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Chapter One

THE ACCIDENT ON THE LADDER
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As Camund decided to flee away from the Asylum of the Helpless on a cold night when the wind hissed through the cracks in the windows, everyone believed that this time they would be free of the boy.

Maybe they were right. Camund filled the bed with old pillows, waited for the housekeeper Mariana to open the door and, quick as a mouse, slipped to her back, without being seen. Though he was confident she wouldn't notice him, after a few moments she simply stopped at the corner of S. and R. Streets, sighed, and turned to him with her hands on her hips.

“Where do you think you're going?”

Camund got such a fright that he couldn't say anything better:

“Well, to your house...?”

Mariana scratched her head. She took the scarf from her shoulders and covered the boy with it. He walked through the gate of the Asylum, took the key from his pocket, but did not open the front door. He heard a roar.

“What the hell!” It was the director's voice. He opened the door with a bang and was inwardly unhappy to see the two of them back. “When the boys noticed the absence, I was hoping that the brat would really go away!”   

The housekeeper led the boy through the hall and shrugged.

"Didn't you notice he was missing?"

The director looked at Camund (according to him, “the ugliest thing that had ever set foot in that big house”) and snorted. Well, he wasn't the only one to have this shameful impression: from the first time the boys made contact with him, they couldn't help but hide their contempt every time they saw him appear.

“No. I didn't notice,” he replied.

“Then leave the boy with me.” Mariana hung her hat on the rack and led the boy into the kitchen.

The director, who was a very thin, wizened, and foul-tempered fellow, shrugged. He returned to shooing the boys who were hanging from the stair rails.

The year was 1922. Camund had lived in that place since he was just a baby. And he knew that, since that time, the big house had belonged to unmarried brothers. The woman never showed up, Camund knew; and the man asserted his interests by enslaving the boys in an old shoe workshop, the “OLD SOLE HAS NO PLACE”.

Anyway, for Camund, a thin, pale, twelve-year-old boy, that was just a roofless house at 11 Fire Street. A prison where flu orphans and foundlings from all over Curitiba found refuge. Of course. Not just orphans or foundlings, but everyone who was in a good mood for work, or simply mothers who didn't have the time to take care of crying or mischief.

Camund didn't have a mother, but he did have the housekeeper, and she seemed very annoyed to see him doing what he shouldn't.

“My little thing, you shouldn't follow me!” Look. You have to stay here for now.

Camund had a habit of scratching his neck when he was upset.

“But I don't want to,” he muttered.

The housekeeper pursed her lips. He looked to where there was a calendar sheet and smiled:

“I know you don’t. But look, I'll come early tomorrow. Promise. We shut the curtains and prevent that from happening! Doesn't it sound good?” — (Camund shrugged). “Hmm. Well, maybe you don't understand. Now listen. Do not follow me. Never again.” 

“It's just that I thought your house was better than this one! There are so many windows here... And you know the problem I have with them.”

The housekeeper held the boy's gaze for a moment and frowned. Mariana had her own way of studying the boy's features every time she thought of what to say. Camund didn't mind that. She wasn't looking directly at him. The boy had a thn, gaunt face, deep brown eyes that sparkled over a hooked nose, and the maid, unlike the boys, didn't think that was a bad thing.

“One day they will no longer be a danger,” she promised.

“The Windows?”

Mariana smiled.

“The windows will always exist, my little thing, as long as there is anyone who wants to have a fresh wind! What I mean is that your problem with them will one day come to an end. Was I clear?”

Camund shook his head. He was sure that, in that big house, everything would continue to be a problem whether or not there were windows. Besides, Camund didn't like the idea of ​​sharing a room with so many boys. Everyone knew the problem he had with the windows...

You might even ask why Camund was concerned with harmless masonry openings.

The fact is that Camund hated windows because, yes, they were simply windows. But for him: dangerous as hell holes!

This was because the boy was suffering from a disease that made it impossible for him to go out on sunny mornings. Surely you've seen someone suffer from this affliction, and you know how bad it is. But believe me. It wasn't just that. There was something that would make any ailment turn sour compared to the boy's unusual habit.

Camund drew.

Horrible drawings.

