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I  dedicate  these  pages  first  and  foremost  to  my  children: Brigitte, Chiara and Jonathan, for being the reason of my life and for teaching me how to be a better person every day; I hope my story serves as an example of resilience and faith, I don’t expect them to be proud of me, I just hope they know the reality that I lived and what I brought in my bagga-ge of life until I reached them. As well, I hope they recognize their Brazilian roots and the northeastern culture of which I am very proud of. 

I also dedicate this to my mother Dona Nice and my sister Michelle, two important women of my life , who I love so much and both of you give my life meaning. 

I dedicate this to all women victims of sexual violence and all types of violence that a woman can suffer. I know your pain, your insecurities and all the traumas that consume you. My wish is that you can love life so much, love yourself so much, that you can look at this pain and say, I know you’re there, it’s impossible not to see you, but I decided to be happy, you can accompany me on my new journey, I know how to have control over pain, I choose happiness now. 

I  dedicate  this  to  all  the  women  who  loved  without fear, without fear of other people’s opinion, without fear of not working, who suffered for love, who believed, gave themselves up and never gave up, neither love nor there’s always a happy ending, but all love is worth living. 

Finally, I want to dedicate the most incredible woman of my life, my grandmother Mrs. Alice, (in memory) for all the moments and lessons I had with her, I will love you forever. 
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I’m  suspicious  to  write  this  preface,  because  I  can’t hide the admiration I feel for Angela -- one of those women of unspeakable strength. Daughter of the Brazilian Northeast, her first book is as potent as she is. 

Her strength is jaw-dropping, as well as that of other women that we can identify in different ways in her narrative. Girls who grow up being taught to doubt themselves, women  who  live  to  find  something  to  eat  each  day,  those who fight for their children, who need to find the strength within  themselves  to  get  back  up  after  a  trauma.  Women who need to swim in a sea of wars and uncertainties, seeking the purpose of creating a story that belongs to them. 

Angela Brodbeck Gomes was born in the city of Recife, in the state of Pernambuco, and she has lived in Zurich, Switzerland, for 27 years. This book tells the story of her life. 

She was a dreamy girl who had her childhood stolen by so many problems, in which we find different aspects of our society and culture. Her story shows us how social issues in-fluence individual trajectories and shape us as people. In her text,  Angela  recounts  her  struggle  to  survive  and  reinvent herself in a society that doesn’t care about the population in poverty, much less women. 

Against  everyone  who  seeks  to  hide  and  make  these stories invisible, here we see words told from a female per-spective, of a black woman from the Northeast who reports her fears and dreams. It’s wonderful to read this story of love, intensity, mistakes, successes and, mainly, this hard truth of the Brazilian northeast. 

Angela tells the truth of what she felt and her desires, being brave enough to live up to it. With such honesty, she got to know herself and her own truth through a tortuous path, needing to face all her own faces along the way. 

Angela’s writing germinated in her youth, more specif-ically at the NGO Casa de Passagem, in Recife, where I met her when I was young. This NGO, created by the lawyer Ana Vasconcelos to combat violence and sexual exploitation of street girls, later expanded to the outskirts of the city and started to act strongly in the communities. 

This was how Angela joined and actively participated in the Casa de Passagem, where she was welcomed, she had the  privilege  of  having  psychoanalytical  follow-up  and  developed writing and other forms of expression in various activities and courses offered to teenagers who learned to look at themselves, to know themselves and accepting themself, valuing yourself as women. There, she learned about gender, about her own body, about women’s rights. This experience, as Angela reports in her story, strengthened her to face the different  situations  she  experienced  over  the  years,  as  she was  able  to  put  her  skills  into  practice  and  bring  about  a transformation in the spaces she frequented. When she left the  NGO,  she  was  prepared  to  build  a  better  future,  and that’s what she did. 

Welcome to the story of the life of a woman, daughter of the Brazilian Northeast. 

 Recife, July 19, 2022, Carla Sarmento Diretora e produtora audiovisual em Ouriço Filmes

Angela Brodbeck, your authenticity is as high as the moon: it shines on any continent! Transparent as the waters of the sea, it does not hide the truth. It is as strong as a se-quoia and as resilient as bamboo. It seeks the positive side of life, always aims towards the sun and makes its rays warm those who approach it. It was at 00:02 on March 2, 2022 that I finished reading Daughter of the Brazilian Northeast. Not believing in chance or coincidence, it was Angela’s birthday. I confess that I did not imagine such grandeur in this Work! A magnificent book! For me, Angela is a role model. I was deeply moved by this reading and felt as if I was experiencing each scene - which was not easy! I felt everything in my skin: I smiled and cried. In a few moments, my stomach churned from the atrocities she had suffered. Silenced! Its intensity sprouts in each page, the emotion flows in the words, it is a struggle in which the reader inexorably enters the scene, willing to understand where all this is going to lead. It’s hard to stop reading! Reading Daughter of the Brazilian Northeast holds our eyes that sometimes cannot blink, in a hard story to live, but great as a life lesson. It’s a challenge! I met Angela Brodbeck through social media and our empathy was immediate. Starting with literature, the questioning about the meaning of life, the worship of the moon and the fact that we have experienced situations of depression and panic syndrome. The determination to overcome difficulties, whether in any area, musical taste, among others. Angela doesn’t get tired of helping, she wants to see others shining, and it’s hard to find people like that! She has a heart the size of the world. That’s why she achieved something so hard: forgiveness. Her goal is to move forward, looking up and will always rise, every day more. I 

think that Daughter of the Brazilian Northeast should be read by all people, especial y by those who seek inner strength and by specialists in human behavior. It is evident Angela’s power of overcoming difficult situations hard to be digested by the human mind. I know that this reading will make the reader confront many emotions, from panic to courage, atrocity to forgiveness, love to pain and all the twists that life can take. 

