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      Presentation
    

    
      
    

    
              All books in the Mundo Cão series compiled in a single issue.
    

    
              The work deals with events that occurred with a simple person, from the middle class and presents his journeys during childhood, preadolescence and adolescence until the present day and middle age.
    

    
              The origin, crimes and consequences, ordeal and redemption in this biography that is worth reading, whether in installments or in this compilation of editions of the series.
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Infancy
    

    
      Small souvenirs
    

    
      
    

    
              I had a childhood spent in the middle class, at this moment I present to readers little memories I have from my childhood.
    

    
              A thin, short boy with straight hair and very shy at first. Son of Gaucho parents, Gaucho paternal grandfathers, Ukrainian maternal grandfather who fought in the Russian revolution and Italian maternal grandmother.
    

    
              Born in São Paulo, I spent my childhood in the south of the capital. I lived in a condominium with seven buildings, with thirteen floors each and eight apartments per floor.
    

    
              My father, uncle and paternal grandparents had a men's shirt factory in the Bom Retiro neighborhood. My mother was a homemaker at the time.
    

    
              My youngest son, I have a sister who is three years older and, as fate would have it, we were born on the same day and month.
    

    
              We visited my paternal grandparents who lived on Avenida Brigadeiro Luís Antônio in a rented apartment opposite the old Jumbo-Eletro store.
    

    
              During school holidays, we traveled to Porto Alegre to visit my maternal grandparents, who lived on a small farm with vines covering the garage, several fruit trees and a vegetable garden with a wide variety of vegetables.
    

    
              The farm remained located in the Glória neighborhood, at that time a very humble place in the city, in front of a public education unit.
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      The coexistence
    

    
      
    

    
      I don't remember if when I was little my sister looked after me or not, but what I remember from childhood is that we didn't have affinity or fraternal intimacy.
    

    
              She was the only granddaughter. I have two boy cousins ​​and I remember the news of the birth of my second cousin.
    

    
              My mother, being the daughter of foreigners and from a humble family, was rejected by my paternal grandparents, who wanted their son to marry a renowned woman in Porto Alegre society.
    

    
              My father was a very strict ex-military man, a gaucho guasca, he served in Uruguaiana on the border, he didn't pursue a career in the cavalry and left as a second lieutenant. He did not contradict his parents at any time, but he had a fraternal relationship with his brother, however complex.
    

    
              My uncle, as a child, was affected by polio and this had consequences. I didn't believe it, but my paternal grandparents and even my father called him lame.
    

    
              My paternal grandfather was very dear to me, he wanted me to become a lawyer and from a young age he encouraged me to do so.
    

    
              My maternal grandmother cooked very well, but she wasn't very affectionate with me. She paid more attention to her granddaughter and her cousins ​​who lived with them in the rented apartment in São Paulo.
    

    
              I had my godmother who we were going to meet, she was raised by my maternal grandmother and my mother. She was young, but very affectionate and attentive to me, she spoiled me too much.
    

    
              My godfather was a friend of my father's, a dentist, but I rarely saw him and had little contact with him, he simply wasn't part of my life.
    

    
              My father was always very rude and uncaring towards us during this period, he treated my mother with some disdain, but I didn't understand these facts at the time.
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      As I said, we lived in a condominium of buildings in the South Zone of São Paulo, at the time living after Congonhas airport and in that region was being far from everything, there was no development like today.
    

    
              The Condominium was great, we had parks, football, basketball, volleyball courts and lots of greenery, ample space for games.
    

    
              However, at the time, the condominium was not completely walled and remained adjacent to a needy community.
    

    
              Once I was playing with a small plastic gun and I was approached by two boys from the community who attacked me and took my toy. Some adults saw the situation but did not intervene.
    

    
              I played a lot of football on the court, even on rainy days it was a party. At that time I only lived with boys from the same building or from the buildings next door, since the condominium was divided by a street and I couldn't, due to my mother's express orders. , cross to the other side.
    

