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APRESENTATION 

In a growing prominence of historical themes in current fiction,  it  suggests  that  a  perennial  valence  of  the  novel  for history  to  acquire  new  strength  in  recent  years,  in  an increasingly chaotic world, emerged as a sense of urgency  – 

sometimes  the  appeal  even  to  an  air  of  despair,  which permeates  the  historical  novel,  since  the  middle  of  the  last century, has made the author probe the past, to account for a present that grows to enormous proportions. 

In this book, a novel in which the writer did not seek to report the historical economic reasons, the interrelationships between the expansion or expansion of the rail network, or even the population growth in this region of the continent. But the scenario, which was sought in it, was the backdrop to the travel  novel,  in  the  brief  arrivals  and  departures  of  the characters,  which  sometimes  highlighted  the  real,  the imaginary and the legendary, parallel to the role played by the Northwest Railroad. of Brazil, mainly in the acute periods of 
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the dictatorial repression processes, which always intended to keep South America, as a whole, the colonial ground of the western capitalist empires. The period is the second half of the 20th century, geographical place in the center - west of the Brazilian territory and neighboring flat and Andean countries, whenever a light of freedom appears at the end of the tunnel, or even when it manifests a desire in the individual or group, in the regions crossed by the railroad. The Northwest railroad of Brazil, connecting the cities of Bauru State of São Paulo to Corumbá  Mato  Grosso  do  Sul,  began  to  be  built  in  1905, reaching as far  as  Porto Esperança, in Mato  Grosso, still  in 1914, when this expansion completed 1272 kilometers long in Brazilian territory. 

In  the  last  book  of  verses  by  Machado  de  Assis, Ocidentais. It starts with an ancient symbol – the top of the mountain.  Then the  verses quote Ariel,  the  spirit  of the  air that  appears  in  the  play  The  Tempest,  by  William Skakespeare, as a representation of prudence, youth, lightness and  meekness.  And  finally,  something  sinister  insinuates itself. The text is famous, its title is a synthesis: 
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No Alto. 

“O poeta chegara ao alto da montanha, e quando ia descer a vertente do oeste, Viu uma coisa estranha, 

uma figura má. 

Então, volvendo o olhar ao sutil, ao celeste, ao gracioso Ariel, que de baixo o acompanha, num tom medroso e agreste 

pergunta o que será. 

Como se perde no ar um tom festivo e doce, ou bem como se fosse 

um pensamento vão, 

Ariel se desfez sem lhe dar mais resposta. 

Para descer a encosta, 

o outro estendeu-lhe a mão.” 

( Machado de Assis)                
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Chapter I 

The uncertainties 




Perhaps because of the  anguish,  which Ariel had  already experienced  in  those  years  of  her  troubled  existence,  many goodbyes, losses, taking positions, for so many actions, even reckless  ones  that  seemed  motivated  by  convictions,  then absolute, later revealed to be very little, than there was actually behind it all. This had caused his body to remain as if it were anesthetized,  so  it  was  painless  to  everything  that  was happening.  Petrified  on  the  platform  floor,  he  watched  the train leave, taking his friend from his childhood, after having spent several weeks together and happy with her, he now had the exact notion of what was happening. That was just how his farewells were. He had never been able to remember exactly what  Florbela  at  his  side  had  said  during  those  insensitive minutes he had gone through. 
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A  dry,  yellowish  gray  afternoon  was  the  dust  that  rose from  the  endless  and  unpaved  streets,  in  the  surroundings parallel  to  the  train  station  of  the  city  of  Campo  Grande. 

Everything  looked  unwelcoming  in  the  midst  of  such  low humidity that it would lead to the sensation of any being, to have the walls of the lung stuck together when contracting, in such a way that permanent adhesion would occur. However, he  continued  walking  beside  Flor,  astonished  and  without confidence, to the point that if she hadn't given him back his backpack that he had forgotten on the platform, he wouldn't even have noticed her presence. Responding only with head to her invitation, they  entered a bar,  on high fidelity a vinyl with Italian music A Casa de Irene was playing. Sitting down to have a drink, at a table facing the street, facing away from the  old  wooden  counter,  the  positioning  was  just  a  prudent gesture by both, but that had been acquired by each one, in different scenarios of survival: she was a fierce revolutionary who bothered many, he for the hostility of the environment in which he lived. That's when Ariel heard her say in his very realistic way: 
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— Boy, you are alone again, now we are two bastards living in  the  same  cosmos,  we  have  no  home  or  address  and  no family,  we  are  two  shit  people,  in  a  world  surrounded  by worms wanting to consume us! Therefore! Human rag! We have to react right now! Otherwise, we will be swallowed up by  them!  As  the  saying  goes:  “Nhambu,  from  lowering  his head a lot and lifting his ass, lost his tail”. 