Deep down, it’s like taking a trip, shaping her biogra-phy within her own imagination. 

I am infinitely grateful to Angela Brodbeck for inviting me to write this foreword, which shows the grandeur of her soul. Reading Daughter of the

Brazilian Northeast made me see life with different eyes; he was strength and motivation for me, through his example of tenacity in the face of various obstacles. 

It is pain, it is amazement and it is a leap. 

A very high one! 

Enjoy, reader! 

 Eulina Ferraz - Recife/PE, Brazil

 Civil Engineer, Managing Partner of Engineering, Writer, Author of the book Palavras Soltas Cheias de Amor. 



 I am a daughter of the northeast

A long time ago, I wanted to record my story and that of my family in a book. Several narratives intertwine like railway lines, which take and bring people and emotions. It took me years deciding whether to embrace this so dignified task, which is writing a book, but I stopped several times, as emotion consumed me. And here I am, from now on, to embark together on a beautiful story of a girl, daughter of the Brazilian Northeast. 

I was born in a maternity hospital located in the Encruzilhada neighborhood, north of the capital Recife, in the state of Pernambuco. Encruzilhada brings the history of the local railway lines in her name, which connected the Great Wester trains, coming from: Recife, Beberibe and Olinda. In the region, there was a corral where cattle and pigs were un-loaded for fattening. It was a neighborhood where everything intersected: people and goods, emotions and stories. 

In 1915, the trains were replaced by Pernambuco Tram-ways electric trams. Years passed and, even so, the neighborhood has not lost its charm. 

Today, it is much visited due to the Encruzilhada Mar-17
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This neighborhood is, until today, a great commercial center. It has several banks, health clinics, laboratories, doctors’ offices, furniture and clothing stores, wholesale, snack bars, offices of the most varied activities, jewelry stores and even a free fair. 

My story in that land began on March 2, 1976, in the middle  of  Carnival.  The  pagan  festivity  takes  place  in  the days  before  Ash  Wednesday,  the  first  day  of  Lent,  where Christians  go  40  days  without  eating  meat.  The  Catholic holiday is marked on the Brazilian calendar and abstention from animal protein lasts until the arrival of Easter, when the resurrection of Christ is celebrated. 

That year, the festival coincided exactly with the day of my birth. It was a day of joy in the streets of Recife when I arrived in this world. My family lived in Olinda, one of the main cities in Pernambuco, in a neighborhood called Aguazinha. 

The place is very simple, wooded and full of slopes. There, my mother lived with her children, my grandmother and my uncles. A very poor region, where the rain flooded the streets, which together did not add up to a hundred in all. 

The Aguazinha neighborhood is one of the 34 neighborhoods in the City of Olinda, State of Pernambuco. Aguaz-18
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inha  has  94  streets,  five  slopes  and  approximately  11,671 

inhabitants, with 5,512 men and 6,159 women (data were obtained from the 2010 IBGE Censo – also known as a Brazilian Institute of Geography and Statistics). The neighborhood is divided into upper and lower parts. When there was a flood, the lower parts were submerged. Our “Correio de quarto”/

Quitinete as we call a type of house that is practically a room with  two  openings,  known  as  kitchenette,  was  on  Rua  da Mata, at the foot of two slopes. 

The city suffered from drought and water shortages. In fact, this still happens today, there is a lack of supply around three times a week. It is necessary to have a cistern in the houses, in addition to the water tank. At the time we lived there, we used to get water from a water fountain, which was a 15-minute walk away. On the way back, we still had to carry the full bucket on top of our heads. In Aguazinha, I lived until I was eleven years old. 

This  was  a  small  introduction  from  my  childhood  to contextualize the region and the family’s arduous path. You can imagine that the story of this book begins when fertiliza-tion took place in my mother’s womb, however, the common thread of all this begins well before my birth, with the narrative of my ancestors. in which the warrior Alice, my grandmother, arrived in the world. 

Oh! Don’t be surprised if I say  mãinha (mommy) and v ó 19

Daughter of the Brazilian Northeast (grandma) from now on, this is the affectionate way for people from the Northeast to call their mother and grandmother. 

I have a lot of affection and admiration for these two women who fought for me and my brothers. 
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 Alice, the warrior

Mrs. Alice Maria Gomes, my grandmother, was born on  December  31,  1931,  in  Paudalho,  Pernambuco.  The  city, whose name derives from a large and secular tree, which ex-haled an odor very similar to that of garlic, has been marked by history since the 16th century. Their lands were exploited, and the forests devastated for the cutting of the famous pau-brasil tree. 

The warrior Alice was the daughter of Manoel Costa dos Santos and Leocárdia Maria da Conceição. Her life has never  been  easy,  since  childhood.  Born  into  a  very  humble family, descendants of Indians from the interior of Pernambuco, grandmother led a difficult life, but since she was a girl, she did not lack love for life, children and grandchildren. 

She was an Umbanda practitioner out of love and faith. 