As our story says things about drawings, I say straight away that Camund's drawings were (definitely) not the kind you know.

So different and dangerous that it wouldn't be an exaggeration to hear the housekeeper say:

“If there is no hiding place for them, hide them with me. But never, ever let them fall into the wrong hands.”

Well, if you really want to know, there was something really fantastic about them.

The drawings happened.

No. No. Not as an unfortunate coincidence. Let me explain.

Camund's drawings came to life in the short period of time that included the line and the imminent future.

Just as it is possible (and as far as one can understand), everything that was drawn HAPPENED-RIGHT-AFTER.

Once we got into the subject, Camund's drawings had such a degree of danger that the good Mariana did not take long to realize it.

It was so.

One winter's night, before going to sleep, Camund drew a moth. Until then you (or anyone) would say: “Hey! Moth? What is the problem?" But when the little insect, which is not only known for being a small winged creature with a slender body and dark wings (but because it is a sign of ill omen), flitted into the bedroom, Mariana was amazed. And it wasn't just that. When she saw the animal land on Tongue-Twister’s mug, just like the figure idealized by Camund, she couldn't say anything...

Something so soft, so synchronized with Camund's features that Mariana just smiled, stunned, as if she were facing a miracle. A miracle that didn't last long is certain, because the animal ended up in Tongue-Twister's throat, and he had a tremendous stomachache.

After that, things only got worse: Camund drew fallen pine trees, explosions that made old public carts blow into the air, and, finally, the director's fall.

“Horrible!”- You would say.

The fact is that, as long as the drawings happened (and as long as the boy lived in the shadows of the Asylum), the housekeeper would do her part: she would draw the curtains over the broken frames to protect him from the enemy coming from the east; and, if that wasn't enough, she would put the poor thing in a corner of the room where, instead of a window, door, or hole, the sad and silent darkness of the day prevailed, in whose entrails Camund was already used to living.
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It so happened that the next morning, Camund woke up with a start. The room was flooded with blinding light that ripped the open and uncurtained windows.

Although the boy had little intimacy with the enemy, he quickly knew he was dealing with the ...

“Sun!”

But how could that have happened? It wasn't curtains washing day, and even if it was, there would always be curtains to replace. Besides, if that were even possible, how could Camundo not have foreseen? Thinking bitterly about this, the boy threw himself into the narrow space between two beds, like a soldier in a trench, and began to pray.

Where would Mariana be?

Without her he would be unable to prevent that new accident from happening.

Camund's latest drawing.

This time it showed the director of the Asylum, with his arms outstretched, lifting his slender leg in the air, about to tumble down the stairs.

Something that could happen NOW.

From the makeshift trench, the boy could hear the headmaster's slippers as they crawled along the corridor floor; and, in the background, a woman's voice that weakly interpolated the knocks on the street door:

“Mr. Lineu! Mr. Lineu! OPEN THE DOOR! OPEN THE DOOR!”

The boy couldn't at first identify the voice coming from the street, so he preferred to concentrate on the old man's movements. He looked impatient, restless and sleepy. He heard him mutter some curse and then...

A dark cloud covered the bedroom. So sudden and providential that Camund managed to jump from the makeshift trench towards the corridor. He ran as hard as he could to the point where he caught the old man just as he lifted one of his slender legs into the air.

He tried to call him... To shout something better than “STOP WHERE YOU ARE!”, but his sudden presence made the old man take such a fright that he didn't have, even in that infinitesimal space of a few seconds, time to balance himself. He turned to the boy, at the same time twisting his leg on the floor, trying in vain to grab the collar of Camund's shirt and completely losing his balance, falling like a sack of potatoes onto the loose step.

BAM!

Realizing that the poor man had rolled down the steps and tumbled with a thud to the floor, Camund had the curious sensation that it had all happened in mere seconds of time. So fast, and frustrating, that the roar quickly merged into the false exclamations of amazement from the boys, who were already there, waiting for the show.

“He d-died?”  Some asked.

“Not really, the belly still moves!”

Terrified, Camund returned to the dormitory and ducked back into the trench. It was like he had never left there. As soon as he touched his chest to the floor, daylight flooded the shadowy recesses of the room again. 

