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SYNOPSIS




Luís Soares, an ambitious and gallant young man, lives between the pursuit of social status and the charms of love, but his lack of scruples leads him to betray friends and commitments. As his web of lies crumbles, he faces the consequences of his choices, culminating in a bitter personal decline. 
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Notice




This text is a work in the public domain and reflects the norms, values and perspectives of its time. Some readers may find parts of this content offensive or disturbing, given evolving social norms and our collective understanding of issues of equality, human rights and mutual respect. We ask readers to approach this material with an understanding of the historical era in which it was written, recognizing that it may contain language, ideas or descriptions that are incompatible with today's ethical and moral standards.




Foreign language names will be preserved in their original form, without translation.
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To

exchange day for night, said Luís Soares, is to restore the empire of nature by

correcting the work of society. The heat of the sun is telling men to rest and

sleep, while the relative coolness of the night is the true season in which to

live. Free in all my actions, I don't want to subject myself to the absurd law

that society imposes on me: I'll watch at night, I'll sleep during the day.




Unlike

many ministries, Soares carried out this program with a scrupulousness worthy

of a great conscience. For him, dawn was twilight, twilight was dawn. He slept

twelve consecutive hours during the day, from six in the morning to six in the

evening. He ate lunch at seven and dinner at two in the morning. He didn't have

supper. His supper was limited to a cup of chocolate that the servant gave him

at five o'clock in the morning when he entered the house. Soares swallowed the

chocolate, smoked two cigars, made a few puns with the servant, read a page of

some novel, and went to bed.




He

didn't read newspapers. He thought a newspaper was the most useless thing in

the world, after the Chamber of Deputies, the works of poets and masses. This

is not to say that Soares was an atheist when it came to religion, politics and

poetry. No. Soares was simply indifferent. He looked at all the great things

with the same face as an ugly woman. He could become a great pervert; until

then he was just a great uselessness.




Thanks

to the good fortune left to him by his father, Soares was able to enjoy the

life he led, shirking all kinds of work and giving himself over only to the

instincts of his nature and the whims of his heart. Heart is perhaps too much.

It was doubtful that Soares had one. He said so himself. When a lady asked him

to love her, Soares would reply:




“My

dear little one, I was born with the great advantage of not having anything

inside my chest or head. What you call judgment and feeling are real mysteries

to me. I don't understand them because I don't feel them.”




Soares

added that fortune had supplanted nature by pouring a good sum of contos de

réis into the cradle where he was born. But he forgot that fortune, although

generous, is demanding and wants some effort from its godchildren. Fortune is

not Danaid. When it sees that a vat has run out of water, it will take its

pitchers elsewhere. Soares didn't think about this. He thought his possessions

were reborn like the heads of the ancient hydra. He spent wildly, and the

contos de réis, which had been so hard for his father to accumulate, slipped

out of his hands like birds eager to enjoy the open air.




So

he found himself poor when he least expected it. One morning, at the time of

the Angelus, Soares' eyes saw the fateful words of the Babylonian feast written

on them. It was a letter that the servant had given him saying that Soares'

banker had left it at midnight. The servant spoke as his master lived: he

called midnight at noon.




"I've

already told you, "replied Soares, "that I only receive letters from

my friends, or else..."




"From

some girl, I know. That's why I haven't given him the letters the banker has

been bringing for a month. Today, however, the man said it was essential that I

give you this one."




Soares

sat down on the bed and asked the half-joyful, half-angry servant:




"So

are you his servant or mine?"




"My

master, the banker says it's a great danger."




"What

danger?"




"I

don't know."




"Let's

see the letter."




The

servant handed him the letter. Soares opened it and read it twice. The letter

said that the boy had no more than six contos de réis. For Soares, six contos

de réis was less than six twenties.




For

the first time in his life, Soares felt very moved. The idea of having no money

had never entered his mind; he couldn't imagine that one day he would find

himself in the position of any other man who needed to work.




He

had a leisurely lunch and left. He went to the Alcazar. His friends found him

sad; they asked him if it was a pang of love. Soares replied that he was ill.

The local Laís thought it was in good taste to be sad too. There was general

consternation.




One

of his friends, José Pires, proposed a trip to Botafogo to distract Soares from

his melancholy. The boy accepted. But the trip to Botafogo was so common that

it couldn't distract him. They thought of going to Corcovado, an idea that was

accepted and carried out immediately.




But

what could distract a boy like Soares? The trip to Corcovado only caused him

great fatigue, which was useful because, on the way back, he slept soundly.




When

he woke up, he told Pires to come and talk to him immediately. An hour later, a

car pulled up at the door: it was Pires arriving, accompanied by a dark-haired

girl who answered to the name of Vitória. The two of them entered Soares's

living room with the frankness and bluster that is natural among family

members.




"Aren't

you ill?" asked Vitoria to the owner of the house.




"No,"

he replied, "but why did you come?"




"She's

good!" said José Pires, "she came because she's my inseparable cup...

Did you want to speak to me in private?"




"Yes."




"Well,

let's talk in any corner; Vitoria stays in the living room looking at the

albums."




"Nothing,"

interrupted the girl, "in that case I'll leave. That's better; I just have

one condition: you both have to go home afterwards; we have supper."




"Thanks!"

said Pires.




Vitoria

left; the two boys were left alone.




Pires

was the gossipy, frivolous type. When he smelled something new, he prepared to

learn everything. Soares' confidence flattered him, and he guessed that the boy

was going to tell him something important. To this end, he assumed an air

befitting the situation. He sat down comfortably in an armchair, put the cane

in his mouth and began his attack with these words:
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