— Flor, is this saying from someone from our region? 

—'It's not a biology essay, theory of species survival!' 

— Charles Darwin? 

—Yes? Would you not mind if from now on, to be called Ariel? 

He  looked  at  that  lush  face  without  understanding anything, but he trusted, there was an explicit look of justice and compassion, although it took him a while to believe that in addition to those lips, she was also capable of saying words that would raise a corpse from the tomb! 
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— Thank you Flor, no matter what the angel's mission is, maybe that's exactly what I needed to hear at this point in my life, but wouldn't Darwin's theory he referred to be Evolution of Species? 

—  There's  how  naive  you  are,  angel  and  mission  are  the same thing! I would say that this is a geopolitical issue, seen from  the  metropolis  to  the  colony,  which  can  be  sold  as Evolution, but for those of us who are born, breathe and smell like poor people, children of Latin America,  except for the lackeys and their captains of the bush who do not have brain cells, other beings, from the unicellular to the complex, know that we don't evolve, we just survive here. 

— I don't consider myself naive! 

— Not even? I don't get angry with you, that's a good thing, if  so,  you  and  my  father  will  be  good  friends,  imagine  the Colonel over lunch, far ahead, telling you about another feat of the men of the Regiment under his command? 

He preferred to continue in silence listening to Florbela refer  to  her  father  as  an  army  officer,  for  yet  another 
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unfortunate feat, a real cowardice, she said, the indecent arrest of some illiterate  men,  but who are nothing more than true patriots  and  toothless  field  workers.  and  fathers  of  families, accused of being communists, what an irony, before they had the least of any ideology and that, therefore, they represented a threat to the Rule of Law and the National Constitution. 

— You need to see my dad's face! Saying a lot of nonsense to justify the 1964 coup, which had generals of the General Staff,  reproducing  false  information  such  as  the  communist eating  children,  the  elite  women's  movement,  with  the collaboration of the people, united in the family march with God! What can I say about people who think like them and my father? Naivety? Or brainwashed? Irony! 

Flor continued, my real sadness and at the same time my hope is to know that your return to the Military College, that you reconsider your goals.   This possible reality came to me as a light at the end of the tunnel, when I learned that you will have classes with Clarisse, my stepmother promised me to go further,  you  will  have  a  humanized,  close  and  daily relationship with her, at her home. 
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The signs of Ariel's return to the new reality, so he risked a sip from another cup to the neck with coffee, also agreed to share with Flor another huge chipa. 

—  Flor  what  did  you  do  all  these  days,  while  traveling literally? 

— My dear, as much as I like Clarisse, as soon as you left on a trip to visit your mother, I did the same. 

On  this  trip,  she  boarded  a  crowded  bus,  bound  for Cuiabá, traveled a whole day, under a scorching heat until she reached that place, arrived there and did not find her mother home, from the sidewalk to the house, the wide gate of access, it was just leaning against it, it seemed very strange to her, it was already in the garden and then, she took the copies of the keys,  which  she  carried  in  her  backpack,  suspiciously, carefully opened the heavy cherry wood door, at that moment she was perspiring, it was unbearable heat , found that there was not a living soul in the house, at that moment, so she tried to take a shower, put on the same shorts she was wearing that day. She stood in front of an old mirror, a kind of dressing 
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table,  which  had  been  improvised  by  her  and  her  mother, which  was  located  in  a  long  corridor,  which  connected  the living room to the kitchen, passing through the doors of the bedrooms of that house. Although it was long gone, the time of her adolescence, Flor began to compress some blackheads, so that they would splash out of her face, when, without her noticing,  a  strange  guy  came  through  the  street  door, everything was very strange, because it happened as he was a member of the family, he used his own key to enter the house, and was soon saying: 

— Don't be scared bro, I'm your mother's young man, she left an hour ago, but she said it would take time to come back. 

Despite  her  still  not  understanding  anything  that  was happening there, she replied very calmly to the stranger: 

— I just arrived! She held out her hand to that stranger, she hardly knew what, meant to her mother. 

