
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]



[image: image]João Calazans Filho



The Salamander

[image: image]




Volume I



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Crédits

[image: image]




Cover – João Calazans Filho

Review – Caio Lucas de Carvalho Calazans

Preface – Ed Borges



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Preface



S

[image: image]




ometimes, we find beauty in complex things. We crave explanations, seek to organize the world, long for harmony, and yearn for the ideal world. No, definitely, this is not the world of the writer João Calazans Filho. And "A Salamandra" is a reflection of this raw, real, possible, and absolutely playful universe of a writer who captures the profound beneath the surface, with an earthy, sweet, ironic gaze... And sometimes, a sarcastic one.

"A Salamandra" is a personal invitation from the writer into his world, located right there, in the south of Bahia. Intrigues, bohemianism, betrayals, murders, dark plans, and power games. "A Salamandra" is a universal novel, filled with passions, unlikely loves, and a lot of gossip.

A cheer for popular culture, the language of the people, from the simplest to the most refined, from the religious to the profane, from the mythical to the real world, from the logical to the realm of magical realism. Simply captivating.

The novel unfolds against the backdrop of a series of murders involving political criminals, corrupt individuals, and corruptors. The saga of an oppressed and enslaved people. "A Salamandra" portrays various forms of slavery: physical, psychological, financial, showing the fragility of man in the face of the abuse of force, power, and authority usurped by scoundrels, murderers, and villains. Beyond that, it is a mirror of who we are or who we should be. Truth and justice, sex and love, passion and despair, the thirst for power, and the desire for easy money.

Mix all of this in a universal broth, and we have the setting of a unique writer, who presents the truth "bare and raw" seasoned with the art of a people who need to "make do" to survive, never losing their essence, their morals, their way of saying: We will fight for freedom to the end.

"A Salamandra" is an invitation into the depths of the human soul.
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Chapter I — The irascible
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The beast tries to control the world, as if everything was enough for him alone.
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t was early on a sunny Saturday morning when approximately forty hooded men entered the Santa Luzia farm and a stick of dynamite was thrown into the middle of the cacao trees, producing a huge explosion leaving most of the workers scared.

The men, who worked breaking cacao in their daily toil on the farm, ran in the direction of the main house, which was approximately five hundred meters away, in order to protect themselves from Leonardo Warrior's men, who shamelessly, in broad daylight, assaulted the production of cacao harvested by that small farmer.


— Everyone be quiet and lie down on the floor, quickly.



Screaming like a madman Buchudo, Warrior's trusted man, at some of the few workers who remained without leaving the place that was being attacked.


— Perminio, the car is already close to the fence, get the entire cacao, throw it on the bodywork and take it to the farm.



At the command of the chief, several men began bagging the white almonds of the freshly broken cacao and taking them quickly to the car.

— Are you finished?

— We're done, Mr.  Buchudo! 

Replied Perminio, one of Leonardo Warrior's administrators, with his brow still furrowed with concern for that action in the light of day, implying such violence.


— Take what we harvest to headquarters now and quickly.



The men who were under Buchudo's control ran towards the car and climbed into the bodywork, while he pulled the mechanical entourage in his black Santana quantum, only used when to fulfill his boss's purposes.

— Boss!

Buchudo shouted from the farmyard to the terrace of Leonardo's house, which was about five meters high from where he was standing, and without any hurry Warrior appeared calmly on the balcony.

— Everything went wonderfully.

Buchudo said, giving a short report so that his boss could find out about the success of the mission.


— Perfect, put the product in the right place and let the men ready and we will take a walk in Jacareci later.

— All very well. I'm going to put the cacao collected on the trough and, when you want to leave, just talk.



Leonardo raised his hat as if he was in full agreement with Buchudo and disappeared from the terrace.

Jacareci was located right between Islanders and Cape Safe, its small territory, surrounded by native forests, pastures and reserves for environmental preservation, gave a romantic tone to the city, especially in winter. However, to reach the village, you had to face a few dozen kilometers on a gravel road, inhabited by humble and hardworking people; it became a paradise for those who chose the district to reside.

The simple way of living did not take away the cultural riches of its inhabitants, who eagerly fought to preserve and keep alive their main traditions, customs and habits that are no different from other small northeastern locations throughout this immense Brazil.

Minutes after receiving the proceeds of the robbery, the phone rang and Leonardo himself answered.

— Hello! Who is talking?

— I'm your friend Geraldo.


— Compadre Geraldo, good morning. How is your person and how can I help?

— Good morning, compadre Leonardo, what good thing came to you to wake up so happy?

— I started my private war to control a population of a little more than four thousand people, and you know very well what I'm talking about.

— Yes, I know. Now, beware of the Mayor, I believe he will not accept your advances against the people there.

— The mayor has a choice: Either he is my friend and closes his eyes, or he changes sides and will become my enemy.



Leonardo said, sending a direct message to the mayor, even knowing that his friend would immediately report that conversation.

— Compadre Leonardo, politics is like the clouds, one hour is clear and at other times completely dark. Jacareci has a cheerful, hospitable people who open the doors of their farms not only for work in the fields, but also for parties. Now, it's a revanchist people and not to mention the political leaders who live there. It will not be an easy task or an unanswered offensive.


— Turn your mouth over there,​[1] compadre and come have a coffee with me so we can talk better.



Spoke firmly, with contempt and with the thin voice of a teenager, Leonardo who, with a laconic goodbye, hung up the phone.

