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	Zibia Gasparetto is a Brazilian spiritual writer. She was born in Campinas. She is married to Aldo Luis Gasparetto and has four children. According to her story, a night in 1950 she woke up and began to walk around the house speaking German, a language that she didn’t know. The next day, her husband bought a book about Spiritism to study together.

	Her husband assists the spiritual association Federação Espírita do Estado de São Paulo, but she has to stay at home. On one occasion, Gasparetto felt a severe pain in her arm which it begins to move around without control. After Aldo gives her a pencil and paper, she begins to write quickly. Writing her first novel “And Love Won” signed by a spirit called Lucius. The manuscript was typed. Gasparetto showed a Historian professor of São Paulo University, who was interested in Spiritism too. Two weeks later, she receives the confirmation that her book will be published by LAKE Editorial. In her late years, Gasparetto used her computer four times a week to write stories dictated by her spirits.

	She wrote usually at night for one or two hours. “They [Spirits] are not available, to work many days per week”, she explains. “I don’t know why, but each one of them just appears once a week. I try to change but I couldn’t” As a result, she used to have one night a week, which each spirit communicated with her.
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	INTRODUCTION

	 

	 

	Based on the Reincarnationist laws that I wrote this book. Only in them, translating rigorous truths that men try to deny at every step, can they explain the mysteries in which humanity has been struggling for millennia, trying to understand the past through the study of other peoples and other civilizations.

	This work is not pretentious. In an attempt to contribute in some way to the present need for disclosure of the basic laws governing earthly life, I went back into the distant past, searching in the archive of my millennia–old consciousness for the story I have tried to tell, pure and simple, and I wish to make it clear that it is a true story, drawn from the constant struggles I have witnessed in ancient times. How could we explain the secret of the most ancient civilizations without the help of the laws to which I referred? How could we explain the advancement of the Egyptian people, whose civilization existed thousands of years before the Christian era? 

	Their scientific knowledge, recorded in hieroglyphics, partly in the ruins of the temples still standing, partly in the pyramids, astonishes the world today, which is still amazed by these writings. But how could they have obtained it if they did not possess telescopes, radar, radio, telegraph and other instruments of experimentation available to modern science today?

	The people themselves knew nothing, but the priests who ruled with the king, whom they called Pharaoh, were the masters of this knowledge. These priests often met together, receiving scientific knowledge through mediumistic practice. Even among them, there was selection, for only the great chiefs were allowed to attend these meetings. There was a Pharaoh named Ramses II, who was against the idolatry of the people, who made images of animals and worshipped them, paying homage to them. He tried to institute less barbaric customs, but in accordance with his spiritual knowledge. 

	Aware of the most sacred laws of monotheism which were revealed to him by the priests of Isis and Amon, he wanted to abolish the cult of animal worship, but, wary of the popular reaction, because the people were not in a position to understand a more abstract cult, he accepted that they should worship the Sun which, throwing its magnificent light, could symbolize divine power. Even today, with the passing of time, pilgrimaging through the Egyptian valleys of Thebes, of Tiocletes, we can see worshippers of the sun, genuflecting, with their foreheads on the ground parched by the biting sun. Survivors of their ancestors, they do not want to abolish their beliefs in order to evolve. However, not like in the West, not in the same way, they also knew Jesus and admire him.

	Exempt from Roman corruption, they know a Christ more like the one who really was. Moreover, their knowledge of reincarnation gives them a greater insight into reality.

	In Thebes, mainly, where the ancient civilization reigned, the passing of time has transformed many things, but on the shores of the Red Sea, still nestled in its rocks constantly washed by the waves, there are caves and hieroglyphs of the priests when they withdrew to meditation.

	Recently, a Belgian scientist discovered one of these corners and tried to decipher its mysteries, barely managing to know a part of it: it was a cult to God, offering his services in this existence and in the next, as an expression of his faith and security in reincarnation.

	Thebes, magnificent city of warriors and light, where the purple of the Pharaohs chiseled in temples and castles, magnificent architectural constructions of stone, brick, plaster, marble and gold.

	If we were to report back to those days, in the year 1200 BC, we would see its streets crowded with people, moving about in their daily labors. Raising the dust of the roads, many came and went, ceaselessly. Their elegant costumes constituted an elegant sarabande for our eyes. On that day, however, a Saturday full of sunshine, which despite the sunset was still burning, the movement was greater and unusual. All in their festive costumes were merrily commenting on the return of Pecos, a respected warrior, who was going to Sidon to seek slaves, as was the custom from time to time, in order to enrich the empire under the sovereign's command. Pecos generally took with him a number of soldiers and spearmen, for although the Pharaoh's power dominated the whole of the lower part of the Mediterranean, it was not without effort that he achieved his aim. He generally proceeded on a “hunt” and as a hunter, he acted furtively by surprising his prey. So well did he perform his duties in this sector that he gained the trust of the Pharaoh to the point of commanding his army of personal guards. The Pharaoh, who held on to power by violence, was hated by the people of the subjugated lands and fearful of attack, possessed a small army without which he never left the palace and would not allow them to leave it unprotected. Pecos was the chief, the commander of this small army of spearmen, and when he was absent, he was replaced by his immediate superior, a man of his complete confidence.

	The city was jubilant, celebrating the return of Pecos. Generally, on the arrival of the caravan, the Pharaoh gave a great feast in his honour, and the people came to the outer court, to receive wheat and wine at will, playing lutes and citaras merrily, improvising dances when the effect of the wine was felt, and waiting for the leftovers from the palace banquet.

	Many were carried away by the pleasures of the feast and the orgy continued until all, exhausted, fell to the ground. In the palace, however, the feast consisted of a luxurious banquet of exquisite delicacies and afterwards, when everyone had had their fill, enveloped in the vapours of wine after the dancing of the best dancers in the palace, the most important or most interesting slaves were paraded to be offered to someone.

	It is in this atmosphere that our story begins.

	 


CHAPTER I

	TWO SOULS, ONE DESTINY

	 

	 

	That afternoon, the people were making their way to the outer courtyard of the palace, aware of the morning arrival of the Pecos caravan. Creatures of all kinds were coming: peasants dressed in their red cloth or black and yellow striped tunics, women carrying their small children on their backs, cheerful young men, shaking their glittering earrings, gliding like felines through the dusty streets, their tunics pulled tight to their bodies, baring their swarthy shoulders and part of their lush necks, wearing fine goatskin sandals and carrying their gem–covered veils that twinkled and glittered in the sunlight. In the palace, activity was at its height. Slaves were crossing the vast halls decked in brocade and purple, in a constant scurry, arranging objects and flowers amid whispers and hushed giggles.