Camund couldn't calculate the time when the light finally went out. When that happened, (which seemed to him a quick and unusual moment of the blink of an eye), he ran in the warm hope of rescuing the director. His face was pale and sweaty when he appeared at the top of the stairs – the same ladder the old man had tumbled into – and then everyone turned to him, as if a savage had appeared there.

“IT WAS HIM!” Everyone shouted. And upon hearing this, Camund thought they were talking to someone other than Mariana or the director. “IT WAS HE WHO TOOK OFF THE BOARD OF THE STAIR!”

Through the street door, Camund noticed the director being taken to the Public Assistance car, which was parked in the courtyard. In addition to the boys, two or three men had appeared there when he had been trapped in the light trap. Now who else could it be?

Someone, in particular, caught the boy's attention. He was stout, haughty, with a purple, sickle-shaped birthmark on his forehead.

“Hey you!” he shouted.

As he looked around (until then his eyes were lost in the courtyard) he saw the man in the coat walking firmly towards him.

Camund stared at the man's muddy shoes and was unable to say anything (as you would in a situation like that), and could only finally move when, in a bang, the man grabbed his arm and shook him. Well, it was natural that the boy did not react, remaining inert like a rag doll.

“Listen here, kid,” the brute snarled as he reached into his coat, “you better know that I'm no less smart than you. Look at this, and say: IS IT YOURS?”

Camund, who at that point was feeling very unhappy with the whole situation, glanced at the man's hand and at what he was taking from his pocket.

A piece of paper.

“The drawing!” he shouted. And then he noticed the holster of a gun tucked into the man's vest. The boy suspected the man was a policeman.

“Is it yours then?” asked the brute.

“Yes. But how can it be there?”

“Look, if it's yours I can only say that you were guilty of the occurrence,” replied the policeman, hiding his impatience. “I soon saw you were a delinquent.”

“No! Wait! It's a mistake!”

The hall was still crammed with boys who were saluting and jumping like monkeys. And even more agitated they were to see the boy being dragged into the principal's office.
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Chapter Two

THE BIRD, THE CHEESE AND THE SHIELD
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The room was modest. Cabin furniture, stretched straw chairs and a bookcase (with no books).

“Do you always draw what you intend to do?” asked the Chief of Police suddenly, slumping in his chair.

Camund cleared its throat

“Oh no. I would never want the old man... I mean, Mr. Lineu, to fall down the stairs!”

The Chief of Police shook his head impatiently.

“Right. So what’s the meaning of that drawing after all?”

“Well, I don't know if I should say it. You may think I'm crazy!”

“Crazy? I think I would have another impression! This house is home to people who have lost their mothers and fathers to the flu, so don't try to make me believe it's also home to brainless bums thieves-to-be like yourself...”

Camund felt his face flush. How to explain to a policeman that in fact everything he drew happened? At the very least, the man (as sensible people are bound to) would find the story absurd. But then calling him a thief and a bum was too much! As you know, men like the Chief of Police only valued the order, and they cared little for abandoned boys like him.

“Perhaps you don't believe me after all.”

“Oh, stop with the nonsense, boy! Say right away that it was you who unfurled the stepboard. I’m used to meeting boys like you. And, look, it wasn't just this drawing you made, was it?”

“What...? I mean, how do you know I...?”

“It was some tongue-in-cheek who told me.”

“Tongue twister!” Corrected the boy feeling his face burning with embers.

The policeman continued:

“Look... It would make things easier if you told me the truth. I have proof that you're lying.”

Camund saw the policeman remove some more papers from his coat and held his breath when he realized they were his drawings. Even the most recent one, after the director's fall: a bird, three slices of cheese and a shield (the kind that medieval warriors used in war). He couldn't hold back:

“I can explain! I swear! These drawings will no longer appear here!”

The Chief of Police's eyes darkened and Camund swore to see them become even more alive and greener than before.

“I'm sorry to say, boy, but you may have to be transferred to a reformatory!”

“Reformatory?”

“Exactly what you’ve heard,” the man repeated, “Re-for-matory.”

“But that's not fair!” exclaimed the boy.

“And what do you think is fair after what you've done?”

