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BY THEN, THEY HAD ALREADY found the body.

The Duster used by the forensic team was parked across the sidewalk. Next to it, the IML van was waiting to take the body away.

A small group of curious onlookers began to gather in front of the house, wanting to know what had happened. A flock of vultures. Judging by their clothes, some of them were returning from work, and so they decided to stop and enjoy the crime scene. Others came out of their homes in the neighborhood, eager to hear the latest gossip, which was certainly more interesting than the episode of the soap opera. Those who had been there longer took advantage of their moment of fame by telling the new members what they knew.

The last rays of sunlight of the day bathed in golden light a street that would never be the same after that day.

About twenty minutes later, experts located the first diary. Soon after, they found the other.

I waited until I saw the two men come out carrying the black box and putting it in the van, and then I left.
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EXTRACT FROM THE POLICE INQUIRY 11/24/2020 — 1054599-36.2020

TRACE OF THE GIRL'S DIARY

My mother was smiling too much for someone who knew she was going to die in a few hours, and that bothered me more than anything. It was as if, somehow, the end of her life was such a relief that she didn’t care about never seeing her own daughter again. In fact, what really got me was thinking that I would feel the same way if I were in her place. “We are more alike than you think, Roberta,” she would tell me when I was a whiny teenager. She was right, and that prospect made every hair on my body stand on end. With each symptom of a psychological disorder, each anxiety attack, each voice that echoed in my head, I felt closer to going through what she went through, and I didn’t know if I could handle it in the same way.

— Gather all the relatives — warned the doctor. — She doesn't have much time to say goodbye.

The disease had spread rapidly, unpoetically taking down a woman who had battled her own demons her entire life.

— I'm all the family she has — I replied.

It's strange to write something so morbid on a page decorated with flowers on the side. But, according to Sérgio, for the diary to work, I need to get the dark memories out, even if that means navigating the darkest parts of myself.​

Okay, getting in there is no problem. The big challenge is getting back. But I think I'm fine now.

I feel like I'm in control enough to accept the challenge of self-evaluation and self-control. It's been a long road, and this time I'm really ready. It's a relief, really, to look at everything from the outside.

​This is the fifth journal I've tried to start in two years. I hope this time I can get to the end before ripping out a few pages and throwing the whole thing out the window. Literally.

Well, I promise to be good and treat you well, okay? My therapist said you're my friend, and we don't burn our friends. We shouldn't, at least. And you're the only thing I have left here.

“What happened to the others?” you must be wondering. Well, they are in a big trunk, stuck in some hole in this old house. Maybe they were eaten by rats. I don’t know. But it will be different with you. I know this, because I am different too.

I promise.

Its pink cover and the little stars on the spine reminded me of the time when I almost managed to be happy, before everything plunged into darkness. That's why it will work out for you. I chose you because of affinity. I want to tell you things that the other stupid, gray notebooks couldn't handle. I want to tell you things that can't put you in danger or hurt you.

Things you won't be able to judge. Things that will make me remember.

I know you're just a bunch of leaves, but didn't you know that paper has a high power of judgment? It's incredible how what we write on these blue lines can be used to judge us for ages and generations. Do you see the poets? People unravel their feelings even today, after centuries, and punish their outbursts of madness or anything crooked they wrote on a bad day.

But I'm not a poet. Far from it. Maybe disturbed, but hey, you said no judgments! Let's have a good time together, right?

Welcome to my life, Eva. It's a pleasure to meet you.
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EXTRACT FROM THE POLICE INQUIRY 11/24/2020 — 1054599-36.2020

TRACE OF THE GIRL'S DIARY

It takes 19 steps from the kitchen to the front door of this old house. Another 32 to reach the stairs to the second floor. Depending on the day, it takes exactly 13 to get around the kitchen counter and see the mirror in the dusty china cabinet in the right corner. If you’re really anxious, however, you can do the same thing in half the time.

But in a panic attack, you can't tell how many steps you've taken. In fact, it's hard to even realize that you're walking. The only thing that hits your mind is a huge amount of feelings with scenes, memories and fears, all mixed together, and that's when things become physical. Your heart is racing, ready to run or fight, the cold sweat making you tremble and the big lump in your throat, which stops you from crying but also makes it difficult to breathe. The memory is so clear that it seems like it happened a minute ago.

— What's the rush, beautiful? — he asked, stopping the cart near me.

I clutched my groceries to my body and kept walking. We all know that ignoring this kind of talk is the best option. I quickened my pace and looked around for anyone who could help me. What else was I supposed to do?​

— We're talking to you — the second man sang, as if it were luck to be noticed by both of them.

