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About Eliana Machado Coelho 

	Eliana Machado Coelho was born in São Paulo, capital of Brazil, on October 9th. Since she was a child, Eliana had always a connection with the Spiritualism, and the constant presence of the spirit Schellida in her life. To this day, Shellida is known to be as a lovely, beautiful and delicate woman with a sweet smile. There was already indeed a solid partnership between Eliana and the beloved mentor for the works that both would carry out together. 

	As time went on, Eliana, supported by her loving parents, grandparents, and later by her husband and daughter, started to work, and always had Schellida by her side. After years of studying and training in Psychography, in July 1997 her first book came out: “Despertar para la Vida “ (Waking up to Life), a work that Schellida wrote in only twenty days. Among other books that came out later this one called  “La Conquista de la Paz. “ (The Conquest of Peace).

	Aside from this, some natural peculiarities have arisen about this duo (medium and spirit) which makes an impression through the beauty of the romances received by them. One of them is regarding the origin of the name Schellida. Where did it come from? And what does Schellida mean? Eliana replies that this name, Schellida, comes from a shared experience between them, and for ethical reasons, she will leave the revelation to her own mentor. Schellida warned her she will write a book telling the main part of her terrestrial trajectory and her love connection with the medium. For that reason, Schellida once stated that if she had to write books using another medium, she would sign with a different name in order to preserve the worker's suitability without making them go through doubtful questions, embarrassing and dispensable situations, once the name of a spirit means little. What prevails is the moral content and the high doctrines passed on through reliable works.

	Eliana and the Schellida spirit have several published books (among them The Right to Be Happy, No Rules for Loving, A Motive for Living, Awakening for Life and A Diary in Time). Other unpublished books will soon come into production, besides the old works to be re-edited. In this way, the spirit Schellida guarantees the task is extensive and there is a long road ahead for both of them, and will always continue together bringing lessons about love on the spiritual plane, the tangible consequences of The Action and Reaction Law and the necessity of harmonization, happiness and the conquests of every one of us, because all good always prevails when there is faith.

	 

	 


Message 

	LIFE IS THAT WAY!

	Life is what we make of it.

	It's made up of good or bad emotions.

	Have you ever imagined what life would be like if it was just full of good emotions?

	It would be tiresome.

	And only bad emotions...?

	It would be a despair.

	If we cling on to the past, we don't live in the now, while worries for the tomorrow steals the present. When we are doing it, we stop experiencing what is most important: The here and now.

	Life is today!

	If the past has left lessons for the future, cultivate hope. 

	In life there are happy moments or unhappy ones. 

	We need to embrace every moment and experience it only by understanding that pain fades away, just as the joy, and what will remain are those lessons, the improvement that lead us to evolution and the conquest of peace. Why? Life is that way!

	By the spirit of Erick Bernstein

	Psychographic message by Eliana Machado Coelho

	Winter 2019 

	 


A Prayer for Peace

	Father, I ask you to give me strength and courage to continue, patience and love to understand, and acceptance for what I cannot change, energy and will to live...

	Father, place light on my path, vigor in my soul and intensity in my love, for I cannot falter in the face of the upheavals of existence.

	Life was given to me as a grace, but with its challenges to be conquered, the improvement to be made...

	Oh, Father, pour out upon me every blessing, glory, abundance, vigor and flourishment...Let me be confident so that I can walk and be a living example of the conquest of peace.

	By the spirit Schellida

	Psychographic message by Eliana Machado Coelho.

	Winter 2019 
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CHAPTER 1.- 
A NEW FRIEND

	 

	On one of the few sunny days of that winter, Marcella was slowly walking through one of the most beautiful gardens in the city of São Paulo.

	Within careless steps, she found grace in the creaking of the dry leaves as she stepped.

	She walked along the path to the source of the Ipiranga Brook, and remembered the history classes where she learned that not far from there, on the riverbanks where Brazil’s independence was declared which took place on September 7, 1822, by Mr. Pedro I. The most important historical fact for our Nation.

	She took off her sunglasses and appreciated the different clarity at that time of the year.

	There was a nice special shade of blue in the sky.

	She took the cell phone from inside her purse, which rose across her chest, turned it off, and placed it in the back pocket of the jeans she was wearing. Then, she continued her walk.

	Then, she sat down on a bench and admired the beauty of the landscape in the botanical garden of São Paulo City.

	She breathed deeply. It was as if she could relax as she had not been able to for a long time.

	She closed her eyes and raised her face to the sky, feeling the rays of the sun touching and warming her face.

	She couldn't say why, but remembered when she was little, trying to learn how to ride a bike, she fell and broke her arm. On that day, her father went to help her and to help her stop crying, he began to tell her stories of when he was a child. He had fallen from a tree where he was playing with his brother. He didn't break anything, but was left with many bruises and in great pain.

	Marcella smiled as she remembered that.

	Her parents were Italian. Enrico and Antonella came to Brazil while still children and met during the trip, playing on the ship. It was a curious event that they liked to tell their acquaintances and repeatedly, their children.

	On Brazilian land, they became neighbors. They gradually lost the Italian language, even though you could sense a slight accent and a somewhat altered way of speaking.

	They fell in love, married and had five children: Sandro, the eldest, then Pietra, Graziella, Marcella and Bárbara.

	We never really knew the people closest to us, much less their challenges, bitterness and conflicts, even if they were family members.

	For Marcella, it was not much different. She believed that the life of her family was normal, perfect. Perhaps, at times, she believed that she was the only one going through turbulence.

	Her older brother, Sandro, owned some clothing stores in the same franchise, in some shopping malls in São Paulo. Married to Patricia, they had two beautiful children: Thaís, five years old and Enzo, three years old.

	The couple worked hard in order to take care of everything. They hardly had time to take part in the family meetings and that did not please Enrico. Patricia, in turn, was closer to her sisters-in-law. She was always looking for a way to meet and keep in touch with them.

	Sandro didn't care about that. He had a certain distaste for the fact that his father had been demanding on him. Mr. Enrico would like his only son, the eldest, to work with him in the sewing machine factory, but the young man didn't adapt, even though he tried. He preferred to change his trade. He worked hard in some companies and decided to study business administration. Enrico insisted, with his emphatic way of speaking, that his son study medicine or law. He would like to see him be called a doctor, but the young man had other ideals. While in college, he met Patricia and they started dating. They made plans, economized as much as possible, and together, even before they were married, opened their first store.

	Marcella's older sisters were married.

	Pietra and her husband Hélio also had a couple of children: Ullia, a sixteen-year-old girl and Dáurio, a fourteen-year-old boy.

