

  [image: The Hick]


  




		

  


			© 1984, 2016 por Zibia Gasparetto


			© 2022 por Zibia Gasparetto – formato digital


			Capa e produção gráfica: Equipe Vida & Consciência


			Conversão e-book: Equipe Vida & Consciência


			Produção do ePub: Cumbuca Studio


			ISBN 978-65-88599-35-8 – formato digital


			The partial or full reproduction of this book without proper authorization is prohibited.


			Publishing, Distribution, Printing and Finishing:


			Vida & Consciência Editora e Distribuidora Ltda.


			Rua das Oiticicas, 75 — São Paulo — SP — Brasil


			CEP 04346-090


			editora@vidaeconsciencia.com.br


			www.vidaeconsciencia.com.br


		




  [image: The Hick]







		

			Prologue


			Of all the struggles and griefs that we face in life, it will always be easier to talk of those we overcame a long time ago, the lessons of which we have learned and we find ourselves to be better people, than to relate recent events, when the emotions still linger to unsettle our hearts so in need of learning and more stability.


			When some of the characters still remain on the Earth, struggling to develop their Eternal Spirit capabilities in pursuit of true happiness, few are the disincarnate narrators who obtain permission to tell their stories, the unraveling of which could expose them to public curiosity.


			When this happens, in addition to permission from those involved, there are certain norms that should be observed.


			For this reason, it is clear that the names and some details in the story of The Hick have been altered. Let nobody, on reading it, seek to discover names or people that our ethics felt it right to conceal and that will certainly add nothing to the objectives of this narrative.


			Nevertheless, this aspect of the form in no way diminishes the authenticity of the story, which truly happened and which invites us to meditate on the problems that still engage our spirit anxious to be happy, to love and to prosper.


			We shall be content if, by means of this simple and modest narrative, some readers may come to understand and accept God’s bounty, his sovereign justice and the eternal joy of living.


			Lucius


			São Paulo, 27 October 1983


		




		

			Chapter 1


			Full stop. The road ended there. A small village, and then the rich, mysterious, dense forest. Some dilapidated, mud-walled huts, scattered here and there. A street which was the dirt road itself, a store where it was possible to buy tobacco, salt, pinga and occasionally a piece of jerked beef or a block of raw sugar.


			Some of the inhabitants kept plots of kale, maize, pumpkin and chayote. The better-off, chickens, and only Venancio, from time to time, raised a pig which was always in need of fattening.


			Although very poor, the village of Dente de Onça (which means jaguar’s tooth) was home to some peaceful and easy-going families. They demanded little, restricting themselves to fishing in the river which flowed just beyond the village, and to some incursions into the town of Ingaí, which was twenty miles away, to sell or barter their fish for commodities or goods that they needed.


			The strange name of Dente de Onça was due to the large number of jaguars that lived in the surrounding forest, and had taken countless victims. Always outsiders, since the local inhabitants, knowing their habits and customs, took many precautions, managing to avoid them. Many of them accepted the hard life and seemed not to have any ambitions or aspirations other than to continue there, surviving on the strength of their luck; others, however, mainly the young people, abandoned the village, eager to know the rest of the world.


			Raimundo lived alone. He was self-sufficient, planting a little yucca and maize, fishing as and when he desired, lazing around, sleeping in the hammock or slaving in the river when he was hungry, and in the field, when he felt like it.


			He was just twenty-eight years old, but his tall, lean body seemed older. His face, tanned by the sun, partially hidden by a beard darker than his auburn hair. Raimundo had not been born in Dente de Onça; he had arrived in the place more than twenty years earlier clutching the hand of his father, who had built the hut where they had always lived. His father was not a peasant farmer like the inhabitants of the place, he was educated and literate. But he displayed great disdain for the world and for mankind. He raised Raimundo with a true horror of life in the city, pessimism with regard to his fellow men and contempt for the conquests of progress.


			He adapted to nature, teaching his son to live in a simple and rugged manner.


			Raimundo accepted that life, loved the smell of the earth, the birds, the river. With a poet’s soul, he was thrilled by the rustic beauty of the forest, clearing it in order to overpower it.


			When his father fell sick, he wanted to take him into the town, but old Claudio absolutely refused to go. He did not believe in medicine. He preferred the beverages from the forest which he had learnt from an Indian who was his friend. However, they were insufficient. Claudio, weakened by fever, finally succumbed. Helped by some friends, Raimundo buried him right there, by the river’s edge. Life continued as before, at the same monotonous rhythm.


			He never thought of leaving. Where would he go? He couldn’t read or write. There, he had his home, his friends with whom he conversed very little. He had everything he needed, what more did he want?


			Stretched out in the coarse hammock, he loved to look at the sky dotted with stars through the window of the hut. What was up there?


			Over and over he thought. Who could have made all that? Could it really be God? He didn’t know what to say. His father had never taught him anything about God. He’d heard from friends that he was the creator of everything. How could that be? If it were true, what power he must have!


			He would lose himself in his thoughts. Sometimes he felt lonely, but he accepted lonelIness as a necessity without remedy. It would be good to get married, but he was afraid. His father had always advised him to keep away from women, who were treacherous and frivolous creatures.


			Few girls in the village, ugly and without charm. Best thing was to keep to himself. Better than suffering.


			And time continued to drift by, in the monotony of working the land, and Raimundo remained where he was, accepting life, contenting himself with what little it had to offer him.


			It was a pleasant November afternoon and Raimundo, in the hammock, was taking a nap lulled by the chirping of the birds that flew over the trees in bands.


			It had rained for several days, and now the sun was shining, drying the bushes and the ground; the green leaves still exhaled the peculiar aroma of wet plants, displaying an agreeable freshness.


			He had hung the hammock in the trees outside, to enjoy the delights of nature. It was then, suddenly, that an unpleasant and unexpected noise roused him from his drowsIness, causing him to open his eyes, in surprise.


			Breaking the bucolic silence of the countryside, a jeep was coming down the road. Although a car in those whereabouts was not usual, Raimundo did not move. He merely looked on in silence.


			The jeep drew closer and stopped outside his house. There were three men in it, and Raimundo recognized Sebastian from Córrego Seco, in Ingaí, with whom he had already exchanged some commodities. It was his father who knew him better, since every time he went into town he held long conversations with him.


			Calmly, he waited. Sebastian approached, his hat in his fingers, a smile revealing some teeth yellowed from smoking.


			— Oh! Raimundo…


			Raimundo sat up in the hammock, observing the speaker, without a word.


			— Oh! Raimundo — he said again —, need to talk to you. Serious and peculiar business.


			— Fire away, friend.


			— Those two men in that car there are looking for you. Come from Cuiabá, especially, just to see you.


			Raimundo glanced over uneasily at the parked jeep where the two men were chatting calmly.


			— Don’t know them. Why they looking for me?


			— Don’t know. Seems they’ve come to bring you some news of a relative of yours in the city…


			— Nonsense. I don’t have anyone. There’s just me.


			Sebastian lowered his voice, and placing a hand on Raimundo’s arm, he said knowingly:


			— You know, they are rich people. Should see the money they have. They spend without a care. For me bringing them here and pointing out your house they gave me two thousand cruzeiros.


			And, seeing that the other man was looking uneasy, he added:


			— I only brought them here because they’re decent people. They want to talk with you.


			Raimundo shrugged.


			— Nothing to say to them.


			— You’re not going to send them away without talking to them. Height of bad manners. And then, they’ve come many miles, they’re tired. If you don’t want to hear them out, just let them rest a bit and we’ll be off.


			— Right. You’re not going to say I’ve got no manners. Call them over.


			Sebastian, went off with a warm smile spread across his dark, bony face. The men jumped out of the jeep and, with their faces tense, they approached. One of them was still young, under thirty; the other was around forty-five. They were wearing cotton drill clothes, but the design and the quality were very stylish. By all appearances, city men, educated and elegant.


			Raimundo put himself on guard.


			— These are the men that want to meet you — Sebastian indicated, a little awkwardly.


			— Why? — Raimundo said, staring at their eyes.


			Despite being confident men, the two did not know how to begin. The direct question was addressed brusquely, but without aggression.


			— May I explain — the older of the two said in a soft voice. — My name is Olavo Rangel, a lawyer. My friend is Juvenal Dias, a journalist from Cuiabá. We need to discuss something that should interest you. If you will allow, we would like to rest a little.


			Raimundo looked straight at them. Then he decided:


			— Right. Let’s go inside. Poor person’s house. Not sure you’ll be comfortable inside.


			He rose to his feet and led them to the humble hut. Inside, a rugged table, two chairs which his father had brought when they had come to the place, a small closet, a wooden trunk and nothing else. In one corner, the wood fire which he had built himself with some stones and clay.


			He offered them the chairs while he sat in the hammock, which was also his bed. Sebastian just stood there.


			— Very well — the lawyer said in a professional tone —, your full name is… I need to know if I am talking to the person I’m looking for.


			— My name is Raimundo.


			— There we have a problem. I think your name is something else. I know that your father changed his name when you left São Paulo.


			— Seems like you know more than I do.


			— I think I do. Your name is Oscar Tavares de Lima. And your father, Quentin Marcondes de Lima. Raimundo was the name he gave you, at the same time that he started to call himself Claudio.


			Raimundo was curious. His father had never told him the reasons why he left São Paulo when he was five or six years old and decided to live there. Several times he had wanted to ask him but the matter irritated his father so much that in the end he gave up. Now, this stranger had appeared with this story. Should he believe it? The man seemed serious and respectable.


			— I don’t know if it’s true. I don’t remember. I was very small.


