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Story








As midnight approached, Captain Joaquim Paranhos felt increasingly nervous. From the bow of the Rio Negro, an ironclad just a few months out from the shipyards of Rio de Janeiro and whose command had been entrusted to him, he waited for the signal that would start the operation. It would be only the second time in his whole life that he would face enemy fire. The first had been the night before, when, along with the rest of the fleet, he had forced the passage in Curupaity. But the two or three dozen guns he had faced there were nothing compared to the more than a hundred that waited in Humaitá, the most powerful fortress in South America.


He would have rather stayed in Rio with his wife, and was eager to go back. He missed the balls organized by the créme de la créme of Rio's society or sitting and reading in one of the great halls of his home while drinking tea served by one of his many servants. However, although the rank of captain came with many privileges, it didn't always allow him to be where or do what he liked, especially in wartime.


All over the ship, sailors finished the preparations for the passage. They closed the gunports, put sandbags, planks and chains in the most vulnerable places to complement the armor, and checked the ropes that, following the orders of Captain Delfim Carvalho, the operation's commander, bound the Rio Negro to the monitor Rio Branco to make sure they were secure.


In the darkness, Joaquim couldn't clearly see what was happening on the ships in front of him, only black figures moving between the dim light of oil lanterns, but he deduced that they were making similar preparations.


Finally, at midnight, he heard a sequence of small blasts coming from the Bahía, the flagship. It was the signal announcing the beginning of the operation.


“First mate, gather the men,” he ordered Joaquim Honorio, an experienced sea dog and a Platine War veteran.
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