.

	She commented to her husband:

	- I don't know where that boy came from. In our family there is no one like him. Why isn't he like Rogerio?

	- Ronaldo will never be someone in life - said Romualdo. - Maybe he took after Uncle Zeca, who preferred the company of black people to that of the court. He was the only one I remember.

	- How awful. That was in the last century. You could take this boy to a psychiatrist.

	- I did; don't you remember? It didn't help.

	Mercedes couldn't accept it. Ronaldo had grown up hearing her say that he didn't know how to do anything, that he would never be anybody that he should be like Rogerio.

	Many times, hearing her talk like that, Ronaldo thought about running away from home. But he didn't have the courage. He liked to study, so he immersed himself in his books and always got good grades. However, for his parents this didn't mean much, but it was a form of reaction to the way he was treated.

	Feeling unappreciated, Ronaldo withdrew more and more from his family life. Mercedes, realizing that he didn't do as she wanted, ended up giving up, but continued ostentatiously and publicly showing her preference for her oldest son.

	Ronaldo suffered in silence, but he didn't want to give up his way of being. He was just waiting to come of age to leave home and live his life the way he wanted, preferably after he graduated from college. preferably after he graduated from university.

	But it was not possible for him to wait. Lately she had learned that Rogerio had been involved in dangerous adventures. He was having an affair with Marina, a married woman whose jealous husband, despite belonging to an important family, was not very scrupulous. He had been involved in drug trafficking scandals, but no one had been able to prove anything against him. There were many comments about him, a man always surrounded by bodyguards under the pretext of protection because of his fortune.

	Raul Guilherme Maciel had been married to Marina for seven years. Twenty-five years older than her, a beautiful, happy, relaxed young woman, he had fallen in love at first sight. His first wife, with whom he had a daughter, was not a socialite. She was a beautiful woman, but they said she was ill, so she never accompanied her husband. Raul never talked about his wife. He led an intense social life. It had only been two weeks since his wife had passed away when he began to court Marina.

	No one commented on his recent widowhood. Since Angelica never appeared in public, she was forgotten.

	At first Marina resisted, claiming not to believe in his love, but he began to harass her in every way, showering her with expensive gifts, laying his fortune at her feet.

	Finally, she accepted. They married and Raul took her to live in his beautiful house, and each day he became more and more in love. Despite the jealousy that tormented him, he felt fulfilled when he saw her shine in society, appearing increasingly beautiful, more elegant, standing out from the others. He paraded proudly by her side, feeling more involved, happier.

	Seeing her parading with class and finesse among the people of São Paulo's highest society, no one would suspect her origin. For this she had broken with her family who lived in the periphery on the pretext that they did not agree that she should marry an older man.

	The truth, however, is that Marina was ashamed of her parents and did not want anyone to know them.

	Ronaldo, knowing that Rogério was getting involved with her and that this was already being talked about, he talked to his brother trying to warn him about the dangers to which he was exposing himself.

	Roger had listened to him with a nonchalant smile, with little attention, and tried to interrupt him.

	- What is this now? Are you going to meddle in my life? I know what I am doing.

	- I don't want to intrude, but this relationship is dangerous. If Dr. Raul finds out, you will be lost.

	- He is jealous, but I'm not afraid. I know how to do things. Then, this fact makes the case more attractive. The risk is the most exciting.

	- Think about it, Rogerio. He lives surrounded by thugs, he is known as a gangster. He is not a trustworthy person. You could get in trouble.

	- Stop this. Go take care of your life. I like Marina. I'm not willing to put up with your moralism. Leave me alone.

	Realizing that Rogerio was still with her and noticing that he seemed more and more in love each day, he went to his father and told him of his concern, asking him to intervene.

	Romualdo listened to him in surprise and in the end commented:

	- What is this? Your brother knows what he is doing. What young man in our society has never had a relationship with a married woman? Only you, with your moralism.

	Ronaldo still tried to argue:

	- But, dad, her husband is a dangerous man. Rogerio is in danger. Can you imagine if Dr. Raul finds out?

