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We are coming to the end of 2023, country divided socially and politically, politics does not fit because it does not depend on its capacity, but on imperfect humans, to the point of a certain brainless atmosphere taking over the country, reaching mainly the productive and academic segments, including a small prosperous municipality that suffers constantly, from the evasion of foreign exchange in purchases and complete lack of knowledge of public economy by the pseudo managers installed in government headquarters, creating a new order with an imperialist air implanted by those elected that lead to a counterpoint to those citizens who fight every day for their citizenship and who do not align themselves with the ideological political activism of those elected on duty. These suffer unbridled persecution for not applauding the excesses and lies propagated to the most faithful residents of this land, creating a smokescreen to create distractions and continue with their misdeeds. 

History was subjected to cruelty, forced to alter the normality of its course, placing disinformation as the main focus to the point that the streets changed names, the date of political emancipation modified and mistakenly disclosed in accordance with the political interests of the president, the streets who historically gave rise to the city lost their names so that neophytes could be honored as if they were heroes. Misinformation has taken root and is consolidated. 

We could even name these governments as unfit or kleptocratic, making everything even more frightening, seeming that we went back centuries ago where the intellectually corresponded to the chronology of longevity that humans had. We lack content and foul conversations, impregnated with swearword, shows the eschatological abyss into which we have entered. 

For barbarism, everything is valid to the point of celebrating the city's birthday on an unformed date, prohibiting the circulation of commemorative party attractions in streets where enemies have their business and the rulers attract to them the rotten attitudes without laurels and without victories that would in no way make any citizen happy who contributes to the development of the city. 

At Smokescreen – A cruel underworld! They replaced the young people of the once charming metropolis, references were lost, and currently they wander like zombies surviving with crumbs as if they were sub-human. Some of these third-rate citizens, commonly called “politicians”, still have the nerve to use declassified topics in educational acts to worsen the quality of humans and citizens who, usurped without the right to think and defend themselves, turn into potential victims of patriarchy current political party. Thus, this “humanity” old-fashioned walks towards unique abysses, when there the so-called “powerful ones” will be able to witness their misfortunes and disaster. 

Finally, the dissatisfaction of the “elected” with the land of cocoa, reached such a point that the buildings built still when the colonels existed, are being taken to the ground, with vain promises of rebuilding, and thus the historic buildings fall into oblivion and create a gloomy landscape with its possible landslides. In the same way that community goods are sold secretly without the proper knowledge of their owners, the people. This is the wrong way of doing public management, which arose in non-academic feelings for the occupation of powers. This anomaly made room for functional illiterates; who understand nothing and think that they know about everything, associating themselves with blindness, muteness, and deafness of other powerful sayings that occupy vacancies in vicious and incompetent parliaments. 

The metropolis was transformed into a small Sodom, and darkness became aware of its lost youth in an eternal struggle between darkness and light. 

Smokescreen – A cruel underworld! It is nothing more than a literary work of fiction, and any resemblance is purely coincidental. 
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Chapter I – Crimes and punishments
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Humans of darkness commit crimes by vocation, while humans of light commit crimes considering combating the crimes of darkness.

We live in apocalyptic times and the 70s 

B.C. seem to corroborate a dreadful connection between the present and the time when everyone was waiting for the arrival of the Messiah. 

If we compare the length of stay of the Roman Empire, proliferating corruption and murders of religious in the so-called holy land, it is possible that the religious strength of the three main foundations of faith: Islamism, Judaism and Christianity, can make a revolution reborn in the heart of humanity and the certainty that Armageddon is very close. 

We have lost a lot in social relations and the human has been putting itself under the feet of politics, activating foolishness of leaders who resemble the Pharisees more connected corrupt led by 

Roman Empire, offering room for the growth of the wrath of other sects like those of the past: Purified Essenes, Zealots with the armed arm of assassins, who maintained their guerrillas searching for liberation, believers that their revolts, struggles, and wars for light and against darkness identified as the Roman Empire and its followers, would reach redemption. 

The smokescreen covered up prostitution, corruption and the most varied crimes possible with the Roman imperial force, which silenced its opponents through crucifixions of the Jewish people who erupted against the system, while the Pharisees tried to obtain the monopoly of the faith and live with the corruption and politics of the Empire. 

