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To Marco Antônio, who always wanted to know those stories

“ When children toy

I hear them

Anything in my soul

Starts to rejoice

And all that infancy

That i haven´t to me comes

In a wave of joy

That belongs to none

If who i was is riddle 

Who i will be is vision

At least feels who i am

In your heart

Fernando Pessoa
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Wake up in the morning and as usual i boiled some water to make coffe. While waiting for it to happen, i wente to the bathroom to brush my teeths and any other thing that your body requires. In the way between the kitchen and the restroom, it lays my PC- personal computer- wich i turned on so to perform your binerys operations until my Windows system readied to help me access all others basics functions that a computer serves it to.

When i came from the bathroom, i saw that my login screen had already been accessed and, therefore, my tabs system. I went to the boiling water to finish the “Project”. At last, i called my Family for “breakfast”.

While awating for all those yawns that seem to last, i turned to my daily newspaper that was ready on my screen. The first headline was this word that in my most puerille thoughts could never occurred to me.

“Cringe”!

And as all things happens today, seems obvious that such expression went to world’s trend topics right after it´s shown in some young journalist with no degree. See, this is not an attack, most of these youtubers and vloggers are more ethical and professional than those who graduated from ivy leagues.

Dear reader, you must understand somenthing, i believe that in these four small pieces of these text, basically every word or term used by me are “Cringe” for these generation. That seems to be the new trend in social medias. By the way, the term “social medias” is possibly a cringe word by now.

But, in 90’s decade this kind of news would make no sense to me or my collegues. We were so into the daily playing and fights that we didn´t had time to understand what was happening in other cities, let alone the world. Actually, that was our world. I dont actually remember someone saying one would leave T-3.

However, one by one, left leaving only memories. Phases and generations of my class that i seemed to live ten lifes in few years. Personas, behaviour, lifes extremely diferentes. 

When i got there, i imagined would be something like before, months, a year at most and, done, just when we would start become friends, we moved. Either because of no close job or because expensiviness and wouldn’t fit in my mother budget anymore.

But, days went by, i made some friends, Luc and Ed came, bringing their sisters to play with the twins. Every thing fitting at its place. My mother got a job nearby. And we went to school near Bueno. 

A few days later, Mark and Lilo came, neighborhood richies. The time spent with them made me realize that life could me more than survive, maybe something impossible, but i liked to dream that one day would be diferente and i would wake up and wish for no more dreams, ‘cause victory would come, late, but come.

And everything seemed normal and fit in hierarchy and classes correctly, until a group put everythig upside down, “ the blackies”. With them i could feel what really was like to be free being just nine years old. Their native blood was evident. No moral or rules.

Free even though having a inflexible mother and a father who were in second world war.

Supporting roles as Dudu and Cleo, but i can’t go without mentioned my friend Doug. Belatedly, because he’d already joining T-3 match, we made a friendship that i had never imagined exist, i thought the limit was what i had between Mark and Luc.

It were magical years only to be defined with a single word, Cringe. If what i had is what makes me cringe, then, let me in my past along my memories, for, to know stories, the characters made me into these outdated definition, will understand that hardly, in the times that we live to arise someone as Jorjão, Mark. Luc, Doug and many others that made me the cringeworthy i am today.
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It was march, classes had just began, studying in the morning and so in the afternoon and even at night so we could have fun in the alleys of my town. We played many games. In a rainy day, we would built dikes in the ground streets. Sunny days, most of time, the range of our plays were much bigger: tag, hide and seek, flag-steal, “bete” (beisebol brasilian version) and the infamous goalie. But to some of us, had to have some much adrenaline. 

Usually when someone proposed something that wasn’t in T-3 script, i knew it wouldn’t end good. But, boys are complicated, mainly preteens and teenagers. Therefore, even knowing how it ends, i wanted to be in.

One night  my friend said a place that had Bahia coconut in lots. We could drink as much as two liters. And still had the pulp for a last tasting. We all got swoon over such idea. After all, wasn’t everyday opportunity for such a tropic feast. 