	- Raul is a modern man, a society man. He gives his wife freedom. If he finds out, he won't do anything. You are exaggerating.

	- People say he's a gangster.

	- Rumors, my son, rumors. Jealousy, because the man is very rich and a successful person.

	- You mean you won't talk to Rogerio? Romoaldo stirred restlessly in his armchair.

	- Of course not. Do you know what I think? That you're jealous of your brother.

	Ugly thing, that. Why don't you mind your own business and do like him?

	Ronaldo lowered his head and didn't answer. It was useless to make him understand. He decided to give up.

	One morning he saw his mother talking to Rogerio, holding a newspaper in her hands.

	They were laughing. Mercedes said:

	- My son, what an idea! Only you could be so clever! Have you ever thought if he realized that it was you who was there?

	- Not at all, Mom.   Marina faked it very well.   You had to see it. She had nervous attacks. While he was rescuing her, I was able to slip quietly out the window and get out.

	Mercedes became serious.

	- My son, what a danger! Also, to go to her house! Where have you seen that before? Why don't you meet somewhere else?

	- He was away and wouldn't be back for two days. When he arrived, it was a real surprise.

	- Promise you won't go to her house anymore. It's dangerous!

	- That was divine! Raul thinks he is smart, but we are smarter.

	- And the bodyguards? Didn't they see you?

	- No. There was only one, and the servants were asleep. I came in through the back door and he didn't see me. It was very exciting. The others only arrived with Raul. They didn't notice anything. They stayed outside. Raul came in and knocked on the bedroom door calling for her. I grabbed my clothes and went out to the balcony. Marina bought some time saying that she could not open the door. He wanted to know why.

	So he called the three guards to break the door down. She screamed at them not to do this because she was in danger. At that point she motioned for me to go out through the garden, through the back door, which I have a key to. After I left, she opened the door, having previously opened drawers, hidden some jewelry, and made a scene. She also pretended to be ill. While they were rescuing her, I, who had left the car in the back street, was on my way home.

	Ronaldo was amazed. How could his mother find it funny in a situation like that? He went into the living room, picked up the newspaper and read it:

	"Dr. Raul Guilherme Maciel's house was burglarized early this morning. The thief managed to escape taking some jewelry..."

	Ronaldo couldn't contain himself:

	- I hope that after this you give up this madness.

	- This is none of your business," answered Rogerio angrily. - You always spoil pleasures. You're incapable of appreciating a good adventure.

	Ronaldo looked at his mother, waiting for her to interfere. As she remained silent, he answered:

	- You are defying life. This is not going to work out well. It's time to think a little about what you're doing.

	- Do you see, Mom? Now he wants to give me advice. Do you think I'll put up with it? Who do you think you are? A poor devil who can't make it in life despite being born into a privileged family. Retreat to your insignificance, if you don't want me to lose patience.

	Mercedes intervened:

	- That's right, Ronaldo. Your brother is right. Instead of being resentful of his success, why don't you do something for yourself? How long are we going to have to push you to get ahead?

	Ronaldo turned pale. This situation was untenable. He decided:

	- Don't worry about me, Mom. From now on I won't bother you anymore. We think differently and it's no use trying to make us understand each other. I'm leaving today to take care of my life.

	Mercedes was surprised and took a risk:

	- You're leaving? How do you think you are going to live? Do you think your father will support your rebellion outside?

	- I don't want anything from you. I can work.

	- What are you going to do? - Rogerio laughed. - Work in what? You haven't even graduated yet.

	- I'll figure something out.

	With his heart tightened, Ronaldo went to his room to pack his things. In the late afternoon, carrying his bags, he left his parents' house. When Romualdo arrived, Mercedes told him what had happened and he commented:

	- Ronaldo is gone, but he'll be back. He will need money to live. While I'm gone, I won't give him a cent.

	Mercedes agreed:

	- That's good. He needs a lesson. He'll come back humble and helpful.

