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Mauricio will never forget the last  time he met Neto, his cousin. On July 11, 1988, on a Wednesday, he had just turned twelve years old and as it was just the beginning of his school holidays, he told his parents that he would like to rest during all that summer at his Uncle Bebeto’s farm. The farm #22 was located within the municipality of Santa Helena de Goiás, the land of cotton, thirty kilometers before the concrete arch that bears the name of the city; at the last entrance on the right, sided by thickets that border the crops of the region.

Arriving at the gate, Mauricio saw Neto coming up from the pasture.

“What's up, cousin?”

“Speak up, Mauricio!” The cousin greeted him. Then he asked for his uncle's blessing and said to his cousin “I missed you!” Soon after, Neto suspended the wire attached to a stake and opened the gate.

As soon as the D-20 truck crossed the halter, Neto climbed into the back of the van and hitchhiked. Then the truck went down the dirt road that snaked about five hundred meters below, until they reached the border of the front porch of the house.

“What's there for us to do this vacation, huh?” Mauricio asked. And before he heard the answer, he was excited to smell the forest around him, to hear the song of birds flying over the horizon, happy to breathe a quality of air that is so scarce in the city of Goiânia.

Neto looked at him with a sparkling gaze. And what he said next sounded like a promise.

“Dude,” he said after he got off the back of the truck, “if it's up to me, your vacation will be unforgettable...”

And as soon as Mauricio said goodbye to his father, Neto helped him carry the gifts sent by his aunt, and set on his cousin's back the only luggage he had brought with him, that is, the old battered green backpack, crammed with boy things.

After greeting his uncle and aunt and leaving his backpack in Neto's room, Mauricio turned to him and asked the question again:

“So what’s up? What's new?”

“So much stuff!” the cousin was stuck to saying only that. Then he took Mauricio to the back of the house, where he was could finally take a look at the place he learned to love since he was little; there he was enchanted by the orchard, now with new qualities of fruit, he saw the corral where he had already drunk milk straight from the cow, not to mention the stinky pigsty, where he and Neto used to make small talk until the wee hours, while throwing food scraps for the pigs.
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