Was very far from our places, but, the outing and plays alone would make our way to an adventure. Running, climbing trees, reaping berries, in the dawn of Bueno the wildest racket. Who listened to us, could Picture a parakeet flock.

When everybody started to doss, we were on our way to a surpassing tasting. Few were the places you could reap Bahia coconut free of charges. Was the kind of delicacy placed in few tables. Not even at fairs was possible to find it easily, meaning, to pertaining to wealthy or to those who wanted to keep up appearances.

As we were leaving, some gave up. Afraid of their mothers beating, homeric flogging, or the adventure being to far away. If you got home very late the beating was garanteed. Being ground were privilege to few. Usually what worked were a belt or a white hose, the ones used in the shower.

Aparting the brave to the stubborn, we left to the mission. I confess that i was a little scared, but, the others saw me as their líder, so i couldn’t sag. I felt like general going to the front, scared to death, but still going.

That kind of behaviour of pleasing others almost always put me in trouble. The beatings were many for doing something my mother hadn’t approved, but i thought it wasn’t a problem. In the end, she was always right.

Two boys that decided to follow me and the other who knewed such na wonderland, were siblings. Like a ladder. The oldest, Jorjão, was the one who had the “map”. The only who had been at the place told us, hours before. Jocker type of guy, it was said to be good at fighting, but i had never seen in action. The others  were pretty much like me, that is, grimy, paunchy, and malnourished. Age between 10-12 years old, but looked as seven and eight years old.

After such long walk, Jorjão, like a setter dog, stopped and said:

- It’s right there, behind those walls.

I, naturally, found strange. With a very high and locked gate. The wall were very low to be fair, but you would need a hand to conquer it. Thought it wouldn’t have obsticles. In any point Jorjão told us the coconuts belonged to someone else.


“ Hey, you didn’t mentioned the cocos had a owner...” – Questioned to Jorjão.



“ And i tolde the truth, they are waiting to be reaped by anyone who has the courage to climb the coco tree or wait forever for them to fall” – Jorjão was the suden kind, speaking right straight, even though it may not be what you’d want listen.

In the end, we climb the wall and started the “harvest”. I hadn’t much skill to climb the tree, but, at these times you learn anything.

I believe we raped about thirty coco in the sum. We had to cut it right away. It was impossible to take it home, even if we wanted, the weight and volume were too much for us. I’ve never drank so much coco water like that day, not saying all the pulp we had to eat, we couldn’t let go to waste.

Those boys had a special techinique of open the coco with their teeth. They were native grandchildren. I couldn’t even dare to try. My tooths had cavities enough to know that any push i could go toothless from the few that was left. Such a task was for them.

As we were leaving – heavy from tasting such feast – we were taken by surprise by three dead-end kids, i believe they had the same feeling about us, they were much bigger. We had no way out, full carriyng cocos. They made a line and started to ransack. I was the first. They found nothing. Then started to get anxious. 

- I will give you a drub if i don’t anything... said one of them.

The next one to be inspect were the two small ones. They were shaking like a leaf, and, like before found nothing. When they were on the way to inspect Jorjão, they started to cow us yet more. Thereby, more scared we were.

- One left... you can either shake some rush money or we’ll come to blows!

We would be flogged like a stray dog. Jorjão was on the prowl, must be planing of something, he was way to calm. Even though he said he was a good fighter, just one look at him you could see he was no brawler. Bloated belly with a scar right in the middle, that alone debunked him a fighter. But he had this unsurpassed look, a fearless apache style who knew what to do in the right time. And that’s what happened.

When they begun to inspect him the sun of a gun drew out a knife and shouted:

- Look what i got for you!

Man, you could see boys fleeing right and left. You could play poker in their shirt out of so much sweat cause of running. Jorjão stayed behing to make sure they left. And we went togheter. In a desperate race, they left dropped something. Jorjão went to check it.