			Olavo looked concerned.


			— Try. Did your father not leave any package with papers, documents etc.?


			Raimundo tried to remember.


			— I don’t think so. He hated paper. He said it got in the way of life.


			— Try to remember what happened when you arrived here — the journalist said, coaxing. — Did you never notice something strange about him?


			Raimundo thought it over and over until he remembered:


			— One day he came back from town really mad. He was carrying a newspaper which he read several times, furiously.


			— Do you know what it said?


			— I can’t read. He never let me learn. Then he sent me to fetch water from the river, but I didn’t go straightaway. He’d frightened me, so I hid to see what he was doing. I saw when he fetched a box and went into the forest. He buried it, then he came back. He seemed calmer. I kept thinking about the box, and when he went to sleep, I went there and dug it up, to see what it was. It just had papers, and I buried it again, afraid he’d give me a beating. He was a good man, but with a terrible temper.


			Olavo was excited.


			— Can you remember where the box is buried?


			— Was a long time ago, but I think if we search, we find it.


			— You see, Raimundo, it’s very important for us to know that you really are the son of Quentin Marcondes de Lima. That’s why we’ve come looking for you.


			— Right. I’m interested in finding out what my father didn’t want to tell me. Let’s go.


			He stood up, took hold of the hoe and went outside. The others followed him in silence. The concern on their faces was evident.


			Raimundo strolled towards a small cultivated area, forcing the others to slow down. When he got there, standing under a tree, he scratched his beard.


			— Think it was here. Was a long time ago, but I don’t forget. Let me take a good look and see. Yes, I think it was here.


			The anxious eyes of the other three moved from Raimundo to the ground covered in brush. He began to dig. At no time did he seem in a hurry. Slowly, he furrowed the earth with a certain ease, on account of the previous day’s rain. Raimundo kept digging and nothing. He took care, anxious not to damage the box when he found it.


			— I think it was more to the side.


			— Perhaps your father removed it? — the lawyer said anxiously.


			— Don’t think so. Why would he? If he buried it it was to get rid of it, it wasn’t to keep it. Hold on, seems there’s something here. Yes, I think I’ve found it.


			— Careful you don’t damage it. It must be old.


			— Needn’t worry. I know how to handle the earth.


			In fact, within a few minutes a dark object had appeared before the curious eyes of those present. It was not exactly a box, more a rustic bag of uncured leather which, despite being dirty and damp, was intact.


			Raimundo threw aside the hoe and wiped his hands on his worn pants.


			— Let me clean the outside of it so you don’t dirty your hands.


			— It doesn’t matter — the lawyer said, impatiently. — We’re going to open it to see what’s inside.


			Raimundo opened it with a certain difficulty, and a thick roll wrapped in a cloth emerged. The lawyer unrolled it and some yellowed papers appeared. Olavo leafed through them rapidly, and his face relaxed in triumph.


			— I think we found it. Here is what we need.


			Raimundo looked on nervously.


			— What does it say there, mister?


			— They’re documents, certificates, let’s go inside. There we can take a closer look.


			— You’re quite right. it’s getting dark and it’s hard to see.


			With the calm which was particular to him, Raimundo picked up the hoe and filled the hole, while the others, impatient, were walking back to the modest house. At a leisurely pace, Raimundo approached, entered the hut and lit the lamp.


			Under the flickering light, the lawyer, both thrilled and a little impatient, examined the documents one by one, nodding his head affirmatively and giving a satisfied glance to the journalist, who, over his shoulder, was also getting a grasp of their contents.


			Although curious, Raimundo did not make a single gesture. He observed everything in silence, his eyes half-closed, waiting.


			— Just as I hoped. You really are Oscar Tavares de Lima, born in São Paulo on 18 June 1908, son of Quentin Marcondes de Lima and Ms. Carolina Tavares de Lima.


			— How do you know? — Raimundo asked.


			— Here are the certificates. This is your birth certificate, and this is the marriage certificate of Dr. Quentin, on 15 May 1900, in the district of Itu. There are other important documents, and I’m going to tell you the best news. Prepare yourself, Oscar, sit down in case you fall.


			Raimundo looked a little frightened.


			— It does concern you, yes. Your name is Oscar and from now you should be called so.


			Juvenal caught him by the arm, forcing him to sit in one of the chairs. The lawyer, to Sebastian’s and Raimundo’s astonishment, continued:


			— You are a rich man. So rich, that if you wanted to, you could buy an entire city.


			Raimundo stared understanding nothing.


			— You’re very rich, my good man! Ridiculously rich. I’m pleased to be able to give you this news.


			— Not possible. You’re mistaken. My father died very poor. Didn’t even have money to buy tobacco.


			— You’re wrong. Your father was a doctor and very rich. He belonged to one of the best families in São Paulo, didn’t he ever tell you?


			— Hard to believe. A doctor? Think you’re mistaken. He didn’t even like medicine. Said doctors know nothing. Always treated himself with Indian herbs and me too, never took medicInes from the pharmacy.


			— Another reason to believe what I’m telling you. He was a doctor, but I think he trained just to please the family, he didn’t like the profession. Despite this, he took care of you.


			— That’s right, he did. He knew lots of remedies, but only from the forest — he scratched his head, puzzled. — But if he was rich and a doctor, why did he come here to this hard life with no comforts?


			— There you have it. We don’t really know what happened. It seems that one day he had to treat a friend who was staying in his house and he was unable to prevent his death. Distraught, he picked up his son, and disappeared. Every search was in vain. Ms. Carolina was inconsolable, in despair. They placed an announcement in the newspapers, hired people from the police to search, nothing. Nobody was able to provide any information on where doctor Quentin had hidden himself away with his son. Ms. Carolina closed the house, and for the rest of her days wore black. As far as I know, she said she would only abandon it the day she was reunited with her son, the only love of her life. With the death of the grandfather, Quentin’s father, she inherited a huge fortune, properties that only served to swell the family’s patrimony.


			Raimundo listened thoughtfully, almost in disbelief that this story could be about his father. The lawyer continued:


			— Old doctor Marcondes de Lima, Quentin’s father, your paternal grandfather, however, was a skilful and well-to-do lawyer. A widower, when your father left home he took charge of his daughter-in-law’s affairs, seeking some consolation for the separation from his favorite son. Shrewdly invested and managed, the fortune continued to grow. But Ms. Carolina manifested no joy. She rarely went out, was seen very little, did not frequent society nor welcome people to her magnificent home in the Avenida Paulista, in São Paulo, not even to old friends and acquaintances. She was known as an eccentric. When she lost her father-in-law, she became even sadder. She died around six months ago. You are the inheritor of one of the largest fortunes in Brazil.


			Raimundo did not feel happy. He had always sensed a mystery in his father’s departure for those places. If all of this was true, what could have happened for his father to have abandoned everything, father, wife, money, everything? What mystery lay behind all of this? He was not thinking of the money. He had no ambitions. He was more concerned about his mother, whom he remembered only faintly, with a youthful jovial face, leaning over him.


			It was one of the few memories he retained of those days. His father had told him that she was dead, and if it was all true, if the lawyer was not lying, it was his father who had lied to him. He who detested lies. Who had taught him to speak the truth no matter how painful. He had lied to him. He had turned his back on society and the world, on account of men’s lies, on account of the hypocrisy. He had sought to live amid the simplicities of nature, fleeing those who lived by deceit, and yet he had been the first to lie, to deceive. He who was so fond of the mother, who always missed her so much.


			He felt deeply disappointed. His mother, always loved and remembered in the silence of his lonely nights. For all those years he had missed her, but had accepted it, believing her to be dead. He had been deceived! She had dressed in black on his account, because she was always a loving mother, of him, her only son!


			He felt a pang in his heart. A feeling of disgust began to grow in his oppressed chest.


			Olavo was dismayed.


			— I bring you good news and you pull that face? I tell you you’re an immensely rich man! Aren’t you happy?


			Raimundo looked at him angrily:


			— I thought my mother had died a long time ago. First, you tell me that she was alive until a short while ago, only to tell me that now she is dead. You think That’s going to make me happy?


			The lawyer exchanged a surprised look with the journalist. It was he who did not understand. He decided he was not dealing with a normal person.


			— You didn’t know that your mother was alive? — Juvenal asked in a conciliatory voice.


			— No. I didn’t know. Otherwise I’d have gone to fetch her to live with me.


			— You think she’d come to this hole? — the lawyer said sarcastically.


			Raimundo stared him in the eye.


			— She was my mother — he replied, very serious. — If she liked me, she’d have wanted to stay with me.


			— Well, well, that may be, — the lawyer said, more interested in dealing with his business than in the problems of that fool. — But now we’ve come to find you to deal with the business of the inheritance. You’re a rich man, you need to go to São Paulo to take possession of everything. We can go straight there tomorrow. I’ll take care of everything. You don’t have much here of any value, you can leave all this behind and buy what you want the moment we reach the city.


			Calmly, Raimundo waited until the lawyer had finished and then declared:


			— Who said I’m going?


			— What?! Of course you’re going. Your fortune is around fifty million reis!! If you don’t go, you don’t get a thing.


			— I don’t need anything. I’ve everything I want. Don’t need it. Here, my friends are good people and our life is calm. I don’t like the city. it’s nothing but pretence and hypocrisy. What would I do there?


			— And the money?


			Raimundo shrugged.


			— it’s not important. Don’t even know what I’d spend it on. It would only be a burden. I’m going to stay right here. Get on with my life. If my mother was alive I’d go, but she’s dead now, so, I don’t need a…


			Olavo exchanged a disappointed glance with the journalist. He sat down, not knowing what to say. He never thought he would be met by such ignorance. Perhaps he was mentally deficient. To refuse so much money, to prefer such poverty, there was only one explanation: imbecility. Inability to gauge what he was losing.