I heard one of them jump off the wooden structure and come up behind me.

— Are you deaf, you slut? — He grabbed my arm, pulling me hard.

I stopped walking and stared at the boy. He was taller than me, but I can't describe him. Maybe it's the shock and adrenaline still in my system. I remember both of them perfectly, I just can't give any details without bursting into tears again. My fingers barely obey me now.

“I don’t have any money,” I said, showing the shopping bags. “I don’t have anything. I don’t even have my cell phone with me.”

— Then you'll have to pay the toll with something else. — He ran his fingers through some of my curls. His breath on my face brought the scent of alcohol.

More memories, more fear, more panic. Bile rose in his throat. The other guy's laugh sounded like an echo.

— I just want to leave. Please.

“Everyone wants something,” he laughed, leaning toward me. “Come with us. Let’s have some fun.” His free hand ran down my back, to my lower back.

Gathering what little courage I had left, I pulled my arm away and stepped to the side, determined not to show my fear.

— I'm going home.

It was at this point that everything got worse. The gun pointed at me, discreetly, was a greater threat than any verbal threat they could have made.

— What's wrong? Have you lost your nerve? — The boy in the cart gave a wide smile.

The man grabbed my arm again and mumbled something about being kind and understanding.

— Come up now or we'll kill you right here.

I would choose death. Without thinking twice. But getting shot is no guarantee of death, they could do much worse if I were injured. Being in one piece would give me a better chance of fighting. A chance of finding someone on the street and throwing myself down to get help. Am I wrong to think that? Survive. That's what Doctor Sérgio told me all afternoon.

Survival. And I'm good at it.

The barrel of the gun poked me in the ribs as I was taken behind the vehicle and pulled up.

​— Police, here! — someone shouted near us. — What's going on? — A third man ran down the street.

The armed guy jumped.

— What the hell is this? — yelled the one with the reins.

— Ah, shit, shit!

The barrel of the gun touched my head and the air left my lungs.

— Police!

The man was shaking with the gun in his hands. I looked away towards the asphalt. What if I jumped? I wasn't going that fast, I wouldn't die. But he might get scared and pull the trigger. Shit, I could barely hear my thoughts above the accelerated blood flow that ran through my veins.

Before I could decide, the guy pulled my hair back hard, knocking me backwards onto the asphalt. I heard the sound of the eggs in my bag breaking on the ground. It happened so fast, but I watched it all in slow motion.

The driver swore and drove off with the cart. Neither of them looked back.

— Are you okay? — asked the boy who had come to help me, as he helped me get up.

Kind eyes. Very kind. And a gentle manner.

But my scraped elbows stole all my attention.

— You're bleeding — he said.

— It's okay, I'm fine.

No. I wasn't okay. But I felt like if I showed any kind of pain or even a little bit of fear, I would never stop crying.

The effect on my body was still noticeable: legs too stiff, heartbeat racing, feeling like vomiting.

The man picked up my bags from the floor, looking curiously at the contents, and picked up a small bottle of Coke.

— Try to calm down a little. — He twisted the cap and handed me the soda. — I'm going to call the police.

— No! — I cut the idea off too quickly.

— I can take you there, if you prefer.

— No. I don't want to involve the police in this... Look, nothing serious happened. I'm fine, really.

— Do you know those men?

— I've never seen them, and I don't want them to come back. — I felt a sob escape. — And I don't know who they are either, it wouldn't do much good.

The thought of having more men who would possibly doubt my word and ask what I was doing to provoke the incident still makes me sick, even now, after all these days. That's what happens when you bring this kind of complaint to them. They ask you what you did to attract attention. They evaluate your clothes and your entire behavior.

And cops have never made me feel comfortable. There's something about them that brings out the worst in me.

— I just... — I interrupted the sentence with a nice sip of cold Coke.

The liquid helped calm me down and distracted me from my injuries. I needed my balance back, or at least to stop shaking like a leaf.

— Thank you for your help — I sighed. — If it weren’t for you...

His eyes reflected my fear. He blinked calmly. I think he was more nervous than I was.

— My name is Vinícius. — He changed the subject and softened the tone of his voice.

— Roberta. — I took her cold palm.

— It’s still shaking. — His fingers held on longer than usual. — Can I take you home? My car is up there.

— I live two blocks away. — I shook my head.

As much as Vinícius helped me, and considering the situation, I didn't know if I wanted to get into a random man's car.

