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Luiz Antonio Gasparetto and Calunga,

for teaching us to see beyond.

After all, nothing is what it seems to be.
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PROLOGUE

 

 

 

The first strong rays of sunlight appeared and spread vigorously over the city. The breeze blew gently swaying the treetops, producing the first sounds of the day along with the chirps of some birds that jumped from branch to branch.

Amaury opened the bedroom window and stretched delightfully. He looked at the street with curiosity, trying to find a familiar face. He deduced it was very early, since the milkman and the baker were running fast to speed up the doorstep delivery.– It is good to be back – he sighed.

It was his first morning in Sao Paulo after being absence of almost five years.

While his still swollen eyes looked at the tops of the aligning and blossoming trees, forming a charming green corridor to lose sight of on the horizon, he remembered the year he finished his science course and left the country.

He turned on his heels and with a lazy gesture shook off all his memories. He went to the bathroom, took a long and relaxing shower.

He dressed carefully, picked up a sporty-chic outfit from the closet, and then went downstairs for breakfast.

In the dining room, he met with his father, mother and sister at the beginning of the meal.

– We didn't want to disturb you – Mrs. Chiquita called him out loud, like the ladies of society.

– Come on, mom – he answered, smiling and kissing her forehead.

– I'm in a good mood. I'm going to have breakfast and then take a walk.

– That's right, my son – Eloi agreed –. In all of these years you were away, many things have changed. Sao Paulo continues to grow. 

– The Lima Tavares lost everything and had to sell their house. And I almost date their son, Wilson.

 Can you imagine what would become of me right now? – Maria Eduarda added, with a sarcastic smile on her lips, Amaury had never been interested in social issues.

After listening his sister's comments, he shook his head with disapproval. He sat down, took the steaming cup of coffee and a piece of cake.

– What's new? How is the country doing without Getulio? – he asked, trying to give another direction to the conversation.

Eloi put the cup on the saucer and said:

– Some society sectors are still in shock.

A little over two months ago, Vargas committed suicide; however, Cafe Filho is playing the role of president very well.

– Getulio was greatly appreciated in Europe, dad – Amaury added –. His thoughts were highlighted in the entire press, mainly in Portugal. 

Amaury was going to continue the conversation with his father, but Maria Eduarda added:

– The president committed suicide, his problem. It’s over.

Anyway, I don´t care, I'm still alive.

I'm actually more outraged that we lost the Miss Universe contest –. Amaury was astonished.

 – Huh? What did you say?

– Do you believe that, Amaury? – Maria Eduarda insisted by leaning her elbows on the table, which made Mrs. Chiquita look at her with disapproval. 

– And what difference does that make? I'm more concerned about the nation leadership than a beauty contest.

– We were sure Manha Rocha would be crowned the most beautiful woman in the world.

Just because she had two inches more on her hips she lost. Injustice!

– Geez, Maria Eduarda, you pay too much attention to these events!

There is no such thing as the most beautiful woman in the world. Back in Europe, war changed a lot the concepts people used to had about beauty. Men are interested in other qualities of women.

– Such as? – The girl answered with an ironic tone.

– Intelligence, my sister. And other values that only a war is capable of awakening in people.

Chiquita was about to say something, but changed her mind. When she saw Maria Eduarda, she thought in anguish, "My God, she really looks like my sister! Will I go through all that torture again?"

"Is Maria Eduarda going to make us feel ashamed like Isabel Cristina did?"

 

Amaury noticed his mother's sad and dull eyes but said nothing.

His ideas were always divergent. He was ready to hit back, but thought it was better to remain silent.

His mother looked like an unhappy and discouraged woman. He continued looking at that sorrow face and thought:

"Does my mom still love my dad? Has she always been like this? What made him feel attracted to her?" I even asked my aunt this question, but she politely changed the subject.

Well, " to each his own madness"

He shook his head, stood up, thanked for the meal, and went out for a walk among the blocks of the Higienopolis neighborhood, still full of casonas, old manor houses, at the time.

After walking for a while, Amaury sat down on a bench in the Plaza Buenos Aires. He sat down carelessly and closed his eyes for a few moments, inhaling the scent of the flowers. Then he opened his eyes and caught a glimpse of an acquaintance of his, sitting on a nearby bench. He stood up and approached smiling:

– Dr. Ignacio, long time no see! The man was surprised at first. He looked at Amaury suspiciously.

– Who are you?

The young man tried to raise his voice:

– It's me, Amaury Bueno de Castro. I have been away for a few years. I came back yesterday from Portugal. I am the son of Dr. Eloi.

Ignacio stood up immediately.

– Oh my God, you're all grown up! You are a man now. How old are you?

– Twenty-four.

– You are the age of Celina, my daughter.

– Yes, I think we’re one or two months apart. And how is she? – Ignacio frowned. Staring at an undefined point, with sad eyes, he said: 

– I don't know. I moved away from my family; I don’t live with them anymore. If I could, I would help Celina more.

No one at home understands her. They are trying to admit her to a hospital.