	But Ronaldo didn't come back. He went to a modest boarding house, got a job in an office and kept away from his family. At work, he tried to do his best, learning everything he could from his colleagues. He wanted to progress, and for this he knew he had to prepare himself very well. Friendly, always willing to work, gifted with good will and whimsy, every day he was becoming more established in the company where he worked.

	From time to time he followed the social news in the newspapers. His parents never sought him out during the year he was away, and he didn't seek them out either. He would show them that he was capable of taking care of his life very well.

	Ronaldo got off the bus and headed to the college. Despite his determination not to get involved with anyone, Marilda's face was in his mind. Where did he know her from?

	She was not one of his friends. However, she was familiar to him. He thought about looking for her at the weekend. Since he had left his father's house, he spent his weekends alone. He found it easy to make friends, but instead of the family lunches he was invited to, the birthday parties and hobbies at the clubs, he preferred to go to the theater, to the movies, to visit museums and art exhibits. He had refined taste, unlike his workmates.

	At first, he accepted a few of their invitations, but discovered that he was neither interested in their conversations nor their entertainment. While maintaining a good relationship, she showed her true interests, and since the others did not share her tastes, the situation settled down naturally.

	The week went by and Marilda didn't call. Ronaldo felt a little disappointed. He tried to conform. Maybe it was better this way. He was not ready to fall in love. He couldn't deviate from his goals.

	By the end of the year he would have graduated, but he still had to make a career for himself, which was not easy.

	 

	But as time went by he felt the urge to look for Marilda.

	 

	Maybe she was not what he had imagined, and living with her, instead of strengthening their friendship, could cause him to lose interest.

	After all, they had only talked for half an hour, and appearances can be deceiving.

	He had to meet her again to be sure.

	On Saturday he went to the movies, but he didn't like the movie. His thoughts went to Marilda's young and beautiful face. So he decided: the next day he would go to her house.

	It was after four o'clock on Sunday afternoon when Ronaldo got off the bus near Marilda's house. He passed in front of the house and went to the bar on the corner. He didn't have the courage to ring the doorbell. He didn't know the family and didn't want to be a nuisance.

	The windows were open. He ordered a guarana and while he was drinking he couldn't take his eyes off the house. He saw a girl pass by the bar, cross the street and go to ring the doorbell of Marilda's house.

	He saw when Marilda went out into the garden and opened the gate. He went to the door of the bar. The two looked at him, who greeted them. Marilda motioned for him to wait. They entered the house. After a few minutes they left and walked to the corner.

	Ronaldo walked up to them.

	- I thought you were never going out! - he said, smiling.

	- I didn't know you were here! - she answered. - It was Angelina who warned me. This is my friend, who is helping me with my job.

	- Thank you, Angelina. You did me a great favor.

	- I live right over there. From my house I saw you looking at her house and figured you must be the guy she met a few days ago. So I came.

	- You could have rung the bell - Marilda clarified.

	- I didn't want to bother your mother. Then you might have been busy, after all, I came unannounced. You don't have a phone and you didn't call me.

	- Well, you'll excuse me - interrupted Angelina. - I have to go. I have guests at home and my mother needs me. Goodbye. Nice to meet you.

	- Bye. Thanks for your help.

	After she left, Ronaldo invited her:

	- Shall we go for a walk? The afternoon is so beautiful!

	Marilda agreed and they walked. A few blocks ahead there was a square with benches and they sat down. There were children playing, and they looked for a quiet corner.

	The unexpected event had put a blush on Marilda's face, making her look more beautiful.

	Ronaldo could not contain himself:

	- All these days I kept waiting for you to call me. She lowered her head and confessed:

	- I felt like it, but I didn't have the courage.

	- Why not? I was waiting anxiously.

	- I don't know. I'm not really in the habit of calling guys. I wouldn't know what to say.

	- Did you really want to talk to me? Don't you want to be nice? Tell the truth.

	Marilda looked up at him, saying seriously

	- Do you really want to know? I was afraid.

