
I will make peace with myself!

Julia was startled to see Alberto, her husband, coming down the stairs carrying suitcases.

"Where are you going, Alberto?"

He descended the last step and put the suitcases on the floor. He looked her straight in the eye, took a deep breath, and replied:

"I'm leaving..."

"Wh-what?" Julia stammered, surprised.

He repeated:

"I'm leaving."

"Leaving? How? Why?"

Once again, he gathered his strength to give her the answer:

"I... I fell in love with another woman, Julia. I've been seeing her for months, we're lovers. I don't think it's fair to keep deceiving you."

The words struck her like arrows of fire.

“What about our love, Alberto, what about our love? We're not going to throw away everything we've lived and built because of a...

Alberto fixed his eyes on hers again and said:

"I... I don't love you anymore, Julia. What I feel is respect, affection, but love, lust... it's over... I tried to ignore what I was feeling, but... it's like trying to hide the sun with a sieve..." Impossible!" He coughed to clear his throat. "It's better for us to go our separate ways, start a new life... we're still young... you're young..."

“Who is she, Alberto? Who is she?

He swallowed hard before answering, and when he did, it was in a fragile tone:

"It's Veronica, my secretary."

There was no time for Julia to think. Alberto picked up his bags, took a deep breath, and added:

"I'll explain to the children later!"

Then he headed for the door. Julia pleaded:

"Don't go, there's no need... everything will be fine between us again... please don't go. I love you, I love you deeply. Stay Alberto, for God's sake, stay..."

Without saying another word, Alberto left the house with firm steps. As soon as her husband closed the door behind him, Julia found herself falling into a bottomless pit. A slow and painful fall. A tremendous emptiness invaded her chest and disoriented tears streamed from her eyes. Time seemed to stop at that moment.

No, it couldn't be real. Alberto, the man who had sworn eternal love to her, who had promised to love her until death separated them, was leaving just like that, out of the blue, ending a fifteen-year marriage.

It had to be a joke, a nightmare, surely. Soon she would wake up and everything would be back to normal. A gust of wind burst through the window and surrounded Julia, like one of those ghosts you see in horror movies. She shivered and, as if in slow motion, walked to the window and closed it.

She still had to tell her children that their father had left home. The news would surely be a shock to them, just as it had been to her. Once again, the image of Alberto came back to her mind. Not the man who had just walked out the door, but the Alberto who seemed to love her eternally.

They had both sworn, not only at the altar, but to each other, that their union would be forever. It had never crossed her mind that one day she would have to face a separation, never. She had prepared herself to face everything in life, absolutely everything, even death, but never to face a separation, and for that reason.

She had, yes, thought that her husband might be having an affair with his secretary, but she quickly dismissed that possibility, because Alberto, so passionate and devoted to her and their children, would never do such a thing. She had heard that young women can turn a married man's head, but never her Alberto's. Never!  

Julia slowly climbed the stairs leading to the upper floor of the house that Alberto had designed and built with such dedication. And now he was trading it, along with her and their children, for a younger woman.

Upon entering the couple's bedroom, where they had so often made love and been happy, Julia became even sadder when she saw the doors of Alberto's wardrobe wide open and its interior empty. It was too sad to see. She walked over to the bed, lifted the quilt and sheet with supernatural effort, and plunged into them. At that moment, the lights of life seemed to go out for that woman who had just turned forty.

Life from that day on was never the same for Julia; it was as if a piece of her had been torn away. All she could do was think about the good times of the past, because the present and the future seemed monstrously frightening and unnecessary to her. Despite everything Alberto had done, Julia did not hold a grudge or hatred against him. On the contrary, she felt that her love for him grew even stronger with each passing day.

Beneath all that devastation caused by the separation, corroded by depression, there was hope that he would return home, to the children, to the life together that she had dreamed of living and worked so hard to build. Yes, he would come back, he had to come back, and only then would she leave that room, which since the separation had become the only room in the house she frequented. And so the days and weeks went by...

»

Julia awoke from her troubled thoughts when she heard Bruno, her youngest son, calling her.

"Mommy, Mommy!"

She slowly opened her eyes and a certain happiness awakened within her when her eyes met her son's, looking at her with admiration. He kissed her on the cheek and said:

"I'm leaving now!"

Vitor, her eldest son, also kissed her. Unlike his brother, he had a serious expression, like an adult.

"Have a good day at school!" said Julia in a hoarse, fragile voice.

As soon as the two boys left, Julia closed her eyes and discouragement fell upon her once again. On her nightstand, one could see a huge amount of medication to combat severe anemia, labyrinthitis, and depression, illnesses that had arisen after the separation.

A few minutes passed before Aguida, the maid, a large, middle-aged woman, entered the room.

"Good morning, Mrs. Julia! It's time for your medicine," she said in a pleasant tone.

"Thank you, Aguida."

After taking the medicine, Aguida, maintaining her pleasant tone, commented:

"Have you noticed how excited the boys are? Today is the start of the school gymkhana week.

"That's very good for them!"

Aguida had to pay close attention to her employer's slightly slurred speech, or bend down in front of her, in order to understand what she was saying, as her voice barely came out of her mouth.

"And how are you?"

Julia looked at her with deep-set eyes. Her appearance betrayed that she had spent the night awake.

"I had a lot of nightmares," she replied reluctantly.

"You need to cheer up, Mrs. Julia. You can't give up like this."

Julia closed her eyes and sighed heavily before saying:

"If you only knew how I feel..."

"I understand, but you..."