	From there the feast would soon begin. Decius, a slave who enjoyed unique royalties before Pecos, and consequently before the Pharaoh and his priests, led the other slaves, not always in benevolence and understanding. On that day he wore a wine–colored robe with a stone insignia on his chest, tied round his neck by a blue cord. It was a regal gift from Pharaoh for service rendered, which he proudly boasted of on festive occasions. Decius hurriedly made his way to the banquet hall, examining once more whether all was as he had determined. He smiled absorbedly: in the hall were magnificent flowers, fruits, nuts, dates, grapes, breads, meat, and many other appetizing delicacies of those days; all arranged on wonderful cushions of purple and gold around the walls covered with fine fabrics of Persia and Macedonia. In the center, on the floor where the dancers were to perform their dances, there were fires in every corner, from which constant tongues of flame sprang, which the slaves often revived, adding to them fine extracts of aromatic herbs that pleasantly balmed the room. The torches were already prepared for use when the sun set in the pinkish Theban twilight. The bustle outside began to show that the people were eagerly awaiting the start of the feast. The litters and knights were already beginning to arrive at the palace and the reception halls were overflowing with people. Suddenly, two pages, dressed in the robes of the sovereign's antechamber, emerged through the curtains surrounding the Pharaoh's cushion. They carried two bugles and, standing erect, drew back the curtains, and then, as was the custom, sounded the signal to announce the sovereign. Immediately silence was established. A thin, bald, swarthy man, wearing a tunic of white linen, covered with glittering stones, carrying on his breast the Great Stone, entered the hall majestically. It was the Pharaoh. All bowed in reverence.

	– “My friends“,“ he said, “I greet you as host, hoping that you will all do justice to my hospitality. I wish to greet in particular the emissary who once again bravely fulfilled his mission in distant lands. On the other side of the hall, entering elegantly, their attire glittering, emerged a man, followed by six others, with their spears and shields in double file. Pecos, who walked in front, stepped forward and prostrated himself at the Pharaoh's feet and worshipped him, saluting him graciously.

	Get up Pecos. I am satisfied with the accomplishment of your mission, and I want to present you with the Great Opaline Stone, to reward you for your vigilance and your skill. He then approached him, already standing, and placed around his neck the great and marvelous shining stone, held in place by a silky cord. Pecos thanked him reverently and was about to retire when Pharaoh continued:

	– Today you are the honored one, therefore you shall partake of my supper, at my side. But first I want to appear on the balcony with you and Potiar, for the people want to applaud you.

	Pecos, haughty, in the exuberant beauty of his 30 years, graceful and strong, went to the platform overlooking the outer courtyard. The people cheered him frantically, satisfied that the ceremony had begun, anxious to start the fun. The Pharaoh, who was waiting a little further back, stepped forward in turn and said:

	– My people! Here is our hero, who once again returns from a mission profitable to our country! He brought us many conquests, and therefore I order that the distribution of wine, wheat and fruits to all present be begun, and that the music for your amusement be begun as well!

	A standing ovation acclaimed the sovereign's words, which met everyone's desire. Taking Pecos by the arm, the Pharaoh entered the reception hall again, followed by his immediate Potiar, who, silent and circumspect, observed everything calmly and solemnly, passing at once to the banquet hall, where the others followed them and the slaves began to serve them. While all were amusing themselves, enjoying the pleasures that satisfy vanities, there was one place where suffering prevailed: the cells where the slaves were imprisoned.

	They were the fruit of the cowardly and abominable hunt. Knowing of the attack they had been victims of, they waited in hope for an opportunity to flee. However, they were well guarded by the soldiers. Not even for food or other necessities did they leave the cramped and uncomfortable cell. They listened to the merry hustle and bustle of the surroundings, which made them most bitter. At a certain point, however, one of the spearmen approached and followed by others, all armed, spoke to the prisoners.

	– Listen, all of you. The time has come to leave this uncomfortable cell. You will now be selected by Potiar, the faithful, who will designate the duties of each of you. But, remember, if anyone attempts to flee or rebel, they will be severely punished, paying with their lives.

	Having said this, with a gesture he authorized his companions to open the cells, waiting impassively for them to come out. One by one they emerged from the infected and uncomfortable cells. Walking with difficulty, their limbs numb from almost a month's journey, they numbered forty–five between them. The women were removed first and taken to the wing of the sovereign's wives. They were exempted from the filthy cells; they had travelled on horseback, though bound and constantly threatened.

	They were all led to an outbuilding of the palace, where Potiar was anxiously awaiting them. He placed them around the wall and called them in one by one to talk and determine their functions. All were young, strong and healthy, well chosen by Pecos. Thus, from among those forty–five, Potiar chose six of the best specimens and ordered the slaves to prepare them as usual, then led them to the Pharaoh's antechamber, where he would await them. He then proceeded to the room where the women were kept, and his eyes sparkled with the pleasure he anticipated from beholding the new slaves. Arriving there, he waited for them to be brought in. There were barely fifteen women, but they were worth in beauty and youth the other forty–five slaves he had acquired. He began to interrogate them. They answered without hiding their resentment and remorse.

	– And what is your name?

	He was referring to a young woman of extraordinary beauty, who looked at him proudly. He got no answer. Potiar was angered more by her gaze than by her lack of response.

	– What is your name? – he asked again.

	She merely wrinkled her lips in sovereign contempt, without replying. Then he spun out of control, yanked her by the arm, shaking her violently.

	– Will you not speak to me, refusing to answer to the lord who rules all and whose only superior is Pharaoh? Do you not know that I can destroy you, in short punish you severely?

	The voice of Potiar, hissing, hoarse, trembled spitefully.

	She raised her magnificent eyes and faced him serenely, but proudly. He shuddered at the beauty and fascination that emanated from her. Her parted lips revealed two rows of perfect white teeth. She was dressed in a magnificent robe, revealing white shoulders and a neck covered with rhinestones.

	– Answer me! – Potiar commanded, feeling his authority wavering in spite of himself.

	– My name is Nalim. Her voice was sweet and melodious, soft as a whisper.

	He released her, saying briskly:

	– Why didn't you dress like the others, as I ordered?

	No one answered. After a few moments, Potiar sent for Aleat, an old slave girl, and asked again.

	– It is necessary to tell you, great Potiar, that she is a real beast and we could not hold her hands. She threatened us with a small dagger from I know not where, and said that she would remain dressed as she came, even though her tunic, however proud, is dusty and torn. When we asked why, she swore to us that she would never wear the clothes of a slave, once she was sovereign in her own land.

	– Very well, Nalim, it pleases me to know of your noble lineage, however, you must forget that from now on so as not to detract from the office you must hold.

	Nalim's black eyes darkened even more with the storm that raged in them, but he said no more. What good would it do?

	– Now –,” Potiar continued, “all of you must dress royally, for you will have the honor of parading for the Pharaoh, who will decide on your destinies. You, Aleat, hurry up and I will wait for you in the antechamber of our sovereign, with the slave girls.

