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 Whatever is the depth of your being, so will be your desire. 

 Whatever your desire is, so will your will be. 

 Whatever your will is, so shall your deeds be. 

 Whatever your deeds are, so will your destiny be. 

  

Brihadaranyaka Upanishad IV, 4.5
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CHAPTER I 

 


 

Redesigned geopolitics 



The  arms  industry  was  one  of  the  most  profitable businesses  of  the  20th  century.  The  group  of  companies responsible  for  this  sector  handles,  through  development, manufacturing, and sales, a volume of money equivalent to 1.2 

trillion dollars annually. 

Through  substantial,  non-republican  donations,  this group  holds  in  its  hands  the  presidents  of  several  first-world countries, as well as senators and authorities who reciprocate by approving  billion-dollar  laws  and  budgets  to  keep  these companies the most profitable on the planet. 

Samuel Blackwell is the CEO of one of these companies, which supplies many armies around the world with its high-tech products called  "smart weapons." He is  also  the  president  of a select  and  discreet  association  that  brings  together  the  largest arms manufacturers in the United States and Europe. 

Black is worried. 

With  the  phenomenon  of  globalization,  a  huge  flow  of money,  previously  restricted  to  the  governments  of  rich  and developing countries, is being channeled to large multinational corporations that make billions of dollars selling their products worldwide. 
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Companies like Microsoft or Bayer have revenues greater than the Gross Domestic Product of most countries. 

Money  is  changing  hands  rapidly  to  sectors  of  the economy that they cannot manipulate, as their managers do not need nor depend on donations to keep their positions but rather on competence, dynamism, and primarily results. 

He sees a bleak future. 

In  recent  years,  several  businessmen  considered  the richest on the planet have donated their fortunes to foundations that  perform  welfare  works.  Men  like  Bill  Gates  and  Warren Buffet set an example that is beginning to be followed by other businessmen of the same caliber. 

Non-governmental  organizations,  which  have  as  a pseudo-objective  social  actions  and  environmental  protection, are being financed by multinationals that have always aimed at exorbitant profits. 

The game is starting to be played with different weapons. 

They are growing and multiplying in a frightening way. 

Governments  of  third-world  countries,  which  have always  fed  this  arms  industry,  are  increasingly  directing  their actions  and,  consequently,  their  budgets  towards  these achievements,  significantly  reducing  their  planning  in  military expenditures. 

This group of businessmen, who have always had control of  this  enormous  financial  flow,  is  seeing  this  money  being redirected  without  being  able  to  do  anything.  They  cannot 8 
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understand what is happening. 

Used to deciding their actions for long-term results, their strategists are disoriented. 

Despite  governments  investing  everything  they  can  in improving the living conditions of their people, corruption and poor  management,  which  have  always  been  a  constant characteristic  in  these  countries,  are  making  large  private companies  end  up  assuming  this  social  responsibility  in  an unprecedented way. 

Financing  hospitals,  universities,  social  programs,  they are beginning to take the lead in actions that have always been functions of the state, thus taking away its power. 

The internal debt of rich and developing countries is so high that, in the short term, their budgets will barely sustain their administrative machinery, leaving no resources for spending or investments  in  health,  education,  and  especially  in  new weapons.  The  annual  budget  for  expenses  and  investments  of the  Ministry  of  Defense  is  undergoing  substantial  cuts  in  all countries. 

Recently, two of the most renowned scientists in Black's industries,  who  were  hired  at  great  expense  to  develop  new products  using  quantum  physics  concepts  and  the  latest  high-tech  discoveries,  simply abandoned  their  positions,  paralyzing very expensive projects without apparent reason. 

Suspecting  it  to  be  an  attack  by  competitors,  especially from  non-aligned  countries  that  dream  of  holding  this 9 
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knowledge  to  achieve  supremacy  in  their  perpetually  conflict-ridden  regions,  Black  tasked  a  trusted  advisor  to  find  out  the reasons for these sudden resignations. 

After months of fruitless investigations, the only common link  he  found  was  that  the  two  scientists  who  resigned  had attended  a  meeting  in  San  Francisco  where  physicists, mathematicians,  philosophers,  and  religious  figures,  including the Dalai Lama, gathered to discuss the new directions of science. 

The most advanced study on quantum physics is making scientists  reconsider  their  concepts,  as  laboratory  experiments are  proving  the  existence  of  parallel  interdimensional  realities that have been explained by spirituality for millennia and always denied by science. 