Jacareci residents were in the habit of offering coffee to everyone who passed through any door at any time of day or night, this gentle format passed down through generations, starting with the pioneers who founded the village and were its first inhabitants. Courtesy, kindness, cordiality, compassion, which really figured as a mark of the people of the Jacareci.

Usually at dusk, men and women sitting on their chairs and stools opened spaces for good conversation in front of their houses and to complete the scene, there came the coffee made from Arabic coffee produced on the beaches of small gardens that surround the village. After a greeting (good morning, good afternoon or good night), people are quickly invited to a coffee, which, in addition to being fun, is another way to strengthen the bonds of friendship with its communes.

Every year, the families of the small village, together with other similar villages like Palmira, for example, united to organize and celebrate the festivities of São João. Among the attractions that stood out, the quadrilles and forró​[2] dances were the most sought after and, with performances by typical bands aiming to enhance the festivities and, all organized only by the locals.

Without fleeing from local politics, Honorato, then Mayor of the city of Camacan, always arrived at the city hall so early to work, long before leaving to look at his farms and meet with their administrators and managers.

Sitting at his office table, hair starched with Glostora brilliantine, combed back, smoking a filter cigarette, he read the latest reports sent by Ponciano Neto and Santinho from the Finance Department, dealing with the availability of funds for civil servant payments, when he was interrupted by the entrance of Geraldo, who arrived and entered without being invited, without giving importance to the mayor’s assistants, he immediately pulled out his chair and sat down opposite the mayor.

— Good morning, Buchudo. Do you want something?

Honorato said, trying to cut short the dialogue, knowing that the visitor did not like to be called that.

Good morning, mayor. Now, it's much more elegant for you to call me Geraldo and leave this Buchudo thing to the bums who have nothing to do.

The mayor laughed at the answer out of the corner of his mouth, not looking at Geraldo's face, who continued to stare at him.

— Says what ails you man.

Half crestfallen, and with all his subservience to the mayor, he began to report what could happen in Jacareci with Leonardo Warrior's visit to the place, adding the invasion of the farm by his men.


— Leonardo invaded a farm on the road from Jacareci and I think things will get complicated for everyone.

— What does that thin—talking son of a bitch think he is?

— He thinks he owns everything, including your person.

— Damn time that I accepted the financial aid of that bastard to put in my campaign.

— Now you've accepted, and to get this scab off your skin will be a little difficult. He is so confident and bold.

— If the weather is that hot Geraldo, it will be good not to show up for Jacareci in this São João.

— Are you speaking for me or for you? Will you show up at the party?



— Ask one question at a time, please.

He responded irritated by the situation, knowing that he himself as Mayor would not be able to stop Leonardo's criminal pretensions.


— Calm down, I'm just trying to clarify. Alone I will not go. But if your Excellency decides to be present there, I will certainly accompany you.



Honorato, as an ambitious and vain man, liked the position he held as Mayor of the city for giving exposure beyond what he deserved as a manager and, little by little, he was consolidating himself as a political leader sought after by the great politicians throughout Bahia. However, he was a mayor who gave a lot of importance to his farms, leaving the municipality in second hand. This power gap allowed Geraldo Buchudo to position himself as a brown eminence, acting as a talking cricket, giving insights into the city's politics, without even belonging to the staff. In fact, what he really liked was being the king's friend.

The São João, as the most popular June party in Brazil, is generally celebrated in the vast majority of northeastern cities, with the forró as its flagship to make its participants happy, whether dancing or listening to the beautiful melodies in the voice of great icons such as Luiz Gonzaga, Dominguinhos, Marinês and her people, Trio Nordestino and many others.​[3] Forró, as traditional music, added to the typical foods of the time, such as: Canjica​[4] of green corn, mugunzá,​[5] liquor, quentão,​[6] other drinks and foods that only warmed up the festive atmosphere, providing leisure and fun for the Jacareci people, and especially the people who lived in that community.

The feast of São João is only religious in the name, because almost always, the religious side is forgotten, and the feast goes towards the profane side. But, not as profane as the carnival, even because, as we know, the party is named after a saint.

The village's rural producers set up a small stage in the main square where some forró bands took turns, offering music and joy to hundreds of people who danced dressed in typical clothes of the time. Men dressed in pants, shirts, hats, and women in long dresses with colorful prints. The men's and women's costumes with patches in different tones, filled the streets with colors, portraying the most joyful things that rural life could offer, which, with its cultural richness, kept planted the seed of the eternalization of the region's customs.

After leaving the city hall, Geraldo Buchudo stopped by the banks, visited cacao buyers, stopped by Mr. Dezinho's bakery, had a coffee and talked a little about politics. Finally, he entered Little Luís Lacerda's shop, picked up the phone and called Honorato in an attempt to find out if he needed to accompany him to Jacareci.


— What's up Mayor! Are we going to the party or not?



— Good afternoon, Geraldo.

— This way is better.

— Better why?


— Geraldo is much better and prettier than Buchudo.

— Changing the conversation, it seems that the business there in Jacareci will be good. It would be great to be present and visit some voters.



— Stay away from Jacareci today, Buchudo.


— What do you know that I don't know, Honorato?



— Just stay away and obey my orders.

Honorato ended the phone call, so that his lackey fulfilled his determination and slammed the phone in his face.

The community set up a real camp to celebrate the feast of São João. They didn't miss anything for the fun of their families and guests. For this, a large park was set up with a Ferris wheel, carousel, bumper car, Monga, the gorilla woman, and many other attractions, aiming to offer quality entertainment and fun to that peaceful community.