She loved making friends and helping those in need. She was honest and charitable. My grandmother never accepted money to help people spiritually, but normally she was presented with a banana palm, baskets of fruit or candles for the altar. 

In her living room, there was a table covered with a white towel  and  there  were  some  images  of  saints,  to  whom  she 21
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She also had glasses of water, some rattles, necklaces and a large wooden crucifix with a rosary. 

I also remember that there was a gourd and an Indian maraca. She took care of every detail of the table, which served  as  an  altar  with  great  affection,  faith  and  devotion. 

During prayers, my grandmother used bundles of plants in her  hands  to  ward  off  bad  feelings  and  the  evil  eye.  Sometimes she also prayed for people in our family, it was a feeling of absolute peace. Her spiritual work was famous, and people sought her out to treat the most diverse problems, these were attended to promptly and treated with herbs, prayers, medicines, honey and other alternative treatments. 

At a very young age, she met her husband, an aggressive and jealous man, with whom she had four children: Clauzilda, my mother Cleonice, Clarice (deceased in childbirth) and Cláudio. As you can see, my grandmother loved names that started with the letters “CL”,  all her children had the same initials in the name. In this story, later, my uncle Jorge, my grandmother’s adopted son, will appear, about whom I will speak later. 

A  warrior  woman,  tired  of  her  husband’s  aggressiveness, runs away from home with her three children. Decided, Alice was sure that it would not be possible to find a worse 22
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life. For many years, her partner’s alcoholism ended in physical abuse, even when she was pregnant. At the time, Clauzilda, the eldest daughter, was just a 14-year-old teenager, my mother was five and my uncle Cláudio was with only three years  old.  Mrs.  Alice  knew  the  next  few  days  wouldn’t  be easy and she would have a few more battles ahead of her as she  needed  to  feed  three  hungry  mouths  on  her  own.  The fourth mouth, hers, only if there was anything left. Even so, faced with so many difficulties, she kept her decision and left home. It was better to starve in the streets than live under the same roof as your attacker. 

With nowhere else to go with three children, Mrs.  Alice went to Olinda, a city where she might be able to work and raise her children in peace. However, when she got there, she didn’t find many alternatives. With the children already exhausted and hungry, with no destination and energy running out, she found a place to spend the night, an old and abandoned cart on Avenida Presidente Kennedy. There, she stopped to rest with her children, where she ended up settling for a few days. 

On that avenue, now an important road that connects several neighborhoods in Olinda, such as Peixinho, Aguazinha, São Benedito, Santa Casa, and others, my grandmother and her children began to beg. They had nothing to eat and needed help buying food, and she tirelessly tried to find decent work. 

23

Daughter of the Brazilian Northeast After a few days and many difficulties, another unfore-seen happens. The cart, which had served as her home all this time, was not abandoned. The owner reappeared and didn’t want to talk or explain, he threw my grandmother out with her three children. With nowhere to go again with the kids, Mrs.  Alice  entered  in  a  forest  in  the  city  and  bravely  built a cabin alone to live with her children, waiting for luck to knock on her door one day. 

The  accommodations  weren’t  the  best,  but  at  least they now had a warm, covered place to stay. After a lot of work and sweat, the cabin was ready, and the warrior rested with her children under the roof that she built herself. The next day, Alice woke up early and with renewed energy she went to the nearby Fundão neighborhood in Recife, to go to the Beberibe fair. 

However,  the  visit  was  not  a  simple  and  fun  walk. 

There was the place where my grandmother guaranteed food for the children. Together, they picked up the greens, vegetables and fruits that fell from the tents to the ground. Only then would she be able to guarantee food for those poor and innocent  children.  In  addition  to  collecting  leftovers  from the fair during the day, they also stayed at the site until dusk, when the stalls were closed and the semi-rotten vegetables and vegetables were discarded, and these were taken to supply the hut for a few days. 

24
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It wasn’t an easy life, but Alice could see the calm, fear-less eyes of her children. That was priceless. Sweeping the beans,  vegetables  and  greens  that  had  fallen  to  the  ground became a normal situation for these children, who had not known a better life. The day consisted of the incessant search for food, whether picking up leftovers at the fair or begging for money at the traffic light. When night fell, it was time to go to the cabin to have the last meal of the day and rest. The next day, the fight continued and so did the search for a little dignity. 

On one of these visits to the fair, on her way back to the  cabin  the  teenager  Clauzilda  was  chased  by  a  malevo-lent man. Mrs. Alice noticed and ran with her children. Panic set in and everyone started to run. My mother, Nice - as we affectionately call her - lost her balance and tripped over her brother Cláudio. As a small child, terrified, she injured herself in the wild plants of the region and in the wooden branches scattered along the path. 

It was scare after scare. Sadness and hunger. But one thing grandma had to spare, affection and love to take care of the children. Every day was alike, they always relied on the generosity of people passing by the humble family. Life on the street is unexpected, all the worst things can happen, but you also find solidarity where you least expect it. 

This  was  how  Antônio  Alberto  Gomes,  nicknamed 25
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“Caçula”, appeared. A simple man, who lived on the streets drinking  to  keep  sadness  and  loneliness  away  from  him. 

From an unexpected encounter to living with grandma Alice, a new family was formed.  When opportunity knocks, he got a job. Mrs. Alice made friends and started to resell shoes and paintings. 

Antônio Gomes and my grandmother got married and he registered them all with his last name, because the other 

“father”,  in  addition  to  mistreating  the  family,  had  not  assumed paternity. Gomes is an important last name for us as well as his descendants. This name perpetuates in the family until today. 

