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Author’s Note

Elías Muñoz is a writer passionate about human stories—those that dwell in the quiet corners of everyday life and, without warning, shake the soul. Through his sincere and direct voice, he has given life to real, complex, and deeply human characters.

The Two Lives of Heriberto is his first published novel. It was born from the desire to understand the misunderstood, to dare to look at the contradictions that live within us all. It is a work that speaks of love, guilt, freedom, and the choices that forever alter the course of one’s life.

This book does not seek to teach. It seeks to accompany. To invite reflection. To open wounds that many prefer to ignore. Because truth is not always comfortable—but it is always necessary.

Behind every written page lies the voice of someone who has also loved, lost, been judged, and had to begin again.

That is why this story is not only Heriberto’s.

It might also be yours.
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Forbidden Glances
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In a forgotten corner of southern Chile, where winters seemed eternal and the mountains watched over the towns like silent guardians, a quiet story was taking shape. It was the 1970s, a time when morality ruled people’s lives with an iron hand and secrets hid among the routines of devotion.

Heriberto was a family man — married to Carmen, father of a small boy, with another child on the way. He had built a life that, from the outside, looked solid and respectable. He worked as a clerk at the town hall and spent his afternoons running errands, playing with his son, and chatting in the kitchen while his wife prepared tea. He still loved Carmen — her smile, her strength. Sometimes he glanced at her when she laughed loudly, and something inside him softened. Routine sometimes weighed on him, but not because of her or their child. He felt part of that home. Safe. Real.

That afternoon, while Carmen boiled water with orange peels, Heriberto was helping his son with homework.

“Dad, is the mountain range bigger than the volcano?” the boy asked, colouring a map.

“Of course. The range is like a wall of mountains, and the volcano is inside it — a special mountain,” Heriberto answered, touching his shoulder.

“And will it ever explode?”

“Don’t worry,” Heriberto joked. “Only if it gets really angry — and that won’t happen for a long time.”

Carmen peeked in with a smile.

“Are you telling him stories again?”

“No, just geography with a bit of imagination,” he said, winking.

“Then tell him to wash his hands before tea.”

The boy ran off, and Heriberto followed him with his eyes. Those moments were his center. If something troubled him lately, it wasn’t home — it was something less defined, something that appeared each morning.

Every day, after leaving his son at the school run by the Sisters of the Holy Cross, he lingered a few minutes at the gate. He said he was waiting for a colleague, but in truth he stayed out of habit — or so he thought. He found it hard to leave, as if something there held him for a moment longer.

Among the students entering, one figure caught his attention: a young girl with dark hair, a calm walk, and a quiet expression. Her name was Angélica. He didn’t know her age or story, or why he noticed her among so many. He only felt that her presence made him stop. It wasn’t desire or curiosity — just a fixed point in an ordinary morning.

At first, she didn’t even notice him. He pretended to read the newspaper or leaned on the fence like the other parents. He never approached or spoke. And when he thought about it, he told himself it was just part of his routine.

Angélica suspected nothing. Her life revolved around classes, convent rules, and her visits to the family home in town, where her mother and younger sister, Charo, lived. They were simple, hardworking women, without dramas or mysteries.

“How was your week?” her mother asked, serving tea in a chipped cup.

“Good. I got the top grade in History,” Angélica replied, sitting down carefully.

“And Sister Beatriz?”

“The same as always — with that face of hers.”

“And your new friends?”

“Some are nice. Others ignore me.”

Charo spoke from the table, biting into homemade bread.

“And that man who stands outside — who is he?”

“No idea,” Angélica answered lightly. “Probably someone’s father.”

“Don’t talk to strangers,” her mother warned.

Angélica nodded and thought no more of it. She couldn’t even remember his face.

One day, while she chatted with classmates, Heriberto walked by. He didn’t look directly at her. She laughed at something a girl had said — and that laugh sounded pure, familiar. He lowered his eyes and kept walking. Nothing more.

Another morning, while he stood waiting, Angélica passed through the gate. Heriberto greeted her with a brief, automatic gesture. She answered with an equally small nod. Nothing special. Nothing different.

In Heriberto’s mind, it all drifted in an ambiguous fog. He couldn’t explain it, yet he didn’t reject it either. He didn’t feel like less of a husband or father. Carmen was still his companion; his home still smelled of fried dough and rain. He loved it. And yet, each morning at that gate, something kept him standing a little longer.

“Good morning,” he murmured one day, almost without thinking.

“Morning,” Angélica replied, without looking at him.

That was their entire exchange. Nothing more.

