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    A todos que habitam as ruínas do passado, mas sonham com a arquitetura de um futuro mais justo.Para minha Angola, com todas as suas dores e belezas – que nunca deixe de resistir e de sonhar.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "A verdadeira reconstrução começa onde o orgulho se cala e a memória fala."— Kubinga Santos
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​The Echo of the Ruins
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Chapter 1: The Return

The air of Luanda, even filtered by the airport's air conditioning system, had an unmistakable scent of salt, dust, and a veiled promise of humid heat. Kaito Mendes, 28, an architect with a European degree and a head full of dreams, took a deep breath, feeling the weight of a decade of absence. Ten years. A lifetime, he thought, as the immigration line moved slowly. The Luanda he had left was a city in effervescence, but still marked by the scars of a recent war. The one he found now, through the terminal windows, seemed like an organism in constant mutation, with mirrored skyscrapers piercing the sky and chaotic traffic buzzing like a swarm of giant bees.

He observed the faces around him: the vibrant mix of ethnicities, the colorful clothes, the open smiles and suspicious glances. There was something familiar, yet strange, about it all. It was as if the city had grown and transformed, but maintained an ancient soul, pulsating beneath the polished surface. Kaito felt a mixture of excitement and apprehension. His mission, his great ambition, began there, on that soil that was his by birthright, but which now seemed like a territory to be rediscovered.

With his wheeled suitcase dragging behind him, Kaito finally left the airport. The hot, humid breath of the Angolan capital enveloped him like a familiar embrace. The sun, still high, beat down on the asphalt, and the noise of cars, horns, and voices mingled in a dissonant symphony. He spotted the slender figure of his uncle, João, waving from afar, a wide smile illuminating his time-worn face. The hug was tight, full of longing and a complicity that time had not erased.

“Kaito! My son! How you’ve grown!” exclaimed his uncle, his voice choked. “Your mother can’t wait to see you.”

The journey to the bus station was an adventure in itself. The taxi, an old Mercedes that seemed to have seen better days, zigzagged between cars, motorcycles, and pedestrians, in a chaotic dance that Kaito had forgotten. He observed the urban landscape, the cement and zinc houses mixing with modern buildings, the improvised markets overflowing onto the streets, life pulsating on every corner. Luanda was a city of stark contrasts, where wealth and poverty coexisted side by side, shamelessly.

“The city has changed a lot, hasn’t it, uncle?” Kaito commented, trying to make conversation.

João nodded, his eyes fixed on the road. “Yes, it has changed. It has grown. But some things never change. The struggle continues, my son. Always the same struggle.”

The uncle’s phrase echoed in Kaito’s mind. The struggle. He knew what struggle João was referring to. The struggle for independence, yes, but also the daily struggle for survival, for dignity, for a better future. It was this struggle that he hoped to help win, with his knowledge and his passion.

At the bus station, the bus to his hometown, an old blue and white coach, waited, almost full. The smell of sweat, earth, and food mingled in the stuffy air. Kaito said goodbye to his uncle, promising to call as soon as he arrived. He found a seat by the window, squeezed between a lady with a basket of chickens and a man who snored loudly.

The journey was long and tiring. As the bus moved away from Luanda, the urban landscape gave way to open fields, savannas, and adobe villages. The roads, in some stretches, were bumpy, and the bus shook and swayed, making any attempt at reading or sleeping impossible. Kaito observed the dusty trees, the dry rivers, and the children waving by the roadside. It was a different Angola from the one he saw in European news, a rawer, more real Angola.

It was at dusk that the first familiar silhouettes began to appear on the horizon. The port city, his home, seemed like a mirage in the twilight heat. Kaito felt a tightening in his chest. The ruins, the old colonial buildings that had been the heart of the city, were now just stone skeletons, visible in the distance. He had idealized them for so long, imagining them as monuments of a glorious history, waiting for his hand to be restored and return the city to its former splendor.

But, as the bus approached, the idealization began to fade. The ruins were more imposing than he remembered, but also more desolate. The crumbling walls, the non-existent roofs, the wild vegetation swallowing the structures. They were not just monuments, but open wounds in the landscape, silent witnesses to a past that refused to die.

As he got off the bus, his mother’s hug was the tightest of all. Dona Maria, with her already graying hair and a face marked by wrinkles of worry and joy, cried and laughed at the same time. “My son! My Kaito! How good that you’ve returned!”

The reunion with childhood friends was equally emotional. Laughter, hugs, and the feeling that, despite time and distance, the bonds of friendship remained intact. They took him home, a simple house, but full of love and memories.

During dinner, Kaito, excited, began to talk about his plans for the ruins. “I want to restore them, mother. Transform them into a cultural center, a museum, a place where the history of our city can be celebrated. We can attract tourists, create jobs, bring life back to this place!”

His mother and uncles listened attentively, but Kaito noticed a certain skepticism in their eyes. A weariness, perhaps. “It’s a beautiful dream, my son,” his mother said, with a sigh. “But the ruins... they are more than stones. They are our history, yes, but they are also a reminder of all that we lost.”

His uncle, who had arrived for dinner, added: “Many have tried, Kaito. Many came with great plans, but the ruins are still there, crumbling a little more each day. There are greater forces at play, my son. Forces that don’t want the past to be remembered, or the future to be different.”

Kaito felt a shiver. His uncle’s words were enigmatic, but loaded with a dark meaning. He tried to argue, to explain his technical vision, but he realized that it was not a matter of technique, but of something deeper, more ingrained. The idealization he carried with him from Europe began to clash with the harsh Angolan reality.

That night, Kaito lay in his old bed, the small, familiar room. Through the window, he could see the dark silhouettes of the ruins, imposing and silent under the moonlight. They seemed to be watching him, challenging him. The idealization was dissolving, but the determination, strangely, remained. He knew the journey would be more difficult than he imagined, but the flame of hope still burned in his chest. The echo of the ruins called him, and he was ready to answer.

​Chapter 2: The Ruins and Reality

The morning sun, relentless, was already beating down on the city when Kaito woke up. The smell of fresh coffee and homemade bread came from the kitchen, but his mind was far from the breakfast table. His uncle’s words the night before, about “greater forces at play,” had planted a seed of unease. He needed to see the ruins up close, without the filter of idealization that had accompanied him for so many years.

After a quick coffee and some flimsy excuses about the need to “explore the city,” Kaito set off. The path to the ruins was familiar, but with each step, the landscape revealed a degradation he hadn’t noticed upon arrival. The streets, once paved, were now full of potholes and trash. The houses, once vibrant with the colors of life, displayed faded facades and broken windows. Life, though present, seemed to struggle to survive amidst the disorder.
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