With  the  impression  of  having  a  more  peaceful  life with the children in a dignified room, my grandmother noticed that fate was gradually improving. But even so, it was never easy. Caçula had serious problems with alcohol, drank a lot and did not stop at any job. Many times, he disappeared for months, when he decided to return, he was completely drunk. To be able to pay the bills at the end of the month and the rent of the room, my grandmother worked come rain or shine, selling pictures and shoes from door to door. 

Visits to the hospital became constant in Mrs. Alice’s life, due to severe pain in her spleen. Between one hospitalization and another, she had to operate, and only after this procedure,  she  was  able  to  return  to  work.  Non-stop,  no 26
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matter what happens, grandma went out in search of money to buy food and pay for housing. Thus, she worked until the last day of her life. 

In the meantime, Caçula much younger than my grandmother, is enchanted by another woman and leaves for good. 

When  I  was  born,  she  was  already  alone.  My  memory  of Caçula is when he visited my mother, and sat down to talk, eat something and drink coffee. This remains in my memory to this day. Even so, I feel gratitude for him, a man without children of his blood, to take my grandmother’s and give his last name. 
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 Alice and her spirituality

As  I  told  you,  my  grandmother  practiced  Umbanda, an Afro-Brazilian monotheistic religion that appeared in the 20th century, precisely in 1908, founded by Zélio Fernand-inho de Moraes. It is based on three fundamental concepts: Light,  Charity  and  Love.  The  word  “Umbanda”  belongs  to the Kimbundu vocabulary, from Angola, and means “the art of healing”, information found on the website:  brainly.com.br.  

In Umbanda, its beliefs mix elements of Candomblé, Spirit-ism and Catholicism. 

Therefore,  for  many  scholars,  Umbanda  would  be  a kind of candomblé without animal sacrifices, something that would  be  more  accepted  by  the  white  and  urban  population of the time. It even picked up concepts from Kardecism, which was coming to the country, such as “evolution” and 

“reincarnation.” It also has Jesus as a spiritual reference, and it is possible to find his image in a prominent place on the altars of houses or Umbanda lands. 

Mrs. Alice liked to help people with prayers and olive leaves,  in  addition  to  rituals.  She  believed  in  the  spiritual world and that to live well she would have to practice charity 29
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She devoted herself to spirituality for many years of her life. She was so beloved in the region and had many friendships. 

Every year, my grandmother visited the procession of the  church  of  Nossa  Senhora  da  Conceição,  in  Recife,  and the church of São Severino dos Ramos, in Paudalho-PE. She walked through the alleys full of faithful who wanted to enter the chapel, pay their promises and light a candle at the feet of Our Lady. 

She  made  promises  and  paid  them  well.  My  mother also  made  promises,  some  for  her  to  pay  and  some  for  me to pay. Once, my mother made a promise and I had to go to church to pay. Today, all this is just sweet memories from a distant past. 

In  1983,  at  the  age  of  52,  Mrs.  Alice,  my  dear  grandmother,  passed  away,  leaving  nothing  but  nostalgia  and memories. I was seven years old at the time and it was painful. 
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 Nice and the sailor

Nice, my mother, was also born in Paudalho, in Recife. 

Her childhood and adolescence, like my grandmother’s, were very  difficult.  She  was  a  girl,  when  she  became  estranged from  her  biological  father,  and  she  hardly  remembers  him. 

Mommy had to eat leftover food from the fair, sleep under a cart and then move to a cabin in the woods. She was a child who had no toys and few clothes. 

As a young girl, she started working in a family’s house, because with her mother sick and constantly hospitalized, it was the best solution, and she would also be safe. My grandmother asked the boss not to let my mother go out alone or with colleagues, she was afraid that something would happen to her. 

In the first job, she stayed for two years, then moved on to another family’s house. Her salary was a plate of food and a bed. To make his meals, he had to wait for everyone else to eat first. And it wasn’t the same food, for her, as a maid, different food was served. She could only sit in the corner of the kitchen and only when she finished all the housework. 

As she didn’t go out for a walk or even return to her mother’s 31
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This house was in the city of Recife, close to the Naval Command of the Navy. Every day in the morning, my mother would sweep the yard, as well as the driveway of the house. 

That time coincided exactly with the departure of the sailors. Due to her beauty and the enchantment of being 15 years old, she attracted the attention of all the soldiers who passed through there. 

On  a  sunny  morning,  civil  administration  technician and  Navy  officer,  Joaquim  (fictitious  name),  a  much  older, experienced, seductive and charming man, approached Nice and,  with  his  captivating  stories  that  only  a  gallant  lover from the Northeast could tell, he conquered her heart. 

Joaquim used to say that my mother was very pretty and charming. In love, he started to go out every day at the same time to see her. Without worrying about Nice’s young age, he began to approach her more and more, each day with new compliments that softened the dreamy girl’s heart. 

Between praises and quick conversations, my mother began to delude herself and trust Joaquim, she felt attracted to him and every day she went out to sweep the sidewalk always at the same time to find him. For her, a simple and humble girl who never had a boyfriend, that man was a prince charming, and she believed in each of his words. On a certain 32
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day, he talked to my mother’s boss and my grandmother to ask to date her, only after that they could go out together. 

My mother was delighted, he took her for a ride in the car, to eat in restaurants and even presented her with clothes and other things that she never had in her life. For her, that was love. Her naivety fascinated Joaquim, who wanted her more every day and desired to sleep with her. 