When he picked it up, he turned to us and said: 

- We have our father coffee for tomorrow...

The dead-end kids dropped a top brand coffee pack, those toasted on time. Jorjão understood as a prize for scaring the kids and took with him for breakfast.

While returning home i kept thinking were he hided his knife all the time. We didn’t kept our selfs loaded.

“ He spent all this time hiding a knife and didn’t told us... almost broke my tooth trying to open the coco.”

That was a conduct violation by one of the members. But, ironically, was what saved us from ransack that time. If it weren’t for Jorjão drawing out, maybe we wouldn’t be here today. That day, i felt the death really close.

Days gone by and we forgot what had happened. Couldn’t even remembered their faces. Coco harvest went by, hence, we wouldn’t come back to that place again. The guava and the corn crop was coming in the nearby city farms. The next job would be very profitable four our gang.

But, like anything in the life of boy form the outskirts it comes down to look out for fruiters by the neighborhood, there were also the time spent in eletronics, sure, we were “adict”, but we spent much less time than young people does nowadays in their cellphones, computers, tablet and games.

And sudenly one day, right after class, i decided to spent some chips on the árcade. Was really close to the school, my mother wouldn’t even notice. I had saved from watching cars on sunday fairs. I could play up to four matches, enough to “kill” my eagerness at the moment.

I arrived at the place and as expected, my árcade machine was taken, Street Fighter, stood in line with four boys in front of me. On my turn, i saw i wouldn’t last long in action. My oponente was the most addict guy in my neighborhood. Roberval knew all the blows and blows combination created for the game. Lost in first round and almost won the second, but in the end, i was defeated.

As i knew that staying on that machine was to be sure that i would lose my three remaining chips. I had to take a second choice, a much less crowded option. “Ninja Turtles” movie had been release in US for sometime now. Usually, an arcade based film game was released a year or two after the movie premiere. Thereby, the game came to Brasil much later. Even had many fans, but at that moment, the most famous game was the one i was playing before. Street Fighter was a hit never seen before among kids e teenagers.

Played a match going to a second round, not much exciting, because was where the weakest players stuck. I tried once more and it was going pretty well, until, i realized someone was watching me. I tought he was admiting my skill in the game, started to show off. When Donatelo finally lost his last life, the boy who was watching me asked if i was enjoying the game. 

- How are you going? Enjoying the game? – I naturally answered yes. And he in a sarcastic tone questioned:

- You don’t really remember me, do you!?

I was startled by the question. I have this spetacular photographic memory, but i couldn’t remerber his face. Maybe a friend from school, i moved so many times in few years. You know how it is, living from rent has those things, you move all the time. Mostly if the couple has kids, as in our case. My mother had six, counting me.

Whilst daydreaming trying to understand from where i knew that boy, i was interrupted once again.

- You see these two outside? You don’t remember them?

When i looked at the two boys who were waiting at the arcade entrance, a flashback crossed my mind. And then, i started to remember those faces that were watching me close by since i came to the arcade. They were the boys from the coconut night. They were waiting for me in front of the arcade and would wnat to settle what happened that night. The coffee bag would be payed with my wounds. As i was alone, would be lashing four times, one for each one of us that was at the night where Jorjão chase away those boys and pilfered the coffee bag from them. Maybe i was beating as a bonus for having him drew out a knife for them.

- Don’t worry... play how much you want, we’re not in a hurry. – Said and joined the other two at the arcade’s door.

I was left to not know what to do. Heard them snap their fingers getting ready for what was to come was nerve wrecking. Couldn’t pay attention at the game anymore. Too much tension for a boy like me. Very low chances of getting away with no scratch. I imagined what could save me from that kind of situation.

I thought, thought and nothing. I kept imaginig a route to escape, something that could distract these boys and give me enough time to flee as fast as possible. Looked in my pockets to only found a candy wrapper and an arcade chips. My pocket money to snacks ran out. thought of talking to the owner, but in that kind situation, knowing i could bring trouble for him, he would kick me out along with the other three “pickpocket” and i would be given a double beaten.

