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			Synopsis:

			This book tells the story of Andre’s life – one of the protagonists – and talks about a mysterious sphere-shaped meteorite that fell on his farm, in the 1960s. 

			Some days after the meteorite falls, Andre meets a beautiful girl, Julia, who soon becomes to be his girlfriend and to be aware of the big mystery surrounding the meteorite. In secret, they live the most fantastic and unimaginable adventures. 

			Andre and Julia also witness the rise and the truculence of the Brazilian military regime, installed in 1964. Because of that, and attending a request made by their parents, they both decide to live together in the United States of America. 

			Once in America, this wonderful couple starts studying in the Houston University. Andre follow studies Astrophysics and Julia dedicate herself to Geology. This way, with their knowledge combined, they will try solving the mystery of the strange sphere that fell from the sky. 

			During the University study period, they face extremely difficult experiences. But, little by little, as they get to know the sphere special characteristics, they acquire great powers that no human being has ever experienced. However, Andre and Julia always make use of it in the most ethical way possible. Their biggest fear is that such secret becomes public and human greed puts everything to lose. So, if such power to pass by wrong hands, it would certainly be used as a way of domination.

		

	
		
			The Meteorite fall

			My name is Andre. I have been living in the United States of America since 1976. Today, I am 57 years-old and I have been here since I was 18. 

			I’m writing this short narrative, most of the times, from the porch of my house, located in a residential condominium in Houston, Texas. 

			During my weekly notes, that usually last one or two hours, Julia, my wife, passes by from time to time, to bring me a cup of coffee. I always thank her with a kiss. 

			Our two daughters, Vilma and Rose, are already married and also live here, in Houston, each in a different condominium. They’re identical twins. Julia is able to tell them apart quite easily, but I can only identify them when they are facing me and close enough; Vilma has a small spot on her chin and Rose doesn’t.

			However, my so-called story begins in the 1960s, in Brazil, in a small city from the countryside of São Paulo State, Itapira, which is on the border of the southern part of Minas Gerais State. Its name, in the indigenous language of Tupi-Guarani, as I recall from school, means “Pointed Stone”. In Tupi, “ita” means “stone”, and “pira” means “pointed”. However, there’s another translation in which “pira” would also mean “fish”. This way, my city would be called “Stone-fish”, a translation that was abandoned under the allegation of lack of meaning by those who claim to understand the subject. 

			But the quiet and picturesque city of Itapira also felt the nefarious effects of the coup d’etat of 1964. Brazil, then, started living the military regime era, also known as “The Years of Lead”. 

			Until then, I was merely a seven-year-old child. Even though I lived in the countryside, I had a life that was considered quite normal for an occidental capitalist society.

			I used to live in a farm house with my parents. We were the owners, yes, but we had to work hard to keep our lands and lead a comfortable life.

			During my free time, I helped my father any way I could. Once in a while, I’d even drive the tractors.

			My father was called Henrique. He was an agronomist and, now and then, took me downtown with him in order to negotiate the coffee crop. These negotiations taught me lessons that would be very useful for me in the future. 

			My mother, Helena, was graduated in business administration. After marrying my father, she decided to manage the farm, which was not very big, but still, there was a handful of work. Therefore, she had our maid, Dolores, to help her with the household chores and cooking for us. Dolores was married to Valdomiro, one of the farm settlers. They lived about a mile from our house, right there, inside the farm. 

			My grandparents, my father’s parents, left that part of the farm for us, once they have passed away. However, it was only a third from its full territory, the other two parts of it being owned by two of my uncles. Our farm was composed by forty bushels of land, most of it dedicated to coffee plantation. 

			I was the oldest of all my siblings. Two of my sisters, Márcia and Sílvia, were, at the time, four and two years-old. Tânia, the youngest of us, hadn’t already been born. 

			I studied in the school of the farm until 1968, when I finished the first part of the elementary school. After that, because the farm school had no structure, my parents sent me downtown to continue with my studies over there. 

			From 1969 on, when I turned 11 years-old, I started studying during the afternoon. I had to come and go every day to catch up on classes. 

			At that time, AI5 law (Institutional Act nº 5) had just been proclaimed. This proclamation shook the whole country. According to this law, everything that would be published in spoken or written press, had to pass by the government’s approval, that is, we’re talking about federal censorship. 

			In spite of it all, the 1950s were still very alive in the brazilian people hearts. In the last years of that decade, also called “The Golden Years”, Brazil was ruled by Juscelino Kubitschek. At that time, both rich and poor people studied in the same public schools. It was a high quality education. 

			My father would often take me and pick me up from school, but when he was out, travelling, I had no other way, than ride my bicycle, for my mother didn’t know and didn’t like, how to drive. Even though the way was only of five kilometers, I always felt a little tired.

