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Presentation


			Paths of Life is a fiction novel with philosophical and existentialist features and self help nuances. It is the story of Lenira, a girl from a poor background who has a frustrating marriage at late teenage and gives birth to her only child at the age of seventeen.


			Her determination, courage and faith made her believe that she would be able to make all her dreams come true however difficult it might be. She overcame all the barriers imposed by human incomprehension and she traced her path within her ethical values.


			She believed in God. She loved her fellow humanand she also loved those who hindered her way. She experienced great emotions and deep sorrow. She was loved by some and hated by others. However, she was never unnoticed wherever she lived and by whomever she got along with. There was sparkling hope in her life, which was seen and felt by everybody.


			She got along with people of different backgrounds and walks of life. She got on with people of very high intellectual, financial and political levels. She never gave up her principles. Being independent was her leading aim in life because through independence she would be able to follow her path and make her choices.


			All the other characters in the book had relevant importance in Lenira’s life. They were the pillars of her dreams. As every human being is unique, their uniqueness contributed for her to gain experience by going through a wide range of situations.


			She was never the master of the world, not even at great moments of glory because she was aware that everything in life is ephemeral. Modesty prevailed in her life. 


			Her love and lack of love were experienced passionately and emotionally. She relied on intuition to find sensible solutions to real life. Her mind power prevailed over her emotions.


			Her strength and her courage to overcome obstacles on her way contributed to her winning several battles. She was an example of struggle and perseverance. She fulfilled her mission in life.


			In the end Lenira made not only her dreams come true but also the ones she had not even been entitled to dream about.


			The helpful lessons in this book will show you that although Lenira had been born poor in a small town in the south of Bahia, fatherless, in a large family with twelve siblings, she moved on and met her targets. She was respected and happy. 


			I hope that from now on your life will be lighter and more reassuring. Believe it!


			 


			





Preface


			Dear readers, welcome to this novel. From now on you will get to know the life course of a modest girl, born in a poor family in the interior of Bahia. Her story is thoroughly told in the following pages. When I was invited to write the preface to this book, I was doubly delighted. Firstly I was pleased because I have always been an avid reader since I was a child and I used to read everything at my reach. Secondly, I was honored because, as I am the writer’s friend, I have always admired her for the person she is and from now on for being a writer.


			Brazil, depicted in this novel, is a thriving country which starts to move on attempting to leave the social, cultural and economic inertia behind comprising a period from the late 1950s to the 1990s. Set at that time and environment, a girl from a poor background and with few resources comes to São Paulo hoping to make her dreams come true. Does her story remind us of the life course of thousands of migrants who came from the north and the northeast of Brazil to attempt a better life in São Paulo? Yes, it does. The narrative told in first person is much more than just a reminder. It holds the reader’s attention by means of his increasing and emotional involvement in the main character’s struggles, loss of direction, desires and yearnings and even in her few failures. More powerful than the subtle plot, the author’s perception upon the character’s demeanor facing challenges and obstacles stands out. Mother at the age of seventeen, left pregnant by her husband, fatherless when she was only a baby, brought up by her mother along with twelve siblings, she imposed upon herself from a very early age the determination to deceive the gloomy and unhopeful destine that unfolded in front of her.


			As the plot develops, we are by her side supporting her and cheering for her in her struggle against prejudice, evident harassment, macho attitudes, arrogance and wealthy and powerful people’s selfishness. We are surprised by her strong determination not to give up her personal values such as work, dignity, professional progress and ethics. In addition to her virtues, we also get to know her faults, her weaknesses, and her most remarkable features such as her love affairs and her passions. From her first jobs in banking, going through continuous learning with strength and determination, to her university graduation and her career consolidation as an accomplished executive secretary, as the story is being told, we are tightly bonded in emotion and involvement with the main character. Her lessons of life as a mother, a daughter, a sibling throughout the narrative provide us with remarkable examples of our parenthood role and our commitment with our children and family. As a person, her way of facing life, the courageous and risky choices she made supported by her inner strength, her perseverance and her faith in God are beautiful lessons which we can mirror. Paths of life is a fascinating book that makes us think in silence and leads us to reflection in the attempt to find answers to the wonderful experience of living, being alive, being together, all involved in the immense energy that comes from Earth and from all the living beings.


			Good reading!


			Professor Ph.D. Marcelo Maia Cirino


			Assistant Professor – Chemistry Department


			State University of Londrina (UEL)


			March 18, 2018
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PATHS OF LIFE


			 


			 


			Chapter 1


			DEATH


			She died. The outstanding tunings of Ravel Bolero echoed all over the house. The continuing chords sounded like the ongoing vigorous life pace from life-ending climax to death. There was no funeral. The cold corpse in the coffin was inattentive to the relatives or friends who turned up. That corpse would be cremated. Finally, it was time she went along the path she had trodden on throughout all her life. She would not come back. It would be her last journey.


			After the cremation her ashes were handed over to the one who was entitled to. On the way back towards the sea, her ashes were spread over the water. Nature welcomed them peacefully. The sea water moved smoothly, pushing the waves towards the shore and pouring them onto the sand. It looked as if nothing had happened. Nature follows its course without caring about what happens to us. Those ashes might have blended with water and sand in a perfect symbiosis. They would certainly have merged with many other ashes which had had the same destination all over the world. As the saying goes, “In nature nothing is lost, everything is transformed.”


			But how can we understand such a phenomenon which all living beings on earth go through? I believe we will never be able to understand such a change. To most of us, death is something absurd. Depending on our beliefs, it shows subtle nuances. However, dying is fatal.


			The pain and grief stemming from beholding death is transcendental, unique and disruptive. We live towards death day by day.  All our plans and dreams end up in death. Our life, be it happy or unhappy, ends up in death. It does not matter whether you are rich, famous, good-looking, powerful, how kind or unkind you are, how you live, everything ends up in death.


			I wonder why we struggle so much to live if everything ends up in death. As humans, we are not naturally concerned about it. We usually live as if we were eternal. There are a lot of immortal humans: those ones whose birthday or death anniversary are remembered and celebrated; those ones who promoted life; those ones who contributed to mankind’s happiness; those ones who dedicated their lives to our welfare; those ones who devoted themselves to benefit others.


			So far we have been reflecting on physical death. In my opinion, our soul outlives our body. It does not die. When our spirit leaves our body, it goes somewhere – to an unknown place. Every belief has their conjectures. However, it is all mysterious, uncertain and doubtful. But the process, as it works, is absolutely perfect because life gains incomparable mystery. As we do not truly know our destination, we are led to the unknown, enabling us to come up with accurate and inaccurate ideas.