A well-groomed, strong, and handsome man, he looked younger than the fifty years of life he truly had. My mother, little by little, fell in love with him, believing that he loved her too. He even visited Mrs. Alice, my grandmother, in the hospital,  to  ask  my  mother  to  date  him.  For  her,  it  was  a dream come true. 

The same month my grandmother got out of the hospital; my mother turned 17. Joaquim, then, presented her with a trip to the beach. It was the first time Nice had gone to see the sea. And, amid the promises of love, my mother surren-dered that night to the man’s charms. 

An  inexperienced,  naive  and  passionate  girl,  Nice thought she was living a real love. She didn’t even know what a sexual relationship was like. My mother had no education and, therefore, she did not know the consequences of an un-protected relationship, she had no idea that she could have become pregnant. And that’s how she got pregnant with me, 33

Daughter of the Brazilian Northeast and on a march night I was born, precisely on March 2, 1976. 

My  father  was  a  Civil  Administration  Technician  in the Navy, a man who traveled throughout Brazil. 

Son  of  the  last  lighthouse  keeper  at  Atol  das  Rocas, where he lived for years with his family, Joaquim had impreg-nated a 17-year-old girl. His name here in the book is fictitious, as he never assumed paternity, he was married for the second time. By his first marriage, he had six children, and by his second, five more. When he found his daughters on the streets of the city, he would tell Nice that they were nieces. 

My mother was always a warrior. She raised the children and never lived with our parents. Alexandre and I are the  children  of  Joaquim,  and  Michele  and  Roberto  are  the fruits  of  a  relationship  with  Israel.  Years  later,  Dona  Nice was already alone when she met Gilberto, with whom she also had a serious relationship. He was an extremely generous and polite person, which I admire a lot. 

My  father,  the  Navy  officer,  Joaquim,  retired  and worked for a period in municipal bodies, he brought national attractions to the local community. A respected man, he loved to read, write poetry, play the guitar, watch football and socially drink a beer. He was very dear to his friends and died in 2002 at the age of 82. 
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 My uncle’s journey 

Time  followed  its  course;  Mrs.  Alice’s  children  grew up and became adults. Each one of them would follow their own  way,  but  the  family  would  continue  to  be  marked  by suffering. Stories that are constantly repeated in the North and Northeast of Brazil, where poverty prevails, and people survive without support. 

My aunt Clauzilda, much older than her brothers, soon organized  her  life.  She  entered  a  serious  relationship  with Ivanildo  Apolinário  de  Santana  and  had  six  children,  four girls and two boys: Ivanise, Yara, Givanildo, Alice, Ivanildo and  Iraquitan.  However,  the  pain  was  not  left  behind  and it returned to happen. Four children were born with health problems, three of them had heart problems and passed away before completing one year of life. The last to die was Alice, who was called Alicinha, aged five with Hydrocephalus. 

Her strength rested on her two children who were still alive, my cousins Ivanildo and Iraquitan. Ivanildo (Nido as we affectionately call him) and I were like brothers. We were also united by my aunt’s milk, who breastfed me for a long time, because my mother got sick and couldn’t breastfeed. 

35

Daughter of the Brazilian Northeast At  the  age  of  eighteen,  my  first  cousin  became  the father  of  the  beautiful  Wanessa  and  Thalita,  from  the  second  relationship  he  had  two  more  children:  Emanuel  and Ezequiel. The family continued to grow. From an extramarital  relationship,  Igor  Gabriel  was  born.  Ivanildo  was  once an evangelical and today he is an Umbanda member and is married to Juliana, mother of his youngest daughter Carmen, he is the only one who follows the traditions of our grandmother Alice. 

Iraquitan, affectionately known as Kitan, is also a beloved cousin. His first daughter is Tainah, he married Miriam Santana, with whom he had two more daughters: Ana Vitória and Beatriz. After 10 years, they separated, and today he is married to Joselita (Lita), both share the evangelical faith. 

My  aunt  Clauzilda  separated  from  her  partner  when the children were still children. Sometime later, she married Wilson and they decided to adopt a girl, Patrícia, my cousin and  childhood  friend,  who  is  so  companion,  sweet  and  affectionate. As an adult, she also converted to the evangelical faith. She got married and has two children from that marriage: Miguel and Brenda. Today, he maintains a happy family. 

Wilson, my aunt’s husband, had several health problems, such as his stomach and heart. At age 43 he couldn’t resist and died from organ failure. As a young man and al-36
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ready married to my aunt, he caught the rat disease, lepto-spirosis, while working at an urban cleaning company as a street sweeper. 

Wilson  was  hospitalized  for  almost  a  month,  after which his health was never the same. He was a good person, his body type was dark, tall and thin. To top it off, he also suffered  from  psychiatric  problems.  He  was  once  hospitalized in a hospital specialized in psychological illnesses, with deep depression. Despite all the difficulties and health problems, my uncle had a passion for his daughter Patricia. It was very sad when he left. 

This  period  of  my  aunt’s  life  was  not  easy,  she  went through  many  difficulties  while  Mr.  Wilson  was  sick.  On weekends, I spent at her house with my cousins, I loved it when we went out to fish in the river. We did everything to survive honestly and stay on the right path. 