While the couples enjoyed the forró, the men, who gathered in small groups, were huddled in the stalls that sold food and drinks, with small colored flags in green, yellow, blue, red, white on their heads, taking the opportunity to put the conversations up to date.

— Lucas, how are you?


— All right, Tonho. I'm here enjoying the night with my brother Henrique, who just arrived from the city.

— Let's enjoy the day, the night will yet to come.



Completed Tonho, big guy, six feet tall, aquiline nose, tanned skin, straight black hair covered by the straw hat that wrapped around his head, leaving only a strand that insisted on coming out from under the brim of the hat. Straw. The tight shirt showed Tonhão's muscles, as he was called by his friends and his supporters, when he was a candidate for councilor.


— The party is a gift, welcome people who love and want to party. So, to be more beautiful, let's distribute joy, happiness and peace, Tonho.



Henrique said, raising a glass of liquor to toast with his brother Lucas and his new friend Tonhão.


— That's right: Your name is Lucas and... Henrique. Henrique, isn't it? Asked Tonhão, to make sure he was saying the right name for the person.



— That's right. My name is Henrique.


— As I was saying, Henrique and Lucas, there is only one thing that makes me very worried:



— What's worrying you, Tonho?


— The mayor removed the two soldiers who were working here and took them to Camacan. Complained Tonhão.

— It must be because it is much bigger there than here, my friend, and it needs more security.

— I don't believe it, Lucas. Although the district is small and has few inhabitants, rural violence is what dominates here, and the mayor knows this and should pay more attention.

— Tonho, stops negative thinking and let's have fun, man.

— It's not negative thinking, Henrique, it's premonition. I have a feeling that something bad is going to happen.

— Turn your mouth over there, my friend, and let's drink another liquor to ease the hardships of the soul and the weight of the heart.



Smiling, the three friends asked for another round and stood there watching the movement and smiling with Luca’s dancing, who had appropriated a beautiful girl and showed his talents as a dancer.

To the side, Mr. Adalberto, a born political leader of the district, former councilor, was talking avidly with Nivaldo the shoemaker, a muleteer who sometimes worked as a nurse, without worry, the two smoked straw cigarettes while catching up on the political affairs of the land.


— Well, compadre Adalberto, the political and security, instability that reigns in every municipality is undeniable.

— I'm aware of that Nivaldo. Even all this security is motivated by the conflicts created especially by the infamous Leonardo Warrior.

— So, it is! There's still this power struggle with Commander Ribeiro Vargens that I can't imagine what will happen.



Ribeiro Vargens university professor, exemplary citizen, owner of the largest cacao farm in the state, named Good Hope, naturally recognized for his honesty, became Leonardo Warrior's biggest opponent.


— Leonardo built his farm empire across the region, using police corruption and the politics of violence to build his great economic power. Precisely the economic side is what motivates him to use and abuse the freedom of others, putting his henchmen to enslave poor people and workers in cities that share borders with their properties.



Nivaldo said, frowning as he took the cigarette to his mouth to take another drag.


—  The worst thing of all, compadre Nivaldo, is that he also takes advantage of the protection that the public powers grant him, by sponsoring candidacies of politicians who kiss his hand, allowing him to practice different crimes in the region without any punishment.



Adalberto said very softly so as not to be overheard by the people who were nearby.


— I just said that. Leonardo only focuses his efforts on increasing his patrimony, expelling small farmers and, at times, actually going to waste; sent his gunmen to murder them.



While the older ones talked and drank genipap liqueur, the younger ones danced and had fun. Everywhere you looked, there were people relating to each other in lengthy conversations in the greatest peace, while the dances continued, the glasses of liquor were served to all those who huddled near the tents and attended the feast of São João in the small village.

It was after five o'clock in the afternoon, the evening was approaching, the people wasting their joy with the party, and the drinks broke the silence of that afternoon that was starting to get cold, when two black four—door Chevrolet Opala cars, followed by an F truck—600, plus two other small cars carrying five men inside, began to advance against the people who were in the middle of the square, participating in the party. The pressure of the vehicles forced all those people to move away, trying to get rid of being run over and little by little a corridor was formed for the passage of vehicles, until they stopped and parked in front of the little church located on the right side of the square.

When the men started to get out of the cars, the band stopped playing, there was an eerie silence, while four men dressed in black clothes, hats of the same color, Winchester rifles in their hands, began to kick people who were in the in front of him, while others butted rifle butts at the men who tried to approach to take note of what was happening.

— Get out of the way. Get out of the way.

Shouted Buchudo with six other men who made their way through that totally frightened people.

It was a total rush, because most of the men and women who were having fun in the square ran off, looking for a place to take shelter or to take refuge from the violence of their aggressors.

The violence printed against the people who were in the square scared those closest to Leonardo's men, who were unceremoniously opening the way for the entrance of their leader at the base of the fight, even if there was no reaction sketch.

In the midst of the great confusion that spread, a car moved almost without any hurry among the frightened people and, in front of it, two bodyguards walking side by side made sure that no one came near the car.

The path was already safely open. However, the men insisted on showing power by displaying their weapons, making them understand their purposes.

Feeling inadvertently invaded, some men, taken by a certain pride, began to draft reactions with slogans against the intruders. They didn't even get close to Leonardo and were already dissuaded from continuing to talk or trying any kind of reaction in defense of their family and friends, because the henchmen continued to attack everyone, they encountered in an attempt to block their boss's path. Without pity, they struck blows with the butts to their heads, arms and abdomens, and they made their way in force among the already cowering people.

