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  Synopsis


  


  In the previous four volumes, after facing mistakes, disappointments, challenges, and obstacles, Inocencio conquered both his inner and outer dragons, emerging as a self-aware adult.


  In this fifth volume, he returns to his birthplace bearing the treasures gained along his Journey. These treasures are not of gold, silver, or precious stones, but the richer gifts of knowledge and wisdom – offered to the community for the good of all.


  This book speaks to parents who care about their children’s happiness, to teachers and educators dedicated to shaping upright and compassionate citizens attuned to their time, and to young people and adults still searching for their path in life.
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About the Author


  Valdi Ercolani was born in 1939 to farming parents in a small rural community in Rio Grande do Sul, now called Nova Esperança. At the age of seven, his family moved to São Borja, where he worked as a shoeshine, newspaper delivery boy, and projectionist at the local movie theater.


  At fourteen, he moved to Porto Alegre to live with the Goulart Macedo family, where he studied graphic arts. At twenty-two, he traveled to Los Angeles, USA, in search of knowledge in advertising creation.


  A year later he returned to Brazil and settled in São Paulo, working as an art director at MPM Propaganda. In 1966, he left for Europe, passing through Lisbon and Porto before arriving in Madrid, Spain, where he worked as a screenwriter for advertising films at Estúdios Moro. In 1967, he moved to London to study filmmaking at the London School of Film Technique.


  Two years later, in Paris, he worked at the advertising agency Havas Conseil as a creative art director. During this period, he participated in a film script competition for an anti-drug campaign sponsored by the Paris City Hall and was selected as one of the four prize winners.


  In 1971, he traveled to Algiers, Algeria. Returning to Brazil in 1972, he founded his own advertising film production company. In 1975, he produced and directed his feature film O Resgate, chosen to represent Latin American cinema at the Tehran Festival in the former Persia.


  In 1990, he moved to Barcelona, where he worked in cinematography for two years. In 2000, inspired by the Hero’s Journey, he began writing his saga of self-discovery, structured around the five stages of human growth: childhood (Inocencio and the divine child), youth (The awakening of Inocencio), maturity (Inocencio and the start of his Journey), deep maturity (Inocencio in search of the Great Man), and harvest (Inocencio and the forgotten Treasures).


  This saga, developed over the past decades, is the synthesis of his personal and creative experience, transformed into universal literature on self-knowledge and the search for meaning


  
Author’s Preface


  Ideas that embody indisputable truths never die. Though people may forget them, they continue to live in space. Over time, these ideas awaken once more in human minds and are woven back into life.


  I am referring to the journey of the mythological hero – a narrative model reflected across many times and cultures. This hero inspires us with stories of courage, the overcoming of obstacles, and transformation. He invites us to reflect on our own potential and the journey each of us must face in life.


  The hero’s path tells of the young man who dares to cross the limits of the known in order to face the unknown, believing he has the means to overcome both the external and internal dragons. In the end, he discovers treasures and returns with new truths, which transform his own life and the lives of all who encounter him.


  Inocencio’s journey is a saga of self-discovery in which he experiences five stages of transformation and growth – childhood, youth, maturity, deep maturity, and harvest. It is a quest to discover who he is and why he is here on Earth. Although every traveler uncovers a unique path, the journey becomes easier when we can learn from those who have gone before us.


  The story begins in the home – a loving, safe, and peaceful environment, in a community of small-scale farmers. The hero needs a guide, and his Italian-born grandfather becomes his wise mentor, sharing knowledge of the cosmos and the meaning of life. He encourages his grandson, nurturing him with values that are ethical, moral, spiritual, and profoundly human. (Stage 1: Inocencio and the divine child)


  Inocencio is called to embark on an extraordinary journey. At first, he hesitates, bound by the comfort of what he knows. Yet he accepts the call, abandons who he is to seek who he is meant to become, and leaves behind the safety of home. He crosses a symbolic threshold, marking the beginning of his transformation. (Stage 2: The awakening of Inocencio)


