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SYNOPSIS




An old chaplain tells an extraordinary story of when he witnessed a dialogue between the statues of saints that decorated the walls of the church. Between ramblings and judgments about the faith and lives of men, their sins and vanities, Machado de Assis constructs a fascinating dreamlike scenario in the dim moonlight, capable of capturing the attention of even the most skeptical reader. 
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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 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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When

I was chaplain of St. Francis of Paola (an old priest recounted), an

extraordinary adventure happened to me.




I

lived near the church, and I retired late one night. I never retired late

without first checking that the doors of the temple were securely locked. I

found them securely locked, but I glimpsed light under them. I ran in fear to

look for the night watchman; I couldn't find him, so I turned back and stood in

the churchyard, not knowing what to do. The light, though not very intense, was

too bright for thieves; moreover, I noticed that it was steady and even, not

moving from side to side, as would be the case with candles or lanterns carried

by people who were stealing. The mystery drew me in; I went home to get the

keys to the sacristy (the sacristan had gone to spend the night in Niterói),

crossed myself first, opened the door, and went in.




The

hallway was dark. I carried a lantern with me and walked slowly, silencing the

sound of my shoes as much as I could. The first and second doors leading to the

church were closed, but the same light could be seen, perhaps even more intense

than on the street side. I walked on until I came to the third door, which was

open. I put the flashlight in a corner, covered it with my handkerchief so that

I would not be seen from inside, and approached to see what it was.




I

stopped immediately. Only then did I realize that I had come completely unarmed

and that I would be taking a great risk by entering the church with no defense

other than my two hands. A few more minutes passed. Inside the church, the

light was the same, even and general, and a milky color that was not the light

of candles. I also heard voices, which disturbed me even more. They were not

whispered or confused, but regular, clear, and calm, like a conversation. I

couldn't understand what they were saying at first. In the midst of this, an

idea struck me that made me retreat. Since corpses were buried in churches at

that time, I imagined that the conversation could be that of the dead. I backed

away in terror, and only after some time was I able to react and reach the door

again, telling myself that such an idea was nonsense. Reality was about to give

me something more astonishing than a dialogue of the dead. I commended myself

to God, crossed myself again, and walked stealthily, close to the wall, until I

entered. Then I saw something extraordinary.
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