The  fellow  had  a  slightly  rough  face,  with  half  a  dozen strands of untrimmed beard, took a towel from his mother's room,  took  a  shower,  then  came  out  of  the  bathroom, 
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wrapped  only  in  that  towel,  until  then,  everything  seemed normal  for  a  woman  experienced,  if  not,  when  the  fellow walking  down the  hall,  came  right  behind her,  stopped and dropped  the  cloth  that  wrapped  him  around  his  waist  and fixed his gaze, letting her see through the mirror, those dull eyes, cataract grey. He was breathing heavily when he decided to hug her from behind. And, without a second thought, he retaliated by hitting him squarely, an elbow to his stomach, a defensive, hard elbow. From there everything became easier for  her,  with  her  right  foot  she  hooked  the  support  foot  of Don Juan dos Cerrados, throwing him face down to the floor, attaching his arms to  the  back of his head,  mounted on his back and with the other hand. he reached for the knife, which the  intruder  carried  along  with  his  accentuated  lordosis, attached  to  a  thin  leather  belt  wrapped  around  his  naked body.  His  protruding  carotid  offered  itself  to  the  knife,  but she was not a murderer, she let him go away wrapped in that indigo  blue  towel,  exposing  her  nudity  under  the  scorching sun of 42 degrees centigrade, through the cobbled streets, in that bourgeois village of Cuiabá. 

17 



—  How  crazy  girl,  I  still  don't  believe  that  such  a  docile creature was capable of that! For this and other reasons, I am and will forever be your friend and for your solidarity. I will always do anything to keep you a friend. 

— Don't worry kid I'll be the guardian angel, and you my Ariel.  I'll  buy  the  coffee,  but  the  next  one  will  be  yours. 

Combined! 

—  I  promise  I  will  never  tell  my  father  about  his  martial skills! 

—  It  would  be  prudent,  imagine  the  Colonel,  narrow-minded and obsessed with eliminating communists from the world, would be able to arrest his own daughter on suspicion of being a member of the guerrilla group. But I don't care: it goes in one ear and out the other. 

They walked through the streets talking, no longer about their  family's  stories,  now  about  each  other's  future,  an arduous  marathon  with  exhausting  hours  of  study,  reading and rereading statements, books and exercising. 



18 



On  the  way,  Ariel  remembered  the  one  at  Flor's  father's house, to which we were following, that there was another girl there who, a prudent guest, could not forget, it was a young woman,  the  shy  Rosa  who  worked  and  lived  there.  with Clarisse  and  the  Colonel,  Flor's  stepmother  and  father.  He commented  if  she  had  any  idea  how  they  would  all  be installed,  in  Clarice  and  her  father's  house,  it  only  had  two bedrooms. 

—  Beautifully  resolved!  Rosa  prefers  to  stay  in  the  back room, can you stay with me in my room if you don't mind? 

We have several camp beds, when you find it necessary, just arm  and  disarm  and  that's  it.    Ariel  suggested  giving  the solution, but she continued...Flor always had an answer to her friend's thoughts. 

— We can provide another desk, the room is big enough to  hold  another  small  piece  of  furniture,  next  to  mine,  I believe, we will be important, for each other, in the process that we seek to develop. 
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— I have no doubt about it! But, I wanted to say, but you interrupted me, would it be reasonable for me to stay in the dump room, while Rosa with you in her room? 

— Guri, things are not as simple as they seem to be, or that, maybe you think they are! If you knew how much I've insisted that she sleep with me in my room, that creature is very shy, she said she's ashamed of me! 

—  Under  these  circumstances,  would  you  feel comfortable? 

— As for me, I believe there will be no problems, I have been married for  quite  some  time, enough to say that I  am already used to the smell of a man, I hope you are not allergic to liquor perfumes and herbs? 

Flor continue to reassure her friend. 

— Ariel sometimes I take a few sips, but not every day, just on those special ones. But maybe if you're worried about my father, will you react? Don't worry, it's been a long time since I got married he stopped interfering in my life, at least in terms 
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of who I sleep with, or I stopped sleeping. In this regard, the colonel became very democratic. 

— Flor was just conjecture, I was just thinking about what would  be  best  for  everyone,  an  alternative,  in  which  my presence  would  cause  the  least  inconvenience  to  you  and Rosa. 

Then it became clear to Ariel that the best thing for Rosa would be for them to stay in the same space; after all, he didn't care  about  a  woman's  smell!  So  he'd  be  right  there,  or anywhere else in that house. 

— Sorry if I made you look silly! 

The objective and sincere samples that Flor gave to Ariel, in  the  practice  of  her  humanity,  her  statements,  everything washed  to  compose  her  character:  she  left  no  doubt  in  his friend, which he confirmed: 
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ꟷ  Flor  “Capitu,  that  is,  a  very  particular  creature,  more female than I am male”. 

— Thank you guru! From my many wanderings, I feel that for the time being I shouldn't talk about your character, I hope you don't judge me for that! But don't worry, as for your ego, I can tell from the edges, which has nothing to do with your character!  After  all,  my  cousin,  without  asking,  she  already told  me  everything  about  you!  Let's  go  Guri!  I  liked  the pampas of your  quote! Is this a custom of the  men of your region? 

— Not beautiful! It is literature - Machado de Assis. 

—  I  knew  my  suspicious  boy,  just  as  you  knew  about Darwin's theory of evolution of species, I also read a lot, it's Dom Casmurro! 

