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About the Medium

	Rose Mello was born in São Paulo, SP, and raised in Rio de Janeiro, RJ.

	She is a writer and environmental designer with a postgraduate degree in lighting design.

	She believes in the beauty of life and in the human capacity to make the world a better place, and believes that faith and connection with positive energies drive and encourage us along the way.

	She indicates that she appreciates the arts in general, but maintains a preference for painting, sculpture, and literature.

	A voracious reader, she has always sought to learn and read all genres, but today she seeks books that provide a constructive message and enriching content.

	She mentions that studying, seeking general knowledge, pursuing personal and professional development, maintaining good ethical conduct, and maintaining values structured through a good education are neither obsolete concepts nor passing fads.

	Technology has advanced greatly, some social structures have changed, and we are in the 21st century, but culture, education, and ethics are timeless and should be present in everyone's daily lives. Furthermore, he likes to seek happiness and, above all, always maintain optimism and joy for life.

	 

	 

	Synopsis

	 

	 

	Rosana is a successful executive holding an important position at the São Paulo branch of a multinational IT company. Beautiful, young, and wealthy, she has always been very practical and rational, managing everything around her with planning and organization.

	In her professional life, she had achieved success, which also extended to her personal life. An only child of a farming couple, she had strong bonds of love and respect with her parents. She was loved by her friends and maintained a stable relationship with Roberto, her boyfriend, a doctor who was completely in love with her.

	Her life was surrounded by harmony and tranquility.

	Until one day, a great storm hits the city, and ends up putting Rosana face to face with a man who has the power to shake her entire solid structure built over the years.

	A surreal encounter that throws Rosana off balance and means her life will never be the same. The circumstances of this moment are incredible and lead Rosana to question her own mental health.

	From that day on, she will have to face her deepest values, accept and confront her fears, and recognize her fragility in the face of life. Her skepticism will crumble, leaving her unable to deny the facts.

	Faced with the challenges posed by the situation, Rosana will discover that within her there is a personality hitherto unknown, just waiting for the right moment to reveal itself.

	She will learn about true love, faith, courage, and resignation.

	And her greatest grief will outlive herself.
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Chapter 1

	 

	 

	The sky was dark and heavy, and a downpour would soon take over the city. When the alarm went off, Rosana looked through the ajar curtain and felt like going back to sleep. With the onset of winter, it was quite cold outside, but the temperature in the bedroom remained pleasant. 

	She lazily got up, looked in the mirror, ran her hands through her hair and made a face, then laughed. Soon she was enveloped in the hot water of the shower, feeling that the bath had revived her, preparing her for another long day at work.

	As she sipped her coffee and ate a slice of white cheese, she reviewed the day's agenda. Her only appointment would be a meeting with a client at ten o'clock and she thought she could take care of personal details after lunch in peace. 

	Just before eight o'clock, she was ready to leave. 

	Still in the elevator, she picked up her cell phone and called Roberto: 

	- Good morning, love, I am leaving. Did you sleep well? 

	- Hi darling, I did, but as always, I missed you a lot! With a smile she replied: 

	- I miss you too, but you said yesterday that you would better go home; today you have that lecture at the university, don't you? 

	- That is true, and I like to be well rested on these occasions. It is amazing how the students always surprise me with sometimes baffling questions - he concluded, laughing.

	- Lunch together? 

	- I will pick you up at the office at 1pm, okay? 

	- That is fine. See you there and a big kiss. 

	- Love and think of me. When she got into the car, Rosana turned on the stereo first. The music accompanied her whenever possible and made her feel relaxed and calm, even in the heavy traffic in São Paulo. 

	The rain was already falling heavily, and the cars were moving slowly along the streets and avenues. Rosana resigned herself to the traffic jam - there was still plenty of time for the meeting - and absent-mindedly began to think about her life. She had graduated early as a Systems Analyst and had soon landed an internship at a large multinational company.

	She was thirty years old, and, unlike her college friends, she had not put marriage on her list of priorities. She was a responsible and very competent intern; when she managed to get a permanent position in the company, she opted to rent a small apartment and moved out on her own, with the full support of her parents. 

	 Sometime later, she met Roberto, a pediatrician three years older than her, at a party. He was a sophisticated and handsome man. Tall, dark-haired and with a mustache, a detail that Rosana appreciated very much. They started dating. Their relationship had always been strong and there was a lot of complicity between them, but they decided that they would each continue to live in their own home, which did not stop them from frequently spending the night together at each other's house. 

	“My life is perfect!” - thought Rosana, feeling a great sense of peace!