The story was only beginning — and neither of them knew it.
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Chapter 2
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Invisible Presences
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The days passed with a deceptive monotony. From the outside, Heriberto’s life looked like that of any family man in southern Chile: a steady job, an orderly home, a pregnant wife, a school-age son. Carmen had no reason to doubt him. Heriberto ran errands, helped his son with homework, and accompanied her to her medical checkups. He was, in appearance, an exemplary husband.

And yet every afternoon he found some reason to spend a few extra minutes outside the school. He said he liked to arrive early to pick up his boy, that he enjoyed watching the children play in the yard, that work left him exhausted. All of that was true. But it was also true that, almost involuntarily, his eyes searched for one figure among the students: Angélica.

He didn’t do it with clear intention. He told himself it was nothing, that he wasn’t following her, that he wasn’t waiting. But he had begun to notice her presence more than he should. He pretended to read the school bulletin board or check his watch while, from the corner of his eye, he watched her cross the courtyard or talk with her classmates. He didn’t know why he did it. He simply did.

Angélica, for her part, still suspected nothing. Although she had noticed that this man—apparently the father of a small child—was often there, she didn’t give it any importance. At that convent school, full of rules and schedules, adult faces were part of the landscape.

She lived with her family in town. The house was always full of movement: the mother in charge of everything, the father working during the week in the countryside but present and firm at home, and the younger brothers filling every space. Charo, her younger sister, also attended the same school. Every morning, they left together, in uniform, their hair braided by their mother before dawn.

“Angélica, can you help me fix my collar?” asked Charo, fumbling with her blouse buttons.

“Come here. Did you iron your jumper by yourself again?”

“Mom was busy with the boys...”

The boys were Cacay and Coche, rebellious pre-teens who attended the public-School D-303. They weren’t part of the convent school, but they had their own duties, stories, and mischief.

“Mom! Coche tore my math notebook!” shouted Cacay from the dining room.

“You threw it at me first!” Coche yelled back, running down the hallway with a bread roll in his hand.

“Enough, both of you!” said their father from the doorway, without needing to raise his voice.

His tone was enough. He was a quiet man, used to farm work, yet active at home and firm in parenting. He made sure each child fulfilled their role without extinguishing affection.

“And you two,” he added, looking at Charo and Angélica, “today I want you to greet the sisters properly. Don’t even think of passing by with long faces.”

“Yes, Papa,” they answered almost in unison.

That morning, as always, they left in separate groups: the girls toward the convent school, the boys to School D-303.

Meanwhile Heriberto repeated the same scene as always. He walked slowly outside the gate, pretending to check his watch. If he saw her from afar, something stirred in his chest, though he didn’t quite understand what. There was no conversation, no contact—only a vague sensation he found hard to define.

One afternoon, as the school emptied, he walked with his son toward the exit. Angélica appeared in the distance, carrying some notebooks. He looked away, but his pulse quickened for no clear reason.

“Good afternoon,” she said softly as she passed them.

“Afternoon,” Heriberto replied, barely smiling.

Nothing more. But inside, Heriberto felt a jolt. Nothing important had happened; it was simply that he had felt something he didn’t fully understand.

“Dad, will you buy me a candy?” his son asked, breaking his thoughts.

“Sure—just one,” he said, this time with a genuine smile.

At home, Carmen waited for him with a hot dinner. Sometimes she asked about his day, and he told her the same as always: work matters, small details. Each day had its own bit of chaos, and Heriberto told what he remembered, without leaving things out and without embellishment.

“Today Sister Beatriz spoke to me about you,” she said one night as she served soup.

“Oh really? What did she say?”

“That you always arrive early to pick up the boy. That you seem very committed.”

Heriberto nodded and thought nothing of it. Carmen didn’t say it with suspicion, nor did he take it that way.

Angélica continued her life between classes, prayers, homework, and conversations with Charo. If she remembered the man who sometimes greeted her, it was like recalling a familiar shadow—without significance.

Sometimes, while waiting for his son by the school gate, Heriberto let his gaze rest on faces that had become familiar. Later, walking home along the town’s sidewalks, that image lingered in his mind for a moment, without reason.

And Angélica...

She went on with her life as always, unaware that someone had begun to notice her presence.
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Chapter 3
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An Unplanned Brief Encounter
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The autumn chill could already be felt in the air when Angélica finished copying the homework from the blackboard. Sister Beatriz, as usual, was relentless with details. The bell had not yet rung, but several students were already whispering anxiously, eager to leave.