We  have  reached  a  point  in  our  evolutionary  journey where these two subjects will have to walk side by side. 

Black  and  his  associates,  in  a  meeting  to  discuss  this situation, after many disagreements and theories, reached only one conclusion:  

The world geopolitical map is being redesigned, and the arms industry is not taking part in this new division. 

The  world  is  changing  rapidly,  and  if  they  do  not  take action, they risk becoming a turned page in history. 

Businessmen used to vacationing in Paris, New York, or Las  Vegas  are  going  to  Machu  Picchu,  Yucatan,  Stonehenge, India,  Thailand.  They  are  trading  entertainment  for  visits  to sacred places in search of a more spiritual meaning in their lives. 
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Black  proposes  that  the  only  way  they  can  reach  any conclusion is to analyze what goes through the minds of these businessmen who make billions of dollars and suddenly donate their fortune to welfare works and live almost monastic lives. 

It was decided that each participant should find within their  circle  of  friends  a  businessman  who  fits  these characteristics,  strengthen  this  friendship  to  extract  some information that can serve as a subsidy to develop a strategy and act. 

11 
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CHAPTER II 

Joe Campbell 






Thinking about who could serve for this task, Black reads a  news  article  in  a  business  newspaper  that  Joe  Campbell,  an entrepreneur  from  one  of  the  most  aggressive  and  successful multinational  artificial  intelligence  companies  located  in  Santa Clara, Silicon Valley, was resigning from the company without any apparent reason, causing great surprise in the world of big business. 

They  had  been  university  colleagues  at  Berkeley  in  the late 60s, and he still remembered the eccentricities of his friend who attended Buddhist meditation meetings, shamanic centers, and talked about Castaneda and peyote. He never imagined his friend would become such a successful executive. 

Blackwell  asks  his  secretary  to  find  the  address  and phone number of his old friend. In less than ten minutes, he had all the necessary information. 

Silicon  Valley  got  its  name  from  concentrating  most information  technology  companies,  which  started  a  true technological revolution on the planet in the late 70s. 

Nowadays,  any  activity,  from  large  metropolises  to  the most remote places, depends in some way on the software and 12 
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hardware products developed there. 

Silicon is the main component of these products. 

Many of these companies, started in garage backyards by young students, became multinationals with such a large volume of business that the stock market ended up establishing a stock exchange for high-tech companies called NASDAQ, exclusively to trade their shares, which move billions of dollars annually. 

Joe had just woken up. It had been a week since his daily routine had drastically changed. 

Tennis shoes, jeans, a white T-shirt, and a week's grown beard.  Looking  at  himself  in  the  mirror,  he  notices  his  face already beginning to tan. 

The  day  after  his  decision,  he  started  reading  his newspaper by the pool he rarely used. 

His  black  hair  didn't  seem  to  mind  a  few  gray  strands sprouting at the temples. 

Friends  who  teased  him  about  the  appearance  of  these white hairs were told that it was an additional charm of middle age. The women fully agreed. 

Used to waking up early, he was feeling strange. At that time of day, if he were working, he would already be in his third or fourth business meeting. 

The  decision  to  step  down  from  the  presidency  of  his company,  leaving  its  management  to  highly  qualified  hired professionals,  was  not  a  sudden  act.  He  had  made  it  a  few months  earlier  and  discreetly  prepared  it  without  anyone 13 
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knowing. 

The  day  he  announced  his  departure  took  everyone  by surprise. Chris, his trusted secretary for over twenty years, had to  be  attended  by  on-site  paramedics  due  to  an  emotional breakdown.  She  had  started  working  with  Joe  from  the beginning when the company had only three employees. 

Joe, still at home at that time, was beginning to miss the frenetic  activity  of  the  day-to-day  life  of  a  cutting-edge technology  company, which had  always been the  main  reason for his life. A large part of the peripheral products that use fiber optics and wireless equipment that equip these modern drones, which are used for countless porposes flooding the information technology market today, were developed by him and his team. 

Despite this, he is sure he made the right decision. With time  on  his  hands,  he  spends  much  of  the  morning  leisurely preparing his breakfast. 

With a cup of coffee in hand, Joe opens the newspaper in the classifieds section. His only concern at that moment is jotting down addresses of some parts stores and specialized motorcycle workshops to visit in the afternoon. 

His  thoughts  are  far  away,  recalling  the  times  he  spent hours  in  his  parents'  garage  dismantling  and  modifying  his motorcycle or his mother's car. 