			There are also the dead-living beings: the ones who do not care about life; the ones who have lost all interest in life; the ones who do not dream; the ones who live in an automated way. They are the ones who get up early in the morning and do whatever they have to do, but they find no pleasure in life.  Every second in life should be eternal and lived joyfully. This is how life is worth living. 


			A lot of people go through hard times over an unhappy existence. Their lives seem to have turned into long-lasting hell. They might be people who commit crimes, use drugs and live hopelessly. They are unlikely to get over it by themselves. Nobody is forgiven. Their faulty life is not forgotten. It is difficult to reach out to those who are suffering. It is worth highlighting the old sayings: “One scabbed sheep mars the whole flock.” and “Birds of a feather flock together.”


			Parents’ guidance is essential from a very early age. Wise Salomon wrote: “Train up a child in the way he should go; even when he is old enough, he will not depart from it.” I wonder, “How will children choose friends and make decisions when they become adults?” It seems to be almost impossible to have a straight answer. Although some children have the same parents and live in the same environment, part of them is happy and has a regular life whereas the other part is really unhappy and goes through hardships. It is difficult to have an answer. Some religions might have a reply to such an issue. Throughout my life I have found this issue difficult to understand and I have just tried to observe what happens around me.


			 


			Chapter 2


			ORIGIN AND A NEW BELIEF


			On a late spring afternoon I was born in a modest house in a small village of about twenty thousand inhabitants at that time. My mother had a relatively easy and quick delivery. She did not suffer. I had ten brothers and sisters who welcomed me. We were a simple family. As our house was very small, we all lived together, one next to the other, as there was not much room for such a big family. My mother was the breadwinner, the one who worked hard to support us and to pay all the bills. Although our life was not easy, we were very united and lived happily.


			My mother was called Constância da Silveira and she was a descendant of back, indigenous and Portuguese people. It is the typical racial mixture in Brazil. According to what I was told, my father was born in Germany and he came to Brazil with his family when he was still very young.  My grandfather was an intelligent man who realized that something awful was about to happen in his country. They settled down in the south of Bahia. My grandfather was a skillful carpenter and he was able to make furniture of high quality using jacaranda, a kind of wood originally from that region in Bahia. He used to say, “Life is a journey with three stations: action, experience and recollection.”  Those three magical words motivated his daily work. By working really hard, he was able to make money and eventually become a very successful tradesman. My father worked with him in trading.


			My father was a widower when he met my mother. She was a tall dark brown-haired woman who was absolutely stunning, smart and sensible. They fell in love at first sight. And I stemmed from such a meeting of bodies and souls. He died in a car accident when I was just some weeks’ old. I did not come into his inheritance and I was not even acknowledged as his daughter. There were not the current scientific advanced resources that are available today. My mother suffered a lot because of his death but she used to remember, “We should strengthen our soul so that our body can recover.” She continued her simple life expecting that one day she would find happiness again.


			When I was three years old, I used to go to the river with my mother and stay with her while she did the laundry. I pretended to help her by trying to wash some small items of clothes. As it was very hot and sunny, my skin was suntanned and my hair had an unusual color. Although I had ten brothers and sisters, they never helped our mother with such a chore.  At a very early age I found out that I was my mother’s favorite child perhaps because I was always willing to help her out at good or hard times.


			I had a better upbringing than my siblings. I had a fixed schedule to do things and I was very organized and disciplined to do my household chores as well as my school work. My mother used to give me a lot of good advice about how I should lead my life. She also warned me about the hard times life might bring about. However, she used to remind me that we should always be brave and determined because the world belonged to the ones who struggled and trusted success. And life went by without surprises.


			One evening we were able to hear some unusual singing. We went out to see what was going on and we found out that those tunes were coming from a religious ceremony at a Protestant church nearby. From that night on our life changed and it changed forever.


			My mother made an important decision. She told us that from then on we were going to attend a church. So we did without understanding very well what was happening. Sometimes in life we do not need to understand precisely what is going on. Time will be in charge of showing us the way we will eventually follow.


			Everything in that church was new for us. We started to have friends and to attend all the events that were held there.


			I liked to watch people’s posture and behavior in the church. I was curious. There were rich and poor people. I admired some people’s expensive clothes and others’ modest demeanor. I was delighted with the hymns sung during the religious ceremonies and I started to read the Bible. At every sermon by the minister I was fascinated by his sharp wise words. It was a new mysterious world. Every Saturday I ironed my simple dress and I went out all stiff and dressed up, being careful not to crease it. It was a pleasure to go to church and attend all the activities which were held there.


			After a while I was the leader of the youth society. Later I was also the leader of the senior groups. I was accepted by my peers and I was soon in charge of some chores at the church. I felt really happy and helpful. It was a sheer feeling of well-being. During the week I always learned a poem by heart and I recited it during the religious service. After I had memorized a poem, my mother used to ask me to recite it. Reminding me that I would be in front of an audience, she would guide me and show me how to gesture expressively during my performance. I remember stressing meaningful words in the poem in order to get its message across effectively. I was not applauded after the performances, but everyone in the audience expressed great joy on their faces.


			Yet a strange happening started to change my life forever.


			 


			Chapter 3


			MY MOTHER’S NEW WEDDING


			My mother lost my father. Although they did not live together in the same house, he gave her all the physical attention and financial support he could. After his death, with one more child, a newborn baby from their relationship, she needed to survive by herself and bring up her other children from previous marriages. On a summer afternoon I saw my mother talking to a man called Malaquias, who was a member of our church. As well as being tall and slender, he was also an intelligent bachelor. He was ready to be a husband. He sang in the church choir and he seemed to be a trustworthy person. Under no circumstances should we ever judge anyone by their appearance, because time might bring us unpleasant surprises after some interaction with them.


			They started a discreet relationship and surprisingly one day my mother told us that she was going to get married to that man. She did not use to listen to her relatives’ or friends’ opinions. She made her decisions by herself. She took total responsibility for her right actions or mistakes. She knew her path even if she had not trodden on it before. She believed that everything would eventually work out well. She might have borne in her mind that, “Struggling in life is not always advantageous to strong or smart people, but sooner or later the ones who will achieve success are those who do believe they will be able to overcome the hardships in life.”


			The wedding was a fancy party within the means of the bride and the groom. Their friends gave them presents and they attended their wedding to wish them happiness. The party went on until the small hours when the last guests left.


			Holding my stepfather’s arm, my mother walked along the streets as if she was displaying a trophy which she considered really valuable for her and her family. Now she had a partner who was by her side all the time. Perhaps she thought, “Husbands are necessary evils for honest women.”  They had three children, all strong and healthy.


			Life went on smoothly with nuances of security and abundance. We were provided with good food and we could rely on his protection. Everything seemed to be perfect. I considered him my real father because I knew the one who had fathered me just by photo.