			On the other hand, such an ingenuous man would be easy to manipulate, principally in the administration of his assets, which was his main objective. For this reason, he said nothing and remained thoughtful for a few minutes. Then he said:


			— Well, as for burden, you don’t need to bother about a thing. I’ve an office in São Paulo and I can handle everything for you. The problem is that if you don’t go to receive this money, if you don’t come forward within the legal time frame, the entire inheritance will go to the family of your uncle Claudio Marcondes, your father’s brother, whom your mother did not like at all.


			Raimundo stared at him intrigued.


			— Ms. Carolina never liked her brother-in-law because he squandered the entire inheritance he received, he gambles a lot. His son is also reckless. They’re ruined and desperate to get their hands on your mother’s money.


			— Besides — the journalist added —, it’s not just the money. They’re going to live in her house, keep her jewels, her clothes, the furniture, everything that was hers and that is yours.


			Raimundo shuddered. They had touched his weak point. He would like to have a keepsake of his mother.


			— If you are fond of your mother, you shouldn’t let people she never liked and whom she kept at a distance, get their hands on everything.


			— Yes — he said, thoughtfully. — She wouldn’t like that.


			— Well — the lawyer said, with cunning —, you come with us tomorrow, take possession of everything. Then, take what you want, and if you don’t want to stay there, come back here. You’re not obliged to stay there. You need to go because your presence is required for legal purposes. You will decide what you want. No one can force you to do anything. If you decided to give away your entire fortune, it’s nobody’s business.


			Raimundo remained pensive, undecided.


			— Go on, my friend — Sebastian exhorted, his mean eyes flickering with greed.  — If you want I can go with you. I wouldn’t leave this money for those relatives that your mother disliked. it’s outrageous.


			— It is — the lawyer said, craftily —, you’re right. They began probate, alleging that you’re dead and that they’re the only rightful heirs.


			— But I’m alive — Raimundo replied, irritated. Ambitious and mercenary people made him angry.


			— They’re not sure if you are dead or alive. But instead of trying to find out, they want to step over you. They have made a sworn statement that you are dead. And since you disappeared twenty years ago, if you don’t come forward with the documents proving you’re alive, they’ll inherit the lot.


			— How did you find me here? —Raimundo asked, suspiciously.


			— I knew your mother. I was a friend of hers. She was forever trying to discover the whereabouts of her son. I was charged with finding you. But, unfortunately, not until six months after her death did I manage to find you. If she were alive today, how happy she’d be!


			Raimundo was relieved. If he was a friend of his mother, he must be a decent person. And then, they were right. It would be too bad if those unscrupulous, ambitious relatives, who had rejoiced in his death and hastened to pronounce him dead, should keep everything. It was not right.


			He did not like the city. He viewed the population of the metropolis as a den of thieves and hypocrites. But he was a man of courage. He would go there, take possession of everything. Would decide what to do with the assets and then would return to his home, with money to live peacefully, supplying his own needs.


			— Very well, doctor. I’ll go. And I don’t need you, Sebastian. I’ll go alone. I’ll go and be back as soon as it’s settled.


			— Fine — the lawyer said satisfied. I’m pleased you’ve agreed. it’s better like this. Now let’s get going. We’ll get back early tomorrow.


			Raimundo shook his head.


			— Best stay here. it’s dangerous at this time. The jaguars are on the prowl and hungry. I couldn’t guarantee you’d make it back to town.


			— It’s true — Sebastian confirmed. — I’m not taking any chances. Best to stay here and head off early tomorrow.


			It did not please them to spend the night in that rugged cabin, but they knew that the place was dangerous and could tell from their faces that it was no laughing matter.


			— Then let’s fetch some food and things from the jeep.


			— Hold on.


			Raimundo took a torch from the stove and lit it.


			— Now, let me lead the way. Follow behind but keep your eyes peeled, and keep together.


			— Right. Off you go, Juvenal, I’ll stay here.


			With the torch alight they went to the car, where the journalist retrieved some travel bags. Then, they went to collect the hammock that was on the tree nearby. They returned to the house. They ate bread and other delicacies they had brought while Raimundo served the coffee, and then with the door securely locked, they settled down.


			Raimundo in one hammock, the lawyer in another. The journalist spread his travel blanket on the floor, trying to get comfortable, while Sebastian squatted in a corner.


			Stretched out in his hammock, Raimundo could not sleep. So many ideas in his head had left him bewildered. In just a few minutes his calm life had been turned upside down.


			He had never been to the city. It seemed so far away, as though it were another planet, unreachable. His father always spoke pessimistically about life in society. Whoever wanted a quiet life should live far away from civilization. His life was not bad. He had his health, tranquility, the sky, the trees, the river. He was free. He did what he pleased.


			He was horrified by the idea that men in the city had to subject themselves to bosses with a fixed time for everything. Sometimes he had wondered what life would be like there. Painted women as he had seen in a magazine in town. But, even though he felt some curiosity to see what it was like, he’d never had any money for such a trip. Now, when he least expected, it had all been arranged, not just for him to find out what it was like, but to live there if he wished. Fine mansion and all.


			Raimundo tossed and turned in the hammock, distressed. He’d thought he was alone in the world. Then out of the blue, there had appeared relatives, money, properties… It was hard to believe. None of it seemed true to him. But then how could he not believe? The lawyer knew more about his father’s life than he did himself. He had known his mother, his grandfather, the family…


			He felt a certain curiosity. Refined people, obviously, rich people, educated, from the city. How would they take to him?


			He tossed and turned unable to rest. It was far into the night before he was able to fall asleep. An agitated sleep, in which different faces merged before him. His father’s bearded, dynamic face, the soft face of his mother, the lawyer, the journalist, preventing him from resting calmly.


			When the cocks began to crow, he opened his eyes with a start. He went to the window. Five o’clock, for sure. He lit the fire and put on some water for coffee.


			Sebastian opened his eyes in good spirits. The delicious smell of coffee always cheered him up. The journalist also awoke. Despite the hard floor, exhaustion had enabled him to sleep deeply. He felt in good shape. Returning to the city was a good perspective. They had been searching the surrounding areas for Raimundo for a month. Now at last they could go back, and what a story he had to write. When he thought about it, perhaps Oscar’s fortune would need administrators. The lawyer certainly hoped to get his hands on a sizeable part of that money, given that the poor hick was so stupid that he did not want to accept it. Then, ignorant and illiterate, it would be easy as a lawyer, to hoodwink him. He had no intention of releasing the bone. After all, he had abandoned everything and worked intensively in that search for several months. Olavo had promised him a big splash with his feature, but now he thought he could get much more.


			In good humor, he woke his companion and they hurriedly took a brief breakfast.


			— Let’s be off — Olavo said firmly. — We have a few hours’ drive ahead and I intend to reach Cuiabá before nightfall.


			Raimundo put on his best clothes. The lawyer, observing him, said:


			— Those clothes of course are no good for the city. When we get there, we’re going to buy a whole new outfit.


			Raimundo looked at him calmly.


			— No need. Got no money.


			— Nonsense. You’re a rich man. I’ve some money and I’ll lend you some to cover initial expenses. You can pay me back later.


			Raimundo shook his head:


			— Don’t need any. Clothes are just to wrap up the body. These are fine.


			The lawyer grew angry, but the man was stubborn. Best not to upset him. Trying to impose a calm tone, he replied, in a conciliatory manner:


			— it’s not that. City people use different clothes. If you turn up like that, everyone’s going to stare at you and think you’re a beggar. They attach great importance to clothes and while you’re there, you need to dress smartly. After all, you’re a rich man now.


			— Changes nothing. I’m the same as before. Wouldn’t know how to put on those shoes, nor put on clothes that are all fancy. And besides, That’s just the way I am and I’m not going to change. Who doesn’t like it can lump it. Nobody’s going to force me to do what I don’t want to do.


			The lawyer thought it wise to say no more. He was irritated, and if he offended that crackpot, he was quite capable of abandoning the trip. And then, goodbye money, goodbye position, goodbye everything.


			— You’re right. Just as you wish — he murmured, in an appeasing voice.


			He decided to say nothing more. Annoyed, he saw Raimundo place a change of clothes in a towel and make a bundle. He was obliged to wait patiently while he went to call his neighbor and authorize him to tend to the chickens in his chicken coop, taking care of them until he returned. He could take advantage of the eggs and eat those chickens that were ready. He asked him to watch his house until his return.


			It was broad daylight when the four men seated in the jeep began their journey. Looking at the familiar and beloved countryside he was leaving behind, Raimundo felt a twinge in his heart. But, at the same time, a feeling of curiosity as to the world on the other side of that forest began to grow, alive and anxious, in his oppressed breast.


			What would it be like, the world that he was about to discover?


		




		

			Chapter 2


			The journey passed in silence, each one deep in his own thoughts. Only Sebastian, talkative and excited with Raimundo’s adventure, sought to sustain a conversation, without success. Nobody felt like talking. He had known Raimundo since he came to those parts because Zé and his son had lived some months in the town, spending in his father’s store. After they moved to that secluded spot, they continued to make purchases in Sebastian’s store. When the men came to the town asking after a man with a son, he did not identify the names, but seeing the portrait of Zé he immediately recognized him, even though he was much older now. Aware of the news, he offered to take them to Raimundo’s house. The reporter took a photograph of him and his house, saying it would appear in the newspaper, and Sebastian was beside himself with joy.