  Along the way, he faces trials that test his courage, intelligence, and resilience. He witnesses discrimination and injustice, conflict and violence, the collapse of illusions. His journey unfolds against the backdrop of the Cold War – the ideological struggle between the Soviet Union, defender of communism, and the United States, defender of capitalism – and of the political turmoil that led President Getúlio Vargas to take his own life. (Stage 3: Inocencio and the start of his Journey)


  In 1964, a military coup overthrew President João Goulart. At the heart of a nation in crisis, Inocêncio saw distrust tear families apart: brother betraying brother, son turning against father, neighbor denouncing neighbor. In search of meaning, he yearned for new experiences, and dreamed of understanding the world. He set sail for the Old Continent, cradle of great thinkers, convinced he would find there an ancient wisdom capable of easing his doubts. (Stage 4: Inocencio in search of the Great Man)


  By Stage 5, Inocencio is no longer the same man who once left his hometown. After many trials, disappointments, and mistakes, he conquers both his inner and outer dragons, becomes a conscious adult, and returns bearing treasures acquired on his journey. They are not treasures of gold or silver, but of wisdom and knowledge, to be shared with his community for the good of all.


  For you, my reader, I have endeavored to describe this journey in the truest words I could find, so that the saga might touch you. My only tools have been reason and logic. I do not propose a new religion, for my “religion” is the universe, and the sole purpose of these books, addressed to human hearts, is to teach thought and expand consciousness.


  With the help of etiology – the study of causes – I have examined facts, weighed opinions, questioned the absurdity of certain realities, and reflected on human behavior. In each case, I sought to ground myself in principles that seemed to me the most solid, hoping to encourage parents who desire nothing more than the happiness of their children. My aim is also to support teachers, professors, and educators who work to form upright citizens – individuals who reflect on their actions, seek their own happiness, and never lose sight of the common good.


  Lastly, I hope this work may serve as a guiding light for young people and adults still searching for a path – for those who have not yet found their way in life.


  To
 David, Paco, Rocco, Luisa, Noah 
 and all the children 
 in the world


  Seventy-seven years had already settled into my body, with all their weight of memories, when I received a letter from the mayor of Nova Esperança do Sul. It read:


  Dear fellow countryman, greetings!


  I have submitted to the Municipal Council the attached bill proposing to name “Street A,” in the Vida Nova neighborhood–between Alexandre Manenti Street and Judite Vielmo Street–after Pietro Ercolani. The project was approved, I sanctioned it, and the law has now come into effect with its publication. Therefore, it is with great pleasure that I invite you to the unveiling ceremony of the plaque honoring your paternal grandfather, on December 8, at 2:00 p.m. Following the ceremony, there will be a gathering with university students in the municipal events hall.


  Nova Esperança do Sul, RS, November 22, 2016
 Delvi Luiz Segatto, Mayor


  At that moment, I realized that the heart is not merely the organ that pumps blood through our veins and arteries. It is also a sun lodged within the chest, radiating the noblest virtues of humankind. Whenever I remember my grandfather Pietro, even after so many years, my heart grows warm, for memory never erases the experiences of childhood.


  Still alive within me are the moments when he taught me the language of birds, the mysteries of nature, the movement of the planets, the phases of the moon, the secrets of the seasons, the numbers from one to a hundred, and the letters of the alphabet. Whenever those images return, my soul stirs, and a deep longing awakens–to return to the place of my birth.


  My grandfather used to say that wandering stars trace their path, vanish into the heavens, and later reappear to find their ancient course once more. Who does not feel the pull of home? Was Mayor Segatto’s invitation, after all, a calling? Could it be time to restore the umbilical cord that once bound me to Nova Esperança do Sul, broken in childhood?


  My birthplace is in Rio Grande do Sul, nestled between the towns of Jaguari and Santiago, some 1,900 kilometers from where I now live in the countryside of Indaiatuba.