– A hospital?

– Yes. She becomes emotionally upset from time to time.

– And why don´t you do something! After all, you are her father.

– I cannot. I have no right. I don’t live with them anymore.

Besides, Eulalia will be angry if she finds out that I have been dealing with personal matters with strangers. But what should I do? You are the only one among us who can help me.

– Me? Why?

– You studied with Celina at the gymnasium, you know my family. I remember that, before you travel to Portugal, you used to come to our house frequently, and I have always felt sympathy for your family, even though our families have broken off relations. Please, go to my house, try to get them out of the idea of hospitalization. There are other options.

Amaury tilted his head to one side.

– I cannot intervene, Dr. Ignacio. I did study with your daughter, but my mother never approved of our friendship.

You know that Mrs. Eulalia was not very interested in me going either.

 

And I am here now, I've been away from everyone for years. I don’t think it’s a good idea.

– I understand, but please, go there. My daughter needs help. I can't tell you much right now, because it's a very intimate subject that runs up against social prejudices...

Ignacio blushed. Clearing his throat said: 

– It won't cost you anything, boy –. Ignacio's pleading gaze moved the young man.

– All right. In fact, I have nothing to do now so I can go to your house. But it's possible that your wife won't welcome me. Unless... – Amaury thought for a moment – Is Berta still working with your family? 

– Yes, she is.

– Great, she was always nice to me. And do you still live on Avenida Angelica?

– Yes, in the same house. Now I have to be somewhere else. I'm counting on you. See you around.

After the farewell, Ignacio left slowly. Amaury sympathized with that sad-faced, middle-aged man walking through the plaza. He turned in the opposite direction and walked to the caseron, a big house.

Along the way he repudiated convenience-based marriage and its dire consequences.

He wondered aloud to himself:

– But, why do people marry out of convenience? What is the reason to marrywithout love? That’s why the inevitable happens: they end up getting divorced. Mr. Ignacio must be suffering a lot because of prejudice. I can imagine how Mrs. Eulalia must have felt too. 

He turned his thoughts over and over until he stopped in front of the beautiful mansion. There, he rang the doorbell. And a maid dressed in a modest way welcome him with scrutinizing eyes.

– How may I help you?

– I would like to speak to Mrs. Eulalia, is she at home?

– What’s your name?

– I am Amaury Bueno de Castro. I…

Before he could even finish, the maid turned on her heels and closed the door. After a few moments, Mrs. Eulalia and her son Murilo appeared in the doorway.

– What do you want?

– Good morning, Mrs. Eulalia – and turning to look at the young man, politely he asked – How are you, Murilo?

– Aren't you the son of Dr. Eloi? – I am.

– Weren't you studying in Coimbra? – Murilo asked, surprised.

– That's correct. Yesterday I came back to Sao Paulo. Eulalia was visibly upset, but kept her pose:

– Our families have no relationships. What do you want from us?

– I just want to give you a message –. Eulalia gave him a scathing look.

She thought for a moment and said:

– Open the door and come over.

Amaury opened the large, richly worked black iron gate. He passed through the garden, rounded the fountain and stopped at the first rung of the staircase.

– I'm a bit embarrassed, but I'm here to ask you a favor.

– And what is it? – Murilo asked. Amaury ran a hand over the back of his neck and bit his lip.

He didn't know where to start.

– Well, I came here to ask if you if you can please consider not to put Celina in a psychiatric clinic. Mother and son exchanged frightened glances. Who had told him? How had the news leaked out?

Who could have been so evil and wanted to tarnish the family name? 

– We don't know what you're talking about. Our families do know each other, but that does not give them the right to snoop. Your parents won't like your attitude.

Celina had some seizures, but she is just fine – Eulalia said.

– Sorry, I don't know how your divorce happened, but I was with Dr. Ignacio and he asked me for this favor. Eulalia turned pale. Her legs failed her and if Murilo wouldn’t have been next to her to hold her, she would have fallen on the ground, then his son shouted astonished:

– What are you talking about? How can you make jokes out of situations like this? – Amaury did not know what to say, he just did not understand. Shaking, he said:

– I am not joking. I met your father at Plaza Buenos Aires a few moments ago and he insisted I come to see you and intercede for Celina.

Murilo lost control and almost let his mother fall to the ground. Before he could even babble any words. Eulalia fainted into his arms.

Amaury turned pale and fell silent. He turned to Murilo and asked with frightened eyes why did Eulalia suddenly just passed out.

 

Murilo fixed his eyes on Amaury’s. Still holding his weak mother in his arms, and after shedding a furtive tear, he was moved and said:

– That is just not possible at all! My father died a year ago…

 

 

 


CHAPTER 1 

AMAURY’S DISORDERS 

 

 

 

 

Although he was a tall, handsome boy with a broad chest, a freestyle swimmer with almond-shaped eyes and brown hair, Amaury was shy. He did not understand what was happening to him. From the beginning of his early teens, he felt strange emotions. His parents took him to several doctor, but there was nothing unusual in his tests. However, he was diagnosed with nervous problems.