	He withdrew quickly, heading for the hall where the banquet was continuing. Nalim, morose, mute, sat in a corner, sad and despondent. She was not content with the outrage she had suffered. Daughter of Hebrew nobles, princess in her native land, now barbarously enslaved in an unknown country, where her own people would never find her. The humiliation of those hours of captivity weighed on her supple shoulders like lead. Insensibly she recalled her childhood, her adolescence up to the end of her seventeenth year when she unwisely descended into the gardens to observe closely a superb young man, masterfully handling a marvelous avalanche, which filled the air with sonorous inflections of a beautiful melody, sung by a marvelous voice. It was the romantic aspect that impressed her sensitive soul, it was the music, the gentleman, the magic of the night, that made her, like a bird attracted by the snake, wander through the deserted avenues in search of the troubadour. Then she felt imprisoned, gagged, and filled with terror, she lost her senses for the first time in her life. Then everything continued like a terrible nightmare, the painful journey, the humiliations to which she was subjected to her womanly modesty.

	She felt a delicate little hand on her arm. She raised her eyes.

	– Is that you, Solimar?

	– Yes, Nalim, you are sad, and yet for your own sake you must dress to greet our new sovereign. I too stifle in my breast the tears of apprehension and nostalgia. You know I left a sickly old mother whose comfort I was. Surely, at this hour, disgust and misery have already killed her. However, I find the strength to try to fulfil my new task with resignation. My father, who devoted himself to the study of science in the temples, always told me that Elohim is pleased to test us in every possible way so that we gain experience to live in a wonderful kingdom that will be eternal. Solimar's pure eyes shone, touched by a sincere and trusting emotion.

	– You, beautiful Nalim, had enough experience to be a mistress; perhaps you lacked that of a slave to enter the mansion of light. I too should lack this experience. Let us face the destiny that is shown to us and we will win, I am sure. I will always be with you whenever possible and I will try to help you to endure the new life.

	– You are easily resigned, but I am not. Though I obey for now, I will not rest until I avenge the affront I have received.

	– Come on, girls –,” cried Aleat's hoarse voice, “go and get dressed, for in a few moments you must be in the Pharaoh's antechamber. I advise you to make yourselves beautiful because the Pharaoh is very sensitive to beauty and it may be to your advantage. While they were getting ready, the banquet continued. Pecos was the great figure of the moment. Life was undoubtedly smiling on him. He was beautiful, in the vigor of youth, in glory, with an outstanding position. His feelings were full of inner satisfaction for the triumphs he achieved. The eldest son of a well–to–do family of noble lineage, he would enter the sovereign's service as a page, going to meet his dearest desires, because he could satisfy his thirst for adventure, some of it gallant. He felt himself vibrating with enthusiasm when facing an adversary on the battlefield. He was an exalted knight because he had been trained for it from an early age, and he could not even remember the first time he had ridden an animal. It seemed to him that he had always had such experience. He was a good spearman, possessed a keen eye and a steady pulse for combat. He was bold, but nevertheless always fair to his adversary. He also possessed a noble heart full of good impulses, but the environment in which he lived and the temptations to which he was subjected were too strong for his fiery and intemperate temperament. Women adored him and disputed his preference. But he, though a lover of adventures, did not take them seriously to the point of compromise. He was selfish and thus sought to get everything out of life without giving anything in return. Being brought up in such an environment, he judged the manhunt he undertook as part of his function to serve his country, finding a certain flavour of adventure in it, but he never paused even out of the corner of his eye to analyze the cowardice of such a procedure. He was a product of his environment and found it natural that there should be slaves and masters, oppressors and oppressed. For him, life was a great battle, where there were winners and losers. He was a victor, and the defeated should be content to be subdued. The guests were merry, and the jocular sayings, the product of the wine, were already being heard.

	Suddenly, fanfares started a rhythmic and sensual music and the dancers appeared, slender, fascinating the guests, who applauded enthusiastically. The scene was unusual and dazzling in that atmosphere saturated with “simitra”, wine, the most exotic perfumes thrown on the pyres where the flames touched the air, scattering fantastic shadows on the ground. The crackling torches and finally those women with skin bronzed by the strong desert sun, brought mostly from other lands, caused general admiration. They were as beautiful as sphinxes, of a mimic beauty, with eyes painted with “darkim.” How long that music or that dance lasted, no one could say!

	But when the last dancer disappeared through the curtains, the audience woke up and a voice cried out, “O mighty Fara!

	– Oh...! mighty Pharaoh, where are the conquests of your soldiers?

	The Pharaoh called Potiar, who was waiting for the signal, went to the middle of the hall. He bowed slightly and said;

	– Noble Pharaoh and his guests. We now bring to your august presence the fruits of the last “colonnade.”

	Immediately, from both sides of the hall, the new slaves began to enter, the men on one side, the women on the other.

	They came silently, as if anxious to conceal and repress the internal revolt. The admiration was general. Truly, they were magnificent; never before had so much strength, youth and beauty been assembled!

	– Now,” said Potiar, “our Pharaoh wishes to grace his great warrior, Pecos, with the choice of a slave for his dominions. Will you approach, noble Pecos, and proceed to the choice.

	Pecos, pleasantly surprised, smiled. He put down the glass of wine he held in his hands and moved to the side of the women, now slaves. The choice was difficult. They were all truly beautiful. Calmly he began to examine them. Vexed with the brutal exposure of their physical beauty, most of them shrank shyly. He lifted their faces and looked into the eyes of each one. To him they were all the same, all beautiful, all attractive. However, when he approached little Solimar, he felt a certain uneasiness. The little girl looked at him serenely, seeming to awaken something strange in him. Her eyes contained more pity than rebellion, her beautiful face of pure lines embodied the delicacy of her feelings. Pecos, for the first time that day, felt overwhelmed, without knowing why. It seemed strange to him that someone should feel compassion for him, who was the happiest of men, and that this someone should be a poor woman whom he enslaved and robbed of the conviviality of his own. At that moment he wished he were not there. He felt a sudden desire not to choose anyone, to withdraw and forget that little reflection of his conscience. But that would be impossible! It would be an affront to the benevolence of the sovereign.

	Suddenly, he said almost instinctively:

	– What is your name?

	– Solimar.

	His voice was melodious, barely whispering, but he was extremely moved.

	– If your majesty grants me this slave, I will definitely be satisfied.

	To which Pharaoh replied:

	So be it, she's yours.

	– Now, illustrious gentlemen, we will proceed to draw a slave “to choose” among all those present.

	The enthusiasm was general and manifest. When the noise ceased, transformed into expectation, Potiar ordered the slaves to collect from those present the small tablets on which their names were drawn and which marked the places of the guests. They will place them in huge trays and then in a leather bag, mixing their contents well.