Aunt Clauzilda is currently 72 years old and still lives in Olinda, in the state of Pernambuco. Uncle Cláudio started working at a very young age as a bricklayer to help around the house. As an adult, he suffered from the loss of his son and ended up giving in to drinking, becoming an alcoholic. 

He  suffered  several  accidents  while  he  was  drunk.  One  of them, very serious, which resulted in a “cranial crack”. This incident brought him and his family even more pain, causing severe brain damage that, at times, left him with the mind of 37

Daughter of the Brazilian Northeast a child. Today, at the age of 61, he suffers from schizophre-nia and a sense of being persecuted. At the age of 36, he was drunk  and  over  time  converted  to  the  evangelical  church, which he attends until today. He lives on the island of Fernando  de  Noronha  working  as  a  street  sweeper  awaiting his retirement. Do you remember the adoptive uncle Jorge, whom I mentioned earlier? So now I will tell his story. My grandmother loved to participate in the processions at Nossa Senhora da Conceição Church, in the city of Recife. 

On December 8, 1969, a disheveled and panicked woman appeared in front of her, her face was one of pure fear. In her arms, she was carrying a seven-month-old child, wrapped in a blanket, and holding another child by the hand. 

This  stranger  asked  my  grandmother  to  take  that baby,  otherwise  her  husband  would  kill  them  both.  The woman carried marks of aggression all over her body. So, just as she appeared, suddenly she also disappeared. She placed the child in Mrs. Alice’s lap and left. My grandmother saw the  woman  entering  a  house  that  looked  abandoned  from afar, she ran after her, but the woman left and disappeared into  the  crowd.  In  this  way,  another  son  was  born  for  my grandmother and Alberto, my grandfather of consideration. 

When he was young, he liked my father very much and wanted to be a sailor just like him. Thus, my adoptive uncle asked for help to join the Navy and thus, pursue a career. 
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In the Navy, he learned the profession of cook. At the time, Jorge went to live in our house, with my brothers, my mother, and I. 

Until today , my uncle works as a cook and lives in the city of São Paulo. 
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 My dear brothers 

As I mentioned earlier, Alexandre and I are the sons of Joaquim, the man who enchanted my mother. Alexandre is a quiet and reserved guy. He likes to drink a beer to relax. Honest, hardworking and few friends, but faithful to all of them. 

He  never  interested  knowing  about  our  father,  my  mother never  had  much  contact  with  him  either.  She  preferred  to walk away because she did not agree with the course of history. Her anger was always because Joaquim had not taken us  on  or  helped  his  children,  even  seeing  the  situation  we were living in. 

Alexandre is a dear brother; we have a great relationship. When I talk about my brother, I usually joke that we came from the same “umbilical cord”. Today, he is 42 years old. He didn’t get married, but he had the Thomas Roberto of a brief relationship. He also lives on the island of Fernando de Noronha. 

My  brother  Roberto  is  our  dear  little  Galician,  with blue eyes that sometimes turn green. He was always a kind and polite child, he got to be naive many times. People always praised his beautiful eyes. He converted to the evangel-41
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Michelle  has  always  been  our  baby,  a  reason  for  joy since birth. She always had a strong character and was very mischievous. She is a very fair-skinned girl, like her father, but without the same light eyes, hers are dark and small. She was the first in her maternal family to convert to the evangelical church at the age of thirteen. She graduated in Nurs-ing. She married Adaílton, with whom she had two beautiful daughters: Letícia and Lorena. She is now an excellent mother at 37 years old. 
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 When I arrived in the world 

During  the  1976  carnival,  in  downtown  Recife,  my mother began to feel contractions and went to the maternity ward.  There,  I  was  born  very  hairy,  with  beautiful  strands as black as the darkness of the night, as my mother says. My father  picked  us  up  at  the  maternity  ward  and  took  us  to grandma’s house. 

After  a  few  days  of  my  birth,  she  became  very  sick without strength and her health was shaken, she was unable to breastfeed me. Luckily, Aunt Clauzilda still had milk, because her one-year-old son Ivanildo was still breastfeeding. 

She produced so much milk that she met my need and my cousin’s. Aunt Clauzilda was very good to us, and she always showed a lot of goodwill. When my mother got better, she was happy to breastfeed me again, but she wasn’t producing much milk anymore. 

My  father  was  the  one  who  chose  my  name,  Ângela, even though he didn’t put his last name on my birth certificate. He used to say that the name “Rosângela”, chosen by my mother, was ugly. He joked that this name was neither Rosa nor Ângela. And so, I was registered. 
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Daughter of the Brazilian Northeast After  my  birth,  Joaquim  visited  us  less  and  less.  One day he came to our house and proposed that she put me up for adoption. He said it would be better for me. How could he  be  sure  of  that?  My  father  knew  a  family  with  good  financial conditions that could provide me with a good school, medical  care  and  everything  I  needed.  My  mom  obviously didn’t accept it, she said:

“She will grow by my side, in poverty with me, because I gave birth and I stayed nine months with her in my belly, I will not donate my daughter”. 

My  father  disappeared,  and  when  he  reappeared,  he told my mother to go to the Navy office to get money to buy milk. Several times I went with my mother, on her lap, to get the amount offered by him, however, we waited for hours to be seen, even making an appointment to meet him. 

Sometimes  he  said  he  didn’t  have  the  money,  which made my mother very upset. Once, because of these attitudes, my mother knocked things off his desk and said that she no longer wanted to hear about his little and minimal help, but time  passed,  and  he  returned  with  the  same  conversation. 