			 


			Chapter 4


			 MY FIRST LOVEAND AN EMBARRASSING SITUATION


			We left the church after the Sunday service and we realized that a man was following us. We did not recognize that short man with stooping shoulders and slow steps who walked at the same speed as we did. We did not care much about that. When we arrived at home, we all went to the places where we used to sleep. Suddenly, we heard someone knocking insistently on the front door. My mother got up and went to answer the door. She found out that the man at the door was the same who had followed us some minutes before.


			“What do you want at my house so late?”


			“I want my wife back. She got into this house and I want her back.”


			My mother replied sharply that his wife was not at our house. Out of curiosity we all went to the door. The man grabbed my arm and said, 


			“You’re my wife. You must come back home.” I was very scared and puzzled. I was only fourteen years old then.


			My mother told us sternly to go back into the house and so we did. She tried for a long time to convince him that her daughter was not his wife. At last he decided to go away. He said he would come back though.


			One evening we were attending the church service when that same man sat next to me and started to beg me to come back home. Some people around us panicked a little. A couple, members of the church, held the man’s arm and took him away. The service was interrupted by his desperate shouts,


			“I want my wife! I want my wife!”


			The board of the church had a meeting to sort out that unusual problem. We were told that that man was the son of a couple who also attended the church. He had recently left an asylum as he had a mental disorder. Some days later he was sent back to hospital. So I thought I had got rid of such a distressing problem forever.


			However, life would spare me something even worse. One night after the church service had finished, a handsome young man came towards us and he offered in a quiet and friendly voice to accompany us home. He had heard that there was a man who thought I was his wife. From that night on and with my mother’s permission, he used to be there when the service ended, waiting for us to go along with us. On the way home, we walked side by side and talked about all we knew concerning the church and the world. He was called Vivaldo Silva.


			I cannot estimate accurately how much time had passed. I just remember that on a brightly moonlit night we slowed down our walk staying behind the other members of the family. As we were getting nearer my house, he put his arms around my waist and kissed me. I felt a strange sensation that dominated my whole body. It was something that had never happened to me before. I do not know how hot a volcano is, but I was certainly inside one. I turned into ashes.


			I could not sleep that night as I was very restless. When I got up the next morning, I smelled something burning. That fire heat would follow me for years.


			That man started to be part of my routine. I felt his presence in my life twenty-four hours a day.  At times I was happy, but I was not joyful very often.


			It looked as if he was a shadow always accompanying me.


			When I was a child, I wanted to learn how to play the piano. We were too poor to be able to afford such a luxury aimed just at the rich girls in my town. But I was so willing to play a musical instrument that my willingness went beyond our means.  There was an organ in our church. One day while my mother was cleaning the church, I sat at the organ and started to play. Although I did not play skillfully, I did it so boldly that I became the organ player in the church.


			After having a few classes, I learned to play it. I made that dream come true – I became the official organ player in the church. It was very pleasant to play the church hymns, sung along by the members.


			I could not forget the man I was madly in love with unless I was playing the organ. Once I told him that I only got him out of my mind and my heart when I was playing the church organ. As he wanted to be the center of my life, he did not allow me to play it any more.  Also, I had to bend down my head and look down while I walked along the streets. I yielded to him blindly. It was as though the world was restricted to that bossy strong-minded human being. Day by day he gradually took control of every aspect of my life.  Yet it did not last long. One day I woke up from that bad dream and I started to react unexpectedly. We sometimes have to go through hard times in life to be able to appraise how fantastic it is to be free to think, act and stumble by ourselves. Long live freedom!


			 


			Chapter 5


			THREE FRIENDS AND EACH ONE’S DESTINY


			We were three friends. We were very united and inseparable. We each had our own figure and our own mind set. Edite came from a poor family of great respectability. Gildete had a clumsy macho father. And I, Lenira, despite being poor, had a solid family structure supported by my mother’s sensible judgement. She did not know how to read or write, but she had a particularly remarkable outlook on the world as very few people have.


			Edite dated a tall well-built young man from the middle class. They were a perfect match. She was beautiful and proud. She had graduated from the best school in our town. She was a teacher. Gildete was short and plump, but she had very interesting insights into life. She used to say, “It is only worth living if we are happy.” But what did she consider happiness? I used to wonder, “What is happiness?”  After living over fifty years, I found out what happiness means. I will take this issue up in due course.


			We each had a different destiny.


			I had a very beautiful dress made to go to Edite’s wedding.  Unfortunately, she had been left by her first boy friend. Yet she hurriedly found another one and got married. The wedding was simple. Wearing her bridal dress, not only did she show blended joy and sorrow in her eyes, but also in her posture.  Simple or more expensive presents were spread all over the house. All her friends came to congratulate the bride and the groom on their wedding and to wish them everlasting happiness. The party went on for some hours.


			The guests went away little by little until the couple was left alone. At last they were by themselves. The lights were off and it was all peace and quiet.


			“I don’t want to sleep with you.” She whispered, trying not to be overheard by her neighbors.


			They struggled the whole night. At dawn they were still in the kitchen.


			“Why did you get married to me? Now you’re my wife and I have the right to have sex with you. Let’s go to the bedroom.” He pulled her by her hair and forced her to lie down on the bed where she had always lain alone. He caressed and kissed all her body, but she desperately tried to get rid of his body crushing hers and she repeatedly said she wanted nothing with him. As she was strong, she managed to struggle free. The days went by and nothing expected happened between the just married couple.


			 


			There are dreams and reality. Sometimes when we cannot experience them separately, we are puzzled when we face them simultaneously in a very disruptive situation.


			For Edite that was not the man she had loved for so long. Therefore, it was pointless to surrender her body and soul to an unknown.  However, he was actually her lawful husband.


			Some months went by without any change. Meanwhile, she was constantly advised by her friends and relatives. After rumor had spread in the small town and reached the members of the church, she eventually gave in and she decided to become his wife.


			Their life went on without many events or pleasures. She was always in a bad mood and her body withered away day by day as if life had turned out to be an awful nightmare. She walked along the streets staring down as if she was searching for a deep hole where she could hide or as if she was trying to find out where she had lost her way.


			As she was extremely thin, a friend advised her to take some medicine that could help her to live better. Both went to the drugstore and they bought such a medication. On the same day her soul started to be hopeful again. She might have retrieved the hope she had had years before when she was happy with her former boyfriend.


			“We never know what the future spares for us”, she thought. But that medicine had such harmful side effects on her body that she ended up in an even worse situation. She started to put on weight very fast and uncontrollably.  However, she did not stop taking it, because what really mattered was being hopeful. One day she looked at herself in the mirror and she was astounded to see the contours of her body. She had put on twenty kilos. Facing that tragedy, she knelt down and burst into tears. She cried desperately. She felt extremely sad and deeply distressed. 