The triad set up in that perverse political system with: Herod the Great, a Jew from Judea whose behavior was as if he were a Roman, having Pontius Pilate the official representative of Rome, former centurion, former tribune, at that moment governor, also administrator of the entire controlled area and Caiaphas, the high priest, leader of the Pharisees who did everything to have religious control in his hands. These three together gave the impression that everything was running normally in that vast religious territory full of conflicts and growing corruption, and here things are not so different, the political system clouded the brilliant minds of the country and in cities smaller people run from one place to another working trying to somehow survive the system. 

At that moment, a quick and heavy rain made the air exhale the smell of earth mixed with the fertilizers used in the rich soil that helps to sprout the most valued fruit in the region, cocoa. The romanticism of the largest cocoa producer in the world and its individual riches vanished, placing Camacan among the nearly three thousand and five hundred Brazilian cities that have no income and live off the Municipality Participation Fund, parliamentary amendments, becoming true corrals constituencies to be explored in elective seasons. There is indeed political control and order today, similar to the system imposed by the Roman occupation of Palestine. 

Returning to our harsh reality, let's start the narrative, talking about committed public servants, willing to do anything to serve and protect.  

In the city's PD, the heat of the moment made air conditioning an inseparable partner, any shade from a tree became valuable, as it became an alternative to escape from the sun that momentarily affected its citizens, causing changes in climate and behavior. 

Baby Monster and Xiu were sitting in the third room of the Camacan police station, waiting for the police captain to arrive. 

-  The man is taking long.

-  Let my boss he's coming soon – replied Wilson the Baby Monster referring to the unconventional agenda of the strict city police captain.

But when police captain Tenório entered and announced his arrival with a good day to all, it seemed that work had knocked on the door of those two severe policemen who did everything to maintain law and order in the municipality. 

-  Hey guys, what do we have so important to bring me here? 

-  Captain! – Ademar exclaimed and was immediately interrupted by Tenório. 

-  Please come to my home office. 

Wilson and Ademar went towards a reserved room at the back of the police station where the police captain's office was installed. 

-  Sit down, please. 

The two policemen immediately sat down and waited for mister Tenório's authorization to begin talking about the agenda. 

-  I'm all ears. 

-  Who will reports, me or you? – Asked Ademar, looking directly at Wilson.

-  You've already started talking, so follow the burial! 

Wilson said, adjusting himself in the chair to be more comfortable and listen to his colleague's report. At that moment. On the other side of town, Aldemário Cardoso dos Santos, better known as Maro from butcher shop, got up from his chair where he spent part of the time sitting in front of his butcher shop, to serve customers, and listen to the good conversations of: Jabá, Nego Hélvio, Neto, clock manager called Carlinhos and many of their friends who frequented the place. Mário, a guy of medium height, half-breed, short hair, always clean-shave, had simplicity and a loose tongue as his favorite way of life. 

-  Where are you going, Mário? 

-  Are you my bitch to oversee my life? – Mário asked Roberto who, smiling and awkwardly, sat down on the butcher shop's sidewalk so that he seemed to be watching passers-by. 

Without giving much importance to the comments made by those outside his attention, he walked towards Samson's pub, which was located approximately fifty meters from the corner where Mário was. Its popularity and the provocations received along the way, made time more elastic to reach the pub of your choice, along with Mário, Soapy Fish arrived, a guy of average height, having to bend down to enter through the smaller door of the Samson's pub, was shouting to everyone who was present at the game that Friday morning. 

-  I've never seen so many bums together at the same time! 

-  It's better to be a bum than to be a thief, a drug dealer and a receiver of robberies – Raminho's son Galician shouted in response to Soapy Fish. 

-  Calm down! There is no need for all this ignorance. 

Soapy Fish had a long criminal record, but he was not so feared, not least because he was considered a looser when pressed by the police, to the point of handing over all his partners, including Shit Chick, who already appeared in one of his deliveries, as they say the local bad boys. Even at almost one meter and ninety tall, the thin black man, curly hair, flat nose, had a thin mustache above his mouth, had the reputation of disappearing when pursued by his colleagues or the police. 