	Pietra married young. He did not want to finish his studies. Her husband, ten years older than her, was a successful and paid economist, CEO of a multinational company, providing services for the government. She, the perfect wife, accompanied him to social gatherings and knew how to introduce herself. She took pride in meeting famous and important people. His entire focus was on his family. She took care of everything: schedules, shopping, housing, clothes, food, and the impeccable appearance of everyone, including her husband. Her children always studied in the best schools, in various courses of which Pietra took pride in commenting, in unimportant conversation, at the social gatherings in which he participated. She felt pleasure in talking about her husband and how competent Hélio was in everything he did.

	They had employees, but even so, Pietra verified everything that was done. He strove to please and meet everyone's needs.

	After her marriage, perceiving that her husband was well placed in the company, she was not interested in having a professional life of her own, in promoting herself or in fulfilling herself in any way with something she produced.

	This led to criticism from Marcella, who lived with the future in mind, somehow shaking up the bond between the two sisters.

	Being a minor and with a different vision, Marcella would like her sister to understand the necessity to be productive and to value herself. But Pietra did not understand. She believed she was envied, for she was fortunate to have a good marriage, in which she did not need to worry about any instability.

	Already Graziella, with whom Marcella gets along better, had only one daughter: Sarah, fifteen years old. Her husband Claudio was the manager of a network of shops. While she had her own clothing store that she started small, in the garage of her home. Later, she needed to rent a larger space, more propitious for that kind of commerce, not far from where she lived. Due to the good results and growth of the business, she hired two employees.

	Graziella didn’t have a social life as lively as Pietra’s. She was rarely involved in the dramatic and heated discussions of Italian families, on both sides. She was very reserved. Too quiet.

	In turn, Barbara, the younger sister with whom Marcella got along with much better, was different from the others. She led a completely independent life. Different opinions and ways of thinking. She was sincere. Although she was thoughtful, she talked about everything that was on her mind.

	When she left home, it was against her parents' wishes. Mr. Enrico was not satisfied, at first. He wouldn't admit that his youngest daughter had committed such a slur on him. The Italian made a real fuss. However, nothing came from it and he ended up accepting her decision.

	Barbara, after finishing college, decided to live alone.

	She studied Advertising and set up a company in partnership with two friends. She was doing well in business and was proud of it.

	She loved challenges, mixed with the charm and elegance of the world where she worked, always looking to expand her conquests.

	Barbara did not take vacations. She never left her cell phone, tablets, connecting with everything she could all the time. She lived her work.

	For Marcella, her siblings had already their lives determined and balanced. Apparently, they lived without major problems and were happy in their own way.

	She considered herself different from everyone else.

	She was the only one still living with her parents and yet she felt a little invisible.

	She noticed how much her father worried about Sandro and Barbara, while her mother was concerned about Pietra and Graziella's matters and their grandchildren too.

	But for her, the one who was so constant, so close, nobody seemed to care.

	She felt she was treated differently.

	Even though she wasn't exactly the middle child, she hated hearing that it was the feeling of the middle child syndrome, in which you can't be or compare with the older one and be less important than the younger one, and so she demanded attention.

	She believed that her decisions and accomplishments did not matter to her family. Nobody cared.

	When she decided to become a journalist, Marcella noticed that her father didn't have an opinion. She hoped he would argue, but he didn't. It wasn't easy for her to get an internship at a big magazine, much less secure a position that came up at the end of the term.

	She was so happy about that, but when she got home with the news, she thought it didn't make a difference to anyone. And that made her remember that her father wanted to celebrate with a meal, in a neighborhood restaurant in the Mooca district, when Barbara, her younger sister, passed the college entrance exam for the Advertising Faculty, her brother graduated in Administration and Graziella opened the new store. Her father sold a car to pay for Pietra's wedding party, which she considered an absurdity. But Enrico didn't accept being criticized.

	She wasn't fooled. Those were some of the events in which she saw herself as unimportant to her family. But those events did not prevent her from loving them, even if she wanted to be loved or wanted to be important.

	Time passed and working at the magazine made her meet important people. At a gathering at the end of the year, Marcella was introduced to Reginaldo, Regis, as he was called.

	At that meeting they talked for hours and exchanged phone numbers, but it was only two weeks after the celebration that he came into contact and they coordinated a lunch.

	Marcella confessed to Nanda, her best friend, that she found the young man very attractive.

	It did not take long for Nanda, who knew many people, to discover a lot of information about Reginaldo.

	Three years had passed since the relationship between Marcella and Regis began.

	They were now engaged, with a furnished apartment and a wedding date.

	There were at the party preparations planning of the honeymoon trip, hosting for the relatives who would come from miles away just for the wedding. The whole thing was getting very tiresome for her.

	Despite hiring an event company, a master of ceremonies, and the help of her sisters, Marcella felt pressured, hesitant, and too tired at times. She was the one making the major decisions.

	The godmothers, who wanted to combine color and style of dress, left her crazy, arguing over colors and patterns. The ladies and the pageboy “little brides “needed to be guided. Some were too young and did not follow what needed to be done. Her future sister-in-law, Regis's sister, insisted on having her three year old twins participate, even though it wasn't going well and she didn't know how to say no to the children's mother.

	At work, she was also experiencing a hectic period. Which contributed to her stress.

	Regis traveled a lot for work, which overloaded him with preparations for the engagement.

	To add to her stress, she couldn't find a wedding dress that she fully liked.

	Together with her sister-in-law Patricia and her sister Graziella, Marcella visited countless specialty boutiques, but did not like them at all.

	She couldn't get past the idea of what she wanted. Whenever she was brought a model suitable for the details of the party, she didn't like it or it was too expensive.

	That afternoon, after lunch, she quickly dealt with some work issues outside the company, but she did not return. Instead, he decided to go to the garden to relax.

	So, there was Marcella, sitting on a rough wooden bench, in the sun and facing that beautiful landscape.

	Surprisingly, she managed to leave the worries of the present behind and recalled a time when she had broken her arm while learning to ride a bicycle.

	Without realizing it, she smiled for a moment. She closed her eyes.

	Perhaps she had remembered that incident because it had happened in winter, on a day just like that.

	She couldn't say how long she stayed there, in a comforting silence that reassured her, until, even with her eyes closed, she felt a shadow fall on her face and listened:

	 “ Hey there miss! Is that your cell phone? “ asked a young man.

	Startled, she looked and asked:

	 “What cell phone? “

	 “The one over there on the ground. Behind you. “

	She bent down and grabbed the device.