	The poor women, offended in their dignity, in everything that was best in their feelings, made a tremendous effort not to cry. Nalim trembled with rage and suffering. She was still upset with the separation from Solimar. There was so much serenity in that creature that Nalim felt that he could not resist without her. His loving presence gave her peace to face the situation without breaking down. Many couldn't hold back their tears, not her! His heart closed for revolt and he could only thirst for revenge!

	Solimar understood what was happening with her. His heart ached for his companions and, if he could, he would give his life to free them, return them to the coexistence of his own!

	The six slaves seemed motionless beasts and certainly if the soldiers were not very close they would not have held back.

	Pharaoh, to whom the bag was given, reached into it in order to remove the tablet of the happy winner. The expectation was great!

	Silence fell. Pharaoh, reading what was written on it, smiled mischievously, passing it to Potiar.

	– Illustrious, decidedly Horus favors the man of the day with fortune! The award goes to our hero, Pecos.

	An oh     ! of disappointment was felt in the environment. Pecos, surprised, was speechless not knowing what to say.

	– You can choose, noble Pecos, the slave is yours.

	Again he stepped forward uncertainly. He looked at Solimar without knowing why. Her eyes were fixed on Nalim with hope. Pecos approached Nalim, looked at her. She was wonderful! Her gleaming black eyes, her white face, her also black hair, her red lips, everything was really tempting. Her erect bearing, her haughty brow, were not much in keeping with the submissiveness of a slave. He felt her pride and the awareness of her fascination. Nevertheless, sensing the effort it would take to subdue her, or perhaps a little for that very reason, or even because of Solimar’s mute plea, she chose Nalim for her services.

	The two girls looked relieved and a momentary joy flashed in their eyes. The party continued with some more disputes over the auction of the beautiful women and the brave slaves. It was a shameful affront to the right that life grants to each one, to live their existence, enjoying the world that God granted them with a single purpose: evolution. The earthly experience consists of the harmonization of the being with the similar, in order to be able to live in better planes, without pain or suffering. However, they, breaking the harmony of the laws of the fraternity, would have to endure a lot in the future, reaping the results of their actions.

	Pharaoh, bored by such a commemoration, withdrew at last, leaving Potiar to command the party. Tired with the exhausting day you had, hardly drink and eat frugally as usual; nevertheless, he desired rest, he would endure everything to the end.

	Pecos, also excited by the indefinable emotions he felt that day, tired even from the trip, finally said goodbye, ordering his pages to lead the slaves for his retinue, in order to follow them to their domains, a little distant from the domains of his lord. During the journey, he tried to remember the sensations experienced, but; However, if I succeeded, I could not understand the meaning of them. Suddenly, he wanted to remember Solimar’s face, but he had a strange exasperating feeling when he couldn't. Irritated with himself, with everything and everyone, without specifying the reasons, he whipped the horse to get there faster. Thus, within a few minutes, followed by the slaves and their entourage, he entered his spacious domain.

	It was a magnificent stone house, solidly built with its low roof supported by two square columns at the entrance, taller inside. It was surrounded by magnificent gardens and had numerous patios. Its spacious rooms, furnished with great taste and luxury, demonstrated the finesse of the owner. Pecos, exhausted, wanting to be alone to rest, dismissed his entourage, ordering the slaves to lead their new acquisitions to the women's quarters, there awaiting the tasks he would assign them. This done, he retired to his chambers, preparing to sleep. Despite being exhausted, he did not fall asleep immediately, seized by an irritating sensation. A vague premonition that some new event would involve his life bothered him for a long time. Besides, he thought, being a loyal fulfiller of his duties, he would fatally be favored by Hórus and nothing bad would happen to him. It was already very late when he finally fell asleep in a heavy, anguishing, almost suffocating sleep.


CHAPTER II

	THE PROTECTION OF 
THE OLD MAID

	 

	 

	After a week, Pecos, wrapped up in a series of social and military commitments, did not remember the two slaves that he singularly won or determined their functions.

	Meanwhile, they waited serving only in delicate services, in accordance with their domestic knowledge. However, nothing differentiated them in their way of proceeding, the way in which they felt the situation was very different. Solimar, magnanimous, resigned, suffered in silence, trying to give what was best to everyone around her. Nalim, withdrawn, proud, made an effort to get used to those who were now her equals, without showing what she kept in her soul. It was like the calm before the storm. At any moment it could burst in, launching her into unpredictable consequences. Solimar felt the thought of Nalim, sincerely worried about the lack of understanding and humility, fearing for his future.

	The older slaves, especially the younger ones, will not like the new companions. They felt jealous, for being forced to recognize their beauty. Pecos was not like most of his well–to–do contemporaries, who had abusive love affairs with female slaves; He was extremely repugnant to such a procedure, not because of a moral principle, but because of class; considered himself superior to them. Many, however, were overcome by their personal fascination and did not lose hope of awakening their love interest, even momentarily.

	The two young women will not find a sincere environment, but people full of hatred, envy and violent repression. Their different manners, aristocratic, especially Nalim’s, had awakened in the others the awareness of their inferiority and this rarely, women forgive. They were less pretty and the welcome would have been more friendly. Even so, that environment ended up uniting more those souls that were already estimated. A great and sincere friendship was born between them.

	Jertsaida, Pecos' trusted man and administrator of his domains, supervised the services of Cortiah, in charge of women's tasks in the house. From the beginning, she felt sorry for the two young women. She understood, because she had gone through the same experience and she made an effort to soften the moments for them. However, at first, two young men did not understand his good intentions. Withdrawn by the frankly hostile reception of the others. Meanwhile, little by little, they perceived that they counted on his sympathy and benevolence. One day Cortiah told them:

	– I have observed your services. You have delicate hands. This house lacks the guidance of a lady, as well as competent slaves for those delicate services. I will speak to our brave lord, so that he entrusts you with a task according to our knowledge. Thus, you can also help me in the most difficult decisions.

	They both sincerely thank you. They had no knowledge of the crude services and it would be very painful for them to adapt to them.

	Days later, the occasion arose when Jertsaida told her that the nobleman Pecos was calling her. Cortiah quickly went to see him, who received her with the condescension that the awareness of his superiority allowed him.

	– What do you want me for, my lord? – Asked the slave leaning down.

	– I need you for a very special case. My relatives are coming in a month. I want to remodel as much as possible the domestic decoration, mainly those that belonged to my mother, for my cousin Otias, who will come, together with my uncle, to live with us. I turn to you because as a woman, even in the memory of your former position in your homeland, you must know the feminine whims. I will send upholsterers and everything that is necessary for the remodeling. I expect from you an orientation on what would be more propitious for my cousin's 18th birthday. As for the apartments of my uncle Osiat of my brother Jasar, also back, I will choose the decorations.