			They reached the town, refueled the car and with difficulty, due to his excitement, took their leave of Sebastian.


			— When I return, I’ll drop by. Tell you all about it then — Raimundo promised, more just to get rid of him.


			— If you return!


			— I never was a man with two words. Going to sort everything out and come back. You’ll see.


			In the town, the news was running from mouth to mouth, Raimundo a millionaire! Hard to believe. They stayed there for less than an hour, but it was sufficient for the whole population to come and see the hero. They chatted, laughed, asked for help, some even offering him supplies for the journey.


			Raimundo seemed upset. He did not like to attract attention, he wanted to be left alone. He had never been close to those people. Olavo tried to sound the horn to open a path and get out of there as fast as possible. When they had left the hubbub far behind them, Raimundo said:


			— Don’t know what the fuss was about. Came here so many times and nobody ever paid a blind bit of notice.


			— You’re rich and famous now.


			Raimundo shrugged:


			— Nonsense. I’m the same person, no fatter and no thinner. Stupidity of the people. What a farce.


			Neither of them said a word. The ignorance of the fellow baffled them. They continued the journey in silence. The road was deserted, just a few very poor villages from time to time. They ate on the road itself, beside a spring where they filled their water bottles and rested a while.


			The journalist and the lawyer took turns driving. Raimundo, silent, observed their gestures and movements. Only as evening was drawing in, tired but satisfied, did they arrive in Cuiabá.


			Once they had taken two rooms, the lawyer suggested:


			— We’d better have a good bath — he was a little concerned about Raimundo’s dusty appearance.


			— I’m not dirty, doctor. I have a bath every day.


			Olavo tried to disguise his intention glancing inquisitively at the modest furnishings of the rooms, while the journalist repressed his laughter.


			— We’ll dine in our rooms — Olavo added, trying to impose a natural tone on his voice. — We’re very tired. Later, we need to make the arrangements for our journey as soon as possible.


			In fact, the lawyer did not want to dine at the same table as that hillbilly, perhaps he did not even know how to sit in front of a clean tablecloth. Worst of all he was very stubborn, not at all malleable. He had his own opinions and did not accept advice. Too bad for him. Everyone would laugh at him until he learned.


			Once they were clean and well-fed, they retired to sleep. They were extremely tired and the next day promised to be exhausting.


			The sun was up when Juvenal awoke. He got up a little apprehensive and, entering the next room where the other two were, he was relieved to see that the lawyer was sleeping calmly. He did not trust him. He was afraid he might have left early to rid himself of his competition. Of course Olavo must have already perceived that he would not be content with a report in a modest small-town newspaper. He sighed relieved; but, when he looked for Oscar, the bed was empty. He checked the bathrooms, the corridor. Nothing.


			— Doctor Olavo, Mr. Olavo. Wake up. Our man’s not here.


			Olavo awoke with a start, sitting up in the bed, eyes open, a little dazed.


			— What?! Not there? Have you looked?


			— I’ve looked, couldn’t find him here.


			— Let’s go, we have to find him. Maybe he’s changed his mind and decided to go back.


			A shiver ran down their spines. While the lawyer picked up his trousers and hurriedly dressed, the journalist ran down the stairs heading for the hotel reception.


			An employee behind the narrow counter was reading a newspaper attentively.


			— Young man, please. Have you been here a while?


			— Yes I have. What’s wrong?


			— Did you see a tall, thin man with a beard and check shirt go out?


			— The one who arrived with you gentlemen yesterday?


			— Yes.


			— I did see him, yes. He said he was going to take a stroll. He found the room a bit stuffy. He wanted to see the city.


			The other man sighed, relieved.


			— Did you see if he was carrying anything?


			— What thing? Do you think he stole something?


			— No, it’s not that. I meant did he take the bundle with his clothes.


			— Ah, I see! He wasn’t carrying anything. His hands were empty.


			— Fine. Thank you — and, turning towards the lawyer, who, breathless, had just arrived in reception, explained:


			— Not to worry. Our man went for a breath of fresh air. He found the room stuffy. He went off to explore the city.


			The lawyer growled, impatiently:


			— For heaven’s sake! He could get lost! He doesn’t know his way around here.


			The receptionist laughed.


			— Get lost? Him? it’s more likely to happen to city folk. Hicks don’t get lost.


			— We’ll wait for him upstairs — Olavo said to his companion. And, addressing the receptionist: — Have a full breakfast sent up to the room. Did he really just go for a walk?


			— I think so —Juvenal replied. — He is naturally curious. Maybe it’s even a good thing for him to see how people dressed differently from him. Look, the bundle is there in the wardrobe. We can relax. I think he might abandon a fortune, but never the bundle of clothes. Did you notice how he took care of it the whole time?


			More at ease the lawyer laughed.


			— My goodness, what a fright. If he gives up, goodbye inheritance. The relatives get the lot and I’ll be cut out. it’s not right, after all the trouble I’ve taken.


			— You’re right, Mr. Olavo, I’m glad we broached the subject. I also want to improve my life and I think that there’s money for all of us. I wish to accompany you to São Paulo.


			— In what capacity?


			— Helping you to get what you want. Working with you. You’re going to need someone to assist you in the struggle ahead. Together we stand a better chance of success.


			— That’s right… it’s not a bad idea. You really have helped me, but look, I don’t know what circumstances we’ll be working under. This numbskull is going to cause us problems. As it seems I’m just beginning to see. He’s as dumb as a post, and the worst thing is that we need him.


			— Losing our cool won’t help. Let’s draw up a plan calmly. Taming him’s a matter of time. We need to gain his trust. Then, we’ll do what we like with him.


			The other man sighed:


			— That’s right. I think I really do need you. I’ve no patience with his stupidity.


			— Then it’s agreed, we’re partners. Fifty fifty.


			The other man was startled.


			— Fifty per cent?! Are you mad. After all, the case is mine and I’m the one who will have to deal with the legal situation. You’re just a journalist, merely my assistant. I’ll give you ten per cent, which is already very generous.


			They argued heatedly, reaching an agreement of thirty per cent, above which the lawyer refused to shift, alleging the expenses of his office in São Paulo etc.


			They wished to travel by airplane to Rio, but were afraid of the hick’s behavior on a plane. On the other hand, the train journey was very tiring and time-consuming. They had not yet made a decision when the figure of appeared in the doorway. The lawyer smiled, trying to be friendly.


			— Good morning, my friend. Did you have breakfast?


			— I did. Went into the kitchen bright and early.


			Trying not to show his irritation, the lawyer explained:


			— Oscar, in a hotel we pay for things. Therefore, the staff brings breakfast to our room or we sit at a table in the dining room and there we’re waited on. it’s not the done thing for us to go into the kitchen.


			— Why? I’m not someone sick who has to waited on. What’s more, look at that bread you are eating, it looks hard. The coffee, I bet it arrived cold. In the kitchen I helped myself, drank coffee filtered there and then, ate warm cornbread and chatted with the cook who’s going to make me a special lunch.


			Seeing Olavo’s frightened face, Juvenal struggled not to laugh.


			— I see you didn’t waste time. You were better served than us — and approaching him, he asked: — Tell us now, what did you think of the city?


			— it’s different from the one I saw in the magazine. Small houses, thought they’d be bigger.


			— Wait till we get to São Paulo — the journalist said.


			— it’s not the same?


			— No. No it isn’t. The buildings are big. The women are beautiful.


			They both looked curiously at Oscar. How would he get on with the women? Had he had some experience?


			— So far, haven’t seen any really pretty ones. Unless it’s better there.


			— No doubt. In Rio de Janeiro, in São Paulo, the girls have smooth perfumed skin, they dress very well, they are delightful.


			Juvenal sighed, enthusiastic, already thinking of what his life in the big city would be like with lots of money.


			— Too ugly’s no good, too beautiful’s mean and dangerous. Best keep your eyes open around them.


			— That’s so right — the lawyer added. — Oscar, you need to be very careful. They’ll come after you for your money. You can’t trust them, or they’ll fleece you.


			— Fleece?


			— That’s right, even strip the clothes off your back.


			— There isn’t a woman born could hoodwink me. With just one bundle of clothes.


			— Yes… I agree with you. We need to sort out the journey. it’s very long, and if we travel by train it will take a long time and be very tiring. The best thing would be to go by airplane — he said this and eyed Oscar nervously.


			— Travel in an airplane? Go up in the sky?


			— That’s right… That’s what we thought. In a few hours we will be in Rio and from there we’ll continue on to São Paulo. If you’re afraid and prefer to go by train, we’ll do that — Olavo hastened to add.


			— Goodness! Go up high! Who’d have thought! I want to go up. I never saw an airplane on the ground. They say it’s very big.


			Without a doubt, he was unpredictable. For the first time he’d shown enthusiasm for something. Made one think of a child.


			— Very well. Juvenal, go right away and sort out our tickets. We’ll leave as soon as possible.


			Oscar was curious. How did the airplane land. How could so many people fit inside? How did it manage to fly?


			Olavo, although a little upset, tried to explain things. He could not waste that opportunity to get close to him. Getting to know him well was an integral part of his plan to be able to manipulate him. Seeing him more friendly, he said:


			— I’m going out for a stroll down town. Would you like to buy some new clothes? As you saw, the clothes in the city are different. Dressed the way you, you’re going to attract a lot of attention. Everyone’s going to stare at you.


			Oscar shrugged.


			— Don’t need clothes. I’m fine as I am. Don’t need anything.


			— A least let’s buy a suitcase. You can’t carry a bundle of clothes onto a plane.