Afraid that their son would suffer from some unknown disorders and resigned to the competence of Brazilian doctors, his parents sent him for treatment in Europe, a typical custom of wealthy families at the time. Although they received the same diagnosis from renowned European specialists as from Brazilian doctors, Eloi and Chiquita insisted that their son study law at the University of Coimbra in Portugal. Perhaps there Amaury could return to his old healthy self. He needed to be away for a while, and Portugal was an excellent choice.

His parents, who belong to a group of elite families in Sao Paulo, preferred distance instead of dealing with the inconvenience of having a schizophrenic child, as was the case of Celina, Sousa Medeiros' daughter, who was the same age as Amaury and who caused embarrassment and constraint to her parents.

Amaury felt good; the malaise and depression had ceased in Portugal, and he thought he was healthy again, especially after living with his aunt Isabel Cristina, Chiquita's younger sister. She not only saw his symptoms naturally but also had taught him many things about the laws of life and spirituality. He was fascinated by the ease with which she spoke about matters of a spiritual nature.

The boy never knew the real reason for his aunt permanent stay in Portugal. His parents had no contact with her for a long time and Chiquita did not allow her son to move into his aunt's house. She insisted that Amaury stay in a boarding house or rent an apartment near the university. Amaury agreed and rented a small place near the university. However, two months later, without anyone knowing, he moved into his aunt Isabel Cristina's house.

Amaury got along well with his aunt from the very beginning. Therefore, he never questioned the reason why Isabel Cristina lived isolated from her family in a foreign land. Thanks to the broad mind and wise words of his aunt, he was able to access the knowledge of spirituality. Although he had the pleasant company of Isabel Cristina, he did not hesitate when he graduated: he packed his bags and returned to Sao Paulo. He tried to persuade his aunt to go back with him, but she replied:

– I can’t. Brazil is no longer the place for me.

– But you are so enlightened, you are a fantastic woman.

I would love to have your company in Sao Paulo.

– Don't insist, Amaury. Brazil is dead to me. I'm doing very well here in Portugal.

I have a home and friends. Go and start your life over. Maybe everything I taught you can help you not to make the mistakes I made in the past.

He was unable to get any information from Isabel Cristina. What had happened between her and his mother? Why weren´t they in contact anymore? What were the mistakes she had made? Amaury was immersed in this tangle of thoughts when suddenly he heard a light knock at the door.

– It's me, Maria Eduarda.

The young woman knocked again, with more strength this time:

– Please Amaury, open the door...

After a moment, Amaury opened the door. As soon as he looked at his sister, he lay back down on the bed.

– It doesn't work like that, Amaury... It doesn't mean the world ended just because of what happened last week.

He looked at his sister. He was about to reply but said nothing. He was tired. It had been a few days since the incident with Eulalia and Murilo.

The situation was so unexpected that Amaury went back home in shock. When Celina found out about the matter, tried to anticipate and called Dr. Eloi's house telling him what had happened, since Eulalia refused to talk to friends from the past. Maria Eduarda said:

– Celina is crazy and depraved, but sometimes she acts reasonably. Luckily that crazy woman called here before Mrs. Eulalia did. Dad was speechless when he heard everything she said. I could tell by the look on his face that you did something.

– But I did saw Dr. Ignacio – Amaury answered.

Maria Eduarda sighed, tilted her head back slightly and tossed her hair to the sides.

– Hallucinations, or perhaps the change of weather. It was almost winter in Portugal, here we are in the middle of spring.

You had barely arrived. Everything contributed to that incident.

Amaury jumped up and sat on the bed.

– Do you really think so? It felt so real!

– Well, I don't think so, I'm sure. 

The young man laid down again and closed his eyes. She insisted:

– There is no point for you to keep like this. If you continue, mom will suffer from nerves again. She doesn't deserve this. You're not a child anymore. If you want my help, I can make an appointment with Dr. Antunes for you.

Amaury opened his eyes again. His complexion stretched into an expression of singular sadness. How could he prove that he was telling the truth? How could he show to his sister and his family that he was not crazy? After a sigh, he said reluctantly:

– I’m going to think about it.

– Great. It seems to me that living with aunt Isabel Cristina didn't do any good for you. Amaury looked at her in fright:

– How do you know I lived with aunt Isabel for a while? – His sister scoffed.

– Now I confirmed it, dear brother, I am an excellent observant person. In one of your letters, you were careless and wrote down aunt Isabel's address in the sender field.

– That doesn't prove that I lived with her! Maria Eduarda laughed. 

– That proves I'm not wrong. When I said you lived with her, your face confirmed it, I know it's true. So, you lived with her, didn't you?

Amaury tried to hide his expressions. With broad gestures, he replied:

– What's the problem? She's amazing, a strong woman.

– Mom doesn't think so. Some time ago I caught her talking to dad in the office. She said she was happy; that the scoundrel was gone.

But of course, it was at the end of the conversation I found out that the aforementioned in question was aunt Isabel Cristina.