			My other grandparents, my mother’s parents, lived downtown. Sometimes I’d stop by for dinner and sleeping over there. Other times, even in the evening, I’d stop by, had dinner with them, and ride my bicycle back to the farm. 

			Both my parents and my grandparents disliked these acts. They said I was stubborn and headstrong. But, at that time, we had not violence lurking around. We could walk alone the city streets and go along the roads without any bother. My grandmother would leave her house with open doors and windows. She would go visit her sister and not worry about any robbery, whatsoever. 

			And so on, this was my life until I finished the second part of the elementary school, in 1972. 

			In 1973, I started high school when I was fifteen years-old. And, in the first month since classes started, something occurred and changed my life forever. 

			It happened in a starry and moonless night, when I left my grandparents house after dinner and decided to head home. I was on the road, about two kilometers from my home, when I saw a bright light cutting the sky and not fading away until fall down. 

			In other times, when this happened, I would find it funny, because people always said it to be a shooting star. They believe that, if we make a wish when it passes by, the wish comes true. But I knew it to be a meteorite, an object that flames once it gets into the atmosphere and falls somewhere on the Earth. Anyway, I decided to make a wish. I wish I could find a beautiful dark-haired girlfriend... 

			The light of the meteorite was so strong that day, that I wondered if it had fallen right there, or even in our farm. 

			When I got home, I told my mother everything, but she wouldn’t listen. She thought I was making an excuse for dissimulating the reason why I’ve arrived so late that evening. She was definitely mad at me. 

			My father still hadn’t arrived from his trip. My two sisters, Marcia and Silvia, were listening to music in a portable record player in the living room. After say good night, I kissed them both and went to my room. I left my bag on top of my writing desk and headed to the bathroom. 

			As I was showering, I looked out of the window and saw a small fire on the foothills of the mountain. I thought it could be some farm settler making a bonfire, so I didn’t pay much attention to it. 

			Before going to bed, I looked at the same spot again, but the fire had already extinguished. A doubt popped up in my mind and I asked myself: “What could anyone be doing at that time of night in a coffee plantation? Could this fire have something to do with the meteorite? Tomorrow morning I’ll check that place and find the answer to these questions!”

			I decided to go to bed, so I grabbed a book to read, but soon fell sound asleep. 

			The next day, I was up at seven. I had breakfast, got my bike, and rode to the spot I’ve first seen the fire.

			I searched and looked everywhere, but nothing seemed different. I left my bicycle on the ground and decided to go by feet. I still couldn’t see anything out of the ordinary. 

			In the middle of the coffee plantation, my father had decided to preserve some of the trees. So, I saw a pine in top of the mountain and there was where I headed to.

			I climbed approximately a hundred meters and, once I was around the tree, I had no doubts: I climbed there, in order to have a better look of the ground downhill.

			The plan worked just fine. There, I could see there was a clearing in the middle of the plantation. I visually marked the direction of it and later, I got down of the pine and ran towards it. 

			As I approached the place, I could see a big crater – about 3.5 meters of diameter and 2.0 meters of depth. There were three coffee plants, all burnt out and fallen inside that big hole. I watched from afar, trying to see if there was something else inside it. As I didn’t see anything, I decided to go down and have a better look. I started by removing the scorched coffee plants, when suddenly, as I was pulling the last carbonized branch, something very strange appeared. 

			At first, it looked like a dark metal shell, but as I started cleaning it and taking the dirt away from it… 

			“Oh, my God! What is that?” This was my astonishment, as I saw that incredible object. It was really a meteorite. However, something didn’t make sense. 

			That rock was a dark and shiny sphere of about diameter 15 cm of what really seemed to be metal like. I think its weigh was about 5 kg. 

			This was a very intriguing fact, because, usually, meteorites aren’t shaped as spheres. They’re just oddly shaped rocks, broken and misshapen. 

			I had no doubts; I grabbed that dark sphere with both my hands, and because it was full of dirt, I decided to go to the nearby stream to wash it. Before that, however, I grabbed my bike, and pushed it with one hand while, with the other, I carried the sphere. 

			The sun was bright and the sky was blue – there were almost no clouds. 

			I left my bike on the railing of the small bridge and then went down to have access to the stream water.

			As I washed the sphere in the water, sunshine reflected on it in iridescent colors, for its glow was like of a lapidated diamond. It was, with no shadow of doubt, the most beautiful stone I’ve ever seen in my whole life. 

			I dried the sphere on my t-shirt and, only in that moment, could look at it with more attention. I noticed that it was extremely smooth and polished.