I imagined the reason of them to be there was the same as me, to please my vice in that arcane. I slipped my fingers through my pockets, and i notice a chip.

- Yes... that will be my way out! This or to be flogged like a convict.

Grab my courage and went to my opressors. Despite my fear of not being welcome, after all, they could beat me right there, at the arcade door. Fights were common at tha place. But, i was sure of one thing, i knew game vice was often among teenagers at the time. When i getting closer to them, i wield my “salvation”, looked right to them and said:

- Do you wanna play? I have one chip left...

They gave a “start” look and i end my “play” in that real life arcade. Was like beat the last boss with one chance left before i died for real.

I threw the chip strategically in the air to their way. I knew they would fight for it. I had seen homeric fights because of arcane match, even between siblings. With them would be no different. That chip would save my salvation.

I was so lucky, that in desperation to get the chip, they ended up fighting and dropping to the floor. The coin flipped three times and fortunately end up underneath one of those machines crowded with guys waiting to play. It was a ruckus. The one being disputed by the three, became a no man’s land, making the others to get in line fighting over the savior chip. When i realise that was my cue, i ran like crazy run away from the asylum. This time was my shirt you could play poker on. I left without looking back. I don’t even know if they came after me. I ran the six miles distance from the arcade to my house fast as i could.

Was one of the most amazing escapes i could give. Fear makes you believe in scenarios that you could never imagined in a comfortable situation.

After that day, i left my addiction for games and coconuts.
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Far away into the Garavelo’s vicinage a myth of a 12 years old boy being a fearless kung fu master emerged. The “myth” started with a rumor in a friend’s circle spreading around. The boy was so cunning he wouldn’t even strike only one blow from the so called chinese millenar art, would make his opponets give up and many times running away from the mat.

Many fights were won with a few showing of katis – a one person combat simulation very practiced in chinese martial art – that alone, closed wrists, strong base, foot in attack mode, determined look and a few soft moviments, yet, really strong in its own purpose, would leave your rival on the other side of ring worried with what would come afterwards.

Something never seen in a street fight before. It would usually start with a insult or even something like an unresolved problem that started in the soccer fiel dor at school. Both paired with each other, while one of them removed their dirt flip flops in a stealthy mode throwing it in the opponents direction, done, was enough reason for everyone to understand that a fight was about to happen. Two shirtless oponente, closed wrists and walking in circles waiting for one of them to get “started”.

The fight that end up in the Kung Fu dust myth, as they say, had started in a arcade. A certain Carlúcio felt harmed in a game, when he lost five chips to a boy with asian looks in a few minutes. When the japanese left, he was confronted by Carlúcio, that quickly came and threw his flip flops in the japonese direction wich stopped the movement with only one feet.

That one quick way to stop those flip flops that came flying in circles on that dust street made by a average hight boy, would be enough to leave Carlúcio suspicious that that one person was no poor baby that he used to humiliate in the arcades.

But, presumption is the mother of the losers. And that bully was about to prove he wasn’t so strong as you could imagine.

The asian boy, right after he stopped those flip flops with one foot, made a tiger base and showed his first kati, right there, in that dust street. What was a drawback, end up being na advantage for the young asian. At every feet move he gave on that ground to show his kati, the red dust would be thrown in the air creating na unique view. He looked like one of these kung fu masters from old movies, “Iron Fist” style.

That sparked the imagination of those filthy and sunburned boys. Seeing in that boy Bruce Lee itself. And with Carlúcio was no different. The feeling was more realistic, after all, he was in the middle of the “plot”.

Barely the dust settled and was only possible seen one oppenent in the arena. The one wearing a white shirt engraveted with a tiger drawing making an attack pose, that by the time was almost red. The young asian had put the bullies to run from the arcade without deliver one single blow. There, in that filthy and sunny afternoon from Garavelo’s suburb, in front of the arcade, the little sensei myth had begun.

