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The cell phone alarm went off again with the sweet song “Galopeira” by Chitãozinho and Xororó. How I hated this song. I know this is very bizarre for an eighteen-year-old, but to get a lazy person like me out of bed, there was no better alternative.

That Friday, I found myself in one of those days that we are discouraged about everything. I opened my pants drawer and there were two great options. A pair of pants with a torn back – if you know what I mean – and a totally faded one, whiter than old people's hair. My day has gotten off to a bad start. I chose the whitish one anyway. Better an old pair of pants than my rear end showing.

'Good morning', said my grandfather, Pedro. His wrinkled face did not diminish the strength of his contagious smile.

'Good morning',I replied, so crestfallen that even a clown would cry at the sight of me.

The weather wasn’t bad. There were few clouds painting the sky, and the sun’s orange rays were tearing through everything in their path. There was no reason to be sad, but I never had such an ungrateful heart as in the days of my youth.

I had my coffee and bread, took my backpack also torn, put on my sneakers, which luckily were still new, and went to school.

My life wasn't easy at all. Being in the last year of school and being slightly “chubby” (not to say fat), wearing glasses, having old clothes and being the smartest in the class were more than enough reasons to be teased by everyone. Worst of all, even the school cooks didn't miss a chance to make fun of me.

'Take it easy Davi or very soon you will end up becoming a Goliath!', every day was like this. They would make the same bad jokes that originated my famous nickname: Goliath.

Even though I was a Christian, I hung out more with the atheist students because many of them did not know the biblical story of Davi and Goliath and thus rarely understood the joke.

'But why Goliath?', said Tomas, my best friend from school. As always curious.

'As a matter of fact, I have no idea!', I had to lie. I didn't want another name for my school's list of boring people.

We were three friends at school. Me, Tomas and Kelly. Tomas was a little taller than me. Well... Maybe it's not that little. Twenty centimeters of difference is a big difference? Let's save this discussion for later, okay?

We were the most outcasts in the school, except for Kelly, who, being a pretty girl, always caught the attention of boys, especially the older ones. I can't help but admit that she caught my eye, too. Her long black hair and that charming smile didn't go unnoticed anywhere. I think from the description of her that I just did, it became apparent that what I felt for her was much more than just a friendship.

Let's get back to that long Friday. Tomas and I talked about what was new in technology because we didn't understand much about anything else. We were really nerds.

'Hey Goliath!',shouted Eduardo, the famous, popular hacker of the school, “I have a proposition for you.”

'Proposition?', what did the nerd who was lucky enough to become popular in school want with another nerd who had the bad luck to be a total failure like me?

'Yes! Pay attention. I had the great idea to develop a mobile app that can make us very rich!'

'Can I join in?', said Tomas with a huge smile on his face.

'No.'

Tomas's smile was gone.

'So, I decided to gather a team of people who understand a lot about computing, and I remembered you, Goliath. How about it?'

'You can count on me!', I could never miss a chance like that. Make me rich? Doing what I like? It seemed too good to be true. Finally, I would be noticed in the world.

'So, Great! Stop by the house on Monday after school. I'll give you the address later, on Facebook. How do I find you on Facebook? Your name is Goliath what?'

'No, no', my reputation was so bad that people didn't even know my real name anymore. 'Look for Davi Solomon.'

'What? Did your mother put two biblical names in a row on you? [laugh]', damn it! He knew the Bible.

Eduardo turned his back and walked away. Finally, my life would change, and the kitchen women would never make fun of me again! At that moment, my dull, gray Friday had come to life.

The signal to leave sounded. On leaving the school, Tomas used to go to the opposite way from my house and Kelly and I used to go together.

'Kelly and Goliath, eternal love!', shouted the idiots who liked to draw attention to themselves at departure time. 

I always found it strange that Kelly didn't answer and just ignored them. Many girls in her place would walk away from me in these moments, but not her. This made me more and more in love with her.

This Friday, I couldn't help myself.

'Kelly, why when those idiots make fun of you because of me, you just ignore them?'

Kelly was also a Christian and a girl of many principles, but I never imagined an answer like that day.

'Why would I do that? I'm proud to hang out with you, and I'll tell you more! You'd be the kind of boy I'd pray for a future relationship with.'

My whole body froze at that moment. In that instant, even my feet stopped sweating (and they sweat more than an athlete running the São Silvestre[1]).

'Oh...', my entire insecurity prevented me from doing absolutely anything manly and all I did was respond by looking down and blushing. 'Good! I'm glad.'

I got home, took off my shoes, scented the room because after that freezing moment came the greatest heat I ever felt in my life and my foot produced more water than any melted polar ice cap.

Did Kelly have feelings for me? A fat, short geek like me? Did I deserve her? All that was too much on my mind. I lay there in bed for hours.

The phone shouted “Galopeira” once more. It was seven o'clock in the afternoon. I'd been asleep all afternoon. Thinking is tiring.

'Come to dinner, Davi!', my grandfather shouted, in fact, tried to shout. His voice was already hoarse and weak.

We had dinner watching the news on TV, as usual. Silence reigned in that house. It was just me and my grandfather. My father abandoned me when I was still a baby and my mother, Marcela, never accepted the responsibilities of a mother. She got a boyfriend a little while ago and fell off the map with him. I wouldn't have missed it. My grandmother had already passed away from cancer. Her leaving was a very complicated time. But, after all, my grandfather and I had a great relationship. He introduced me to Jesus and taught me valuable principles.

'Grandpa, I got an interesting offer today.'

'Proposal? You're not talking about drugs, are you, kid?', in my grandfather's mind the young people were only driven by drugs and alcohol.

'No, far from it! A colleague of mine called me to help him create an app that can make us rich!'

'App? What is this? Is that really not drugs? Are you sure? If it's drugs, kid, I'll skin you alive!'

'Come on, Grandpa, calm down! Application is a cell phone program, that's all.'

'Oh... In that case, that's OK! [laugh] But beware, Davi, nothing falls easily from heaven. I will pray about it today and hear what God has to say.'

I confess that I did not have this habit of my grandfather asking everything to God. 'Sir, may I? Sir, can I have that? What do you think? I always found that very odd.'

It was eleven o’clock at night. My grandfather went to his room. I watched some TV, and went to bed. Turns out that Friday was a nice day.

Before continuing...

...know that you can download other books through the website www.danilohgomes.com. This is a way of gifting those who bless my life, like you. On this website, you'll find articles, videos, quizzes, apps, courses, and much more. Enjoy your reading!
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The next day I didn't hear “Galopeira” in the morning, after all, it was Saturday and I would wake up at any time I wanted. The day was cloudy, and it looked like it was going to rain. I hope it wouldn't rain because I was afraid it would that it would get in the way of my busy schedules, but the fear passed after I remembered I barely had any friends, and even fewer appointments.

I sat at the table with my grandfather. He seemed to be trying to say something to me, but he was holding back.

'Grandpa, do you want to say something?'

'...', he has been quiet for a few seconds. 'Yes, Davi, I do! God has spoken to me about the proposal that you have received.'

'That's nice, Grandpa. And how much did he say I'm gonna get? Three million?'

'He doesn't approve of this idea. It is not God's will that you have any part in this.'

'Eh... All right, then. I'll say I don't want any part of it', obviously, I was lying. My grandfather was too old. He couldn't even hear the sellers' palms on Sunday morning, imagine the voice of God.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
| WON
IT ALL
AND , i :
| WON S
NOTHING \

WHAT WOULD YOU

DO IF YOU HAD : ‘
EVERYTHING YOU ,_
WANTED? g

DANILO H. GOMES





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