Joaquim always managed to convince her to stay. 
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 A walk through childhood

I have many good memories of my first years of life of sacred childhood: the school, the little church that marked my life and the games with my cousins and friends. The good thing about being a child is the power to see the good things that happen no matter how small they seem. 

It was a delightful time. My cousins lived close to the house where I lived with my grandmother. It was a constant exchange,  I  loved  staying  with my grandmother  and  keeping her company. I can never forget the moments when I felt weak and my grandmother would pick some branches of a plant, whose name I don’t remember exactly, and she would pray to me to remove the evil eye. It slammed its branches against my shoulder, my forehead, and even my chest. I remember her saying that it would all pass soon. And it passed, it  always  passed.  I  thought  it  was  funny  and  at  the  time  I didn’t understand what the evil eye was, but I trusted what she told me, because her belief was very strong. 

Despite the good times, some unexpected problems always occurred. At the age of two, a huge abscess appeared on my left cheek. 
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Daughter of the Brazilian Northeast It was scary, everyone was terrified, to the point that my mother warned my father. With that, they took me to the hospital and, despite not being anything malignant, I needed an operation, so it was done. When I was discharged, my father carried me to his car and placed me on my mother’s lap. 

At that same time, two months after my birthday, my mother  would  give  birth  to  my  brother  Alexandre.  When he was born, things were still very difficult, but luckily my mother had milk to breastfeed him. It felt like a magical moment,  although  then  my  dad,  who  was  so  close  to  us,  was gone again. This time, the decision was final, my parents’ relationship was over. In 1978, I was baptized, and I still have this photograph that was the first photo of my life. 

I  remember  when  I  was  three  years  old,  my  father would take me to his house to visit his wife and other children. I had the opportunity to meet all my brothers on my father’s side. The brothers from his first marriage were adults at the time. He separated  from the wife he married civilly. 

With  the  second  woman  he  did  not  formalize  the  union, but he maintained a serious relationship. I liked visiting my brothers, but my mother did not She said he arrived with a can of milk, took me for a walk and then disappeared for a long time, that wasn’t fair to her and her children. 

I spent many happy moments playing with my cousins. When my aunt Clauzilda moved from our neighborhood 46
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with  her  family,  that’s  when  our  walks  began.  It  was  very interesting, because she went to live in the Santa Casa neighborhood, in Olinda, about 30 km from our house. I remember they built a mud house on a slope. In that place, Aunt Clauzilda  and  Uncle  Wilson  adopted  my  cousin  Patrícia. 

We were very close and mischievous children. My cousins and I always played together. We ran, jumped and climbed trees. We were up to something every day. 

At the age of four, on Rua da Mata, it was there that I remember having a happy childhood. Mommy went to work cleaning and serving coffee and snacks to the employees at Bradesco Bank. My grandmother, with her friends, had managed to get this job for her and was still taking care of her grandchildren.  I  remember  that  there  was  a  neighbor  who constantly  listened  to  a  song  by  Alceu  Valença,  Morena Tropicana. Despite being a beautiful song, it made me sad, because I saw my friends with their mothers and I missing my  mother,  who  left  the  house  around  noon  to  work  and only returned at night. 

Sometime later, my grandmother also moved to Porta Larga, an area close to the airport in Recife. It was very different; the house was close to the runway. It was there that I first saw an airplane. When the plane took off, we could see it go by, the tires being collected going into the plane and the ground shaking. For me, a child, it was scary and curious at the same time. I loved visiting her. My mommy, one day, took 47
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At  the  same  time  of  changes  and  visits  to  relatives, my  sister  Michelle  was  born,  my  grandmother  and  I  went to  visit  them  in  the  maternity  ward.  When  we  arrived  at the reception, the security guard did not let me go with my grandmother to the room where they were. She even tried to convince him, but there was no way, my entrance was not allowed. So, I sat in a chair holding her bag of documents. I remember that she emphasized the request for me not to let go at all. She even told me not to talk to anyone and, if anyone tried to approach me, to call security. I panicked; I was terrified of being alone. But my grandmother continued with the hospital visit. 

I  stayed  there  for  20  minutes,  waiting  for  my  grandmother,  but  it  seemed  like  hours.  When  my  grandmother returned, I looked at her and started to cry, I was already terrified, and I still hadn’t seen my mother. When we left the hospital, my mother, who was in a room near the exit, saw me and called out to me. She climbed up on a chair and showed me my sister. From where I was, I could just see Michelle’s little black hair. I was very happy to see them together there. 

I promptly said that I missed you a lot and my mother told me: 
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 “I’ll be home with you soon.” Be obedient to your grandma! 

Mr. Israel was happy to be a girl. Enthusiastic, he came to  tell  us  that  our  mother  had  arrived  from  the  maternity ward,  we  all  left  euphoric  to  see  them.  When  we  saw  our little sister at home for the first time, she was breastfeeding peacefully. She was very white and sweet; she had small eyes like those of Israel. I felt very happy next to that little baby. 

I liked to see my mother taking care of her with so much affection. With me it was no different, I felt pleasure in being with her, I never felt jealous. She had beautiful clothes: cro-cheted cardigans, panties with frills and there were still the bows that my mother used to put in her hair. She looked like a doll. 

In our tiny bedroom, we arranged everything just right to fit Michelle’s crib. Everything was beautiful. We admired all  her  movements  and  learnings.  We  loved  watching  her grow.  Watching  Israel’s  dedication  to  her  was  fascinating. 