	Suddenly her thoughts were interrupted by the sound of hail hitting the roof of the car. She looked around and saw that the city was already turning into chaos. Water was rapidly flooding the streets. Rosana pulled the car over at a gas station and decided to call Fernanda, her secretary. 

	- Nanda, Rosana. How are you? 

	- All calm, Rosana. Where are you? The rain is awful, and the water has risen a lot here in the street. 

	- I'm still a little far away - replied Rosana, trying to analyze the situation. Has anyone called? 

	- Not yet. What do you want me to do? Do you think it is better to cancel the meeting? 

	- It might be more convenient. Leave a new date open, okay? 

	- Don't worry, I will sort everything out here. Just take care, because the city gets crazy in this weather. 

	- OK! I will be there soon. See you soon.

	When she hung up the phone, Rosana realized that the situation was even worse. The sky was very dark, and the lights in the streets, offices and stores began to come on. There was no way she could continue her way. She parked in a space at the gas station, grabbed her handbag and got out of the car. It was windy and she ran to the convenience store that was sheltering several people who had also left their cars. Since she had to wait, she would have something to drink. She poured herself a coffee, picked up a magazine and started reading. Every now and then she looked outside, but nothing had changed; perhaps it was going to take longer than expected. She thought about calling Roberto, but gave up when she remembered that he should have started his talk by now.

	She had been there for more than twenty minutes. She closed the magazine and saw that everyone was relatively quiet, indicating that there was really nothing left to do but wait. It was at that moment that a man walked through the store door. She naturally turned to look and when she saw him, she felt her legs go weak and her chest tighten so much that it felt like she had been punched very hard. Her breathing became difficult, and she gasped for breath, and a dizziness made her support herself so as not to fall. 

	- “What in God's name?” - thought Rosana, completely disoriented. 

	Suddenly it was as if it was just the two of them in the room; she could not hear a single sound and saw no one around her. He walked towards the cashier and, as he approached Rosana, asked to be excused. 

	She said nothing, nor could she move. He looked at her and spoke again in a deep but extremely soft voice:

	- Hi, can you excuse me please? It is crowded here, isn't it? She remained still for a few seconds and then slowly moved away. 

	- Sorry - was all she managed to say with great difficulty. 

	- Imagine - he replied with the most charming and wonderful smile Rosana had ever seen. He went to the counter, bought something and headed for the exit, without another glance at her. Rosana, without thinking, followed him. She saw him run towards the building next to the gas station and disappear through the large glass doors at the entrance. Rosana walked almost staggering back to the store and, still outside, leaned against the wall. Unable to understand and unable to bear the feeling any longer, she fell into convulsive, uncontrollable weeping. A few people noticed how she was, but no one approached her. She cried a lot, until her eyes began to swell shut and a severe pain took hold of her entire head. Only then did she begin to regain her self-control; She reached into her bag for a handkerchief, dried her face to pull herself together and lifted her head, inhaling so deeply that she seemed to want all the air in the world for herself. She still felt dizzy, and her body was so relaxed now that it seemed anesthetized. She went into the store and bought a bottle of water. Just then another girl approached her and asked: 

	- Excuse me, but... are you all right? Do you need anything? 

	- No, thank you. It is just a bad feeling that has passed. I need to go. Thanks again. The girl did not insist, and Rosana went back to her car. She did not turn on the stereo! She sat with her head resting on the seat. 

	- I cannot understand - she asked herself in anguish. Who was that man? What was my reaction? Am I going mad? 

	 She could not organize her thoughts, but she was certain of one thing: she could not go to work under these conditions. 

	She called Fernanda again, trying hard to disguise her state of mind.

	-Nanda, it is me again. It looks like the storm is passing, but I think it is still going to be difficult to get to the office... Did you manage to talk to the people at the meeting? Was there a problem canceling it? - she spoke slowly. 

	- No, Rosana, they were even about to call and cancel everything. The new date was left open as you asked, and they thought it was great. Is everything all right with you? 

	- Everything is fine, Fernanda; I just got a migraine, and I am going to take the

	opportunity to rest at home. 

	- I will let anyone know that you are not coming today. Take care of yourself because I know all about these migraine attacks.

	Fernanda hung up, but she felt something was wrong. Rosana only called her by name when she was very worried about something. She used to affectionately call her Nanda. They had worked together for a long time, which strengthened a mutual sympathy that turned into a good friendship. She was apprehensive, but as she always did, she tried to forget about it and talked to Rosana at the first opportunity. 

	There was great respect between them, and they used to talk about the most varied subjects. They shared confidences, sorrows and happiness. But in the workplace, they tried to maintain a very professional relationship, avoiding intrigue and gossip. Over time, they got to know each other so well that it was not unusual for them to communicate with just a glance. 