The  shrill  ring  of  the  phone  brings  him  back  to  the kitchen. 

"Hello?..." 
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"Joe?.. Joe Campbell? " 

"Yes... " 

"It's Black! How are you? " 

"All good, and you... " 

He thought quickly... which Black? He couldn't associate that name with any colleague from the company he had just left... 

nor his current friends, who were few, by the way. Could it be some  lawyer  from  his  ex-wife?  The  voice  was  familiar...  very familiar... It's embarrassing to talk to someone who knows you and not remember who it is. Black... He only knew one Black. But he didn't believe it could be him... 

Everyone  knew  who  Black  was.  He had  gotten  used  to reading news in the papers about his former college colleague in the world of big business. 

Always  involved  in  allegations  of  supplying  arms  to third-world countries, not always in a very correct way, contracts with the Ministry of Defense being investigated by the Senate, he never imagined that this Black would call him at that moment. 

He took a chance and said... 

"Is it the Black I'm thinking of?" He wanted to hear a little more of the voice on the other end of the line to be sure. 

"Yes! Let's meet in front of building B?" Both laughed for a moment. 

Meeting in front of building B... it was the password. In their student days, in the late afternoon, they arranged to meet in front of building B, which was the women's dormitory. 

15 
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It  could  only  be  him.  Sam  Black.  The  powerful  and controversial  Samuel  Blackwell.  His  old  party  companion  on campus,  study  sessions  with  girls  that  always  ended memorably... 

"Black! I can't believe it! What a pleasure to talk to you after so long! I always read about you in the papers. You are a famous person! Famous and important..." 

Joe spoke ironically. They had been very close friends. 

"Yes,  but  not  everything  is  true.  The  press  always exaggerates," says Black, somewhat embarrassed and pretending to find it funny. 

"Sure! Of course," Joe said, not very convincingly. 

And Black continued: 

"I haven't known where you've been for a long time. The other day, reading an article in the Wall Street Journal, I learned about  your  departure  from  the world  of big  business and saw that you live in Santa Clara. By coincidence, I had a meeting here in your city and asked my secretary to find your phone number. 

I was hoping to find you at home. I thought it would be a good idea  to  take  advantage  of  my  stay  here  to  meet  and  reminisce about old times..." 

"Sure! As you must know, I've had plenty of free time for the past week..." Joe said jokingly. 

At that moment, Black became worried. He was calling from Los Angeles, and Santa Clara was several miles away. If Joe decided to meet now, he would discover his little lie. He didn't 16 
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want Joe to realize he was going there just to see him. 

Quickly interrupting his friend, he said: 

"Look! I'll have a busy day with several meetings. My last appointment is scheduled for 5 PM. I think by 8 PM I'll be free to meet. What do you think?" 

"Fine by me! I know a restaurant where you'll have the best Mexican food of your life." 

"Ok! Agreed. Give me the address, and we'll meet there at 8 PM." 

"It's easy. Take "El Camino Real" near the Civic Center. 

You'll see it soon. It's the most illuminated, colorful restaurant and the only one with a Mexican name." 

"Great! See you there." 

Black  hung  up  the  phone  and  immediately  called  his secretary on the intercom: 

"Ms. Ann! Call the airport immediately! I want the plane ready to fly in the late afternoon. I need to go to Santa Clara for an important meeting." 

A certain excitement took hold of Black. He couldn't wait to start understanding what was happening in the world that he couldn't perceive. His old friend would surely provide the first pieces of this unusual and worrying puzzle. 

Joe spent most of the day in his garage sorting through that pile of old, useless things that we insist on keeping, certain that "one day we'll need them..." 

He  needed  space  to  start  working  on  his  old  friend,  a 17 
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Superglide Shovelhead Harley Davidson, coveted at the time by ten out of ten students in his class. 

The  restaurant,  in  an  early-century  Spanish  mansion,  is one of the most popular in the region. Famous for its food, it is always  busy  and  lively,  frequented  mainly  by  university students. 

During dinner, with many memories of college days, Joe began explaining to Black the reason for his decision. 

He had stepped away from business because he was at a point in his life where he started questioning the purpose of it all. He already had much more than he had ever dreamed of in school days and felt compelled to earn even more. 

That  unbridled  ambition  to  get  rich  was  no  longer  the main  factor  driving  him  to  act  ruthlessly  in  business.  At  one point,  he  realized  he  was  destroying  competitors  just  for  the pleasure of winning. 

Always  absent  due  to  work,  his  marriage  had  sunk. 

