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 his book is a result of challenging tasks taken by 13 students at 
the Advanced Studies in English Writing Module of the UniAnchieta 
– “Especialização em Língua Inglesa” course, in the year of 2005. 
In the beginning, nobody had a slightest idea what a series of drafts 
would, one day, turn into. Guided and instructed by professor Élcio 
Souza, each one of us started writing a free-theme short story as part 
of one of the many other assignments we had in the Process Writing 
classes.
 We – a group of students from different professions such as a 
Nutritionist, a Journalist, a Secretary, a Pharmacist and English and 
Portuguese language teachers – worked in groups to read, ask questions 
about the texts and give the authors some feedback and suggestions. 
Difficulties were faced – lack of imagination, grammar errors and, 
mainly, acceptance on our peers’ constructive criticism. However, we 
eventually found that those were in fact supporting steps to contrib-
ute to our improvement in writing and we then realized that the final 

 his book is a result of challenging tasks taken by 13 students at 
the Advanced Studies in English Writing Module of the UniAnchieta 

T

introduction

9



drafts awoke our teacher’s interest in encouraging us to have them 
published. The tasks were then taken more vividly, efforts were dou-
bled and self-confidence could be gained. What an accomplishment 
to all of us! This collection of short stories has resulted in particular 
genres of writing, from mysteries to love stories, adventures and com-
edies to thrillers: Why is Faith being followed? (by Ângela Pellicciari 
Mielke), What can New Year’s Eve bring about to five young people? 
(by Lilian Paula Maceu), What about the possibility of having an af-
fair with a handsome blue-eyed man? (by Regiane Castanho Toribio), 
Wouldn’t it be wonderful to have a remarkable and fancy wedding? 
(by Carla Xavier Bernardes), Could a singular picture raise anybody’s 
interest? (by Vera Sandra Arantes), How to change disappointment 
into power? (by Alessandra Lopes), Would poverty be taken into ac-
count when choosing somebody to be part of your family? (by Eliana 
Sousa Menezes Cardoso), Who is “Deep Eyes”? (by Isabel Cristina 
Alvares de Souza), Can a real friendship get over a heartache? (by 
Carolina Nogueira Miana), Does revenge make people go to funny 
extremes? (by Carla Silveira Turela), Does being nuts have anything 
to do with loneliness? (by Maria Isabel Vieira), What a pact! (by Isis 
Silva), Would we call it jealousy or ambition? (by Melissa Maia de 
Souza).
 Finally, we would like to thank the course coordinator, Pro-
fessor Romilda Del Antonio Taveira, for her unremitting efforts to 
provide us with this high quality specialization course and professor 
Élcio Souza as well, for being not only our English master, but also a 
professor we could count on different English skills, guiding us in our 
long way to achieve a better English language fluency and for helping 
us become writers. We hope you appreciate reading this book as much 
as we have enjoyed writing it.
 Have a good reading!
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 t all started as a class assignment. Sixteen incredible persons 
were each asked to produce a short story. The first texts showed so 
much property and creativity that an obvious idea came up: to collect 
all stories in one book and publish it. For a moment, the brand-new 
writers were confused and excited, but then their journey began. It 
took a lot of drafts, a great deal of feedback and hard work and, in the 
end, thirteen stories were selected for their uniqueness and original 
outcome.
 As the objective of the activity was to work on writing skills, 
some grammar and lexical slips were overlooked, but they do not at 
all diminish the high quality of this final outcome. The stories are 
thrilling, intriguing and often supplied surprising endings. They will 
certainly amuse and fascinate all readers.
 I personally need to affirm I am very proud of their work and 
that it was a great honor to witness their remarkable progress as writ-
ers, and as ELT professionals. Also, I would very much like to thank 
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everyone involved in this process and to acknowledge Unianchieta 
and all staff members who helped make this original assignment turn 
into what it really is: a proof of their command of the language and a 
sign of their brilliant future.
 Congratulations to you all.

Élcio Souza
Teacher of the Writing Component

in the Unianchieta Especialização em Língua Inglesa Course
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 he establishment of either personal or cognitive relationships 
is a fundamental component in the teaching-learning process in the 
Especialização em Língua Inglesa Course at Centro Universitário Pa-
dre Anchieta. Therefore, I was very pleased to have been encouraged 
by Professor Élcio Souza to publish a collection of short stories as 
a result of a dialoguing pedagogical practice, based on exchangeable 
relationships, which negotiate meanings and give voice to the authors 
involved in the process of constructing knowledge. Professor Souza 
has provided the group with a motivating, socializing written practice 
and has demonstrated that the range of a pedagogical activity can be 
unlimited with the publication of this book.
 I would like to express my gratitude to Professor Souza, all 
writers and persons, who have contributed in compiling this volume, 
which I hope to be the first of a series.

Romilda D. A. Taveira
Coordinator of Especialização em Língua Inglesa 

“Nobody knows everything,
everybody knows something

and all knowledge is in the collective”                                                                                         
        

                                                                                                                  Michael Serres
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 manda is taking a shower in her house. It is not a big house. She 
lives alone. Her bedroom is small and very comfortable. She has a little 
teddy bear on her double bed. Her closet is big so she does not have 
any other piece of furniture in her bedroom. She likes paintings and 
there is a painting of a beautiful place on the wall over her bed. While 
Amanda is taking a shower, she relaxes. Her bathroom is white and 
blue. There is a big laundry basket under the blue basin. The perfumes 
and the creams are on the basin. The mirror is on the wall. Amanda fin-
ishes her shower and she is combing her hair. She is looking at herself 
in the mirror and thinking about her day. It was a difficult day because 
she had to solve many problems at the office. She has been working at 
this office for two years. Amanda is an accountant. There are twelve 
people that work with her in the same room. Each person has his or 
her own table and computer. She is tired but she is very happy because 
she likes her job and she is in love. Amanda comes into her bedroom 
and chooses her clothes. She is going to meet Carlos tonight. Carlos is 
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her boyfriend. He is tall, has straight blond hair and brown eyes. They 
have met at work. When Amanda saw Carlos, she did not feel anything 
special about him. However, Carlos thought that Amanda was a very 
beautiful woman. She is tall, thin, has dark brown eyes, and straight 
black hair. But Carlos liked her big and contagious smile. Her dark-
skinned face got a different look with that smile. Amanda seemed to 
be a very happy woman and because of that, Carlos was fascinated. He 
knew it was dangerous to date someone who worked in the same office 
so he did not do anything to have a relationship with her. In the first 
moment, Amanda did not think she would like him, because he was not 
the kind of man she liked. He seems to be a very conceited man and 
Amanda hates those men who think they are the best. Carlos talked 
with her and he always joked at lunch time. Milene, a friend of hers, 
who is very nice, told her that Carlos liked her but Amanda did not 
agree. Milene felt that Carlos wanted to date Amanda and she talked 
to Amanda to give him a chance. Milene is a good friend of Amanda’s; 
she helped Amanda in some moments at work. Milene is an accountant 
too. They work in the same room; they are responsible for many clients. 
Carlos is a computer programmer and he has to solve all computer 
problems. Milene is brunette, thin, tall and strong-minded. Milene al-
ways says what she thinks. On the other hand, Amanda is easygoing, 
but she usually thinks about what she will say to a person. Although 
they are different, they like each other as sisters, good sisters. Amanda 
did not believe in what Milene said about Carlos. She thought Carlos 
was the kind of man that liked to praise everyone and if everyone is a 
woman, he will flirt for sure. Amanda was not lucky in love because she 
suffered a lot; she loved a lot but always the wrong guys. Her last date 
was horrible. She liked Mark so much. He was her last boyfriend. Mark 
did not accept that Amanda had a profession, her salary was higher 
than his. Mark always did something to make Amanda sad. He wanted 
Amanda to feel down but she did not notice that. She liked him and 
she was afraid to be alone. After giving a lot of excuses so as not to go 
out with her, she decided to finish the relationship. Amanda was upset 
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and did not want to date anyone else for a long time. Milene talked so 
much with Amanda about Carlos. He seemed to be different. Amanda 
is not sure about it and Milene told her she deserved to be happy 
with a good man and Carlos could be this man so Amanda decided to 
try again. She accepted Carlos’s flirts and they started to date. Carlos 
seems to like her. So they have been dating for three months and now 
she likes him a lot.
 Amanda wears white pants and a red T-shirt. She wants to wear 
something different because she always wears black clothes. Her white 
telephone rings. Amanda runs to answer. She answers the phone; “Hi, 
Amanda. Are you ready?” Amanda is surprised because it is Carlos on 
the phone. “Hi, Carlos. I’m not ready, yet. Why?” “I can’t go out with 
you today. I’m sorry.” Amanda gets upset. “What happened?” “My sis-
ter is in trouble again and my parents need my help. I’m so embar-
rassed!” Amanda knew his sister was alcoholic and she was aggressive 
sometimes. Amanda says; “Ok. We can go out another day.” She under-
stands his problem but she feels sad at the same time. Carlos answers; 
“Oh, darling. I promise you I will call you soon.” Amanda says; “Ok, 
you call me later.” She turns off the phone and stays on the sofa think-
ing about what happened. So she decides to take her clothes off, but 
the phone rings again. She is surprised once more. It is Milene inviting 
her to go out. Amanda tells her what Carlos said on the phone some 
minutes ago and that she is worried about it. Milene persuades her to 
go out, of course. Milene does not want to leave her friend alone on a 
Friday night. Amanda accepts the invitation. Milene goes to Amanda’s 
house with her car. Milene’s car is black and small. They both go to a 
new disco in the city. The disco is really nice and there are three places: 
one place to dance, with brightly colored lights. There is a bar near the 
dance floor. Some bartenders are dancing at the bar and the others are 
serving drinks. On the left side, there are some tables with chairs if 
someone wants to have dinner or eat something. And the third place is 
outside with some trees and seats. The disco is full this night.
 Amanda is having a good time with Milene, but she misses Car-
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los. Amanda wants to be with him, but he is not there, so she decides to 
enjoy herself and later she will tell Carlos what she did. Milene knows 
Amanda is missing Carlos then she always stays with Amanda and talks 
to her. The disco is great. There are good music and interesting people. 
Amanda and Milene meet some friends there, Katherine and Valerie. 
Katherine is tall, has long curly blond hair and green eyes. She is very 
talkative and she knows everybody. Valerie has green eyes too, but the 
real color of her hair is a mystery because she changes its color every 
month. Her hair is red now. Valerie always knows what is in fashion 
so she has many clothes and makes strange combinations sometimes.  
Katherine is wearing black pants with a white T-shirt tonight. Valerie is 
wearing a red dress with black boots. They know Amanda and Milene 
from the gym. The four girls attend the same sessions. In this moment, 
they are dancing together. It is very hot at the dance floor and Milene 
decides to go to the bar with Valerie to drink some beer and Amanda 
stays with Katherine. But it does not take one minute and Milene and 
Valerie come back. Amanda thinks that something has happened to 
them because Valerie is pale and Milene is strange. They do not say 
anything to Amanda but she knows something has happened. Milene 
wonders whether she should tell Amanda who she saw at the bar, but 
she knows Amanda will be very upset. She can’t be quiet about it, 
though. Milene stops dancing. Valerie does not say a word. Amanda 
asks them again. In this moment, Katherine and Amanda stop dancing 
too. They are very curious. “What happened?” is the question.  Milene, 
furious, tells them the truth. She looks at Amanda and says that she 
has just seen Carlos at the bar.
 Amanda feels the floor disappears. She cannot believe what 
Milene is saying. What is she going to do? She does not think; she 
goes to the bar. Milene, Katherine and Valerie follow her. Amanda is 
nervous. She is at the bar but does not see Carlos. Milene and the other 
girls are beside her but they do not see him, either. However, Amanda 
looks at the left side of the bar and she sees what she cannot believe. 
Carlos is talking to a girl. Carlos is smiling and seems very happy with 
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the girl. Carlos is wearing blue jeans and a white shirt. Amanda notices 
that the shirt was a present she gave him on his last birthday. She can’t 
believe it. She thinks; “That’s his sister’s problem!” Amanda is angry. 
The girl who is talking to Carlos is smiling, too. She is beautiful; she has 
short curly black hair, black eyes and dark skin. She is wearing a blue 
skirt and a yellow T-shirt. Carlos is flirting the girl. It makes Amanda’s 
blood goes to the top. Milene will say something, but Amanda does 
not wait. Amanda will do something. She goes there and stops behind 
him. The girl, who is with Carlos, stops talking and Carlos turns to see 
what the girl is looking at. He is surprised; Amanda is there, in front of 
him. Amanda looks at Carlos and she greets them. Carlos is stunned. 
He can’t believe his eyes, Amanda is in front of him! Milene is behind 
Amanda and asks what he is doing there, but Carlos does not answer. 
Katherine and Valerie are angry, too. He is astonished. The girl, who 
was talking to Carlos, wants to go away but Amanda does not let her 
go and asks the girl what is going on. The girl is afraid, but she says 
that Carlos and she had met each other in that disco the night before 
and this night they decided to meet again. They were talking when she 
arrived. Amanda remembers that Carlos told her he was very tired the 
night before and that he would like to sleep early and she was wor-
ried about him, again! Carlos wants to explain to Amanda, but she 
does not want to listen to him. Amanda is so nervous, she leaves the 
bar and Carlos runs after her. Katherine and Valerie stay with the girl. 
Milene follows them. Amanda is furious; if she listens to him, she will 
hit Carlos. Amanda decides to go home, because she does not want to 
stay there anymore. Amanda leaves the disco and Carlos follows her. 
She turns and tells Carlos she does not want to talk to him because he 
lied to her. Amanda is crying and Carlos says that girl is only a friend. 
Amanda does not believe him and says that she never wants to talk to 
him again. Milene arrives at the disco parking lot and asks Amanda to 
go to her house and calm down because everybody is looking at them. 
The parking lot is very big, there are many cars. Some people are talk-
ing near their cars because it is very hot inside the disco and they are 

