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With affection: 
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HISTÓRIAS DE MINAS1 



 Portuguese fishermen became navigators, looked at the stars and discovered Earth. 

 I browsed the history books and fished for stars. 

 I want to understand the Earth. 

 J Londe 















1 Histórias" means "stories" in Portuguese, indicating a collection of narratives. "Minas" is short for Minas Gerais, a state in Brazil known for its rich history, culture, and traditions. 
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THE STORY 



When we don't know the meaning of words, we turn  to  the  dictionary.  But  what  do  we  do  when  we don't  understand  the  meaning  of  the  present,  causing the future to become obscure? In that case, we turn to history.  There  is  no  present  without  the  past,  and  a society  that  doesn't  know  its  past  won't  know  how  to build  its  future.  We  cannot  relive  all  the  experiences of the past or endure the same pains again every time we need to make decisions about our future. History is our  archive  of  successes  and  failures,  where  we  find the  roots  of  our  problems  and  the  reasons  for  our achievements. 

The  present  gives  us  a  mirrored  image  of  our thoughts,  our  feelings,  and  our  actions  from  the  past. 

From there, we build the  future. But  what  will we do if,  when  we  look  in  the  mirror,  it  is  blank?  If  it  is merely a transparent glass, so that when we look back, we see only the present? Surely, we won‘t realize that our  successes  often  brought  us  only  modest  rewards, while our failures charged us a much higher price. 





J Londe, summer 2024. 
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The forgotten heroine of history 
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PREFACE 

The  Paraguayan  War,  also  known  as  the  Great War  or  the  War  of  the  Triple  Alliance,  as  named  by the  Guarani  people,  was  undeniably  the  bloodiest conflict  on  the  continent.  However,  it  remains  a controversial  subject  to  this  day  due  to  the  different analyses provided by historians. Taking place between 1864  and  1870,  it  claimed  the  lives  of  approximately 130,000  Brazilians  and  consumed  614,000  contos  de réis  from  the  national  public  budget.  These  losses seem  insignificant  when  compared  to  the  decimation of  Paraguay,  whose  male  population  was  reduced  by approximately  90%,  leaving  primarily  women, children, and the elderly. 

Brazil's intervention in Uruguay, combined with Francisco  Solano  López's  expansionist  policies—

seeking  access  to  the  Atlantic  to  form  the  "Greater Paraguay"—were  factors  that  contributed  to  the outbreak  of  war.  The  seizure  of  the  Brazilian  ship Marquês  de  Olinda,  followed  by  Paraguay's  invasion of  the  Province  of  Mato  Grosso  and  Argentine territory,  triggered  the  creation  of  the  Triple  Alliance (Argentina, 

Brazil, 

Uruguay), 

whose 

actions 

devastated  the  opposing  country,  culminating  in  the extermination of Solano López in March 1870. 

The  nascent  Brazilian  Army  was  reinforced  in 1865  with  the  establishment  of  the  Corps  of  Patriotic Volunteers,  which,  curiously,  included  a  considerable 12 



 

number  of  "volunteers  by  force  and  coercion."  This nickname  referred  to  enslaved  individuals  who, compelled  by  their  masters,  were  enlisted  into  the battalions. 

Uberaba,  in  the  state  of  Minas  Gerais,  although somewhat distant from the center of the battles, plays an  important  role  in  the  work  of  writer  J.  Londe.  A significant  portion  of  the  plot  takes  place  in  this location;  moreover,  the  city  hosted  the  Corps  of Expeditionaries  for  47  days  before  they  marched  to invade Paraguay via Mato Grosso. 

The  first  book  in  the  "Stories  of  Minas"  series introduces  us  to  Tião  Arlindo,  Pedro  Barroso, Magarefe,  Zé  Mulato,  and  the  protagonist  who  lends her name to the novel. These characters, driven by the inexorable force of destiny, come together to swell the ranks of the combatants. Joys and sorrows, hopes and disappointments,  and factual elements  of the dreadful war are all present here. 

Literary  narratives,  whose  intersection  with history  has  been  noted  by  various  authors,  when guided  by  skillful  hands,  have  the  power  to  move  us through  time  and  transport  us  to  the  heart  of  the action.  This  is  precisely  what  the  author  offers  in  the following  pages,  blending  his  compelling  prose,  rich in  detail,  with  the  rigor  of  authentic  historical research. 