	- Afraid? Why? You don't know me, but I assure you I'm a good person.

	- That's not it...

	- What is it, then?

	- It's that I feel a very strong emotion when I think of you, and I'm afraid. I feel like I already know you from somewhere. I can't explain it. And I'm afraid that you might not feel the same way. I don't want to suffer or look like I'm running after you.

	Ronaldo held her hand, squeezing it emotionally. Marilda continued:

	- I've never felt that way before. I've met guys, even gone out with some, but I've never felt this. That's why I didn't call. I thought it would be better not to meet him again.

	He brought her hand to his lips, kissing her gently. Marilda shuddered when he said:

	- The same thing happened to me. I even wished you wouldn't call me, for fear of getting involved. But I couldn't contain my desire to see her. So I came. I wanted to know if what I was feeling was real or a figment of my imagination. imagination. But now that we are together, knowing that you feel the same way about me, I think that we have been involved since our first meeting. There's no more running away.

	- I don't know what to say. It's the first time I feel this way.

	- Me too. You should know that I have never dated seriously. As a matter of fact, it was not in my plans, for the time being, to get attached. I have been working hard to support myself and to study. I intend to have a career, to be a good professional. This takes time and effort. Afterwards, what I earn barely covers my expenses. And this will only change after I graduate.

	- Don't you have a family?

	- Yes, but I don't want to be a burden to them. I want to get ahead in life through my own efforts. In short, I can't count on them for anything. That is why I live far away from them and try to make my own way.

	- You are right. I wouldn't want to get in the way of their projects.

	- I was afraid to get involved, but since I am involved, if I get away from you it will be worse. Yesterday I went to the cinema and couldn't pay attention to the movie. Your face wouldn't leave my mind. Instead of distracting myself, I got into a bad mood. I guess there's no remedy," he finished with a smile.

	Marilda also smiled and her eyes sparkled with emotion.

	- In that case, we can see each other from time to time, as long as it doesn't get in the way of your studies.

	- What do you like to do on the weekends?

	- What I like, I can't do. But I'm content, because my mother already works a lot and I don't want her to sacrifice more for me.

	The two continued talking animatedly, oblivious of everything else, eye to eye, discovering little by little the feeling that was surfacing, giving a new coloring to their lives.

	 


CHAPTER 2

	 

	 

	 

	Romualdo arrived home worried. As soon as he entered, he asked the maid:

	- Is Mercedes at home?

	- Yes, sir, she is. She's in her room.

	He went upstairs and found his wife on the sofa leafing through a magazine. Seeing him, she raised her eyes and asked in surprise:

	- Already home? Has something happened?

	The afternoon was at an end, and when it got dark he usually went to the club to chat with his friends, have aperitifs and make time for dinner.

	- A surprising news. Did you read the afternoon papers?

	- No.

	- They tried to kill Raul Guilherme. He is in the hospital, apparently in a serious condition.

	Mercedes got up, scared:

	- Don't say it! Do the police know who did it?

	- No. The room was all turned around and he was lying unconscious. He had been shot twice and lost a lot of blood.

	- And Marina?

	- It happened right before dinner. Marina was not there, she had gone to visit a sick friend. The maid heard noises, went upstairs, but stayed outside, afraid to go in. She heard moaning, so she opened the door and found him.

	- It must have been a burglary. Marina is always showing off her jewelry.

	- The newspaper said that nothing was taken. The police chief believes that it was revenge.

	- Could it be? Raul is so kind to everyone! A kind, polite, educated man. He must have no enemies. It can only be jealousy because of his money.

	Romualdo closed the door, came over and sat down next to her on the sofa, saying softly

	- I'm worried about this story about Rogerio having an affair with Marina.

	Mercedes arched her eyebrows, in a gesture very much like hers when she wanted to understand something better, and asked:

	 

	- Why? He has nothing to do with it.

	- I don't know. Can you imagine if Raul came into the room and surprised the two of them together? He could have started a fight, pulled out a gun. In that case, Rogerio could have reacted, to defend himself.