alessandra lopes the power puff girls

20



the power puff girls
waiting some minutes to come in. Amanda does not see anyone, she 
just wants to disappear. Carlos asks Amanda to stay and to listen to 
him, but Amanda prefers to go with Milene. Amanda is very disap-
pointed. She wants to hit him, to shout at him, but Milene notices that 
Amanda will have a reaction and she decides to pull her into her car. 
Carlos is with them and he only says that girl is a friend, but Amanda 
ignores him. He shouts at them and asks Amanda to listen to him, 
and then the girl who was talking to Carlos appears with Katherine 
and Valerie. They hear what Carlos is saying. The girl is mad and tells 
Carlos he is a liar because he had told her he had a girlfriend, but that 
he did not like her and adds that he said he did not have a chance to 
tell her that he did not want to stay with her. Amanda is listening to 
what the girl is saying and she does not know what to do. Everybody 
around them stops talking and pays attention to the situation. Carlos 
is very nervous. “What is this stupid girl doing here? Do not listen to 
her, Amanda. She is crazy!”, Carlos shouts. Amanda stops, turns and 
stands in front of him. The girl, who Carlos called stupid, starts to hit 
him with her purse. Amanda needs this chance and starts to hit him 
too and says, “You are the stupid one here!” Milene likes the situation 
and starts to hit him too. Milene says, “This is because you lied twice.”  
Katherine and Valerie enjoy the situation and start to hit him, too. 
Carlos is shouting for help, but everybody around them is shouting, 
“Hit him, hit him, hit him.” Carlos is afraid and the five girls are hurt-
ing him. Nobody helps him. So he realizes that the best thing he can 
do is run away. Everybody shouts, “Ooooooooo!” The five girls shout 
at Carlos to come back, but he runs and runs. He disappears. The girl 
says she is sorry, but Amanda is laughing now. Milene asks her name. 
“Claudia,” she says. Amanda invites her to enjoy the night with them. 
Claudia accepts and the five girls come back into the disco. Everybody 
is laughing, too, and is greeting them. They shout, “The power puff 
girls”. Amanda, Milene, Valerie, Katherine and Claudia dance a lot and 
they meet interesting and handsome guys.
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 aith got into the lavatory to wash her hands. She looked at the 
mirror and realized that she was not that pretty girl, full of life, who 
she used to be years ago. Ginger hair, pale skin, blue eyes, now she had 
wrinkles on her face and her body shape was not fit. She thought: “I 
need to get a personal.” As she was always wearing fancy clothes and 
shoes, her closet was filled with Channel, Prada, Armani and bags from 
Luis Vuitton. She had been a workingwoman since her 20’s, but her last 
boyfriend did not want to have a woman that was so dedicated to her 
job. So they split a few months before.
 It was a warm, dark evening in April. The whole day had 
been very pleasant, but now it was raining. It was half past six in the 
evening and the roads were busy, full of cars and people going back 
home from work. There was traffic in the city, something not usual 
for Windsor, a small, but famous city in the South of England. Faith 
thought maybe there was a party or a function at the Castle. Even the 
Queen could be there. She also saw many students from Eaton Col-
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lege gathering at the local Wetherspoons Pub. The college was not far 
from where they were and they were dressed to party on that Friday 
night. Faith was in a hurry, but she was not going home. She left her 
executive job in the renowned Silver Levene firm, which was located 
in the main street of the city and was driving to her friend Jim’s house 
to spend the weekend. He had invited her to come along to his birth-
day party on Saturday. A few other friends were expected to join them 
for barbecue on this special occasion. Despite the fact that Windsor 
and Richmond were just 50 minutes apart, she accepted his invitation 
to spend the night because they had a lot to catch up. They had not 
seen each other for almost a year over her busy schedule at her job. 
Faith stopped at an Odd Bins shop to buy some wine. There was a 
wide range of the finest European and South African wine there. After 
she spoke with the salesperson to help her choose, she bought two 
bottles of Spanish and one of Italian wine. According to the guy from 
the shop, these were the best ones. She paid, went back to her car and 
headed for her friend’s place.
 Jim was her College sweetheart, and after they split up, they 
remained good friends. He was very handsome at the time and used 
to attract all the women from his Economics major course at Birkbeck 
University, in London. He was tall, blond with blue eyes and was a 
very special person: pretty, pleasant, nice and good hearted. He de-
cided to end the relationship because he was going to study and to 
work in Germany and should stay there for more than a year. Now Jim 
was just a sad man, broken-hearted. He used to be married to Helen, 
but he tragically lost her and their three-year-old son in a car accident 
in Ireland four years ago. Jim and his family were travelling inside the 
city of Dublin when another car hit theirs, badly injuring Jim and 
killing its driver and Jim’s family. Faith was not so unfortunate. She 
was workaholic and exactly for that reason, she never got married or 
had children. She always stated that she did not have time to look 
after others, just herself. But in fact, in the past few years, she was 
feeling very lonely. She was an average woman from a rich family and 
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had never felt in love again. She said that the love they had felt was 
unique, something one feels once in a lifetime, but their timing was 
not accurate. 
 At ten to eight, she was driving along the motorway listening 
to Virgin radio station and beginning to relax after a hard week at the 
office. Jim lived in Richmond, in the south of London, in a charming 
house facing the Thames. He had his own business and worked as a 
consultant. It was still raining but, even though the road was slippery, 
Faith was driving fast, anxious to see her friend after such a long time. 
They had just exchanged some calls and e-mail messages over the past 
year and their friendship had become even closer. She was distracted 
on her thoughts remembering the good moments of passion she and 
Jim once shared. They fell in love at first sight. It was in the summer 
of 1986 and everything was magic. She could even remember the smell 
of the roses and the colour of the tulips, amazingly spread in the gar-
dens of Hide Park – the place they met. It was a sunny Sunday. Faith 
and her friend Chloe had decided to have a fun day with friends at the 
park. These friends took other friends. As soon as she arrived there, 
Jim was chatting with a friend of hers, a short and talkative guy called 
Frank. Frank introduced both to each other and straight after that day, 
they started dating. That summer was unbelievable but, by the end of 
September, the magic was over. After they split, Faith and Jim moved 
on into different directions, but had remained good friends until these 
days. Suddenly, she felt she hit something on the motorway. She felt a 
bump. She stopped the car, and got out to check. Luckily it was just a 
brunch. She looked at her silver Mercedes A280 and everything seemed 
to be fine. No damages at all, in spite of the big brunch, so she got back 
into her car and continued her journey. She looked in the mirror and 
saw a dark van behind her, very near. It was a kind of old, odd car so she 
began to feel afraid. After a few minutes, the van was still there and she 
started wondering where and when the van might turn and disappear. 
It never turned, it was following her! The news started on the radio: 
“The police are looking for a murderer who escaped from a prison near 
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the city of Kingston, south of England. The police are not sure but he 
may have stolen a black car. He is very dangerous. If you see someone 
suspect please call 999…” Now, Faith was really afraid. Kingston was 
half an hour driving distance from Richmond and she was not far from 
there. She could not stop thinking of the possibility of the murderer be-
ing the guy inside the van. She began to drive faster, but the van did the 
same. The motorway was deserted, no cars or gas station to stop and 
ask for help… And to make things worse, her mobile phone was not 
working properly. The battery was flat and she had forgotten to bring 
the charger. She arrived in Richmond, and the dark van followed her. 
She was terrified. She tried to calm herself down, doing some breath-
ing technique she had learned at the Yoga class, but nothing seemed to 
work. Then, she tried to see who was inside it, but it was too dark. She 
thought about the possibility of going to the police station, but it could 
be exaggerated. She was unsure whether the van was really following 
her car; the policemen could think she was crazy. She also did not know 
where the police station was. She passed by a shopping Mall, but it 
was closed. A Starbucks coffee shop on the corner was also closed. She 
was about five minutes from Jim’s house, so she decided to go straight 
there. The van was still behind her…
 At last, she arrived at Jim’s house. The front light was on, but 
she was not even able to appreciate the style of this beautiful Victorian 
house. The house was at the back of the land, and it had a garden in the 
front yard. One of the things that Jim really cared about was the gar-
den; he would spend hours every Sunday to make that look perfect. He 
loved plants, especially flowers. Rain was pouring. She left the car, ran 
up to the front door, passing by the garden, crying, nervous and look-
ing around to see whether the car was coming after her. She rang the 
bell many times, “Help, help Jim,” she shouted. He was upstairs in his 
bedroom, which was above the front door so he could hear her shout-
ing despite the heavy rain. He had also heard the news on the radio 
so when he heard her shouting, nervously, he took his gun and phone, 
and ran downstairs to the front door. At that moment, the black van 
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was pulling over across the street, opposite her car. She could feel him 
coming, behind her back. It was the same feeling of desperation she had 
felt when a man attacked her the year before in central London, after a 
girl’s night out. She was on foot, walking in an alley, and heading back 
to the hotel from a nightclub in Soho when this guy came out of no-
where and started attacking her from behind. She screamed, getting the 
attention of some people from the other side of the alley. They shouted 
back asking if everything was all right. The attacker got scared and ran 
away. She had got so terrified by that episode that deeper inside her, 
she knew it would be impossible to forget. She even tried therapy to 
leave that behind, but nothing worked.
 Jim was taking too long to come so she started to knock hard 
on the big, dark wooden door when she heard a car’s engine, looked at 
her car direction and saw the dark van. He was there. A man got out 
wearing a dark raincoat. He slammed the car door. He was walking in 
her direction. She could not see the man’s face or body, just a shadowy 
form. She started to scream, begging for her life, really frantic. He was 
coming… Jim finally opened the door and found Faith in complete de-
spair… When he got out of the house, he accidentally closed the door, 
so they could not open it from outside and he did not have the key with 
him either. They did not have a place to hide… Without thinking prop-
erly, Jim pointed his gun at the guy from the van and shouted: “Stop 
where you are right now or I will call the police!!” The man was crossing 
the street now and started to take something out of his pocket… It was 
shiny and it could be a knife! In a glimpse, Faith was able to see the 
shape of the object he was taking out. It was long, and sharp… it was 
definitely a knife, she thought. Then, she told Jim: “Look!! He has got a 
knife and he is taking it out of his right pocket!!” Jim had the phone on 
his hand and tried to dial a number, but for some reason, the line was 
dead. There was no way out, Jim’s neighbours were not in the house to 
call for help… They were desperate… Faith whispered: “We may die…” 
Jim was beside her, he took her hand and held her. She started hugging 
him and he lovingly reciprocated. He looked at her, she at him and they 
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kissed. The feeling that had once existed in the past was straight back. 
They felt awkward. They heard some footsteps, the guy was very close!! 
One more time, Jim, nervous and confused, pointed the gun at the guy, 
ready to pull the trigger. He shouted again: “Hands up! (Just to avoid 
repetition…) Stop where you are!!” Then, the guy put his arms in the 
air, and with a trembling voice started to say: “Please don’t shoot me, 
please put the gun down”… And asked: “Are you Mr. Morris? I just, 
I just… I work for DHL parcel and somebody sent a parcel for you… 
Sorry for arriving late at your home, but my manager said it was urgent 
and I had to deliver…” And he took a silver pen out of his pocket say-
ing: “Could you sign it for me here, please sir?” 
 “What the hell!” Faith said… “You really scared us to death!!” 
Jim completed. She and Jim realized how stupid they had been and 
started to laugh about what had just happened. Jim signed the docu-
ment, and the parcel guy left… Then, Jim remembered that one of the 
windows was open and they could get in. They felt relieved. Inside the 
house, he finally opened the parcel and saw a present sent over by his 
mother. She was away, in Morocco, on vacation and wanted to have it 
delivered that night. It also had a note from her saying that her flight 
should arrive the next day at ten in the morning and that she should be 
there for the barbecue.
 Later on at dinner, Jim and Faith started talking like in the old 
times; they started looking at each other with the sensation their love 
feeling was being brought up after this time apart.
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 inally the day of Priscilla’s wedding arrived. Her two-storey 
white and brown house was all furnished with traditional wooden fur-
niture, which is why her mother decided to use champaign color in the 
decoration for the wedding. After a few days raining, the sun was shin-
ing and the morning had a spring scent in the air. From her window, 
Priscilla could see that the grass in the garden surrounding her house 
was greener than ever, and the flowers were colorfully shiny. The few 
old Maple trees which provided the guests with some shade still had 
some of the rain drops on their leaves; nature had worked to present 
her with very beautiful spring scenery on that special day. Observing 
the well-dressed guests, she realized there were almost three hundred 
people, among relatives and friends, all over the garden. The guests were 
wearing formal clothes; most men were wearing dark suits, white shirts 
and colorful ties and the women were wearing fancy short colorful silk 
dresses. Everybody was very elegant.Finally the day of Priscilla’s wed-
ding arrived. Her two-storey white and brown house was all furnished 
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with traditional wooden furniture, which is why her mother decided to 
use champaign color in the decoration for the wedding. After a few days 