The discussion in the heart of the pub did not take Mário away from his favorite target, since Samson was at one of the rummy tables along with 

Raminho, Onion, Murilo, Little Uncle, Juraci and Tita, could not take care of the counter and the customers, which is why Mário went to the shelf, picked up a bottle of schnapps and poured himself into a glass that used to be occupied by tomato extract. 

-  You're going to drink one, aren't you, Mário? — said Master Onion, who was standing in the division between the pub and the gaming cave while observing the tables in operation. 

-  I have a toothache and I have to drink medicine – replied Mário in a friendly tone. 

-  Is this schnapps good? 

-  It's nothing! The good schnapps was Zé Turrão, this schnapps from Samson is lube-feel, and I only drink it because there's no other. 

Mário tipped the full glass into his mouth, savored it, and walked out the door. 

-  Bunch of suck ass, I'm going to want your vote for my candidate for mayor.

-  Go fuck off, Soapy Fish, go look for your class, nobody here will vote for the mayor who made a deal with you – shouted Galician Raminho's son and was soon scolded by his father who was playing dominoes at the other table. 

-  Do you have proof that politicians are making deals with bandits to affirm this Galician? 

-  Galician doesn't have a proof, but everyone does – shouted Jean in a loud and clear voice. 

-  There are still public servants and honest politicians, but we also have a bunch of rascals making deals with all kinds of people to get votes for their election. 

-  How do you know that? 

-  Everyone knows that to secure votes, they make any kind of agreement, just watch television and read the newspaper. 

-  That's not true, Raminho – contested Jean, who was listening to everything while playing a pool game with Sinho. 

-  Did you see that daddy, it's true and that suck ass come here to ask for votes for a bum like that? 

-  I can see that I can't talk to you in a good way. Look, anyone who doesn't vote for our candidate could end up with ants in their mouths. 

When Soapy Fish threatened the group, Samson got up from the table and cursed the electoral supporter from top to bottom, who was trying to impose his power by force. 

-  Do you think that someone here is afraid of threats? 

When he saw Jean drop the cue and lean against the pool table, Soapy Fish turned quickly toward the door and left without saying goodbye. 

At the police station, the conversation between Wilson better known as Baby Monster, Ademar and the police captain continued. 

-  Mister, the story is that we caught a guy involved in drug trafficking here in Bené square, and he dropped the rumor that there could be an execution of a drug dealer in the city this week. 

-  When did this happen? 

-  About two weeks. 

-  And only now do come to tell? I like those things still hot to make work easier – answered Tenório a little worried about the revelation. 

-  Do you have the name of the possible victim? 

-  No mister, we were informed that it is a medium-sized drug dealer – replied Ademar. 

-  Make a list and see who are the most prominent drug dealers in the city and bring them here. 

-  What do you suggest Wilson? 

-  To go to the square and bring the drug traffic planes to the police station and try to find out something by making them drop the candy. 

-  I agree! Now, bring many people because I like to see the police station full.

-  Me too mister! Don't worry, we'll schedule an operation right away. 

-  So, I'll be waiting! 

Everyone got up and Wilson left drooling with rage wanting to start the operation immediately, since drug consumption in the square was ostensible because consumers were using it in the open and in front of the police station and who was controlling it was a partner of Soapy Fish, the famous Shit Chick. 

-  Xiu come here. 

-  What's up bro? 

-  Let's chat at the counter and drink tea that's better. 

Wilson and Ademar left the police captain's room, walked and discussed the subject to the workroom where the two had met earlier. The police captain passed in front of the door, said goodbye and traveled to the city of Pau Brazil, where he also has jurisdiction as an officer of the law.  

The police station has a counter that is located between the prison bars and the large hall that accommodates citizens who come to that institution to repair damages suffered. 

Wilson and Ademar were  having  a cup of coffee a little before 5 pm when two policemen from the neighboring city of Itabuna entered through the main door.

- Good afternoon! Sub-Lieutenant Barreto reporting. 

- Good afternoon. 

They leaned against the counter, and Barreto began his narrative about what they were doing in the city.  

For no apparent reason, he suddenly saluted once more, shouting: 

-  Warrant Officer Barreto reporting and ready for whatever comes and goes.