— Can I accompany you there?

I wanted to say no, but I was also afraid that the cart drivers would be nearby. It was only two blocks away.

— I promise I'm not a maniac or anything like that. — He lowered his head a little, to look at me.

Still pondering, I nodded.

We walked in silence to the corner of the house. Vinícius kindly brought my shopping and asked again if I was okay.

— Do you live around here, Vinícius? — I asked, taking my bags back.

— Vini. Call me Vini. Vinícius is very formal.

— Vini. — I tried the sound and I liked it. — I never saw you in Ipanema.

— Oh, no. — He ran his hand over the back of his neck. — I just came to make a delivery. I live on the other side of Porto Alegre.

After the initial shock, I could notice his long hair and the uniform he was wearing.

— I know this is the worst timing, but can I have your number? I want to know if you're going to be okay.

The question took me by surprise, but I agreed anyway. I thanked him again for his help and watched Vinícius return the same way we had come.

I crossed the street and came home. Francisco, the postman, was waiting for me at the gate with some packages from impulse purchases I had made the night before. It was great to see a familiar face.

— Thank you, Francisco. — I smiled, as soon as I finished signing the clipboard.

“The pleasure is all mine,” he replied, gallant as ever. “I heard there’s going to be a sale at this store at the end of the month.” He pointed to a logo printed on a label.

— Serious?

— Get your card ready — he joked, getting back on his bike.

— I'll be prepared.

And Francisco was right. The store is offering great discounts, and I chose the most useless things to fill the void and space in this old house, to make me forget that Vinícius has been sending me several messages, and to forget the countless nightmares I've been having since that day.

And, Eva, I don't know if I'll be okay, but I really hope so.
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EXCERPT FROM THE INTERVIEW with delegate Clara Pedroso for the Bar of Crime podcast, two years later.

Broadcast live on Twitch and Youtube

Number of people watching: 227

Juliana: Hello, customer! Welcome to Bar of Crime! So, do you want the usual? Then sit at the bar for another dose of True Crime.

Opening track.

Juliana: And today's episode is: The bizarre events of the Roberta Andrade case, and it was brought to you by TurnGreen. TurnGreen is a line of 100% biodegradable shampoos, conditioners and deodorants that offers a full line of fragrances — including rosemary, which I love — for those who want to help the environment without sacrificing quality. Visit turngreen.com.br and enter the coupon code “bar10” to get a 10% discount on your first purchase.

The vignette goes up. When she returns, the interviewer has a serious voice.

Juliana: And today we have the pleasure of welcoming an illustrious guest: Dr. Clara Pedroso is the civil police officer in Porto Alegre who worked on the Roberta Case. Thank you very much for accepting our invitation, Dr.

Clara: Hi, Juliana and listeners. Or customers, as you like to joke here at the “bar”. I thank you for the opportunity.

Juliana: So, doctor, it was really nice of you to come and clarify some things for us. Everyone knows how much media coverage the Roberta Case gained when it happened, back in 2020. I was surprised by the amount of news I found while researching for the episode. I mean, I didn't remember there being so much material. There are literally hours of videos from programs with experts from the most diverse areas speculating about the things that happened. The problem is that, while information is good, too much of it can be harmful. Even today, there are many misunderstandings on the part of the public, right, doctor?

Clara: That's right, Juliana. The problem is that the case became very popular, and when journalists saw how much attention they could get from it, they started publishing anything about it, even information that had not been fact-checked. Look, I'm not criticizing the press in general. I know that most of your colleagues are responsible. The problem is that this minority is noisy and harmful.

Juliana: I totally agree. And what was it like working on an investigation with such high profiles? Because this was the first major case you took on, right?

Clara: Oh, you can call me “you,” please. You know, it’s complicated to talk about “relevance” because every crime is relevant to the victims and those involved, but I understand your point. This episode really had a different media appeal than the others, but the work remains the same. We have a protocol to follow, and I try to focus on it. The rest doesn’t matter. It has to be this way, otherwise our minds can’t handle it.​

Juliana: Sure. That whole healthy distancing thing, right?

Clara: Exactly. It's obvious that we can't completely distance ourselves from the events, right? We're not robots. Even more so in a case as dark as this one.

Juliana: Yes, it was bizarre.

Clara: Yeah, I guess we can call it that.

Juliana: Now I'm curious: given the nature of the case, and the outcome that we all know today, what was the biggest lesson you took with you for your career at the end of it all?

A moment of silence.