			— Why not?


			— it’s not done. Besides, clothes are tidier in a suitcase. They don’t get creased, or dirty. it’s bad form to walk around in dirty, crumpled clothes.


			— I don’t like to walk around dirty, but the clothes are fine in the bundle.


			The lawyer struggled to repress a sigh and a curse. He tried to smile, resigned.


			— Come and see.


			He took his suitcase out of the wardrobe and continued:


			— See how it is. Everything is neat and tidy. I’m going to go out and buy one for you. it’s my present. You don’t need to pay.


			— Why are you going to such trouble, doctor?


			His gaze was firm and penetrating.


			— Because I was a friend of your mother’s — he lied —, and because, as a lawyer, I promised to look out for you if I found you, helping you wherever possible.


			Oscar said nothing. His mother was his weak point. Mention of her calmed him down.


			— She wouldn’t like to see you badly dressed.


			— She loved me. Such things wouldn’t have bothered her.


			— Of course she loved you, but she was a very refined woman. She dressed very well, as befitted her position; she’d like you to be elegant.


			Oscar sighed deeply.


			— All right, doctor. Buy a small suitcase.


			The lawyer felt an enormous relief. He appeared to have won a battle. This victory meant a lot. It was the first time that Oscar had complied with one of his wishes. In time, he was bound to get everything he desired.


			It was with relief that they left the hotel. They had sold the jeep and the buyer, who had paid a very low price, was pleased to drive them to the airfield.


			Oscar’s eager eyes noted everything around them, although he said nothing. The airplane, a small twin-motor that had been hired by Juvenal, took them straight to São Paulo. There wouldn’t be a commercial flight from the city for several days, and as they were pressed for time, they chartered one that would only take off as soon as its freight load was complete.


			Although a little cramped and uncomfortable, Oscar was fascinated. He wanted to see everything, the engInes, the pilot’s cabin, even the tail of the plane, which delayed the departure and irritated the lawyer, although he did his best to disguise it.


			The pilot eyed him, curious. He was very odd, what backwoods had he emerged from? He was used to hicks, but this one seemed more uncivilized. Amused, he tried to explain what he could, and was only able to depart when Oscar pronounced himself satisfied.


			— Look, you’ve never flown before and you may feel sick. If you feel nausea, you have this paper bag. Spit it inside.


			Oscar did not answer Olavo. His attention was fixed, avidly, on the propellers that were beginning to rotate and on the dust that was rising up from the ground. He felt a cold sensation in the pit of his stomach and a great thrill. Often he had gazed at the glittering airplanes that flew over his hut. Now, miraculously, he was inside one of them!


			The airplane took off, initiating its ascent. He was thrilled. The lawyer settled back. They had a few hours of flight ahead of them. Till then, fine, Oscar was not afraid, thankfully. The day was hot and the sun was high. He tried to rest and then managed to fall asleep.


			He awoke with a start, with the sound of vomiting and an unpleasant smell. He looked for Oscar, who seat was next to his, but it was empty. Just in front of him he saw Juvenal pale, curved over the paper bag. He felt a little sick. Where on earth could the country boy have got to?


			He got up, opened the door to the pilot’s cabin and, to his surprise, there he was, perfectly at ease, while the pilot explained:


			— The steering is marked by this dial, it’s a compass; this pointer shows the direction I have to follow.


			— So you never need the sun to indicate the direction?


			— We call this latitude and it is still our principal reference. North, south, east and west.


			Olavo was speechless. How could that uncivilized creature converse about technical aspects of aviation?


			He decided to go back to his seat. Juvenal was in a cold sweat. There was nothing he could do.


			Thankfully, they arrived in São Paulo. It was already getting dark. Oscar had traveled the whole time in the cockpit. Olavo was surprised when, as they left Campo de Marte, where they had landed, the pilot shook Oscar’s hand cordially.


			— It was a real pleasure talking to you. Whenever you wish, you can come here and I’ll show you around. You’re going to like the hangars and everything else.


			— I think I will. It was a great trip. I’ll never forget it.


			— You know — the pilot said to the other astonished passengers —, he has an aviator’s spirit. He should get a license. If he wants, I’ll teach him.


			— For sure. I’ll be back here. Learn to fly. Goodness!


			— See you then — the pilot said —, this was a really good trip.


			Juvenal, pale as wax, did not have the strength to protest. They took a cab and drove to the lawyer’s home. Juvenal would look for a hotel, but Olavo did not want to let Oscar out of his sight; for this reason, he would put him up in his home. He had telegraphed his wife warning her, and he hoped to be able to control the situation. His guest room was not very big, but it would appear princely in comparison to that uncouth creature’s hovel. He was excited and satisfied.


			His relationship with his wife was not that harmonious, but he was sure that she would help to treat the guest well. Although she had never believed that Olavo would be able to find the millionaire, Marilda, who had always criticized her husband’s journey, might now even be a little proud to have him as a guest.


			It was seven in the evening when the car stopped outside the comfortable house on the Avenida Angélica. Although he had no money, the lawyer belonged to a distinguished family and had inherited the house where he lived from his father. He thought it was important to preserve his position, and for that reason he struggled to maintain it in good condition.


			He rang the bell. Noise, footsteps, and the door opened. A maid with a smart uniform appeared, gasping when she recognized the master of the house. Almost immediately, Olavo was embraced by a tall woman with short, curly auburn hair, a large bust and a very upright body. She exhaled perfume.


			Oscar, holding the small suitcase, looked on aghast. The hallway, where an imposing crystal chandelier shone, was covered by the thick red velvet carpet, and a console table elaborately wrought and with a patina of gold stood in a corner, and above it a fine crystal mirror. Delicate flowers in an alabaster vase, on the other side the broad staircase in white marble, with a golden metal banister, covered also with red carpet.


			Oscar was afraid to step on the carpet with his large boots.


			— How are you, my dear? — she said with a certain formal nod. — Did you have a good trip?


			— Reasonable, Marilda. But I want you to meet our Oscar. Come in, don’t stand in the doorway, make yourself at home.


			He entered grimly trying to tread softly. Marilda tried not to laugh. He seemed worse than any country bumpkin. Where had Olavo dug up that creature?


			Accustomed to life in society, she put on a pleasant smile:


			— Welcome, young man. Come in. Don’t stand on ceremony. I’m very pleased to meet you.


			Oscar wanted to run away. He did not like that woman. She had the eyes of a snake about to pounce on a bird. Without replying or shaking the hand she held out to him, he said:


			— Look, doctor. I don’t need to stay here. I’m going to find a hotel.


			— No. I’ll be offended. It is an honor to have you in my home. I could never let you stay in a hotel. Don’t you like it here?


			— it’s not that. I’m a simple man, not used to luxury. I don’t want to inconvenience. I only came to sign some papers and go back.


			Marilda was astounded. She gave her husband a hasty ironic glance.


			— Marilda, my dear, I’d like to speak with him. Could you leave us alone?


			— Of course. Excuse me. — Off she went, leaving a wave of perfume in the air.


			— Oscar, calm down. I told you that in the city everything is different.


			— So I see, but if I stay in a hotel I’ll be more comfortable. I don’t need luxury. I’m not a complicated man.


			He began to leave as he was speaking. Olavo struggled to contain his irritation. Well, that was the limit. After that difficult journey, he wanted to rest, but the imbecile did not like his beautiful house!


			He struggled to control his irritation.


			— Oscar, don’t be childish. All of us here want you to be comfortable. You are a rich man now. You need to learn how to live in society. After all, you don’t know anyone in São Paulo. This is not your village. You wouldn’t know where to go. Besides, the city is dangerous, full of thieves, rogues, dangerous women. I want to protect you from those dangers. I want you to stay with us to protect you.


			— Well, doctor, in that case I’m going straight back to Dente de Onça tomorrow. There there’re just jaguars, but the people know how to handle them. The people are all fine honest folk. There’s no danger whatsoever. My poor deceased father said the same. Has to be true. In that case, it’s not good to stay. I’m going home right away.


			Olavo sighed in resignation.


			— There again, it’s not so bad. When you know your way around, there’s no danger at all. But if you want to go to a hotel, I’ll take you. But tell me: Why? Didn’t you agree to stay at my house?


			— Yes, I did. But I don’t like luxury, and I didn’t like the look of your wife.


			He said those words with complete naturalness. Olavo attempted to modify the impression she had made.


			— That’s because you hardly know her. Marilda is a good person, honest a good wife and mother.


			— I’m not saying that. But she is all show, That’s what she is. She didn’t like me but she wouldn’t go against her husband. If I stay she’s going to talk behind my back and I’m going to say something I shouldn’t. Best for me to go. I don’t like pretence. No need for it with me.


			Olavo could find nothing to say. Although irritated, he admired the shrewdness of Oscar, who in one simple glance had uncovered Marilda’s character. He gave in.


			— Fine. Let’s go to the hotel. We’ll talk to Juvenal who can look after you. Wait a moment.


			He went off to find his wife, and tell her.


			— it’s no good. He doesn’t want to stay here. I’m going to take him to a hotel and I’ll be right back.


			Marilda gave him an ironic look.


			— Make him pay through the nose for all the work, don’t forget. it’s a relief for me.


			Although tired, he took the car out of the garage and prepared to take the hick to the hotel. But his odyssey was not over yet. Oscar did not want to stay in the hotel where Juvenal was because it was luxurious, and Olavo wanted the reporter to stay with the hick to control him, but Juvenal in turn, settled in and tired, did not want to leave where he was. Oscar would not shift. He would not stay there and that was that. After much discussion, Olavo managed to get them both in the car and they set out for a less luxurious hotel. But Oscar liked none of them. After driving round and round, he agreed to a simple, but clean hotel. Finally, he liked the place, to Olvao’s relief and the rage of Juvenal who had been hoping to start enjoying the luxury and the money that he hoped to earn. He recognized that he had to stay with him. The man could run into some problem and ruin the whole plan.