Wilson and Ademar laughed at the relaxed format of a military man introducing himself to others, and said: 

-  Man, I'm here on a special mission, I left Itabuna to come here to Camacan because they're stealing the copper wires for the internet network. It is possible that this will affect the hospital, schools, and everything else that depends on technology, and we decided to come here to do an investigation, to find out who the miscreants are who are stealing and accepting. 

-  You can count on us – replied Ademar, still laughing at the graceful way in which Barreto postulated his wishes. 

The Sub-Lieutenant was a shorty, dark skinned, kind, and full of stories to tell, apart from the danger he represented to his opponents, for being brave and aggressive. Barreto gave a brief report on the wire thefts and cites the name of Soapy Fish as one of the suspects in receiving, including exchanging copper for drugs. 

Still smiling, Wilson asked Sub-Lieutenant Barreto:

- How involved is Soapy Fish involved in these crimes? 

- As far as I know in the investigation we did at the prison, he's involved up to his neck it's pretty clear the wires are worth between three hundred and five hundred thousand reais, depending on the number of cables removed, Fish receives the material and passes it on for a low price and exchanges it for drug that he will distribute in Bené square, in Portelinha with his planes that launder the money from the end user. 

- Sub-Lieutenant! 

- I like when they call me that. 

Everyone laughed at the joking way in which Barreto referred to Wilson's treatment. 

-  In that prison investigation, did you learn anything about some “politicians” making deals with crime bosses? 

-  Bullshit guy! Everyone knows this and has future guarantees, as well as turning their backs on security in general. See why I'm here, to curb open-air robbery. This is going to turn into a lawless town. 

-  You can see Ademar that the bird sang correctly. 

-  Guy, I don't believe that a person who will control the destinies of a people would have the courage to make a spurious agreement like that – replied Ademar with a frown on his face and not liking at all what he had just heard in Sub-Lieutenant Barreto's report. 

-  There is more! Fish is involved in this too. 

-  Nothing! Soapy Fish is little people. 

-  It seems to be, but it is not. Including, he is fully involved in the murder of a military man in the region, and they are trying to find the culprit. 

-  Would be he the personage of an execution that is in progress and will take place somewhere in the city? 

-  I'm not certain, but he might be one of those on the list. 

-  Bullshit Barreto, is there a list, and we only know of one? 

-  So, it is! I'm in the capital of the region and I have more information – said Barreto, walking from one side to the other, shows himself important, while Wilson and Ademar laughed at his mannerisms. 

Returning to Samson's pub, the players of the moment occupied their respective tables; Mister John played dominoes and talked the whole time, while Diego and Onion stayed in their personal reviews. Suddenly, a shout echoed from outside:

- Croupier cockface and suck ass! 

- Go suck the donkey's fifth leg suck ass from shit – answered Samson after witnessing the triumphal entry of Sewn, who impressed everyone with his almost two meters tall and the graceful way of living after abandoning the life of petty crime.  

Samson, in addition to owning the small casino, also works as a croupier and sometimes offers himself as a player and animates the place by participating occasionally in almost all types of games offered by the house, in addition to serving schnapps and beers to the guests of its customers who frequent its Bohemian environment internally and externally. 

Gambling or games of luck, as you wish to call it, is instilled in the DNA of the people of Camacan. Here, people gamble and bet on everything that comes their way, not to mention the game's connection with Bohemia, and it appears that the act of bet and gamble exerts a certain fascination on women in such a way that they adore and even fight to get involved to relate to players.  

However, taking out the card tables, pool and domino tables, Samson's pub has a terrace right at the entrance, which allows patrons to sit and watch the beautiful women come and go between shops and restaurants, turning the place into a catwalk. 

-  The trickery all together – said Raminho as he stopped the motorcycle in front of the pub, removed his helmet and showed his Caucasian face adorned by blonde hair and blue eyes that completed his look.

His modest clothes in a completely contemporary pattern helped him to blend in with the environments he frequented. 

-  Another rascal arriving – replied Murilo, laughing to his friend and gambling partner. 

-  I'm going to get off the motorbike and sit here for a bit, there's only hot women passing by today. The view is perfect on these sides – said Raminho as he got out of the vehicle. 