			She could not eat or sleep. She just wanted to die. Looking at old photos, she remembered and missed her tall slim figure of nearly two meters of height. She used to walk on tiptoe as if she was a ballerina, fluttering with her long hair swaying from side to side with a queenly demeanor.


			She was born in our church community and since she was a young child, she had been flattered for her graceful unique beauty. When she got into the church, everybody looked at her. She had fair complexion, hazel eyes and a soft velvety voice. She and her former boyfriend formed an outstanding match.  


			To undermine the situation, she started to eat just an apple a day. Although it was the only food she ate, she did not lose weight. On the contrary, she got fatter and heavier.


			One morning she tried to get up but she could not. Her bones and muscles were so weak that she was not able to stand up.


			She had to use a wheelchair for the next twenty-four years. Her husband, who she hated so much, stood by her all her life, looking after her and meeting all her needs. He loved her unconditionally. Amazingly, he hoped that she could love him back because of her illness. Sometimes life has inexplicable connotations. To live well some people would rather live what they imagine than what is real. 


			Edite cried everyday whether he was present or absent. She shed tears to release her grief. Her soul was shrouded in despair. She longed for dying to do away with such discomfort.


			Eventually, she died. At her funeral her husband, who had never been loved but who had always loved her, uttered very moving words to praise her.


			My friend Gildete also had a boyfriend. He was a conventional reserved young man. Also he was usually in a good mood. When we – the three couples – got together, life and happiness seemed to be within our reach. Each couple had their own dreams, but we all shared a common target: to have a lot of children and live happily forever. One day while we were talking about the importance of the woman in a couple’s life, one of them said, “A woman has to live for her husband and her children, because the woman is what her husband is.” I totally disagreed with his idea and I vehemently replied, “Weare different one from the other and in no circumstances should we be overshadowed by others. We must take on our own life and be responsible for our own actions.”


			Because of my different outlook on life, there were a lot of remarks in the conversations we had from then on. I felt an outsider in that group because I had my own ideas, which differed from theirs, mainly from my friends’ viewpoint.


			Gildete’s wedding was on a sunny Sunday at about three o’clock in the afternoon and at seven p.m. her first child was born. She had others over the years – nine altogether. They were an average big family without great happenings. They had a regular life.


			I could never understand everyday life – the same routine at a very slow pace. I found everyday life really uninteresting and dull and I wondered why some people rejoice at the sacred right of life if they are not alive to enjoy the great moments that take place throughout it.


			There was nothing new in their life apart from a child’s birth every two years. Children were the only ones who would bring some novelties to their life. Everything was thoroughly timed in an overwhelmingly foreseeable situation. They had their own life style. Anyway, their lifestyle should be respected since everybody has the right to live as they like.


			When I last heard from my friends, I learned that all their children had studied and they had a college degree and different professions. It was very good news. But they all followed the Bible concepts: “Be fruitful and multiply and fill the earth.”


			I, Lenira, followed a different path. I got married to the man who I was madly in love with. I loved him more than anything or anyone else. He was the single one on Earth. It was a lost painful love, but it made me happy. However, less than one month after our wedding he went away. He went to a faraway town to start a new life.


			No sooner had he left than I found out I was pregnant. I panicked. I already had a big family of twelve people who I had been looking after since I was eleven. I would be responsible for one more child. As my pregnancy developed, it was harder and harder for me to do my daily chores.


			I had to face this new reality bravely and to move on as there was no other choice. I believed that time would help us solve our problems. That situation would last nine months and it would cause physical and psychological transformations. There were days of great happiness and days of deep sorrow.


			When we know how long a situation will last, it seems that we can accept it with resignation. Of course, after the baby was born, I would have to face new challenges. I had great inner strength that encouraged me to stand everything bravely and it never allowed me to surrender.


			Although my mother was poor, she was beloved by most of the town dwellers. She was outgoing and she made friends easily. As well as being courageous, she was also very determined and endowed with extraordinary wisdom. Her friends helped and supported me besides providing me with comfort and love. The members of the church acted towards me likewise.


			I missed my husband a lot. I kept imagining when we would meet again. And I lived my days hopefully. We hardly exchanged letters. It seemed that the faraway distance was in charge of fading the joyful memories of what we had lived.


			My son was born on a Tuesday at about half past one in the afternoon. I was alone at home as my mother had left to call for the midwife who was going to assist me during labor. Hardly had she left when he was born. He and I were lying on that bed in the same room where I had been born. I do not know how long both of us stayed there waiting for help. Time seems to be endless when we need a solution to an immediate problem.


			I was holding in my arms a defenseless creature that relied just on me to survive. Although I was loved and supported by all, I was extremely lonely. We may be surrounded by a lot of people, but the feeling of being abandoned prevails. It is a feeling that sprouted from my inner soul and it became overwhelming at times. It was as though a yell of horror blended with anguish and grief echoed out of my soul.


			Like everything in life, those moments also went by.


			My husband came back two years later. As soon as I saw him, I felt a chill of embarrassment and repulsion. He was not the man I had loved in the past. His body and his voice were not the same any more. He was definitely a real stranger for me. Time is sometimes responsible for changing people definitely and forcefully. By that time I had certainly been released from his claws and his power. I was determined to go on with my life alone close to my family and my son. Finally, he went away and never came back.


			I heard from him by common friends. He got married again and he had four more children. He became a successful businessman. He built a huge house and he had a lot of servants. In spite of his thriving life, he hardly sent any money to help support my son. I was responsible for providing him with everything he needed. I was never envious or jealous of him. I was never sorrowful. Life gives us what we deserve or strive to get. I wished him happiness.


			Chapter 6


			MY FIRST CHALLENGES


			I had to face up to the world in search of survival not only for me and my son but for my family as well. I had to look after everybody. So challenges started. I knew it would not be easy. I was just an eighteen-year-old girl with a son and twelve siblings to look after without a husband or a father to help or protect me. Nevertheless, I trusted God.


			Hawks flew all over my space. They all wanted to rip off a piece of my body and mutilate my soul. Sometimes presents were brought to my house by unknown messengers. Strangely, those were not gifts for my son, they were gifts for me. There were a lot of people who were willing to help me out in exchange for favors which were neither aligned with my character nor my Christian background.  


			I decided to go back to school. I attended evening classes because I wanted to get a job and earn more. During all my pregnancy I did the laundry and the ironing for people I did not know in order to make a living. It was really hard and tiring. I did not complain because I was sure there would be better days waiting for me in the future. When you are sure that time will change your life for better, you are really reassured and determined to go on struggling. 