			It must have been made of a very hard material, if not, would have many scratch on its surface after such a strong ground impact. 

			I thought to myself: “And now what? What am I supposed to do with it?” 

			In the first moment, I was decided to show it to my ather. He’d be proud of me for finding it. 

			As I was coming home, a cruel doubt lingered on: “If I tell my father, he’ll want to take the sphere to the local authorities. And these authorities will want to know its origins. I bet they won’t believe that it has fallen from the sky. They’ll think it’s a war artifact from the communists and they’ll suspect that everyone in our family are communists as well. Then, the consequences will be disastrous.” 

			At that time, during the military government in Brazil, we were living the prime of dictatorship repression. For any and no reason, people would “disappear from the map” forever. 

			Gabriel, a teacher who taught us in the SPOB (Social and Political Organization of Brazil), was called to Brasília three times to give testimony. As if the things he told us in class were enough reason for the military to make such a fuss! They felt pleasure in punishing people for the most trivial reasons. Any act would be considered suspicious and an excuse to call us communists. 

			The last time that teacher Gabriel returned from Brasília he seemed strange and told us that he had to leave his career in education for private reasons. And that was what he did. 

			A short time later, another teacher filled his position. 

			We never heard about teacher Gabriel again. We don’t know if he was forced to move or if he was exiled. 

			We thought that, for things of this sort to happen, there should be some spy or informant that lurked around in the teacher’s room. We never knew with certainty who could be this person who denounced the teachers to the military. We were suspicious of someone who was always listening from outside the classrooms. This person, in particular, was the students’ inspector, Mr. Roberto, because he was walking always in the hall. The Mr. Roberto, as known as “Betao”. He was a tall, dark-haired, stern, middle-aged man, who was always in a bad mood. His haircut was always the same. A “stylish” head shaved on the sides, with a bush of hair on top, resembling a soldier, as Beetle Bailey. 

			Well, when I got home, I went straight to my room, and thought about hiding the sphere inside my closet, in a place of difficult access. But even though, someone could find it. 

			So, I decided to wrap the sphere in an old cloth and bury it in the orchard, near a guava tree. No one would find it there, not even the military, if they showed up one day. 

			For now, I have decided not to show the sphere to anyone. First, I should to find out what that really was. Did it come from outer space? Was it, by any chance, built by extraterrestrial beings? Or a piece had fallen from an American or Russian spy satellite?

			To me, it was impossible that nature could make such a perfect sphere. Everything pointed out to the idea that it was a fabricated object. Now, I only needed to know by whom!

		

	
		
			The Encounter

			During classes break, I would go to the school’s library to research about what could be that dark, massive, shiny object. 

			At that time, there was no computer and no Internet. Everything had to be researched in books, magazines and newspapers. 

			Eventually, I found some material about something called schist. Analyzing the photo, I could notice that its aspect, color and glow were very similar to those in the sphere. However, this could not be the material, because, according to the book, the schist couldn’t resist the temperature when in contact with atmosphere, that could reach of about 1500oC. It also couldn’t resist to the soil impact without breaking into a several pieces. 

			At these comings and goings to the library, I met a wonderful girl, Julia. She was a true woman archetype – brunette, medium tall, angelical face, with shiny, long, brown and straight hair. Her beautiful eyes were brown and almond shaped, they resembled oriental features. Her skin was also lightly dark and sun-tanned.

			I was also dark and wave hair, brown eyes and around 1.75 meters tall. I guess I was, at least, 10 centimeters taller than her.

			We started talking and she told me she was fascinated by Geology. Actually, she was focused on being a Geologist. Later, she intended on specializing in Archeology. On her free time, Julia enjoyed painting and handcrafting in her atelier, which was right beside her bedroom.

			I, on the other hand, didn’t know what I wanted to do with my life. I still had some time to think things over until the last year of high school. 

			Almost in every class break, Julia would go to the library to study about her favorite topic. 

			I was getting used to her presence there every day and we always exchanged some words. 

			Every time I would go to school, I’d linger on expectations of meeting her. When that didn’t happen, I’d get kind of disappointed and sad. I’d think: “Julia probably has a boyfriend. When she’s not here she’s certainly out on a make out”. After all, as me, she was already fifteen. When we’re fifteen, we’re always hanging out with someone, especially if we’re talking about a “hottie” like that! 

			I thought to myself: “Julia is the sweetest and prettiest girl I’ve ever met. Her voice is calm and soft. I still hadn’t found anyone who interested me, but I confess that, with her, I’d start a relationship right now”… That’s an idea! Next time we meet I’ll discover if she’s going out with someone.

			The next day, before our first class started, I sat on one of the school’s patio benches, near the student’s entrance, so I could see her once she arrived. 