And the phenomenon got even more real when a few of them had seen the “fight” won by the little sensei, described the looks of the young master.

“ He looks like Bruce Lee...”

“ Slanted eyes, yellowish sking, a little sunburned...”

“ His hair was so pure black that even seemed kinda dark blue and straight as a waterfall.”

“ He was wearing a t-shirt with a scary tiger print... it was given to him by Bruce Lee itself...”

“ He has abnormal muscles... it doesn’t seem to belong to a 12 year old kid...”

“ I saw him make five guys run 6 miles because they were beating a innocent boy...”

Stories and apparitions made the myth gain shape and everyone wanted to know this Kung Fu master. Neighbor older bullies wanted to know who was the twelve year old boy tantalizing the brawlers from that zone. 

Until one day, it was announced the presence of such “myth” from Garavelo zone. He had some relatives in the district, although, lived in another “province” where, naturally, all fear him. Time for school holidays and martial arts gym where the Kung Fu practitioner trained. Therefore, he was spending some days in the district were the myth that he was invencible had become true.

Knowing the day and the place where the myth would be, all the neighborhood boys had become uneasy with what could come. The bullies, thinking they would loose their legacy of strongest in the place and the bullied, for understand that the overthrown of the current bullies, the young sensei would take their place and become the newest boss.

The 8-E soccer field was the place where fights from that district would happen and get settled. If you had a problem with some boy, that was the match’s place. In the middle of dust, all you could see was arms and legs flying in the direction of one another. Later, you would wait for the red “smoke” to go down to declare the match’s winner. But, that day would be different.

It was 4 pm when the soccer game started. Usually going until 7 pm. It was dark when in that dusty field the soccer game ended. The play went fine, 10 or 2 – tem minutes or 2 goals – and the next starting team would try to beat the winner of the last game.

That day, the matches didn’t seemed to have such passion or sense as in other days. Everyone wanted to know who was the master. Was known he was in the field, because he was cousin to a boy who lived in the area. By the way, he was the one who spread the Kung Fu myth.

“ Yes, he is my cousin... and yes, he is a Kung Fu master! Even though i am a karate practitioner, i’m nothing but a plushy in his hands... with only one sweep kick he taught me more than i learned in four years of karate...”

As we were on vacation, that day the field was filled with new faces. Many were boys spending time in relatives house and others were from far neighborhoods and with the end of the year, they had more time play in other “clubs” in the holidays. This would make impossible to know who was the “chinese” master.

There was some clues of whom could be, following the features described in the history about the little sensei was beyond different from the most who were there.

Between the guys with curly hair, blonde by sunburn, dark skin, red, white reddish, skinny, kinda thin, chubby and other more, there was one who resembled Eastern people. Not so tal as they said, white skin kind of yellowish, dark straight hair, “Sidekicks” cut style – 90’s tv serie about martial art – and a little “stubby”, not so strong as described, but a little too much for someone his age. It could only be him.

The whole team stared at the boy playing that afternoon. They realised that he was always talking with the little master cousin, so, it could mean to be him, because he was someone we had never seen around and fitted all the description said about the martial arts legend.

The guys imagined that any moment he would do a flying kick to hit the ball or even a slide tackle ninja style to hit the opponent to take the ball.  However, the eastern boy was very calm and extremely passive even at the game. No blows or katis in the play. Otherwise, looked like a gentleman, he had an extreme class touching the ball. His dribles was soft enough and effective, but didn’t seemed like a Kung Fu master.

“ He has physical built of a kung fu master, but his actions is of someone very peaceful... is not him.”

“ Look... Bruce Lee was a very peaceful person in his matches... even when he seemed to be in disadvantage he still could keep cool, because he trusted his strengh and techniques...”

“ Could be... that’s why i did no foul to him, if he really is the little sensei, who hited him is gonna be screwed in the end of the match.”