	 “Thank you. Thank you very much. It must have fallen out of my bag. Thank you very much. “ He smiled. “It's not for nothing. You need to be careful. We always rely and live in our phones. “ “How? “ She asked confusingly.

	A lot of data, he said. “A lot of information about us, the bank, social networks, documents... We load a lot of information into the device. To lose it is complicated. “

	 “Ah... Yes. It's true, “ she shuddered and settled down better, keeping the phone in her purse.

	 “It's a nice afternoon, don't you think? “said the young man who stood between her and the sun.

	Marcella faced him and he shifted, letting the rays hit his face.

	She raised her right hand to cast a shadow on his face and said nothing. But he was not intimidated:

	 “It's hard not to admire a day like this. When we are at work it is not possible to enjoy the sun directly on our skin. That's why it's good to take advantage, isn't it?

	The young man looked good looking. He was wearing sports clothing. A light-colored T-shirt, a striped coat on one side, and a sweater tied by the sleeves at the waist. He had brown hair, cut very short. Slightly grown-up beard, well-groomed and carefully trimmed.

	She looked at him and replied.

	 “Yes, it's true. “

	 “I really enjoy days like today. The problem is that, when the sun goes down, the cold breeze comes in and we can't stand to be without our coat “Without delay, she asked, “Do you like the cold? “

	In a few seconds, Marcella was left questioning his articulation in trying to strike up a conversation. So, she hesitated a little before answering:

	 “I prefer the heat.

	 “I don't like it that much. I'm used to getting up early for walks in the summer. In the winter, I like to walk more in the afternoon. ¿Do you like to walk or hike more? “

	 “I've never done any trekking. “

	 “Ah... It's very good. Contact with nature, beautiful places, silence... After you start taking pleasure in trekking people get passionate. Do you live nearby? “

	It was impressive how he managed to ask a question at the end of each sentence, to see her talk.

	 “No, “ he said with a serious look on his face as he showed dissatisfaction and indisposition for the conversation. He took a deep breath and looked to the side. 

	 “My name is Murilo.

	She offered a forced smile, shook her head and said:

	 “Nice to meet you.

	 “Nice to meet you. Well... I'm going to take a walk. Enjoy the end of the afternoon. See you later! “He walked out without waiting for her to say anything.

	 “Idiot... “Marcella murmured without him hearing. “If I were here with Regis, he wouldn't have stopped here, “ she thought and tried to close her eyes.

	For half an hour, Marcella took a deep breath and felt as if she had woken up from a sound sleep.

	For a moment, she doubted whether she had slept or not.

	She got up and ran her hand through her clothes. She pulled up her blouse and arranged the long bag across her chest. Then she arranged her hair and began the journey back.

	Marcella was not very tall. She had a beautiful, well-turned body that she didn't admire. A beautiful delicate face. Her eyes were bright brown, her hair was cut a little below her shoulders.

	She thought it was time to leave. The garden would soon be closed.

	She felt a little cold and realized that the sun was already lower, almost setting.

	She rubbed her arms with her hands and continued at a slow pace.

	In spite of the falling temperature, she decided to stop at the cafeteria in the park to buy an ice cream, which she ate slowly.

	She leaned on the parapet around The Ipiranga River. At that spot, she watched the silver water running amidst the vegetation.

	Sometime later, she looked for a trash bin to throw away the stick and the paper of the ice cream, and she did so.

	Running away from work and doing something different to relax was very good. She felt her soul light.

	Walking towards the front door to leave, she reached into her purse and grabbed her cell phone, turning it on. She heard dozens of messages notifications coming in. She didn't want to look and put the device back in her bag, taking the opportunity to look for the key to the car, at the same time she was passing by the goal.

	Then she began to feel anxious about not finding the key.

	She stopped and tried to look in the small bag.

	Nothing.

	She went back.

	A security guard was watching her carefully. Marcella went up to him and said:

	 “Young man, I think I lost my car key there in the park. It must have fallen down near the cafeteria when I put my hand in my purse. I have just left. Can I go back and see if I can find it? “

	The man looked around and said nothing, she went behind the box office to talk to the other guard.

	As waiting, she saw what they were talking about. It didn't take long for them to let her into the park without needing to pay again.

	Marcella seemed calm, but she was quite irritated. That shouldn't have happened. Her distraction became a torment.

	She walked back down the path she had taken, looking carefully at the ground.

	She walked along the wooden deck on the banks of the stream and feared that the key had fallen there, between the stands. 

	But she did not believe much in it, for she did not put her hand in her purse as she walked along.

	She returned to the cafeteria, looking carefully at the floor.

	She spoke to the staff and asked if anyone had found a car key and given it to them.

	Nothing. They all denied it.

	She was nervous every time she heard a negative reply, but she didn't show it.

	At the other end of the cafeteria counter, Murilo, who was buying a bottle of water, couldn't help overhearing the conversation.

	Approaching her, he proposed:

	 “I'll help you look for it. “

	 “Ah... Yes... Thank you very much “ she said in a humble way.

	As they walked, he asked:

	 “Did you just walk this way? “

	 “Yes. I haven't gone any further. I walked out of here, “ she pointed out, “from where she was sitting. I went to the cafeteria. I bought an ice cream... I stopped there for a while, on the deck, and then I went outside. That's when I felt the key was missing.

	Murilo, looking suspicious, looked at her firmly and asked:

	 “Where did you leave your car? “

	 “In the parking lot, on the street in front of the Garden. That big, earthy good. “

	 “Does your key turn on the lights and sound the horn when it is operated to open the doors? “

	 “Yes, that's right. Why? “She wanted to know.

	 “What's your name? “ he asked quietly.

	 “Marcella. “

	 “Marcella, that's the most used parking lot to come to the Botanical Garden. Let's hurry there. Someone may have found them, gone there, activated the key device, discovered the car and... may have tried to take it. “

	 “No! “

	 “Yes! “

	Marcella hadn't thought much about it. She held the bag steady and ran out in the direction of the goal. Murilo followed her.

	They crossed the avenue, went up the street quickly and reached the parking lot.

	Nervously, she rushed in. The young people who were guarding the place did not care when they saw her.

	Looking at the place, she went to where she had left the car and asked out loud:

	 “Where is my car that was here?! Where is it?! “

	One of the young people who worked there approached and asked:

	 “Was it a red Renault? “

	 “Yes! That was it! “ he said in desperation.

	 “Oh, girl... “he muttered and went off with the other one, near the goal.

	Marcella followed him, demanding:

	 “Where's my car?! I left my car here! “she seemed very nervous.

	 “Two guys came here, took that Renault and said it lost its parking space. They had the key and they opened the car at once... They didn't break in or anything, “ she responded, showing little schooling by communicating.