Friends and  leisure  were  words he  had  long forgotten.  One  of the things he loved most was traveling on his motorcycle along the California roads. 

The feeling of freedom, sun, and wind on his face was a throwback to another time. 

Dull, his once shiny Harley Davidson lay all dusty in a corner of his garage. 

He  wants  to  take  a  break  in  his  life  and  reclaim  some values he lost. He feels a bit lost and doesn't know where to start. 
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Blackwell, listening intently, began to be interested and saw  in  his  friend  the  opportunity  to  get  the  information  he needed so badly. 

He thought of hiring him for his secret project but quickly changed his mind. His business acumen could identify the type of person in front of him. This would undoubtedly not be a good strategy, as money was the least of his concerns in this case. He gave up on this idea and preferred to continue listening. Maybe another opportunity would arise... 

Instinctively, as  Joe spoke  about what he  was  thinking, questioning his priorities, and wanting to give new meaning to his life, Black began to wonder: Is this the kind of thought that led people to act this way, changing their habits, preferences, and view  of  money?  Is  this  how  they  begin  to  change  their consciousness to the point of committing these true "insanities" 

of donating their fortunes to social projects and works? 

The  term  "sustainable  development"  means  achieving economic  growth  and  profit  while  ensuring  environmental preservation and social development for the present and future generations. And this is the main condition for these projects. 

He  thought  he  was  on  the  right  track.  But  how  to approach him to learn more about it? 

At that moment, Joe said: 

"I have an idea in mind. I'll resurrect that motorcycle of mine that you always liked and that's been lying in my garage for years." 

19 
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"I  can't  believe  it!  You  still  have  that  bike?"  Black  said, pretending to be amazed. 

"Of course!" Joe said with sincere enthusiasm. 

"And you know something curious?" 

"When  my  wife  and  I  decided  to  get  a  divorce  with  so many things we had—a huge house, a beach house, a mountain house... cars... none of that mattered to me. The only thing that came to my mind was not letting go of my motorcycle. And the funniest part is that she always fought for me to throw away that thing that, according to her, looked like a pile of scrap metal. 

"I want to start my new life by restoring my bike, making it  like  new,  and  going  on  a  trip.  I  want  to  return  to  those meditations  you  always  mocked,  remember?  Reassess  my priorities. 

"It  is  as  if  I  need  to  reposition  myself  differently  in relation to the world and everything around me. 

"I don't know if I'll achieve this anytime soon... but I want to start with this trip to think about it." 

Black, hearing his friend, had an idea like a flash. He took a sip of wine, leaned forward with his elbows on the table, and began to speak: 

"Joe... what you're saying is very important. Despite my work being somewhat debatable in some concepts, I also think about it. In fact, I'm having an idea that I think we should discuss. 

"My  wife  works  at  a  publishing  house  that has already published  several  books  of  personal  experiences  of  this 20 
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transformation  that  I  don't  understand  much  but  know  is happening.  I  know  you.  I  know  how  you  thought...  and  that's what  always  attracted  me  to  our  friendship.  I  always  had different points of view from yours, but I liked your arguments in  defending  what  you  believed.  I  always  ended  up  without being able to counter because what you said always made sense. 

Remember  that  song  you  used  to  sing?  ‘The  times  they  are  a-changin’? Well, my friend, I'm starting to agree with you on that too." 

Black  adjusted  himself  better  in  his  chair.  His  gaze changed, like an eagle's when it sees its prey. He tried to disguise it and said, trying to sound casual: 

"Have  you  ever  thought  that  what  you're  going  after could be documented in a book that would serve as a reference for other people at the same crossroads in life? 

"You are at the exact moment with the right conditions. 

No job, no family, nothing tying you to any commitment. Do you know how many people would love to be in your place? 

"You have to take advantage of this! 

"I  know  what  I'll  do!  From  now  on,  I'm  buying  the publication rights of a book you don't even know you're going to write,  but  I'll  convince  you  to  write  about  everything  you're going through and thinking. My wife will love to hear the news. 

I'll call her!" 

Black, with this seemingly impulsive act, tried to seal a sort  of  commitment  with  his  old friend. He  pulled  out his cell 21 
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phone and started dialing. 

"Wait!" Joe said, laughing. "I haven't even thought about it!  I'm  not  a  writer,  and  I  don't  want  to  sell  or  buy  anything. 

Remember, I'm closed for inventory." Joe smiled. 