Clara: Wow, that's a great question. Well, investigators often have a reputation for being suspicious. It's part of the stereotype of the profession, like everything else. But that's not quite how it is. When we start an investigation, we always start from someone's point of view. A person reported a crime, or the Military Police reported a crime, you know? And in any case, we need to take a starting point and begin collecting evidence based on that. A certain amount of presumption of veracity is always necessary. But as the case progresses, that can get in the way. And in this case, after everything that happened, even more so.

Juliana added in a playful but respectful tone: It's true. The way everything unfolded was surreal. In fact, after the interview with the police chief, we'll have Roberta's participation. As everyone knows, she's not in the habit of giving interviews, and she only agreed to participate because she doesn't like the way her name is usually associated with the case. But continuing, what was the biggest lesson you learned?​

Clara: Never trust anyone during an affair.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 4

[image: ]




EXTRACT FROM THE POLICE INQUIRY 11/24/2020 — 1054599-36.2020

TRACE OF THE BOY'S DIARY

Under normal circumstances, I would say that today was a shitty day, one of those days when you can't wait for work to end so you can have a cheap drink that transports you away from reality with the best cost-benefit. But you know when you meet someone so nice that just the thought of them makes your day better? Someone who invades your thoughts at any moment and leaves you with a stupid smile on your face? That's how I feel.​

I know: corny. I myself feel ashamed of the corny words as I put them on paper. The problem with these clichés is that they almost always tell the truth.

Her name is Roberta, and although we didn’t talk much, she left an impression on me. Maybe it was the intensity of the moment, I don’t know. All I know is that she brought a bit of freshness to my monotonous work-home-work routine. Sometimes I feel like I’m living so automatically that I’m part of a machine, not a human being. A gear that turns for eight hours and has a short lubrication break at the end of the day. That’s why I was so excited to meet her. She appeared as a new element, a drop of color in my black and white world. Her curvy body, her unruly curls and her dark skin. Everything about her was enchanting. Her smile, her eyes, her sweet smell... everything.​

That's why I decided to write a diary. Just imagine: me writing a diary! Not long ago, I would die laughing just thinking about the idea. Today, writing flows naturally, as if part of my brain were unfolding on the page in front of me. Who knows, maybe I'll understand myself better this way?

To tell you the truth, I don't even know how to do this properly. I think I should tell you a little about my day, but I'm afraid the pages will wither from boredom. Work was a drag. I also had to put up with my supervisor, who sometimes thinks he's the President of the United States, annoying me.

—Isn't your lunch break over yet? — he asked, but in truth he wanted to accuse.

I was slumped in a chair, well hidden behind the iron shelves. True, I had come there to skip work. In my defense, there was nothing urgent to do.

— Yes, I have — I replied, taking the earphones out of one ear.

— Uh... okay. It’s just that some things came up that needed finishing and Juliano is alone. Can you help him? He has the lecture later. — He adjusted his polo shirt into his belt.

I gladly accepted and went to complete the task for two reasons: 1) I had already managed to spend a few good minutes there; 2) the lecture would be much worse than having to work, so it was better to take advantage of it.

I'm not exaggerating: they spent an hour and a half talking about the sunscreens we were going to receive and the importance of skin care. A guest doctor explained skin cancer in such a frightening way that if you listened to him talk, you'd wear sunscreen even to bed. The manager's part was the worst: he praised the quality of the product we were going to receive, repeating three times that there would be no cost, as if it wasn't their obligation to offer the minimum conditions for those who are going to deliver junk around.​

Okay, that's just grumpy on my part. I shouldn't have been so upset with my supervisor, but he decided to swear at me, because I never skip work, even though there are people who are always slacking off. I can't remember the last time I was late or left early. I've never had a customer complain, even though I deal with weirdos from time to time.

Now I'm going to finish drinking my cold tea and go to sleep. I hope to have a good night's sleep tonight, because the last few have been difficult. I've been feeling a bit anxious lately, and I suspect it has to do with Roberta.

The cell phone flashes here next to me. It's almost 11pm. Should I send the message?

Next to the appliance are two packages of Chokito. I've spent all my money on food this week. I have to smile when I see this scene. Another thing that my old self would disapprove of: the mess in my room. I've always liked order and patterns. When I was little, I stood out from the other children for being the tidiest, which earned me a few slaps from time to time. At home, I put all my toys away in the right places before being told to. It was something I had to do, as natural as eating or sleeping. If I didn't do it, I felt dirty. Wrong.