	Fernanda would wait for Rosana to come to her to get things off her chest. But in any case, she would call her in the evening just to see if her friend was all right.

	Rosana drove as if she were on autopilot. At times she thought she would not be able to get out of the car. When she entered the building garage, she felt like a survivor. She turned off the car and once again she was too exhausted to move. Her body heavy and her head aching, she got out and took the elevator. When she entered the apartment, she threw her keys and handbag on the table, went into the bedroom and collapsed on the bed. She remained stagnant, her gaze fixed on the ceiling... She could not understand it, but she was suffering a lot, a pain she had not known before. Tears started rolling down her cheeks again, but she did not bother to hold them back. She wanted to cry, to get that immense sadness out. She turned on her side, hugged her pillow and fell asleep. 

	She woke up to the phone ringing, but did not feel like getting up to answer it. The answering machine activated and recorded a message that she would hear later.

	Her heart was tight, but sleep had improved her general condition considerably. She got up and went to take a shower. She lay still for a few minutes, letting the water run over her body as if to take the weight off her. She got out and put on a robe, dried her long brown hair lightly and went into the living room. 

	The curtains were closed, and she preferred to leave them that way, lighting only the small lamp on the table next to the sofa. She walked over to the bookcase and put on a CD; the soft, slow music filled the apartment. He lay down on the sofa and only then began to think about everything in a more analytical way. 

	What had happened was not normal, that much was clear. Had it been what they call love at first sight? “No” - she thought with conviction! Everything she knew about love was nothing like what she had felt.

	When you see someone, you are immediately attracted to, you can feel your heart racing, your hands shaking, your eyes glazing over... but what she felt was an impact, a shock...”THAT!” - she concluded victoriously. It was a very strong shock indeed. But... why? She had never seen that man before in her life. The memory of his image was clear in her mind, as if he were standing right there in front of her. And what a smile! He was a spectacle, perhaps the most handsome man she had ever seen! 

	What nonsense - she analyzed, getting up to go to the kitchen. Much better- looking men were on every movie screen all over the world... but... she did not know what... he was very special. Would she have been impressed by his beauty? Not either! That would have left her awestruck at most.

	She grabbed a coffee, opened a drawer and took out a pack of cigarettes and a lighter. She should have given up this terrible addiction once and for all, but she was still a long way off. 

	As she returned to the sofa, she remembered the phone call she had received and went to listen to it. 

	- “Oh my God!” - she sighed in anguish. It was Roberto, very worried because she had not heard from him, had not shown up for lunch and had disappeared. She picked up the phone and called his cell, hoping that the call would be transferred to voicemail. Bingo! She heard the message to leave a message: 

	-Roberto, forgive me love! I got stuck in the middle of the storm, had to cancel the morning meeting and ended up having one of my migraine attacks. I have decided to go home. I will rest in the afternoon, and I will call you in the early evening. Big kiss. She felt relieved that she did not have to talk to him now. What was she going to say? That she was going crazy and having a tantrum in the street because of a stranger?

	She lit her cigarette and returned to the sofa. She was calm now and watched the smoke without thinking about anything. But soon the image of that smile came back to her mind... that word spoken in a wonderful voice - “Imagine” - he had said simply, but to her it sounded like a beautiful song. And then her eyes filled with tears and the tightness in her heart returned. 

	She put out her cigarette, closed her eyes and squeezed them tightly shut; she wanted to push the memory away. 

	-”What's happening to me?” - she thought again, becoming restless. She searched her memory and tried to recall some occasion; some place where she might have seen that face. Some unpleasant situation she might have witnessed involving that man... nothing! She had never seen him. 

	Very tired, she decided to stop fighting and everything came back to her mind... His face, his physique, his voice... everything so perfect... and thinking, for the first time she smiled a little!

	She decided it would be better to sleep again until the evening, and that is what she did. And she dreamt! 

	He was with her, but they did not come close. They looked at each other with tenderness and love; she tried to get close, to touch him, but she could not. When she tried to speak to him, her voice would not come out. When she tried to speak to him, her voice would not come out. He blew her a kiss and gradually disappeared. She tried to follow him, but she could not move. 

	She stirred for a few moments and then fell back into a deep sleep. There was no dream... everything was dark! 

	 


Chapter 2

	 

	 

	It was late at night when Rosana woke up. She was surprised by the lateness of the hour. For the first time that day, she felt a huge emptiness in her stomach and realized how hungry she was. It was just as well: her last meal had been in the morning. 