	– I will do everything in my power to please you, my lord, but I would like to talk to you about a matter that has been worrying me for days.

	– Speaks.

	– Noble Pecos, a few days ago you brought two new slaves and you still have not appointed them the services to perform. Because they are two women who know high social positions, they are on a par with the details you want, better than myself, who long ago passed the same age as beautiful dreams; allow them to help me in the task and I am sure that they will please you.

	– Let it be done as you ask. You have my authorization. Finished this work, I will appoint for them, and others      as necessary at the time. Now go and as soon as you have an idea of the modifications, come and tell me about them, hurry up, because we only have a month's deadline.

	Cortiah ran like a happy girl to tell the good news to the two young women.

	They immediately decided to put their hands to work. Solimar, as was natural, accepted any job that was required of him, trying to perform it correctly. Nalim took pains in the hope of pleasing his master. Since she lost her freedom, she had done nothing but plot revenge plans, but since she was in an inferior situation, without the means to carry them out openly, she had the dissimulation and cunning to carry them out.

	Cortiah, I take them immediately to the chambers where they should work.

	– First of all, we want you to describe the personality of the young woman who will occupy these rooms, so that we can idealize a nest suitable for her personal tastes – Nalim requested. Do you know her, Cortiah?

	Yes, I saw her many times when I was little.

	Exactly eight years ago he left Thebes moving his residence to Nicia. Her father, younger brother of the father of the noble Pecos, after he lost his wife, indignant, withdrew there, settling down and having his daughter educated by great professors during all that time. The young Otias must be around 18 years of age. She was 1 year old when she left, her temper was fiery and fiery, like her mother's. She liked strong sensations and was born to command and be obeyed. Already at the age of 8, she harshly punished the slaves who dared to disobey her in little things; nevertheless, she was kind to those who served her well.

	“There is little we know of her, Solimar, but even so, we will come up with something that pleases her.

	The two young women, entertained in that work, where their artistic tastes were manifested, forgot for a moment about their situation in that house, putting all their care in the selection of the decoration, reminding themselves of the past that seemed to be far away, not two months. but two centuries.

	The idealized reforms elicited exclamations of enthusiasm from Cortiah, who quickly complied with his suggestions. They were in their element, mainly Nalim, in the midst of those very fine fabrics, taken from old chests for her to choose from. His eyes shone with satisfaction and he smiled with pleasure as he hadn't done in a long time.

	Thus, a few more days passed. Preparations throughout the house were carried out with enthusiasm. Slaves came and went, carrying objects, helping in the service. Nalim, almost forgetting his current position, commonly rebuked the slaves and frequently commanded them when he needed help. With this he not only gained little discomfort but also an increasing hatred. These out of spite, feeling envy of his safety, of his refined taste, had to recognize his superiority. Nalim, despising them in the conviction of their noble origin. Only Solimar understood and regretted them.

	One night, I talk to Nalim about the matter, to which she, shrugging her shoulders, replied:

	– What do you want? The nobility, even being slaves, does not mix with the rabble. I, despite the circumstances, do not forget my family, honouring it as all my ancestors did. I am like this and I will hardly change. I have made superhuman efforts to be able to live in the same wing with them, using the accommodations together. This already represents a huge sacrifice for me.

	– Nalim, I know you're trying, but now we can't think like before. Perhaps pride was what attracted us to this situation. It may be that for us to get out of it we have to learn to be humble, knowing that we are all human, with the same physical needs and the same destiny when our soul leaves the body in search of relief from the heavenly mansions.

	– But there will certainly be a separation for the hierarchy of the nobility. I do not conceive a mansion of happiness without the defined positions for each one.

	– You think like many, but I believe, according to the lessons I received from my father, that we are equal in death, only being better positioned those who have practiced the best actions in the world, within purity, kindness and tolerance.

	– And do you think that a slave ignoring you could have that knowledge? I do not believe it.

	– And we, don't we have them? Aren't we slaves?

	– But our case is different, you know it well. Nalim made an angry gesture. Far from comprehending the meaning of her friend's lofty thought, Solimar understood and fell silent. A wave of sadness invaded his loving heart. He wanted to offer his partner all the understanding he felt about life and things, but she couldn't understand.

	– Do you feel the heat of the inclement summer? Solimar, don't you want to breathe a bit of the night breeze?

	– Come on, so we'll talk a little more, it's good that we can still walk freely through the gardens, when they're deserted. I would feel much sadder if I could not breathe the soft aroma of the flowers, feeling the life that manifests itself in it.

	– At least, we have certain advantages that others do not have. We have moments of rest provided by our functions.

	The two of them, embraced, walked along the flowery avenues. The night was wonderful. It was already late, the high night was making itself felt; However, the warm and static air of the rigorous summer invites you to live with the trees of the most pleasant places. They continued the walk exchanging ideas about the past, secrets of their happy times.

	Nalim told him about his home, his parents, his relatives, and his childhood. Solimar spoke of his father, whom he loved deeply and who taught him everything he knew. He was of noble lineage, but he was dedicated to the occult, and completely disassociated himself from earthly riches. His mother, inexperienced, directed everything, since his father was constantly absent on study trips. Thus, they will end up losing most of their assets. As long as their father was alive, they hadn't worried, but after his death, almost suddenly, they were surrounded by misery. They sold the property and bought a small house, by the condescension of their mother, the slaves were freed, barely keeping the services of their old mistress and the old gardener, who refused to leave them.

	Solimar, by virtue of the circumstances, had resorted to work to help the pantries. She copied hieroglyphs onto the long papyri for the nobles and also hand–woven fine veils for her old friends. They lived resigned, almost happy, until one day, when she returned from delivering a job, she was attacked and subjugated. When he woke up, he was already in the expedition that was preparing for the return. In vain she implored her freedom, alleging her mother's needs, uselessly crying with fear and anguish, thinking about the blow that would reach the loving heart of her mother.

	At night, alone in a dark tent, she cried painfully and fell asleep. He woke up in a beautiful garden full of flowers and sat on a bench, waiting for something without knowing what. Suddenly, he saw the figure of his beloved father emerge. Rejuvenated and happy, he smiled at her, hugging her lovingly.

	– Daughter, don't cry. You know that we are born on Earth so that we learn to live well. Your experience, in the sector that you are going to start, will be useful to you in the future and you can achieve a lot of progress in your earthly passage.

	She thought of her mother and was saddened again; he; however, feeling his thought, he said:

	– No one is left alone in the world, God does not forsake anyone. Return to your carnal obligations resigned and try to fulfill your mission well. You requested it yourself earlier. Do everything to avoid failure. – Giving him a soft kiss on the hot forehead, he disappeared.

	Solimar woke up with a restful and comforting feeling. When he remembered that blissful dream, his eyes filled with tears. The feelings that touch our soul lose shape when they are transformed into common language.