	 “Yes... And they had the key “assured the other.

	 “The parking lot paper is with me! “ she said.

	 “How could you let someone take the car without the parking ticket? “ Murilo inquired firmly and politely.

	 “Ah... People often lose that paper. That happens all the time and we never had any problems. If the person has the key and opens the car without problems... We can't do anything. If the car starts with the key, how are we going to stop it? “

	Marcella was incredulous and mumbled:

	 “My God! What am I going to do? “

	 “Calm down... Does your car have insurance? “

	 “Yes, but... “ 

	 “Then there's no problem. Call the insurance company or your broker. Someone will guide you to take the necessary steps. You will certainly have to go to the police station to file a complaint.

	For a moment, Marcella seemed paralyzed and not sure where to start, despite the guidance she received.

	 “I don't have the phone number of the insurance company or the broker. I should have it, but... “she said, looking at her cell phone.

	 “You’re nervous, that's why you're not finding it.

	 “It's not that. I changed my phone these days and not all my contacts were passed on to here. I had problems and ended up leaving it for later. Nobody knows I'm here and... “

	 “What do you mean? “He didn't understand.

	 “I came to the Botanical Garden to relax, to disappear! “She almost shouted. “I wanted to be away from everything and everyone! I'm tired! Stressed! Nervous...! “ Almost crying, looking into his eyes, she continued: 'Do you want to know? I went out to settle a matter of work, had lunch and didn't come back. I came here. I turned my phone off to have some time alone for myself. Who doesn't want to run away a little bit, huh? And now? How am I going to tell that my car was stolen, on top, on Friday, in a parking lot near the Botanical Garden, because I ran away from work and came here? “ 

	Deep inside, Murilo found the way she expressed herself quite funny, but he didn't show it.

	 “Well... For the working staff you avoid giving details on the subject. Who needs to know? “She did not respond and the young man suggested, 'The police will not come here, because there was no physical injury. In fact, that is categorized as auto theft and not robbery. Call 190, the police number, give the license plate and details of your vehicle to put the information on the web so that if any patrol car sees your car, they can intervene. They will guide you to go to a closer police station to make the report. That's what it is at first. Then the insurance company will ask for the report or a copy, I don't know exactly. Solve what you need to solve now, then think about the rest. Seeing her still upset, he invited her: “Marcella, I can give you a ride to the police station. Do you accept? Call someone and ask them to meet you there. There you make the report, notify the insurance company, ask for an extra car to be picked up tomorrow... That way you speed up everything. Standing there, you won't solve anything. “

	 “That's it, miss. Do what he said, “said the young man who was listening to the story.

	 “Am I going to get into a stranger's car? “ she said, glancing straight at him who smiled.

	 “Murilo is fine people, miss. He always comes here. He is not a stranger “turned the young man.

	 “And I should trust you that you let my car be stolen? “she inquired in a tone of irony.

	 “ You're right, Marcella. I just wanted to help and be sociable. But, you're right. Call someone you know. I need to go. I'm sorry if I couldn't help. Good luck “said polite. He nodded slightly as he raised his hand and turned around.

	The young woman grabbed her phone and turned away. She called Nanda, her best friend. She told her what had happened and hid her face while crying with rage.

	Murilo went over to his own car. He took off his sweater tied around his waist and threw it in the back seat.

	He sat down in the driver's seat and bent over, stirring in the glove compartment.

	He straightened up and when he closed the door to start the car, he saw that Marcella was walking in his direction, at the same time that she was talking on her cell phone.

	She waved for him to wait for her, and the young man obeyed.

	He was immediately surprised when, in a quick action, Marcella took a picture of the vehicle and another of the license plate.

	 “Hey...! What are you doing?! “ he inquired intrigued, seeming not to like it.

	Handling the phone, she took a long time to answer. Then she went to the car and explained:

	 “I'm sending the photos to my friend. She asked me to do it. Because I am going to accept his lift to the police station. If something happens to me, Nanda will know what to do. She is cunning.

	Murilo laughed heartily and shook his head, saying:

	 “Come on... Get in...

	Marcella did. She noticed the fancy car, black, very clean. She looked at the books, elastic folders and papers in the back seat, but said nothing.

	 “I'm so nervous... “ she muttered.

	 “It's a really stressful situation. Stay calm, you'll do everything right, “ he said to relax her and smiled.

	Passing by the young people in the parking lot with the car, he waved at them and left.

	Sensing her still as she talked to someone through her cell phone messages, he asked:

	 “Are you talking to your boyfriend? “ She had seen the engagement ring in her right hand.

	 “No. With my friend. “

	 “Did she at least like the car? “She tried to joke around to break the ice.

	Marcella smiled and didn't respond.

	Nanda had written something about that nice, expensive car. He had asked her to ask about his profession. Her friend also tried to joke with her to relax her.

	 “I never went into a police station. “

	 “No “? “he wanted to verify. “

	 “No. I have no idea what it's like inside. “

	 “I think, it's not a nice environment. I'm staying there with you until your friend or boyfriend or some relative arrives to keep you company. “

	 “My boyfriend is away from São Paulo. He travels a lot for work. Nanda, my friend, is only leaving at 8 pm. “ A moment of silence and she commented: “Look what I went to do... I ran away from work to get some fresh air and they stole my car. When my father finds out... “

	 “You're working on what? “ he asked to see her talk about another subject.

	 “I'm a journalist. I work in the editorial office of a magazine. My boyfriend works there too. He does reports and travels a lot. “ Without delay, he took advantage of her curiosity and wanted to know: “And what do you do? “

	 “I work at the Forum “ he did not elaborate.

	 “Are you a lawyer? Public defender...? “

	 “I'm a prosecutor, “ he answered simply.

	 “Ah... “she seemed impressed, but said nothing.

	It didn't take long and Murilo parked the car. He got out and Marcella did the same.

	She thought it was just a ride. She didn't pay attention when Murilo said he would stay with her until someone arrived.

	She noticed that he was accompanying her and said nothing.

	They entered a room full of chairs and many people waiting. He took a number and gave it to her. Then he went to a counter, talked to a man who stood up and greeted him after the introductions. Then he came back saying:

	 “It's going to take a while. “

	 “ Dammit, “ he muttered. Facing him, she thanked him: “Thank you for everything. I apologize for the trouble I put you through and... I also apologize for my behavior and mistrust out there in the parking lot. “

	 “Take it easy... Don't worry about it. You are right. You should not accept anything from strangers “he smiled.

	 “I'll solve the rest now. If you like, you can leave. Thank you very much. “ She smiled beautifully.