  On the evening of December 6, I packed my suitcase and asked Giselda to drive me to Viracopos Airport, from where I would fly to Porto Alegre. To cover the 586 kilometers to São Borja, I chose the overnight sleeper bus, scheduled to leave the terminal at 10:30 p.m. The road was in poor condition, riddled with potholes. The seats offered a measure of comfort, but the jolts made reading difficult. Sleep was impossible.


  After more than eight hours on the road, with stops in Soledade, Ijuí, and São Luiz Gonzaga, I arrived in São Borja at seven in the morning. Exhausted, I took a taxi to my sister’s house – her presence long absent from my daily life, though never from my heart. At the sight of me, she was filled with joy – the same joy a farmer feels when harvest arrives.


  After breakfast, we sat beneath the welcoming shade of the grapevine our father had planted more than seventy years earlier. Clusters of grapes were already forming, their green skins speckled with the first hints of purple. As we sat there, beneath the vine heavy with promise, I explained the reason for my journey: I would spend the night to regain my strength and continue on to my destination the following day.


  From São Borja, there was only one road to Nova Esperança do Sul – the BR-287 highway. To accompany me on the 180-kilometer journey between the two towns, my sister suggested Mário, an experienced taxi driver who knew every bend in the road.


  The next morning, the sky dawned a vivid turquoise, with white clouds scattered across it like tufts of pulled cotton.


  For the unveiling ceremony, I dressed in cotton trousers, a short-sleeved shirt, and casual shoes. My heart swelled with joy: to return to the place of one’s birth after seventy years is, without doubt, an experience as nostalgic as it is moving. Much had surely changed, yet much remained.


  At nine o’clock, I set out in Mário’s taxi, a Chevrolet of recent make.


  The BR-287 was built on the route of the old railway that once connected São Borja to Santa Maria. In some stretches, rusted tracks were still visible, along with telegraph poles crowned by the clay nests of ovenbirds. Up to Santiago, the road stretched 140 kilometers across open plains, home to farmers and cattlemen – an easy and pleasant drive.


  Along the way, the scenery shifted: sometimes rice fields, sometimes corn, sometimes vast soybean plantations; here and there, flocks of sheep or herds of cattle. Yet what struck me most was the absence of the rheas that, in my childhood, roamed free across those wide plains, scattering in alarm at the whistle of the train as it cut through the fields.


  From Santiago onward, the land began to rise into the hills.


  The terrain grew rugged, with abrupt descents. The BR-287 wound its way along the sharp slopes and, as we descended, the view became ever more spectacular: cliffs and plateaus rising above the treetops and the valley below.


  After twenty-four kilometers of twisting road, with sharp curves and sheer drops, we reached the VRS-825, which leads to Nova Esperança do Sul. A sign read: population 4,087, altitude 369 meters, distance remaining: twelve kilometers.


  On the left, I caught sight of the small railway station where my family had once boarded the train bound for São Borja. I stepped out of the car and walked toward it, following the rusted tracks, now swallowed by weeds and shrubs. The station had become a dwelling for a few people and stood abandoned: vegetation creeping over the platform, doors and windows shattered, the roof close to collapse. That sight stirred in me a mixture of nostalgia and sadness.


  The strongest emotion rose when memory restored life to the silence: the train’s bell ringing in the clear air, my father carefully stowing the bed and my mother’s Singer sewing machine in the baggage car, the stationmaster’s sharp whistle cutting the stillness, and at last the long, mournful cry of the locomotive as it pulled away – carrying us into the unknown, and leaving behind the echoes of a world that would never return.


  The taxi crossed the bridge over the Calça Botas River and followed the paved road toward town. The plateau’s geography is marked by vast elevated stretches, with flat or gently sloping surfaces. As the car climbed the winding road, I gazed at the landscape. The land I was returning to bore little resemblance to the one I had left behind.