	Mercedes shook her head, saying in amazement

	- What kind of fantasy is this? You've been reading too many novels. Where did you get that idea?

	- It occurred to me. Lately I've noticed that he's been making it very easy on her. He stands next to her publicly, shows his interest. Everyone says that he is in love with Marina. Raul might have been suspicious.

	You said yourself that she wasn't even at home. Afterwards, Rogerio would never have the bad idea of trying to kill you.

	- I don't know. But this story is distressing me. Even if it was nothing to do with him, the police will investigate to raise the suspects. They may discover the connection between Rogerio and Marina. This could be a hell of a mess. I will talk to him. He needs to finish this case as soon as possible.

	- Maybe it's even better. I am tired of hearing about it.

	- I'll talk to him tonight. Do you know if he's coming to dinner?

	- I don't know. He didn't say anything.

	- In any case, I'll wait up. Something tells me that this matter could get us into trouble.

	Mercedes shrugged:

	- I don't think so. Roger always knows what he is doing.

	 

	* * * 

	 

	It was after two o'clock when Rogerio finally entered the house. He had drunk a little too much. Romualdo was waiting in the living room reading. Seeing him pass in the hall, he got up and went to meet him:

	- He's finally here. We need to talk.

	- We need to talk. Now? I'm dead tired. I've had a busy day! Let's save it for tomorrow. I need to sleep.

	- No. It has to be now. I've been waiting for it. Roger looked at him hesitantly, then said:

	- I'm not really up for conversation. I've had a little too much whiskey and I'm a little dazed.

	- You're drunk, that's what you mean.

	- Don't overdo it, dad. I'm just a little cheerful. I was with some friends.

	Talk goes, talk comes, suddenly it's up, you know how it is...

	- I know. As a matter of fact, you've been overdoing it a bit lately.

	- What's that, old man? Do you want to control me now? I'm not a kid anymore, I know what I'm doing.

	- I'm not so sure. Have you heard what happened to Dr. Raul Guilherme?

	Rogerio was startled and answered

	- No. What happened?

	- They tried to kill him. He is in a serious condition at the hospital.

	- Don't tell me! How did you know?

	- It's in the evening paper. Didn't your friends say anything to you?

	- No. I don't think they read the paper. We talk about other things. Is this what you waited until now to tell me?

	- Yes, it is. The police will investigate. Have you ever thought if they discover your connection with Marina? You could be listed as a suspect.

	Rogerio looked at his father with concern.

	- Do you think so?

	- Yes, especially if they don't find out who did it. I waited to tell you that it's time to end your affair with Marina. It's become dangerous.

	Rogerio made an evasive gesture.

	- Don't worry, I know how to do things. Everything is under my control. I have nothing to do with what happened and there's nothing to be afraid of. Now I'm going to sleep because I'm nailed down. My eyes are closing without me wanting them to.

	Romualdo agreed:

	- Go on, son, sleep. But tomorrow morning, when you are sober, we will talk better. 

	After Rogerio climbed the stairs, holding on so he wouldn't fall, Romualdo let himself collapse in his armchair. For the first time he began to wonder if everything was as he imagined it would be. One son away from home and the other, who was his delight, his admiration, going down a dangerous path.

	This could not go on. He had to react and do something. The next day he would talk to Rogerio seriously. He needed to be sure that the unpleasant impression he had felt when he saw him arrive drunk was just a passing and unimportant moment.

	 

	* * * 

	 

	The next day Romualdo got up early. Despite trying to calm down, saying that his fear was unfounded, that he was exaggerating and nothing bad would happen to his son, he couldn't sleep. He rolled over in bed, sleepless, and when he managed to fall asleep he had a terrible nightmare.

	He dreamed that he saw a figure attack Rogerio with a knife and he fell into a pool of blood. He woke up in a cold sweat. Mercedes was sleeping peacefully beside him.

	"It was a nightmare," he thought, relieved.