raining, the sun was shining and the morning had a spring scent in the 
air. From her window, Priscilla could see that the grass in the garden 
surrounding her house was greener than ever, and the flowers were col-
orfully shiny. The few old Maple trees which provided the guests with 
some shade still had some of the rain drops on their leaves; nature had 
worked to present her with very beautiful spring scenery on that special 
day. Observing the well-dressed guests, she realized there were almost 
three hundred people, among relatives and friends, all over the garden. 
The guests were wearing formal clothes; most men were wearing dark 
suits, white shirts and colorful ties and the women were wearing fancy 
short colorful silk dresses. Everybody was very elegant. 
 From the window in her bedroom, Priscilla looked downstairs. 
There were roses all over the garden: in the vases on the round tables, 
covered with beige towels and shadowed by big sunshades, spread across 
the garden. On the way to the altar there were big vases covered with 
roses on both sides of the aisle formed for the groom and bride to pro-
ceed to the altar, which had and arch surrounded by roses at the end. 
There were also some small bunches of flowers floating in the swim-
ming pool and all around it. Close to the large white wooden porch, 
her mother was straightening her father’s gray bow tie. He seemed a 
little uncomfortable wearing that tight gray tuxedo with a white shirt, 
because he was a little bit overweight. Priscilla could notice he was very 
happy although she could not distinguish whether it was because her 
mother was feeling over the moon as everything was according to what 
she had planned, or because her only child was about to get married to 
a very handsome, rich and successful businessman, Russell Crowe.
  Priscilla’s relationship with her father, a 55-year-old man, was 
better than with her mother although they did not see each other very 
frequently due to Mr. Brokowitz’s profession, a famous surgeon. To 
compensate for his absence, as he worked for a hospital in another 
town, he used to spoil both mother and daughter giving those lots of 
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fancy things and doing everything they wanted. She could not remem-
ber a time when her father had told her off, because that had never 
happened. He was such a nice and easy-going man that maybe that was 
the main reason for his marriage of almost 30 years to her mother, who 
was the very demanding, strict and conscientious 45-year-old lady of 
the house. She never showed her real feelings, no matter how angry or 
nervous she was, opposing her only daughter’s personality, who was a 
delicate, shy and insecure 22-year-old girl who could barely impose her 
ideas.
 Priscilla was having her hair done by her maid Sophia, an old 
heavy Spanish lady who had taken care of her since she was born, and 
whom she had never seen without that navy-blue well-ironed uniform, 
when her mother entered her bedroom to see if everything was ok. 
While Sophia was tidying the veil on the bride’s hair, Priscilla silently 
observed her mother, Mrs. Brokowitz, from the big white-framed mirror 
in front of her bed. She was very elegant wearing that beige suit with 
brown high-heels and a big brown hat covering her very well tied hair. 
Looking at her, she could notice that although they were alike – both 
were thin, tall, with long straight blond hair and hazel eyes – their per-
sonality diverged clearly. She admired her mother, but she did not want 
to be like her. Her mother tried to give Priscilla the same outstanding 
education she had been given. As she was the typical offspring of a 
very traditional family, she was raised speaking four languages: French, 
Spanish, English and German, and, due to her father’s profession, who 
was a diplomat, she had to live in many different countries, which al-
lowed her to learn different cultures and consequently to extend this 
knowledge to her precious daughter. 
 The maid was helping Priscilla to wear her short sleeved, long 
white silk dress embroidered with small pearls, when someone knocked 
on the door, and as her mother had already left, Sophia opened it. 
When Priscilla looked at Michael’s green eyes, her body started trem-
bling and she immediately asked the maid to leave. As soon as the maid 
left, she ran towards Michael and kissed him passionately, as if it was 
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the last time she would kiss him. Michael returned her kiss, holding 
her tightly. After some minutes, they looked at each other and a tear 
dropped from Priscilla’s eyes, showing that she still loved him. Michael 
offered her his white handkerchief. When he realized she was calmer, 
he started talking to her, trying to convince her that she could change 
and it would only depend on her to do that. Their happiness was in her 
hands, and if she agreed to get married to him, her mother would not 
be able to separate them.  But while he was speaking, Priscilla could 
not pay attention to his words, all she could think was that she had his 
baby in her belly and this was all she could have from him. Her mother 
would never allow her involvement with the family driver. Actually, if 
she noticed something between them; she would fire him and send her 
to a different country in order to definitely separate them.  
 Priscilla was 17 years old when her mother hired Michael, 
who was 21 at that time. His parents used to work for Priscilla’s aunt 
Lauren, in Philadelphia, and, as his father had just died, her mother 
hired him in order to help his mother, who had worked for 25 years in 
Lauren’s house. He used to take Priscilla to her extra-curricular courses 
in the afternoon, because her family lived in the countryside and the 
courses were held downtown. Since the first day she saw him wearing 
that well-ironed black and white uniform, she liked him. He was a very 
cultured man and he needed to work as a driver to save money to go 
to university. He wanted to be a History teacher. While he was driving 
her to her classes, they used to talk about different subjects; arts and 
history were their favorite ones.
 Owing to Michael’s good-looking appearance, he was tall with 
dark hair and green eyes, Priscilla’s friends used to flirt with him, but 
none of them conquered his heart as she did.  Their first kiss happened 
one year later when, one afternoon, after Priscilla had an argument 
with her mother about her plans: she wanted to study arts at College 
as she was a talented painter. But her mother wanted her to be a Lan-
guage Teacher, and follow the family tradition even though most of the 
women got married after they finished university and did not have time 
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to work outside. That was one of the few times she had argued with her 
mother trying to impose her idea. While leaving the house to refresh 
her mind, she ran into Michael.  He was going to the park, as it was 
his day off and, looking at her sad face, he invited her to go with him. 
While they were walking she felt comforted by his words. He said she 
should be patient and wait because he was sure her mother would later 
eventually accept Priscilla’s choice as soon as she realized that would 
make her happy. At that moment, Priscilla noticed how handsome and 
sensitive he was, then they sat on a bench under a tree and, as their 
bodies got closer, he kissed her passionately for the first time.
 Afterwards, they were together whenever possible; therefore, 
their relationship got closer and closer. Of course, as they did not want 
anybody to notice it, they were discreet. The only person they could 
not cheat was Sophia although Priscilla knew she could count on her 
discretion due to her position in the house. Sophia sometimes helped 
Priscilla deceive her parents, but she was not sure Michael was the right 
man for her princess, as she used to refer to Priscilla. Whenever Priscilla 
talked to her about him, she avoided interfering, asking the young lady 
to follow her heart, reasoning out.
 Michael was the only person Priscilla felt comfortable with. She 
could be herself when she was with him, express her real feelings and 
because of that they would take long walks together. They used to go 
everywhere downtown New York, as her parents used to stay more in 
the countryside. Mainly on his day off, they would do different things, 
visit museums, go to parks, which strengthened their relationship. Pris-
cilla lost her virginity with Michael in a summer night. During those 
summer holidays, her parents had traveled to Europe for fifteen days 
and Priscilla asked to stay, giving the excuse that someone had to run 
the house during their absence. The house employees were sleeping in 
their rooms when, one night, Michael felt brave enough to declare his 
love for her. He went to her bedroom, knocked on the door and, while 
opening it, for the first time he noticed how different their lives were, 
looking at her big bedroom, which was very well decorated in lilac and 
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white colors and with all the things a woman in her social position 
would need, a big bed, an armchair, in one corner, a dresser with a 
mirror on the other corner and a big closet in front of the white bed.  
Priscilla was combing her long blond hair in front of the mirror, wear-
ing a long white silk nightgown, which showed her perfect body shape 
and made her very attractive. This gave him more courage to say what 
he went there for. He said that he was completely in love with her and 
asked her to marry him. After saying she felt the same for him, they 
kissed each other passionately and made love. 
 After that night, Michael kept asking her for an answer to his 
marriage proposal, but, as Priscilla felt confused, she asked him for 
some days to think it over. Two weeks later, she looked for him and 
while they were strolling across the park she said that she was also in 
love with him and for some time she felt extremely tempted to marry 
him, but that she was not prepared to leave all the comfort she had had 
so far for an uncertain life. In other words, she was not brave enough to 
abandon her family. Her mother would never accept their relationship 
and as her father did not use to oppose her mother, he would not ac-
cept that either. Therefore, they would probably disinherit her and ask 
her to leave their house. Michael was not certain about her arguments 
and tried hard to convince her, arguing that he had some money in his 
savings account and that they could live on that money till he found 
another job, when he could offer her a better life. He also said that he 
would postpone and if necessary quit his dream of going to university 
in order to stay with her and offer her a good life.  But Priscilla was 
really afraid and insecure, so she kept her answer. Michael got so disap-
pointed with her answer that he found it better to ask for some days 
off, so that he could visit his mother, who was sick in Philadelphia and 
then think a little about his life. 
 Two weeks later, Mrs. Brokowitz gave a formal dinner party to 
celebrate her husband’s 56th birthday and invited Russel, the son of 
a friend of her father’s, who lived in Europe, but was in New York on 
business. Russel Crowe was a 28-year-old gentleman and he was in the 
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United States to open a branch of his father’s paper company. When 
Russel arrived, Priscilla’s mother was impressed with him as she stated 
later to Mr. Brokowitz and Priscilla that he had all the qualities she 
wanted for a son-in-law; after all, besides being handsome and friendly, 
he was wealthy too. So, after 6 months, although Priscilla was feeling 
lonely and careless, Russel fell in love with her. After going out with her 
for a few times and spending some time with her family, he proposed 
to her.  As she knew her mother liked him a lot and supported their 
relationship, she accepted it immediately, mainly because she was re-
ally feeling lonely after Michael left her house. He had to stay longer 
than he had thought, since his mother’s health got worse and he had 
no other relative to take care of her.
 Priscilla’s decision made her parents happy as never before. 
The arrangements had to be prepared in a hurry, so that the newlywed 
couple could travel to Europe, as soon as possible, once Russel’s father 
needed him to keep on running part of their business there. For this 
reason, her mother offered to organize the wedding party in her house. 
Meanwhile Priscilla got entertained with the arrangements and forgot 
the deep sadness in her heart.
 In a winter afternoon, the maid was serving tea to Mrs. Bro-
kowitz, who was sitting in a large brown leather sofa in the living room, 
checking off some arrangements for the wedding with her daughter. 
Priscilla was actually lost in the beauty of the end of winter scenery, in 
front of the glass bay window. She was so entertained with the snow 
shapes formed by the melted snow in the garden that she did not hear 
it when the maid introduced Michael to the living room and, when she 
turned back, he was already there, looking at her and her mother. That 
was one of the few times in her life she acted like her mother, not show-
ing her real feelings, which had been held in her heart and needed to 
be released. She felt at the same time angry owing the long time they 
stayed apart and happy for seeing him again. So, pretending she did not 
care about his presence in the room, she silently observed him. He was 
thinner and with a suffering trace in his face. He told them his mother 
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had passed away and that he would like to resume his work there again, 
then he asked if by any chance they would need his services. Mrs. Bro-
kowitz immediately accepted him back, replying, that mainly now, with 
the preparation for Priscilla’s wedding, his service would be essential. 
That was how he was informed about the wedding. 
 At that night Priscilla could not close her eyes, so she decided 
to go to his bedroom to explain her decision to him. She knocked on his 
room door and when he opened she saw how the ultimate happenings 
in his life had changed his appearance, he looked older and tired wear-
ing his green long sleeved pajamas. He sat in an armchair opposite the 
door, looking at his parent’s portrait. After entering, she saw his room 
was simple but very organized. There was a bed, a desk and a shelf full 
of history books. But instead of talking to him as she had planned, she 
was filled with compassion and hugged and kissed him. He kissed her 
back strongly as if he wanted to punish her for the recent bad happen-
ings in his life and, since they had not seen each other for almost three 
months, they made love passionately again, as it had been their first 
time. Early in the morning, while they were lying in bed, he listened 
to her explanation. She told him that she had missed him a lot, but 
due to his absence and her mother’s pressure, she accepted Russell’s 
proposal. He got really angry with her and argued, claiming that she 
did not love him as much as he loved her. He also said that she had 
disappointed him deeply and that her behavior was showing that her 
love for him was not strong enough. So, he asked her to leave his room. 
She was speechless and as soon as she left the room she felt terrible and 
burst into tears. On the next days, Priscilla avoided meeting him inside 
the house as well as using his service, not knowing the distance could 
not separate them completely anymore, once she had got pregnant on 
that night and from now on she would have to live with a part of him 
for good. Then, whenever she needed to go downtown, she would ask 