Sometimes, I had the feeling that he was my father. I really believed that story, I think I wish he was. Many times, I really wished he was. Later, Israel left, but he showed up to help financially, he always brought food to our house. 

At the same time, my father didn’t come to see us anymore and I, still very young, ended up forgetting about him for a while. 
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Daughter of the Brazilian Northeast My mother was a very suffering person, she was severe and stressed. I remember seeing her sad several times. We were naughty kids, and because she was always nervous, I started to be spanked from an early age. She demanded responsibility from me from my earliest childhood. When she left  for  work,  my  brothers  and  I  were  very  scared.  She  always put someone to watch us and made it clear that if she needed to, she could knock. The fear accompanied us even at bedtime, since Roberto and I would wet the bed. We didn’t want to get caught anymore. 

As I mentioned earlier, on several occasions, I went out with my grandmother to sell paintings. She liked it when I went,  because  people  liked  to  buy  the  painting  that  I  said was my favorite, people couldn’t resist the charm of a child. 

These pieces brought the figure of Jesus and saints. I used to say it was my favorite to help grandma sell it, but deep down, I didn’t like that picture of Jesus with his hands pierced and his heart hurt, it made me feel bad to look at it. For me, it was the worst picture, and I really didn’t understand why people preferred a pain picture so much. 

The paintings I really liked were the landscape ones. 

There were beautiful fields, farms and waterfalls. There was also another very beautiful one from Santa Luzia, beautiful with such a sweet look. I kept admiring them and my desire was to enter those landscapes. 
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Another memory that sticks in my mind is the Umbanda center. There, she received entities and I would sit still and just watch. Sometimes she was sweet, suddenly changed to  an  angry  look,  swirled  her  skirt  and  danced  nonstop.  It was  strange,  I  didn’t  understand  everything  that  was  happening. 

The  funniest  thing,  remembering  today,  was  when  I felt like going to the bathroom. She would run towards my grandmother, pull her skirt and say that she wanted to pee. 

Strange that she looked at me and didn’t recognize me, but a good person always appeared and took me by the arm and took me to the bathroom. Over time, I began to understand and respect her belief. 

During  childhood,  I  respectfully  attended  my  grandmother’s various rituals, followed everything she had taught me. Sometimes the entities spoke to me and even hugged me. 

Other times, they put honey in my mouth or a mashed banana on the ground, on top of the banana leaf. I liked it and never turned it down. 

Once, we went to make an offering in the sea. Grandma took a little boat with sails and some utensils to say goodbye  to  the  sea,  she  said  that  good-bye  was  bad.  She  asked me to kiss the little boat and told me: “The goddess of the sea is your mother, that’s why you like the water so much”. 

What I really wanted was to keep the goddess’ boat, but my 51
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One day, walking down the street, we heard someone shout:

 “Macumbeiros, you are going to hell”. 

I  didn’t  understand  anything  and  at  the  same  time  I wanted to know what hell was. My grandmother explained that this was the lack of respect some people have for others. She always stressed the importance of respect and that no matter how much we disliked something or an attitude, we  shouldn’t  criticize  or  offend.  Just  respect.  She  told  me that “when we respect, we will also be respected”, but if that didn’t happen, we should keep our respectful attitude. She was wise. 

Our life was difficult, but the beans at grandma’s house were never lacking. She put some weeds, which I don’t know what it was, but which gave a wonderful flavor. I liked to eat her food: beans, rice and flour. My dear grandmother would put our lunch on a single plate, and the two of us would sit in the doorway to eat.   At that moment, I was so happy! She would mix the food and make dumplings with her hand, put one in my mouth and the other in hers. We didn’t eat with cutlery; it was always with our hands. It was all so tasty, just 52
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remembering it makes your mouth water! (Laughs!). It didn’t even have to have meat, the beans mixed with the rest of the food,  kneaded  in  grandma’s  hand,  were  wonderful.  Sometimes it had dried meat, then yes, it was unbeatable! 

OEBPS/index-2_1.png





OEBPS/index-45_1.png





OEBPS/index-31_1.png





OEBPS/index-3_1.png
THE DAUGHTER OF

NORTHCASTERN BRAZLL

ANGELA BRODBECK





OEBPS/index-17_1.png





OEBPS/index-21_1.png





OEBPS/index-43_1.png





OEBPS/index-1_1.png
THE DAUGHTER OF

NORTHCASTERN BRAZLL

ANGELA BRODBECK





OEBPS/index-35_1.png





OEBPS/index-41_1.png





OEBPS/index-29_1.png





OEBPS/index-4_1.png
Dados Internacionais de Catalogagdo na Publicagdo (CIP)
(Camara Brasileira do Livro, SP, Brasil)

Brodbéck, Angela

Daughter of the Brazilian Northeast / Angela
Brodbéck. -- 1. ed. -- Cerqueira César, SP
FILOS - Projetando Pensamentos, 2023.

ISBN 978-65-5391-171-0

1. Brodbéck, Angela 2. Experiéncias - Relatos
3. Narrativas pessoais 4. Mulheres - Biografia
5. Relatos pessoais 6. Superacgdo - Histoérias de

vida I. Titulo.

23-153602 CDD-920.72

indices para catalogo sistematico:
1. Mulheres : Histéria de vida : Biografia 920.72

Aline Graziele Benitez - Bibliotecadria - CRB-1/3129