	But from that moment on he could no longer fall asleep. It was seven o'clock and he was already in the pantry looking for coffee. After he had a cup, he went to his office and sank into an armchair.

	What was happening to him? He had never been given to tragedy. Why now this horrible fear? Was it a feeling?

	No, it couldn't be. He didn't believe in such things. He had certainly been impressed by the attempt on Raul's life. He could not let himself be dominated by these thoughts. He knew people who had started out that way and became addicted to drugs, afraid of their own shadow.

	He was not a weakling, an ignoramus. He was an educated man, with an enviable life. Everything had always worked out for him. It would not be now that things would change.

	He shook his shoulders as if trying to throw off the weight of these thoughts and decided: the best thing was to write. It had been a week since he had sat down to continue his novel. The books of short stories he had written had not been successful. Mercedes assured him that they were very intelligent and well written, but she still suggested a novel.

	- People love to read long stories. These writers are the ones who make success. That's what you should do.

	She knew what she was saying. In his house there were many novels, which Mercedes bought as soon as they were released. He had never read them, but she entertained herself a lot.

	It had been a month since he had started the book, remembering some facts his parents told him about family friends. He chose one and was writing the summary of the story to later romance it.

	But it was difficult, and in the last few days he didn't feel like writing. He felt no inspiration. He had read biographies of famous authors in which they stated that in order to write they had to wait for the sacred moment of inspiration. When this happened, then it was time to write.

	The problem was that he didn't know how to get inspired. In fact, he preferred good conversation with friends and other entertainment. However, he would not give up. He didn't intend to become a lawyer; he liked being a writer.

	Then, when he wanted to rest for a while without being disturbed, he would lock himself in his office and ask not to be interrupted. Everyone respected him.

	He went to the desk, picked up the summary he was writing, put it on the table, sat down, and began to read what he had written, trying hard to put his ideas together.

	However, it was a drama, and he immediately imagined that this tragedy of adultery and death could happen to Rogerio. He put the paper down again in anguish. Why did he prefer a drama to a comedy?

	Mercedes had told him that people prefer sad stories, full of cruelty and suffering. It must be true, because in the newspapers as well as on television everyone gave priority to tragedies.

	He got up and went to the pantry, where he found Mercedes drinking coffee.

	- You're up early! Did something happen?

	He sat down next to her and replied:

	- I had a dog's night. In the little I slept, I had a horrible nightmare.

	I am unwell, distressed...

	- He was impressed by that case yesterday. It's better not to think about it anymore. He's making a stalking horse for no reason.

	- I was waiting for Rogerio and I didn't like what I saw. She got startled:

	- What did you see?

	- He arrived drunk. I don't like to see my children in this state. It's humiliating.

	- What an exaggeration! Who hasn't had one or two drinks in his or her youth? You yourself have had your moments.

	- Rare ones, by the way. No need to remind me of them.

	- Rogerio drinks socially. He is not an addict.

	- He can barely stand on his legs. In time, he might become addicted.

	- God forbid! Turn your mouth away! What an idea you have of our son! He is a classy, fine, educated, well-educated boy. He knows what he's doing.

	- I hope you are right, after all, I couldn't talk to him. It looks like Roger is going to be up late, as he has been doing lately.

	- Stop picking on the boy. You're talking like Ronaldo, get it?

	Romualdo bit his lips and shut up. Mercedes was right. He was getting carried away by an unjustified excess of zeal. The best thing to do was just forget about it.

	- I think I'm really exaggerating. You are right: let's forget about this unpleasant subject.

	He picked up the cup and served himself coffee with milk, bread, cheese and butter. Life was wonderful and he couldn't worry about it for nothing.

	It was past one o'clock when Rogerio got up. He shaved, took a shower, and came down to lunch well groomed and perfumed as usual.

	When Romualdo saw him, he forgot his concern of the day before. His son was still in good shape and everything was fine. For this reason, during lunch he didn't touch the subject. When they went to have coffee in the living room, Rogerio returned:

	Get rid of her while you can.