	 “First, let's have a coffee. You're going to need it. “

	 “You can call me anytime! “He flashed the number and smiled.

	 “I don't think so. They're taking statements from a flagrant. The wait will be long. Believe me. Let's go have a coffee. “

	Marcella accepted. They both left and went to a coffee shop that was in the same driveway as the police station.

	Murilo asked what she would like to drink and made the orders.

	They settled down at a table in the corner. At times, she would manipulate the cell phone by sending messages to someone.

	 “Did you notify your family?

	 “No. I sent a message to my sister, but, oddly enough, Barbara missed it. I'm talking to my friend, too. “

	 “Barbara? “

	 “Yes, my sister. “

	 “Nice name. Strong “he commented without perceiving it.

	The waiter served them two coffees and a basket of cheese bread.

	 “He said he wouldn't eat anything, but I think it's good that he's fed. He doesn't know what time he's going to get out of here. “

	 “Thank you “ he said and smiled.

	 “You're not much of a talker, are you? A strange thing for a journalist. “

	Marcella smiled again when she stopped looking at her cell phone. 

	 “The truth is that... I'm not like that. I'm stressed out about a lot of things. Now, after my car was stolen, I'm even more nervous. And also... “confessed “I'm finding your politeness strange. You have to agree with me that's not at all common. “

	 “It's true. Sometimes, reasons appear to do things differently. I'm not one for pulling conversation, much fewer giving rides to strangers “ he smiled.

	 “And why did you do that today? she asked incessantly.

	 “Today, you had reason to go to the Botanical Garden. You were stressed out and wanted to relax. Let's say something similar happened to me.

	 “So, you got stressed out and decided to talk, to help strangers come to the station...? “she laughed and lit up her face.

	 “Just like that! “ he said smiling to emphasize it. He tasted the hot coffee and asked right away, wanting to get away from that business: “When is the wedding set for?

	 “December of this year. “

	 “Less than five months! Very close. It passes quickly.

	 “I'll say. That's leaving me very overloaded. “

	Marcella began to tell him about the plans for the wedding and her desperation at not having found a wedding dress she liked.

	Murilo listened to her carefully. He sensed, at times, that she was rubbing her arms gently because she felt cold.

	They stayed talking until they finished their coffee. 

	 


CHAPTER 2.- 
SISTERS' VENTING

	 

	Before coming back to the police station, the young man went through the parking lot, grabbed two sweaters that were in the car. He wore one and offered the other to Marcella.

	 “Do you usually carry more than one coat in the car? “ she wanted to know as a touch of curiosity when she looked inside the vehicle.

	 “Yes, I do. In the trunk there's a suit, shirt, gym clothes... “ he laughed. “

	A good part of my wardrobe and office is in the car. “

	Marcella just smiled and said nothing.

	Back in the waiting room at the police station, she checked her phone and commented:

	 “My sister is coming here. Oh, good. “she was happy. Turning to him, she said, “If you want to leave... “

	 “I'll stay until your sister gets here. “

	A few moments later, Marcella was attended to. She filed a report recording the theft of the vehicle and was more relieved to be released.

	So, she finished, they were walking towards the exit, when Barbara, her younger sister, came in looking around as she stretched her neck.

	The sisters met, hugged each other quickly and Barbara was introduced to Murilo.

	Marcella told her what had happened. She was still concealing her nervousness.

	The sister stretched her arm and thanked him:

	 “Thank you for helping her “ she smiled sympathetically.

	 “It was nothing, “ he said and caught her eye. There was an impression of magnetism in their eyes, like each one invading the other's soul.

	They experienced a strange, different sensation that they had never felt before.

	Barbara smiled beautifully and struggled to cape that gaze.

	Murilo tried to hide it by giving focus on Marcella, who said:

	 “Your sweater... “as she took off it from her.

	 “No! No...! Stay with her! It's getting cold. “

	 “True, “ agreed Barbara. “It's freezing out there. “

	 “Pass me your contact and I'll have it delivered, “ said Marcella.

	They'll exchange phone numbers. “

	 “You don't need to send it, I'm always at the Botanical Garden. If you want, we can meet there again. Take your sister to meet you “during the conversation in which Marcella told the sister everything that happened, Barbara revealed that she did not know the Garden.

	 “So... Thank you very much for everything, Murilo. I don't know how to thank you. “

	 “Don't thank me. “ Turning to Barbara, she suggested, “Take your sister home and let her rest. It will be good for her. “

	 “You can rest easy. I'll take care of her. And you... go and rest too. Thank you very much for everything, “ said Barbara with her lovely, firm voice.

	 “Imagine...! Bye! “He looked at her one more time in a different way and Barbara felt that. It was as if their souls had touched. An emotion ran through their circulation. It was strange. They couldn't explain it, but they didn't say anything.

	 “Bye... “

	They said goodbye and left, but still looked back, experiencing the desire to stay there a little longer.

	* * *

	In the parking lot, Barbara asked again:

	 “Are you okay?

	Sitting in the passenger seat, the sister closed her eyes, stretched out and responded quietly: 

	 “I'm exhausted. “

	 “Do you want to come to my house? “

	 “Yes, thank you... “

	 “Did you tell Mom about the theft of your car? “

	 “No. I only sent a message to you, to Regis and to Sandro. But they won't even look at it. “

	 “Then let Mom know you'll be home so she doesn't worry.

	* * *

	After they arrived at the sister's apartment, Marcella took off her shoes and threw herself on the living room couch.

	With her face between the cushions, suppressing a scream, she said:

	 “I'd like to wake up in a year! “

	 “Relax... How about taking a shower... “ she proposed smiling, understanding the nervousness of the other?

	Marcella shuddered and asked as if imploring:

	 “Can I? Can I really? “

	 “Sure! You always did that here “. It's very cold. Take a hot bath and wrap yourself up. I'll get some warm pajamas of mine. Let's have some wine while I make some pasta. We'll have dinner, talk, and then sleep until whatever time it is... How's that? “

	 “Today I agree with anything. What a day... “

	 “I'm going to turn on the heating so that the apartment gets warm. Go to the bathroom, I'll bring you some pajamas... “

	* * *

	Sometime later, the dishes and glasses with wines were on the living room table. The sisters, dressed in pajamas and sitting on the floor, served themselves the Spaghetti Bolognese that Barbara had prepared. “You cook nice and fast!

	 “I keep the prepared ground meat and the sauce too. Besides, this sauce was the one mom gave me and I froze it “ laughed. I've already the spaghetti... I bought it at the market. I have no space or time to do it here at home.

