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  Huddled inside the small boat, Clara tried to defend herself against the torturous cold. The droplets of water splashing on her and the strong wind were freezing her cheekbones and nose. The rest of her body already seemed anesthetized, a consequence of the tiredness caused by the exhausting journey along the Jari River. Clara made an effort to look at the back of the boat where her traveling partner was trying to maneuver the boat in the night darkness.




  "I never imagined I'd feel cold in the Amazon," she said.




  "Life can surprise us. I also never imagined that one day I'd be on an adventure in the middle of the Amazon rainforest in search of a Nazi's grave," Marina answered.




  Clara smiled and looked straight ahead again. At that moment, she felt a certain relief at having Marina for company. She was much more than her friend. The two had met while still at university. Their mutual love of history, literature, and cinema connected them, and the nights spent partying and drinking beer cemented their friendship. Since then, the pair have never been apart. They traveled together countless times and were partners in work and projects. And there, on a small boat in the south of Amapá, they were heading towards their most daring project yet.




  "I don't think there's much further to go. I can hear the sound of falling water in the distance," said Marina, hopeful.




  "I hope so. This trip is taking much longer than planned. We were supposed to arrive at the waterfall during the day," said Marina.




  "That would have happened if we hadn't gotten lost on the way. Who was the genius who thought of renting a boat and exploring this river?" Marina scoffed at her own idea. Despite her tiredness, hunger, and the cold, she was trying to maintain some lightness and humor.




  "We had no choice? No locals agreed to go with us on this journey. Not even if we paid well," Clara reminded her.




  The researcher reflected on what had led her there. During the last year, she was researching the influence of Nazism in Latin America. That's when she discovered the story of Joseph Greiner, a member of the Nazi party who was sent by Hitler to Amapá to study the feasibility of building an SS cell in the heart of the Amazon rainforest. The daring mission became known as the "Jari Expedition".




  But Greiner was unsuccessful. In 1936, at the age of 30, Hitler's envoy fell ill and died of a mysterious fever. In his honor, his fellow expedition members erected an almost ten-foot cross in a cemetery next to the Santo Antônio do Jari waterfall. It was this cross that caught Clara's attention.




  "I find it unbelievable that, in the middle of 2023, there is still a cross with a swastika in the middle of the Amazon rainforest, paying homage to a Nazi. I don't think even the best scriptwriter could think of something so bizarre," Clara said to her friend.




  "If we think this is by no means the only homage to Hitler in the middle of 2023, it's not even that surprising. But since it exists, let's write a book and make money out of it," Marina joked.




  Clara smiled again and thought about her research again. The first photo of the cross she saw also included the indigenous people who lived in the region. It was as if they too were paying homage to that man, oblivious to everything he represented. These people, by the way, were extremely important in the execution of Greiner's plan. They helped set up camp, look for food, collect and catalog plants and animals, and explore the almost untouched forest in the southern region of Amapá.




  The story was so exciting that Clara forgot for a few seconds about her tiredness and the cold, and let herself be carried away by the anxiety of reaching the waterfall. She needed to see it up close so that she could write her book in partnership with Marina. It would be an incredible experience. They would become famous. They would give talks all over the world and… Clara's reverie was cut short by her friend's enthusiastic shout.




  "We're here!"




  ***




  The Santo Antônio do Jari waterfall was beautiful, and the photographs Clara had seen on the internet couldn't perfectly describe its grandeur. The noise of the falling water was almost deafening, and the humidity added to the chill the researchers felt. With great difficulty, they managed to pitch their tent on a flat rock next to the waterfall and, after eating, decided to rest for the next day. Somewhere nearby they would find the holy grail of their professional lives, and the search would begin early in the morning.




  Heavy rain arrived at dawn, and the fear that the tent wouldn't last the night was inevitable. Despite this, Clara and Marina gave in to tiredness and fell asleep. However, their sleep was interrupted by frightening noises that sounded like the cries of a monkey or of people. Marina held Clara's hand and the two looked at each other in fright. They only managed to fall asleep again when the noises stopped.




  ***




  Clara woke up shortly after sunrise. Marina was already outside the tent with her backpack ready for the search. She was staring at a point on the right bank of the river, and Clara soon understood why. The cross was there. It was large and stood out unusually in its surroundings. Clara's heart almost burst out of her mouth. So the cross was real.




  Without wasting much time, they started walking towards the site. Although they were close, the landscape was rough and full of obstacles, which made the short trail very difficult. The cold of the previous night was replaced by a punishing heat. The sun turned the researchers' white faces pink. It took them 15 minutes to get there, and they spent another 15 minutes in silence, just gazing at the huge wooden cross. Joseph Greiner's name was engraved on the horizontal beam of the cross and, at the top, a huge swastika gave the monument a macabre tone. Further down, there were some words in German that Clara made a point of translating for her friend.




  Joseph Greiner died here of a fever on January 2, 1936, in the service of German research.




  "Some call it research. I prefer to call it eugenics. And to think that these guys wanted to expand their murderous ideology here and yet they were very well received. Fortunately, the forest did its part and sent this one to hell along with Hitler," Marina added, her eyes watering.




  Clara watched her friend's revolt and could see how painful it was for her. Marina was the granddaughter of Jews who came to Brazil fleeing the Holocaust. She had been researching Nazism for over ten years and had become an expert on the subject. She knew about all the atrocities committed by Hitler's government, and at such times it was very difficult to remain impartial as a researcher. Clara went towards Marina and hugged her. They cried together in that embrace for a long time.




  "Okay. Let's get to work. I'm going to take some pictures," said Marina, taking her camera out of her backpack.




  While she adjusted the lens, Clara turned to look at the rest of the cemetery. In addition to Greiner's cross, there were other graves: the researcher assumed that they belonged to local residents. The tombstones bore the simple names of Amazonians who had the displeasure of being buried next to a Nazi.




  Suddenly, Clara heard the same noise as the night before. Only now it was much louder and more terrifying. She looked back and saw Marina lying motionless on the ground, about 30 feet away from her. Frightened, Clara ran towards her friend and saw a disturbing scene. A wooden spear had pierced the girl's ribcage and blood was pouring out, dyeing in red some of the river water.




  Clara knelt in front of her friend's body and began to cry desperately. She heard that noise again and decided she should try to defend herself against any attack she might suffer. She ran along the riverbank, trying to get away from the place, but felt a sharp jolt in her back and fell to the ground. As she hit her head on the stone, Clara immediately blacked out.




  ***




  The researcher woke up and immediately felt terrible pain. Before she could even open her eyes, she noticed that she was bruised and her legs and arms were immobilized. When her eyes finally managed to open, she realized she was in a kind of straw tent. In front of her, men and women with painted bodies and red clothes were watching her intently.
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