The relationship between the women passing by and the observers on duty seemed very natural, they liked to be observed, courted and some even insinuated themselves so that they wanted romance, sex, or another possibility of meeting. It seems like a lie, but some women made a point of passing in front of the pub, knowing that there they were looking at them, perhaps out of desire, the search for a quick social ascension, perhaps even knowing the existence of the current volume of money and the financial would speak stronger. 

Everything seemed well resolved sexually between local men and women, seduction was in the air, but there is a calm as if everyone were sexually satiated, except in a Bohemian underworld frequented by few. 

-  Why these juicy like rascals like us? – Raminho's son Galician asked Diego, who was silently smoking a cigarette, leaning back comfortably on one of the chairs. 

-  I don't know! These pests are all crazy and choose anyone, and even you can take advantage. 

-  Bullshit! I'm not anyone? 

-  Not anyone. But one more – replied Diego with a laugh.

Galician looked at him smiling and completed:

- He said everything and a little more. 

- They want someone with money to pay them or famous to make them feel like people. A bunch of profiteers.

-  You're saying that because don't catch anyone, Onion. 

-  Shut up, Diego, you know more about cards than women. At least I've had many, today I don't have any, and I don't know why. 

-  Because when you drink, it's bad talk. 

Diego said smiling, Onion burst out laughing and added:

- When I drink, I can't even stand it myself. 

Suddenly, the entire terrace was silent at the approach of a figure rejected in every way by the residents and by those who know a little more about life on the city's streets. 

-  Hey Samson, give me ten reais, so I can eat. 

Shouted from afar the citizen known by all as Rotten Foot, due to the large erysipelas that adorned one of his shins and he left it on display to be able to blackmail people sentimentally. 

-  You're going to get about ten machetes beating on your back, your son of a donkey – shouted Tor in his thin voice that sounded like the voice of the super famous character from the children's cartoon, Woody Woodpecker. 

-  What is it Tor, have some compassion on him? 

When he realized that some people had interceded on his behalf, he shouted louder and started asking for twenty reais instead of ten as he had said before. 

-  Compassion what Murilo? That son of a mare stole Samson's chair two days ago. The compassion I'm going to have with him is a machete beating on his back. Come here Rotten Foot, come. 

Said Tor angry and frowning at the face of Rotten Foot who, intimidated, slowly left until he disappeared at the corner of the street. 

-  Oooh plague! The short guy looked like he was two meters tall, he was so angry – said Murilo smiling at the caboclinho, who was one meter and sixty tall, with straight hair and a small beer belly that made him even smaller. 

-  This plague's son arrives the in Mr. Orlando's market, rubs his hand over the wound and goes out touching the fruits so that they throw them in the trash, so he can pick them up afterward. 

-  I didn't know he did these things. You are right to want to beat with machete in his back – completed Murilo. 

-  Today is the day of the parade of junkies because here comes Spring Neck.

-  This one, at least, is peaceful and respects people, and don't poke his nose into nothing – said Sewn to Sinho, who was already laughing at the approach of the long figure, almost one meter and eighty tall, skinny who weighed no more than sixty kilos and walked stepping on clouds in a way that made your neck swing.

-  Let's play a rummy, I need money – Murilo said, passing one hand over the other as if he wanted to warm them up. 

-  Money for what? – Diego asked, looking directly at his face, but intimately wondering if by any chance he would win. 

-  Today I'm going to Paulinho's pub, Alfredo Neto is going to sing, and the hotties will be there. 

-  I go to Jorge's pub. 

-  What's in there? 

-  Diego Schaun will put on a little show.

-  The boy is good, but I want crowds, and Paulinho's pub has too much.

-  There's a lot of beating there! 

That when an inconvenient customer appears, he scolds, he gives a few hits and the place stay cool. 

-  Yeah, but I'm going to Jorge. 

-  Both places are good, and we're going to play a rummy soon, so I can make money – said Murilo entering Samson's pub. 

-  Who said you're gonna win? 

-  I always beat you. 

-  Bite me! Whoever heats the ass with a thin dick is a faggot. 

The two laughed and were already on their way to enter when Raminho began to complain that the bus that transports passengers from Camacan to Jacareci was blocking the view of the street. 