— Flor, one thing I recognize as positive in my life! Always be accompanied by a woman with strong personalities, who do not bend to the system, in which only the man has a voice and  time.  Ariel  had  a  certain  facility  for  understanding  her metaphors, and the most recent was one of the residents of 
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the  cerrado,  that  of  the  nhambu,  many  understand  that, simply, the use justifies the maintenance of a certain biological organ, often the opposite, when the use is for the purpose of exploitation by a host or parasite, so the exploited individual, in defense of his species or genus, inhibits the senses, or even extinguishes that organ for the benefit of the whole collective. 

Another stop at another bar, another cafe, Flor recalled an episode we witnessed on the train a week ago, when we were returning to the Midwest from the interior of São Paulo, it was opportune to comment on this case, when I already felt that I was affected by the painful absence From home. 

—  Guri,  what  did  you  hear  about  those  two  escaped prisoners who were running around on the train?" 

—Flor if it's about the end they met?" For me, I'm sure that two men, were executed by the soldiers, there was no doubt, and for you? I think because of his experience, maturity and engagement; much less, isn't it? 

− Ariel, unfortunately I have to agree with you. 
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Flor  continued,  according  to  rumors  that  circulated  that night  inside  that  train,  among  these  comments,  despite  the murmurs  that  came  out  of  those  gagged  mouths,  it  was possible  that  she  knew  that  they  were  rural  workers'  union members.  They  wanted  to  review,  together  with  the  local authorities, the repossession of the lands of families who had lived and worked for years, previously given over to the State, which  suddenly  by  realtors,  were  sold  with  false  registered deeds,  illegally  to  landowners,  with  complicity  of  corrupt judges,  if  magistrates  refused  to  participate,  they  were murdered by militiamen paid by the landowners. That's why she  did  what  she  could,  to  try  to  prevent  injustices  of  this nature  and  for  many  others  that  happen  in  the  national territory, without anyone even questioning. 

— Hey! These practices are one of the conflicts that have dragged on for centuries throughout the national territory! 

—  Boy,  it  was  very  good  that  you  agreed  to  live  here  at Clarisse's  house,  otherwise  I  wouldn't  have  a  place  to  stay here, since with my mother, I can't count either, at least, while that man, that young man of yours is living there. With your 
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presence, I believe that the colonel's bombardments will be less intense and less blunt in my direction, and with that it will be possible for me to support my father's genius, and he mine. 

— Thank you, I can't say anything! I would have to thank everyone  in  this  house.  Knowing  a  little  more  about  you,  I think I'll feel comfortable staying in this place. 

— Yes, you will see that I am right. My presence, they will still keep away from our house the inopportune visits of our teenage  neighbors,  things that happen,  often in this military village, every time a new kid shows up here. Unless you think you're the last tangerine on your feet? 

— I can't, Flor, deny that I adore girls, but now all I have in  my  head  are  books.  I  don't  know  what  it  would  be  like without them! 

—  Guri,  tomorrow  you  must  write  to  your  spring  crush. 

Because  if  you  don't,  a  week  from  now  you  won't  even remember that she even exists! Indeed, when I write to her, I will report in my letter all your words of passion for books. 

Which  has  already  left  the  swaddling  clothes  for  the  full 
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enjoyment  of  literature!  So  girl  forget  about  Ariel,  also  like him, enjoy and have fun, it will be better for someone your age! 

— Do it Flor! But don't overdo it! I'm not in the habit of writing  letters,  won't  I  know  how  to  express  myself  through writing in this genre? 

—  Boy  kidding  aside,  believe  me:  if  you  still  like  hers,  I believe you will have no difficulty finding content and the way to say it. Sorry I can't help you, this is very personal. My time has  passed,  in  which  I  would  like  to  receive  a  letter  from someone  saying  so  in  love  with  me.  Don't  forget  I  was married! 

—Flor, being beautiful and intelligent as she is, shouldn't there be no shortage of men who want to tell you about it?" 

—  Thank  you  for  your  kindness,  but  intelligence  doesn't seem  to  be  the  main  thing  in  a  woman  who  attracts  men, especially on these sides of the savannah, but at the moment I don't think about anyone, you're enough around me! 
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—I'll pretend to believe you!" But really, I know it's my turn to pay for coffee, before continuing on our journey. 

Ariel wouldn't know if at that moment, the cause, in order to explain why she felt so good in Flor's company, was perhaps because she experienced, for the first time in her life, the  opportunity  to  talk  openly  with  a  woman,  outside  her circle. kinship. This new relationship gave her freedom and gave him back the confidence she would need to realize that she  would  be  able  to  start  seeing  with  her  own  eyes  again, difficulties that the world would impose. 
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