the other driver who was hired in Michael’s absence to drive her to the 
places she needed in order to arrange things for the wedding.
 That is why, when Michael entered her bedroom on her wed-
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ding day , she was so sensitive as she had the results of her pregnancy 
exams two days before. She felt confused and lonely, so she kissed him 
and afterwards, she felt like telling him about her pregnancy, but then 
she realized that if she did so, he would not allow her marriage to hap-
pen, and now it was too late. She told him to forget their affair; because 
she was not brave enough to leave all the comfort she had and asked 
him to try a new life without her. He said he would respect her decision 
although he was feeling profoundly sad. He had a controversial feeling 
in his chest; on the one hand, he wanted to take her from that house 
but, on the other hand, he wanted her to be happy and if she really 
could not bear living without all that luxury which he knew he would 
not be able to give her, he safely assumed that he would make her un-
happy. So he said he would leave her room and her life, respecting her 
decision. As soon as he left the room, she started crying. She had lost 
her true love, because she was an insecure and weak woman.
 Her father entered the room half an hour later to call her: the 
guests and the maid of honors were in the right position, and the priest 
and the groom were on the altar, waiting for the bride to start the cer-
emony. Mr. Brokowitz held her right arm and calmly went downstairs 
to the garden. Priscilla was feeling terrible; she seemed an icy woman 
staring into space as she stepped on the beige carpet which was covering 
the stairs following her father. When they got ready to go through the 
door which led to the garden, the glass doors opened and she saw her 
relatives among the guests She had butterflies in her stomach, and that 
was when she returned to reality: she was about to get married, so she 
resumed walking slowly, with her father beside her, over the endless car-
pet covering the well mowed green grass. While she was walking, classic 
music from Vivaldi could be heard and a smile appeared automatically 
on her face. When Priscilla’s father gave her hand to the groom, she 
felt as if she were anesthetic. Crowe put up the white veil which was 
covering her face and kissed her forehead. Then they positioned them-
selves in front of the priest and the wedding started. While the priest 
was speaking, Priscilla tried to convince herself that she had made the 
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best choice about her future, considering her pregnancy and Michael’s 
dream of entering university, which would have to be destroyed in case 
she decided to stay with him. The only moment she did not look at the 
groom’s face, as the priest asked her to do so, was when she had to say 
yes, which took her some time to answer, as at that moment she dared 
to meet Michael’s gaze, behind the altar. His green eyes were full of 
tears. He had been observing her for some seconds although it seemed a 
long hour; both of them knew their love was about to be over. Nobody 
realized that, only the beloved couple. After her yes, he immediately left 
that place, once he had lost his last hopes of marrying her. 
 After the wedding, the newlywed couple stayed at the party un-
til 4 o’clock. Priscilla tried to hide her feelings, not letting Russel realize 
how confused and sad she was. She did not love Russel as much as she 
loved Michael; however, her husband was a very nice man and did not 
deserve to have bad memories from their wedding. After the party, they 
traveled to Paris on a week honeymoon. She had been there before, 
but she did not remember how beautiful that city was. They stayed 
in one of the fanciest hotels in France – the MoulinRouge, which was 
located downtown. It had modern decoration in gold and red. They 
spent five days visiting famous landmarks, including museums, which 
Priscilla enjoyed a lot. As Russel lived in Europe, he was a great con-
noisseur of Arts and History, so he was a very nice and entertaining 
companion. During those days, Crowe tried to make her the happiest 
woman in the world, giving her flowers and gifts all the time, taking 
her to the best places in Paris and introducing her to his friends. After 
those days in Paris, they went straight to Zurich, where they would live 
from now on. Russel was not suspicious of her previous pregnancy and 
he got extremely happy when he heard the news about a coming baby, 
after the honeymoon. As he was very involved with his work and she 
had many things to take care of in her new house, her pregnancy was 
calm and after seven months, at the end of autumn, her chubby, blond 
haired baby was born, weighing about six pounds. He was named after 
his mother’s father Richard. 
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 When Priscilla came to her mother’s house at Christmas with 
her family, she was really sure she could fall in love with Crowe sooner 
or later; he was a very helpful and attentive father, better than she 
could have ever imagined, besides being a very caring husband. One 
sunny afternoon, while she was walking in the garden with her mother, 
pushing Richard’s trolley, Mrs. Brokowitz mentioned that Michael had 
left his job and moved to Cleveland, two months after her wedding. He 
entered the History course at Cleveland University. First Priscilla felt a 
little uncomfortable, but then, after some days, she changed her mind 
and felt relieved because she realized she would not see Michael any-
more and she would not be tempted to run to his arms as in the past. 
At the same time she felt sorry for not giving him the opportunity to 
meet and play with their wonderful son. Although she loved Michael, 
Russel was really close to fulfill that empty space her first love had left 
in her heart, and as long as she was far from Michael, she would be safe 
in Russel’s arms. She had made her choice and there was no way back. 
Michael could have been the love of her life, but Russel was the perfect 
husband for her! She would always be sad but that was the price she 
would have to pay for not being strong enough to beat society and her 
family, for not showing her real feelings!
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 t was raining hard in London that morning and the streets 
were deserted, few cars enlivened the large avenue in front of the old 
building made with red bricks. It was the Police Department and, 
from the big old window, Fletcher was looking at the shadowy plaza 
in front of the church. Few people crossed it with their black umbrel-
las while Investigator Fletcher was drinking some coffee. He could see 
many light gray and white doves hiding from the rain on the tallest 
church’s tower near the big bronze bell. It was a Monday morning 
and, as always, Fletcher came to the office earlier. It had already been 
one more insomnia night; it has always been like this. Fletcher was a 
white average-height man with short brown hair, meaningful eyes and 
a trimmed beard. He was in his forties. He always wore a black leather 
jacket, and that day he was wearing brown pants and a white shirt. In 
spite of not being so talkative, he was a hard-working detective, there-
fore he was persistent and demanding with his subordinates, and he 
was not so talkative. Because of that, few people knew about his pri-
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vate life. Since that terrible night he was not the same guy anymore. 
It happened exactly five years ago and he could not forget it. 
 Fletcher had a lovely home and he was in his cozy home office 
while his wife Susan was in their comfortable and sweet bedroom. She 
had wavy long blond hair, blue eyes, white skin and she was average 
height. She was thin, and was wearing a blue sweater and soft white 
pants that day. She was a pretty woman. And the most important thing 
was that she was pregnant and, because of that, she was very happy. 
Fletcher was reading a magazine when, suddenly, he heard a noise from 
their bedroom. He ran upstairs and when he went into the bedroom, 
he saw the windowpane shattered on the bright floor and he looked for 
his wife all around the bedroom. She was lying on the floor and when 
he got closer, he noticed that she was dead with a bullet in her head. He 
lost his breath. She had been murdered. He dashed downstairs, devas-
tated. He caught his gun on the table near the door and he opened the 
dark wood door quickly but there was nobody on the street, just a piece 
of crumpled paper on the doorstep, in which it was written Revenge. 
Fletcher never discovered who killed his wife and since that day he had 
not had any peace again. 
 It was eight-thirty in the morning when Jack hurried into Fletch-
er’s tight room. Jack was Fletcher’s police assistant He was tanned, 
smart, strong and young. He had short straight black hair and black 
eyes. He was tall and good looking. He was wearing threadbare jeans 
and a blue shirt. Fletcher chose him to be his assistant in the police 
academy three years ago. Jack entered shouting that they had received 
an anonymous phone call from a public telephone saying that there was 
a dead woman in a house at Thirty Two St. near the subway line. This 
was what Fletcher was expecting to start his day; probably this crime 
would be their job for all the week. In a few minutes, Jack and Fletcher 
were on the crime scene. When they arrived there they found the wom-
an corpse in her bedroom. The victim was a beautiful woman, she was 
thin with long blond hair and she lived alone. When Fletcher saw the 
crime spot, he remembered everything that had happened to his wife 
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and he felt shock; it was like a building falling on top of him. He just 
thought: could it be the same person? After that, Fletcher realized that 
he had to discover who the killer was or never more would he stay in 
peace. Then Fletcher and Jack initiated a run against time to unveil the 
crime. The first steps were to find evidence on the crime scene and also 
to discover why the murderer had chosen that woman as a victim. Ana-
lyzing the crime scene, they discovered that the shot came from the old 
empty building across the street. He went there to investigate the apart-
ment and maybe find some clues. Upon arriving there he found a silver 
bullet capsule, which was probably used to murder the young lady and 
he found cigarettes butts, too. After that, Fletcher and Jack came back 
to the old police department. First they went to the police laboratory 
to leave the evidence for analysis. While the analysis was being carried 
out, they went to Fletcher’s room to wait for the result. When Fletcher 
was opening the door, the telephone rang and he answered saying: 
 “Police Department, Agent Fletcher.”
 On the other side, there was silence… After some seconds, he 
heard a voice saying:
 “Revenge…”
 Fletcher realized that it was the murderer and he thought that 
his voice sounded familiar. But the strange man said just that and hung 
up the phone. One hour later, Jack and Fletcher were impatient so they 
went back to the police laboratory to see the analysis results that the 
forensic doctors had reached. When they arrived there, they knew that 
the doctors discovered that the victim was pregnant, but the police did 
not find any fingerprints in the evidence. However, the bullet had the 
same caliber of the one his wife’s killer had used. 
 Jack thought that the murderer could be a person Fletcher had 
sent into prison, and they decided to look for the killer among these 
guys. They searched for someone who was free and they analyzed their 
personal files, but they did not find any suspect. Then analyzing the 
crime scene again they realized that the killer would have to be a good 
shooter to get somebody in that distance and they decided to look for 
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possible criminals on the Police Academy and Fletcher decided to look 
for somebody who did not like him. When he was leafing through the 
police personal files, he saw a picture and he remembered that once, 
many years ago, he was applying a test and there was a guy called Dar-
rel. A tall young man in his twenties with brown eyes and brown hair. 
He was wearing the police academy uniform that day and he was the 
best shooter that he had ever seen before but when Fletcher talked with 
him, the guy seemed nervous, disturbed and, because of that, Fletcher 
did not approve of him. At this moment, Fletcher found a real suspect. 
Quickly Jack discovered the suspect’s address on the powerful police 
computer data. He lived not far from the police department, about 
fifteen minutes by car, so the two officers drove there. 
 When they arrived there, they went upstairs. The building was 
dirty, the lights did not function and there were leaks on the stair walls. 
As they arrived on the third floor, they found apartment 17 at the end 
of the hall. The two officers hit the door and the man who answered 
the door was the suspect, Darrel. Then Fletcher presented the search 
warrant and entered into the apartment to search for evidence. The 
apartment was a mess and Darrel seemed to be out of control. Fletcher 
entered a room and found many pictures of pregnant women and there 
was a particularity: all women were blond and they looked alike. He 
was the murderer! But when Fletcher realized it, Darrel was fleeing 
downstairs through the fire escape that there was on the outside the 
room window. Fletcher asked his partner to help him, so Jack ran to 
the streets, but all of a sudden Darrel shot him. The bullet hurt him 
in the left leg and right away the young police officer fell on the side-
walk. Then Darrel got into a car and drove off quickly. Fletcher got into 
the police car and chased him. They entered Main Street honking at 
the other cars that were in the large and crowded Grand Avenue and 
Fletcher speeded his car up. Suddenly, Darrel came to a corner and 
took Southdale highway and both cars were at full more and more. 
They were crossing the famous Tower Bridge when a big fuel truck 
appeared in front of them. The murderer tried to curb, but he did not 
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have time to stop. The car hit the truck and, after some seconds, both 
car and truck blew up. Fletcher pulled over telephoned to the police 
station and requested for further aid. 
 After the accident, Fletcher investigated Darrel’s life and dis-
covered that he had had many problems when he was a child, his father 
was a police officer and his mother was a housewife. When he was sev-
enteen, his mother had a love affair and left home. His father could not 
accept it. He became a drunk and two years later he committed suicide 
on a Sunday morning. Darrel grew in a neighbor’s home. Fourteen years 
later, Darrel met a beautiful girl, fell in love with her and they decided 
to marry. In that same year, he entered the police academy. Everything 
was well, but four years later, Darrel discovered that his wife cheated 
on him and ran away. He got crazy, but he had to apply for the police 
shooters test in few days. Fletcher did not approve of him, so Darrel 
decided to go for revenge. 
 Some days later, Fletcher proved that Darrel was his wife’s 
murderer and had also killed the woman who was found on Thirty Two 
St. Jack was still in the hospital recovering from the injury.
 Now that Fletcher’s heart is in peace he will be able to recon-
struct a new life, as the mystery of his wife’s death was resolved.
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carolina nogueira miana