Camund dodged away from him as the man rose, creaking his chair. Assuming he was going to grab him again, he ran to the door, and that only pissed the poor devil off even more. He squeezed the boy's arm tighter and laughed. After all, nothing is worse than antagonizing people given to tyranny like the Chief of Police.

Luckily, good and kind Mariana entered the room.

“Wait!” she said. “You're taking away that poor thing. Is that it?”

The policeman took his time in replying. It hid the sickle-shaped mark on his forehead; and, as it seemed to Camund later, he seemed enchanted by Mariana's sweet features.

“Oh no. Not really, miss. I just told this boy what happens to delinquents who push old men off the stairs” and he quickly straightened his collar.

“But, sir, I guarantee that...”

“As you see, miss, I can't stay long. Did you manage to notify the family of the miserable?” 

Mariana nodded without taking her eyes off Camund.

“Very well,” the policeman put on his hat, “I'll be taking the events to the Judge. Wait for my return. Have a good day.”

And, releasing the boy's arm, he left the room.

Once across the threshold, the housekeeper crouched down in front of Camund, grabbed the boy by the shoulders, and spun him from side to side, as if looking for a bruise.

“He didn't hurt you, did he? I had to tell poor Lineu's family. The sister is the only person they have in their life; and she is such an old woman that I thought she would not understand me on the telephone. I honestly thought... Well, I thought... Oh, you poor thing. Forgive me! I couldn't get there in time to stop the accident! When I arrived... Well, when I arrived... I didn't have the keys... and it's really weird that I didn't find them with me, if you really want to know.

The boy woke up from the effect of the threat that the Chief of Police had on him, and then he asserted his suspicions:

“So it was you who was knocking on the door!”

“Yes.”

“Now it all makes sense.”

“It does?”

“Well, the boys, Mariana, the boys! They took down the curtains and stole the keys!”

“Ah! Those little brats...” The woman started to walk across the room, “on second thought, it's not difficult for them to do that anyway. But how did they know that Mr. Lineu was going to fall? You didn't let them find the drawing, did you?” 

Camund still felt the policeman's fingers digging into his flesh when he replied:

“It was the Tongue Twister, Mariana! The guy himself said. He must have found the drawings on the pillowcase!”

Mariana sighed. She paced her thoughts in silence. Camund continued:

“A snitch, this Tongue-Twister.” Look, I don't know how they knew the drawing was going to happen, and how it could be today, since we didn't know it ourselves!”

Mariana sat at the table, still thoughtful. You could hear the hubbub of the boys outside.

“I'm not good at solving problems,” she said, “but look. The old man returned yesterday, you know. He had taken a week's rest because of the arthritis; don't you think these devils would decide to act as soon as the old man returned, no matter when the accident happened? We ourselves were afflicted with today, why not them?”

“If that's what it is,” Camund grimaced, “they'd have to pull the curtains down every day and steal the keys too! You can see they are jerks!”

“I agree too, my little thing. Now, how the boys learned of the magical properties of the drawings, that's a mystery.”

“And what does it matter, Mariana? I think they've known this for a long time! What really worries me is having to go to one of these reformatories!”

At that moment, Mariana jumped up from her chair, as if she'd forgotten a pot on the fire.

“What a head of mine! I have to ask you something!”

“Go ahead then.”

“I saw you drew something else after this one involving the old man. And it's not over.”

“Well, I was going to finish it, but I realized only nonsense would come out of it.”

“What exactly?”

“I don't remember now. But why do you ask?”

The woman glanced out the window, beyond the iron gates of the mansion, and said in a tone that sounded like a prophecy to the boy:

“I hope my plans work out, Camund. Someone will take you from here, and it will be soon!”

Hearing the housekeeper's mysterious comment, Camund thought she was referring to the Reformatory. In less than a minute, however, the woman left the boardroom; and when she finally returned (not having time to say a word) she hid Camund in the cellar until the boys calmed down.

At four, a friend of the director arrived, (or returned); for he had been covering the other's week off.

Camund couldn't see the thin, restless gentleman with the face of a turtle, but he heard him when, in one of those outbursts of authority, he declared Mariana was dismissed for a week.

The good girl, who didn't seem to expect that decision, couldn't say goodbye to Camund, and left the house without saying a word.

