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SYNOPSIS




Two friends engage in a philosophical and sarcastic conversation about happiness, bad luck, and the whims of fate. Starting with an allusion to the famous ring of Polycrates, the narrative unfolds amid skeptical reflections and scathing comments, revealing Machado's irony about exaggerated optimism and the pitfalls of luck.






Keywords


Irony, Destiny, Philosophy








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 the evolution in social norms and in 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.




Names from foreign languages will be preserved in their original form, with no translation.
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"A

- There goes Xavier."




"Z

- Do you know Xavier?"




"A

- For years! He was such a nabob, rich, filthy rich, but extravagant..."




"Z

- How rich? How extravagant?"




"A

- Rich and extravagant, I tell you. He drank pearls diluted in nectar. He ate

nightingale tongues. He never used blotting paper, finding it vulgar and

mercenary; he used sand in his letters, but a certain sand made of diamond

dust. And women! Not even all the pomp of Solomon can give an idea of what

Xavier was like in that regard. He had a seraglio: Greek features, Roman

complexion, Turkish exuberance, all the perfections of a race, all the gifts of

a climate, everything was allowed in Xavier's harem. One day he fell madly in

love with a lady of high rank, and sent her as a gift three stars from the

Southern Cross, which then numbered seven, and do not think that the bearer was

just any old nobody. No, sir. The bearer was one of Milton's archangels, whom

Xavier summoned on the occasion when he was cutting through the blue to bring

the admiration of men to his old English father. That was Xavier. He wrapped

his cigarettes in crystal paper, a very fine work, and to light them, he

carried a small box of sunbeams. The bedspreads were purple clouds, as were the

mat that covered the sofa, the desk chair, and the hammock. Do you know who

made his coffee in the morning? The Dawn, with those same pink fingers that

Homer gave her. Poor Xavier! Everything that caprice and wealth can give, the

rare, the strange, the wonderful, the indescribable, the unimaginable, he had

and should have had, because he was a gallant young man with a good heart. Ah!

Fortune, Fortune! Where are the pearls, the diamonds, the stars, the purple

clouds now? He lost everything, he let it all go down the drain; the nectar

turned to slop, the cushions are the hard stone of the street, he sends no

stars to the ladies, nor does he have archangels at his command..."
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