 hat was a fairly big house. The whole family could barely fit 
there, though. Descendants of Italian people, they were a typical Bra-
zilian-Italian family: they talked loud, ate a lot, laughed all the time 
and were joke tellers. Almost everybody was blond and had light col-
ored eyes. The responsible for all that were grandpa Josephe, who had 
moved to Brazil with his parents at the age of 10, and grandma Eliza-
beth, for whom he swore his eternal love. They had seven kids: six 
girls and only one boy. Each of them got married and had three or two 
children who, by the way, already had boyfriends and girlfriends, except 
the little ones. Just two of them were actually married while the others 
were still waiting for that time to come. They were so many that there 
were people for all tastes: tall, short and average height; chubby, thin 
and in shape. All of them were very friendly, outgoing, funny; and, most 
of all, they were a united family. Every single one of the eleven rooms 
in the house was full. Most of the members were in the larger fancy 
living room full of expensive Persian rugs and with beautiful landscape 
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the apparentmisunderstandingpictures hung on the clean white walls. They were sitting on big and 
comfortable flowered couches, drinking and eating everything that was 
placed on the central round heavy big wood table: beer, whiskey, sodas, 
delicious snacks, candies and whatever else one could chew and swal-
low. Noisy children coming and going from all over the places, from the 
very front yard where there were some purple flowers growing beside 
a small tree surrounded by green and fresh grass to the huge cemented 
back yard where they could run freely and keep playing. The others 
were scattered about the rest of the house: a great number were in 
the dirty and messy all-white kitchen, some were in the four fairly big 
fully furnished bedrooms with single beds upstairs; others, sitting in 
very cozy grey sofas, in the medium-sized nicely decorated living room 
where there was a David Bowie’s movie showing on the latest home 
theater available in the market. Between the small computer room and 
the green-tiled downstairs bathroom, there was a posh dining room 
where there also were a few people sitting in delicate wooden chairs 
matching the huge square wooden table. It was possible to hear a soft 
song playing as background sound coming from the three-part Sony 
stereo in the main crowded living room. Well-dressed with colorful out-
fits and different styles, everyone seemed to be having a good time, 
enjoying themselves and happily celebrating aunt Gina’s birthday.
 Nicole, who was heading for the party in her fully equipped 
white Corolla, had no idea of what she was going to find there because 
her friend Marilyn, Gina’s daughter, told her it was a simple and pri-
vate celebration, just for the family. Skinny, tall, medium-dark-haired 
and dark eyed; Marilyn looked like her mom Gina who was not Italian 
like her father Peter. Also, the girl was a talented dancer. No wonder 
she was part of a five-girl-dance group. Going a little back in time, 
Nicole met Heather, the leader of the dance group, at school. Besides 
the fact that Nicole was two years older than Heather, they were good 
friends. In the beginning, the group was formed by Heather who was a 
tall, thin, long-dark-haired and very kind Japanese girl, Keighley who 
was a little crazy, short, thin, had curly blond hair and light green eyes, 
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the apparentmisunderstanding the apparentmisunderstandingand Amanda, the emotional and sentimental girl, who was fairly tall, 
thin, had long straight ginger hair and hazel eyes. They used to practice 
every afternoon in the small backyard of Heather’s house. However, 
with the arrival of Priscilla, an ordinary girl who was a little overweight, 
fairly tall, had green eyes and shoulder-length wavy dark hair and Mari-
lyn, the dreamer, the space became too small for all of them. Therefore, 
the fifteen year olds had no place to practice anymore. It was then 
that Heather had the idea of asking whether she and her dance group 
could start to rehearse in the spacious hall in the nice building where 
her seventeen-year-old friend Nicole lived. Nicole liked the idea since 
nobody used that hall in the afternoon and she would get to learn a 
little dancing too! That was how Marilyn and Nicole met five years ago. 
Since then, they have always been good friends. 
 When Nicole arrived at the party wearing her black boots, dark 
blue tight jeans and a pink turtle-neck shirt, holding a bouquet of beau-
tiful and lively lilacs as a birthday gift to Gina, she got really surprised 
to see all those people she had never seen before. Puzzled, she discreetly 
whispered to Marilyn:
 “You told me it was a simple and private celebration just for the 
family!” And Marilyn replied:
 “Yes, there’s only my family in here!” And kept on introducing 
the short, light-brown-haired, light-brown-eyed, ashamed and embar-
rassed girl, who was blushing by then, to all her relatives. 
 At last, Marilyn introduced Nicole to her cousin Andrew, who 
was wearing a light blue shirt as blue as his deep and hypnotizing eyes. 
Nicole was kind of expecting to get to meet him because of Marilyn’s 
early talks saying that he was great, very handsome, funny, smart, 
honest, hardworking, and not a Don-Juan-kind-of-man. And that was 
when it all started… Out of the blue, that cold May night became quite 
warm and because of the sudden and fast heart beatings, an injection of 
adrenalin was released into her entire body, causing her hands to shake, 
her legs to be unfelt and her stomach to be full of butterflies. She could 
not even tell what room she was in anymore. Although she knew what 
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the apparentmisunderstanding that kind of feeling meant, she got confused and all that came out of 
her mouth at that moment was:
 “Nothing to do with me, Marilyn! He’s too tall and looks much 
older for a guy who is only twenty-five. He won’t even notice me here! 
Nah… just forget about it!”
 Nevertheless, the more she tried to deny that uncontrollable 
feeling, the more useless her efforts were. She was falling for him and 
there was nothing she could possibly do about it. They exchanged only 
a couple of sentences that night like: “What do you do?” “Do you like 
this song?”, but that was enough to keep Nicole thinking about him all 
week long. Finally, the next weekend came and Marilyn, who was not 
convinced by Nicole’s comments about Andrew, had arranged for them 
to meet again by inviting him to go for a ride. That was all it took! They 
talked, got to know each other a little better, exchanged e-mail messag-
es, went out together for a few more times and the inevitable happened: 
they started dating. They were happy and in love. Everything was going 
perfectly well just like a fairy tale. Except, this did not happen to have 
a happy ending for everyone.
 A week after that, Marilyn invited everyone to go to her dance 
performance in a theater downtown. Also, she said that she would be 
having the same performance again at the end of the year and the ones 
who could not go now, would be able to see her in December. When it 
was almost night time, Marilyn excitedly dashed to the theater. Some 
minutes later, Nicole was fixing herself up to go when Andrew ap-
proached and said:
 “Honey, I’ve been to so many of Marilyn’s shows that I really 
don’t feel like going to the theater tonight. I feel like staying with you. 
I’d rather go watch a movie at Alice’s who isn’t going either for the 
same reason. She has just invited us.”
 Before that tall, strong, handsome, blue eyed and charming 
man, she could not turn it down. She thought that it would be ok not 
to go that night, since Marilyn would have another performance at the 
end of that year. Well, and as in all beginning of romances, every min-
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the apparentmisunderstandingute spent together is never enough. She decided to stay with Andrew 
that evening and talk to Marilyn the following day. After a few hours, 
Alice’s mom, who was Marilyn’s aunt, arrived from the show and as 
soon as she saw Nicole, she did not hesitate and told her:
 “My dear, by the time Marilyn found out you weren’t there, she 
got extremely upset. She is really mad at you.
 The world came down in 5 seconds. Again, Nicole’s heart sud-
denly started to beat faster and faster; adrenalin ran through her blood 
stream, her hands and legs were helpless: the same reaction in her body, 
but opposite sensations in her mind; that one was not good. She was 
not expecting Marilyn to react that way. She could not understand 
such reaction as there would be another show some months later. If 
only she had known that it meant so much for Marilyn, she would not 
have stayed instead; she never meant to hurt her friend. The day after, 
Nicole tried to talk to Marilyn, but that was all in vain. Neither would 
she listen to her nor would she give her a chance to clear things out and 
apologize or explain herself. She would ignore her and more; she re-
fused to stay in the same room where Nicole was. That broke the little 
girl’s heart. They had been friends for five years and it was so long... 
She was wondering how come Marilyn could be so cold and treat her 
that way. She was overwhelmed and disappointed. Marilyn told every-
one Nicole had betrayed her. Nicole felt so afraid that the whole nice 
family would also get her wrong and think that she was a self-seeking 
girl who does not care about Marilyn anymore because she has Andrew 
now. Of course the family would believe it. After all, they barely knew 
Nicole. 
 The funny thing was, though, Marilyn would still talk to An-
drew and Alice as if nothing had happened and that kept Nicole think-
ing: “If the whole thing was about not going to her stupid show, An-
drew and Alice hadn’t gone either, so why wasn’t she mad at them as 
well? That couldn’t be right.” There was no way Nicole could have 
taken advantage of their friendship to approach Andrew, if that was 
what Marilyn had been thinking. She had never known of him until 
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the apparentmisunderstanding some days before the party. The two girls’ relation was not based on 
interests, but on the purest friendship. Even so, Marilyn could not care 
less about that and would do whatever she could to annoy and hurt 
Nicole. She would do and say things that no one could see or listen 
but Nicole; she would invite Andrew, who was a very good dancer too, 
to dance with her in all the family parties while Nicole was left alone 
sitting at the table. The situation was so weird and it was bothering Ni-
cole so much that she was no longer able to take it. She had to find out 
what was really happening to Marilyn and why Andrew would avoid 
talking about it. She pushed it so hard that Andrew himself decided to 
tell her the reason of all that and gave her some striking news: Marilyn 
had always been in love with him. She liked Andrew not as a cousin, 
but as a man, so she had a platonic love for him. Nicole was speechless, 
but only then she understood why that was so difficult for Andrew to 
deal with … He also told her that when Marilyn introduced Nicole to 
him, he thought she had forgotten about him once and for all. Indeed, 
that did not happen. Perhaps Marilyn did not think it would work out 
when she was being the cupid or she did not know how strong her love 
for Andrew was until she realized he had felt madly in love with Nicole 
for real. As a result, Nicole got to the conclusion that Marilyn would 
have found any reason to fight with her because the problem was not 
the fact that she had not gone to that freaking dance performance, but 
the fact that she could not stand the love her beloved cousin and her 
friend shared. As time went by, Andrew got fed up with that situation 
and finally took a stand. Although Marilyn was his cousin, he knew she 
was wrong and he also knew how much she was hurting his girlfriend. 
Nicole was relieved to know it was never her fault and that the entire 
family recognized Marilyn didn’t act right and was not fair at all. This 
killed Marilyn inside for she thought she would be able to persuade ev-
eryone to be on her side and against Nicole. Actually, she was able to do 
that, but only for a while. Marilyn lost the battle which Nicole wasn’t 
happy to win. Nicole lost her friend: the one she once knew and the 
one who is a complete stranger now. And that’s how it ended: Marilyn 
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the apparentmisunderstandingnever talked to Nicole or Andrew again and the whole family had to 
accept that. Unfortunately, if Marilyn ever regrets and decides to break 
the silence some day, it will certainly not be the same. As they say, once 
a vase is broken, one can’t glue it together without showing its broken 
pieces.
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 t all started some years ago, in a calm and extremely green coun-
tryside town in the state of São Paulo, named Santa Cruz do Rio Pardo. 
Two very young people fell in love, in spite of all problems they would 
have to deal with. Jacqueline was a very funny girl who was about 20 
years old when she met Jimmy. She was a tall, thin girl with long brown 
hair and blue eyes, but her appearance was not her only quality, she was 
a very nice person. Everybody liked her: family, friends, acquaintances, 
boss and now Jimmy… She was that kind of person who used to take 
care of people in general; she was very responsible both for her studies 
and for her job. Her friends used to say she was an easygoing person 
and her family was very proud of her, because she respected and loved 
them so much. She always said that her parents were such important 
people in her life that she would not injure their feelings. NEVER! They 
were her best friends and she could trust them a lot. Her mother, Susie, 
was a special woman who had taught her to be a hard-working person, 
to struggle for her plans, but she felt prejudice against people who were 
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around her daughter. She was a sophisticated person, at the age of forty 
although she looked like a thirty-year-old woman, very beautiful and 
self-confident. Her father John was a tall thin man, who had green 
eyes in contrast to his tanned skin, and his eyes were kind of impres-
sive, because they showed his wonderful soul. In many situations, he 
did not say anything with his mouth, but his eyes always transmitted 
something to people around him. He was definitely an incredible man 
and, for him, the most important thing was his daughter’s happiness. If 
she were happy he would be happy as well. His hobby was to paint his 
family’s portraits and Jacqueline was his best source of inspiration. He 
had almost 50 pictures of Jacqueline. Since she was an only child, she 
was accustomed to having a lot of attention from John, who spent a lot 
of time with her. She used to say that he was the most worried father 
in the world and he actually was.
 Jacqueline was studying Languages at a great University. There, 
she had many interesting classes and she appreciated them so much 
that she extended her time in the college campus, since she did not 
work fulltime. She attended classes every morning and on Fridays, 
her day off from work, she enjoyed going to the Lab in the afternoon 
in order to improve her listening and speaking skills in English, which 
was her favorite subject. The Lab was a big and comfortable place 
at the University, where the students could practice during class and 
extra-class; it was well equipped and many students used to go there 
to practice. All equipment was new and it was well decorated. It was 
painted blue, so it was a peaceful and relaxing place. One of her class-
mates, Jimmy, had the same habit. He was a 24-year-old tall guy, who 
had incredible green eyes, curly jet-black hair, and he was extremely 
intelligent, but a bit shy. Although he was a very handsome guy and 
frequently received many invitations to go out after the classes, he 
never accepted these invitations so he did not have many friends at 
University, just one or two. But when he met Jacqueline everything 
changed. He wanted to be near her. He wondered what it would be like 
if he could touch her, if he could kiss her… When they were together, 
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there was not shyness anymore. He thought about Jacqueline all the 
time since the day they met each other during a conference which took 
place at University. At that conference they were selected to be help-
ers in the event, and from that day on, they became friends and some 
time later they realized it was more than friendship. Although they 
met each other frequently, they had the sensation it was not enough 
neither to him nor to her… So he started to invite her to a coke after 
their Lab sessions. He was very enthusiastic with this new situation. 
Their favorite place to go was a snack bar in front of the Lab and with 
an amazing view of the park behind the University. There, they could 
talk and eat while they were appreciating the beautiful park and lis-
tening to the birds. Those were wonderful afternoons, the place was 
very calm and its food was delicious. After a morning of studies and 
almost one hour in the Lab they used to be starving so that place was 
the perfect one. Pretty soon they started to date. They had been dat-
ing for two months when Jacqueline decided to break up with Jimmy. 
She told him they had to finish their relationship because she could 
not date him anymore. At that moment, they were at a snack bar they 
got used to going, he opened his heart to her by saying that she was 
his first and only love; he talked about his plans for them, he told her, 
he would like to marry her in a beautiful and romantic ceremony, and 
that they would travel to an exciting place in their honeymoon and 
they could visit exotic places and have a lot of fun together. Jacqueline 
heard those words and started to cry, so Jimmy could notice she was in 
trouble then with the sweetest voice he said:
 “Dear, it’s easier to deal with a problem as a couple than as a 
single person. You can trust me. Come on…”
 She realized she should talk about her family’s religion. She 
and her family were Jewish and Jimmy was catholic, two different be-
liefs, which according to Jacqueline’s family, did not match. Jimmy was 
so angry at that situation that he begged her not to break up with him. 
He said they could deal with that problem together. Jacqueline was 
convinced by his affectionate voice and decided she would talk to her 
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mother again, because her father had already agreed with their relation-
ship. They tried to convince Jacqueline’s mother, but she was not will-
ing to accept it. It was very hard for Jacqueline because she loved and 
respected her family a lot, but she was madly in love with Jimmy; after 
all, he was so generous, patient, kind, handsome… he was a very special 
person. The fact is that she would not live without him anymore, so 
she had an extreme idea: they would elope. She knew that her parents 
would be very upset, but she was sure they would forgive them when 
they realized they loved each other. 
 The runaway process was thought to be perfect. It was their 
only chance to live together if Jacqueline’s parents had known about 
their intention, they would possibly have prohibited Jacqueline to go to 
the University. She did not need to take any clothes; Jimmy had already 
bought everything that was necessary in a just-married couple’s house 
although he was not rich, he had some savings to spend on the prepara-
tions for their future life together. They programmed a secret wedding 
and chose two witnesses among their closest friends and, on the previ-
ously arranged day, Jacqueline would go to University as a normal day. 
The expected day arrived. She woke up very early, about 6 am, went 
to her parents bedroom and for a while she observed them. She knew 
they would be very upset when they returned from work at night and 
noticed she was not there anymore, but she did not have another op-
tion. She had already made her decision and she had opted for Jimmy. 
Her parents woke up surprised to see she had been observing them, but 
they did not suspect she was planning to elope with Jimmy. They went 
to their jobs as they used to and Jacqueline found herself alone in that 
big and comfortable house. Each space had a story, she went to the bed-
room, looked at her things, including some toys she still had, when she 
was closing the window a sun’s ray touched her face and she cried. She 
left the bedroom and went to the kitchen and remembered how many 
times Ms. Leslie, her family’s maid had prepared delicious cakes and ice 
cream for her. She would miss that house and those people a lot. Before 
leaving the house, she wrote the following message to her parents:
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Dear mom and dad,