Everything had come together so unexpectedly and quickly that the boy saw only her feet, in canvas shoes, crossing the courtyard between the bars of one of the small basement windows on the ground floor. He tried to call her, but the city, steeped in the urban noise, cars and trams, swallowed the cry. 

Nothing was more harrowing than that abandonment. If until now he had been worried about the loneliness of that cellar (a new director's demand until Camund's fate was decreed), the worst thing was noticing the number of small windows that existed there. Narrow, it is true, but so oppressive on sunny mornings that Camund saw his end there.

All he could do was run away. The bars weren't that narrow, it's true. But the street was even worse. As the cellar sank into darkness, Camund felt the situation even more difficult and unsolvable. He wanted to get rid of those bad thoughts and eliminate the desire to draw from them.

He tried to think of Mariana (as much as thinking was possible in the dark of a basement full of rats), and that's when he remembered the only time – only indeed – when he drew something that didn't refer to accidents and bad things.

The drawing was of a beautiful woman with short, straight hair, a round face, on a porch.

For some mysterious reason, the boy thought that was his mother.

But would that really be? Tongue twister, Mutuca and other boys of the same opinion, said horrors about these people, who, holed up in phosphor factories, abandoned their children in nursing homes, without hesitation or regret.

“If I had a mother”, the boy countered in his thoughts, “I wouldn't be here”. And it was reflecting on it, half dazed, half hungry, that he heard footsteps outside. They came from the narrow staircase that led to the basement. He heard the jingle of keys outside, then the door creaked.

It was very dark, but when I smelled that perfume, I knew right away that it was...

“Mariana!”

The housekeeper was without her cap and usual uniform, she wore a blue dress and covered herself with her usual scarf. But it was strange to see her there. First because it wasn't time for her to be around, and second...

No, there was no second, the girl couldn't be in the big house, definitely!

“My poor thing, we don't have time. Come!”

The housekeeper wrapped the boy in the scarf. Camund (who was recovering from his surprise) even forgot to ask where they were going. But he was so happy he didn't ask anything. Then they went out into the courtyard, through a narrow door at the back of the workshop that smelled of leather, glue and shoes. The night was high with a round, silver moon amid dark clouds. As they passed under the cafeteria windows, they heard the clink of spoons, plates, and glasses, and Camund's belly rumbled fiercely. They crossed the garden of dry bushes, towards the gate.

Outside, under a tree, Camund saw a cart. The horse whinnied at their slightest movement.

When the boy got into it, the wheels were soon shaking over the stones of the Asylum Street.

––––––––
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Only then did Camund realize that, in addition to him and Mariana, someone else was sitting on the narrow stool of the cart. A young lady driving the cart, all upright. She was as different as she was strange. With hair that was neither short nor straight, neither dark nor light. An intense red that looked more like a burning fire. Eyebrows (thin as nylon) arched up above leaving the eyes pinched and smaller down below. And her cheeks, plump and flushed, squeezed her little mouth with such pressure that, at first glance, it looked like a bird's beak.   

“Whoa! Whoa!” she cried.

Camund was led to think that he had seen that person before, albeit in a different way. Of course! The bird in a cage drawn the night before. If you can compare, that flaming, bristly plumage could only have been the head of the wagon that swayed in the wind!

With free rein, and under the shadows of the trees, they walked up the street in construction, dodging the potholes.

Mariana was apprehensive.

“When we left, did you see anyone at the gate?”

When the carter didn't answer, Camund immediately denied it.

“I hope your house is close,” he said next.

“Well, that's not where we're going, my little thing. That's not where you'll get the help you need.”

Camund didn't think the housekeeper was being serious.

“Hey, do you think anyone besides you would believe me and those damn drawings?”

“Yes!” She adjusted the scarf around the boy's shoulders and looked thoughtful. “I just have to be sure of one thing. I know you were drawing last night. You started a cartoon, am I right? And for some reason you didn't finish it. I know we've talked about this, but can you tell me what you drew?” 

“Well, I told you. I do not remember!” At that moment, Camund caught sight of the flaming hair of the cart. “Actually...”

The maid was waiting anxiously. The boy replied very quietly:

“A little bird.”

Mariana smiled.

“What else?”