	Solimar wanted to tell his partner what he felt. However, those emotions were indescribable. He sensed that Nalim was in no condition to understand.

	They both shut up. They will walk in silence. The night breeze, soft and aromatic, provoked sensitivity in them. The stars shone in the immense night of infinity... Suddenly, tearing the veil of that enchanted silence, an ardent and passionate song rose in the air. A sorrowful and harmonious voice, he sang, revealing all his sensitivity as an artist.

	The women stopped, fascinated. Solimar allowed himself to be gently enveloped by the fascination of that lull of blissful excitement. Nalim felt extremely surprised, recognizing the voice and the song that attracted her, causing her imprisonment. It was the same voice; however, purer, more emotional, the same song of lament, of a loving call. Despite the painful memories that it brought to her spirit, because of that song in the night, the same fascination she felt before was renewed at that moment. Mute, almost without noticing it, they looked at each other in surprise, then carefully headed towards the place where the melody came from. Easily guided by the direction of the sound, they advanced a few more steps, stopping in admiration.

	Sitting on a bench, near the patio outside the homeowner's quarters, he sang completely oblivious to the rest of the world. His fingers masterfully ran through the lute, his eyes fixed on an indefinite point, revealing aspects of his dreaming soul. His spirit, tired of the easy adventures of the classroom, sought food for his soul in music.

	The two women, standing up, will secretly observe him. So it was him! Away with him, Nalim thought, let the magic of his voice lure her into shame and slavery. But she would have to take revenge, no matter what, she would never forgive him!

	Her slender body trembled from the enormous effort she was making to control herself and not move towards him, telling him everything she kept in her soul. Her lips closed tightly and it was between her teeth that she murmured imperceptibly.

	– He will pay me! You will see!

	Solimar didn't even listen to her, lifted up by the scene she was witnessing. That masculine man, of extraordinary beauty and attraction, could not be bad. He couldn't be completely inveterate, once his soul managed to vibrate so delicately, in the interpretation of a love song. She felt an infinite will to do something for his benefit, she promised herself to help him find himself, stimulating his kind side. It would be a pity, she thought, for a man with so many loving vibrations in his voice to go through life alluded to, ignorant of its true meaning.

	The emotions of those beautiful creatures, before the same event were very different. One serving, rebelliously, thinking only of revenge; the other caressing the hand that hurt him.

	Which of the two would be happier? The one that was constantly reminded of the suggested aggression, reliving and feeding the sensations of those terrible moments? Or the one that, forgetting what she suffered, freed herself from painful memories? The one who suffered from seeing herself level with the people she considered inferior, or the one who, not considering herself superior to anyone, felt rich enough to help those who needed her?

	Certainly, Solimar enjoyed more virtues. Hidden behind some bushes, they waited for the song to end. Pecos remained for a few moments in mute contemplation. There were times when I felt an emptiness inside. The desire for something he couldn't define, an indefinite nostalgia. That night, I couldn't get to sleep. Inspired by a vague desire, he took the lute and headed for the garden, his fingers running over the instrument at random, his thoughts wandering.

	I looked at the sky full of stars and thought: what mysteries were hidden in those distant dots? What powerful force held them to such a heavenly ceiling? Certainly, Osiris had appointed him a companion. I will never love any woman. His conquests were occasional and superficial. He allowed himself to be loved capriciously by them, certain that he would never love. He considered himself insensitive to love and was frustrated by it. It was as if he was losing something precious. Then her lips would open to sing that song, in a fiery and passionate lament.

	I see in the black cloak of night,

	The agitated shadow of your hair.

	In the brilliance of twinkling stars,

	The loving appeal of your beautiful eyes...

	I feel, in the caressing wind that passes

	The magic of your enveloping being...

	In the noise of rustling leaves,

	The echo of your soft, light steps...

	However, I look for you, oh! fluorescent form,

	Screaming the echo of your non–existent name,

	Searching women for your fascinating figure,

	Not recognizing it in this environment...

	Oh…! to be ethereal and cute that I guess nearby,

	That you feel my desire for loving indecision.

	Reveal yourself in my eyes to right paths,

	So that I can give myself without misgivings,

	Blessing life in the inspiring muse,

	Blessing the death that led to life!

	After a few moments of contemplation, Pecos, more comforted, retired to his chambers. The two, still in silence and embraced, will return to their room. However, on the same road, they were very distant in their thoughts.

	 


CHAPTER III

	PRIDE AND HUMILITY

	 

	 

	That afternoon, they were busy decorating the wonderful bed they had idealized. On the round pink marble staircase, they will place a jade bed, symmetrical and smooth, like a short–legged table, slightly concave in the center. On it rested a soft goose–down mattress, which was now covered in purple. They had ordered the white canvases of pure linen and other little details in the market. They were so entertained that they did not hear the sound of footsteps, muffled by the thick rugs.

	– Look, Solimar, what a marvelous fabric!

	Nalim’s eyes shone like fiery pearls with pleasure and ambition. Not being able to resist the temptation, she rolled the fabric, which was a beauty imported from the East, around her body with its perfect and provocative lines.

	– Even in my land, I never had one like it!

	She was really beautiful!

	Suddenly he noticed that Solimar, surprised, looked towards the door, turning, Nalim flinched, the figure of his lord. Controlling herself rather quickly, she remained motionless, contemplating him. His demeanour was respectful, but there was the same insolent glint in his eyes.

	Such an attitude hurt him. Turning to her, with a certain disdain in his voice, he said:

	– These thin fabrics do not sit well on you. Furthermore, it could not be otherwise, because they were woven for the ladies and not for the slaves. Get used to this truth and try not to covet what was not made for you.

	Nalim's throat felt parched and his hands icy. This was too much. His nostrils arched nervously showing the disturbance of his nerves. His words hurt more than a physical punishment, because they reached her in what she held as most precious, her vanity.

	He calmly, without seeming to perceive anything, took a few steps negligently through the room, observing the changes suffered.

	– Sir – Solimar objected serenely – unfortunately we women are often dominated by the adornments that make us more beautiful. Excuse our enthusiasm. As slaves, we have the possibility of dressing our souls with a more beautiful wardrobe, which neither time nor anyone could take away from us. I even believe, sir, that some of the ladies who wear a dress like this with pleasure will one day also feel the need to clothe their own slave soul within life to serve the demands of their consciences.

	Pecos looked at her in surprise. Nalim, with her beauty and arrogance, had the gift of irritating and fascinating him at the same time, but Solimar was like balm to his eyes. The unexpectedness of the answer disarmed him. Approaching her, he said:

	– Perhaps you are right, but we need to recognize that not all slaves are humble dedicated. Most still make great claims, holding onto illusions of the past. But going back to what brought me here, where is Cortiah ?