Sorry for my decision. But it’s my life. I love Jimmy and I am sure when 
you give him a chance you’ll love him, too. I hope one day you can forgive 
me for making you sad now!

Love you!!
Jacqueline

P.S. Don’t worry I’ll be ok!

 They ran away from home after their classes that day and it 
took almost six months for Jacqueline’s parents to forgive them and 
accept their decision but they noticed as time passed by that it was 
true love. Jacqueline was getting on well with Jimmy and their relation-
ship was peaceful. One day, in September, when Jewish people celebrate 
their New Years’ Day, Jacqueline’s mother called her and when she an-
swered the call her mother could not speak for a while. It was just some 
minutes, but it seemed like an eternity, nobody said a word because 
the tears did not allow them to. When silence was broken Jacqueline’s 
mother said:
 “Dear, we have just prepared a nice dinner to celebrate the New 
Year. We would appreciate it very much if you and Jimmy could join us 
in tonight’s celebration…”
 “Of course, mom. Jimmy and I are very pleased with your invi-
tation.”
 They knew that dinner would be a special time so before leav-
ing their house, Jacqueline and Jimmy decided to buy some flowers for 
Jackie’s mother and a bottle of wine. They were a bit ashamed because 
of the way things had happened, but they were confident that every-
thing would be ok that night. They arrived there at about eight o’clock. 
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Jacqueline stopped in front of the door and a hot tear rolled down her 
face. Jimmy could notice she was moved with the situation. He was 
so happy and excited that he rang the doorbell on impulse. The door 
was opened and they saw Jacqueline’s parents with a big and friendly 
smile. They hugged each other with a lot of love, it was impossible for 
everybody not to cry at the first moments, but some minutes later they 
were calmer so they could talk about their lives in the last months. 
Jacqueline was very happy because her parents were very friendly to-
wards Jimmy; Susie thanked him a lot for the flowers and put them in 
a beautiful vase in the living room table. John loved the wine, because 
he was used to drinking a wine glass before his meals so he opened it 
and served it at dinner, the food was marvelous and so was the wine. 
During the first moments they were a little embarrassed, but John was 
a talkative person – he could involve everybody in a pleasant conversa-
tion and soon they were laughing and talking. That was a very happy 
night and they could notice that true love is more important than many 
beliefs. By the end of dinner, Jackie and Jimmy announced they had 
good news to John and Susie, and said that in a few months Jacqueline 
would have her first baby. The two couples in the dining room knew, 
at that moment, that God had approved and blessed that relationship. 
After all, love is all!
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 he yellow taxi stopped in front of the enormous black iron gate 
of Green Hill. While searching for his small old leather wallet inside 
his big brown bag, he could see a large garden through the misty win-
dow of the car, where there were still some drops of the drizzle that 
had stopped just before. It was nightfall, and the lights of the garden 
were on. Out of the car, he felt a cold gust of wind. It was the be-
ginning of autumn, and the wind was really cold among those unin-
habited high hills in the environs of London. He pressed the beaten 
beige coat against his body, wore his small round glasses and held the 
long narrow handle of his old brown leather bag, usually hung on his 
left shoulder. Then he crossed the gate and looked at his little black 
wristwatch. He had almost thirty minutes to examine that place before 
the opening of the art exhibition. He walked slowly, looking at that 
beautiful and very well treated garden. The stone alleys formed a kind 
of labyrinth, frightening and challenging at the same time, and they 
reflected the lights because they were still wet. The main alley ended 
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at an enormous round area that had a lovely luminous white concrete 
fountain in its center. Finally, the front of the mansion could be com-
pletely seen. It was a huge old building, and each detail displayed the 
richness of its owners. Green Hill was a very appropriate name for that 
place. The house was on the top of a beautiful hill, surrounded by 
dense woods. Although he was very delighted at that view, all the time 
he remembered and whispered the words of the odd brief message he 
had received two weeks before. “Just see!” He repeated, and pressed 
that piece of paper in his pocket. Mr. Morris Druon was a well-known 
detective. That short and thin man who always wore a coat and carried 
a bag seemed a character out of a novel. His straight black hair and 
thin moustache were always perfectly tidy. He had small, acute brown 
eyes, strongly marked by black thick eyebrows. Those striking eyes and 
his thin lips were enhanced by the paleness of his soft skin. He hardly 
laughed although he had a refined sense of humor and he was usually 
in a good mood. Most times he simply smiled, without showing his 
perfectly aligned white teeth. He was a kind of unperturbed person, 
and he could get concentrated in any relevant matter for hours, some-
times without moving his body. He had elegant manners and he was 
very self-assured, besides having the exact notion of what a clue could 
be in any case he worked. He had been working as a detective for more 
than fifteen years, and had solved many complex situations, becoming 
a famous specialist in finding murderers and thieves. One year before, 
he had helped the police to break up a gang of bank robbers. Because 
he was very smart and courageous, he had recently been asked to solve 
a mysterious case involving a serial killer. Five young women had been 
choked to death in three months, and there were no clues about the 
murderer. Druon had investigated the public places where the victims 
were found and the poor small houses where they had lived painstak-
ingly. The corpses had been found in dirty, abandoned, desert squares 
far from downtown. All of those pretty and defenseless women lived 
alone, worked at night, and had not had their wallets stolen. That was 
all Druon knew. Then, one cold, particularly silent morning he received 
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a coarse gray envelope with a torn piece of one of the most respectable 
newspapers of the city inside. It was a report on the last murder, with 
an anonymous message typed in blue block letters on the border: JUST 
SEE! There was not any identification on that vulgar envelope. “Just 
see!” repeated Druon many times, and intuitively he knew he had to 
trust that. Since then, he had spent almost all the time rereading that 
report, looking for details, thinking about the advice, and returning to 
the places where those women had been killed and to their poor, small, 
now desert houses. Nothing... nothing... nothing... He was getting des-
perate. “Just see!” he thought and whispered night after night, alone 
in his dark, minute office, among dirty plastic cups of coffee and full, 
scratched ashtrays. Then, at dawn two days before, extremely tired of 
reading and thinking, he started to play with that crumpled piece of 
newspaper, and for the first time in all those days he paid attention to 
its back, where there was an advertisement about an opening of an art 
exhibition. Maybe that was the last chance of finding something, and 
he did not have anything to lose anyway. Then he went there, and the 
only thing he had to do was “just see!” 
 At 7 o’clock precisely, the big brown wooden front door was 
open. Many people had already arrived and Druon had been looking at 
them carefully. Each person and each detail had to be analyzed. Spread 
in a large, clean, and specially illuminated room, the touching, colored 
paintings were all similar because the exhibition had a theme: crowded 
urban centers. The great, talented painters went round the room cheer-
fully, being greeted by wondered visitors, who seemed to be rich. They 
were very well dressed and behaved elegantly. They all wore formal 
clothes. The men were in black dress suits and the women in beautiful 
long embroidered dresses, showing marvelous items of golden jewelry. 
It was hard for Druon to suppose that cruel serial killer could be among 
those kind of unsuspected people, but it was really possible. He started 
to walk among them calmly, pretending to be interested in the paint-
ings. Without his beaten tight coat, that had been left at the green 
entrance hall, he could easily be confused with a young, lonely, and ec-
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centric millionaire in his cheap but tidy clothes and shoes. He crossed 
the big, rich and well-decorated room, trying to hear anything those 
people were saying. He looked at their clothes, manners, and eyes care-
fully. “There must be a clue”, he thought, “There must be something”. 
Then he saw it. He could barely believe his suddenly goggled eyes. 
There was a well-done, surprising painting very similar to the others, 
but different in one relevant thing: it was signed by Deep Eyes. Druon 
related that uncommon signature to the instigative message immedi-
ately. He was really intelligent and had a great investigative sense. It 
took him a few seconds to go round the crowded room looking for other 
paintings signed by Deep Eyes. There was not any other painting; there 
was not any other pseudonym. Then he walked back to the almost 
empty entrance hall rapidly, took his new silver magnifying glass from 
his indispensable bag and stood in front of that curious painting again, 
starting to examine it in detail. “Just see!” – he thought and whispered 
anxiously.
 It took him less than five minutes to find something really 
interesting. Through the magnifying glass anyone could clearly see 
the license plate of an old, dark blue car, letters and numbers, among 
many other ordinary vehicles portrayed in that odd, enigmatic paint-
ing. Now Druon could bet he had solved that case, and then he left 
Green Hill extremely excited, after calling the police station. Few hours 
later, he was at the police department of criminal investigations, smok-
ing calmly, sitting in front of the owner of the car whose license plate 
had been pictured, and thinking about each word he had listened to 
some minutes before. Mr. Douglas Elcollin was a handsome 35-year-
old man. Although he was wearing casual clothes, blue jeans, a broad 
green T-shirt and sneakers, his manners showed he was a methodical, 
sophisticated person. He was slim, and about 1.70 meter tall. He had 
long straight blond hair, that night meticulously tied in a pony-tail, big 
blue eyes and well-definite rosy lips. The whiteness of his face, carefully 
shaved, showed he was the kind of person that usually stay all day in, 
and in fact he had affirmed he had nightly habits. When Druon ar-
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rived, in time to listen to his confession, he had already told the police 
officers he was an unknown writer and that he lived in a small house. 
Then he confessed his guilt coldly, without giving any reason for his 
merciless crimes. Although he seemed to be normal, a very experienced 
doctor who watched the inquiry said he presented strong features of 
psychosis. The nimble newspapers of the next morning brought many 
detailed reports on the serial killer’s rapid arrest, Druon’s incredible 
cunning and the mysterious identity of Deep Eyes. Nobody ever knew 
who the person under that pseudonym was. The severe man who had 
organized the art exhibition stated he had received that good, surpris-
ing painting in a big white pack without identification, and that he had 
thought Deep Eyes was one of the talented artists, whose unpublished 
paintings would be exhibited, just making fun. Neither of the paint-
ers admitted being Deep Eyes, though. After his confession, Douglas 
Elcollin fell silent. Druon kept the silence, too, but there was a thing 
he would never forget. When he went to Elcollin’s perfectly tidy and 
clean house with the police officers, they found some victims’ worthless 
belongings. Those objects were all the police needed in order to prove 
Elcollin’s guilt. However, Morris Druon needed more, and he got it: in 
a large wooden drawer, carefully arranged inside a little red paper box, 
he found a set of delicate paintbrushes.
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 n a small city called Greenville there were two girls, Cecily and 
Anne. Cecily was dark haired with big blue eyes, a little bit overweight 
and shy; Anne was short, blond haired, black eyed and very talkative. 
Greenville was very small; so they knew all the people who lived there. 
It was a village life; the people were very friendly and used to giving 
parties and singing during all the night.
 The two girls were fifteen years old and they had many dreams 
about their future: falling in love, studying, working, traveling... They 
were close friends and used to share all the things that happened to 
each other.
 The end of the year was arriving and they knew they would be 
separated because Cecily’s father would be transferred to work in an-
other city and Anne would also have to move with her parents and go 
to another school far away. They would be separated and maybe would 
never see each other again. They agreed with their friends to throw a 
farewell party. The village was very small, so there were not many op-
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tions, and the party would be in a snack bar. The girls were very sad, 
but they had the idea of making a pact. At that same place, they would 
meet again in twenty years. No one could miss the meeting. Even if 
they were dead!
 After twenty years, a woman entered a rental video and asked:
 “Please, didn’t this place use to be a snack bar?”
 The man did not know. Then he asked the owner and he said 
that when he bought the place, it had been abandoned a long time 
ago. She thanked and stayed there looking for some DVD’s. While she 
waited for her friend, she thought, “It would be better if she did not 
appear. What kind of talk could we have?” and thought, “I didn’t do 
anything interesting out of my life”.
 Suddenly a woman entered. Cecily recognized her friend Anne 
immediately. When Anne saw Cecily, she got very surprised, they 
hugged and did not say a word, just hugged each other and cried. It was 
unbelievable that they had not seen one another for so long. While they 
looked at each other, they could notice how much they have changed 
since they were teens. Now they were two women. Cecily was much 
more beautiful with red hair that matched her suntanned skin and was 
not overweight; she was wearing black pants and a blue blouse as blue 
as her eyes. Anne also seemed very well; she was wearing a black skirt 
and jacket, a stiletto (with a high heel) and looked like an executive 
woman. Some minutes later, they could talk and decided to have lunch 
at a restaurant near there to talk about what had happened during 
those twenty years. While they walked around the town, they noticed 
some things were different: there were stores, cars on the streets, some 
buildings and many people lived there. All the things they saw remind-
ed them of their past, though – the child’s play, the school, friends…
 Cecily told Anne that she had not done almost anything inter-
esting. She did not get married, had no children, lived with her parents 
and dogs in a big and nice house in the countryside, and worked as a 
nurse in a hospital next to her house, which was very rewarding, as she 
could take care of sick people. She was happy, anyway. 
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 “And what about you Anne, what did you do during these 
years?”, asked Cecily.
 Anne said she had a lot of fun. She was a lawyer and had gotten 
married, but that she had no children. She lived with her husband in an 
apartment in New York and so on. 
 Cecily had an idea and suggested they could go on a trip to re-
member the past and to celebrate their friendship. Anne said she could 
not go because she had another important thing to do and that she was 
there only to conclude the pact. Cecily was surprised and annoyed, but 
even so, asked her phone number. They agreed to call each other.
 As Anne did not call, Cecily decided to call her. The person 
who answered the telephone said that Anne did not live there any more 
because she had died five years before!
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 he year is finishing. The summer arrives. Together comes 
people’s dreams, the hope for the New Year, lastly… the desire to do 
different things, to change aspects of life and think about values and 
happiness. With this spirit of hope, five friends: Samara, Sue, Allan, 
Tom and Jennifer have decided to go to the beach for the New Year. 
They had studied together in high school and they wanted to see 
each other again. They talked many times on the phone, but it was 
difficult to meet one another. Each one had a life, and many obliga-
tions. So, with a lot of conversation, the five decided to stay together 
at the beach during the vacation. It seems that the sea can take ev-
ery problem away. Jennifer, a tall and thin girl, arranged everything. 
Jennifer was secure, smart and made decisions very easily. She was 
a lawyer and she solved everything with impressive practice. Jenni-
fer was thirty-three years old and she was in a phase of her life in 
which she wanted some peace. She liked to wear serious and discreet 
clothes. Jennifer lived in a big apartment downtown. She rented a 
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a reflectivenew yearbig apartment at the beach, paid and talked with the owner. She was 
very dynamic and lively. Everything was right. Everybody was happy 
with this vacation and thankful for Jennifer’s idea. The five friends 
accepted the kind invitation. They lived in the same neighborhood, 
in São Paulo, and they had common objectives, such as traveling and 
having fun! So, the idea to go to the beach was brilliant. They con-
tacted each other and decided to stay together. They believed it would 
be great. Samara, a short and thin girl, would not like to stay with 
her family in New Year’s Eve. She was a thirty-two years old girl. She 
was beautiful, but seemed sad and repressed. She was a piano teacher 
and very sensitive. She did not like the idea of meeting everybody 
in her house, participating in those boring events; she wanted peace. 
Samara had not been very social in those times. Her family is big and 
she lived in a big house, where everybody met to celebrate New Year. 
She loved to wear jeans and casual clothes. On the other hand, Allan, 
a tall and strong boy, with beautiful blue eyes, very handsome, wanted 
to go to the beach because he did not like the loneliness in which he 
lived. He lived alone in a small apartment. He was thirty-three years 
old too. He was a personal trainer. Despite being with many people in 
his job, he felt lonely in his apartment near downtown. He wanted to 
see new people, to meet people. He was very serious and he needed 
to have fun. Sue, a tall, quiet and prudent girl, preferred to stay with 
her friends, because her parents were traveling abroad and she could 
not go… so, she did not want to be alone on New Year’s Eve. She was 
thirty-four years old and she was a journalist. She lived in a big house 
and she has traveled abroad many times. Nowadays, she prefers to 
stay in her country, enjoying its local beauty. She liked to wear dif-
ferent clothes, and very colorful ones. Tom, a friendly thin man, who 
wore glasses, had broken up with his girlfriend and he wanted to try 
to forget that bad phase. He was feeling lonely and missing his girl-
friend Rose, despite the fights that they had had recently. Tom was 
very serious and he wore suits all the time. He was an engineer. Jen-
nifer was happy. She only wanted to have a different New Year’s Eve. 
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They were waiting for that trip as if it could solve everything.
 The big day arrived. The five friends went to the beach. Tom 
drove his car very happily and the others were singing. They sang “La 
Bamba” to remember high school times. They looked forward to seeing 
the sea. When they arrived at the place, everybody felt a deep emotion. 
Why? Why were they so willing to arrive? There were some feelings. 
They seemed to be escaping. But, when they arrived, they wanted to 
stop. Samara said desperately: “Stop the car, Tom! Before we go to the 
apartment I want to stop here to see the shore. I am very curious to see 
the beach we will spend the New Year’s Eve.” Everybody agreed and 
they went out of the car. The sea was in front of them. The sea was 
wonderful and blue. The wind blew in their faces. The sun shone and 
the landscape was wonderful. The sand seemed to dance and the natu-