			Suddenly, in the back light, I could see a slim woman coming closer, was Julia. She was alone. A good sign! That’s when I stood-up and called: 

			"Hey, Julia! What’s up?"

			"Just fine, Andre. What about you?" 

			"I’m fine too. Are you going to the library today?"

			"Not today. I’ve only got two first classes. I’m going home early." 

			"Do you live far from school?"

			"No, my house is only three blocks from here."

			"Wow, that’s nice! I wish I could live as close to school as you do!"

			"But where do you live, after all?"

			"I live in Santa Lucia’s farm. It has this name because of Lucia is my father’s mom, so, my grandmother."

			"Oh, so cool! I wish I could live in a farm! I’m really fond of nature. I’m an innate naturalist!" 

			"I’m glad that’s how you think. I really enjoy living there. The only problem is that it can be quite exhausting when I need come ride my bike here and back."

			"Oh, I see! But it mustn’t be that bad! After all, from here to there it must be only a twenty-minute ride, right?" 

			"Yes, you’re right. That’s the amount of time I usually take to get here. What about you, Julia? Does anyone pick you up to take you home after class?"

			"No, Andre; I go alone. It’s very close, so I walk home. This way I get some exercise." 

			"Oh! I thought your boyfriend picked you up and took you home."

			"No way! I still don’t have a boyfriend."

			"Why is that? Your parents don’t allow it?"

			"Not only that. I still haven’t thought about committing to someone. I need to finish my studies. After that, I’ll think about dating."

			"I’d also like to finish my studies before starting dating, but if I met someone interesting enough, I’m sure I could do both together." 

			"Do you really think that’s possible, Andre?"

			"I think so, Julia. I wouldn’t give up on a relationship just because I want to finish my studies!" 

			"You know... I’ve never thought about it before. It’s a good idea!"

			"I’m really glad you like it!" 

			"You know, Andre, I’m a little scared about starting a relationship and not working out, but at the same time, I’ll never know unless I try." 

			At that moment, Julia spoke softly, so close to me, and regarding me in a different way. As she spoke, I gazed at her marvelous lips... Oh! Her hair blowing in the wind, her perfume on the air… I couldn’t resist! 

			In an instinctive impulse, I grabbed her by the waist, pulled her to me, and kissed her as in the Hollywood films. In that moment, the school cafeteria’s radio was playing “Let it be”, by The Beatles. This song has indelibly marked our lives. Julia kissed me back and we swayed in the same spot for a few moments until a person appeared to split us and ruin our moment. It was Betao, the students’ inspector:

			"Hey, you two! I’m sorry to interrupt, but it’s time for class." 

			We stared at each other and I asked Julia:

			"Can we meet right here, in the break? I’ll take you home and then come back for my next class." 

			"Alright, Andre. Whoever gets here first waits for the other one."

			Then she moved away from me with a broad smile and went to her class. I also had to attend to mine, but for a moment I just stood there, watching her go and with her hair blowing in the wind. I was still stunned with our kiss and thought to myself: “Oh my God, I don’t know how it is possible this gorgeous girl doesn’t have a boyfriend… Ops! Didn’t have one!”

			I remembered my wish the moment I saw the shooting star falling from the sky before knowing it to be the dark sphere. My wish came true. Well, after that event, it seems some popular beliefs also need some research... 

			After the two first classes, – which I couldn’t barely pay attention to – I went back to the school’s patio and there she was. We kissed again and, this time, no one interrupted us, thanks God. When we parted, she said, with that sweet voice of hers: 

			"Andre, you’re right! I think we can date and study. I think we’ll be able to do both things at the same time." 

			"You don’t know how glad I am to hear that! I confess I felt attracted to you since the first time I saw you at the library." 

			"I felt the same thing for you. Now, we need to know if our parents we’ll like the idea. But if they don’t, that’s not our problem. It’s up to them!"

			"I like your assertiveness" we laughed.

			This way, Julia and I started dating. At first, our parents didn’t approve of it, but later, realizing that our love was much too strong, they stopped interfering – we would meet with or without their permission. 

			Some months passed by after our first encounter. Our lives changed a lot. We were always dating and studying together. When we had some work or studying to do, I’d always go to her house, for her parents never allowed her to go to the farm. 

			One day, Julia told me:

			"Andre, I’ve had a very serious conversation with my parents about us. I told them that we are dating for real. Then, I asked if I could go with you to the farm, just sometimes, for studying, because it’s been more than eight months we’ve been together and I’ve never been allowed go there… And they said yes!" 

			"Wow! This are very good news! That’s a sign they’ve finally decided to trust us!"