In  this  journey,  the  attentive  reader  will  reflect not  only  on  the  validity  of  the  war  but,  above  all,  on the  individuals  who,  ignored  by  "official  history," 
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become the protagonists  of a  saga filled with dreams, courage,  and  honor.  Ana  Preta  is  the  essential substance  that  unites  the  poor,  Indigenous  people, beggars,  enslaved  individuals,  and  prostitutes, transforming  them  into  a  vigorous  force  carrying  the seed  of  resistance.  Woman,  angel,  muse,  warrior—it does  not  matter.  Ana  Preta  is  life,  an  example,  and history. Enjoy your reading! 



Professor, Master in History: 

Cristian Vicente Rodrigues 

Uberaba, Minas Gerais, October 2024. 
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INTRODUCTION 

The future belongs to God; the present, to man. 

It  is  in  the  present  that  we  act  to  build  the  future  we desire, when it eventually  becomes the present  in our lives. But what about the past—who does it belong to? 

Trapped  in  its  inertia,  it  exists  only  in  the immateriality of our memories.  Sometimes,  it stirs its murky  waters,  creeping  into  our  lives,  insinuating itself  into  the  present  like  a  ghost,  compromising  the construction  of  the  future.  Other  times,  it  comes  as  a gentle breeze, caressing our thoughts. To recall it may be a sweet delight; to worship it, a deadly poison. To cling  to  it  is  to  sink  into  its  swamp.  But  does forgetting it set us free? A naive illusion! The past will always be there, in some corner of ourselves, telling us who we are. To ignore it is to erase oneself. 

That is why we must approach the past with care and  respect.  Relive  it  when  it  brings  us  joy,  forget  it when it brings us sorrow, and revere it when it speaks of  glories  and  brings  back  our  heroes.  Only  slaves have  no  historical  past.  Why?  Because  those  who knew their history worked to erase it from the memory of posterity. I will tell one in my own way so that what did not become history may transform into legend. 







15 



 




















PART ONE: 

THE DIAMOND 
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1 – ZÉ MULATO 



The sun rose over the morning in Minas Gerais, gilding  the  grass  of  the  cerrado.  Dewdrops  sparkled like  diamonds  set  in  strands  of  gold.  The  cold  air  of dawn  filled  the  nostrils  of  the  chestnut  horse  as  it galloped, snorting clouds of vapor. On the back of the four-and-a-half-year-old criollo, the mulatto man rode with a straw hat and leather boots nailed with studs. At his  waist,  a  double-barreled  pistol  on  the  right  and  a long  knife  on  the  left.  Tied  to  the  saddle,  a  lasso,  a small bag of provisions, and a gourd of water. Behind him, led by a halter, was a sturdy roan cattle horse. On the horse's right side, sniffing the dew-soaked morning air,  was  a  trotting  fila  brasileiro  dog.  Beyond  the pastures  lay  the  dense  cerrado  forest,  with  its  vines and  twisted  trees  of  thick  bark.  Thorny  bushes  and wolf  apples  grew  there,  with  sweetgrass  spreading  to form  lush  green  thickets.  Maned  wolves  and  jaguars made  their  dens  there,  feeding  their  cubs  on  the abundant  game. The cattle driver kept  his  eyes  sharp, his  hand  on  his  belt.  He  had  to  skirt  the  forest  while remaining vigilant, watching the bushes. A beast could be  hiding  there.  The  dog  sniffed  every  inch  of  the dense  pasture.  Suddenly,  a  quail  from  the  cerrado burst  into  flight,  flapping  its  wings  and  whistling sharply.  The sound echoed, awakening the morning, as the group, crossing the natural pastures, ventured into the dense forest. 
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Around  ten  o‘clock,  with  the  summer  cicadas already buzzing loudly, he had trekked through plenty of brush without success. He stopped in the shade of a thick,  flowering  pequi  tree2.  He  let  the  roan  and  the criollo‘s  halter  loose  so  they  could  graze,  while  he chewed  on  the  provisions  from  his  bag:  dried  meat with sugarcane molasses, pounded in a mortar. A gulp of  water  from  the  gourd  helped  him  swallow  the paçoca3. He slapped his  neck to shoo away the biting flies  that  were  starting  to  bother  him.  The  fila brasileiro4 perked  up  its  ears,  staring  intently  toward the forest and whining softly. 