Several men already showed injuries to the face and head, ending up directly on the cobblestone floor, already wet from the fine drizzle that was falling.

All this happened quickly, it even seemed that the thugs in the service of the irascible Leonardo already knew how each citizen would react and how their retaliation would be.

Seconds after starting all this big—time, Leonardo's black car, already inside the square, was parked right behind the first car that arrived in front of the church. The door opened and a well—crafted and gleaming boot appeared, accompanied a so strong hand, a skull ring on the ring finger, which carried a weapon, fully revealing the presence of the most feared man in the region, Leonardo Warrior.

The almighty farmer wore black pants, white shirt, green vest with black, blue and white detailing, black tie, black short—brimmed hat, black boots to match the belt, and a pistol visible on the left side. From the waist. The props and clothing marked the white man with an unshaven beard, pale eyes, thin eyebrows, long arms, six feet tall, seventy pounds and forty years old. He walked slowly with pride and arrogance among his men, who made a double line that, protected him from any attack and, walking towards the church he watched all the people who came close.


—   Set the church on fire.



These were the first words of the criminal to that community on his triumphant arrival.

Quickly, the men threw kerosene on the walls of the small matrix and set it on fire; to the dismay of the parish priest, who was wandering around, lost like a dizzy cockroach not knowing what to do.


— That no one tries to extinguish the sacred fire that will consume this temple of prayer, whoever tries will have the deserved punishment or they will pay with their lives!



Reacted Leonardo, with his thin voice of a teenager with the flu, as he removed the golden Ray—Ban glasses with green lenses from his face and, still with the glasses in his right hand, walked slowly towards a staircase just in front of the square, so that he could be observed by all who were at the party, he stopped his gaze at those men undaunted and paralyzed by the fear of violence, still having to witness that demonic figure gesticulating with his hands and putting his pointing finger to his lips to let everyone be silent.


— Doctor Leonardo, weapons are not allowed in our party.



Spoke shyly Adalberto, one of the first councilors of the city of Camacan who lived in the district, and was a person respected by everyone.

Once again Leonardo put his finger to his lips, hissing like a snake as he asked the former parliamentarian for silence.


— The fire is so beautiful that the church is already looking like the house of Satan. Priest, do you want me to burn something else?

— No. You don't need to do any of that my son. Just say what you want in our land.



Calmly Adalberto anticipated the priest and walked a little forward and watched the movement of the dreaded colonel's men who, after setting fire to the small church, were willing to set fire to every village simply by an order from their chief.

— Adalberto, isn't it?

— Yes, I'm Adalberto.


— I'm just not going to take action with you because you are a representative of the people, one day I may need your services and your political influence. Please keep silent, as I may regret my attitude in saving you.



He took his finger away from his lips, started pacing like a general, ran his hand over his head, put his glasses back on his face, waving his arms, and began to speak:


— The land is a divine gift, it gives us everything: Food, protection, fresh air, and wealth. Ah, how I like it all! But I want so much more, being my greatest desire to own all the lands of this wonderful district to transform it into a prosperous, hospitable, and peaceful city. However, you, with that resilience of priests, insist on not wanting to sell me. I swear that what I would most like was to see all of you present here as my partners. It would be a perfect partnership: I put in the money, make the necessary investments and you, my brothers, will work for me, having the best quality of life that a good partner like me can offer.



Who is entitled to commercialize their land and become my partner? Come on, speak up, have the courage to manifest a desire that I know all of you landowners have cherished for a long time.

The silence was absurd right next to the tents where some farmers and workers in the region were, listening to the invader's conversation.


— With this silence, I will offer one hundred cruzeiros per hectare and in six months I will come back here to sign the deeds.



A buzz started among the present landowners disagreeing with the value offered because it was too low. However, without letting Warrior hear.

Protected by his thugs and gunmen, Leonardo continued his monologue and more and more the silence grew, and it was possible to see in the eyes and smell the fear in the souls of those peaceful citizens.

Pacing back and forth, Leonardo continued to stare at people, as if expecting them to positively express his indecorous proposal. Even young people, who went to the party for pure fun and had nothing to do with land, were already trying to protect themselves on street corners to get rid of violence. Outside the sidewalks that surrounded the square, which had the houses colored in blue, pink, white, green that were built about a meter above the street, requiring three—step stairs to reach their door, men and women seek to leave the infamous range of action. Quickly everything started to become empty near the place of the party, for fear and also for the harbinger of greater conflict.


— Guys, capture and put the men I point out on top of the truck. Rest assured the weak because I only need strong men to work in our farm.



Leonardo ordered his gunmen to cynically point to each man who was to be captured as he walked up and down one of the stairs and his assistants dragged the captured to the truck, tied their hands behind their backs, immobilized —them by the feet and led them to the vehicle, without any protest or reaction, except for the cries of women who were being separated from their husbands, in that sad and rainy moment of a late afternoon.

— You two there, get on the truck.

Pointed Leonardo to Henrique and Lucas.

— We're not looking for work, sir.

Lucas replied in an energetic tone.


— Guys, take these two up in the car and give them special treatment in case they want to resist or contest my order.



That said, four henchmen who were close to the boys started at them pointing their cocked rifles, leaving them without any reaction, even so one of them used the rifle that hit Henrique's face, to indicate the path they should follow until they climb on the vehicle body.