			In a small town there is no privacy. The dwellers know everything about everybody. Rumor spreads very quickly. They gossip about everybody - sometimes even making comments laden with slander.


			I heard of civil service entrance examination for the town council and I decided to sign up for it. I did the tests and I passed. I hoped that my life would change for better with a job and a rewarding salary. Unfortunately, I was mistaken. As the powerful people in the town council manipulated all the situations, the clerks had to comply with their orders and subdue. Power and money are two very dangerous weapons that may cause serious problems to others if we do not know how to use them well or if we are not sensible enough to handle them properly. 


			Although I was ranked third in the civil service entrance examination, I was not appointed for the job. I would have to pay a high price for that position and I was not willing to be subjected to the town owners.


			A banker called me in his office and made me a proposal: I would no longer have to work and I would have a very comfortable life without any concerns as long as I lived only for him. I would have everything a woman dreams about: a house, jewels, food and servants. When life offers you an easy and thriving situation, it might eventually bring you unconceivable distress. I was used to struggling for every bit of food I ate. I was used to living on so little money that I could hardly afford to buy what I needed. I was used to fighting for my principles to have a better and dignified life. I was used to trusting God and I was sure He would never let me down. Therefore, that proposal was out of the question.


			I decided to leave that town.  My family and I moved to the capital city of the state.  I thought that as it was a much bigger place, there would not be owners of the world there and I would be able to live in a different way.


			The first months were really difficult. It was almost impossible to find a small house which would be big enough for all the family. The money we got from our house rent was not enough to pay for our immediate expenses. We lived frugally saving every single cent we could. And that was how the days went by. One day I went to the newsstand and I bought a newspaper. While I was reading the classified ads, I saw some job offers.


			I had finished school and I was a very skilled typist. I had realized at a very early age that knowledge was essential for a less painful future. I remember my first book, which I got when I was about five. I wanted to read it all the time. I could not put it down. After reading each page, I felt as if my mind broadened and it had a better understanding of the world. As I was totally obsessed with that small book, my mother scheduled a time for me to read it. She put it so high that I could not reach it.


			Once as soon as my mother went out, I got onto a chair and tried to get it. But I was really unlucky. I fell off the chair and got hurt. When my mother came back home and heard what had happened, I was severely punished – I had my hands caned six times. I realized then that I had to stick to the rules. After that incident I learned a great lesson for life: we had better comply with rules and laws in order to avoid trouble in the future.


			As for the job ads, I read all of them attentively and I sorted out a few to visit. During the job interviews I was asked to write an application letter and type a text. Some days later I was called to work for an investment company. The everyday assignments were quite easy for me to do. The salary was not very good, but when you need money badly, any amount helps to lessen your problems. I worked during the day and went to school in the evening. Also, I had English classes on Saturdays. My brothers and sisters went to public schools. And that is how life kept going on without many surprises.


			Once when I was about to leave the office, my boss came and asked me stay longer and work overtime as there was something urgent to do. I agreed. After all the clerks had already left, he came towards me, grabbed me savagely and started to kiss all my body and tried to rip off my clothes. I did not surrender to him. I fought him back boldly and confidently and I managed to struggle free from him.


			I ran down the stairs speedily longing to get out of that building at once. A man at the front desk, noticing how desperate I was, asked me what had happened to me. I did not tell him about the incident because the powerful are always right. I felt miserable and awfully disappointed on my way home.


			Terribly disillusioned, I bitterly realized that everywhere in the world there are men who want to take advantage of poor unprotected women.


			Due to their power and high position, such men believe they can release their most beastly instincts to overpower women. All over the world humans are the same, feel the same and behave likewise. They share the same features and they are subjected to the same things.


			As I had received my salary two days before, I did not come back to be paid for the other working days. Besides, I told nothing to my family. There are secrets that should never be shared with anyone. When we tell someone our secrets, we might be misunderstood since their understanding is subjected to their mindset and life experiences.


			I looked for a new job and I found one at a real estate agency. It has already been said that, “Every cloud has a silver lining.” Fortunately, that was what happened to me. Both my salary and the working conditions were better. On Saturdays and Sundays I worked out of the office at their sales stand. If I was successful in selling an apartment, I got a small commission.


			I worked, studied and was in charge of supporting my family because my mother’s husband, my stepfather, had left her and he had gone to live with another woman.


			When I was eleven, I took responsibility for my family’s support. After my youngest brother had been born and my stepfather had left the family, my mother fell seriously sick.


			I used to work very long hours. My chores started at dawn and just finished hours after dusk. But I was never discouraged. I did all my chores confidently and I strived to support my family, hoping that one day new paths would arise in my life.


			Since I was a teenager, I had never been put off by the thorns that pricked me on my way or the stones that injured my feet while treading my path, which made my journey harsh and strenuous. It is really important to come up against the obstacles in life and overpower them. However, one day I collapsed. My siblings, who were teenagers at the time, caused a lot of trouble and worried me a lot. I could not continue being responsible for them anymore. It was too much for me.


			I suggested that they should all go back to our home town and I assured them that I would send them enough money for their living every month. It was really gloomy when they left. I experienced sad days in my life, but I think that that one had been by far the most distressing of all. I will never forget it. Although it was late afternoon when they set off, it was still sunny as if the sun did not want to set in order to see what was going on down there. However hard a situation is, there is always something pleasant that we can enjoy. In spite of all the problems I had to face while we all lived together, I always had someone to welcome me when I arrived at home and I always enjoyed a nice home-made meal. Now I had to cook my own food and clean my small place by myself.


			 


			Chapter 7


			THE RESTAURANT AND A GREAT LOVE


			My job at the real estate agency was really boring and tiring and it did not add anything new to my life. Everything was annoyingly repetitive.  I wished to achieve new horizons, I aimed to do new things and mostly I dreamed about living new challenges. One day that happened. By chance I met a woman who owned a famous restaurant and she persuaded me to buy her business. I had no idea how to run a restaurant. But when we long for changes in life, any opportunity may be a new direction to follow. I took on the challenge.


			In order to afford such a purchase I sold everything I had and I managed to get a bank loan. At the beginning working in the restaurant was very hard, but I had to get used to it. There was no way out. Little by little I got engaged in the new activity until I was able to run it effectively. What I most liked about the job was the opportunity to meet new people every day, get along with them and exchange knowledge and experience.


			The restaurant was located in a fantastic place with a stunning view. It looked on to a scenic lake. When it was dark and the restaurant was not very busy, I spent a long time gazing at its water, which reflected the lights dancing around it. On nights of full moonlight the spectacle was absolutely breathtaking. The moonlight, reflected on the water dancing to the wind blow, brought my soul hope and great expectations. That scenery encouraged me to write literary texts which soothed my soul and granted me a positive outlook on the future.