	His son's attitude reassured him completely. So he decided to rest for a while. He went to his room and lay down. Satisfied, he planned to sleep until it was time to go to the club to meet his friends.

	After his father left, Rogerio ran his hand through his hair and his expression changed. He felt that he needed to end his relationship with Marina, but each day he felt more and more trapped by her charms.

	He had gone into this adventure attracted by her beauty, by the dangerous situation, as a fun pastime. However, she proved to be unpredictable. Each day she invented a new way to interest him. When he thought she was in love, she turned out to be cold, avoided him, made it difficult for him to meet her, and was elusive. This sparked more interest in him, who was used to being pampered by women.

	At times she was loving, submissive, at others demanding, indifferent, haughty, and untouchable. After three years of bonding, he recognized that he was in love. When they were not together, he thought about her all the time. He couldn't bring himself to be interested in another woman. It was hard for him to hold back in front of people, especially Marina's husband.

	The affair was being talked about a lot, and it was a wonder that Raul didn't know about it yet. Prudence told him to back off, to leave Marina, to end his addiction, but when she showed up, he forgot his intentions and ran after new encounters.

	He didn't feel worried about the police investigations, he hoped that Raul would not resist his injuries and die, leaving the way clear for him.

	He decided to call Marina and find out about Raul's condition.

	- Ms. Marina is not here.

	- Do you know when she will be back?

	- No. She went to the hospital and didn't say when she would be back.

	- I would like to know about Dr. Raul Guilherme's health condition.

	- Still the same, Mr. Rogerio.

	The maid knew his voice. He answered by explaining:

	- My parents are worried about what happened to him and asked me to call. Thank you.

	He felt like going to the hospital, but restrained himself. The police were watching and he didn't want to arouse suspicion. The only way was to call later. After what had happened to Raul, Marina had withdrawn from her social life and he would have no way to find her.

	Marina always claimed to be in love with her husband, appearing everywhere in the role of a devoted wife, but he knew that she didn't love her husband. She pretended out of convenience or even fear. Raul was very jealous and became violent when he got angry.

	Maybe this is why she even lied to Rogerio, because she said she loved her husband and never intended to leave him.

	- You say that, but I don't believe it. If you loved him, you wouldn't be in bed with me right now.

	To which she replied:

	- There are many forms of love. I like them all and I always get from each what it can give me.

	From time to time he thought that it would be best to disconnect from her. Marina was voluble, and the more he became interested, the more she showed herself free, willing to live her life as she saw fit to live her life as she pleased, without commitments or responsibilities.

	She had never hidden this side of herself from him or asked him for anything. Roger was being attracted exactly because of this. He had never felt safe with Marina. He had the sensation that she always slipped through his fingers, without him being able to hold her.

	Each encounter could be his last, each moment could be definitive, and each conversation could be goodbye.

	When he thought about this, he shuddered. He was not ready to leave her. Maybe his father was right: it would be better to put an end to that anguish, to try to be interested in other things. He recognized that lately the only thing that made sense was what was related to Marina.

	He shook his head, as if to push the unpleasant thoughts away, and decided to go out, meet his friends, and look for distraction.

	He went to the club and met up with some acquaintances. The comments were all about the attempt on Raul's life. They looked at Rogério with malice, and one of them even commented

	- Who fired those shots? Maybe a lover in love with beautiful Marina!

	To which another added:

	- Why not? Then the way would be clear for him, including a handsome fortune. They say that Raul and Marina are married with community property?

	Rogerio pretended not to understand and commented

	- Be careful what they say. Dr. Raul Guilherme is jealous. He is wounded, but alive. If he listens to them, he might want to defend his wife's honor.

	- Are you afraid?

	- Me?! Why should I be?

	- No reason. It's just that he's always been seen next to his wife. They even say he's in love...

	- It's better not to joke about such things. Marina is my friend, but there's nothing between us, just a good friendship.

	They laughed and Rogerio pretended to be unconcerned, smiling and greeting some girls who were standing next to him. He felt that to put an end to these comments he needed to show interest in other women and thus divert their attention. He was received by them with joy and, satisfied, he felt that his game was working.