"But I'll tell you one thing. If I find satisfying answers to everything  that's  oppressing  me  at  this  moment,  which  truly changes my life, I'll write everything, but I won't sell it. This book would be so expensive it couldn't be bought. I'd gladly give it to your wife for publication." 

Joe  said  this,  raising  his  wine  glass and  toasting  to  this discovery for himself. 

Black  reciprocated,  smiling,  realizing  he  was  making  a good deal. 

At the end of dinner, the two friends parted ways, and Black  made  Joe  promise  to  contact  him  as  soon  as  he  had something to share. 
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CHAPTER III 

Starting the journey 


An unexpected meeting 





The  next  morning,  with  the  new  space  available  in  his garage,  Joe  went  shopping.  By  the  end  of  the  second  day,  the orders started arriving. A complete set of tools and various parts for his motorcycle. 

Having  nothing  else  to  think  about  or  occupy  himself with, within two weeks, it was ready for a new life, just like its owner. 

With  a  pair  of  saddlebags  installed  on  the  sides  and  a perfectly  accommodated  backpack  on  top  of  the  fender,  Joe managed  to  pack  everything  he  would  need  for  the  next  few weeks with his new lifestyle. 

The  day  had  not  dawned  yet  when  he  put  on  his  old leather  jacket  and  sped  off  on  his  bike  through  the  still  quiet streets of his neighborhood. The cold morning air refreshed him with a pleasant sensation. 

Leaving  Silicon  Valley,  he  headed  towards  the  coast  to take the US 1 highway to Los Angeles. 

Despite  other  expressways,  this  road  bordering  the Pacific Ocean offers an unparalleled view. With sections at sea 23 
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level and others atop mountains, this route is a must for those in no rush and who appreciate beautiful and exuberant nature. 

Several times, Joe stopped by the roadside with the vast Pacific Ocean in front of him, admiring the scenery and reflecting on his life. 

He  tried  in  vain  to  remember  any  conversation  he  had with his friends that wasn't about business and money. 

One question kept running through his mind. What had he been thinking the other times he passed by that he had not noticed the beauty and poetry of such a view? 

With  the  sun  showing  its  strength,  the  cold  breeze coming  from  the  ocean  created  the  perfect  environment  that made  any  motorcyclist  feel  like  they  were  in  the  paradise  of roads. 

The day passed quickly. 

With the sun setting on the horizon, Joe decided to stop in the next town. 

Carmel is one of the most charming cities in California. 

A refuge for millionaires from all over the west coast, its hotels offer the best in comfort and luxury. 

Joe chose a small inn to spend the night. He did not want to run into any of his old acquaintances with their usual boring conversations. 

The inn's room was simple but very tasteful. A keen eye would  notice  that  all  the  pieces  decorating  the  room  were authentic "vintage". 
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At the head of the bed, a poster of the universe with the constellation of Pleiades in prominence and the following words: 

 "Those  who,  when  looking  at  the  sky,  do  not  believe  in  the existence of other beings, equal or similar to themselves, either consider themselves God or are denying their own existence. 

 The truth is out there". 

Reading this phrase, he laughed and thought to himself: 

"Not  so  fast,  Joe!  I'm  trying  to  understand  who  I  am, where I am going, and what I am doing here in this world. Don't even think about it. Leave other worlds for later..." 

No  matter  how  much  he  wanted  to,  that  phrase  kept hammering in his head until he managed to fall asleep. 

Joe  woke  up  early  because  he  wanted  to  reach  Santa Monica in Los Angeles by the end of the day, which is the zero mark of the famous Route 66, his old acquaintance. 

Symbolically, it was as if he was also restarting his life in the  same way.  From  zero.  Without  planning  a  route,  places  to stop, etc. just hitting the road without knowing what to expect, in an authentic "easy rider" style. 

By late afternoon, already checked into a hotel in Santa Monica, Joe walked towards the pier. He was a little tired and decided to have a small snack before going to sleep. 

In his youth, there was a diner nearby where Joe worked as a waiter for two consecutive summer vacations. 

He  used  to  joke  that  he  worked  there  just  to  eat  the wonderful and juicy hamburgers grilled by the owner for free. 

25 
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Walking down the street, absorbed in his memories, he could hardly believe when he found the same place as before, all renovated and expanded, the snack bar of his friend, Lopez. 

He walked in and went straight to the counter. The smell of the hamburgers was the same. A young man of about 20 years old was tending the grill, and several other employees, all young, were working frantically to serve the customers. 