			My restaurant was attended by millionaires, important and famous people, artists and others who would eventually become famous for their art. My business thrived amazingly.


			However, it was hard work. Sometimes I worked for twenty hours without a break. But I did not complain. As it had been my decision, I definitely had to go on bravely. I could not give up.


			The restaurant offered a wide range of food – from typical dishes to exotic delicacies – to please the most demanding or sophisticated customers.


			One night I had a great surprise. A famous writer called João Barbosa went to my restaurant. He told me he had gone there just to meet me. After dinner he promised he would come back again not only because he had liked the food but also because he had enjoyed our long conversation. When he said good bye, there was something different in his look. I foresaw that life was placing something hopeful on my path.


			I just focused on my work. But for some days I could not forget his striking look. It had engraved hope and expectation in my soul. I was sure he would come back. And he did. He came back a lot of times. And we talked about everything for hours on end. There was great affinity between our souls as we shared the same interests and thoughts. Fortunately, life sometimes unveils impressive surprises to us. Living them is fantastic. We are no longer common people and we feel as if we are special.


			Unexpectedly, one afternoon he turned up at my restaurant. He held my arm tightly and decisively and asked me to take him to my house. I did not dare to turn down his request as I had been expecting that for a while.


			The journey to my house seemed to be too long. It looked as if we would never get there. At last we arrived. Time seems to be endless when we want it to be short. Time has its tricks and mysteries. We should respect it.


			I was close to that man, who had granted me transcendental welfare and had filled my soul with hope. We were there by ourselves looking at each other in a unique situation. I did not know how to behave. All my body shuddered with chills as I was really anxious.  How great it is to be alive and experience the fantastic atmosphere that precedes the first love encounter.


			Our naked bodies met and on exchanging energy and fire we loved each other passionately and pleasantly for long hours. I looked back to the past when I was fifteen years old and I was first kissed. Having sex is a powerful relief for our body and soul. It leads us to a unique world full of emotion and pleasure.  It also seizes us in a mystic stage of life. All our hair, our skin, our pores – every single bit of our whole body is involved in utmost fulfillment. It reaches a close bond between body and soul culminating in a perfect symbiosis of senses. 


			Our love affair went on for a long time. He was a famous writer and I was a restaurant owner who had a lot of work to do and a family to support and look after.


			Everything that happens in this world has tightly inseparable connections. Everything is merged and one situation relies on another one. Nothing exists isolated. All humans’ acts are closely united by unbreakable ties. We are all subjected to everything else in this world.


			Whatever happens to a particular group will affect others directly or indirectly. We are all influenced by the environment or people who are near or far away from us. Mankind is an essentially harmonious entirety.


			As we moved up the rising steps ahead of us, we relied more and more on each other, finding out a lot of things we had in common. It was impossible not to see him every day. Just talking by phone was not enough. The presence of the person we love relieves our soul and it grants us with indescribable welfare. Passion came towards us and we did nothing to stop it.


			When life gains enchantment, we believe it will last forever. However, everything that involves life is ephemeral. It is vital to make the most of the great moments in our lives. What is really interesting is that our real problems – the ones we have to face day by day – seem to be unimportant and easy to sort out. That is when we reach sheer happiness.


			Happiness is to live abstractly being motivated by the feelings that guide our heart and our soul.


			Happiness is to be at a higher level than average people.


			Happiness is to feel alive.


			Happiness is to feel the breeze caress our face wet with sweat.


			Happiness is to be soaked by rainwater and not to feel wet. 


			Happiness is to lie down after a tiring day and have pleasure.


			Happiness is to listen to music that soothes our soul.


			Happiness is to hear birds singing at dawn.


			Happiness is to eat a very simple homemade meal and find it the best in the world.


			Happiness is to open the window at dawn and let the sunshine in heating it all.


			Happiness is to meet the person you love and be turned on just by their smell.


			Happiness is to see the sunset while listening to our favorite piece of music.


			Happiness is to feel the sea waves hitting our body.


			Happiness is to meditate and feel our breathing get into our lungs and fill them with oxygen.


			Happiness is to understand that we are unique and respect others’ individuality.


			Happiness is to admire nature and believe that all such a universe belongs to us and that we are part of it.


			Happiness is to enjoy a moonlit night together with the person we love when the sky and all on Earth is colored silver.


			Happiness is to respect and love the others although they are not aware of our love for them.


			Happiness is to experience moments of utmost well-being while we are by ourselves and lost in our thoughts.


			Happiness is to feel peace in our soul and be sure that our life was not useless.


			Happiness is to be sure that we have accomplished our mission in this world.


			Ultimately, happiness is to be happy.


			 


			Chapter 8


			A TRAGEDY AND MEETING MY BELOVED AGAIN


			When great happy moments come to your life, enjoy them intensely, deeply and thoroughly because they are ephemeral and may disappear in the blink of an eye.


			I was waiting for my beloved to surrender my body and soul when I had a slight premonition. I was anxious. Everything around was neat and tidy. The fruit juice he used to drink was ready. The music which elated us had been carefully chosen and it created a cozy and pleasant atmosphere. The sun setting slowly on the horizon shared my expectation of his arrival.


			I felt as if I was a real teenager waiting for her beloved. I ran eagerly to the door at every step along the corridor. And the hours went by unhurriedly and endlessly, making me concerned and restless.


			I had to go back to work. I had to continue my long working day. I had a lot of obligations to meet. Actually, I was overloaded with responsibilities.


			When I arrived at my restaurant, I realized there was something strange. I noticed a mix of sadness and helplessness in my staff’s look. They were concerned about my reaction when I was told the news. He, my great friend and lover, had been arrested for political reasons. Nobody knew where he had been taken. We did not have any news about him. And so time went by without having an explanation about that tragedy.


			Life must continue despite all the hardships we go through. We cannot be motionless facing the facts. Time follows its course without caring about our grief. It passes very slowly, sometimes at an incredibly lingering pace. There are changes in life that we are only able to understand at the end of our path. Time is powerful and it knows how to manipulate us. It must be respected.


			A great songwriter once said in one of his songs, “Our pain is never reported in a newspaper.”  We each know how strong our pain or joy is. Pain and joy cannot be transferred. They cannot be measured. They can only be felt. Sometimes a happening in life might be overwhelmingly sorrowful to someone, whereas it may not have the same painful effect on others.  


			I met João Barbosa again at an airport in São Paulo many years later. I was going to fly to Brasília and he was coming back from abroad. I saw him with his wife in a huge hall at the airport. As soon as our eyes met, he put his hand luggage down and ran towards me. He hugged me tightly and tenderly and that embrace reminded us of our past and it brought back the sheer bliss we had been privileged to live at that time. 