_ What's wrong, Colonel? 

The  cattle  driver  questioned  the  dog,  receiving no  answer,  and  he  too  turned  his  gaze  toward  the forest.  For  a  moment,  he  thought  he  saw  a  pair  of horns. He tied the roan to the pequi tree and leapt onto the  criollo‘s  back,  pulling  the  halter  to  make  the animal turn on its axis. Another look toward the forest. 

It  was  him,  without  a  doubt.  The  criollo  had  also sensed  the  animal  that  the  Colonel  had  sniffed  out.  It whined,  looking  toward  the  thicket,  then  back  at  the cattle  driver,  as  if  calling  him  with  its  eyes.  The creature  stirred  restlessly  in  the  assa-peixe 5  bush, 2 Caryocar cuneatum Wittm 

3 A Brazilian sweet made from ground peanuts, sugar, and salt. 

4 The  Fila  breed,  also  known  as  the  Brazilian  Fila  dog,  was developed  on  the  farms  of  Minas  Gerais,  originating  from  the Mastiff and likely the Spanish Cimarrón. 

5 Vernonia polysphaera 
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already anticipating the danger. The hunter passed by at a distance, as if uninterested in the prey, calling the dog: 

_Come, Colonel! 

Reluctantly but  obediently, the dog followed its owner,  whining  as  if  grumbling.  It  couldn‘t  cause panic. If it scared the prey, it would retreat further into the  forest.  The  beast  needed  to  be  cornered,  brought out into the open. The cattle driver made a wide loop around the thicket. Keeping an eye on the roan bull as if it were a threat, the creature stayed hidden, unaware of  the  trap.  Coming  from  behind,  the  cattle  driver flanked it from the right, cracking his whip, while the fila bravely charged from the left flank. 

_Get him, Colonel! 

That  was  all  it  took.  Surprised  in  its  den,  the beast  had  no  choice  but  to  come  into  the  open.  As  it attempted to gore the dog, its horns became entangled in  the  underbrush.  A  bite.  A  roar  echoed  through  the forest,  and  with  a  leap,  the  creature  broke  free.  A powerful bull with jet-black hide, shining like coal in the  morning  sun,  emerged.  Long,  sharp  horns  sliced through  the  air.  Twelve  arrobas  of  muscle  danced  on its  hooves,  spinning  wildly.  It  snorted  and  bellowed, lowering  its  head,  charging  and  kicking.  Colonel dodged skillfully, attacking and barking. A shout rang out: 

_Ah! Cháaa! 

The  bull  raises  its  head,  confused.  A  precise lasso wraps around its neck. Realizing it‘s caught, the 19 



 

bull  resists.  The  rope  tightens,  pulling  against  the saddle. The criollo stands firm. A strong tug jerks the bull's  neck.  Another  bellow.  It  kicks  at  Colonel,  who lunges again. The cattle driver steers the horse toward a  black  sucupira  tree  with  a  thick  trunk.  The  lasso loosens  around  the  bull's  neck  as  it  runs  aimlessly, trying  to  escape.  The  horse  circles  the  tree  trunk. 

Jumping  down,  the  cowboy  wraps  the  braided  rope. 

Done!  Another  tug,  and  the  bull  feels  that  sharp  pain in its neck again. It charges at the cowboy and the tree. 

As  it  approaches,  the  lasso  loosens.  The  cattle  driver pulls  the  rope,  shortening  the  distance.  Another  yank and  another  jerk  to  its  neck.  One  more  charge,  and now  its  head  is  pinned  against  the  tree  trunk.  A spinning  dance  at  the  foot  of  the  sucupira.  Another loop  of  the  rope,  followed  by  a  firm  knot.  Sparks  of fury  gleam  in  the  eyes  of  the  wild  bull.  "Done!"  the mulatto  exclaims  with  satisfaction,  seeing  the  beast tied up. He takes off his hat and wipes the sweat from his  forehead.  Grabbing  the  gourd,  he  drinks  another gulp of cold water. Colonel stands guard, barking. 

