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	FOR YOU GUYS

	                        The success in your life will depend on how much you believe in yourself, in your dreams and what you can accomplish. This book is a proof of that. 

	A.S. PEREIRA
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Chapter 1

	 

	The clan of the wolves

	 

	21 April 1981.

	It was 6 PM, when I got to the little town in the middle of nowhere. In fact, it was  a small settlement at the end of a long dirt road. Maybe it was a city, or in short. There were a few houses, which were very well cared for, and lots of greenery around. There were 3 hours  drive through the muddy road flanked by dense woods. This after 2 hours by plane, coming out of Rio de Janeiro.  I was at some point in the interior of Minas Gerais.

	A thin drizzle was falling and I joined in what appeared to be a grocery store. Interior one, which sells groceries from the coffee and the milk until cachaça, and still serves as a meeting point for the  drunk people of the region. Inside, crowded shelves of bottles of various shapes, full of every color imaginable, covered the walls of the establishment. Wooden barrels filled with rice, beans, and corn spread from the interior of the small places. Thick ropes of smoke were the extensive roller counter with tired blankets of beef jerky. And, of course, there was the flawless cat asleep on the top of a potato bags. All lit the light of lamp, because we were in the middle of nowhere, and there was no electric light. The owner left his teammates to talk for a moment and came to ask what I want.

	“Good Evening, what can I do for you?” asked with a strong Pernambucano accent.

	“Good evening, mate. I'm looking for a place to spend a couple of nights. A friend is waiting for me, but we lost contact. He arrived earlier and didn't call me back.”

	“The only phone that you will find in this backwater place is here in my place. You could call whenever you need to. It's courtesy to the customers! But place to spend the night will be hard to find. There is no hosting or something around here.”

	As he spoke, a couple walked into the grocery store. Arrived in a muddy jeep and seemed to be living a romance, due to the enthusiasm shown. The age difference between them was glaring.

	The man was young, strong and was in his twenties, maybe thirty years. The woman, middle-aged, blond and had strongly blue eyes I could notice them even under the flickering lamplight. She could be confused with her young boyfriend's mother. But I understood perfectly the enchantment and the enthusiasm of the boy. That woman seemed to be the most beautiful one I had ever seen in my life! And I wasn't the only one that was magnetized by the beauty of the "aunt". Just the grocer wasn't excited. As for the boy, I had no doubts. He was the one I was looking for.

	Rodrigo Alvarez. He was missing three months. His father, a rich businessman in Rio de Janeiro, hired me to find him. The information that I got along with his friends, before leaving the Rio, took me to a few places like this, because the boy was given to trudge by interiors and vanish in the world. Now, my search was finished. However, I preferred watching  to find out what caused our athletic adventurer could forget world to the point of not to send any news for the family.

	I’ve begun a new conversation with the grocer and found out that he was not surprised at all with the beautiful blonde because he’s seen her other times.  It was no longer a novelty to him.

	I ordered a beer and I got to watch the couple, with the characteristic of a private detective. I continued the conversation with the owner, now I knew he’s called Zé Marreiro, keeping my ears tuned in what I could understand about the conversation. The blonde's name was Mirthes and from what I could understand, she used to appear over there a few times in the year. She talked very well and she was different of other people around. Among the many hugs and kisses with the young Rodrigo, she'd smile and laugh beautifully. The young man looked at her charming. 

	After a while, I took an initiative that seemed to displease the grocer. I went to the couple asking if they knew any place where I could stay. The couple come smiling toward me. They took their glasses and their beer bottle, which indicated that they were receptive to a long conversation with me. Mirthes spoke first: 
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