– I can't believe mom said that!

– But she did, I heard it myself. She and dad just don't like aunt Isabel Cristina. The reason why? We'll never know. But I don't care either. At the moment, what I want is to get rid of the gossips. I'm already worried that my friends are making fun of me at the university. You have no right to denigrate the image of our family.

Amaury jumped out of bed again. He couldn’t believe his ears.

– I can’t believe what you’re telling me! So, your concern is not about me, but with the reputation of the Bueno de Castro family?

– So? There’s nothing wrong with that. Soon I'll find a good suitor and get married. You just got here; you need to be updated. Dad has an office in town, he has very good clients, his job gives us a good life, that's it. I'm thinking about the future, because we will only inherit the Barra Funda warehouses. That's not good enough for me, and besides, I'll have to share them with you. I want more.

– And having a madman in the family makes everything more difficult for you, isn’t it? – Maria Eduarda looked down. Amaury insisted: 

– So that's it? How useless you are, my sister. I hope you don’t suffer too much from those illusions.

– I prefer illusions to hallucinations. At least I am normal.

Dad didn't have to spend a fortune to keep me away, fearing the demoralization of our family. Now I realize how ungrateful you are. Instead of appreciated what we did for you, you disown us. I am outraged. Do whatever you think is best.

Maria Eduarda got up immediately, went to the door and, before leaving, gave her brother a withering look.

– But don't forget that I will do anything to organize a good wedding. I'm interested in Murilo, Mrs. Eulalia's son. Get away from him as soon as possible. Your hallucinations last week almost screw me. Don't mess up with me, because you have no idea what I'm capable of.

The young woman finished speaking in a threatening tone. She turned abruptly and slammed the door shut.

Amaury stared at the door, still not believing his sister's words. Sulking, he spoke aloud to himself:

– She's the crazy one, not me. What's wrong with this family?

Why so much concern for appearances? So that’s my fate? Will I end my days in a sanatorium?

Tears began to flow down his cheeks. Amaury was devastated. He had barely returned to Brazil and met his family again, but at the same time the hallucinations were back, which were the worse part. He thought of writing a letter to Isabel Christina but was discouraged when he calculated how long it would take to get a reply in his hands. Feeling helpless, he threw himself back on the bed and remembered the scene for which he ended up traveling to Portugal. His father never cared about his education; this task was his mother's responsibility. Chiquita who was raised under strict standards, once had embarked on the path of momentary passions and had almost committed more serious madness. .

She was frightened by such past events, so she tried to be strict in her children's education. She believed that by being tough, her children would not make the same mistakes she had made. For years she had tried to ignore her son's outbursts, as if to deny her incompetence at being a mother.

For a long time, she had managed to hide her son's problems from Eloi. If he would have found out, she would be signing a failed mother's certificate. She could not give her husband that heartache. Marrying Eloi had been a gift from God. She had loved him from the day their eyes met. But marriage, family obligations, and everything contributed to the gorgeous, dreamed plans losing their luster and color, and both she and Eloi drifted away from the dreams of a happily ever after marriage as the years went by.... Their marriage was respectful, but silent.

Chiquita was lost, she no longer had the support of her friends who had helped her so much in the past. She was alone. And now her son was having these disorders. She had tried to hide most of the problems from her husband, but the death of her brother-in-law Adamastor had been the last straw that broke the camel's back, which led them take the radical decision to hide Amaury from society until he was completely cured, even if he was in danger of living in the same city as Isabel Cristina, Chiquita's sister who had committed serious nonsenses in the past.

Two weeks after her brother-in-law's death, Amaury had severe chest pains. Chiquita and Eloi ran through clinics and hospitals, but the pain had persisted, and no diagnosis had been conclusive, Chiquita had tried everything, and at the height of despair, behind Eloi's back, she took the child to a curandera, a healer, who was a former housekeeper lady.

When they arrived at the indicated address, in a humble hut in Cambuci, Chiquita could not hold back her tears. It was outrageous for her to reach that point again. She remembered that before marrying Eloi she had done the same thing, but she was so shocked by what she’s heard that she preferred never ever to go after visionaries, fortune tellers or curanderos. At that moment she felt her vanity threatened, but there was no other option. Embarrassed and feeling humiliated, she clapped her hands.

They were attended by a friendly lady, then mother and son were taken to a humbly decorated, yet comfortable and harmonious room. The lady asked Amaury to sit in a chair in the middle of the room and told Chiquita to settle into a nearby armchair. With a calm and collected voice, she asked the distraught mother:

– How long has the child been suffering?

– About ten days.

The lady asked Amaury to close his eyes. She putted her hands on his head, said a prayer in a low voice, and then said:

– There is a spirit attached to your son. He does not accept his fate and tries to communicate through your boy, because he knows that your son easily picks up astral energies.

Before Chiquita could say a word, Amaury opened his eyes and asked.

– Every time I had a different sensation, I felt nausea or discomfort. Why now chest pains? 