    
              Games such as police and robbers, hide and seek were commonplace, sometimes I participated in games with my sister who was obliged to watch me, however, as I said, we never had affinity nor fraternal intimacy.
    

    
              There were doormen in each building and caretakers who warned our parents about any unforeseen or unexpected events that occurred, however, as I presented myself, in my childhood I was a very shy boy and was terrified of any consequences due to my father's brutality.
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      The studies
    

    
      
    

    
      My sister and I went to the same school, a private school run by Catholic nuns.
    

    
              Because my sister was older, her mission was to watch me. We went to school by car and got a ride back with another mother. The famous rotation with other children who lived in the building and also studied at the same educational institution.
    

    
              There was a school bus, but the cost of getting there and back was high and most parents could not afford the cost.
    

    
              He was not a good student, disinterested and only did activities out of obligation. When I behaved badly or got low grades, the coordinator immediately informed my sister who reported the events to my parents.
    

    
              I was always getting scolded for playing football with a sock ball in the corridor in front of the chapel and this was unacceptable, on several occasions I was punished by having to pray for my sins.
    

    
              In relation to studies, when things got tough and I achieved the necessary grades and when I arrived home and introduced myself to my mother, I was congratulated with the following phrase: “Congratulations, my bumpers and thank you very much!”.
    

    
              One time, I remember very well, I got my penis stuck in my pants, in the old first grade, it was a terrible pain, I cried in class, I didn't tell the teacher (called my aunt), and I went to the car to get a ride still with said item attached to the zipper of his pants.
    

    
              Inside the car, our friend's mother, who was giving us a ride, ended up convincing me to let her see what was happening and did the great favor of getting me out of that situation, which was a relief.
    

    
              In fourth grade we had an activity to bring a vinyl record that would play the song each student wanted. I really took my Ultraje album seriously and asked for the sex song to be played, everyone looked at me, including the teacher, scolding me after all it was a Catholic school.
    

    
              There was a field trip to a camp and all fourth graders were going, so my parents allowed me to go.
    

    
              Mess on the bus, different activities and my first kiss and right after the first heartbreak, since the next day the girl was already kissing someone else. I cried and was comforted by my classmates and then there I was having fun again.
    

    
              Time passed and in high school I was already taking the public bus to school, obviously at the beginning my mother was waiting for the bus and talking to the driver.
    

    
              There were extracurricular activities at school and I decided to practice karate. I loved the classes. One day, my sister said I couldn't go until my parents arrived, it was the rule, I turned around and punched her in the nose.
    

    
              Kimono with blood, I flew out of the apartment, took the bus and went to my activity. During the activity my father appears at school, talks to the teacher and I have to leave the activity. Silence until I got home, when I got there I didn't forget the beating I took with the penguin (horse whip), it was a beating I'll never forget.
    

    
              I studied at this school until I finished junior high, eighth grade, and at that time I started to stop being a shy boy and become a confused, bold and really daring pre-teen.
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      During the July holidays, my mother, sister and I went to Porto Alegre by bus. My father was in São Paulo working in the shirt shop.
    

    
              We stayed at my maternal grandparents' house and I loved that place, the large house and lots of greenery. I would lie in the hammock and eat the grapes off the vine.
    

    
              These were the moments I was closest to my sister, as there were no other children for us to play with and we ended up playing together, making salad with vegetables from the garden, playing hide and seek and having the rare opportunity to socialize.
    

    
              I spent a lot of time with my grandfather who told me about the war, what he had been through and why he fled to Brazil during the Second World War. He arrived here without speaking our language, just pointing to a type of service and his mouth, as if he was saying he was exchanging work for food.
    

    
              He became a carpenter and then a master builder, he participated in numerous works in Porto Alegre. Here are some photos of a project he carried out in a hospital.
    

    
              We stuffed ourselves with food from my Italian grandmother, the way she liked to cook.        For breakfast there was bread, jam, cake, cuca and even fried chicken.
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