	 “I love pasta “ said Marcella.

	 “Do you want more wine?

	 “Yes, please “ she extended the glass and accepted, even though she was already upset by the effect of the drink. 

	 “Now tell me. What madness was that today? “ She wanted to know in more detail.

	 “I was feeling tired, stressed, and decided to take an afternoon off. I ran away from work and went to the Botanical Garden... “ she told everything.

	After listening carefully, the sister came forward:

	 “Well, consider yourself happy. They just took the car.

	 “I'll have to make up a good story at work. “

	 You will take the car alone.

	 “I'll have to make up a good story at work.

	 “But you didn't tell Nanda! She knows about everything and she must have told already.

	 “No. Nanda is my friend. She didn't mention anything. “

	They finished dinner and Barbara removed the dishes, taking them to the wash house. She took another bottle of wine and sat down again on the floor. She placed the bottle on the table, after filling the glasses, she settled down on the carpet, putting a cushion on her back between her and the sofa.

	 “Many things about marriage are making me uncomfortable... “Marcella spoke softly and wove a series of complaints, venting.

	 “Graziella also told me that the bridesmaids are still arguing over the color and pattern of the dresses, “ Barbara recalled.

	 “Not only that! It was meant to be in an event room, now we're going to have to change it for something a little smaller. They had a problem with the date and made a mistake in the agenda. I have one hundred and fifty guests. I think it's going to be too small. On top of that... “It took her a while to talk as if she'd forgotten the whole thing “Regis' sister is adamant about the twins doing everything right. I don't want to be embarrassed; you understand? The creatures aren't ready for that. It's not going to work out... “

	 “Why don't you be honest with her and say that you don't want the creatures to be like little boyfriends?

	 “I already told Regis that I'm not liking that... They are too small and they are not sociable beings. They throw tantrums! They're gonna cry, run, want their mommy... I thought he could talk to his sister, but no. Regis heard me and didn't say anything. “

	 “You're gonna have to be honest, Marcella, whoever's in pain. Talk about your fear of your future sister-in-law. Tell her you don't think the twins are going to get to walk down the church aisle on the carpet doing everything right. Tell her that's making you insecure and stressed out. In the end, the wedding is yours and you want to have good memories and not watch the video and pictures with the creatures crying and running or throwing tantrums! “Marcella didn't say anything and the sister asked, “Where's your dress? “

	 “Don't talk to me about the dress! I can't find anything! Nothing that fits me well or properly. “

	 “Have you tried looking in simpler shops? “She didn't wait for the other one to answer and said, “I think you're going to very top stores. Suddenly, your dress is where you least expect it. A corner store, a simple designer makes you feel better.

	 “Is it? “

	 “Why don't you give it a try? “

	 “Tomorrow I schedule with Graziella and Patricia to go to Garden of Europe.

	 “For God's sake! “The sister exclaimed, exaggerating. You're going to leave a year's salary there! “She laughed.

	 “I think so too... It was a colleague from the magazine who showed me a dress page on the internet... They were pretty...

	 “You don't go after just anyone's opinion. “

	 “And... also... I need a dress. The wedding is soon...

	 “Have you chosen the cake and sweets yet?

	 “At least that's already defined. I've already chosen everything. We'll serve two appetizers and savory snacks, before dinner and... Gosh... I'm getting dizzy. “

	 “Listen... What about Regis? Is he helping out and having a say in anything? “

	 “You know... The man doesn't have very good taste. Not only that... He works a lot and travels a lot, and... “

	 “And he'll keep on traveling after marriage? “Barbara directly asked.

	That question surprised Marcella, who didn't think about it as she should have.

	She drank the rest of the wine in the glass and answered in a cold tone:

	 “I don't know how to say it. I hope that will change.

	 “How so, Ma? You won't talk about it? “ she asked delicately.

	 “ Actually... Honestly... Those trips make me very uncomfortable, but...

	Marcella straightened her mouth and made an air of dissatisfaction, giving a sigh.

	The sister took another drink of wine, put the glass on the little table and took the cell phone. She manipulated the device, responding quickly to two or three messages and put it back.

	It didn't take long and Marcella's phone rang. It was Sandro. The brother wanted news of what had happened. She told him everything. He told her where he was. He asked her not to tell her parents yet. She wouldn't like to see them worried.

	So, she hung up, but got another call. It was Reginald, with whom Marcella talked the longest, explaining everything.

	When she finished, she waited for her sister to switch her cell phone back on and commented:

	 “That's it. They're getting the message. I'll tell Mom and Dad tomorrow.

	 “Yes. Better not to leave them worried.

	 “I need to return Murilo's sweater.

	 “If you want, I'll go with you to take it. Tomorrow is quiet “Barbara warned.

	 “It's better to take it earlier, don't you think?

	The other one laughed and asked:

	 “You only wore it for a few hours. Will he care?

	 “It would be polite of me to hand him over washed. “ You'll see that he'll get the smell of my perfume “ They'll find it funny. Without delay, Marcella wanted to know: “And Naum? “be referred to the lover of his sister.

	 “She's fine. Even looking for a job “ she said in a tone of dissatisfaction.

	 “I left his resume at HR “Human Resources “ magazine, but... They're not hiring at the moment.

	 “A good job is hard right now. I thought about placing him at the advertising company, but I have other partners. One of the rules we have is not to hire relatives or close acquaintances. “

	 

	 “I know how it is. It's fair. If it doesn't turn into chaos.

	Curiosity jumped into Barbara's mind when she asked:

	 “And what does Murilo do? Has he said something?

	 “He works at the forum. He's a prosecutor.

	 “Wow! He must study hard to pass the competition. I admire people like that. He seems like such an interesting person... Simple...

	 “Very polite and gentle too “ Marcella remembered.

	 “And attractive! “Sister stood out and laughed. Then she said: “I only see people progressing and Naum standing there. There is a time when I get desperate seeing my unemployed lover. And it ends up that I pay for everything. Let's go to a little bar, I'll pay. Let's go to the movies, I'll pay... Lately, I'm even buying him clothes. It all began in a few days and I didn't even notice... “The sister was silent and she admitted: I'm ashamed to tell that. I think the wine made me talk. You know, Ma... Sometimes, I get conflicted. I don't know to what extent we should or can help a person. I even think he's with me because I help him! “He stood out. I keep thinking that he's comfortable because he knows I'm going to give him money to put gasoline in, to buy his clothes, pay the bills when we both go out...