ral scene transmitted great peace. It was like a cliff that each person de-
sired to fall off. The blue sea was delightful. Some surfers were enjoying 
the waves at the moment. The waves were dancing for them. The blue 
sky completed the landscape. Then, Tom said: “Let’s go, people! Today 
it is New Year’s Eve. We need to get to the big apartment and unpack 
our things to enjoy this magic place!” They went to the apartment 
street, but they had a big surprise: the apartment number did not exist 
in that street. “Jennifer, please. The number is 75, but I only see 67 and 
77. Where’s number 75?” said Allan. “I am sure it is number 75. We 
have to find the apartment.” said Jennifer. They looked for… looked 
for… but nothing… that number did not exist. Sue cried and said: 
“God, how will we stay here without the apartment?” Tom had many 
ideas… they called the owner but nothing… The cell phone had been 
disconnected. “Jennifer, how do you rent an apartment from a person 
that you do not know? You talked with him on the cell phone!!!!!!! I do 
not believe it. Nowadays, we cannot believe anybody.” Tom asked Jen-
nifer: “But, what was the apartment like? Have you seen any pictures 
of the place? Jennifer was almost crying and answered: “No, I didn’t see 
any pictures, any photos. I only trusted the owner. He said the apart-
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a reflectivenew year a reflectivenew yearment was big, with three bedrooms. He described the appartment with 
so many details that I loved it. So, I thought everything was right.”  Al-
lan said: “No, Jennifer! You didn’t know what this apartment was like. 
But now we have to think of something and quickly!” Jennifer asked 
a clerk who worked in a store near the beach for some information. 
It was a colorful and beautiful surfer store. There were many T-shirts, 
caps and boards. The store was crowded and the clerk talked with many 
people. The clerk was a very young, very nice surfer boy, but he had to 
tell the truth. After the question, the man looked at Jennifer and said: 
“You were victims of a plot. In this week many people came here look-
ing for this number. It doesn’t exist”.
 It was five o’clock, six o’clock… they could not decide any-
thing. Where would they find another place to stay? What would they 
do? They sat down on the sand and started to complain: “I won’t come 
back home now. I don’t want to see those people… false people… they 
eat, talk, hug, but they are false. I prefer to stay here alone in the sand.” 
said Samara. “I don’t want to come back home either. I am alone. I 
prefer to stay here talking with you”, said Allan. “I agree! Loneliness 
is terrible!” said Sue. “I need to stay. I need to be alone to think” said 
Tom. “I thought that I was happy trusting people. It’s an illusion… 
people disappoint us.” said Jennifer. The night came and they were sit-
ting still, dominated by the beach… without action… Suddenly, Jenni-
fer remembered that she had an aunt who lived near that beach. With 
a simple call everything was solved. They went to her aunt’s. They 
were received with love by those people known only by Jennifer. Aunt 
Dora was a stranger for the four friends. A big party was taking place at 
Dora’s house to wait for the New Year. There were many of Jennifer’s 
relatives there. Lots of Dora’s friends and neighbors were in the party 
too. The house was decorated with several gifts and ornaments. It was 
a big house with many rooms and lights. There were four bedrooms 
in the house, a big garden, a dining room, a living room, a big garage, 
and a big yard. There was a beautiful kitchen with a big table with 
fruits, cakes, candies and many other things to eat. People were happy 
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with tender care. For her, it was wonderful to entertain more people in 
her house. The young people did not see the sea, but only a different 
house. They did not see their families, but strange people. However, 
everything was interesting. Midnight… many greetings… happiness. 
Samara received a call from her parents and she was very happy… Tom 
received a call from his girlfriend and he was very happy too, waiting 
for reconciliation. Jennifer received many hugs from her family whom 
she never expected she would stay with in the New Year, but she liked 
it. Sue and Allan noticed that they were not so alone. They got to know 
each other better and they fell in love. Among hugs and compliments, 
they realized that inner conflicts did not allow them to solve small 
problems such as the case of the fake apartment. They also understood 
that family, friendship, reception and reconciliation could bring them 
happiness. The sea also helped them to think about the meaning of life. 
And so, they decided they would go to the beach the next day, but with 
a happier soul and with many inside conflicts completely solved. They 
would look at the sea with other eyes, or better, with more love and 
happiness, because it was New Year, a great New Year.
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 ary had a little dog and his name was Blue Bell.” That was 
Alice’s favorite song and she used to sing it all day long, even when 
she got out for a walk on the street. Alice in Chains and her best friend 
Mr. Conscious – she had never been separated from him – Alice and 
Mr. Conscious, what a lovely couple!… And very close friends. She was 
pretty and she still is. Her pleasure was writing poems like Fernando 
Pessoa and she got a degree in Botanic at Oregon University. She had a 
special preference for primitive vegetables. Alice was always in a hurry; 
it seemed she was looking for something she did not know.  She and 
Mr. Conscious. “Come on, Mr. Conscious! Why are you so slow like 
a turtle? You’re slow like a slug! You make me sick. Come on! Come 
on!” Alice in Chains said to her friend. Alice’s father was Lewis Car-
roll, a good old man. He loved writing and he was always thinking of 
the reason his daughter did not look as old as she was indeed, and Mr. 
Carroll worried about the reason Alice loved being alone, too. Alice’s 
age was a mystery, an enigma and she was an unpredictable person. 
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She loved wearing her blue jeans, her green T-shirt and her favorite 
red high-heeled shoes. What a wonderful combination with her fire-red 
hair!
 She was always in a hurry. She and Mr. Conscious were walking 
very fast on Rua do Rosario, Jundiaí, when they met Hamlet and Dom 
Pedro II in a charming café named Café Brasil. “I’m glad to see you 
both,” said Alice to them. “Likewise,” they answered. She kept going. 
She and Mr. Conscious, of course! “Mr. Conscious, we are late, we have 
an appointment with Dr Sigmund Freud at 6 p.m. and we are still here 
because of you. Damn you, always because of you, little bastard!”  Sud-
denly they stopped at Piccadilly Circus in London, where Ariel Sharon 
and Lucy in the Sky with Diamonds were eating hotdogs and drink-
ing Guinness beer. “Hi, Alice!” said Ariel Sharon to her. “What about 
smoking a little pot, now? I mean you, Lucy and me. We can invite 
Tarsila do Amaral and James Joyce, too.” “No, thanks, dear Ariel. Mr. 
Conscious and I are in a hurry. We have to get to Dr. Freud’s office at 
6 p.m., in Manaus, Brazil. Maybe next time. So long.” She and Mr. 
Conscious… Always she and Mr. Conscious! When they got to Jardin 
du Luxenbourg in Paris, Alice was calm and she stopped to cry and to 
complain to Mr. Conscious, which would happen very seldom. Maybe 
she got calm because she saw Luke Skywalker, Cervantes and The Spicy 
Girls talking happily at Porto Fino beach. Alice in Chains was always 
an unpredictable person. Mr. Conscious reminded Alice they would 
have lunch with Beethoven and Condolezza Rice at Ritz Restaurant 
in Camanducaia, Minas Gerais. “I know, Mr. Perfect, You always tell 
me what I have to do. You look like my shadow. Live me alone, you 
ass hole” said Alice in a rude way. As time passed, Alice became more 
beautiful with her pale skin and her kaleidoscope eyes. Unfortunately 
she was a very spoiled girl. Her father Lewis Carroll, Gustav Mahler 
and Nana Caymi always warned her about it, but she didn’t care.
 After that lovely lunch, Alice and Mr. Conscious went to meet 
her dearest friends Maria Callas, Melissa, Regiane and Isis to study 
Mathematics at Congress Library in Washington, D.C. Isis and Maria 
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Callas were wearing Valentino’s dresses, Regiane had a new blue hair 
color, and Melissa was wearing her new green butterfly costume. They 
looked so nice. Those girls had already met Bob Dylan, Stephen Hawk-
ing and Napoleon Bonaparte at this library. Henry Sobel and Kurt Co-
bain were reading sport magazines in another room. They loved boxing!  
“Hi, nice people, may we join you?” asked Alice in Chains. “No, don’t 
forget your appointment, darling Alice!” said those people. She took a 
look at her Salvador Dali slippery watch and told Mr. Conscious: “We 
are in time, we should not worry about being late.” After walking a 
lot on Sidney avenues in Australia, they arrived at Dr Freud’s office in 
Manaus, Brazil. Alice knocked on the door, took a look around when 
Dr Freud opened it with very clear smile. “Hello, Alice. You are just in 
time for your appointment. Please, come on in and have a seat. Why 
are you always alone, dear Alice? We’re gonna discuss it” said Dr Freud. 
Alice got into the office; she took a look around very slowly, because 
she loved Dr Freud’s furniture. These pieces of furniture were designed 
by Lina Bo Bardi. Alice’s face was more beautiful than ever and it had 
such a happy, funny and strange expression that nobody could ever 
describe it. She and Mr. Conscious, she thought. She always thought it. 
Then, Dr Freud closed the door.
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 t was a rainy day. Monique had got out of her home quickly to 
arrive at work on time. It was her first day working at a software com-
pany. When she arrived at the building her long straight blond hair had 
gotten wet by the rain, for she had to walk two blocks from the bus stop 
to get there. As she crossed the front door of her department, her light 
blue eyes met a charming young man: his green eyes made her lose her 
voice for a few seconds. As he introduced her to a few coworkers she 
could not stop looking at his dark short straight hair while his shy way 
of smiling made her once forgotten love dreams come alive again. The 
young man’s name was Edgar and she gladly found out they would be 
working in the same department.
 Monique had to rely on Edgar’s help on her first weeks at the 
company. Although she was young, she was an introspective person 
and new environments were a challenge for her. Edgar was an excep-
tion in Monique’s life for she found a friend in him right from the 
start. They seemed to enjoy being together even though the routine at 
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their department could be really exhaustive sometimes. They worked 
in cubicles: each one had a desk and a computer, all the employees 
computers were connected through an internal net, they knew their 
assignments by messages sent to the net. There were times for a little 
human contact during lunch, when they all went to a restaurant across 
the street. It didn’t take long until Monique found herself caught up 
in a dilemma: she had fallen in love with her coworker. Although she 
knew this feeling could spoil their work relationship if he did not 
feel the same, she had this strange yearning to reveal her feelings to 
him. Monique tried hard to hold on, but the yearning seemed to be 
getting intense as quickly as time went by. Whenever she looked at 
him she felt like holding him, kissing him and asking him to be her 
boyfriend.
 Finally, Monique decided to ask him out for dinner. She sug-
gested a restaurant near her house and Edgar accepted the invitation. 
They went out together on a clear sky Friday night. Edgar met her at 
her house and they walked to the restaurant, enjoying the pleasant 
weather of that night. They talked a lot about work during dinner. 
Edgar had lots of ideas for a new software and Monique was dying to 
tell him about her feelings. On their way back to her house, there was 
a moment when he touched her hand and looked at her in a different 
way. They arrived at her house holding hands and he kissed her at the 
front door. She could not be more surprised and speechless. He told her 
he had had a wonderful night and that he expected to go out with her 
again. Monique’s heart was jumping out of her throat when she agreed 
with him. They kissed each other once more and scheduled a date for 
the next night.  The young couple started dating and the more they saw 
each other the more they wanted to be together.
 One night they went to the movies and met a jealous female 
coworker of theirs, who said, with her strident voice: ”Hi there, I 
didn’t know the two of you were together! What a nice couple!” She 
and her friend insisted on sitting next to them during the whole film. 
After the movie was over, Rachel said in a strident tone: “I’ll see you 
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two on Monday morning ...” Edgar and Monique were relieved to get 
rid of her but at the same time they felt worried without knowing 
why...
 On Monday morning, Edgar and Monique were called into 
their head of the department’s office, Mr. Johnson. He inquired them 
if they were having a love relationship. As they answered affirmatively, 
Mr. Johnson stated the company’s policy did not allow their employees 
to have intimate relations and that one of them had to be fired. Mr. 
Johnson’s thought was to fire Monique because she had been working 
there only for three months and he did not want to lose Edgar’s ideas. 
But when he announced he was going to fire Monique, Edgar imme-
diately replied: “This is not fair, our relationship does not affect our 
work! I quit!” Mr. Johnson did not want to take back what he had just 
said, therefore both Edgar and Monique were fired. The only thing they 
did at the company that day was to pick up personal objects they had 
on their desks.
 One week later, Monique was on her way to another company 
for a job interview when she met an ex - coworker called Thomas. He 
revealed that Rachel was the one who had told about her and Edgar to 
Mr. Johnson because she wanted to take Edgar’s place at the company. 
Rachel had been following them for a couple of weeks before she met 
them at the movies. She had even taken pictures of them together and 
showed them to Mr. Johnson. When Monique told the facts to Edgar, 
he confirmed that Rachel was after his position at the company: “She 
was always trying to find out what I was working on to steal my ideas. 
This is so unfair, you shouldn’t have been fired”.
 A couple of days later, Edgar met an old friend of his who was 
trying to build his own business and he invited Edgar and Monique to 
work with him. They created a new company and it did not take long 
until it was more important and innovative than the first one where 
Edgar and Monique had worked together. 
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 t was late night and Joanne was on the computer as usual. She 
was a beautiful tall woman in her forties, with long wavy brunette hair, 
brown eyes, and a velvet white skin. She exercised every day to have a 
healthy body and mind. At night in her bedroom, she was alone trying 
to talk to somebody. She lived in a fancy house, with wonderful marble 
stairs, paintings of famous artists, such as a little Portinari, a very big 
Aldemir Martins, and a wonderful Lasar Segall, decorating most of the 
walls, very high ceilings, five bedrooms and many rooms for a family 
of four, and many servants. Lately, her life was just worth it because of 
that secret character she would become every night. She used different 
names and pretended to be another person just for fun, but in fact it 
was to survive her loneliness. Every night, after a silent dinner she went 
up to her bedroom, wore beautiful nightgowns, and turned on her com-
puter. Time passed, and after 20 years she had gotten married, all that 
lasted was a family living apart, each one in his or her own world. Long 
ago she met her husband at university, in their last year. Tom was not a 
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blue blue eyes
handsome man, but those beautiful blue eyes caught her at first sight. 
He was a sportive man, and he loved outdoor exercises for pleasure. He 
was not very tall, he looked younger and he was always wearing nice 
clothes with his dark hair carefully untidy. They had the same interests. 
Reading, watching old movies, going out on the weekends driving their 
car just to visit new places, listening to the radio and talking a lot was 
the opportunity to get together and relax, forgetting all the week stress. 
They were in love and got married after a few months. The kids came 
in the first four years and everything seemed to be ok. They worked a 
lot; she was an architect and he was an engineer, but the time they were 
together was the best thing in their lives. After exactly 15 years living 
a happy marriage that everybody envied, something was broken. She 
has never known what really happened, but something in those blue 
eyes changed and she did not recognize her dear husband anymore. 
Day after day, during the last five years, it became harder and harder to 
talk, to ask each other about regular things, to walk the dog, Buddy, to 
see a movie, or to go out to a restaurant, to have some fun together. For 
some reason they did not talk anymore, and both were so busy in their 
own work that there was no time for each other, not even to do simple 
things as stroll in the garden, hand in hand, or play with the dog that 
was a mix of a Golden Retriever and a German Shephard – very, very 
big, clumsy, but very smart and part of the family. They got separate 
bedrooms because there was not any reason to have normal intimacy 
anymore. It was a gradual process. First they did not sleep on the same 
bed once a week, after some time, twice, three times, until they decided 
to move to different rooms. Those man and woman changed so much, 
that they seemed to be other people. Their lives were so different that 
they could not realize what they still were doing together. Something 
from their past did not allow them to get separate houses, and a hope 
to get everything back was hidden in their minds. Now what was funny 
became boring, what they appreciated became what they hated, quali-
ties changing into defects. Routine turned everything upside down, and 
at that moment a solution was so far they just gave it up.
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 Their kids, Jennifer and Thomas, were already adults and did 
not understand their parents, or what changed that lovely couple they 
used to be. Both were in college in other cities, and came back home 
only on holidays. Jennifer was the family artist. Since she was very 
young she loved drawing and it was becoming her profession. She was 
at college studying to be a designer and lived in her apartment with 
some friends, far from her parents. Thomas was athletic, very hand-
some and tanned as he was studying marine biology – he lived in the 
seaside and he had to go to the beach very often. 
 Even when the family joined to eat at night, Tom and Joanne 
were so upset that they quickly had dinner and went up to their own 
bedroom. The children could not help anyway, and all they could do 
was to respect what their parents were passing through, and to offer 
some support. Joanne could talk on the computer during many hours, 
and that moment was her only chance to say things she felt. She met 
many people, but she had a favorite one. The way he thought about 
everything, the words he said, how kind he was, and most important, 
the same situation he was in: a lonely person, like her. It was winter 
and even with fire burning in the fireplace, it was very cold. There was 
nobody there to warm her in his arms. She became a cold person, as 
those winters, and that exciting and funny girl disappeared. Sometimes 
it came to her mind whether she was cheating on Tom this way? But, 
she did not even see him anymore, so how could she be cheating on a 
such distant husband, as he had been in the last years? One day she 
realized that she was falling in love with that man with whom she had 
been sharing her dreams every day, during the last three months. Being 
in love was her secret and she had never dared to tell him. Joanne asked 
for his photo many times, and real name too, but he said: “I’d like to 
imagine what you are like so I do not want to see or send photos and 
it would be better to use just our nicknames, ok? Let’s surprise each 
other.” Waiting for the nightfall was the only reason to be alive. That 
man, who she called Hopeful, brought back all the feelings she forgot 
she had and she was, in a certain way, glad again. Maybe that was just 