	– He's out, sir. He went to rush some parcels to continue with the work. She wanted to go personally to make it better

	– Solimar answered calmly.

	– Well then listen to you: we need to finish everything within a maximum period of ten days. If necessary, request more slaves, as long as they finish within this time frame. This seems very good to me. I hope you will do your best to serve my cousin well, as if she were the mistress of the house.

	Nalim kept quiet, but his black eyes hid threats. That man who cowardly stole everything from her, still believed in the right to mock her beauty and nobility! He didn't even seem to look at her as a woman. She had put away the piece of weaving and was pretending to continue the interrupted work, however, she was not aware of what her hands were weaving. Only her thought worked in the shadow of her wounded woman's vanity.

	After casting a few more glances around the room, Pecos withdrew without a word.

	The two women looked at each other. Nalim, unable to contain himself any longer, throwing away the piece he was pretending to sew, approaches his friend, saying:

	–You see how I have plenty of reasons to hate him!

	It seems that he has it with me and takes enormous pleasure in torturing me. He knew my house, my slaves, my lineage, he knows that I deserve respect and consideration. Not satisfied with having reduced me and transformed into what I am now, they still have loopholes of perversity, thus minimizing me. I can't take this situation anymore! I need to find a way to let mine know. They surely won't let me stay here for long. They will do everything possible to free me.

	Nalim was silent, distraught. His hands were bathed in sweat. His forehead burned from the insult received.

	Solimar, getting closer to her friend, hugged her saying sweetly:

	– Tranquilizing, Nalim. Do not baste more crazy projects for the future. We are in a strange land and it will be difficult for now to get someone we trust to provide us with that service. Let's wait calmly, because if someone discovers your intentions, we can certainly lose even the little freedom and condescension that we enjoy. The offense you received was the size of your pride. If you were less vain, what you consider an insult would not reach you. We are always inclined to consider the offense we suffer as very great, but we never ask ourselves why we brought it to ourselves. If you don't try to resign yourself to your new situation, your suffering will be much greater.

	– I don't know how you can talk like that, I don't understand you! It seems that you have neither flesh nor blood like me. You accept the situation with such passivity that I cannot admit it. Tell me: if an opportunity to escape presents itself, would you go with me?

	– I don't know, it would depend on the circumstances; but I don't think we can get very far without being found. Also, how to cross the desert? How many times, Nalim, deceived by an illusion, we rush to an inconsequential escape and, contrary to joy, pain surprises us. Lost in the desert, arid and caustic, suffocating, with all that fatality, we would remember that here we are protected, preferable if we had continued slaves in the body, with the respect with which we have been treated until now; to find death under the hot desert sun. Freedom, believe me, is relative. No one in the world fully owns it. What we call freedom is precisely the power to do everything that pleases us and many times in its name we enslave ourselves. True freedom is that of our spirit, which can, knowing the laws that govern life, become free. This freedom, Nalim, is the only one I long for, and despite the fact that my body is enslaved, no one can take it away from me.

	Solimar spoke slowly. Such was the conviction in his voice that Nalim felt calmer. She wished she had the serenity of her friend, that way of seeing things so different from everyone she had met, calmer she said:

	– It's okay, Solimar. I will do my best to resign myself, for now I won't think about escaping anymore, but only for now. So when an opportunity arises, I won't waste it, and then my revenge will be fulfilled.

	Solimar, thoughtful, did not answer, returning to the interrupted work. Nalim instinctively restarted his task as well, but he couldn't get his enthusiasm back. The day, for her, was ruined.

	Pecos, leaving the room where the two young slaves worked, was worried. Solimar’s words had shocked him, more than he would like to admit.

	He went to his cabinet and sat on a soft scented cushion, leaning back to rest. But that vague sadness, that feeling of insecurity will return. He couldn't explain what he felt.

	Solimar seemed to someone he had met... but where? Solimar... her skin pale as the sun and her eyes green as the sea, whose waves bathed her pretty hair... What      a beautiful name for such a creature! Interesting how being so young, he already possessed such a deep understanding of things! Was it seriously a knowledge or was it some phrases memorized with the intention of making a good impression? Suddenly he felt an intense desire to talk to her to see how far her knowledge of life went.

	I smirk! What pleasure could he find in conversing with one of his slaves? Obviously none.

	Suddenly, the beautiful face of Nalim arose in his memory. He shuddered. She was really beautiful. Perhaps one of the most beautiful women he had ever met. Her perfect body, her face, the line of her well–distributed white teeth, her princess demeanour      fit well with the pride that was reflected in the shine of her black eyes.

	Pecos felt his mouth go dry. He got up helping himself to some wine, which he drank in one gulp.

	“I don't know what's wrong with me”, – he thought – surely it's this damn morass that surrounds us, it's whipping my nerves. If only there were some fights to distract me... I think I'm sick to be so fascinated by my own slaves, as if I lacked women in the entire court of Egypt. What I need is to get out a bit. This inactivity consumes me.

	He got up, heading to his chambers next to the bedchamber, preparing to leave. He spent half an hour on these preparations, then, dissatisfied with himself, with life, and with everyone, he finally left, heading for Pharaoh's palace.


CHAPTER IV

	THE ARRIVAL OF OTIAS

	 

	 

	Time passed quickly. The preparations were already ready. The mansion underwent many alterations. Everything modern and luxurious in Thebes was used by the noble Pecos. The atmosphere glowed with a festive glow.

	Pecos, on that sunny morning, prepared himself with care. He should wait for his relatives who, according to the emissary the day before, would arrive in a few hours.

	He intended to meet them on the road, at the gates of the city, to welcome them. He sincerely esteemed his old uncle, a kind and honest man, a soldier, now retired due to his advanced age, but his greatest concern was his cousin. He knew that his uncle intended to marry them even had already frankly discussed the matter. How would she be? He had not seen her for eight years, but he remembered that she was a pretty girl. She should be now as a beautiful woman in the splendor of her 18 springs.

	He did not dislike such a union because in addition to the affection that united them, the great fortune of his uncle together with his would make him enviably rich.

	Furthermore, he never truly loved and did not believe in such a possibility. His adventures had given him experience with women, but none had seriously impressed him.

	He sincerely hoped that, joining his cousin, whom he respected and esteemed, they would be able to live happily and peacefully, thus fulfilling his great dream of having an heir to his name and property.

	Out of vanity, Pecos wanted to defeat death, continue living through his descendant. Like so many others, he did not reflect on whether he was prepared to be a father, or if the woman he chose for his son's mother would carry out that mission well. She dreamed of making him rich, powerful, giving him all the things, he wanted to have and couldn't. He designed plans for his future, without asking if his son would be happy to carry them out.