			That was when Oscar began to feel hungry. It was ten o’clock and the hotel dining room was closed. Olavo was dropping with tiredness, but Oscar seemed in good shape and not at all sleepy. When he worked the land he slept early, what the devil did he have that he never got tired? He looked at everything without missing a thing, he was amazed by the lights, by the neon adverts, and he bombarded the two of them with questions they were unable to answer. He wanted to know how they turned on and off, how they colored the lights, how the telephone worked, if the wire had a hole and the voice traveled along inside it. Olavo could not take anymore. Were it not for the money he would have sent him packing. He took some money from his pocket and handed it to Juvenal.


			— I need to go. Buy something to eat. I’ll be back early tomorrow. Take it easy.


			He pretended not to notice the reporter’s irritated look and started to leave. He had taken as much as he could take.


			Juvenal said:


			— Make yourself comfortable. I’m going to go down and get some sandwiches.


			— Sandwiches? What are they?


			— Just bread with something in the middle. Do you prefer cheese or mortadela?


			— I like cheese, but if there are some manioc cakes or cornmeal cookies, I prefer that.


			— Do you want coffee or a soft drink?


			— I’ll go with you. I want to see what they have to eat. What’s more, I enjoyed riding in that thing that goes up and down.


			— The elevator.


			— Yes, the elevator.


			Juvenal could barely contain his laughter. At that time of night. Tired from the journey, and he just wants to ride the elevator! Whatever next!


			They went down. The hotel was on the Avenida São João, which, despite it being a Tuesday, was busy. The presence of the hick provoked some surprised stares. Juvenal shrugged his shoulders. What could he do.


			They went to a bar. On the counter, several appetizing savory snacks, but Oscar only wanted a coffee with doughnuts. He devoured a plate of freshly fried doughnuts covered in sugar and cinnamon. Juvenal, still a little nauseous, could not get over it, seeing him eat all those sweet things.


			— Those doughnuts were good. I was famished.


			When they left the bar, Juvenal was dropping with tiredness.


			— Now let’s go to get some sleep.


			— You go. I’m going to take a stroll. I want to see the city.


			Now what? Juvenal felt angry. That man was made of steel. He couldn’t leave him. He had no money and was so badly dressed no mugger would assault him, but he could get lost. How could he leave him?


			— You’ll get lost. We’d better go get some sleep.


			— I’m not going to sleep. I want to walk for a while. You can go I’m staying here.


			There was nothing Juvenal could do but walk by his side. The hillbilly seemed inexhaustible. On and on they walked, he looking at everything, asking Juvenal questions he did not know how to answer because they were so unusual and which he had never stopped to think about. It was almost two in the morning before he managed to drag him back to the hotel. He was staying in the room next to his, and, as soon as he had him settled there, relieved and exhausted he threw himself onto the bed to sleep.


		




		

			Chapter 3


			The next day, in the morning, Olavo drove to the hotel. He was refreshed and elegantly dressed. He smelled of lavender. He woke Juvenal.


			— Good morning, Juvenal. And our man, where is he?


			— In his room, I think. Yesterday we walked for miles. He seems to have wings on his legs. We walked until two in the morning. I think he’s still asleep.


			Olavo laughed in good spirits, thinking about what he had escaped.


			— it’s natural, he’s curious to see the city.


			— I only hope he’s seen all he wants —Juvenal said dejectedly.


			— Don’t get annoyed. Today I’m going to get the legal ball moving. With the documents we have, we’re bound to win the case. it’s just a question of formality and time.


			— Just as well, because I have little money.


			— I’m going to give you some on account. See if you can convince him to buy some decent clothes.


			— Why don’t you try?


			— We’ll both try. it’s not easy to fight his stubbornness.


			They entered his room and found him sitting in a chair, leafing through a magazine attentively.


			— I always liked to see magazines.


			— It would be better if you could read what’s written.


			— Doesn’t bother me. I imagine what’s written there from the pictures,.


			— You should try to learn to read — Juvenal said, trying to interest him.


			— No need. If it was good, my father would have taught me. When I go back home, I’m not going to need reading. But I was waiting to talk to you doctor.


			— Go ahead, Oscar.


			— I’m ready to go and see my mother’s house. I want to go there and see everything, her portrait, everything.


			Olavo sat down beside the hillbilly.


			— For the time being, That’s not possible. I need a legal authorization from the judge for you to enter the house. Your relatives are not living in the house, but they have been taking care of it since your mother’s death, by order of the judge, until the situation is clarified. You can’t go there until you prove before the law that you’re her son and sole heir.


			— But I’m going. I’m not going to let those wicked relatives who she did not like poke around the things that were hers. That’s why I’m here. I want to go there right now. And you’re going to take me there.


			Olavo scratched his head, displeased.


			— Can’t you see it’s not appropriate? They think you’re dead. They’re not going to let you in, they may even call the police.


			— Let them. I’m not scared. I’m not a thief nor a criminal. Let them call the police. I just want to see.


			— No. I’m not going to take you now, like that. Listen, Oscar, I’m on my way to enter an application and meet the judge who is handling your mother’s probate. Proving your identity, he will certainly give us permission to visit the house, and that way nobody will be able to stop you.


			— I’m going to stay there. I’m not going to visit. it’s my mother’s house. I have a right. I want to go there now!


			Olavo scratched his head, concerned. It was difficult dealing with that fool. He had his motives for not introducing him to the relatives and intended to do so when he had the law behind him. This pigheaded individual could make things difficult.


			He tried to be conciliatory.


			— All right. Later on we’ll take you there. Right now I can’t. I’ve been away from my affairs a long time. My office urgently needs my presence. I’m going there early and later, in the afternoon, we’ll take you there. Meanwhile, why don’t you get to know the city? Have you seen the cinema yet?


			The lawyer knew that the hillbilly was curious, he tried to get him interested in other things and distract his attention.


			— Cinema?


			— Yes. You are going to see people working, living out stories like in the theater.


			He thought for a while and then said:


			— Theater? What’s that?


			Juvenal was listening to the scene, amused. Olavo tried to explain.


			— Well, the theater is a place where several people get together to pretend that they are living out stories, dramas, they are performers. And people go there to watch.


			— You mean grown ups lie and pretend to be other people and the public is not ashamed to watch?


			Olavo felt ridiculous in front of the journalist. Bad-temperedly he added:


			— Don’t just go but pay to see.


			— I don’t believe you!


			Juvenal intervened:


			— It is not with any bad intention, Oscar. The artists sing, dance, tell funny stories, nice stories, love stories, about brave men, about people who did good work for mankind. Do you know the circus?


			— No, I don’t.


			— Have you never heard of Jesus Christ?


			— No, never.


			Now it was Olavo’s turn to be amused by the situation. Juvenal was irritated.


			— Do you not believe in God?


			— I’m a man who respects nature. God made all this. The sky, the plants the little birds, the water, the sun, the stars, everything. Sometimes I talk to him.


			— That’s right, the theater, the cinema tell nice, happy stories, and sometimes ugly ones about criminals, to give an example against crime.


			— Right, it must be funny to see these people playing.


			— They are not playing. They talk so seriously that you laugh with them, cry with them, depending on how they perform their roles.


			— Right… Must be good.


			— And it is, I’m going to give you five thousand réis. Go off and enjoy yourself, buy what you want, go into the cinema; later, towards the end of the afternoon, I’ll call in here and we’ll see what can be done about your mother’s house. All right?


			Oscar nodded in agreement, and Olavo sighed with relief. He hurried out and Juvenal accompanied him.


			— I’d appreciate it, if possible if you could draw up a working contract between us. You know how it is, business is business and I have a lot of expenses. After all, you never know what will happen tomorrow. I’ve got family back in Cuiabá and I need to send them some money.


			Juvenal was lying. He had a mother and siblings, but never gave them anything. His brother had a small farm and they lived comfortably enough. He was single and had no ties. He did not trust the lawyer. He wanted everything to be properly documented.


			— All right, Juvenal. We’ll attend to that. Now, I need to go. Best keep an eye on him, because you never know what’s running through that head. I’m going to see if I can talk to a judge friend of mine and get permission for Oscar to visit his mother’s house. it’s going to be a bombshell. Dr Marcondes thinks he owns it all, he’s going to see all the money slip through his fingers.


			There was a glint of satisfaction in his astute lawyer eyes. Juvenal began to wonder whether besides the money there was another motive for Olavo feeling so happy about ruining Oscar’s relatives. He ventured:


			— Some special motive for ruining Mr. Marcondes, besides the money?


			The lawyer shuddered.


			— No. I just don’t like him. Arrogant and full of himself. I want to see how far his pride gets him when he has to struggle to make a living.


			— He’s not a rich man?


			— He was, my friend, he was. The son squandered it all. Now, he’s relying on Carolina’s inheritance to climb out of the hole. it’s clear he is not going to succeed.


			— Goodness! He’s going to have a fit!


			— He certainly will! But, on the other hand, he’s well acquainted with the law, he’s a lawyer. He graduated just to have the title. You’ll see. Like me, you’re going to have the pleasure of knocking them down. Intolerant people, São Paulo founding fathers, descendents of the coffee barons etc.


			Juvenal asked:


			— Are you really going to take Oscar there today?