			He wanted to know everything that had happened to me over the previous years. I told him that I was fine and that I had missed him permanently. I added that now I was following another way. We talked for some time. Meanwhile, I noticed his wife’s uneasiness. He told me that he was very happy because his books were best sellers abroad. There are moments that are engraved in our soul forever. That was one of them.


			We said goodbye and again we hugged each other. That was such a fond hug that we will never forget. Tears went down my cheeks and I wept copiously. I knew it was our last encounter and actually we no longer met face to face. I caught up with life course by newspapers and news reports. I was absolutely devastated when he died.


			Everything was over. There was no hope at all. How sad it is to be aware that one day we are born, we live on other days, we love and suffer on many other sand we will ultimately die one day. All living beings undergo the same unavoidable process.


			 


			Chapter 9


			AN ACCIDENT AND MOVING TO SÃO PAULO


			I used to work until dawn every weekend. That Sunday it was not different. When I got home, I met a friend who had been waiting for me for a while. She invited me to go to the beach because she wanted to have a date with a boyfriend she had met recently. Even though I was very tired, I agreed to go with her.


			Looking around the beach, I noticed that the sky was clear and the sea very blue, as it is on summer days. The sea, breaking its waves at the sand, invited us to swim. I got into the water. First I lay down in the water; then I swam for some time; finally I floated my tired body on the water, which brought me a great feeling of well-being. While I was enjoying that stunning view, I remembered the sea where I used to swim when I lived at Malhado beach in Ilhéus during my early teenage. 


			Our house looked out on the beach, whose water spread so widely that it reached the horizon and led us close to God. Nature is perfect in utmost balance.


			We had incredible experiences while we lived there. Sometimes the sea was calm, but on other occasions it was really rough. Watching the fishermen cast their nets to the sea at dawn was a hopeful spectacle. We knew that there would be fresh fish for lunch that day. The fishermen, helped by local people, sorted out the fish, setting aside the big ones to be sold at the market and giving out the small ones to the crowd.


			Full moonlight nights were fabulous. While the moon was rising slowly from the sea, it left a bright trail reflected on the water. While I was enjoying nature, I dreamed about finding my own path in life. I would have to take the first steps forward to make my dreams come true.


			My friend’s boyfriend turned up accompanied by his brother and a child, who could be either’s son. We had a good time together talking and having coconut water. After some hours we decided to go away. We all got into the car and took the way back home. I would be the first one to drop off. The others would continue the journey.


			Unfortunately, something awful happened on the way. We had a serious car accident. The car turned over and we were thrown out and we fell about fifteen meters down towards the beach. When I realized what had happened, I found myself kneeling down next to the car. Someone came towards me and said, “There is a dead person but the others are alive.” I was one of the survivors. Apparently, I was all right. I noticed there were some scratches on my body, but no broken bones. Someone gave me a ride home.


			After some hours I started to have a lot of pains all over my body and they lasted for some long days. So I decided to go to the doctor. After undergoing some exams, I was told that apart from the bruises there were no fractures. I was really relieved.


			I could not go back to work for a month. During my recovery, while my body was healing, my mind was very busy, thinking about my life, my work and my family.


			Throughout our life course in this world we just make some bold decisions when we are facing up extreme situations. Time, mischievously on standby, always tries to challenge us in those circumstances.


			I took into consideration all that had happened to me. Once more I realized that I had to change the route of my life. I was quite financially stable, my family lived in our small house in our hometown and my son lived with them and he went to the best school there.


			Although everything was almost perfect, I was eager to start a new story somewhere else.


			I longed to know the world, study and experience another life style. Sometimes reaching the financial stability we have dreamed about for so long prevents us from discovering new horizons. Adventure has always been part of my life since I was very young. I have never been afraid to set off in search of new ways.


			I had thought it over for a long time and I had reflected on it in depth before I made up my mind to move.


			When I got out of that bed, where I had been lying for so long, feeling almost healed, I looked for a friend who had shown interest in buying my restaurant some time before. I sold him the restaurant that had granted me so many pleasures.


			I had met my great love there. But it was also there where I had heard that he had been arrested. Going away would definitely relieve my painful recollections. However, we are aware that whatever we live or go through is registered in our mind and carried with us wherever we go.


			I went back to my hometown, which seemed to be even smaller than it was in the past. I met some old friends, visited the church and the school and walked along those streets I used to tread on years before. I spent some days with my son and we shared moments of great joy. I advised him to go on living and studying there and to respect and obey his grandmother. I told him I would leave for a larger city in order to be able to accomplish some dreams. I promised I would come back one day and take him away with me.


			We make some decisions in life which sometimes cause us bitter suffering, but we have to take that difficult path. It is usually known as destiny. Whatever it is, whatever it is called, it is always challenging to begin a new stage in life.


			Whereas dawn brings us hope, dusk brings us the nostalgia of our accomplishments. It looks as if time did not want to give us a new chance to experience other happenings. It looks as if it told us that what was done is done, and that is the end.


			Leaning on the window sill at my house, I admired a mountain far away, where the sun was setting very slowly and beaming brightly over the vegetation. I spent a long time gazing at that stunning view and thinking what the world ahead of me would be like. I remembered spending my childhood and my teenage there dreaming about my future. From then on I would have to deal with reality. It might be the last chance I had to be there.


			I left on a rainy morning. The rain and my thick and heavy tears strengthened the grief in my soul for leaving behind my son, my family and my hometown, where so many things had happened in my life. I remembered a famous writer who once wrote, “Go and face up the world, be brave to fight.”


			At the airport, looking at other passengers, I wondered why they were going away. Were they travelling on holiday or on business, were they moving away, were they travelling because they liked to travel? Was anyone travelling to run away from a difficult situation? And so I kept trying to get into their minds and find out their reasons for travelling. Human beings have their own reasons, which we are not allowed to know at times.


			From the plane window I was able to see the city vanishing quickly. I could not give up. I had to move on. And that was how it happened.


			I had packed up in my hand luggage a small notebook where I intended to write down my plans for this new stage of my life. Plan number one was to go back to study. Even if I had a thousand plans, number one would not change. In my opinion, acquiring knowledge broadens our mind and it enables us to see the world in a different way and understand it widely. It unveils new horizons. It allows us to have new experiences. It allows us to make free choices. Although knowledge does not always bring us wealth, it enables us to understand life better and find new ways that will take us to happiness.


			Understanding life and other humans is a privilege of people who have unveiled the world by means of knowledge. Everything in life is ephemeral and we may well lose everything apart from knowledge. It will always prevail. 


			As well as studying, I had other plans in my list.