Tied  to  the  pequi  tree,  grazing  calmly,  the  roan waits for its turn to participate. The hunter untethers it from the halter, fastening another braided leather rope around its neck. At the other end of the rope is a pair of  curved,  articulated  iron  clamps  joined  by  an  iron rivet  and  closed  into  a  pincer  shape  by  a  strong  steel spring.  The  formiga,  as  the  cattle  drivers  called  this invention,  resembled  pliers  or  a  claw,  attached  to  a braided  leather  rope  about  four  meters  long.  The 20 



 

cowboy  brings  the  roan  cattle  horse  closer  to  the pedreiro 6  bull  tied  to  the  sucupira  tree.  Using  both hands  and  great  strength,  he  opens  the  clamps  of  the formiga and fits them into the bull‘s nostrils. When he releases  the  device,  it  snaps  shut,  securing  the animal‘s  nostrils  to  the  rope  tied  to  the  roan‘s  neck. 

The  cattle  driver  mounts  the  saddle  and  prepares  to release  the  bull.  This  is  the  most  dangerous  moment. 

Once freed, the animal will charge at whatever it sees in  front  of  it.  With  its  long  horns,  it  could  injure  the horse,  the  bull,  or  even  the  cattle  driver.  Extreme caution is  required. The  mulatto carefully loosens the lasso‘s  knot.  He  grabs  the  bronze  ring  and  pulls  the rope while  retreating with  the criollo.  Believing itself free, the pedreiro bull charges, lowering its head in an attempt  to  reach  Colonel,  who  also  retreats  while barking.  An  animalistic  dance  of  steps  and  leaps crushes  the  cerrado  grass.  Bellows  and  barks,  hooves striking the ground, and golden dust rise into the air. 

A sharp tug on the rope, now felt on its snout. A roar  of  a  wounded  beast  echoed  through  the  forest. 

The intense pain caused the bull to collapse, its elbows hitting  the  ground,  unsure  of  what  had  struck  it.  The formiga made its presence known. Without mercy, the iron  claw  subdued  the  twelve-arroba  bull.  On  the ground,  Colonel  bit  its  neck.  Back  on  its  feet,  it  was pulled  by  the  roan.  Another  resistance,  another  sharp pain in its nostrils. Another fall, another bite from the 6 A  regional  Creole  cattle  breed  known  for  its  resilience  and adaptability. 

21 



 

dog. A few reluctant steps later, with eyes blazing fire and the realization of its defeat. Soon, it understood: if it  moved,  the  pain  in  its  snout  would  cease,  leaving only  the  sting  to  its  pride—a  beast  used  to  freedom. 

The bull‘s eyes gleamed with rage, its mouth foaming with  saliva  mixed  with  blood.  Irritated  by  the  dog biting  it,  the  bull  pulling  it,  and  the  man  subduing  it, the animal made one last attempt to free itself. But that was its final struggle. It  turned its head one last time, casting  a  final  glance  at  the  forest  it  was  leaving behind,  and  walked  on—slowly,  like  a  defeated  and resigned bull. 

With  continuous  effort,  the  roan  bull  pulled  the other  bull  toward  the  dirt  road  after  they  crossed  the pasture.  The  cowboy  led  the  way,  guiding  the  roan, while  Colonel  brought  up  the  rear  of  the  procession. 

After  a  few  more  leagues,  around  three  in  the afternoon, near the Bom Retiro pastures, they entered the town. The streets were unpaved, lined with wattle-and-daub  houses  with  low  thatched  roofs.  Children watched  the  procession  from  a  distance,  and  other dogs  barked  as  they  passed  by.  Closer  to  the  town center,  the  houses  were  sturdier,  with  wooden  beams of aroeira7, adobe walls, and a coat of whitewash, their doors and windows painted in a deep blue. The group turned  right  into  an  alley  leading  to  the  town slaughterhouse.  The  bull  was  dragged  into  a  corral made  of  aroeira  stakes,  where  it  was  finally  released from the formiga. A great relief washed over the bull as  it  caught  its  breath.  It  still  tried  to  break  free,  but 7 Myracrodruon urundeuva 
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upon seeing the pointed stakes, it gave up on jumping out.  Zé  Mulato  led  the  roan  to  the  trough,  also unsaddling  the  horse.  Colonel  had  already  quenched his  thirst  with  fresh  water.  Zé  stored  the  gear  in  a small  low-roofed  shed  covered  with  Mombasa  grass, hanging it on a hook from a beam. He opened a gate, letting  the  roan  and  the  criollo  out  into  the  adjacent pasture. Then, he stepped into what  seemed to  be the office  of  the  municipal  slaughterhouse8.  Standing  by the wall, he held his straw hat between his hands. 
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