			— Of course not. First I’ll speak to the judge, then when Oscar signs a contract with me, power of attorney with full control of his assets, then we’ll take him there.


			— He doesn’t know how to sign.


			— It doesn’t matter. A thumb print at the bottom. Once I have that power of attorney, he can return to his Dente de Onça and disappear.


			— I hope it all works out.


			— It will. You’ll see. The documents are all in order. Now, I must be off. Any development, you have my phone number. If I’m not in, leave a message with my secretary.


			— All right.


			Olavo rushed off. Juvenal entered Oscar’s, where he was calmly leafing through a magazine. He went to his own room. He was tired from the night before. He wanted to rest a while. Then he would invite Oscar to go out. It could be amusing to take him to the cinema. It would be fun.


			Oscar continued to look at the magazine. Ten minutes later he put it aside. He went to the wardrobe and took the suitcase where his few bits of clothes were. Then, his mind made up, he put the money in his pocket and went out.


			It was eleven o’clock and the city was bustling. Trams, car horns, bars, stores. Oscar entered the Avenida São João and continued walking. On and on he walked; when he reached Marechal Deodoro square, he stopped. He went into a café, sat at a table and asked for some bread with a coffee. While he was eating he began to talk to the employee.


			— Do you know where the Avenida Paulista is, my friend?


			— Yes, I do. You’re a long way from there.


			— I need to go there. How can I get there?


			The young man scratched his head, thinking.


			— it’s not difficult. A tram that passes here will take you there.


			— Tram? Can’t I go on foot?


			— it’s too far. It’d take you several hours. By tram, it’s less than half an hour.


			Oscar thought it over and over, then he asked:


			— Where do I get this tram?


			The employee, who was from the interior of the state, was helpful:


			— Look, you cross over there, on that side of the square you’ll see a post with a white stripe. That’s where it stops. Can you read?


			— No, I can’t.


			— Then ask someone there at the stop to point out the Avenida.


			— Just one more thing.


			— What?


			— What is the post?


			The young man looked at him astonished. Where could that hick have come from?


			— it’s that iron pipe like a tree trunk which carries the electric wires. Have you never seen a post?


			— No. it’s the first time.


			While the waiter looked on startled, Oscar calmly finished his snack. After paying the bill, he was amazed staring at the sheaf of notes he received in change.


			— What’s wrong? — the bar owner asked, from behind the till. — Something wrong?


			— I find it funny. I gave you one note, drank your coffee, ate your bread and yet I get all these notes back…


			— Get away! — the Portuguese man said, good-humouredly. — That’s a good one!


			And he started to laugh, in good jest. Oscar took the money, the suitcase, and calmly went to the tram stop.


			He asked a soldier, who not only told him when the tram arrived but got on with him. They sat next to each other. It was a closed tram. They sat at the rear. The soldier asked:


			— How far along the Paulista are you going?


			— How far?


			— Yes, what number.


			— Number?


			The soldier began to think that the hick was not normal.


			— I don’t know.


			— it’s a very long avenue. If you don’t know the number of the house, you won’t find it. Are you going to do some work there?


			— No. I’m going to see my mother’s house. She died and I need to go there to see that everything is in order.


			The soldier was taken aback:


			— Are you sure it’s on the Avenida Paulista?


			— I am. it’s a big house. I just want you to let me know when we get there.


			— All right. We’re going to go along there. But how are you going to find it?


			— I will. Don’t you worry.


			The soldier said nothing. Where could this strange figure have come from?


			— Have you come a long way?


			— Yes. But I want to return soon.


			— You don’t like the city?


			— it’s not for me. I have a very good life in Dente de Onça. I want for nothing. I just want to sort out some business here and then go back. But this is the first time I’ve ridden a tram. Can you tell me how it moves without a horse. Like a car?


			The soldier looked at him warily. Could he be pulling his leg? But the innocent and respectful look of Oscar encouraged him to reply:


			— it’s different. What makes the tram move is the same energy that turns on lights. it’s electricity.


			— Electricity? And what is that?


			— I don’t know. I don’t think anyone knows. Everyone uses it, but nobody knows.


			— Ah! I know…


			— Look, we’re entering the Paulista now. This is the Avenida.


			— Then I’m going to get off. Young man, stop the tram I’m going to get off.


			— Take it easy. You need to go through turnstile, pay your fare to the conductor and pull that cord. Then, when he stops and opens the door, you get off.


			Oscar picked up his case and tried to pass through the turnstile.


			— You can’t go through with the suitcase. You can get off and I’ll pass it through to you at the rear.


			— Why not? I’m going to get off with my suitcase mister!


			The conductor snapped back, rudely:


			— No you won’t, no. it’s against regulations. Get off now and I’ll hand you your case.


			— I’m not getting off. Without my case, I’m not getting off.


			Oscar grabbed the case and tried to get through with it. The conductor got angry:


			— I told you you’re not coming through, not coming through — he jammed the turnstile, and how ever much Oscar tried, he was unable to get through.


			Irritated, he pulled on the signal cord, tugging it incessantly. The driver stopped the tram, opened the door and grumbled in irritation:


			— What’s all the fuss here?


			— This passenger wants to get through with his suitcase.


			The soldier stood up.


			— Just let him go out the rear. Open the door.


			— These hillbillies should stay out in the woods — the conductor snapped in irritation.


			Oscar looked at him and said:


			— Least there in the woods we’re all educated.


			The passengers laughed to see the hick clutching his suitcase, keeping an enviable cool, slowly alighting from the tram, so slowly that the driver, nervous, operated the signal, trying to hurry him up. The moment he set foot on the ground the tram sped off, and Oscar almost fell. He regained his balance and looked around.


			It was a beautiful avenue. Full of trees and pretty houses. His heart was touched. His mother! How he missed her!


			How to find the house? It was best to ask. He clapped his hands at the gate of a house. The garden was big, and the mansion, luxurious. But Oscar could not make himself heard. He clapped louder until a woman appeared.


			— Can’t you ring the bell? — she grumbled.


			— Bell?


			— Yes, bell. Listen, there’s nothing today. Come another day.


			— I don’t want anything. I just want you to tell me where my mother’s house is.


			— How should I know? I’m just doing my job and you come bothering me.


			— Don’t you know? She died some months back. She was Ms. Carolina.


			— Carolina what?


			— What?


			— Yes, her whole name.


			— Carolina Tavares de Lima.


			— Listen, young man, I don’t know, no. Now I have to go, I’ve work to do.


			Oscar began to clap from house to house in search of information. He was abused; some people, when they saw him just slammed the door in his face, without ceremony. Until finally, addressing his question to an old gardener who was working in a huge garden, he heard the response he was hoping for.


			— Ms. Carolina ? Ms. Carolina deceased? I knew her well. I worked for her while she was alive. I looked after the garden, the flowers that she liked. Did you know her?


			Oscar was thrilled.


			— Yes I did know her. She was my mother!


			The old man looked at him surprised.


			— Your mother?


			— Yes. My father abandoned her and took me with him. I’ve only just found out that she was alive.


			— So you are Oscar?!!!


			— You know me?


			— Yes. When you father took you away she became very sick. Her whole life she searched for her son. If she were alive, she’d be so happy.


			— That’s right. I came because they found me and told me that relatives of hers have everything that once belonged to her and she never liked them.


			— it’s true. They dismissed me when she died. They took over everything. They say that they’re going to live in the house and that they already sent an engineer to make some structural changes. They’re going to spend a lot of money.


			— That’s what they think. Nobody’s going to do anything. I won’t allow it.


			The old gardener was overcome. He pulled a handkerchief from his pockets and wiped his tired eyes.


			— Poor Ms. Carolina. You want to get them out of there. But it’s going to be difficult. They’ve taken over. Do you have documents to prove you’re her son?


			— I do. The lawyer who came to find me has all the papers. Tell me about my mother. She was pretty, wasn’t she?


			— Ms. Carolina was a very beautiful woman. Beautiful and kind. All the staff liked her. While she was alive, nobody went without. Since then my wife and I have suffered a great deal. There’s nobody like her.


			Oscar felt a wave of tenderness for his mother’s old employee.


			— Well, my friend. Leave that hoe and let’s go. You’re coming with me.


			— You want me to show you the house?


			— I do. But I also want you to look after its garden, as she liked.


			— Are you serious?


			— Yes, my friend, I am.


			— Can I take my wife? We used to live in servant’s quarters which Ms. Carolina built for us. My wife cries every day, she misses it so much.


			— We’ll you’re coming with me. Friend of my mother’s is my friend. I can’t wait to see it.


			The old man looked at Oscar petrified.


			— They’re not going to let you in.


			— Are they living in the house?


			— No. Living, not yet. They have a caretaker to look after the house. He’s armed. He’s not going to let you in.


			— it’s my house. I’m going to go in.


			— What if he shoots you, you’ll lose everything. Best to go with your lawyer.


			— He was stringing me along. I want to see the house, I want to see the portraits of her. I can’t wait.


			— Yes, but the caretaker won’t let anyone in. He doesn’t know you.


			— Do you think if I talk to him, he won’t listen?


			— He only listens to the boss, Mr. Marcondes. He’s his right-hand man.


			— But I want to go there and try.


			— All right. I’ll go with you. Let’s see what happens. We need to be very careful. I don’t want anything bad to happen to you.


			— I’m pleased I found a friend.


			— You can call me Antonio. You were raised in the country and I think the city crowd doesn’t understand these things. They’re going to want to cheat you because of the money.


			— Going to be difficult. Nobody’s going to keep the money or anything else belonging to my mother. I swear!