-  The son of a bitch canceled the urban transport contract, now he's putting clandestine buses to the districts and there's still this bunch of fools thanking him. 

-  What's up man? Are you without sex? 

-  What's up a shit! Even the whores disappeared from the fair because the small producers can't bring their products to the fair on Saturday and money is running out all over the city. The back roads are all in poor condition, freight is expensive and cars break down. There are still some beasts that say everything is fine, go to the shit, bunch of motherfuckers. 

-  At this point you are right, the movement has fallen a lot. 

The three sat down at a table near the entrance with another complaint so that the streetlight could enter the place because a reckless from the energy company cut the supply even though Samson had already paid off the bill. 

The terrace was full of passengers and Samson took the opportunity to sell his products, while people waited for the midday bus to leave. 

-  Samson tells these people to get out of the way so that some more light can come in – shouted Raminho and soon received a harsh reply. 

-  Go sit on a bowl of dicks and see if any will do for you, and leave my customers alone. 

-  I'm also a customer, and I'm here every day. 

-  Unfortunately for me, this is true. 

-  Shit Raminho, Samson was hard on. 

Everyone burst out laughing and the subject about the mayor's excesses continued on the table until the rummy began. 

Wilson and Ademar, after receiving a visit from Sub-Lieutenant Santana, were ready to carry out an operation in an attempt to locate Soapy Fish and Shit Chick. The alert about the possible execution was in red light, and they wanted to give society an answer on this issue. 

-  Let's go for a walk and see if we catch any fish.

Baby Monster asked to Xiu, who was already holstering his pistol and getting ready to leave. 

-  Right on! Where are we going again? Walking around and sniffing bad things around town. 

-  Wilson, who seeks can find – replied Ademar, who is also known as Xiu. 

Both get into the police car in the blue and white colors of the Civil Police from Bahia and leave towards the center of the city, where the movement of people was much greater than in Bené square at that moment. 

-  Let's pass in the fair! 

-  There are only junkies! 

-  But where there are junkies, there are drug dealers and planes. 

-  It's true! 

When they passed in front of the fair, Lira, the most bohemian butcher of the place, was at one of the entry and exit doors of the supply center, watching a group of twenty people who gathered in the small square next door consuming drugs, mainly Corote a favorite alcoholic drink of all of them for being stronger and also cheaper. 

-  Stop the car here – said Wilson to Ademar, who quickly braked the car and the two got out with guns in hand. 

-  Lean against the wall, put your hands up – said Wilson, pushing with his right leg so that the young man would open his legs, giving them more security to make the approach. 

Wilson opened the fanny pack, inspecting the young man and saw that he had nothing on his body that could represent a crime, and released him. 

-  What did you see?

-  Ademar, the guy walks around swinging his arms, wagging his tail, dressed in tactel shorts, a cap placed backwards, with a fanny pack full of trinket, he was passing on the message that he's a rascal. Even worse that he looked like he was delivering crap, look where he was located and who he was talking to.

-  I understood! 

When they got into the car and left the scene, Lucrécia of dust and Chiquinha stared at the two police officers with a strong expression of anger. 

-  Did you see? 

-  I already know that, look, you can be sure we will have problems with her in the future – Wilson replied. 

-  Be sure about it. Now I tell you that this woman is very dangerous and can take our work too personally, even more so because she thinks she is different because her family members work in the police. 

-  That a pity! And I worried about it. She should be worried about me. 

Ademar started to smile and Wilson followed her without taking his eyes off the street. 

They continued to tour the city, arriving close to Noca Moto Taxi, an unusual scene took over the space that includes Vicente's shoes shop, Cintia's Açaí, Noca Moto taxi, Ms. Zuleide's shop, 

Little school my place, and Paulinho's distributor, Rotten Foot was going up towards the Middle-aged of booze's house, which sells poor quality schnapps to a good part of the junkies from the town, and Rotten Foot was just going up the slope street, a good number of vultures that they rummaged through the rubbish placed at the exit of alley of cider, attracted by the bad smell of his wound, they formed a line following him in the direction he was walking. It was something that really deviated from normality and attracted the attention of people who were at the doors waiting for the sunset. Upon seeing the show, Wilson asked Ademar to stop the car, quickly signaled to the left side and parked next to the motorcycles that serve as taxis in Noca and was observing. 