	He stayed there for a few hours chatting, looking cheerful, amused, and calm. However, as soon as he left the club, his face became somber and anguished.

	Despite his efforts, Marina had not left his mind. The whole time he wanted to get out of there, look for her, and find out what was going on.

	It was past midnight when he arrived home. He went straight to his room and picked up the telephone. He dialed the phone and shuddered when he heard Marina's voice:

	- Hello.

	- Marina, it's me. We haven't spoken since what happened to your husband.

	How are things going?

	- Badly. I just got back from the hospital. I'm devastated.

	- In spite of everything, you have to stay calm.

	- If he dies, I don't know what I will do with my life. I feel that I can't live without him.

	Despite the circumstances, Rogerio felt that she was being sincere. No

	He didn't have the courage to say what he felt.

	- He is strong and healthy. He will react better, you'll see.

	- The doctors don't guarantee anything. They say you have to wait. I can't stand this agony anymore. I'm about to burst.

	- If you want, I'll come over and comfort you.

	- I'm tired. I'll take a tranquilizer and try to sleep. First thing tomorrow morning I want to go back to the hospital.

	- I don't like to see her suffering like this. I would like to help her in some way.

	If there is anything I can do...

	- What I wish for, you can't give me. I'll hang up now and try to sleep.

	- I'll hang up now and try to sleep. Remember that I am at your side for whatever you need. If you need me, don't hesitate to call me, anytime.

	- Good night.

	She hung up and he sat up in bed thoughtfully. Marina was disconcerting.

	She couldn't understand. If she loved her husband, why was she cheating on him? Rogerio knew that he was not her first lover after her marriage. Sometimes he even suspected that he wasn't the only one.

	If he had any sense, he would forget that woman once and for all. On the following day he would go back to the social scene in search of a new interest. Lately he had shown himself to be very interested in Marina. It was not his habit. Maybe this was the reason why she was treating him with discourtesy.

	To forget one passion, nothing like looking for another. Maybe she would even show more interest. He was used to being valued by women. Marina would have to recognize this.

	In this mood, he prepared for bed. He went to bed, but, despite the decisions he had made, he kept turning over in bed, and had difficulty falling asleep. He fell asleep but was disturbed by a nightmare in which Marina appeared with a changed face, full of hate, saying that she despised him and that he was guilty for Raul's death.

	He woke up in a cold sweat. He got up, went to the pantry and drank a glass of water, repeating to himself that it was just a bad dream. Despite this, he returned to his room and couldn't sleep anymore. He nodded off, and instead of falling asleep, he shivered and woke up scared, as if someone was pressing him.

	Tired, he finally fell asleep when the day was getting light.

	 

	 

	 


CHAPTER 3

	 

	 

	 

	Marilda got up early and groomed herself carefully. She had finally gotten the job at the insurance office where Angelina worked.

	She wanted to look her best. Her mother had made some clothes and she looked at herself in the mirror satisfied. She looked elegant, yet discreet, as befits a work environment.

	She was just finishing her coffee when Angelina arrived to pick her up.

	- What do you think? Do I look ok? - said Marilda, turning around so her friend could observe.

	- You look great. Let's go, we can't be late.

	The two left under the loving and moved eyes of Rosana. Her daughter was her fortune. She was sorry that she wasn't going to college. She recognized that, with her meager resources, it would be very difficult to keep her studying.

	Sometimes she wondered why her husband had died so early, leaving them helpless. She had not been prepared to face life. Her mother had raised her for marriage, as was the custom. She could play the piano, sew, learned a little French and Spanish, but it was no use to her.

	She worried about her daughter's future. Maybe it would be a good thing if she started working in that office. The world was changing and Rosana preferred that Marilda had a profession that guaranteed her survival.

	Her greatest fear was dying and leaving her daughter without her protection. She was meeting a boy, she was very enthusiastic, but Rosana didn't want her to marry early.

	Then

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