			Julia’s family was what you would call upper middle class. Her thirteen year-old brother was called Flávio. Her father, Marcelo, was a civil engineer and a liberal professional. He had an office next to their house. Her mother, Cristina, was the Human Resources manager of a multinational North American company. 

		

	
		
			The Sphere’s Effect

			As time went by, we became more and more connected. Our relationship became even more intense and I fully trusted Julia. I felt she had the same trust in me. 

			That’s when I decided to tell her the main reason why I was always at the library.

			I remember until today... It was an afternoon in which the drizzle fell soft and thin on the farm. The soil was moist. I helped Julia with the summary of a literature school project. 

			After giving the studies a pause and drinking Dolores’s delicious coffee with some freshly-made cornmeal cake, I approached Julia and told her, privately: 

			"Honey, I need to tell you something serious, but you have to promise me you’ll keep secret. My parents don’t know. I have no idea what will be their reaction if I tell them." 

			"Andre, you’re scaring me! Did something bad happen?"

			"No, it’s not bad."

			"Then, what is it? Are you into drugs?"

			"No, Julia, that’s definitely not it!"

			"So tell me, baby. What’s happening?" 

			"It is not happening... It has already happened! You know, Julia, I see your passionate interest in Geology and I feel that, one day, you’ll be one of the most competent geologists of the planet. So I keep thinking to myself... I can’t solve this puzzle by my own. I need someone’s help. And now I know you’ll be the help I need, because I really trust you. Things always happen for a reason. Only a geologist can solve this mystery!" 

			"Andre, thank you so much for supporting me. I admit I really needed it. But I’m getting really impatient with all this suspense. After all, what did you see? What did you find?"

			"Speak quietly! My parents may hear you!"

			"Ok, alright!"

			"First, you need to go with me to the place to analyze the fact. I have an extra bicycle. You will need it, because we have to go to the foot of that mountain over there. It must be a two-kilometer distance."

			"Cool! No problems. After all this, I’d even go there by foot!"

			"Fine, but first, you wait here. I’ll be back in five minutes."

			"Okay, Andre. I’ll wait for you."

			I went to my bedroom, grabbed a backpack and headed to the orchard. There, I unburied the sphere and put it inside the bag without Julia knowing. 

			I gave my mother an excuse that I’d show Julia other part of the farm. I couldn’t tell if she bought it, because, at the time, my mother was quite aware of how off-balance were our hormones. And, in fact, they really were. We couldn’t be alone without hooking up. But, on that day, that wasn’t the goal. Not our intention, at least. 

			We grabbed our bikes and disappeared in the middle of the coffee plantation.

			The drizzle thickened, but we didn’t pay attention to it and headed to the marked spot. 

			Once I got near the crater, that wasn’t visible from that distance, I got off my bike and told Julia: 

			"You need to wait here just for a moment. I’ll go down there first and later I come back for you."

			"Okay, but don’t take too long."

			"Right. I’ll be back in three short minutes."

			For a moment I thought someone had seen the crater and filled it up with dirt. But I was lucky. There was the hole just like before – intact. 

			I went inside the hole, noticing that some grass was growing into it. I took the sphere from the backpack and placed it on the same position it was when it fell from the sky. Maybe, if Julia saw what I saw, she had some idea of what could that be. 

			I came back for her and called:

			"Julia, you can come now."

			"Okay, I’m going. But give me your hand. It seems that the soil is getting slippery with this rain."

			"Look, Julia. That’s what I wanted to show you. This crater was caused by a meteorite."

			"By the aspect, it really looks like it! A crater this big must have been made by a small meteorite. But how are you so certain it was a meteorite that did it, after all?"

			Then, I told Julia the whole story; how I had left my grandmother’s house and how I had seen the light crossing the sky and even that I saw the fire in the coffee plantation as I was showering… Everything. After that, she got convinced that it could actually be a meteorite. So I told her:

			"Come, I want to show you something. Hold my hand, we’re going down there."

			"Sure, let’s go!"

			As soon as we reached the center of the crater, I let Julia unbury the sphere. And as she uncovered it out of the dirt, she was fascinated and said: 

			"Wow! What is this, Andre?"

			"Exactly what you’re seeing. A bright dark sphere."

			At that moment, I washed it with water from a bottle I’ve brought with myself. Its glow increased even more. 

			"God almighty! A perfect massive sphere! It is beautiful. I’d even say it’s a giant jewel! I’ve never seen anything like it before!"

			"Neither have I, Julia! What do you suspect it to be, since you’ve been studying Geology so much?"

			"Andre; I hope you’re not kidding me."

			"No, I’m not... I swear it!"

			"I’m sorry, baby; I don’t mean to doubt you. It’s just that this is all very bizarre!"