“ I gave him a sweep kick and i don’t care... ig he really is a Kung Fu master, i’ll teach him who is the boss here – said Dri, one of the field leader.”

“ Dri, let’s go...” – Called Landro, Dri’s brother.

It was dawn when the match finished. Most of the boys had gone to their houses. Some on its own, some because being pulled by the ear for their mother. But, some had stayed. Either to know who was the sensei or to challenge such a fighter.

- Dri: So Chiquinho... Is that your cousin from Bueno? The Kung Fu master?

- Chiquinho: That’s right. Japan, show your Kung Fu katis to him.

The young boy really seemed to be Chiquinho cousin and therefore, the young master. Stayed quiet for a while. 

- Dri: See, Landro. I told you he was a nobody... he must be trembling of fear. But now is too late i’m gonna finish him and end this fraude!

Dri was preparing to fight when Chiquinho interrupted him.

- Chiquinho: easy, Dri... he is concentrating. Wait and see, for sure you will run away when he finish.

- Dri: Right... Let’s go then! Let’s start this shit already!

- Landro: Dri, let’s go...

Despite his brother urging him, Dri remained strong in his purpose, he would challenge this little master that same day and nothing could change his mind. The boy was dark skinned and stubby. Even though he never had a capoeira class, karate or any other martial art, he still knew how to fight. He had been in many street fights and won in almost every one of them, therefore, he was the perfect opponent to Japan, the assumed Kung Fu master.

- Dri: Come on! Let’s start this kati thing... i don’t have all day... i say, all night!

The young with oriental look didn’t answered, he just begin to form some kinda combat base.  Slided one of his feet to the back and left the other in front position stuck in the ground with only one finger of his foot. In his upper body, your arms and hands made a movement that resembled to Bruce Lee in the movie “Enter the Dragon”. By the way, everything he did was very well choreographed, it looked like a “kill dance” from some Kung Fu movie.

Those hand movements in sync with arms and feets in a exchange of base swirled where his upper body spin and his feet sliding like a snake crawling, would made Dri very impressed and why not, hypnotized.

The boy who was a good street fighter was numb before the kati show made by the young boy whose nickname was Japan – a little weird coming from a martial art practitioner native of China having a nickname of one of the biggest enemy from the first century – he wouldn’t stop for a minute in his fighting stage. Didn’t even take a breath.

It was really impressive. The cousin Chiquinho, had seen it many times before, and would still be struck every time japanese scared his opponents with that “ritual”.

After a few minutes of pure Kung Fu, Japan had finished his kati in the tiger position – it was the strongest practiced in the gym where he trained – he would crossed his arms and quickly raised them giving back to his opponent as hi was starting his attack right there. And to finish, a scream Bruce style:

“ Rauuuuuuoaaaaaaaaaaa!”

Poor Dri didn’t had time to defend himself, the move along with a scream from the young master scared him that ended up tripping in the field unevenness – common to the soccer field – while on the floor, he thought it could be a good position to be striked by Kung Fu master and even before the massacre started, he ran away. He ran so much that he outruned his brother Landro, that at time had left some time ago.

- Dri: Run, run, Landro! That guy really know Kung Fu!

And so the myth would gain more shape at every “combat” won by the young Japan without even strike a blow. Dri himself would boast about his now friend abilities, because he knew would be better to be an ally with someone with such ability.

The challenges kept coming every time the boy was in the crowd of boys from the city Aparecida de Goiania outskirts. Things grew so much out of proportion he wouldn’t even need to show his kati. His own friends would scare his opponents by telling them stories about the young master. Some said nonsense, of course, but at that point no one knew what was the true, myth, enhance or untruth in the young martial arts practitioner story.

“ If i were you i wouldn’t even try... myself, one of the biggest fighter of this neighborhood, lost to him. He beat me whit one finger...”

“ They said he put Big Baby to run after his second demonstration of kati...”