	Her answering machine was flashing with messages. She began to listen to them. A dry cleaner telling her that her dress was ready; a call with no message; her mother just wanting to say hello; a friend inviting her to a party at the weekend; a call with no message; Fernanda. 

	She needed to eat something first; then she would return the calls. She went to the kitchen and prepared a sandwich of smoked turkey breast, white cheese, tomato and lettuce. She seasoned it with some herbs. She opened the fridge and took out the jug of lemonade. No, that was not what he wanted to drink.She put the jug away again and grabbed a bottle of pear juice. 

	She went into the living room and turned on the TV. The evening news was on. She watched without interest, but the news distracted her thoughts. When she had finished eating, she brushed her teeth, lit a cigarette and picked up the phone.

	- Hi Mom, are you having dinner? 

	- No, my child, we are finished. Today is our bridge day with Liana and Eduardo, have you forgotten? 

	- Oh, that is right. Have they arrived yet? Tell them I am sending them a hug. Is Dad well? 

	- Yes, he is as cheerful as ever. When are you coming over? 

	- Maybe tomorrow night. I had a bad day today because of the rain. 

	- What? I didn't even leave the house. Darling, they are already calling me. I will talk to you tomorrow. 

	- Enjoy your evening, Mom, and a kiss to everyone. Now I’ll call Fernanda. 

	- No, I would better call Roberto straight away. I had been very rude and - he did not deserve it. 

	- Rosana, I am so glad you called. I was about to leave to go to your house. How are you? 

	- My love, I am sorry about today. It has been a very complicated day. I have only just woken up. I am feeling much better and the migraine is gone.

	-Do you want me to come and stay with you? Do you need anything? 

	- No, my dear, /don't worry. I am going to read a bit and try to sleep again. Tomorrow, I want to be in a good mood to get my work done. 

	- Have you seen the weather forecast in the paper? It looks like it is going to be much nicer tomorrow, so how about we meet up for the lunch we missed today? 

	- Perfect, and I am sure it will all work out - she concluded with a smile. 

	And /don't schedule anything for the evening; I will need a lot of time by your side to heal all the homesickness I am feeling.

	 -I miss you too. Tomorrow, I will not let you go, you can be sure of that. They hung up affectionately and Rosana was anxious to talk to Fernanda.

	After a quick chat, they decided that Fernanda would go to her friend's house. Rosana went up to her room and while she was choosing comfortable clothes, she was thinking about how she was going to tell Fernanda what had happened. It was all too surreal, and she felt a bit ridiculous. She put on a navy blue and white sweatshirt, brushed her hair and put it up in a ponytail. She looked at herself in the mirror: given everything she had been through; she looked pretty good. The doorbell rang. 

	- Fernanda - said Rosana, welcoming her friend in a big hug.

	- Rosana, you have got me worried. I thought something more than a migraine was tormenting you, but I did not want to be too hasty and say anything over the phone. 

	- You know me very well, my friend. But you can be sure that what I must tell you goes far beyond your imagination. 

	- I am already starting to get anxious. What happened that was so horrible? 

	- Sit here and get ready to listen - said Rosana, pulling her friend by the hand to the sofa. On the way, she picked up two glasses of wine. Gradually and very calmly, Rosana began to recount the episode at the gas station in as much detail as she could remember. At times, she felt a lump begin to form in her throat and she found it difficult to speak again. But she managed to tell everything without letting the emotion overwhelm her again.

	At the end of the story, Fernanda was dumbfounded, not sure if she had understood everything. 

	- Wait, friend, you don’t/do not know this person? Are you sure you have never seen him before? 

	- Absolutely! 

	- But from what you have said, your reaction seems to be that of a person who meets someone with whom you have had a very unpleasant experience. 

	- That is what I thought - interjected Rosana, happy to see that her friend was not thinking she was crazy, at least not completely. 

	- But if you have never seen him before, it does not make sense! 

	- None, and that distresses me. You know I have always been a sensible person, with my feet firmly on the ground. It has been very difficult to come to terms with what has happened. 

	- And now, at this moment, what do you feel when you think of him? Rosana hesitated: 

	- Longing, a longing so great that it hurts... And I feel afraid. Very afraid!

	Fernanda was silent and thoughtful. Rosana got up and went to pour them both some more wine. 

	- Rosana, I don’t know what to say. I have never seen anything like it. You say it was not an attraction, and to tell you the truth, I agree with that; but at the same time, I cannot understand it. What do you intend to do now? 

	- What can I do? All I can do is try to put a lid on it and forget about it. I don’t know who he is, where he is from, nothing! - replied Rosana, but without feeling any conviction in what she was saying - besides, I don't really have to do anything. That man does not interest me; I love Roberto, we are happy, I have never thought of getting involved with anyone else. 