  The vineyards were gone, the pastures empty of cattle; no sound of herds filled the air. Tractors had replaced the farmers, carving deep furrows into the earth’s skin. The fields where hares once ran free had been turned into endless expanses of soy and corn. Where were the men who harvested wheat? And the women who sang cheerful songs as they carried their bundles?


  I arrived in Nova Esperança do Sul around 12:30 p.m. If an orchard keeper rejoices to see a seed he planted grow into a flourishing tree, what joy must be felt by one who plants, with care, a seed in the human mind and then sees it bear fruit?


  It was good to be back.


  I had lunch at the restaurant owned by the great-grandson of Antônio Ebani, who had once been my elementary school teacher. I remembered how, on the very first day of class, he had punished me by making me kneel facing the wall. After the meal, I felt the urge to explore the town and revisit the tender memories of my childhood.


  Nova Esperança do Sul had grown.


  Its four thousand inhabitants lived mostly in modest homes, each with its orchard and vegetable garden, yielding fresh fruit and greens. The town offered good services and a varied commerce. In the central square stood the bandstand; before it, the São José parish church; and beside it, the large house where my godfather, Francisco Vielmo, had once lived.


  We followed Marquês de Tamandaré Street to the town hall, where we were to meet Mayor Segatto. An aide led me to a man of medium height, nearing seventy. He wore jeans, a shirt, and dress shoes – a simple presentation that promised a warm, relaxed welcome.


  Cordiality is the hallmark of small towns: it extends beyond formal greetings. A smile, attentive listening, and respect draw people closer, creating an instant bond.


  The mayor greeted me with a simple embrace – unceremonious, yet filled with genuine affection. He said there was time for a cup of coffee before the unveiling ceremony. Cordial though he was, he revealed himself also to be a gifted conversationalist. He explained that he had studied medicine and practiced as a general practitioner.


  “A general practitioner is sought not only to treat illnesses but also to prevent them,” he said. “I begin by listening – to how the patient lives, what they do, what they value. Then I examine the body: the pulse, the breath of the lungs, the beat of the heart. From there, I try to uncover the cause of discomfort and offer a way forward, whether through medicine, tests, or referral to more specialized care.”


  I asked how Dr. Delvi Luiz Segatto translated his medical calling into his role as mayor.


  “The municipality is my patient, and its complaints are many. The mayor is responsible for implementing public policies in education, health, housing, sanitation, and more – all directed toward the city’s development and the well-being of its people.


  “Just as a physician must look at the patient as a whole, so too must the mayor. And in the same way a doctor works with physiotherapists and nutritionists, the mayor manages the city’s needs in partnership with the Municipal Council. It was they who approved the bill that gave Pietro Ercolani’s name to a street.”


  I asked the mayor why he had created the project.


  “It was a way of honoring someone who had a meaningful influence on our lives. To honor a person who has passed away by inscribing their name on a street is to keep their memory alive – and to remind future generations of their contributions.”


  We then made our way to the site of the ceremony, in the Vida Nova neighborhood.


  The unveiling was a festive occasion that drew people from every walk of life. Present were municipal employees, the councilors who had voted on the bill, and townspeople. Among them were families who had once lived alongside my grandfather – the Lovato, Cogo, Pivotto, Delevati, Vielmo, Poleto, Manzoni, Guasso, Pavanello, Angonese, Munareto, and Madalozzo clans. Their children had grown, raised families of their own, and those families, too, had children – all gathered there that day.


  The plaque, fixed to a wooden post four and a half meters high, was covered with navy-blue satin. Mayor Segatto opened the ceremony with a brief but moving tribute:


  “Pietro Ercolani, the eldest of eight siblings, was born in Villagrande di Montecopiolo, in the province of Pesaro, Italy. There he fulfilled his military service and worked the land until the age of twenty-five. Then, with his parents and brothers, he left his homeland and crossed the ocean to Brazil, arriving at the port of Santos. From the Immigrants’ Hostel in São Paulo, they went on to Ribeirão Preto, where they worked the coffee fields.
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