			"Yes, I know. Don’t worry about it. No offenses taken." 

			"Look, Andre... You know I study hard about rocks. I even have that collection you saw at home. However, I don’t think I’ve ever seen anything like this material. The fact that is a perfect sphere is even more intriguing. It could be an artifact made by extraterrestrials or even the component of a rocket… Something like it, I guess."

			"Yes; that’s a doubt I also have. I think this is a good reason for us to start an investigation: 'The mystery of the dark sphere'. What do you think?"

			"I think that’s an excellent idea. I’ll start the investigation first thing by tomorrow."

			"Okay, but you mustn’t tell anyone. Not even your parents; mine don’t know it either."

			"But why, Andre?"

			"Because of the military. If we reveal what we’ve found, in a very short time many people will know it and these guys we’ll come for us and ask us for explanations we can’t give yet. After all, we still haven’t gotten the slightest clue of what this is! The military may think our families are plotting something on a political level. Well, you know how they are always wondering about things! So..."

			"You’re absolutely right, Andre. Let’s keep it an utter secret. Just between us."

			"Great! So let’s leave, because this rain is getting heavier!"

			"Yes, sure... Weird... I’m feeling something strange. I still can’t know what it is. But it feels like, when you answer me, I can hear an echo. As if I already know what you’re going to say."

			"I have this exact same feeling!"

			Julia moved to climb the hill out of the crater, but she slipped down. As I was right behind her, we collided and slid back down together. 

			She fell on top of me, her face very close to mine. We laughed. Not being able to resist longer, we kissed ardently and made love right there, in the center of the meteorite’s crater. 

			Once it was done, we just laid there, looking up and feeling the rain falling on our faces. This moment marked our lives forever. 

			At this point, our clothes were wet and muddy. So, Julia said: 

			"Me too."

			"What?"

			"I love you too! You just said: 'I love you, Julia'".

			"No, I didn’t! I only thought about it, but I didn’t verbalize it."

			"That’s so strange..."

			"Wait, Julia! I think we both know what is happening… Think of a number!"

			"Alright!"

			"Is it 193?"

			"Yes, that’s it!"

			"Now I am the one who’s thinking of a number. Which is it?"

			Julia said without hesitating: 

			"The number is 238."

			In that moment, we both said, in unison: “Oh my God, how can this be?” So, Julia said: 

			"It must be the sphere’s effect!"

			"Do you really think so, Julia?"

			"I guess so! It must be! Let’s agree on something: from now on, we’ll be silent until we reach the house. Let’s not verbalize anything. Let’s just... speak telepathically, ok?"

			"Okay, it’s a deal."

			In that instant, we realized we didn’t need to speak to each other anymore. We were communicating through our thoughts. From that moment on, we just knew what the other was thinking. 

			Once we got home, we took the bicycles to the garage. Then, we held each other tightly and I told her: 

			"I could hear all of your thoughts from the way back here."

			"Me too, Andre. I could understand everything with an impressive clarity. Maybe even clearer than if you had verbalized it. What an amazing thing!"

			"I agree with you, Julia. There was only one silent moment between us. Did you notice it too?"

			"Yes, I did. Why do you think that is?"

			"I don’t know. We have to find out."

			Suddenly, my mother appeared in the garage. 

			As incredible as it may seem, Julia and I already knew what she would say, for we could read her thoughts. We could even distinguish some images she had imagined as she was thinking about us. 

			When she saw we were all wet and dirty, she asked: 

			"Would you bother telling me where did, love birds, were?"

			Julia and I exchanged a quick look, and then I jumped ahead and said:

			"Well, we were getting out of a hole up there in the mountain when Julia slipped and fell on top of me. So... we both slipped and... you can see the results, ma’am."

			"Very well! And could I know what you two sweethearts were doing inside a hole in the middle of the plantation?"

			"As you know, ma’am, Julia wants to be a geologist. Because of that I took her to analyze a hole back there that had a very different aspect."

			"Analyze a different hole! That was the worst answer I’ve ever heard in my entire life! Now, you look at me and pay attention to what I’m about to say: I’m not into this hippie movement that’s been going on right now. Peace and love... Age of Aquarius... Whatever, I still haven’t assimilated all this. I am old school and I need things to be crystal clear. Everybody here knows you two love each other and were meant for each other, like flesh and blood. But for Christ’s sake! Be careful. First of all, I am not ready to be a thirty-eight-year-old grandmother. Second of all, you are only sixteen and you are not ready to be parents. You are very young yet and have no responsibility to support a child. Therefore, you need to finish your studies, get a job, and then have children and take care of your own family. But, if a child comes on the way now, you’ll have no choice other than carry on with the responsibility."