	Arranged, dressed in his gala tunic, he called Jertsaida, giving her the last orders regarding the guests. Then he took his horse, accompanied by Tetanio and Martus, his trusted officers. They would cross the city, which at that morning hour was full of people.

	Thebes was an active and feverish city. Caravans came and went, going up and down the Nile towards other lands, trading aromatic herbs, fabrics, spices, skins, etc. Their trade was free, only having to pay in kind; that is, in merchandise, the price of the journey to reach the lower cities.

	Thebes had a market, located in the Nectea square, in a large courtyard where the merchants displayed their merchandise that they exchanged for what they needed or sold, but most of them preferred skins or goods. It was a curious and cheerful market due to its bizarre and traditionally sculpted figures along the walls, representing beings endowed with strange powers, for the variety of colours of the fabrics and trinkets for women's arrangements, for the smoke that enveloped the air and even the dustiness that mixed with the smell of the herbs used in the small bombs, very similar to the pipes of the Chinese when they tasted opium, were inhaled by the men of that time with immense pleasure. Also because of the enveloping music of the fanfares and the curious guys who were seen negotiating.

	Pecos and his friends remained indifferent to the murmur of the street, accustomed to the always unruly aspect of the capital of a country that dominated the world with its might. Thebes with its graceful and elegant stone houses, with coloured marble on the floor and in the portico, with its narrow but symmetrical streets, was well the result of a luxury that the people showed for the power of their country.

	Pecos was now passing through the massive stone walls that surrounded the city. He and his friends had exchanged few words. While lost in deep thought, his companions, in turn, imitated him. They will walk for a few more miles; then, choosing a pleasant spot, Pecos ordered:

	– High! Let's wait here. Travelers shouldn't be long.

	They will dismount and sit on the side of the road, on a large stone in order to wait patiently for them. After long minutes of expectation, they will see a procession along the road that advances slowly but regularly.

	– It's them – Pecos shouted with joy – let's ride, my friends, we're going to receive them!

	Joining the gesture to the word, he gracefully mounted his animal and after dressing up with elegance, he headed in the direction of the travelers, followed by his companions.

	Arriving closer, they verified that some slaves came in front, behind and mounted, two gentlemen, being a young man and the uncle of the nobleman Pecos, next to an elegant litter. Further behind the baggage led by many slaves and donkeys.

	Spotting the three soldiers, the escort stopped at an order from their boss. Pecos moved toward his uncle, smiling and excited. As he approached, he quickly dismounted, running to hug him, since he was also on the ground.

	– Dear uncle, welcome to your land and to my home! It was with infinite pleasure that I received your wise decision to return! Once again, you are welcome!

	The two will embrace effusively, exchanging cordial words.

	– And you, dear Jasar, how are you? We haven't seen each other for many years, you're already a man. Hug me and be welcome.

	The two brothers melted into a friendly embrace.

	Jasar was a tall and strong young man, but other than that, his appearance was very delicate; having no resemblance to the rude physiognomic features of his countrymen. Her black hair, her skin tanned by the sun, her white teeth, her serene and opaline eyes, her cold and well–defined mouth, her straight and well–shaped nose, her slender and well–proportioned body; all of that made him extremely attractive. She didn't have Pecos' personal charm, but she almost always got what she wanted through perseverance and sweetness. He was, despite that, frank and tolerant; however, irreducible in his decisions.

	After they had embraced effusively, Pecos's old uncle, opening the curtains of the golden bunk, said:

	– Otias, come and receive the greetings of your cousin, who wants to see you again.

	Immediately the curtains were parted by a diaphanous hand and a charming woman's smile appeared at the window.

	Pecos smiled enthusiastically, happy contemplating his cousin's beauty. Otias was really pretty. His hair was coiffed in the Greek style, he was dressed in a very white tunic of pure linen, all intertwined with arabesques in brilliant white. Her jewels sparkled in the reflection of the sun. Her eyes shone metallically, too, reflecting the fake glitter of her jewelry.

	Pecos advanced toward her, bowing reverently in a gracious greeting.

	– Be welcome, lovely cousin! You really look like a goddess immolated to Osiris! – and turning to his uncle, he continued: – Uncle Osiat, little Otias, really became a lady!

	The father of such beauty smiled happily, reflecting on his kind face the joy of his soul. Otias smiled in turn and said proudly, aware of her beauty:

	– Really cousin, do you consider me pretty? Well, if so, when we get home you will have the opportunity to renew your opinion. Now let's continue, I'm exhausted and I can't wait to rest.

	Thus, each one returned to their place in the entourage and it began to move again.

	– Uncle – Asked Pecos who was now riding between his two relatives – The trip must have been heavy and very long, like this by land. Why didn't you come by way of the Nile?

	The uncle smiles and it was Jasar who clarified:

	– In fact, part of the trip was made by the Nile, but at a certain point Otias felt bad, despite not being anything serious, and he forced us to stop in a small village. At his request, we decided to overcome the small distance that separated us from Thebes by land.

	– I understand – Pecos replied – despite the inconveniences of extending the trip, mainly taking into account the impatience to see them again, the desires of a beautiful woman should never be denied.

	All three smiled happily. At first the conversation between them continued lively, but after a while, each one withdrew into their own thoughts and the journey continued in silence. Only the rhythmic blow of the hooves, ringing on the stones of the road, could be heard. Arriving in front of the walls, penetrating the gates of the city, Otias stopped excited. A world of memories invaded his chest, agitated by the fatigue of the trip. Thebes…! Its land, its people...!

	As if immersed in his memories, he entered the city, ignoring the presence of his companions, reliving the past! It seemed to him, when crossing those streets, that he felt young again, with his projects, illusions, desires, graceful in the full vigor of his youth. He remembered, in a moment, the painful problems that overtook him and that had caused his departure. Wrapped in strong emotions, he remained silent.

	Sensing the state of his spirit, the two brothers talked quietly, exchanging ideas about the events of the moment.

	– Tell me Jasar, do you intend to continue your studies here in Thebes?

	– Yes, Pecos. For me, studying is a necessity. More so now that I am engaging in very important experiences.

	– But... I consider you to be almost a sage, judging by how much you've studied. I am older than you, however, since I can remember, I got used to seeing you inquiring, investigating, asking the priests of Osiris and Amun, the mentor of the hieroglyphic sciences; anyway, you should already know everything there was to know. Are you not satisfied?

	– Brother, the knowledge that we can obtain from things is very poor. With all my efforts I achieved very little and mainly I understood how much I don't know. Have you already tried, for example, to discover what the air that we generously breathe is composed of? The Earth, which we step on inclemently, despite the fact that our survival emanates from it? What is the force that vibrates in it, making the seed germinate, sprout, flourish, bear fruit? The same with our body, what we are, what we do and why we are here? You must agree that we are in a virgin world, where there are innumerable truths to be deciphered, wonders to be discovered.