Mister Leonardo, as a representative of the people, I cannot accept that his person and all your henchmen enter our house and remove our children, friends, and visitors to enslave them.

Tonhão, community leader and farmer, spoke as he walked towards Leonardo, who was already completely surrounded by his henchmen, ready to reject any offensive against his boss.


— Look at all of you. You see that one of the farmers decided to accept my proposal to become my partner.



Yelled Leonardo with his arms outstretched, swiveling on his feet to get a full view of everyone's reactions to his words.


— No sir. I am here to say otherwise. I don't accept any proposal and I'm going to work so that I don't buy a single centimeter of land in this region.



As Leonardo's henchmen already knew Tonhão's temperament and reputation as a good fighter, they got even closer to their boss in order to provide cover and improve security.

— Do you mean you'll face me?


— Far from me wanting to face you, sir! I'm not talking about confrontation, no. I'm trying to be reasonable and ask your person to let those fathers of families who are stuck on top of your truck, so that they can have their children and wives.



— I think you're challenging me.


— No sir. Please let these men go back to their families.

— For all of you to see how generous I am, I will meet the citizen's request here. What's your name again?

— My name is Antonio, better known as Tonhão.

— Well, it's Tonhão, now you've got my attention.



That said, Leonardo pulled the revolver from his waistband and shot Tonho in the left chest and, still smiling with the revolver in hand, waited for the possibility of a reaction to take the second shot. As Tonhão slowly knelt down until he fell to the ground lifeless.

Some people tried to react even unarmed, but were easily controlled by Leonardo's men who, when shooting Tonho, seeing him falling, turned his back and slowly walked towards his car, waited for a henchman to open the door for him to enter, sat in the backseat and motioned for his caravan to leave. The henchman closed the door and with the window half open he shouted:


— Let's go men, we've accomplished our mission today, see you soon Jacareci.



The henchmen quickly entered the vehicles, some for the most part climbed onto the truck to control the men who were captured.

Lucas and Henrique, on top of the truck, sitting together near the ballast in the back of the vehicle, received the thin, cold rain that fell that early evening. Everyone was wet as the truck swayed along the muddy dirt road towards Warrior's main farm, which was located right between Camacan municipality and Jacareci district.

The duration of the trip passed approximately thirty minutes, when the truck stopped in front of a large gate, two men got out to provide protection, while the farm guard opened the gate for the entrance of vehicles. Perhaps in a tone of sadness for carrying enslaved people, the truck entered, almost crying in first gear, into the farmyard.

Leonardo got out of the car, immediately giving orders to complete the job.


— Place all new workers at the bottom of the housing.



That said, he went upstairs and stood on the whitish porch of the big house, the paint worn by age and leaving the hipped roof in view protecting the terrace, a large front door, and two side windows.

Still excited by what happened, the fearsome Leonardo Warrior watched all the movement in the courtyard, occasionally giving orders to the men who moved from one side to another leading the prisoners, controlling so that his mission was completed as he had wished.

Perminio, one of his administrators, leading the two brothers to the main barracks when he received the shout:


— Put these guys in the secret basement under the dryer, along with the others, without food and without water. They've had too much water in the rain, and they should be full.



Perminio with a rifle, pointing the gun in my hand towards the large cacao drier on the right, about fifty meters away from where the main courtyard was.


— You two come this way. You there, make a line, and walking fast your leftovers.



Said Gilson Nascimento das Neves, the Buchudo. Gilson was commonly called by that nickname, due to being a great hunter, famous for his sense of direction, to the point that his peers labeled him as the man who possessed the nose of a dog and the speed of a mater deer. Geraldo Buchudo, a stout man, one hundred and ten kilos, almost six feet tall, pushed the men captured by his boss without any mercy.

Meanwhile in Jacareci, the people had disbanded the party, the band did not play again out of respect for Tonho's murder, and Adalberto, as a community leader, took on the responsibilities of setting up his friend's funeral, while Nivaldo and others, pairs stood on the spot where Tonhão's body lay.


—Tonhão was an example of a public servant, and honorable men, even after his death, cannot be left to the ground. Who helps me lead him into the church?



Adalberto asked the few men who still remained in the square in condolence to the victim who lay there.

Quickly, some more fearless, approached the body, using the limbs as arms and legs, to remove it from the ground and transport it to some closed place, and without interference from the cold rain that fell incessantly. So, some held Tonhão by the arms and others by the legs and began to lead him into a warehouse to buy cacao from Adalberto himself, which was under the manor where he lived. The burned church could not serve as a support point at that moment of commotion, even because it was completely burned. Even so, the priest was already waiting for Tonhão's body in the store, and he arranged a table for the victim's body to be placed.

Jacareci was in mourning, religious women were praying, and Leonardo was still with the adrenaline for all those bad things had happened in the quiet district, he sat on the terrace, started smoking a cigar still listening to the cries of the prisoners who were deposited in the cellar dark in his dungeon, lit only by a kerosene lamp or the lanterns the gunslingers carried as they passed near the door to make sure everything was in order.


—  Buchudo, how does the boss do such a thing?



— What thing, Perminio?


— Enslave people like that openly, and bring them prisoner and we have to watch this circus of horrors?

— Watch your tongue; otherwise, you will be one of those who will feel the boss's circus of horrors.



— Whoever said it is no longer here, Buchudo .


— I think it's good. You better watch out for the farm workers. Some already know you're sleeping with their women. In a little while, you could receive a stab in the back, and you wouldn't know the origin or why.