-  Middle-aged of booze! Ô Middle-aged of booze! 

He shouted almost desperately, Rotten Foot, in an attempt to call the attention of the schnapps seller to his urgent need.

- Middle-aged of booze! I have money here, look – he kept shouting and showing the money in his hand to receive the due attention, since Middle-aged of booze was a money man, a miser, and a rich, who would do anything for money, including selling bad schnapps to the miserable celebrities of the city. 

- Middle-aged of booze! 

After calling Middle-aged of booze for about fifteen minutes, the citizen went out the window and spoke loudly with a Pernambuco accent.

-  What do you want boy?

-  Shame on your boy, go look for a treatment for this horrible wound. You sit in the middle of the street asking people for schnapps. 

-  Hi miss Girl! I'm not asking, this disgrace doesn't give anything to anyone. 

-  Get out of the middle of the street soon, before a car runs over you, pest. 

The Girl disdained the Middle-aged of booze who had come out of the window to attend to his client, with his traditional light and straight hair combed back, thin and well-groomed mustache, which he highlighted with his pale and emaciated face. He was standing in the street and the cars were dodging the two of them, and she was insisting that Rotten Foot get out of the situation; he was still there, silent. 

The Girl was a big woman, she was close to one meter and seventy-five, eighty kilos, curly black hair, a nubian nose, and she was missing some front teeth due to lack of care for herself because her life was reserved for taking care of Onion her brother, three children in prison, a bunch of daughters who gave him eleven grandchildren, Girl had a strong spirit to support her body with heart problems that she didn't let anyone know. 

Every day she would go out on the streets of the city and ask a thing for someone, another thing for other one else and some people identified the gesture as opportunism, but in fact, it was to help support children, grandchildren and most of the kids who went hungry around the Gameleira neighborhood. Girl's heart was bigger than her, and her way of living had charity. 

-  Middle-aged of booze, I want a bottle!

Apparently you're hopeless, stay there with your bottle and your Middle-aged of booze – said Girl leaving towards her house in the Gameleira neighborhood. 

-  What do you want, guy? – Asked Middle-aged of booze once more as if he didn't know what Rotten Foot wanted, considering the audience and the police watching from afar that depressing and inhuman scene. 

-  I want a bottle of schnapps and the money is here. 

Middle-aged of booze quickly lowered a small basket to collect the money first, Rotten Foot got up from where he was sitting in the middle of the street and went to the basket and put the money there that would bring the liquid that would appease his darkest desires. 

Rotten Foot liked to shock the population, for that reason, he showed off his erysipelas that started at the knee reaching up to the right foot, the disease advanced so much that it already exposed the tibia and remains of necrotic and careless meat. 

“Erysipelas is an infectious process of the skin, which can reach the fat cell tissue, caused by bacteria that spreads through the lymphatic vessels. It can occur in people of any age, but it is more common in diabetics, obese people and people with impaired circulation in the veins of the lower limbs.”. 

While the vultures surrounded Rotten Foot, Wilson Baby Monster was somewhat tormented

– Let's get out of here, this makes me nauseous.

- Right on – completed Ademar, who turned on the vehicle and asked:  

- Where are we going, son? 

- Let's go back to the fair and stop by the butcher shops to see if there's any beef knuckle to put in the beans. 

- Sure thing. 

The vehicle was parked at the back of a large open shed at the supply center where the Camacan fair is held, and the junkie who were buying and exchanging drugs on the spot, started leaving when they saw Xiu and Baby Monster. But, without giving any importance to the event, he went through Chayote and Gustavo Sergeant's box, until he reached where Lira was happily served the customers and noisily drank his beer. 

-  I already know, you came to join me at the barbecue on Friday. 

-  No! We came to see if you have beef knuckle to make a bean. 

-  Bullshit! Of course yes. Breno take all the beef knuckle and put them in a bag for Wilson. 

-  Breno, weigh it first to find out how much I have to pay – Wilson said, laughing at Lira's comings and goings to all sides of his butcher shop and the others too. 
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