			"Don’t worry, mom. You are not going to be a young granny. We take care. There’s no risk."

			"Oh, really? And who’s taking care?"

			"Both of us. Julia is not on the pill because is not natural, so we follow her calendar method.'

			"Her calendar method?!"

			"Yes, why? Isn’t it effective?"

			In that moment, my mother talked to herself “Oh, my God! Protect these two!” and headed towards her office, saying:

			"It works so well I had only three children using this method. Now, please, go take a shower and change these clothes. But only one at a time in the shower... Please!"

			I turned to Julia and she answered raising her eyebrows, side-looking me and pressing her lips tight. I said:

			"I guess she didn’t count the days right. But... changing subjects, tell me something: could you read my mom’s thoughts?"

			"Yes, unfortunately!"

			 "And could you also see the images she projected?"

			"Yes, I could, Andre. Oh, my God! What a thing! I was so scared with those images. I feel like I’ve just watched a pornographic short film!"

			"I know, me too! I’m sure we saw the same images. I wonder if she can read our thoughts too?"

			"I don’t know, I think it mustn’t be that easy."

			"Why do you think that?"

			"Because the images we saw in her mind were quite different from what we lived there, in the crater. If she had projected the real images we’d be lost. Then, yes, we could say she was also reading our thoughts."

			"That’s true. You’re right! By the way, only the two of us can capture what other people think and communicate to each other telepathically. How strange!"

			"Andre, it’s still too soon to be this sure. We need to know if the same thing happens when talking to other people."

			"Okay! After we shower, we talk to my dad. At this time of the day he’s usually in the tractors garage."

			"Alright then. Let’s do it."

			I took my backpack and left it in my wardrobe with the sphere in it. 

			After we showered, we went to talk with my dad. 

			When we left home, something unexpected happened:

			"Julia, we lost our telepathy! Do you think the “sphere’s effect” passed?"

			"I think so, Andre. It’d be better if we came back."

			As we returned home, our telepathic communication started working again. So, Julia said:

			"Andre, the communication is back. This means that, when we’re close to the sphere, it connects us, but when we’re far from it, it disconnects us."

			"Well done, Julia! You solved the riddle! Now, we only need to know how many meters we can be connected by it. Oh my God! I guess this sphere is really from other planet. It seems to be a technology ahead of our time. Unless..."

			"Unless what, Andre?"

			"Unless this is a spying technology used by the Americans against the Russians in this never-ending Cold War!"

			"Well, it is possible. But I hope it is not the case. I hopeit is alien technology."

			"Do you believe that are other beings in the universe besides us?"

			"Yes. We’ve learnt that the Universe is huge! It has billions of galaxies and each of them has billions of planets just like ours. Of course I believe there are extraterrestrial beings. It would be too selfish, mean and dumb of our part to think we’re unique."

			"That’s great! I feel the same way. But now, we have to take the sphere, meet my dad, and see if it has the same effect on him."

			"Okay; let’s go!"

			"Actually, Julia... I think it would be better if only I went and you stayed here waiting."

			Why, Andre?"

			"Well, even though he’s my father, he’s a man like any other. Besides, he’s not even that old, he’s only thirty-nine. When he sees you, this beautiful, I’m afraid of what he may think."

			"Oh! You’re jealous of your own father! But if you want it that way, okay. I stay and you go."

			So, I grabbed my bag with the sphere in it and headed towards him.

			We talked for about fifteen minutes. Everything my father thought, even though he didn’t want to say, I captured. And he, just like my mother, couldn’t do the same with me. 

			After this conversation, I concluded that the effect was the same with different people.

			I returned home and told Julia everything. She was very excited. Then, she told me:

			"Andre, now we need to discover how many meters can we stay away from the sphere and still be under the effects of it."

			"Let’s do this right now!"

			I grabbed a measuring tape and, discreetly, Julia and I headed to the orchard, near the guava tree. 

			After several tests we discovered that the telepathy effect only worked if we were until 5.5 meters away from the sphere. 

			Then, we concluded also that, whoever was in this distance, about an 11 meter circle, could have their thoughts read. We could know what their thoughts were and see images on top of their heads as if they were portable TV screens. 

			After that, I packed the sphere in a piece of cloth, put it inside a wooden box and buried it in the same spot, near the guava tree. 

			We took very careful not to be seen doing it. And then we headed back to my place. 

			It was funny that, even with the sphere buried, we could talk telepathically – at least until 5.5 meters far. 

			The sphere had to be very well hidden until we discovered more about it. 

			As we walked, I said:

			"Julia, we need to figure another thing out."

			"What?"