— Not me myself.

Perminio replied in fear, and half overwhelmed by Buchudo's revelations.

Buchudo, the fierce foreman who blindly obeyed his boss's orders, would not let any employee question his methods.

All those arrested were handcuffed by the legs, with no chance of trying to escape from captivity.

The men captured in Leonardo's maddening slave raid on Jacareci had no reaction, and even from the terrace he was left to make sure that everyone was well secured.


—  Buchudo, goes into captivity, and make sure everyone is well secured.



— I arrested them all, boss.


— Then go there and make a new inspection. I don't want to hear about a man running away from here tomorrow. Right?



— Ok boss.

Buchudo entered captivity, threw the beam of light in the face of each of the prisoners, pulling each one of the chains, confirmed that everything was fine, turned his back and left that place that reeked of mold, wet earth, feces, and blood.

The acts of violence that Leonardo had just carried out with his men in that district were a small sample of his brutality to human beings. Several citizens of the region were already mobilizing so that the police authorities took some kind of action against the popular executioner, without any success, even because representatives of the two corporations were partners, and corrupted people made money in shady deals with the farmer and, on Sundays as usual, they met at his property to have lunch and catch up on the “projects”.

Adalberto, left the wake of Tonhão, went up to his house, picked up the phone and made numerous calls to the police station, which were not answered, or went unnoticed by the police officers who were on duty. Without success, he descended the stairs, returning to the wake.

Leonardo sat on the terrace of the house, thoughtful, far from the cries and wails of his new prisoners, silently smoking a Cuban cigar, searching the images produced by the thick smoke for ways to increase his power and control of local politics.

—  Buchudo!

— Yes, sir.

Buchudo replied quickly. As mentioned before, Buchudo was the colonel's biggest doormat and, when he heard the call, he ran like a deer and breathlessly approached his boss.

— What can I serve you, my boss?


— I want you to go to the police stations of Camacan, Jussari, Pau Brasil and Itajú do Colônia, the latter is so important, because I want to attract people from all sides, with maximum strength so that we can occupy the farms of those lazy people who don't like to work.

— What do I have to do in these police stations sir?



— The usual.


— We need to recruit more men who like guns, who are fearless and who love to kill. Let's increase our army.



— Who are the lazy people, boss?

— I'm talking about the Indians.

— Oh! Now I get it.


— Go to these police stations, talk to the delegates, pay the bail, and bring all the prisoners who are there.



— What kind of prisoner, boss?


— All. They can be a thief, a murderer, a rapist, anyone who is willing to serve me, take my command and become a soldier in our cause.



— Okay, I'm on my way out.


— You'll need to bring money. How are you going to pay anything with pure hands?



— Truth.


— Take this money here that should give and left two more cars and do this diligence.



Leonardo placed the suitcase of money on the table.  Buchudo took it with his right hand and ran to the lower part of the terrace, where he had some men concentrated, he chose some he trusted, I put them in two cars type Rural, one blue, the other white and orange, they went out through the main gate from the farm to fulfill the mission.

At ten—thirty at night, when most people were sleeping, Buchudo made the first stop at the Camacan police station.


— Good night. By authorization of the Mayor, I would like to know: how many prisoners there are around here and those who can leave on bail?



— Do you have a letter from the mayor?

Asked the scrivener on duty, who in a standing position received Buchudo and his partner in the main room of the police station.


— No. But you can call Colonel Leonardo Warrior and he will give you the explanations.



— Is it for Leonardo?

— Yes, sir.


— I'm just going to make a call to the delegate, in order to receive his prior authorization to not have problems with me later.



— All right. Feel free.

Buchudo and his friend sat on a wooden bench beside the scrivener's desk while he checked with the chief how to proceed, given the origin of Leonardo's request on behalf of the mayor.


— The delegate said that is fine. What's your name?

— My name is Gilson. But they call me Buchudo.

— Come in here to see the men who are being held, to see if any of them fit you.



— Tonho da Mula.

He shouted at the scrivener to call the jailer.

— I am here.

— Put the prisoners in the yard.


— I'm not fucking going to do that. There's no security to put these rogues loose around here.

— You can do what the scrivener asks. I guarantee.



Buchudo said, looking straight at the face of Little Tonho da Mula who, with a frown of fear and hatred, passed a knife that was in his hand on the bars of the cells. This was a way of calling the prisoners, because they talked a lot, they were always yelling at each other and sometimes playing dominoes and cards that always ended in fights.


— Get everyone up. Today is your lucky day, someone showed up to bail you out and get decent work to see if you saw men of wealth.



Said the scrivener who was positioned behind Little Tonho.


— And you still say you don't believe in Santa Claus.



Completed Jackdaw still with the face of few friends for being called at such a time to solve a problem that was not his.

— Who said getting a job is a stroke of luck?


Said a big, strong guy who was right in front of the cell.

— You will work for a good man, Colonel Leonardo Warrior.

— Who said we want to work for anyone? Have you ever seen a thug work?



Tonho Mata Mula asked. Tonho who was known and feared as a first—rate assassin in the region. His specialty already left him at an advantage over others, in addition to being helped by his large physicist, he liked to render services to powerful people who gave him license to kill. His coarse features collaborated with his profile: ball nose, big mouth, thick lips, straight reddish hair, owner of six feet ninety—five, he had everything to be a hired killer and thus try to help his own contractors to impose their will on others through force.

— I don't know if I will.


