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    The Land of Hevila
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    In the beginning all was dark, void and vacant. Black shadows covered the face of the abyss and I was too young to understand anything. Yet, even so I noticed that our father was not an ordinary man. He would come and go like wind, water, fire or God Himself in search of some meaning for his existence.




    But little by little we grew up and began to understand everything. Our father was in search of that which all of us will eventually search for, if we are ever to prove to ourselves that we are alive. And in those days, as nowadays, he searched for the land of Hevila, where there is gold and everyone is certainly happy.




    At night, unable to sleep, I daydreamed of this strange land. In Hevila everyone was good and happy. Perhaps they communicated with smiles, maybe they kissed each other on the forehead to say good morning or good evening, maybe there were no beggars, or hunger, or darkness. Hevila, Dad used to say with his eyes sparkling, was a vast and ample land.




    Sometimes I believed that such a land could only exist in Dad’s imagination but, even so, I enjoyed closing my eyes and imagining all of us in that land through which ran a river called Phison. It was my father’s land and I liked it.
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  Hevila Exists
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  From the day, Dad arrived home stomping his feet and saying “tomorrow we’ll move to Brasília,” nobody had peace in our house. We knew that, to our father, Brasília was now the capital of Hevila, where there is gold, and we would live in that city even if it were the last thing we did in our lives.




  But even so, our mother came into the living room wiping her hands on her apron and asking Dad, “Antônio, are you out of your mind?”




  And our father, fat, red, and heavy, placed the youngest one on his lap, kept staring at his frightened face, closed his eyes as if dreaming and said, his voice trembling with emotion, “Tunico, Hevila exists. Hevila exists, my son.”




  And, opening his eyes, laughed heartily. Tunico kept staring at our father, who then said it again, “You will grow up in Brasília and, God willing, you may become the nation’s President.”




  Tunico didn’t know about anything and began to cry. Mom, already nervous, took him from Dad, but ended up laughing as well. Then Dad stood up, clapped his hands, as he used to do when he had something new to tell us, and asked me to get the Cruzeiro magazine.
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