			"Why are we the only ones who are able to communicate telepathically to each other?"

			"Let’s think... What only did we do, that your parents didn’t?"

			"Well, they didn’t see the sphere, so they also didn’t touch it."

			"Right Andre. However, the fact that they didn’t see it, mustn’t be the reason. But touching it… Wait a minute… Yes, it could be it!"

			"Julia, I think that we solved another puzzle!"

			"'Elementary, my Dear Watson!' And I am only able to communicate with you telepathically because I’ve been the only person, besides you, who has touched the sphere. So… we can infer that only those who touch the sphere can read our thoughts and see our mental imagery. Do you agree?" 

			"Yes, Julia. I agree completely, as long as the sphere is near, of course. Oh my God! It would be so dangerous if this sphere fell into the wrong hands! Now, more than ever, we cannot tell anybody. We have too much power in our hands! It takes wisdom to use such a device. We need to be very ethical and use this power only in very urgent cases. If not, we’d be invading other people’s privacies, which is not correct. Don’t you agree?"

			"Yes, I do, Andre. You are completely right. Let’s use it just in situations of extreme need."

			Sometime after that, Julia and I were victims of gossip. In those moments, we need to have “cold blooded” to be able to face these situations. 

			A certain day, someone, who didn’t manifest themselves out of pure cowardice, sent Julia a letter telling her I was cheating on her with Jessica, one of our closest friends.

			Julia, very calm, came talk with me and showed me the letter and said:

			- Andre, sometimes, people are bothered with our happiness. There’s someone interested on separating us. The way he used the words about the way and the place you’ve been with Jessica are really convincing. But calm down. I don’t believe a word of it. 

			"And how do you know it is a he and not a she?"

			"By the handwriting. Women don’t usually write in italics. This is a men thing. Check it out!"

			I read the letter until the end and said:

			"Julia, I just can’t believe it! How could someone do this? We’re young, that’s for sure, but we’re not stupid enough to fall for this kind of trap! Jessica is and has always been a great friend of ours and that’s it! Maybe she doesn’t even know she’s being a victim of this prank..."

			Julia has always been calmer than I for such conflicts, so she told me:

			"Andre, I know Jessica since I was a little girl. We went to primary and junior high school together – that school, you know, near your grandmother’s house. Jessica would never “hit on you” knowing we’re dating. Not her! If you show her this letter she’ll be devastated. For while, let’s not give attention to it, because I think that person responsible for this may not stop to do this. So, I’m sure we’ll still get many other letters of this kind – all meaning to separate us. I just want you to know something: I love you so much! And I always will!"

			"I love you too, Julia. I want you for the rest of my life!"

			In this moment, we kissed and I felt extremely happy with Julia’s mature position. I don’t know if I’d be that calm in such a bad situation. It was good for learning that, despite of the gossip, we need to always talk and sort things out with our heads on the right places. 

		

	
		
			The Informers

			For two months, as Julia had predicted, she received, once a week, anonymous letters of that same kind. We stood still with our convictions – not giving it any attention. 

			Someday, something bad happened in school. The teacher Ines, our beloved History teacher, suddenly disappeared. 

			Soon, a substitute teacher replaced her. 

			In the beginning, we thought teacher Ines was only sick, because that was the information we were given. 

			After two weeks, however, she still hadn’t returned. The students started to get suspicious, because rumors said that someone had seen her leave the school escorted by two soldiers of the military police. 

			I said to Julia:

			"Teacher Gabriel has been gone for a while. Now, teacher Ines has disappeared… Who’s the next victim?"

			"Maybe also SPOB (Social and Political Organization of Brazil) teachers are the targets."

			"Yes, it’s true. I’m sure we have an informer in school who’s denouncing our teachers. We need to figure out who’s this person, because, in the end, we, students, are harmed. The substitutes, in thesis, leave a lot to be desired. I don’t know why, but most of them follow the military book: “You don’t need to think. We’ll think in your behalf.” Julia, this is a great reason to put the sphere into action! With its help we can find out who the informer is and where teacher Ines is! What do you think?"

			"Andre, really! I think we’d be entering a very dangerous ground here. What good it would do to know where teacher Ines is if we can’t do anything, absolutely nothing, with this information? And the worst: if someone finds out we’ve been speculating about this, we’re the ones who are disappearing from the map."

			"I know, you’re right, Julia. But, I feel like we’re surrounded by people who can make something up one of these days. Do you think these people here are trustable? Or they just pretend to be? I think we need to bring the sphere here, at least once, so we can know who we can trust and who we can’t. Julia, listen well: this sphere didn’t fall from the sky by chance. We were blessed for finding it and so, why not we use it for good?"
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