			The flight was calm. The plane landed in Rio. I waited for my connection flight to São Paulo for about two hours. Meanwhile, I walked around the airport and I even thought of living there. But once we have made a decision, we must stick to it. I would not have been comfortable if I had changed my mind. I had heard of friends who had come to São Paulo and had been successful. I would certainly make my dreams come true there as well.


			I arrived in São Paulo when it was already dark. When I saw the first lights, I was thrilled. The view of the city filled my soul with excitement and expectation. There would be opportunities for me. I would definitely find them. While looking at so many bright lights beaming around and making it impossible to distinguish the city’s boundaries, I realized how large it was.


			The plane landed safely. I collected my baggage, took a taxi and went downtown. I asked the driver to drop me off at a hotel at a reasonable price. And so he did. There were a lot of people in the streets, bars and stores. I got into the hotel and asked for a room. I was given a form to fill in. After handing over the form, I asked how much the daily rate was. I remember being looked at from up to down as if I was a fish out of water.


			It was a simple bedroom with a door, a window and a small bathroom next to it.


			When I finally lay down on the bed, I was absolutely exhausted but very hopeful. The following day would be the first new day in such a big city. I had to face up this new world bravely and confidently supported on my dreams and hoping that those dreams would be powerful enough to change reality.


			 


			Chapter 10


			MY FIRST JOB IN SÃO PAULO


				I woke up very early on the following morning. I looked around, said my prayers, turned to one side, clapped my hands to celebrate life and got up willing to face up a new challenge. Life starts everyday even though we are in a place we are not familiar with.


			I went out to buy a newspaper because I had to find a place to live in. At that time those places were called guest houses for girls. I found a lot of addresses and I chose one near the center of São Paulo. The guest house was located in a short narrow street but near a busy avenue with a lot of traffic.


			Before I rang the bell, I looked at the whole house from the outside. A plump woman who did not look very friendly answered the door.  Showing her the newspaper ad, I told her I would like to live there. After I had been invited to get in, I looked around and I noticed that everything was quite clean and tidy. 


			That woman, called Matilde, asked me a lot of questions – some more general ones, others more private ones  – as if it was possible to know someone in just one interview and as if my answers would reveal all the truth. In the end I was accepted. She showed me a small narrow place where I should leave my baggage. It was so cramped that we could barely move without tripping over something in the way. That was the first place where I stayed to start a new stage in my life.


			I used a newspaper again to look for a job. I was acquainted with a secretary’s job as I had worked in the mayor’s office in my hometown. I had also taken two civil service entrance examinations and I had passed both.


			The first examination was devised to select applicants to work for the postal service and the telegraph service. When I knew I had passed, I went to visit my future workplace. I was going to replace a woman called Dejanira because she was going to retire soon. She explained to me all about the job and I listened to her attentively. During her explanations I decided to ask her a question,


			“How long have you been working here?”


			She replied, 


			“Thirty-five years.”


			“Over all these years have you been doing the same job without any changes?’


			She said she had. She also added that the employees were also the same. I realized at once that that job would never meet my future expectations.


			In some situations in life we die a little every day without being aware of it. Routine has a steady pace which is annoying at times. Although the salary was very good, I was not willing to bury myself day by day.


			That job would definitely not boost my life because I would not find it pleasant at all. Life is too short to be spent uselessly doing daily meaningless chores. I went to the superintendent’s office and I signed my resignation. It was once said, “A woman’s assets are not in her intelligence, but in her intuition.”  Mine yelled inside me saying that other better opportunities in life would arise and they did. 


			I read all the job ads I had found in that newspaper and I sorted out some. On the next day I got up early and got ready to find my first job. I first went to a foreign bank in a tall luxurious building. I introduced myself at the reception desk and I was taken to the human resource department. I had to wait for a long time. Sometimes when we are anxious, time goes by very slowly. We must be patient and we should never forget that what is spared to us will arrive at the right time. At last I was called for the interview and I was asked to fill in a form thoroughly. The questions in the form were very specific in order know who the applicants really were.


			After the interview, I was told to wait for a phone call. If I was shortlisted, I would have to come back to do a test. Two days later I had a surprise. A woman called Matilde phoned me and said that a clerk from the bank wanted to talk to me. As soon as I answered the phone, all my body shuddered with a chill. She told me that if I was still interested in the job at the bank, I should go there on Saturday at ten o’clock in the morning.


			I could not sleep well the night before the test because I was very anxious as I had no idea what to expect. Many times as we do not know what life has spared to us, we have to be confident and sensible.


			I was twenty-four years old and one meter seventy tall. I was quite slim. My looks might have helped me to get the job at the bank. Appearance is likely to be a positive push in someone’s life and it might help them be successful. 


			There were about twenty applicants aiming at the same job. We were called one at a time into a big room and we were asked to sit at a typewriter. We were supposed to write an application letter and then type it. I was very skilled at typing and very good at expressing my ideas. After finishing the test in a few minutes, I looked around the room and I noticed that the other applicants were still writing the application letter. As soon as I handed in my test to the examiner, he told me to come on Monday and have the medical check-up sin order to start work.


			My soul was happy and joyful. I got my first job in the city I had dreamed about. That was a great opportunity. It was the beginning of a series of achievements although I also had to come up against a lot of disappointments throughout my life. I hurried to write a letter to my family telling them the great news. It is fantastic to have someone to share our joys with. After reading my letter, my mother would certainly pray to God to thank Him. She looked forward to hearing from me.


			I did not tell her the bad news as I did not want to worry her. I kept them for myself. As everything in life is ephemeral and goes by and there is always a new day waiting for us, we had better not be discouraged by the hardships that arise in our life. Both happy moments and sad ones go by. Therefore, we should live them intensely. We ought to enjoy every moment in life and thus we will be stronger and braver. It has already been said that we should be wary of “the great moments in life, those when we think we have succeeded or failed.” Watch out for the great events in life. 


			 


			Chapter 11


			MY FIRST WORK DISAPPOINTMENT IN SÃO PAULO


				On my first day at work I arrived on time and properly dressed for the occasion. I have always been aware of the clothes and behavior that should prevail at every moment in life.


			Throughout my life, advised by a great wise friend, I have read important books in the Brazilian and universal literature. During my readings I focused on the characters’ behavior in different situations. I learned to behave properly and discreetly without showing off. Appearance is just a superficial layer we display to the world. We are worth for our character, for what we have in our mind and heart. We have to live or interact with a person for years before we get to know them well.


			I have always been puzzled by the behavior changes that people undergo in their lives. Good experiences or bad times may shape our behavior and make us act differently in different situations.


			It is a very complex issue. It is known that behavior changes happen due to different factors which we have no control over. I believe that we would all like to be good and kind to others but when hardships arise and we do not understand or handle them well, we are forced to come up against dreadful situations.
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