“Before you go,” said the sister, raising her voice, “remember that tomorrow there will be a parents’ meeting. Each of you must inform your family. No excuses will be accepted.”

“Another meeting?” whispered Charo, who sat right behind Angélica.

“It seems so. I’ll tell Mom,” Angélica replied softly.

“And do you think she’ll go?”

“Yes... or my father. Sometimes he goes too.”

“I just hope they don’t tell my mom anything again,” another classmate muttered. “Last time she took away my dessert for a week.”

“Was it that bad?” Angélica asked, laughing.

“Yes! Just for talking in class.”

The girls left laughing, notebooks under their arms. They walked quickly down the sidewalk outside the school, dodging puddles and nodding to other students who walked ahead. When they reached the corner, their father was waiting.

“How was your day?” he asked, taking one of their backpacks.

“Fine, Papa. But there’s a meeting tomorrow,” Angélica said.

“Again?” he said, half-smiling. “All right, I’ll go. Your mother has to stay with the boys.”

At home, the atmosphere was the same as always. Their mother chopped vegetables in the kitchen while Coche and Cacay ran around the table playing with a ball made of socks.

“Not in the kitchen!” she yelled. “Go play in the yard!”

“Mom, there’s a parents’ meeting tomorrow,” Angélica reported.

“Yes, your father just told me. We’re already informed.”

Coche made a mocking face as he ran past.

“So, are they going to scold you for talking too much again, Charo?”

“I don’t talk that much!” Charo said, pushing him lightly.

Meanwhile, in Heriberto’s house, everything seemed to go on as usual. Carmen folded clothes in the bedroom while Rodrigo, their eldest son, coloured in a notebook.

“Dad said he’d be home later today, right?” Rodrigo asked.

“Yes, honey, but he shouldn’t be long,” Carmen answered. “Oh, I got a note from the school—tomorrow’s the parents’ meeting.”

“Oh no!” the boy exclaimed. “Are both of you going?”

“Of course we are. Why that face?”

“Because they always ask me weird questions afterward.”

Carmen laughed just as the door opened. Heriberto walked in, hung up his coat, and greeted them with a kiss.

“Hello, family.”

“You got here just in time,” Carmen said. “Tomorrow, we have the meeting at Rodrigo’s school.”

“I read it in the notebook. I’ll leave work early. We’ll go together,” Heriberto replied, ruffling the boy’s hair.

Rodrigo took the opportunity.

“And will you buy me ice cream if I do well?”

“We’ll see,” his father said, smiling.

They had dinner early. Heriberto talked about work, some overdue papers, a new coworker who didn’t understand the procedures. Carmen listened as she cleared the table.

“And how are you?” she asked later while they arranged the dishes in the cupboard.

“Fine. Just tired,” he replied.

That night, after putting Rodrigo to bed, he sat with Carmen on the couch. They watched part of a movie on local television, but sleep overtook them quickly.

“I’m going to bed,” she said, yawning.

“I’ll turn everything off,” Heriberto replied.

There was no room in his mind to drift. Only the echo of the next day’s duties remained.

Across town, Angélica was also going to bed. She had written the meeting reminder in her notebook and prepared her uniform. The house was quiet. From her bedroom window she could see the lights of other homes and a dog barking in the distance.

“Tomorrow will be a long day,” she thought, closing her eyes.

The next day, the meetings took place almost at the same time. At Angélica’s school, her father attended along with the other parents. The nuns spoke firmly, reviewing grades and behaviour.

Meanwhile, at Rodrigo’s school, Heriberto and Carmen sat in a room lit by fluorescent tubes. They spoke with the teacher, checked notebooks, and listened carefully to every detail.

It was at the end of that meeting that Heriberto, on his way to the men’s restroom, came across Angélica in a hallway. She was waiting for her father, who was still speaking with Sister Beatriz. They passed each other in silence. They looked at each other for a brief second, nothing more. Then each went their own way without stopping.

That night, in their respective homes, both remembered that brief encounter in the school corridor. They spoke of it to no one. There was no need. A single glance was enough to leave a mark in their memory.

No one—neither in Heriberto’s house nor in Angélica’s—could imagine that those small school meetings would begin to intertwine destinies without meaning to.
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Chapter 4
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The Danger of Knowing Too Much
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The sun was beginning to set behind the hills when Carmen felt the impulse to break her routine. There was no clear reason, but she decided to go herself to pick up Rodrigo from school. It was a mild afternoon, the sky clear and the air fresh—perfect for a walk. Heriberto usually took care of that task, but that day something pushed her to go out.
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