— Goat, in addition to earning money, you will have food, drink and power, said Buchudo, looking straight into Tonho Mata Mula's eye.

— The conversation started to interest me, for power, because I earn money anywhere.



— Let's go! Everyone leaves now.

—  Buchudo, we have fifteen men here.

— Good, very good.

— Will you take them all?


— Yes, I will, also because it saves my work from going to look for men in other places.



In single file, the men left the police station and entered the two rural cars, which accommodated very well all those criminals who would join the many others already on the farm, as part of a clandestine army created to terrorize the farm owners and the population of the surrounding cities of Leonardo's range of action.

It was past midnight when Buchudo entered the gate leading the new soldiers into the colonel's army, as he sometimes wanted to make Leonardo appear.

Buchudo indicated for the men to proceed to a barracks on the left side of the main farmhouse, close to where the prisoners captured in Jacareci during the feast of São João were.


— What are those screams that come from below?

— They are men who are learning how to deal with their boss.



— Is that how he treats his partners?


— Only those who rebel or don't want to follow his book.



— Oh! Fine.

The large room upon entering the house gave the connotation of the employer's economic power. There was a sofa for three people, plus two singles, a coffee table made from dry wood trunk cut in a round shape with a yellowish color, in the dining room a large wooden table for sixteen people took over the entire environment designed to receive many people, and one by one Leonardo's new soldiers entered and sat down with a certain suspicion.

Protected by a roof, surrounded by perks, the ex—prisoners looked this way and that, silently looking for answers they didn't have and trying to understand this new moment. Perminio indicated the bedrooms behaving like a hotel manager.


— Here are the dormitories, and whoever arrives first become the owners of each bed without the right to exchange. Those sitting in the living room got up and went into the bedrooms, settled into the bunks that were already arranged, available, and chose their places. Still discovering the place, they sat down suspicious of everything, but they were given up by hunger and fatigue, while others, more uninhibited and noisier were already lying down, and laughing at the change found in relation to the jail cells.



— Got something to eat Mister Perminio?


— The kitchen is right in front and there is everything you want to satisfy your hunger until tomorrow.



— Oops! So that's where I'm going right now.

Said Mata Mula, who quickly got up, pulling the vast majority who ran towards the kitchen, and sat at the large table that was a room before the kitchen. When they noticed that there was no one to serve, they ran to where there were four large pots placed on a large wood stove. The pots were full of beans, rice, meat and chopped vegetables, food that would fill the belly of a battalion.

— Boy, looks how beautiful this pan is.

Tonho Mata Mula said, still looking at Perminio.


— You can serve yourself at will. Food here is to eat, and enjoy.



The pans were spread out on the table, they took white enamel crockery plates and spoons that were next to a wooden dresser, each in their own way began to serve, starting a frantic overeating, and whose chewing noise broke the night silence.

Without taking a shower or doing a little cleaning, right after dinner, they went to bed. It was so difficult to distinguish who was making more noise, the groans of the prisoners or the snores of the big guys, who also abused their flatulence. Even stunned under these events, they fell asleep as if they didn't have accounts to pay to anyone.

The day dawned cloudy, and Colonel Leonardo was awakened by the police car that was blowing the siren right at the gate of his farm. The colonel's main men were already in place, not least because, with new men on the farm, they would have to take care of general security and their employer.


—  Buchudo, open the gate and let's meet the police who visit us so early.



— Yes sir.

Buchudo ran to the gate and opened it, holding the gate until the police car got in and parked in front of the big house.

From above, Leonardo watched every movement, and with all his phlegm and coolness, he invited the policemen for coffee.


— Climb up, gentlemen. Come and have coffee with me.

— Thank you very much, sir. But unfortunately, we have some questions to ask you about what happened yesterday in Jacareci. As for coffee, it can happen according to the answers and the facts that we gather here.

— You can go up, feel free, ask freely because my life is an open book, and whoever reads it and doesn't understand, I'll explain.



— Better this way.

Lieutenant Ribeiro replied, who went up to the terrace with five military police officers to hear the all—powerful gangster. Lieutenant Ribeiro sat opposite Leonardo at a round table that attended to the colonel's guests when he received visitors.


— Josefina, brings coffee, pitanga juice and water for the officers. They woke up too early and didn't have time for a good coffee.



Quickly, Lady Josefina, a lady of about twenty—six, black hair, thin, sharp nose, young face but with a hard expression that denoted suffering. Her small stature allowed her to walk around very quickly to better fulfill her husband's wishes. She was wearing a floral dress and entered the balcony followed by her maid Maria bringing cups, saucers in golden color, plates, cutlery, and trays with bread, cornmeal cake, tapioca, cream cheese, milk, bananas, jackfruit, and other seasonal fruits, that decorated the table with a special color, and more, the beautiful and delicious treats difficult to be rejected.


— Thank you very much, sir. But our stay here is only for work.

— I do not believe that you gentlemen will refuse to have coffee with me while we talk.

— It doesn't look good, sir. Thank you very much.



The soldiers who were standing were drooling with the desire to taste the delicacies placed on the table by Lady Josefina.


— Mr. Leonardo, we are here to take the first information about the murder that took place yesterday in the district of Jacareci, when you are accused of having fired a shot in the chest of a local citizen. This is true?



Asked Lieutenant Ribeiro, who was leading the preliminary investigation, before passing the bulletin to the civil police to carry out the inquiry.


— My noble Lieutenant... What is your name again?



— My name is Ribeiro, sir.