“Besides the bird, I drew other nonsense things. Meaningless because, you know, my drawings are always bumps, storms, and accidents.”

“Go on, my dear, go on.”

“Well, in addition to the bird, I drew a lot of cheese, the kind with holes. And also a shield!”

When he said that, Mariana smiled and hugged the boy.

“So I'm right! Even if you haven't finished them, I know what you intended to draw.”

“You know?”

“Look,” Mariana pointed out. And the boy in answer turned to the load that the old cart was carrying: several pieces of cheese hidden under the dirty and patched canvas, giving off that characteristic aroma. “Don't you recognize them?”

The boy refused to consider the fact.

“But that's just a coincidence,” he objected.

“There is no need for you to understand now, my boy,” Mariana looked around as she had been doing until then. “Know that you'll be fine when you find the person I told you about” and bent down as far as she could, so that the carter wouldn't hear them: “You couldn't stay another minute in that Asylum.”

“I know. The Reformatory.”

“Not at all,” she replied, “now that they know about the drawings, it's very dangerous for you to stay there.”

Camund was about to retort when the cart unexpectedly stopped. They were in a square, right in front of a warehouse. It was the square that was one block from Station Alley. Mariana got off. Her straight hair let loose a wild lock that fluttered softly in the wind. Dried leaves rose high when she said:

“You must go alone now, my little thing.”

“By myself?”

“See, we can't stay long. Don't make this moment any harder. I don't want you to be mad at me, understand. But it has to be that way. I think they already know about our departure and the closer we are, the worse. 

“But you can't leave me!” - insisted the boy, frightened.

“I'm not leaving! Ah, my poor thing! We don't need to be together, to be always connected! I am grateful that you have entrusted me with this hard and cruel gift. There are very bad things you need to know! But go. Look. I'm already taking too long. Go! Go! Miss Lopez will take you from now on.”

Seeming to take that as an order, the carter took the reins and the cart took the street. Camund couldn't even say a word, such was the perplexity of the event, and he was already aware of leaving the outskirts of the city (which at that time appeared in bungalows, houses, and farms tucked away in gravel streets) when the girl with the flaming hair accelerated her trot. She looked very distressed, looking around the deserted road. Hopping as if on a walking seesaw, they crossed very uncomfortably a fence of pine trees in a row like black chalices, and then descended a slope towards a beautiful mansion.

The gates were open, and the cart skidded into a stop in front of a fountain. The click of the stairs that led to the door of the house signalled the arrival of someone. Camund would have dismounted if the girl hadn't tangled her leg in the reins. So, sunk into the stool, they had no choice but to await the arrival of the man from the dark veranda.

“Cindina! Cindina!” Called the guy, “I dismissed the servants, and wouldn't have a better idea if...Cindina...?”

“My leg!” The girl couldn't even stand up. “I'm tangled up!”

“Oh my goodness! This cart! Save the cars!” 

When the guy walked through the fountain, Camund got a better look at him. He was tall, broad-shouldered, with starched hair, a fine mustache like Rodolfo Valentino's. As he helped the girl out of the cart (making an even greater effort to undo the knot in the reins), he did not even notice the boy wrapped in the scarf, and would have remained that way, without noticing him if he himself had not volunteered to help him let go of Cindina's legs. Only after thanking the guy did he realize that there was someone there besides the girl.

“Carlos!” he yelled, flustered.

Camund thought the guy was talking to the cheese. The man left Cindina and leaned toward the boy (more curious than kind), and made appear far behind, in the bulging body that formed the fountain's basin, what looked like a shield

The missing drawing for Mariana's certainty.
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Chapter Three

THE BRAND
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Mr. Duarte lived in the mansion with half a dozen servants, including housekeepers, a driver and a cook. He was a very restless and nervous guy. Because of his haughty manners and the house he lived in, he didn't look like anyone Camund had ever come into contact with. He was a graduate of the National School of Agriculture in Coimbra and was not the humble type. He addressed people as if they were trees and, at worst, undergrowth. 