regiane castanho toribio blue blue eyes

92



blue blue eyes
imagination, and a virtual person pretending to be another one as she 
did many times; he could be making it all up, but she looked forward 
to meeting him anyway. Thinking about a blind date was just an impos-
sible thing she would have considered years ago, but now what could 
she lose? Nothing. The days passed, and the idea to be face to face with 
him was more and more real. At the same time she often remembered 
her recent past when her husband and she were considered soul mates. 
What happened? What could have changed it? What should she have 
done? Didn’t she love him anymore? No answers for so many ques-
tions. Everything inside her was a mess. She hoped for solutions very 
much, but nothing changed.
 After months they decided to meet in a place where there 
would be many people. Joanne felt safer this way. She would wear a 
red scarf and he, a red shirt. Some guilt feeling did not leave her mind, 
and neither her husband’s blue eyes that now were just sad blue eyes. It 
was past, and the only real thing she had was that virtual person. Once 
she tried to talk to Tom who was awake in his bedroom, but there were 
not any words to describe what she felt anymore. From that day she 
noticed that her husband could not sleep, like her, because there was 
light in his bedroom until late night, day after day. What was he doing? 
She did not have any idea. They were complete strangers now. Joanne 
could not avoid being a little jealous. In her mind many possibilities 
justified Tom’s being awake until so late. Maybe he was cheating on her 
too, talking on the phone to another woman, different from her, maybe 
younger, maybe somebody she has already met, or it was just work on 
his computer, as always. She desired to know, but was not “strong” 
enough to face it. The meeting day was coming. She was happy and sad 
at the same time. Should she go? She decided to take the risk, and went 
to the arranged place. The Meeting Pub was the chosen place because 
it was welcoming, cozy, and casual. Joanne had already been there with 
her husband many times, but she could not avoid choosing this place 
full of good memories. The lights were down, but she could see some 
men in red. For a sec she thought about going way, but something was 
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calling her there. Joanne was afraid and excited. Which one of those 
men would be the one that had affected her so much? She walked in 
the room trying to get a clue about her date. She looked at two of 
them but there was no reaction, or at least the reaction she hoped for, 
but when one of them turned round she recognized him immediately. 
Those blue eyes were the same that one day fascinated her. All that 
excitement came back, but she was so confused. Was her husband the 
same man she wrote every night? Then the truth came out… Tom told 
her: “I did not know you would look so gorgeous in this red scarf! I 
have been writing to you all this time, and decided to do that because 
one day I saw you on the computer and thought this would be the 
best way to talk. No arguing, no drama, just to know more about what 
you were feeling was very important to me. You never criticized your 
husband; rather, you were just unhappy with your marriage. You never 
complained about your past either, but just that things were going bad 
so I was your friendly shoulder, and this made me understand every-
thing.” They did not know exactly what to do, but that was certainly 
a new beginning. There were so many things to say and all the wasted 
time to make up for. Meeting each other again was the first step, and 
today they do not need separate rooms or computers. Now she has her 
husband’s blue eyes happy again.
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 t is seven o’clock in the morning. A bright hot summer morn-
ing. The view is astonishing and the greenish fields on both sides of the 
way makes this adventurous journey worth taking. The long and wind-
ing paved road that goes along high hills and flourished trees makes up 
a dazzling rural landscape. All that explains the great excitement John 
and Mary are feeling. John, who is in his fifties, is still a handsome man. 
Tall, brunet, green eyed. Mary frequently thinks time has not made 
him lose his charming appearance and still considers him the man of 
her dreams. She is two years older than he is and they always mention 
their age difference in a lively and playful way. She is also very pretty, 
kind, fairly tall, with light brown eyes. Her growing gray hair does not 
even affect her young appearance. The place where they are going to 
is very far. They have never been there and everything they have seen 
along the road is a reason to go forward. There are some splendid farm-
houses farther and farther away, full of wild cattle on the distance. It is 
the first trip they have without any previous detailed plan. In fact, they 
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in the middleof nowherehave decided to visit a completely different place and the idea of going 
somewhere chosen by the name amused them greatly. The places they 
visited before had been suggested by their friends: Bahamas, Hawaii, 
Aruba and other beautiful spots. On the map they acquired a long time 
ago, a place called their attention – New Horizons, located northeast 
of Colorado, California. A town separated by a long river. It had taken 
them only three hours to make up their minds about packing a few 
casual pieces of clothing and set off to it immediately. They did not tell 
anybody about going there. Inside the car, Mary is looking at the direc-
tions in the map and recalling the trips they have taken during the last 
few years. It all started after their retirement five years ago, with the 
promise of enjoying life traveling. All the sites visited are now part of 
their good memories, reasons to be proud of and stories to be told from 
generation to generation.
 It was still dark when they left the comfort of their four-bed-
room brick house in the city. A strongly built house that is now too 
spacious for both of them to live. There is a lovely rose garden in the 
front yard, surrounded by a lawn which John himself carefully mows 
once a month. It is very well located in a calm, safe and clean town 
called Charlotte, in North Carolina, USA. Their two children got mar-
ried and have been living very far from them. Sissy is the oldest, tall, 
brunette and hazel-eyed. A forward-thinking girl whose desires were 
hard to control. After graduating, she went to London to spend a 
short time there. However, her plans changed because, besides getting 
a good job as a reporter, she also met William, an English teacher to 
foreign students, who has been working in an international private 
school in Waterloo. They have been married for two years. Daniel, the 
youngest, is easygoing and a little bit shy. Personality features that he 
takes after his mother. His physical appearance, on the contrary, re-
sembles his father – pretty tall, soulful brown eyes and straight black 
hair. He is a web-designer and spends all his working hours in front 
of a computer, in a successful advertising agency. As soon as he got 
married to a nice hard-working dentist, he was transferred to the main 
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in the middleof nowhere office in New York, USA, where they have been living nowadays. John 
and Mary are looking forward to becoming grandparents and having 
their house full of children again. But, so far, neither Sissy nor Daniel 
has expressed any interest in having babies for the next few years. 
In the meantime, with no grandchildren to fulfill their deepest wish, 
they enjoy life going on trips.
 John has been driving for long seven hours. He is not in a hurry, 
but there’s some anxiety, though. Maybe because so far he has not seen 
any gas station and the more he drives the more he has the sensation 
of traveling on an endless road. As he wonders where they will find a 
place to stop by to get some fuel, he asks his wife if she can take a look 
at the map to find it out. He gets no answer, but a sound silence. He 
turns his head to the right side and notices she is still having a short 
nap. In reaction to it, he mutters softly to himself. She had assured 
him she would be a talkative company during the journey, and he was 
half expecting that. However, he was not surprised at all, he had gotten 
used to that behavior of hers. They got along very well and knew each 
other inside out. There was only one thing he was sorry about: she had 
refused to get a driver’s license and did not know how to drive. She was 
very afraid. He even tried to convince her to get driving lessons when 
they bought their first car, but did not succeed. Mary was not able to 
overcome a fear that dates back to when she was a child – a trauma of 
losing her parents in a car accident. All of a sudden, something makes 
him remember their honeymoon trip. The day was sunny and she had 
put on a light blue dress, remarkably similar to the one she is wearing 
now. Many years went by and the happiness of being together has not 
changed since the very beginning of their relationship. It had been love 
at first sight.
 A steep descent pushes his thoughts out of his mind forcing him 
to slow the car down. He looks at the fuel gauge and realizes they are 
running out of gas. He cannot help but wonder what kind of vehicles 
people drive around there as long as there is no place to fill them up. 
He hardly believes there will be tanks bigger than the one he has in his 
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in the middleof nowhere brand new car, a luxurious red Mercedes he had bought attracted by its 
huge tank, the automatic transmission and the extremely comfortable 
white leather seats. The more he drove, the less convinced he became 
that they would reach their final destination. Despite his anxiety, he 
feels so sleepy that it seems he has clouds in his eyes. He needs a good 
place to rest and decides to stop by a large leafy oak tree on their right 
to take advantage of its refreshing and deep shadow. John stops the car 
engine and Mary gets a jolt. “Where are we, honey? Are we finally close 
to it?”, Mary asks him very gently, and fearfully continues as none of 
her questions are answered. “What’s going on, dear? Are we lost?”  He 
turns to her and visibly frowns before getting out of the car. A deep big 
breath is taken and he stretches his body to relieve the tiredness.  No 
more than three minutes later he opens the door for her. “Princess, he 
says, we should have already gotten there and, to make things worse, I 
regret to let you know that if we do not find a...” She cannot hear what 
he was going to say. A noisy yellow truck passes by them and his words 
are blown down. And the map she was holding was taken away by the 
strong wind.
 It is another heavy winter day in London, fifteen years later. 
Isabella is admiring her favorite painting: a picture that has been dec-
orating her bedroom wall. She lives with her parents in a two-story 
house in the suburbs of Charlton, very close to the railway station. The 
streets are narrow and the trees are white, covered by the snow. She is 
an only child who has long wavy gingery brown hair and is wearing a 
mauve woolen sweater, indigo blue jeans and long black leather boots. 
She takes after her mother Sissy in appearance: a delicate thirteen-year-
old girl who turned into a talented artist – an oil painter. She painted 
the picture herself, emotionally affected by what her mother had told 
about her grandparents’ last trip, the most adventurous they had ever 
taken. She missed her grandparents very much. Isabella grew up try-
ing to figure out what had happened on the trip. Nobody could help 
her out, neither Sissy nor Daniel, her uncle. How many times has she 
intensely observed the nice couple resting peacefully under a tree? Why 

brand new car, a luxurious red Mercedes he had bought attracted by its 

in the middleof nowhere
vera sandra arantes

99



in the middleof nowheredid her parents not know about it? Why did Mary and John avoid tell-
ing them everything about it? Were they scared or extremely happy 
to share it with somebody else?  So many questions with no answers 
at all. Despite being very creative, she cannot find a perfect ending to 
her grandparents’ mysterious journey. In front of the picture she makes 
one more attempt. Her imagination flows and her soul joins the atmo-
sphere of the painting. She finds herself completely involved by it. She 
can even hear the birds singing on that giant tree, with a tune of peace 
and a bless of joy for a perfect pair in the middle of nowhere. An at-
mosphere suddenly broken by the noise of a frantic knock on the front 
door. She walks toward the window immediately and looks out. Noth-
ing could stop her rushing down the stairs. Isabella longed for answers 
to her questions and she might get them at last. After no more than a 
few seconds she is downstairs, walks across the beautifully decorated 
front room with her arms very wide open to hug John and Mary enter-
ing the living room.
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