			— I’m going to put the tools away and I’ll be right back. Hold on just for a minute.


			While Oscar waited with some impatience, the old man went to the rear of the garden, carrying some tools. He returned shortly after, shaking his head.


			— Who’d have thought! Carolina’s son! When I tell her, my wife’s not going to believe me. Let’s go.


			Together, they walked on for two blocks. Oscar was thrilled and nervous.


			— Here it is — Antonio said pointing to an enormous mansion, in the old style, but very elegant.


			The enormous garden surrounding the beautiful and regal house looked a little abandoned. Antonio couldn’t help commenting:


			— Just look at the garden. In Ms. Carolina’s day it was beautiful. Now, overgrown and poorly kept. The plants, all dry. What a shame!


			But Oscar wasn’t even listening. The view was familiar to him. He remembered the entrance and principally the porch steps, and the gate in delicately wrought iron and glass. He was beside himself.


			— Let’s go in.


			— Take it easy, Oscar. Better ring the bell. There’s a fierce dog. I know what he’s like.


			— Belonging to the caretaker?


			— No. It was Ms. Carolina’s, but he doesn’t know you. Best ring the bell.


			— All right. You can ring.


			Antonio pressed the button and waited. Nothing. After the third ring a man appeared lethargically from the rear of the house, and with an unfriendly face he approached, saying:


			— You again. Look, we don’t need a gardener. it’s no good insisting.


			— That’s not why I’m here, Claudio. it’s something else.


			— Well say what it is, I’m busy.


			— Let me. I’ll speak. I’m Ms. Carolina’s son and I’ve come to live in my house. You can open the gate.


			The other man looked at him astonished:


			— What? Whose son?


			— Ms. Carolina’s. I heard she died and I’ve come to take control of her things. You can open the gate.


			— Is this man mad? — Claudio asked the gardener. — Ms. Carolina didn’t have a son.


			— She did, Claudio. But Dr. Quentin, her husband, left home taking the boy, their only son, and told the boy that his mother had died. He has only just found out everything. He really is the only son of Ms. Carolina. She always cried a lot on account of this. I know all about it.


			— Hmnn… — he grumbled — that may be. But I don’t believe it. You don’t look like a son of hers, she was very refined; you look more like a beggar. Even if she did have a son, he certainly wouldn’t be this hillbilly. You know what I think? You want to pull one over on me and maybe rob the house. Better be off with you, or I’ll call the police.


			Through the bars of the gate, Oscar stuck his hand and grasped the caretaker by the neck.


			— Listen. I’m not joking, not at all. You call the police, even better. I was raised in the wilds, but I’m not embarrassed. You’re going to regret it, if you stand in my way. I own all this. Everything is in my lawyer’s hands. I have all the papers in order. You open up now or I’ll be the one to have you arrested for entering my mother’s house without permission and trying to steal what belongs to me.


			Claudio went white. Was he a mad man? The look in Oscar’s eyes was firm and unyielding. He seemed sure of what he was saying. What if it was true? And he really was the owner? He wasn’t keen for the police to be called. Some years ago he had had a run—in with the law. Better not get mixed up with the police. But, on the other hand, he knew the gardener to be an honest, sane individual. He would not get mixed up in any mischief, would he?


			— Just a minute. No need to fight. I’m just an employee. I’m watching over the house in case of thieves. I’m responsible for everything. I can’t let anyone in without an order from my boss.


			— Open the gate: I’m in my house, and if you don’t let me in, I’ll be back with the police. You’ll all be arrested.


			Claudio began to tremble. He regretted not bringing the gun in his pocket. With a quick glance he perceived that they were not armed. For sure, if they had been they would have shown it to gain entry.


			— Listen. What I can do is telephone Mr. Marcondes. He’ll sort it out. I’m just an employee. I know nothing about all this.


			However much Claudio struggled to free himself from Oscar’s hands, he was not able. He seemed made of iron.


			— Antonio, take the key from his pocket.


			— Oscar, better we come back with the lawyer.


			— No need. Do what I ask you. Get the key off him.


			With trembling hands, the old man patted the caretaker’s pockets and took the bunch of keys.


			— You can’t do this! it’s an assault.


			— it’s nothing of the kind. I’m in my house and nobody’s going to stop me from entering. Open the gate, Antonio.


			The old man obeyed.


			— Now, go in and grab hold of him on the other side.


			Antonio obeyed. Oscar calmly took the suitcase and entered, but Claudio gave the old gardener a push and ran as fast as he could to the rear of the garden. Oscar wasn’t bothered.


			— Let him go. We have the key. Let’s go in.


			They began to walk along the main path when the loud barking of a dog stopped them in their tracks.


			— The villain released the dog, Oscar. Be careful!


			The old gardener stepped forward, calling the dog by its name.


			— Sultan, come, it’s me.


			The enormous animal who was racing along stopped for a moment.


			— Come, Sultan. it’s me, my friend.


			Antonio waked towards him, staring him in the eyes, while he said to Oscar:


			— Leave it to me and you go into the house.


			The animal began to swing its tail in joy, although it growled at Oscar. With ease Antonio caught hold of the dog by its collar, stroking it. For many years he had treated it with devotion and affection. It had been his companion in that garden that was so meticulously cared for. Seeing Oscar on the porch, he waited for him to go inside and then he in turn went to join him.


			Gerald was overcome with emotion. That house spoke to his heart. The marble hall with its imposing staircase.


			— Is there a portrait of her in the other room?


			— There is, my boy, a portrait of her as a young girl.


			The old man, who was at first fearful of participating in this adventure, no longer had any doubt. He really was Ms. Carolina’s son. Oscar went into the room and, above the fireplace, there it was: in a rich oil canvas, the portrait of his mother! Light chestnut hair, slightly waved, which, despite the opulent knot that covered the back of her neck, revealed its softness. Beautiful and radiant large chestnut eyes, a lightly tanned throat, delicate and perfect complexion.


			— How beautiful she was! — he declared in ecstasy. Overcome, he knelt in front of the portrait. Tears glistened in his eyes.


			Moved, Antonio began to pray. He was a simple man of faith. He knew how much that kind woman, whom he had always respected and to whom he owed so much, had suffered on account of being abandoned by her husband and her son. He never knew why. To do what Quentin had done, could only be for two reasons: another woman, or madness, lunacy.


			Oscar remained like that for some time, while, in respectful silence, Antonio waited. Until he stood up.


			— I’m going to my room to leave my bag. I vaguely remember the room. It was upstairs. It seems that when I got here, I know everything. When I was in the forest I didn’t remember anything.


			— That’s the way it is, Oscar. You just needed to come back to remember everything, sir.


			— Why do you call me sir?


			— Because you’re my boss and That’s the correct way to address you. It wouldn’t be right.


			— You’re my friend and my friends don’t call me sir. I don’t want to hear it again. You need to know I am a man of my word. You are going to live here and take care of everything. You are my only friend and I owe you a great debt.


			Antonio was moved.


			— All right. You can trust me. I guarantee. I know Mr. Marcondes. He won’t take this lightly. I heard he was close to ruin. His son lost a lot of money on the horses and he is in debt. He’s relying on your money to get him out trouble.


			— If he’s relying, he’s very mistaken. He’ll have to sort it out himself. My mother never liked him and he can’t be a very nice person. If he was, he wouldn’t want to keep all this.


			— That’s right. Ms. Carolina never invited them to come here. They didn’t like her. They spoke badly of her.


			— What? They spoke about my mother?


			— Yes… Lies, disrespect…


			— What could they say?


			Antonio was embarrassed.


			— Nonsense. Foolishness.


			— I want to know everything. What did they say about her?


			— They said that your father left and she was to blame. They even questioned her honor.


			Oscar turned red.


			— How could they dare? That pack of dogs is going to have to deal with me!


			— There’s no point now. Revenge just poisons our lives. Ms. Carolina knew everything, she didn’t like them, she never welcomed them, but she never did anything to harm them, nor ever spoke about them. She was a lady. Very good, a saint! She always suffered in silence.


			— I don’t want to do anything she wouldn’t like. But I’m not going to allow them to interfere in anything that was hers. Let’s go to the room, I want to see everything.


			While they were busy in the house, Claudio, frightened, had locked himself in his quarters at the rear, the same quarters that once belonged to the gardener, and was telephoning his boss. He wanted nothing to do with the police. After all, that fool could be telling the truth. His voice was trembling:


			— Doctor Marcondes!


			— Yes, Claudio. What is it?


			— Doctor, I’m really sorry. Something terrible has happened.


			— Speak, man. What is it?


			— There’s a man here that came with Antonio, the gardener, and he said that he is the son of Ms. Carolina.


			— That can’t be, Claudio. He must be an impostor. Her son disappeared years ago and must have died. Must be some charlatan! Send him away.


			— That’s what I did, doctor, but he, unwilling to wait, attacked me and went into the house. I managed to get away and I let Sultan loose. It was no good. So then, I locked myself in my room and here I am very frightened.


			— You really are a weakling! How could you let that man enter the house? You should call the police!


			— You’re right, doctor. I don’t like the police, you know that. They were after me a few years ago. Just a simple entanglement.


			Marcondes was exasperated.


			— What’s he like this impostor? What does he look like?


			— He looks like a beggar. He’s a real hick. He is tall and strong as a lion.


			— Are they still in the house?


			— They are. He brought a suitcase and said that he’s going to take charge of everything that is his. He seems determined. He said that he has the papers with the lawyer.


			Marcondes felt a cold sensation in the pit of his stomach.


			— All right, Claudio. I’m on my way right now. We’ll throw this impostor out.
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