As Camund would later learn, he was the eldest son of a respected and deceased herbalist. The youngest son, whose name the servants preferred not to pronounce, had left the house years ago, allowing Mr. Duarte to enjoy a profitable family solitude. Solitude that applied perfectly to an eight-bedroom house with an extensive kitchen and library. Despite this, Mr. Duarte was not completely alone: ​​for ten years he was married to the daughter of a journalist who lived in the colony of Goa, India. He had a daughter named Malini, who only came to visit him every two years or more. And maybe, because of the girl's absence, he wasn't the type who knew how to deal with children.

In any case, he strove to be pleasant as he took care of getting Camund down from the cart.

“Are you sad to leave the Asylum?” he finally asked.

Camund just said no.

As silence took the moments that followed, Camund thought that nothing would be said for the rest of the night if the guy didn't say again:

“Oh yes, great. It's all good to tell you something I know about your life.”

And he went on, as if Camund were just a dwarf tree:

“Your mother was our housekeeper during the flu epidemic. She was then a very diligent young woman who soon stood out among the others and caught my dad's attention, may Heaven have him. She helped us with everything and soon became our governess. Everything was fine until one day she disappeared! As you may know, we are often forced to succumb to the whims of fate and for a long time we do not know where it would be. Well, but she came back”, at this point, Camund saw the man break his words “with you in her arms. She was very welcome, of course, but she looked distressed and desperate. Days later she disappeared again and this time, for good. She left us this letter before, which seemed to us to be a mourning will.

The guy took a letter out of his coat.

Take good care of Carlos, just as you took care of me, don't let the boy get close to the papers, because you won't know how to save the poor thing as long as he has a desire for the drawings. Forgive my sins, I leave the boy all my life savings, kept in this envelope.

Another silence formed after reading the paper.

It was possible that the mother idealized by Camund would never exist. And this provoked in him a mixture of surprise and distrust.

“So if she really was my mother, she took me away and left me in a nursing home!” Camund grasped at the fragile possibility that he really was someone named Carlos. “I don't think I should accept money from someone who abandoned me!”

The man stopped as he climbed the main staircase.

“Oh no, that's not how I'd like you to think.”

Camund missed Mariana, as well as the Asylum, no matter how bad the conditions were in that basement.

“Sorry sir. But I cannot stay here. I appreciate that you want to help me, but I don't want to know anything more about this story.”

The man watched Camund intently as he walked to the cart and was brief:

“Drawing horrible things?”

The boy stopped. Cindina at that moment jumped out of the cart and, with an unusual manner, walked looking at the ground as if she were in a minefield. Camund remembered what Mariana had said about “someone who could help more than anyone” and turned to the man.

“Yes. I draw bad things, yes. What can you tell me about it?”

“That you mustn’t refuse my help.”

“All right. And who assures me that you are really telling the truth. How can I...”

“Trust? I wouldn't trust either.”

“So how do you know I'm this Carlos guy?” Camund scratched his neck.

Elano slapped his forehead.

“How? Well, of course. I can see you are a smart boy. Cindina, quickly, let's go in! We don't know if anyone followed you. What a distraction! What is missing here?” And he slapped his gray hair twice, “the servants, of course! Come in, come in!”

The boy was still smelling Mariana's perfume on his scarf when he entered the Palace. The house was infinitely bigger than the Asylum, and soon it got even bigger. From the tapestries to the paintings, from the windows (of Belgian crystal) to the warmth of the crackling fireplace, everything seemed infinitely cozy, rich and silent. For a moment, Camund was able to forget about the miserable life he had led in the Asylum, the hard bed and the cold.

The man fetched several brown envelopes from a small table and ran to the boy. He took from them some drawings.

“Look,” he said, “do you recognize these?”

Camund backed away. It was like being in front of a new Chief of Police.

“Hey, if you think all the drawings made in the world are mine, you're so wrong!”

“Calm down. Look carefully!”

Camund put a hand to his mouth.

“But this is me!” he exclaimed.

“Yes, yes! These are the drawings made by your mother. For years, while she was missing, she sent us these envelopes, always with a warning right here instead of the sender” and showed the back of the envelope. The boy couldn't read, so he scrutinized with great interest those letters on the back. “This one”, the guy continued “it said: 'Open only when you find Carlos.' In addition to the letter I just read, it had this drawing.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
NANUKA ANDRADE

CAMUND






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