“ Jefão is taking classes with him... look.”

“ Even Zoreia look at him from afar...”

Those guys was the most feared one in the district, maybe of the whole city at the time and even so they were already being included in the stories about the young sensei. The whole thing had grew out of proportion even bigger than the Kung Fu myth itself.

As it happen at all empire, heyday doesn’t last forever, decay is a matter of time. May take centuries, but one day he collapse. With the young “fighter” would be no different. His downfall was about to happen, but unlike what happen to others winners, in Japan case, the story had a surprising outcome unusual to the others that came and would come.

The fact that he won every match without striking a blow raised doubt about the ones who were around him. In the end, they realised themselfs that the young boy wouldn’t need to show his katis, because they knew the opponent would give up even before the fight.

Between his followers there was someone called Baianinho. White sunburned, shorty, fiery hair and crazy to be the next Bruce Lee from the neighborhood wich only the avenue were asphalted.

Baianinho had a brother, Zil, said to be a good fighter and even sacred some, but that was all. Actually, he was just gallant, because he had been beaten Dri, that had flee from the combat with Japan before from the soccer field.

But, in a brotherly argument in the baianos house. The ones used broomstick to be hit in the head, Zil end up giving a beat in Baianinho, that sweare to give back.

- Baianinho: You will see! Japan will flogg you, will see! This doesn’t end like this, no!

- Call that japanese of theater... he only knows to dance... doesn’t beat anyone.

And like this Baianinho did. He ran down the street and called Japan to settle the beef. The boys were playing “Finca” – you could use an iron bar with a sharp end, like a needle, but with the size of a pencil and thicker than a needle – two opponents, one threw to the floor and from there on both them traced some kind of triangle until closed it, won who finished.

- Baianinho: Japan! Go to the upper street, Zil is challeging you! He said you’re a nobody.

- Japan: Did he said so?

- Baianinho: Yes, he did! Let’s settle this thing.

- Japan: Yes, let’s go. But after i finish my “Finca” game.

Everyone looked sideways to the young oriental boy. Such affirmation left any boy furious. Even the ones who didn’t knew how to defend themself, was sure that such outrage needed to be respond in kind, even knowing they would be beating for sure.

The oriental boy who goes to the nickname Japan, actually wasn’t into fighting. On the contrary, he was extremely passive. In few situations he stroke someone to the point hurting or knock his opponent. Most of the time he did katis and this was enough to scared them. Aside from the sweep kick he had given in Chiquinho – that fell with his butt in the ground while trying to attack young master – but this one was not worth it, because was executed as a training exercise.

But, that day, the young boy with oriental traits acted different to what he was used to, because he was called to defend someone who was being oppressed. This kinda situation could not be denied or dodged by such popular idol, and yet, Japan was known as an idol by many boys that moment.

- Baianinho: what’s up, Japan! You’re coming or not?

- Chiquinho: Easy boy... he goes. Tell Zil to wait in the upper street that soon we’re going.

And so, Baianinho felt relieved and ran to the upper street to warn hhis brother that the beating was coming. Before, he went to the house of a few friends and told them his brother was about to be humiliate.

- Japan: You put me in trouble...

- Chiquinho: This one will be easy, Japa... Zil just make noises, like a beetle car. I saw him running to guys who didn’t knew how to fight, against you he has no chance.

Not wanting to fight or demonstrate the art he had learn, Japan had no way out of that fight. Down the street you were able to listen the guys screaming his name and mocking the opponent name.

“ Japan! Japan! Japan!”

“ Hey, Zil! You’re worth less than a barrel!”

“ Japan is gonna get you!”

The situation only inflated the anger Zil was feeling from the guy he was going to face. The boy wasn’t a really good fighter, but was strong, beacuse he was used to make shipping in the neighbor’s fair and always when he could he would weed off allotments to bring money to home. Japan realised that, he knew his katis wouldn’t scare him, he would come forward and would be complicate to beat him.
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