	The sister was unaware of those details. She knew Barbara's boyfriend was looking for a job. That's all. So, she decided to ask:

	 “How long ago was he fired? “

	 “A year and a half. In the last eight months or so, when I sensed that the money he had was running out, I started with a little help... and that grew. “

	 “Does he ask you for money? “

	 “Not directly. He' s sort of claiming that he needs to change the oil in the car, put in some fuel... He passes by a window at a shopping mall and admires a tennis shoe... Things like that. “

	 “Is that when you' re sore and you' re supplying the needs?

	 “Exactly. “ Barbara got up. Despite being dizzy, she took another bottle of wine and placed it on the little table, after filling the glasses again. Right away, she admitted:

	 “I think it's fear. “

	 “Fear? How so? “

	 “Marcella, we women are afraid of being left alone. As much as we are very determined, productive and prosperous. Most of us are afraid of not having a man around. Fear of not having anyone to stay with in the future and fear of being alone for society. Many people look at us and ask: Are you in love... “ she mimicked “When will the marriage take place? People feel chargeable and, because of that, they accept anyone to stay by their side, even with all the problems they present. Think like that... bad with him, worse without him. “

	 “We always hear that from Dad. “

	 “The worst thing in the world is fear. He locks you up, he catches you, he hurts you. We're left with a fear of change. Like fear of telling the truth, we don't subject ourselves to the company of people who lock us up, preventing our growth and our victory. You're about to get married. You don't like Regis's countless trips and you don't tell him anything! Why? For fear of hurting the poor thing! Meanwhile, you're left hurting yourself, annoyed with a lump in your throat “ she said ironically. I didn't even mention the outrageous thoughts that must be going through your head about infidelity! “ she exclaimed pointing her finger in the direction of her sister.

	Marcella blinked slowly when she heard that and looked at Barbara, who continued to speak softly due to the wine.

	 “Yes... Because you have to ask yourself: he didn't see my message, even though he was already out of work. What is he doing that is so important that he didn't see my message... “ she offered another pause...? You must have texted Regis about the carjacking before you told me, right? Why did he only call now, in the middle of the night...?! Where was he? Who was he with...? “new break. You could tell by the tone of her voice that she was having trouble talking. Effect of alcohol. Even though she was aware of what she was saying, she didn't measure her words. She went on: “Look! It' s you who is taking care of everything for that marriage: buffet, ceremony, souvenirs, flowers, godmothers, godfathers, clothes, invitations Everything! All you...! It even looks like you're getting married alone! “ 

	 “Hey...! It's not like that!2

	 “It's okay, Marcella. Regis helped with the money. He gave money that covered half the expenses, but he didn't give, he didn't interfere, he's not participating. He's just the groom.

	 “It's my marriage! Why are you talking like that? “ she said in an altered tone, because of the effect of the alcohol.

	 “Because we are two beasts! Beasts in a different way, but we are beasts! We pass the greatest anguish, we split up, for what? Just to have a man next to us? “ She didn't give time to the other one to answer and said: “ Would it be that we really love the guy or are we trying to show our family and society that we have someone next to us, no matter that someone doesn't give us any importance?

	Long pause.

	Marcella was trying to organize her thoughts. The effect of the wine didn't let her put her ideas together. Still, she ventured to say:

	 “I think Regis is a bum. He's leaving everything to me to sort it out. Just as Naum is taking advantage of your pity and taking advantage of you who are providing his basic needs. 

	 “That's it!  “Barbara almost screamed. While we, two beasts, hold on to all that to perhaps say that we have a man next to us. It even seems that man is some kind of trophy! “ she laughed loudly. A few seconds and she concluded: “Women like us who accept that, have a life filled with hesitation and fear! We are afraid of not looking good in front of our families and for society, so, we put our frustrations, wounds and bitterness next to a man who is in our way, just to say and show that we have a good life. To live by appearances is not to live truly. To live truly is to change fear, self-doubt, and hesitation for things that make us whole. And what is it that keeps us from doing that? Again, simply fear. We are afraid of new challenges. If you stay as you are, it will hurt; if you think about changing, it will hurt too. The best thing is to choose one of those pains, stop complaining and take an attitude! That's right! “

	 “Indecision, hesitation and fear... Any of those words stop us and paralyze us... “Marcella babbled.

	 “Change provokes fear because we don't know the results, we don't know what's in store for us. Normally, what we experience now we already know and we know what is going to happen. Change provokes fear, even when the outlook is for the better, because every change makes us give our best. By changing, we have to give our best. Change is a challenge. We have to challenge ourselves to be better than we already are. That way, and only that way, will we attract better people. Don't they say that we attract what we vibrate? Well, if it's not right, we need to change. But we can't change others, so we need to change ourselves.

	 “What if it doesn't work out? What if we made the wrong choices? We can fail! “ Marcella commented.

	 “Then fail spectacularly! “I’m laughing loudly. Better to fail by taking attitudes than to submit to those who don't lend and stand by and claim life. We can't be afraid of making mistakes. But we need to be careful not to make the same mistake again. When we make a mistake, we learn from the mistake and we grow with our learning. Mistake makes us experts, stronger, more self-reliant. We become experts and no longer fall into the same trap. “

	 “You say that because you're smart!

	 “I'm not cunning. I've already fallen on my face. I failed to trust some people. I failed to give opportunity to those who did not deserve it. I failed by not programming myself, by not accounting for my expenses... I hope I have learned, otherwise I will go through new experiences until I am no longer wrong. When we fail, we are either disappointed or afraid or sorry. With that, we learn. That's how we live. Pain, sadness, bitterness teach us. We become bigger experts. Experts with x no more cunning “ she laughed while whipping her mouth with her pajama sleeve.

	 “What's the difference between those experts? Or are you already hot-headed and don't know what you're talking about? “Marcella laughed too.

	 “Expert with an x is a seasoned, experienced, expert, seasoned individual who learned through experience -. He took a while and went on to explain: “Cunning is the scoundrel, the malicious one. He who wants to take advantage, who is awake, who is tied up... “One moment and he said: “These days, back at the agency, we had a meeting because of that. I intended to use the word expert with an x. But they thought I was wrong. I had to prove that I wasn't. From there... Thinking about the low understanding of the public, we decided to change the word. Certainly, someone would show up complaining and... Why is the Brazilian like that? He doesn't know anything, he doesn't investigate, he doesn't study, he wants things for free, he doesn't value anything that others do, he wants to be right, he doesn't progress, he complains about what he has and doesn't help... Oh, shit!

	 “The Brazilian is stuck to the mania of claiming. That's horrible. You should see yourself complaining. I always run away from people who claim.