– You have the sixth sense, boy. You can easily capture the energies of the invisible world. This disembodied gentleman next to you, was victim of a heart attack. He does not accept his new reality, that’s why his consciousness keeps him attached to the last impressions of life on Earth. The pain you feel is his, not yours. Chiquita stood up outraged:

– That is just insane! We are well-known in town, so you probably may have read in the papers or heard on the radio that my brother-in-law died ten days ago of a heart attack.

This is nothing more than a staging. Tell me how much it is because we are leaving now.

The lady said nothing. She closed her eyes again, prayed one more time and passed quickly and effectively her hands over the boy. Soon after, still emanating high content and unperturbed energies by Chiquita's hysteria, she lightly touched Amaury's shoulder.

– Are you feeling better, darling?

– Yes, ma'am. I don’t feel pain anymore.

– The spirit was guided by spiritual friends to a place of recovery. You are free for now.

Don't forget to study to educate that special sense.      

– How can I do that?

– You can attend to a good spiritist center or a group of people who seriously study mediumship and its relationship to the extra-physical world. Chiquita could not stand it anymore:

– It’s enough! Now you went too far! You have no right to brainwash my son. Spiritist center? That's insane, of course it could only come from ignorant people. Tell us how much it is immediately, I don't want to stay here any longer.

– I don't want anything. I don't charge for it. If you want to help, you can send food to the needy children here in the neighborhood –. Amaury stood up and placed himself between the two of them:

– Mom! Why are you behaving like this? Can't you see I'm fine?

I don't feel anything anymore. This lady cured me.

– I did not cure you, honey. I will never be able to do such thing. It is up to each one to know how to deal with the invisible. I only withdrew this desperate spirit with love. If you do not educate your sensitivity, you will bring new invisible companions to your side, whether they are pleasant or not. Study and, more importantly, take every decision in your life according to the command of the heart. To listen to the heart is to be in constant contact with the soul.

Still looking at Chiquita, the lady continued:

– Years ago, you had the opportunity to study and learn about spirituality, because you knew you would have a child who would need guidance. But you put it all aside to hide what you thought was a mistake. It's time to let the past in the past and realize that life is giving you another chance.

Amaury was about to thank and kiss that humble lady, if it were not for Chiquita's hand.

– Stop it! She's crazy, my son, crazy! How dare you talk about my past? How dare you? Let's go down this way. And before slamming the door, she laid her bloodshot eyes on the woman: – Even though I’ve heard so much barbarism from you, I will help your children. Tomorrow my driver will bring enough provisions to feed the whole neighborhood. By your leave...

Amaury opened his eyes. He seemed to be reliving it all.

Before putting away his thoughts from the past, he remembered that a month after the Cambuci episode, his bags were packed and ready to be sent to Portugal. He sighed in resignation.

I would not like to experience such sensations again. He got up and began to walk around the room.

Suddenly, an ever-stronger thought took hold of his mind. Until, in an instant, he stopped and shouted out:

– That's right! That lady and then aunt Isabel Cristina back in Portugal told me I have to learn more about my sixth sense. That's what I need. It's been a long time, but I still remember that nice lady in Cambuci. I will try to find her. Then, he put on Glostora brand gel on his hair, picked up his sunglasses and went downstairs.

– Will you meet a friend? – Chiquita asked at the foot of the stairs.

– I will, mom. I’m going to meet with a group of friends from high school.

We'll kill the homesickness. I'm going back to society.

Chiquita sighed in relief.

– That’s right, my son! Forget about last week's incidents. Now you start a new phase.

Amaury placed a light kiss on his mother's face. With a sly expression, he replied:

– I agree; now I begin a new phase.

He went out into the street and a few blocks later, happy and determined, took the streetcar to Cambuci.

 

 

 


CHAPTER 2 

NEW FRIENDS 

 

 

 

The driver said:

– Last stop! We will turn around the plaza and another trip will start. The ones who stay in the car will have to pay for a new ticket.

Amaury stood up and cast curious glances all around him. Before getting off the streetcar, he asked the driver, who wore an elegant cap on his head and was dressed in an impeccable navy-blue uniform:

– May you tell me where Rua do Lavapes is?

The driver took his hand off the gear stick and with a broad gesture point outed:

– Just go straight ahead. You can't go wrong.

The young man got out and followed the driver's directions. As he continued straight ahead, he strained his memory file in an attempt to recall the house and the lady who had helped him years ago.

He was so absorbed in his thoughts that he didn't notice an unevenness in the cobblestones as he crossed the street. He stumbled and fell, feeling a lot of pain in his knee.

– Damn it! – he yelled.

– Oh my God. Does it hurt so much? 

Amaury continued with his hands on his injured knee, but his eyes slowly rose in an attempt to reach that sweet voice. He raised his head a bit more and was suddenly dazzled to meet that pair of serene green eyes. He stammered as he said:

– A little bit.

– Let me help you.

The young woman offered him her hands. Amaury staggered to his feet.

– We need to sew those pants. Follow me.

Just a little mercury on the knee, plus a thread and needle for your pants will solve your problem.