Regretting not finding his old friend but happy to be in that place, he took a seat at a table outside and ordered his usual option from a waiter. The menu remained the same The  sandwich  arrived  in  a  few  minutes.  The  smell,  the taste, the buzz brought pleasant memories. 

Where was Lopez? Was he still the owner of the place? 

Suddenly, a female voice behind him brought him back to reality. 

"I don't believe it! Joe Campbell eating his hamburger!" 

He  turned  around,  surprised.  A  young  woman  with  a captivating smile stopped by the table, served him with a jug of juice, and said: 

"This is on the house!" 

"Excuse me, miss... Do you know me?" 

"Of  course!  You  haven't  changed  at  all...  I  think  I've changed  a  bit..."  she  said,  placing  the  tray  on  his  table  and spinning her gracefully curved body in front of him. 

Joe,  awkward  in  front  of  that  beautiful  woman,  spoke stammeringly. 
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"You... you... I can't believe it! Marita?" 



"Took you long enough to recognize me..." she pretended to be disappointed, pressing her intensely red lips. 

In the next moment, she threw herself at Joe, wrapping her arms around his neck, smiling and kissing him affectionately. 

"My  God!  You  used  to  play  on  my  lap,"  said  Joe, somewhat stunned. "I loved playing with you..." 

"And I loved you! You have no idea! I spent several years of  my  childhood  waiting  for  summer  vacations,  hoping  you would  come  back  to  work  here.  When  the  season  started,  and you didn't show up, I cried for several days... Did you know you were my first love?" Marita said sincerely and playfully. 

"Of course not! If I had known, I would have come just to see  you,"  Joe  said,  trying  to  be  pleasant  and  somewhat embarrassed by all that sincerity. 

"I was about five years old. I waited for you every year until my teenage years," she amused herself with Joe's reaction. 

"You know what?" said Joe, happy with that encounter. 

"I always tried to arrive before my work shift to be able to sit at the pier and talk to that lively little girl full of questions about everything. 

"I  was  amazed  at  your  curiosity,  your  way  of  seeing things...  there  were  times  I  went  home  at  night,  impressed.  I found your conclusions funny. Your logic would baffle me." 

"I also remember our conversations well. I think I started 27 
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to like you because of that. I couldn't stand asking things to other adults and getting childish answers. You were different. Besides your patience, you told me things I remember to this day." 

"Good to hear that! Despite our short time together, I'm glad to still be remembered that way." 

"Short time? How long does it take for someone to leave a mark on another? Time has nothing to do with it. 

"Joe... there are people you live with for years. One day they go, and soon you don't even remember their name. 

"On the other hand, people who know how to treat others with respect and attention, regardless of age or social condition, who  say  things  that  make  you  think.  People  who,  in  a  few minutes of conversation, can pass on something good that adds to you, those you never forget. And you are one of them." 

"I'm  glad  to  see  that  you  have  become  a  beautiful woman... on the inside too!" Joe said with a sincerity that even surprised himself. 

"I  thought  you  hadn't noticed  yet!"  said  Marita,  teasing him  with  her  hands  on  her  hips,  accentuating  her  curvy  and harmonious body. 

"How  about  your  father?  Where  is  he?"  said  Joe, somewhat blushing, quickly trying to change the subject. 

Joe gently pulled a chair for Marita. 

"Today  is  Saturday,  his  fishing  day.  After  my  brother learned to work the grill, weekends for him are sacred. He fishes with his friends." 
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"When  I  graduated  from  university,"  said  Joe,  "several times  I  thought  of  coming  here  to  propose  to  your  father  to partner up and spread his business across the country." 

"Good thing you didn't!" said Marita, smiling. 

"Why not? Was I not trustworthy?" Joe asked, jokingly. 

"It's  not  that!  You  have  no  idea  how  many  people, companies, investment groups, over the years, wanted to partner and expand our business. Dad never wanted to." 

"Can I know why?" 

"For several reasons. 

"You know Dad. For him, the satisfaction of a customer eating  his  sandwich  is  priceless.  And  he  can  only  be  sure  the sandwich will be perfect if he makes it. With a chain, he couldn't be everywhere at once. He wouldn't be sure all customers would be as satisfied as they are here. 

"He built this business to make enough money to meet all the family's needs. And he always succeeded. We have a good home, studied at good universities, and never lacked anything. 

We  always  had  enough  and  can  say  we  are  a  happy  family. 

Would  multiplying  our  business  ten,  a  hundred,  or  even  a thousand times still make us happy? Think about that." 
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