	 “Claiming is prayer to the contrary. It's no use praying, asking for good things and living in claim. You'll get back what you think and talk and vibrate about the most. If you claim more than you thank or pray, you will receive more things to claim. It is the law of the Universe! “he said in a trembling voice.

	 “We spoke... We talked and came to no conclusion, “ said Marcella, closing her eyes and laying her head on the couch.

	 “Enough! It was a good reflection to talk about all that. Tomorrow is a new day and...

	 “No. Today is a new day. It's long past midnight. I'm drunk, sleepy and still sad about my car.

	 “Don't complain! The insurance is going to pay for a brand-new car. Let's go to sleep, sister. “She got up and helped her get up. Helping Marcella, even though she was also feeling dizzy, Barbara took her to her room, saying, “The right side of the bed is mine...

	 “Dad always asked why you have a double bed if you're single.

	 “Because I love space, “ she laughed.

	 

	 


CHAPTER 3.- 
FINDING THE DRESS

	 

	When she woke up the next morning, it took Marcella a few seconds to remember what had happened and recognize where she was.

	She looked away and didn't see her sister. She took off the covers and sat down.

	Her head was heavy and her senses were still confused. He lifted his head and went in search of Barbara who was preparing the coffee.

	 “Hello... “ - he murmured at the sight of her.

	 “Good morning! “ answered Barbara in a better mood.

	 “ I feel like a tractor has run over me. “

	 “We drank a lot. That's why. Nothing a good cup of coffee won't solve. There's toast, jam, some cookies... Eating help. “

	They sat on the stools in front of the balcony and Marcella complained over a cup of coffee:

	 “How awful! It's out of sugar! “      

	 “Ah... I forgot. “ She got up and brought the sugar bowl, offering it to her sister.

	Then silence reigned for a few minutes until Marcella said:

	 “What we talked about last night... I don't know if I agree with everything. “

	 “You don't agree with what? “

	 “In truth, it was you who spoke the most and... You're right when you think that fear, hesitation and indecision are feelings that paralyze us, block us...

	You are right when you consider that our failures are lessons to be learned. After we fail and overcome, we also learn and become more resilient. Pain, sadness, bitterness teaches us and we become more expert, with x “ she broke out laughing.

	 “Wow! Do you remember all that? “ Sister laughed together.

	 “I remember more... “

	 “More of what? “ he asked in front of the delay.

	 “About Regis being a slacker and Naum taking advantage of you. “

	 “What's up? “

	 “ Ain't no perfect companion. We have a lot of flaws too. “

	 “But when did we talk about the perfect partner? “ Barbara asked in a more serious manner.

	 “Right. We didn't talk about that. However, the way you formulated your opinion, it seems that we have to find someone perfect to stay by our side. “

	 “ That' s not what I said. Take a good look, Marcella... No union is perfect. Every couple is going to face challenges, difficulties, problems of every kind. Life next to someone is not a morning cereal or margarine commercial where the whole family is happy, smiling, assembled around a nice table in a beautiful garden in a wonderful sunny morning. Life is not a TV commercial. Life isn't a commercial for the mattress where the couple goes to sleep cuddling and smiling. No! There are going to be days when you won't be having coffee together. No chance to talk. You'll be upset about something and you'll reply badly. Then, when the bills do come in...! There will be times when you want the fan on and the air conditioning on and the situation will be worse when you don't have neither. A sign that things are bad. What we need to analyze, sister, is how much we're willing to give up. When this giving up will mean sadness, gloom, or grief for us. You know, if you can stand Regis traveling and traveling... You are capable of carrying the marriage on your shoulders, as you have been doing to prepare everything, OK then! This type of relationship for you is perfection and unity. A marriage is having clothes to wash, dirty laundry, food to prepare, shopping at the market to do... A guy like Regis or Naum, most likely, will not help, except with money and claims, because things are not going to be done their way, “ she said, looking Marcella in the eye. The little I know of your boyfriend; I don't think he's going to lie down next to you giving you love when you're sad because you argued at work. Men don't always have that willingness. Do not think that he will bring your coffee to bed, because, unless there is a strong reason, he will not remember it. The man is usually like that. Pitfalls will arise. Ugly faces will come up. Problems will arise. Setbacks will occur. Troubles and disturbances will always be there. Now the right questions are: in addition to all those normal day-to-day challenges, are you going to put up with someone who will let you carry the weight of that union alone? She was straightforward. Even so, she insisted with further inquiries to make her sister reflect: “You and Regis have already discussed the responsibility of a marriage, or are you inferring that he knows he will have new responsibilities and duties? Are you both going to commit yourselves to the same extent? If he doesn't give himself to help, will you be able to carry everything alone or will you make sure nothing is happening until you get depressed by having to endure so much? I'm tired of people like that.

	Most women don't admit to the overload “.  She drank the coffee that was in the cup in one gulp.

	 “You're confusing me, Barbara! You don't seem to want me to get married!

	 “Excuse me... I don't even know why I'm talking about all this... I think it's for me to think about it myself and not you...

	 “If people wanted a person to be by their side, we'd be alone. That person doesn't exist.

	 “We don't need someone perfect by our side, Marcella. We need someone who respects us, who loves us enough not to overload us. But we'll only find someone like that when we respect ourselves and do not get overburdened. If I'm upset or living in conflict with helping Naum financially, the fault is mine. Completely mine! I shouldn't have started providing for him just to see him move, looking for a job. Just like you. If you are overloaded with the preparations for the marriage, from setting up the apartment to the party and the groomsmen's clothes, the fault is all yours, that you took on one task at a time, and so overloaded yourself. You didn't call Regis and say, “Love! “ She mimicked. “Please take care of that because I can't do everything by myself. She took a short break and said, “So, sister, if you got so overloaded that you had to run off to the Botanical Gardens, to disconnect and spend an afternoon alone, which cost you your car, it's your fault. Divide the responsibility for everything with your fiancé. Talk to your future sister-in-law that you don't want her children as flower girl and ring bearer at your wedding because it's stressing you out. Get to the bridesmaids and determine how the dresses will be so, either get angry or send them all to deal with the master of ceremonies!

	 “Wow! You're being really bitter! “

	 “I may be bitter, but I'm not a liar. However, Marcella, the people who are left feeling sorry for you are the ones who are most false and who encourage everything to go wrong. They probably laugh behind your back when they see you complaining about this or that. “

	 “It's not like that! “

	 “You want an example? Let's see... Yes, by chance, the couple of little flower girl and ring bearer under the age of four come in on the nice red carpet and roll around on the floor, cry, and run away... their mom is going to say: Oh! How cute! They're still little and don't know what they're doing... “she imitated in a very quaint way. “She's not going to care about them messing it

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