– Wow, but don't worry about it. I don't want to give you any trouble.

Besides we don't even know each other.

– Is that the reason? My name is Lucia – said the girl, extending immediately her hand.

Amaury took off his glasses and held out his hand in deference.

– Nice to meet you. My name is Amaury. 

– Now we do. Come on, I live right over there, that’s my house.

Amaury was delighted with the perfectly aligned teeth that gave her smile an elegant vibe.

As he walked with her, Amaury couldn't help but notice her well-defined features, her fashionably styled brown hair and the mesmerizing perfume that exuded from her body.

"This is a sight for sore eyes! How can she be so beautiful?" he thought.

She noticed the young man's flirtatious glances and as if reading his thoughts, she said matter-of-factly:

– We have only been living here for a short time. It was very difficult for us to adapt to this new lifestyle, but at least we have a roof over our heads and the desire to work and continue living in the best possible way. After all, everything in life is nothing more than experiences that, if used wisely well, mature the spirit.

– Sorry, but you don't look like you belong here. I mean you are so beautiful! Don't get me wrong, I’m not flirting, but I feel like I know you.

She opened her lips again in a wide smile.

– We were childhood neighbors. My family used to live near your house in Higienopolis.

Amaury stopped walking. He ran his hands through his hair, as if trying to remember the young woman. 

– Wait a minute. Aren´t you the daughter of...

– Diogenes de Lima Tavares? Yup, that’s me.

– I've been gone a long time. I heard your family lost everything. I’m so sorry.

– Almost everything. We owned this house here – Lucia answered, pointing to an astonished man in the corner –. Wilson, my brother, works in the grocery store downstairs. At least we have a place to make a living. We have no rent to pay, and we increase our income with small clothing repairs I do in my free time. Mom also gives piano lessons. 

– Your father had a considerable fortune! How did you lose it all?

– We do not know for sure. In recent years, dad has left all business in hands of Dr. Rodolfo Nascimento e Silva.

– I heard negative comments about him. 

– Yes, but Dr. Rodolfo was always right with Dad.

– Don't you think it's weird that your father lost everything? And Dr. Rodolfo, what is his situation?

– Dr. Rodolfo helped us a lot. Thanks to him, we find out about the existence of this man. Dad spent the money in underground casinos. As far as I know, Dr. Rodolfo lives on rental dividends.

A tear rolled down from the corner of Lucia's eyes. Amaury tried to comfort her: 

– There is no need for me to say another word. What happened to you is a delicate matter and only time will help you get over it and forget it. What can you tell me about your father? – Amaury asked. Lucia was quiet, with her head down. A few seconds later, the girl ran her hands over her moist and slightly swollen eyes.

– Sorry. We recently suffered a hard blow and dad couldn't take it and his heart couldn't take the pressure either, but besides that everything is fine, I guess.

Amaury took a handkerchief out of his pocket and held it out to Lucia.

In a clear voice, he said:

– I didn't know things happened that way. I only knew that you had lost everything. After all, our families never spoke to each other. 

Lucia wiped her tears and blew her nose.

– Mom is slowly recovering too. She is a dignified and brave woman.

She faced everyone with her head held high, she even tried to contact her friends from the past, Mrs. Chiquita and Mrs. Eulalia, but in vain. They both refused to receive her.

Amaury put his finger on his chin.

– My mother's behavior is very strange.

– We don't know what happened in the past, so we can't judge people's attitudes.

– I always thought Mrs. Cora was an extraordinary woman. 

– And she is. Lucia stopped at the corner and said: – We live here. Let's go upstairs. I'll fix your pants, put some mercury on that knee and wash your scarf.

– You don´t need to do that.

– No sir, let's go. You've heard enough whining.

I think my mom will be pleased to know that here are acquaintances from back in the day. And, by the way, what brought you to this place?

Amaury hesitated. He bit his lip and finally answered:

– I am looking for a lady who helped me years ago.

– You were helped by a lady who lives around here? That’s weird... Amaury blushed.

Lucia smiled again.      

– She was a friend of one of our employees. I don't even know her name for sure. But I know she lives somewhere here. A middle-aged lady, with a slow voice, a kind smile. I don't think you are going to be able to know her, these are few references, right?

Lucia smiled again.

– I've lived here almost a year. I can check it out. Can you try to remember her name? Amaury shook his head.

– I don’t think so. I just remember the house and her pretty face, that’s it.

 

– I'm going to ask mom. She hardly ever leaves the house, but she takes in some students from the neighborhood for piano lessons.

Lucia opened the door and gently pulled Amaury by the hand. They walked up a few flights of stairs and arrived at the small room decorated with furniture that showed the good taste and tension of that family.

He looked around and then she asked him to sit down.

Amaury felt a strong discomfort and soon a dizziness almost knocked him to the floor. He did not notice a dejected and sad spirit was crying, crouched in a corner of the room. Lucia noticed his discomfort.

