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Does love endure all things?

Rachel kissed her youngest son goodnight, then her eldest.

"Sleep with the angels," she whispered affectionately.

She turned off the light and went back to the living room where she had left the television on.

The piercing siren of an ambulance echoed in the street. She felt a shiver run through her. She checked the clock; it was already 10:20 p.m. and her husband still hadn't arrived and, as usual, hadn't called. She was worried, not about his delay, but about the state he would be in. She knew that the later he came home, the more drunk he would be. It had been like this for a long time.

She walked to the kitchen and made some chamomile tea, which would be great for relaxing and easing her tension. When she heard the key turning in the lock, she shuddered again. Her husband had arrived. She prayed to God that he hadn't been drinking and, if he had, that he wouldn't lose control as he had been doing on other nights. She heard his footsteps behind her, and from the way he walked, she knew he had been drinking, and heavily.

"What's my sweetheart doing awake at this hour?" asked Renato, his voice honeyed from drunkenness.

She remained silent. He approached her, hugged her from behind, and whispered a few seductive words in her ear. His breath reeked so strongly of alcohol that Raquel felt the air become impregnated with it. She felt nauseous.

"What's wrong? Did the cat get your tongue?" her husband's tone of voice changed.

She remained silent as she put sugar in her tea. But it would be better to speak, she reflected, as her silence could provoke her husband's anger.

Renato turned her abruptly toward him and asked aggressively:

"I asked you a question, answer me, you sly woman!"

Raquel felt she still had the strength to utter a few words. After taking a deep breath, she said, trying to hide her distress:

"I don't want to talk to you when you're drunk."

"Oh! You don't want to, do you? I'll show you how you should treat me, you slut..."

In a swift movement, Renato slapped her. Raquel tried to dodge it, but in vain. Her face was hit squarely. Then her husband grabbed her neck with both hands and stood there with his thumbs stroking and pressing at the same time. Raquel felt she was suffocating. In a raspy voice, Renato growled:

"You're going to learn to treat me like a human being, you bitch!"

His wife remained silent with her eyes closed. Blood flowed continuously from her nose. Renato ran his right hand through the red liquid and smeared it across his wife's face, covering it completely. Raquel's adrenaline peaked.

"Are you going to learn to treat me like a human being? Are you?" he asked again, but his wife remained silent.

"I'm going to beat you so badly, you bitch, if you don't answer me, that not even plastic surgery will fix your pretty little face.

Changing his tone, he added:

"You son of a bitch..."

His words came out amid the spit that fell on Raquel's face, whose body remained static, hard as stone, but inside she was shaking violently. Her husband then began to grope and squeeze his wife's breasts. Then he lifted her shirt and pulled her bra down, without any tact, until her breasts were exposed. He began to touch them, fondle them.

Raquel felt molested, violated in that moment. She wanted to run away, to disappear, but she remained inert in her husband's hands. What was the point of running? She had tried it before, and he had yelled at her so loudly that he woke up the children and maybe even the neighbors. She didn't want that to happen again. Then he beat her in the bedroom, and she endured it silently to prevent anyone from hearing her suffering. Especially the children; certain things, once seen, remain etched in the memory forever, even more so for children. Apparently, it would all happen again that night.

Renato dragged her violently into the couple's bedroom, threw her stupidly onto the bed, tore off her clothes without any tact, as well as his own, and began to have sex with her abruptly.


Raquel bit her lips hard to try to ease the pain she felt from the rough way her husband penetrated her. No matter how hard she tried, she couldn't relax at all on these occasions, nor did he expect her to. In the state Renato was in, his wife was like one of those inflatable dolls sold in sex shops. What he wanted was to come, but for some reason, the drink made it difficult for him to reach orgasm. The more he faced this problem, the more violently he penetrated her. For her, not even an animal would have sex in such a depressing way.


Finally, her husband reached his long-awaited climax, got off her, and lay there staring at the ceiling, talking nonsense until he was swallowed up by sleep. Raquel also stared at the ceiling, feeling immense anguish as her eyes teared up incessantly.

Like the other night, Raquel couldn't sleep, worrying about her health every time he forced her to have sex. In the deplorable state that drinking left him in, he might as well go to one of those brothels to have fun or simply pick up a woman on the street.

If he didn't see why he should use a condom with his wife, he certainly wasn't going to bother with one when having sex with a prostitute, especially when he was drunk and out of control. Demanding that he use a condom was a joke to him. Raquel had already tried to hint at it and heard only an ironic laugh. When she refused to have sex without a condom, he took her by force and hurt her during intercourse. On another attempt, he punched her in the face. Raquel then came to believe that it was better to remain silent and pray for protection.

How could Renato be one man at work and in front of friends and family, and behind closed doors, within the four walls of his home, be someone completely different? Raquel constantly asked herself. To her, Renato was a kind of doctor and monster. If people knew and even saw what drinking could turn him into, they wouldn't believe it.

At precisely 12:45 a.m., Raquel got out of bed, taking great care not to make any noise. She needed to clean herself up. She walked to the maid's bathroom as if walking on eggshells. With each step she took and the wooden floor creaked, her heart raced for fear that the sound would wake her husband. Once there, she washed her face and dried it gently. Then she went to the kitchen and made an ice pack so that the bruises would not show the next day.

Seeing the tea in the cup she had been unable to drink, Raquel drank it cold and in one gulp; she needed it. Then she made an ice pack for the spot where she had been punched.

Dejected, trying once again to ignore the anguish and nausea in her stomach caused by her husband's foul smell, Raquel lay down next to him and tried to sleep, but only managed to do so the next morning, as soon as her husband left the house to go to work. 


​Two nights later...