It turns out that I recently learned that it is enough for my mental world – ideas, plans, thoughts – to be organized. The outside is merely a mirror of our internal world. I can handle any external mess if things are organized here inside my head.

Do you know what the best part of my day was today? When I was looking at Roberta's Instagram during my lunch break. See? I told you my routine was depressing. Anyway, it was a relaxing moment. She posts few photos of her face, which is a shame. Her feed is filled with snapshots of her day-to-day life. A pan on the stove. A bird that landed on the window. A dog on the street. There are only about four photos of her, three in black and white. You know what they say about these types of photos: either you're a pretentious cult fan or you're insecure.

Does she not think she's pretty enough? Sure, at 5'11 and a few extra pounds, she's not up to Hollywood standards, but if the movie industry knew anything, DiCaprio wouldn't have taken so long to win a fucking Oscar. She looks, I don't know, different. Maybe it's just me, but I guess the past has taught me how to spot that kind of thing.

“Pain teaches you to moan,” my father used to say. At first, I thought it was just an old man’s phrase, of no importance. I only fully understood the meaning of those words when I felt them firsthand. When we suffer pain, we learn to complain so that it doesn’t happen again. But what happens when no one listens to us? And when we don’t have anyone who truly cares enough to say, “Hey, I see you’re suffering. Do you want some help?” In that case, pain makes us stronger. We create a kind of shell. It’s as if a sixth sense is awakened. We learn to see the source of the pain from a distance. To avoid it and control it, if possible. In the few — but intense — years I spent with my ex, this was the main lesson I learned. Today, I know how to see a good woman when I see one. Someone who is worth it and doesn’t have a ton of poison hidden under her tongue, ready to pour it all out on her next prey. Pain taught me to moan, and when help didn’t come, I learned to fend for myself.​

I don't know if I really believe this or if it's just a hope. Maybe a bit of both. Deep down, I hope that the events of the past didn't just bring me suffering.

I picked up my phone and sent the message. Just like that, on impulse. Without having time to change my mind.

This time, things will be different. They have every chance of being different.
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EXTRACT FROM THE POLICE INQUIRY 11/24/2020 — 1054599-36.2020

TRACE OF THE GIRL'S DIARY

I didn't cry today during the therapy session.

It's a milestone to be remembered. If I were one for celebrations, perhaps I would be celebrating a small victory, as Sérgio suggested. But, just between us, I lied to him. And I think I ended up lying to myself too.

It is possible that I have become so numb that the events, although serious, are not enough to shake me. Doctor Sérgio has described this as “apathy” in past conversations, and honestly, I do not want to go back to that stage. I do not need more medicine, and demands, and expectations.

That's why I lied to him when he asked, "How's your sleep?"

“I’ve been sleeping very well,” I replied, lying on the caramel-colored sofa.

It's been days since I've known what a good night's sleep is. I alternate between a dense cloud, where everything seems unreal, and strange energy spikes. In the few hours of sleep I managed to get, I dreamed about my mother and woke up to the sound of a baby crying. If I close my eyes, I can still hear the child's screams, as if she were real.

— And the food? — he asked, writing in his notebook.

Living on noodles and snacks didn't seem like a good answer to me.

— I've been controlling myself better with sweets.

It wasn't a total lie. I mean, I decided to cut down on the amount of junk food I eat a little. It's an improvement, right? I barely eat because sometimes I forget. I get so caught up in something that before I know it, the time has already passed and I forgot to eat lunch – or at least that's what I try to tell myself, so I don't have to keep worrying about these little lapses.

It's normal, right? They don't mean anything. I prefer to keep thinking that way.

— Congratulations. — Sergio seemed proud of my progress.

I didn't deserve to be congratulated, but I deserved the peace of mind of not getting too deep into the mess. I've just come out of a really bad period, and I just want to put an end to it and start over. A new page, without having to resort to past sufferings. But my new chapter already has stains from the previous ones.

That's what they say, we can't bury our past. Everything we experience becomes a reflection of everything we will experience.

My anxiety attacks have increased since the day of the cart, and I'm afraid to leave the house. I'm suspicious of any man who approaches me on the street, and I swear I tried to walk again at the end of the afternoon, but I didn't even make it to the end of the block. I haven't responded to the text messages Vinícius sent me and I'm even afraid of the noise the rats make inside the house. I can't tell the difference between the noise coming from the neighbor and the creaking of the furniture around here.​

All the old triggers have been pulled, and I know I should treat this again, change the old bandages on the unhealed wounds, but I just want to... bleed. I want to bleed a little, before I pull off the bandages and feel everything being pulled back together. It always comes back like an avalanche and crushes me. This isn't the first time. I just want some time between the agonizing pain and the pain of treatment.