Aguida continued to give her advice until she realized that her mistress had fallen asleep. She then left the room quietly and went to tidy up the house.

»

Three days later, Bruno woke his mother up again when he ran into her room, euphoric. He smiled at her and kissed her on the cheek.

“Mom, I won the egg race at the school gymkhana. Look at my prize.

He held up a package and took out a T-shirt.

Isn't it pretty? And it's my favorite color. Lucas, my friend, won the sack race; he didn't fall once. Claudete managed to put the tail on the horse while blindfolded. Teacher Cristina gave me the prize; I like her very much. She always asks about you and sends you her love. She says she prays for us every day.

Julia knew how much her son really liked that teacher. It was thanks to her that the boy had learned to work harder at school. She had thanked her for what she had done for him when she met her in person at one of the parent-teacher meetings. She later learned that the teacher was a survivor in life. She had been given up on by doctors at birth, but she had survived. Later, she was diagnosed as never being able to walk or talk, but with her parents' efforts, she overcame these obstacles and became who she is today.

"Give her a kiss for me, son. And your brother, did he win anything?"

"Oh! Vitor didn't participate in anything."

"And where is he now?"

"I think he went to take a shower."

“Have you eaten anything yet?

“Aguida is making it. I'm going to go downstairs, eat, and then play ball with the guys from the street, at the little park.

“Be careful with the cars on the street.

“What about your dad?

“What about him?

“When is he coming?

“This weekend, as agreed.

“Yay! He promised to take me to the new water park.

“Tell Victor I want to talk to him.

“Okay, Mom. Bye!

It took about fifteen minutes for Victor to show up.

“Hi, Mom.

“Hi, Victor, how did the scavenger hunt go?

He shrugged.

“Same as always.

"Did you have fun?"

“As usual. How are you?

Julia sighed.

"I'm better."

“It doesn't seem like it, said the boy seriously. You look very pale, and your voice isn't the same anymore. It's getting hoarser and hoarser.

"I'm just going through a difficult phase, that's all."

“You've lost a lot of weight, Mom.

Julia wanted to change the subject.

"Bruno said your dad is taking you to a water park, is that true?" she asked, trying to sound cheerful.

Vitor looked at her seriously.

"You're like this because of Dad, aren't you?"

The words escaped Julia's lips.

"I know, Mom, I'm not stupid. You fell ill right after Dad left. He's the one who made you this way, isn't he?"

"No, of course not!"

"I know he did. I don't like him anymore. He's making you suffer."

"Don't think that, son." Julia sat on the bed and hugged the boy.

"You'll have a lot of fun this weekend.

"I don't want to go out with Dad anymore."

“But he's your father.

"It doesn't matter, I don't want to."

Julia couldn't hold back the tears on her face, and the boy started crying too.

“I hate Dad for doing that to you. I don't want to see him anymore!

“I love him, son.

Vitor looked at her.

“What is love?

"Love is a deep feeling of affection between two people.

“And how long does it last?

Julia looked at him with red eyes and replied.

"I thought it was forever."

"

Julia tried once again to watch TV, but gave up again. Nothing could hold her attention. She then remembered the good times she had had with Alberto, and comforted herself with the hope that he would return to her soon.

Her mother called again and repeated what she said on every call:

"Daughter, if he wants to come back, don't accept it! Don't be silly! This is humiliating. Better alone than in bad company, and never forget: if he messed up once, he'll mess up again. You have two children to raise, devote yourself to them, this is your mission on Earth."

Julia missed her mother, who lived in Paraná, but she couldn't count on her. She had left her family and her beloved hometown where she was born to move to São Paulo because Alberto wanted to live there, not only because it was where his family lived, but because he was in love with the city.

However, now he had left her alone in that vast city, without any members of her family, nor her relatives, who since the separation had never contacted her, not even to find out how she was doing.

The more Julia thought about it, the more depressed she became, the more down she felt. Her mother suggested that she return to Paraná to live with them. Besides, according to her, the state was less violent than São Paulo. But she couldn't do that to her children; that was where they had their friends, they were used to school, it would take them away from their father, which would be detrimental to their upbringing, and besides, Alberto would return home sooner or later.

He couldn't live without her and the children. No... under no circumstances. He should be realizing that by now. No one can suddenly detach themselves from someone they've lived with for twenty years (15 years of marriage and another 5 years of dating). Impossible... This reflection calmed her heart, swollen with disappointment.

The next morning, Aguida insisted again that Julia allow her to open the windows to let the sun shine into the room and give Julia a little life, but once again she refused.

Another few weeks passed and nothing that Julia had been eagerly waiting for happened. The hope that Alberto would return home seemed to be hanging by a thread every day, just like her body confined to that bed.

»

One day, upon waking from another nap, Julia realized that she was once again alone in the house, which seemed to have become as big as a ghostly castle. By that time, Aguida had already left and the boys had gone to their English class with the neighbor's son, who had kindly given them a ride ever since Julia had been confined to that bed.

Julia noticed that it was almost time for her bath, which was torture for her. She didn't even feel like bathing. But she had to at least make an effort to take it, even if quickly, as she had been doing, for the sake of hygiene.

She pulled herself out from under the covers and sat up in bed, feeling dizzy as she moved into that position. After taking several deep breaths to compose herself, her eyes fell on the curtains in the room, which once again brought Alberto to her memory. He was the one who had chosen their color and style. In fact, everything there reminded her of him, who had designed the house the way he had always dreamed and chosen the color to paint it, as well as everything else to decorate it. The house, as a whole, reflected Alberto.
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