CHAPTER 1
June Winds

June 27, 1992

The cold June wind stung her face.

She slowed down and stopped on the sidewalk. She felt the
need to remember that exact moment. Whether it was instinct or
intuition, it didn’t mattet.

A clock high up on a building read 7:46 p.m. Still, she fixed it
in her mind: 7:40.

The clock, with no seconds, gave the impression that time
had frozen. What if time really could? That would have been the
perfect moment for time to stop.

But then the clock shifted to 7:47, and Mariana left those silly
thoughts behind on the sidewalk. She started walking again,
tucking her cold hands into the pockets of her coat, smiling at the
foolish things we think.

It was still early for a Saturday night, but downtown Sao
Paulo’s nocturnal cast was already gathering in the bars,
restaurants, and theaters nearby.

He was walking just behind her and quickened his pace until
he grabbed her by the arm and stopped in front of her.

“We know each other, don’t we?”

That accusatory tone of Edu’s. His fixed, penetrating gaze
was hard to endure.

Mariana had no answer. What could she say? Of course they
knew each other, but she had always known that. She felt the



pressure on her arm, but what truly hurt was the pounding of her
heart and the fact that she couldn’t tell him.

She smiled, lowering her gaze, and he let go of her arm.
Mariana adjusted her shoulder bag and slipped her hands back
into her pockets.

“Why? Do you think you know me?”

He burst into loud laughter, and they kept walking;

Edu went from one emotion to another in seconds. Intense,
dramatic, contagious when excited. Cold in moments of anger.
There was no middle ground. His words echoed through
Consolacio Street.

“I don’t know. Maybe it’s from hearing you say, We know each
other, Edu, so many times. Remember?”

She laughed, surprised that he still remembered after all those
years.

Edu checked his watch.

“Still got half an hour. Café Mona Lisa to end the night? I left
the car nearby.”

She quickly agreed, even though they had to retrace part of
their steps. At 7:46 p.m., she would have refused. She would have
preferred to stay there and lay everything out at once. But now, a
few minutes older, she was mature enough to agree to a coffee to
end the night. Edu, incandescent, spent the rest of the walk
analyzing the film they had seen that afternoon.

They walked another four blocks, and the growing noise and
smell of coffee announced the proximity of Café Mona Lisa.

The three tables on the sidewalk were occupied, but they were
already used to their usual table in the back.

They walked into the café, and she felt everyone was looking
at them. She always felt that way. Edu wasn’t handsome, or tall, or
famous, nor did he have any striking features.



Or maybe he did. His nose. Exaggerated, disharmonious,
outrageous like Edu himself, it gave his face a French air. With his
thick, messy black hair, he looked like an old French movie star
with an impossibly prominent nose. He looked older than
thirty-four.

But Mariana was the opposite: voluminous brown curls and
an almost naive expression. She looked younger than nineteen.

The loud, charismatic French leading man and the silent-film
virgin. They remained apart from everyone else, focused on each
other, with the excitement of a first date and the intimacy of
people who had known each other forever.

Ivone, the owner of the café, brought over two coffees before
they even had to ask. He grew animated again.

“You should’ve ordered tea.”

“Go easy on me, Mari. I'm nervous.”

“Yeah... now the scientist is the guinea pig.”

“You're laughing because you’ve only been in this research for
a year. But for me, it’s already been two. Two years! There have
been so many regressions, I feel like I’'ve heard everything by now.
Even so, it still leaves me with a...”

“Fear?”

He didn’t want to admit it, but yes, it was frightening, He
answered with a laugh. A loud one. But no one noticed. At one of
the tables, a chorus of “Happy Birthday” began, and nothing else
could be heard anymore. He even joined in the clapping. But he
kept going.

“I'm not afraid of regression. It’s more like... apprehension.
You'll see when it’s your turn, Mari.”

Too late.

The four people involved in the research had agreed not to
undergo a past-life regression until the end of the first phase. It
was their way of maintaining objectivity. Mariana had broken the



agreement with Tomas, who had secretly conducted her regression
months earlier.

Edu finished his coffee and checked his watch.

“Mari, I'm sorry, but we have to go.”

He motioned for Ivone to bring the bill, but she responded
with the familiar “you can get me next time” gesture.

On their way out, he impulsively offered her his arm, reviving
forgotten gallantries.

They walked the next blocks arm in arm, unhurried, like an
old couple.

“I like you in that black coat. It’s kind of classic. You know
what you look like? A film noir leading man.”

He liked the image.

“Really? I like this coat too. I bought it at a thrift store.”

“You're going to look amazing at that... what is it again? I
forgot.”

“A philosophy reunion. People I graduated with back in ’81.”

In 19812 Mariana felt uncomfortable. She didn’t like talking
about dates and years. She didn’t want Edu doing the math,
remembering the fifteen years between them.

“Where did you leave your car?”

“On the next block. You can already see it from here.”

They reached Edu’s Santana, parked on a quieter side street,
where the shops had already closed for the night.

“Want a rider”

“I already told you, you don’t have to. The subway’s close by.
I'll be home in thirty minutes.”

He didn’t insist. And there, beside the car, they stayed. No
one said goodbye. He could say something but didn’t. He could
leave but didn’t. Neither did she. Cold June night. Old overcoat.
Edu so close... She could smell coffee, cigarettes, and thrift stores
when he asked:



“So... Monday?”

“Monday.”

“I’ll be in meetings all day. I’ll probably finish late in the
afternoon, around six-thirty or so. But I'll call you to tell you how
it went and... we’ll figure out what to do.”

He got into the car but soon rolled down the window and
called her back.

“But here’s the thing, Mariana. Paolo’s going to conduct my
regression tomorrow night. Depending on what kind of trouble
you got me into in other lives...”

“And who says we even knew each other in past lives?”

He laughed with feigned irritation.

“It’s pretty obvious! You’re my karmal! Probably in all lives!”

The sound of the engine starting almost drowned out the
“probably,” but Edu was louder. She waited until the car
disappeared, with a smile she couldn’t shake off. Was she happy?
Probably!

The cold felt harsher now. She walked slowly until she
reached the station, warmer and more welcoming, filled with the
loud, animated flow of Saturday night coming and going. But she
didn’t want to go in. No, she couldn’t. She was too restless to
stand still inside a subway car. She wanted to tell everyone, stop
strangers on the street, and tell them to release some of that
emotion that no longer fit inside her.

In all my lives! Years earlier, it would have been impossible to
imagine the skeptical Edu saying something like that. But
everything else had seemed impossible too.

And then came that overwhelming feeling, a desperate desire
to tell herself, nine years earlier:

“It’s going to be exactly the way you imagined.”
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