– What's wrong? You look pale! – Amaury tried to hide it, but he felt suffocated. Lucia was frightened: 

– I'll get you some sugar water. It must have been the fall.

Diogenes' spirit continued to weep sadly in the corner of the room. He stopped crying when he noticed Amaury staring at him in disbelief.

– Can you see me? Amaury's eyes grew large.

He closed them and tried to say a prayer, automatically. Diogenes became impatient:

– Are you seeing me? Amaury nodded.

– Then help me, please. Tell them I'm alive and I didn't die, I'm terrified!

Amaury seized the opportunity of the fact that there was no one in the room and spoke quietly, in a trembling voice:

– Don't bother me please. Your body died.

– But you can see me, you can communicate with me. I know there are people with that ability. They just tell me I'm inside another dimension. I want to get out of here and go back with my family.

– That's impossible.

– No! You need to help me please–Amaury shuddered.

– How?

– I don't know, talk to my wife, she can get me out of here. Even though I'm at her side begging her to listen, she doesn't listen to me. She pretends she doesn't see me. Diogenes would continue if it weren't that a sharp pain in his chest was causing him discomfort.

At that moment, a strong and bright light grew and a spirit with a bright aura appeared in the room. He touched him on the chest and immediately the pain ceased. Then the spirit said:

– Come with me, it's time to recover. Every time you connect with your family, the chest pain will return. Your spirit still carries the pains of the heart attack. You are not feeling well, you need treatment –. Diogenes answered nervously:

– I don't want to go back to the hospital. I'm sick of so much care.

– Well, it's up to you.

The spirit got away from Diogenes and the pain in his chest returned with more intensity this time.

He threw himself to the ground and pleaded;

– For God's sake! Get rid of this, please.

Amaury, who was frightened and trembling before, recognizing the spirit that had just arrived, rose from the couch in outrage. He raised his voice, saying:

– Dr. Ignacio! But what a bad joke you put me through the other day, ha?

Ignacio smiled and replied:

– I am sorry my son, but I could not communicate with you in any other way.

– Was it hard to mention that you died?

– I didn't mean to scare you. I just left out one detail.

– That detail caused your son to almost skin me alive.

– We'll talk more calmly another time. For the moment I need to eliminate Diogenes. His troubled mind spreads energies that disturb the harmony of his home. And you don't have to call me doctor anymore. Here in the astral world, we have no titles.

Amaury was about to answer, but Ignacio and Diogenes disappeared in the blink of an eye. The brightness had not yet ceased when Lucia returned from the kitchen, bringing a glass of sugar water on a small tray.

– Sorry for the delay. I went to get sugar at the grocery store downstairs, then I went to the back and helped Wilson at the cash register. But I noticed something was going on around here.

– What are you talking about?

– You are pale and now you look flushed and angry. I heard you scream. Were you talking to yourself?

Amaury bowed his head in shame. He picked up the glass of water, took a few sips and sat down again.

– I was complaining about this discomfort that has been with me for years.

– Mom always said that any ill-mannered sensitivity could cause imbalances in our physical body.

Amaury was surprised.

– Did your mother say that?

– She always does. That's why we live well. Mom's way of helping us understand why our experiences only make us stronger.

– How?

– Studying, experimenting, observing the mechanisms and laws of life.

A sweet, steady voice flooded the room, concluding said;

– That’s right, because practice is a wise teacher that always leads us to the good.

They both turned their eyes toward the living room door. Lucia exulting said:

– Mom!

Cora entered the room carrying delicate white sheet music under her arms. 

Amaury, upon seeing her, immediately remembered her face. She was still beautiful, as if no time had passed.

He approached and greeted her.

– What a pleasure to see you again Mrs.! – The woman kissed him on the cheek. 

– Nice to see you, my son. How are you doing?

– Very well, thank you.

– You're a man now. I remember when you were still a child and played near our house, many years ago. And Chiquita, how is she?

– Still as serious as ever. Cora immediately remembered Chiquita and their friendship and Eulalia years ago, as well as the disruption. But now she didn't want to go back to the past.

With a delicate gesture, Cora chased these thoughts away and turned her attention back to Amaury.

– I haven't seen you in so many years... You look the same Mrs.– Cora smiled sweetly and frankly.

– Thank you very much Amaury.

– What is the recipe for so much beauty?

– I try to be at peace with myself and keep my heart and conscience connected at all times to the good, to the true values of the spirit.

Amaury was moved. Lucia continued:

– And with this way of looking at life, we face difficulties with a peaceful mind.

– I am sorry, Mrs. Cora. Because, if I had known you were so kind and an easy-going person, I would have tried to be closer to you.

– And why didn't you?

Amaury scratched the back of his neck and looked down. Cora understood immediately:

– If you don't want to, don't say it. Here, in this blessed home, no one does what they don't want to do.

– Here we try to tell the truth right away – concluded Lucia. 

– That’s right – answered Amaury – I don’t understand why my mom had the wrong idea about you Mrs.

She kept saying that you were petulant, that wanted to own the truth, that you didn't want to go to society. That everything happened...