	Fernanda looked at her suspiciously and Rosana continued:

	 - What happened is inexplicable, so there is no point in looking for reasons. I am not going to see him again, that is for sure. At that moment, Rosana could no longer hold back her tears. Fernanda hugged her silently, but she was very worried about her friend's state. 

	-The truth is that when he walked in, it was as if I was seeing the most important man in my life again - Rosana said tearfully. 

	- It hurt so much to stand in front of him... I was sure, within seconds, that I was standing in front of someone I thought I would never meet again in my life. I am completely devastated, I feel like I am going to explode with despair.

	-Rosana, do you believe in reincarnation? We never talk much about beliefs and religion. Drying her tears with a handkerchief, Rosana said: 

	- No Fernanda, I don’t believe in those things. I believe that there is a greater force, which I don’t know if it comes from God, that moves the world. But reincarnation, spirits, I really don’t believe in that. 

	- Maybe you are wrong, Rosana. I believe that when we die, we go to another dimension; I don’t believe that death is the end of everything. What would be the point of life if everything ended like that? 

	- But the meaning of life is in life itself. In what we build, in the person we are, in our achievements. 

	- And why do you think there are so many inequalities in the world?

	- That is what I said Fernanda, it depends on our achievements, our effort; if you don’t fight for what you want, you will not succeed.

	- But do you think that a person born into extreme poverty is going to have the same conditions to achieve what you have achieved, for example? Rosana was baffled. 

	- That is what I am saying, Rosana. There must be a more satisfactory explanation for such seemingly unfair things. And I think that explanation lies precisely in the question of reincarnation, karma, past lives. I cannot say much either, as I have never delved into this subject. Rosana remained thoughtful, trying to analyze what she had heard. 

	- And I think, Rosana, that the episode you experienced may have an explanation in this sense. I don’t see any other way of understanding a reaction like the one you had. Unless you were suffering from some kind of imbalance, and we know that your mental health is in perfect condition. 

	- Is that so? - replied Rosana, trying to laugh at her own tragedy. They both laughed together, and the mood became lighter again.

	They managed to put the subject aside for a while, and Fernanda told Rosana how the day at the office had gone. 

	Rosana was highly regarded in the company for her competence and ease of getting what she wanted from clients. She was friendly, intelligent and persuasive, as well as having a deep knowledge of the area in which she worked. She had won major accounts, and this meant that her rise had been structured on secure and definitive foundations. 

	She was considered a great person, good-hearted and sensitive, but always with ideas based on reality and scientific evidence. Esotericism, spirituality, things like that did not attract her attention.

	They took the opportunity to organize their schedule for the next day, and it was almost midnight when Fernanda left. They had not touched on the subject of that mysterious meeting again. 

	The next day dawned cold but without rain. After a good night's sleep, Rosana woke up in good spirits. All that remained was the feeling that it had all been a crazy dream. She preferred to ignore the memories and went confidently about her daily routine. 

	She arrived at the office and shortly afterwards had a meeting with the client from the day before. The conversation ended with yet another professional success, and when the visitors left, there was a small celebration for, yet another good deal closed. Rosana was happy. 

	Fernanda, unlike her friend, could not stop thinking about what had happened, and she was sure that Rosana was concealing her feelings. But she swore to herself that if it were up to her, she would not bring it up again. 

	At lunchtime, Roberto stopped by to pick Rosana up. They went to a nearby restaurant, where everyone already knew them.

	- Rosana, how nice to be here! Yesterday I was very worried about you and sad that I did not see you. 

	- Please Roberto, let's forget about yesterday! Roberto was surprised by his girlfriend's attitude, after all, nothing much had happened to make her talk so seriously. But he did not take it too seriously. 

	- How is your day today, love? Any more lectures at the university? 

	- No. I have several appointments in the afternoon, and I am not due to leave the office until early evening. Would you like me to bring something for dinner? How about watching a DVD? 

	- Perfect! But don’t worry, I will make us something to eat; maybe that pasta sugo you like? 

	- Do you have a preference for the movie, or can I pick it up at the video store?

	- Take what you think is good; today I want to watch anything, and I love all genres, you know. I have to call my mom. I said I might drop by her house tonight. Roberto frowned. Rosana laughed, winked, picked up her cell phone and called her mother to tell her she could not make it.

	They spent the rest of lunch talking about various topics, laughing a lot and exchanging affection. 

	When Roberto left her at the office, he said: 

	- Rosana, I am the happiest man in the world to have you! Do you know how much I love you? 
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