...The same story between her and her husband repeated itself. As soon as he fell asleep, Raquel waited a few more minutes before leaving the bedroom to get ready. As she walked through the living room on her way back to the bedroom, disconsolate, she felt like staying there for a few moments to perhaps relax a little. So she curled up in the armchair and ended up falling asleep sitting there.

Renato woke up in the middle of the night to go to the bathroom, and when he saw that his wife was not in bed, he went after her with a belt in his hand. Raquel woke up from her sleep when she was abruptly pulled by her husband's hand.

"I fell asleep without meaning to..." she said in her defense, shuddering when she saw him holding the belt.

As soon as they entered the bedroom, Renato locked the door, removing the key from the lock. He took the belt and whipped his wife just as white people did to black people tied to the trunk during the time of slavery.

Raquel, as always, endured the beating in silence, not screaming for fear of waking the children. She wanted everything in life, except for them to witness this. It would be a shock to both of them, a damaging impact for the rest of their lives.

While being beaten by her husband, she tried to keep one hand over her eyes at all times to protect them. Even so, he hit her in the left eye, leaving a purple mark around it.

»

A few days later, Françoise, the neighbor who lived in the apartment across from Raquel's, ran into her friend on her way back from the market. Seeing her struggling to pull the shopping cart up the stairs—since the building only had three floors and no elevator—she offered to help. She was surprised when she picked up the cart, as it wasn't that heavy for a woman of Raquel's size. In fact, it was so light that even a child could have done the job. Raquel let out a muffled groan of pain.

"Are you okay?" Françoise asked, concerned.

"Yes, I just twisted my ankle."

In addition to the weight of the cart, the sunglasses Raquel was wearing also surprised Françoise. Her lenses were exaggeratedly large, and it was unnecessary to wear them, as the day was cloudy. Besides, it was dark inside that enclosure. If she wore glasses like that there, she wouldn't be able to see an inch in front of her nose, Françoise reflected.

Embarrassed, Raquel decided to ask something to break the awkwardness in front of her neighbor.

"How are the parties going?"

"Fine, thank God!" replied Françoise, trying not to let the pity she felt for her friend show in her voice.

"That's great, I'm so glad!" exclaimed Raquel, genuinely happy.

"Who would have thought? Me getting into this kind of business? I've always liked cooking, but I never thought I'd cook for others, especially for parties. It was a surprise to me! My schedule is packed."

"That's great, Françoise, that's great. I'm rooting for you!"

Françoise looked steadily into the lens that hid her neighbor's eyes and said sincerely:

"Me too. I'm rooting for you too, Raquel."

Françoise entered her apartment pensively, aware of the sad situation her friend was facing with her husband. Everyone in the condominium must have known about it too. In fact, she was sure that Raquel was wearing those heavy sunglasses that day to hide her eyes, which had been bruised by yet another punch from her husband.

It pained her to see a woman in her prime like Raquel go through all that and endure it all in silence. To Françoise, her neighbor seemed twice her age, despite the heavy makeup she always wore, no doubt to hide her haggard face, often covered in bruises. How many women suffered the same fate and acted like her, in silence? How many women had to endure the disastrous effects of alcohol on men?

Françoise came to believe that all alcohol factories should be closed. How could anyone produce something that caused so many problems? She remembered the day she shared her opinion with a group of friends. One of them turned to her and said:

"Many people think exactly like you, Françoise, that it would be good if alcoholic beverages ceased to exist on the planet to avoid the harm they cause to people. But that's like wanting to hide food, to remove it from all places that sell it so that a person who has a compulsion for food, or is on a diet, is not tempted. The problem isn't the food, but the amount a person eats. The same goes for alcoholic beverages. The problem isn't the drink itself, but the amount a person consumes. You can drink, as long as you know how to manage your intake! It wouldn't be fair to ban liquors, beers, caipirinhas, wines, and other beverages that, from time to time, do us good and help us relax.

Françoise's friend also stated:

"You can't live your life waiting for alcoholic beverages to cease to exist so that you can be sure that your child, your father or mother, or any other family member will no longer be tempted to drink them and end up dominated by them. We need to teach everyone, especially young people, to consume them in moderation."

Yes, what her colleague had said made perfect sense. Thinking back to Raquel, Françoise felt compelled to find a way for her friend to free herself from that terrible situation. Suggesting that she take her husband to Alcoholics Anonymous might not work if he didn't think he needed it. After all, no one can change someone else if there isn't a deep desire for change within that person.

As much as she knew what Renato did to his wife, it still seemed unbelievable to Françoise that Renato, a handsome, hard-working man, was capable of doing all that to his wife. How could he be so nice, the perfect husband, the man every woman dreams of marrying in front of people; and behind the walls of that apartment, when no one was around, the devil himself? How? How many men were like him?

Françoise disagreed with many psychologists and doctors who claimed that many of these men are not even aware of what they are doing. How could that be? If all it takes is for someone different to come into the house for them to completely change their attitude and go back to being a sweet person? For Françoise, deep down, they enjoy tormenting their wives. They must feel a morbid pleasure. Freud must explain it.


What intrigued Françoise most was why Raquel didn't take action against it. Why? Her mother's influence, for sure. Françoise had already met her, had had the opportunity to talk to her and realized that she was a radically religious woman, convinced that a woman has to put up with whatever her husband does and that it is better to be married than divorced. Raquel's mother was also a woman who was very concerned with social status. She believed that it was better for children to grow up in a home with parents who fought than with divorced parents. She must have had these opinions because she wasn't the one living with Renato. If she had been, if she had experienced firsthand what he did to his wife, then Françoise thought she would have liked to see how her mother would have reacted.
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