Amaury cleared his throat. Cora continued to hold her gaze and Lucia asked:

– Happened? ...

– Happened because of God's punishment. That you are paying for being a snob – Amaury blushed completely. 

– Don’t worry young man – said Cora affectionately –. Everyone has the right to think and idealize people as they want. We have the mind, and with it the gift to create situations, as well as to see others accordingly with our sense of reality.

– But you look so great and wise to me! Why does my mother have a negative image of you?

– I do not consider it a negative image, only an image that does not correspond to my truth, but to her truth. I always had my own way of being, I never lost it, neither by marriage nor by society.

– Oh, I was forgetting – Amaury said –. My condolences for the passing of your husband.

Cora let a tear escape from her almond-shaped eyes. Lucia touched her hands affectionately.

– Diogenes suffered the consequence of irrational attitudes – she said at last –, I always respected him, but he never wanted to understand the truth, he never accepted that there was life after the death of the physical body.

Amaury shuddered. He remembered that minutes before he had met Diogenes' spirit in despair, for lack of clarification. The boy bit his lip. Lucia turned to her mother:

– Why didn't dad ever want to talk about spirituality? – Cora clarified:

– It all depends on how we analyze the situation. Your father was somewhat greedy and ended up joining a group that straightened out the roulette wheels at the casino tables. He made a lot of money, but eventually became disconnected and went in another direction.

I never judged him for that. He was a good man, but he firmly believed that life should be enjoyed intensely because everything ended with death.

– Do you think he was not ready for this new stage? – Amaury asked with interest. 

– Maybe so. But only time will be able to calm his heart and his conscience. I pray a lot for my husband, I hope he will soon find his way. After all, for those who have never studied reincarnation, it is difficult to understand and comprehend the truth.

Amaury was startled. He immediately remembered the conversations with his aunt.

– Reincarnation?

– Yes, I have always believed in reincarnation, in life after death. Perhaps that's why I was repudiated by society.

So, Cora thought like his aunt Isabel Cristina? It was unbelievable! Amaury put aside his embarrassment. Interested, he asked:

– Mrs. Cora, do you think we can see or communicate with the dead?

– Certainly, my son. I always believed that. Unfortunately, I am not a medium. I don't see anything; I just feel it.

– How?

– I perceive the energies around me. Everyone can develop and educate this gift. It is a natural characteristic of the human being.

– Mom – interrupted Lucia –, and why do you feel chills here at home?

 

– I don’t know, but it's very weird. I don't feel anything at the moment –. And turning to Amaury: – I'm sorry my son, but since we moved over, I have felt some strange energies at home. Prayer has been a great help though.

Lately it was unbearable, an energy of immense pain and sadness hung in the air. I came to think of Diogenes many times. But the atmosphere is calm now, there seems to be no disturbing energies in our home anymore.

As the conversation continued, Amaury became more and more interested in learning about the spiritual life, because what Cora had said about the heavy environment was in line with Ignacio's words a few minutes earlier. Amaury was ecstatic, because Cora had a natural, confident and charismatic wit to discuss the subject, much like her aunt Isabel Cristina. Late in the afternoon, reluctantly, he said goodbye to both of them.

On the way home he remembered everything that had happened moments before. He had even forgotten to ask Mrs. Cora about the curandera. But there would be no shortage of opportunities. Next week he would return pretending to approach Wilson.

Once inside the streetcar, he mentally thanked Ignacio, who, even from distance, received his thanks and returned it with waves of love that Amaury immediately felt through a pleasant sense of well-being.

 

 


CHAPTER 3 

THE CELINA DISORDERS

 

 

 

Locked up for almost two weeks in her room, Celina paced back and forth, not knowing what to do.

– I can't go on like this. I need to get out, I can't stand being a prisoner anymore.

She was desperate. Ever since her mother found out that she had called Eloi and Chiquita's house, she had been grounded.

Celina, a woman of twenty-four, was bound under Eulalia's fierce authority. But after all Eulalia was a good mother.

Murilo and Celina were inseparables, he was three years younger than her. Her preference for her son was evident. Celina was adored by Eulalia, but her emotional disorders left her mother embarrassed and sad. Eulalia believed that Celina did that on purpose, to draw the attention she paid most to her son.

Ignacio noticed that his wife naturally became more concerned about Murilo. He, in turn, became closer to his daughter, covering her with a lot of attention and affection. With his death, Eulalia was about to admit Celina to a hospital, because she did not know how to deal with her daughter’s attacks.

Even after her husband's death, she tried to take Celina to a psychiatrist in Salvador but gave up when he said that psychiatry could help her daughter in emotional balance, but not in spiritual balance.

Eulalia did not know what to do, she felt helpless. Outraged and discouraged, she returned to Sao Paulo with her daughter in the same condition.

Celina did not accept to submit to the treatments imposed by her mother. It was up to her to decide on the best treatment.

She was old enough to choose a good clinic or doctor, but Eulalia did not allow her daughter to have a say in the matter.

She always decided what was best for her children.