Leonardo had the habit of asking this question, even as a way of taking the lead in the conversation.


— Well, my noble lieutenant. Yesterday morning I passed by Jacareci, but I did not stay for the party. So, I can't talk about what happened.



Lieutenant Ribeiro was a thin man, tall, white, with thin eyebrows, thin lips, aquiline nose, black wavy hair, and he showed himself to be a person of little humor, and already showed signs of irritation with the questioner's oversight.

His clear, cold eyes penetrated the colonel's soul, who was looking for a way to disguise his discomfort in the face of the military police officer's interrogation.


— We received a call from a person in Jacareci, informing us everything that had happened there.

— Lieutenant, you can give me the name of that person.

— I can't open names of our sources. But don't worry that at the right time, the witness will reveal himself.



Leonardo's new roughneck was entrenched in the warehouse with the prisoners, guns pointed at their heads so they wouldn't call for help, yell, or make a signal to get the attention of the police. From there, some who were outside the captivity watched everything that happened in the big house without making any noise that would not draw the attention of the police to that place, and further complicate the life of their boss.


— I have not left the farm these last days, my noble officer. My outings are simply to visit some properties that I have around here, and I return home. Here's how things are: Even though I didn't appear in Jacareci, people show up to bear false witness against me.

— Mr. Leonardo, I'm coming from Jacareci, several people present at the party that was taking place there, said that you were the person who fired the shot against Mr. Antônio, better known as Tonhão.

— No, my officer. Have all the certainty in the world that a peaceful man like me would never have the courage to try an attempt on someone's life. Even more a quality citizen like that gentleman there, who makes me forget his name at that moment.

— The name is Antonio, better known as Tonhão.

— May the father keep that citizen's soul and I will pray for him.

— How will you pray if there was fire in the church too.

— I would never do that. Setting fire to a church? This is something for people without faith. I only ask that the Lord redeem all the sins of the deceased, and if I can help with something at the funeral, he can let me know that I am available. At times like this, brothers have to help each other.

— People are already arranging the funeral. Thank you very much for your offer.



The conversation grew more and more tense, and Leonardo didn't have the wits to offer the hardline lieutenant a bribe.

— Have a coffee!


— No. Thank you, sir! Why are there so many armed men around here?

— Normal in days of violence like the current ones, my noble officer, we have to do everything to be protected. My agricultural production is so large, and I cannot leave my belongings unprotected. But if there's something wrong with the weapons, you can tell me that I'll have them removed immediately from the area on my farm.

— Possession of a rural weapon is permitted by law. But are you sure it's just for that purpose?

— Of course, it is. All men are here to protect our patrimony.

— Could you accompany us to the Camacan Police Station to open an inquiry into the matter of the murder?



—  Buchudo.

— Yes sir.


— Make a call to the mayor and tell him that Leonardo wants to talk to him.



— Yes sir.

Buchudo went into the house and came pulling a long cord, with a black telephone set at the end of its extension.

— The mayor is on the line, colonel.

Leonardo picked up the phone slowly, while Lieutenant Ribeiro watched him from a few meters away, sitting in front of him.


— My noble Mayor, good morning. I have just been woken up by Officer Ribeiro, who is wrongly accusing me of having murdered someone in Jacareci.

— Pass the phone to the Lieutenant, please, Leonardo.



Calmly, Leonardo reached out, handing the phone to the officer.


-  The mayor wants to talk to him.



Ribeiro picked up the phone, still looking into Leonardo's eyes, slowly brought it to his left ear and asked:

— Well, Mr. Mayor, how can I serve you?


— Lieutenant, there are other more important things to do here in town, and I can't do it without your presence. Leonardo is a man of tranquility and peace, let him enjoy the tranquility of his home.



— Yes, Mr. Mayor.

Men let's all go to the car, because we don't have anything else to do here.

All the police entered the vehicle, passed the gate, which was already open, turned right and headed towards the city.


—  Buchudo, bring all the men you recruited yesterday in Camacan. I want to meet everyone, one by one.



— Yes sir.

The man who had blind obedience to the colonel turned away, and with his enormous size walked towards the barracks of the men he had recruited the night before.

He walked in slowly, almost noiselessly, so that he didn't attract their attention and silently entered the room where he expected to find his men sitting drinking coffee or eating something.


— Oops! I'm screwed, the men ran away! What do I talk to the boss now?



—  Buchudo! We are down here.

— Phew! Saved by the bell.

Buchudo went down the small stairs and went to find the boys who were already showered, awaiting orders from their new boss. As he walked, he spoke loudly so the men could hear him and make decisions quickly.


— Good morning people. Colonel Leonardo wants to meet you all, I want you to get dressed, shave and be ready within an hour. But what were you doing there?

— Good morning, Buchudo — shall we get dressed and shave again? We went downstairs to help the prisoners to keep quiet, so as to avoid attracting the attention of the police.



— Tonho did very well.

Tonho Mata Mula was the only one who responded to Buchudo 's greeting and gave an account of the attitude of the men at that time led by him in the mission to contain the prisoners' signals. However, the others were still very suspicious about everything, but silently nodded their heads up and down in greeting.

They left Leonardo's dungeon and went up to the barracks in order to take another shower, change into new clothes, remove the stench of captivity, the dirt he had picked up on his clothes when he hugged the prisoners, and present himself to the master.

—  Buchudo. That's your name, isn't it?

— Yes, my boy.


— With this beautiful forest we have up here, does our boss allow us to do some hunting from time to time?
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