A gray space where I pretend I'm okay and keep going.

— And work, how is it going? — he asked, noticing my particular difficulty in speaking.

Sérgio knows that work is a free space in me. It is the only part that remains whole, despite everything. A strange refuge for someone who does not consider himself a workaholic, but loves what he does.

— I got more requests. I did a beautiful illustration for a science fiction author, and I ended up gaining more followers.

— And what about partnerships with publishers?

—Still standing. — I sounded so grateful that even I wanted to laugh.

Making book covers and layouts is basically my livelihood. Every now and then, I receive requests for larger artwork, such as illustrating an entire book or creating a visual identity.

I don't earn much, but it's not bad either. I can get by and spend money on nonsense to occupy my time.

— Have you ever thought about resuming your plans and...

— Our time is up, isn’t it? — I pointed to the clock on the table that was about to beep.

Sergio just laughed. He is a man of experience, he already knows the tricks his patients use to escape. And he also knows that I run away when he starts making plans.

I have no plans. Not anymore.

You know that saying, “If you want to make God laugh, then make plans”? Well, my life must be a complete stand-up for the Man Up There.

I just try to get through the next day as best I can. If I think too much, I freak out. If I get too involved, I can't take it. A heart can only be broken so many times before it truly gives up. I suspect I've reached my limit.

But I'm proud to be here. By leaps and bounds.

I want help. I need it, in fact. I completely understand the gravity of the situation, but I also just want some peace. When ancient demons are breaking down the door frequently, you learn to make a cup of tea and talk, before sending them away.

That's what I was doing at 2 a.m., before I took a break for coffee and writing. I was dealing with the world and working. I was perfecting one of the covers and trying to pretend I hadn't noticed I'd missed a layout deadline.

There's nothing better than burying yourself in work. Physical and mental exhaustion is a thousand times better than an anxiety attack lurking in the background.

I try to focus on myself and take it slow, one step at a time, like I'm in rehab. In fact, it is rehab. I'm leaving old patterns behind and trying to find healthier outlets.

Okay, Eva. You can judge me; say I'm not being that healthy, but it's still better than before.

I buried all my hurts, traumas, difficulties and sins deep down. I am on the path of self-forgiveness, which is just as important as love. I carried heavy guilt and enormous pain, but now I try to learn from these situations. I want to be a better person for myself.

I'm no longer running from the darkness. I'm learning to deal with it.
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EXTRACT FROM THE POLICE INQUIRY 11/24/2020 — 1054599-36.2020

TRACE OF THE BOY'S DIARY

I miss Lola, even after twenty years. The intensity of the feeling has diminished, of course, but I still remember how happy she made my childhood. The Doberman was one of the sweetest dogs I have ever come across, and she wasn't even mine. Our small house would never have accommodated a dog that size. Luckily, the Mayers always let me play with her.

Our neighbors had a large house, the largest on the block. The corner lot had a frontage of over sixty meters, surrounded by a fence through which I would reach my hand to pet Lola. People who passed by were always startled to see a seven-year-old boy putting his hand on a fierce dog from a strange house. Their shock was even greater when they saw the dog wagging its tail and asking for more affection. And Lola was not docile with just anyone. If anyone else tried to approach her in the same way, I guarantee they would back away in an instant.

One of my favorite games was to race Lola along the gate. Of course, she always won. Sometimes I would slow down on purpose. She would look to the side and slow down too, but always keeping the lead. I would threaten to go faster, and she would take off. I would laugh my head off, and she would come rubbing herself against the fence asking for a pet. When Lola got pregnant, owner Luísa Mayer let me go into the yard and play with all the puppies before the donation.​

Then one day, Lola died. Just like that, out of the blue. The day before, she was there, playing, and the next day, she was gone. I remember going to the gate and not finding her. I whistled. Nothing. Later, my mother told me what had happened, and I ran to my room to cry.

That was the first time I had ever dealt with death. I didn’t understand how a being—a little animal or a person—could be there with you and then suddenly disappear out of nowhere. Weren’t we allowed to prepare? Weren’t we allowed to say goodbye? What kind of world was this that gave you something good and then took it away without a fucking warning? In the months before, I hadn’t noticed Lola’s curved spine. Or that she had been running slower and slower. Or that she just wanted to lie down and be cuddled. She was still happy to see me, and that was all that mattered.
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