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Humanity seemed lost and without one-off moves to correct the route.

Coldly observing the effects caused by humans fighting other humans, it, humanity, loses its basic principles and references, when accommodating barbarity with elements of conviviality. 

That humanity seemed to be lost in time and space, bearing resemblance with suspended steel beams, randomly defying gravity.

Supposedly sustained by rusty rods, as humans lose the ability to resist temptations, becoming worse at every moment, parts come falling apart, pieces get lost in space and the whole of such humanity gets lost and deforms itself because of hatred.

Humanity ruins itself when giving its back to the true purpose of living. – Hence, fear reaches the veins of comprehension, reaping honesty, goodness, mercy, commiseration and other gifts of goodness, watching love escape among unbelieving humans, paving the way to terror.

We are reaching, little by little, almost 2,000 years since the biggest religious apocalypse on this planet with the imprisonment, judgement, torture, crucifixion, death, and resurrection of Jesus Christ. Nevertheless, we are still groping around without really understanding everything that happened in Jerusalem, Galilee, Nazareth, and Hebron.

Even today, the partitions imposed by strong political and economic power demands rebound, contributing or having contributed nothing to the partitions which permeate daily life. Politics has always created difficulties with the speech of simplification, lies coated in truths and, religion has doped humanity in such a way that man lost faith in himself in preferring to live under the tutelage of hedonism.

Since the creation of democracy, it has passed through the feudal lords, the violent dramas of Middle Age took place with the Crusades, until it reached the lacração. The new behavioral status quo has only raised humanity to suffering and losses, jumping into a cycle of autophagy, daily measured as one realizes that millions of people live out of starvation while others starve, suffering in the most extreme poverty.

Endure, until today, the pernicious influences of leaders who know nothing of love and compassion, as they exercise their leadership solely and exclusively to answer to their very own interests. They carry out, then, the devastation of people. At other moments, they make use of democracy to build an autocratic govern, harming humanity.

Evilness is revealed when it sees itself in enslaved beings, inserted in intellectual and social poverty, and, despite their mutilations, build up stairs for those connected to the system, who have built bridges aiming at helping politicians harness riches which strengthen the body and impoverish the soul.

With this new SARS COV2 apocalyptical catastrophe, the planet seems to me more astonished than in a few millennia ago, crying out for help, whereas poverty in social and human relationships makes room, with the human being giving way to criminality and miseducation.

Currently, just like what happened at that time, humanity mistakens the fight for love for the wars aiming at power replacement, and then carried on the march for mistake When getting lost on the way to and unknown Eden. 

Humanity desperately needs a story of faith!
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It is impossible to exercise literature without expressing how we feel about this new human apocalypse, which spreads fear among the peoples of all continents, and which continues to take the lives of so many brothers. They left without us having the opportunity to say goodbye, while so many others who managed to beat coronavirus find themselves with severe after-effects, disabled for work and deprived from enjoying what once was their lifestyle.

I was one of the victims of this deadly virus. I have been hospitalized and, during hospitalization, I had the joy of having been well treated by all the teams that took care of me and looked after my health. And precisely on that moment, I experienced an epiphany which took over my soul, allowing me to dream every night about the story of Jesus Christ’s resurrection. From that, came the idea for a new book, River Sun, which has already come to life.

When I left the hospital, that mystical experience was only intensified, giving me the necessary conditions to amplify the shape and design of the text in such a way that it offers the readers a powerful message of belief and faith.

This book has been written in sixty days. It is a gentle, lyrical text, full of nuances, some spiritual plots, and other real stories. At the same time, it offers the recipe for a dreamed hope, without forgoing faith and the certainty of better days ahead.
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A commendator from São Paulo, his wife, and son settle in the Northeastern Sertão. A renowned surgeon from Bahia, an Argentinian enologist and his daughter, also from Argentina, join them. Colonel Barreto, the maid Joelma, Pedro Lucas, Freddy, and other local characters interlock in the plot. And around them, in all directions, vines and vineyards as far as the eyes can see, at the most unlikely landscape: the tropical heat of Petrolina, Pernambuco.

Rio Sol is a story of contrasts. From controversial paulistas, seduced Argentinians and scrutinized secrets on the banks of river São Francisco. It speaks of forbidden love and prejudice, deception and failure, richness, and poverty, in the rich tapestry so typical to the southern latitudes, in its full diversity.

Of all that speaks Rio Sol. But it speaks more and above all of wine. A different, tropical wine, a miracle from the clay from the dry land water from the Velho Chico.

João Calazans leads us through the hermetic universe of viticulture, in a plot that comes from afar, ranging over thousands of kilometers and dozens of characters between Mendoza, in Argentina, and Petrolina, in Brazil. And, as he always does, the author puts us in the middle of a major sports event: the Wine Run, which, before the pandemic, brought together 1,500 sports and vineyard fans.

Rio Sol invites us to better understand Brazil and its neighbors. It presents us with the opportunity to taste other subtle flavors, from different fruits than those from which one extracts a rich beverage about which we always know very little, for there is always more to discover.

However, Rio Sol – A Story of hope is, first and foremost, a book about adventure and entrepreneurship. A fundamentally human story about loves and passions, about people pursuing happiness and joy, which translate so well in wine, and which one always reaches through a long and tortuous road.

With Rio Sol, Calazans offers us not a book, but a toast to future and faith. A book to be tasted.
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Chapter I Meetings and misunderstandings
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Do not get worn out by looking for something that is already meant to be.

The Sun began to lose its shine and the heat abated, creating a romantic and welcoming atmosphere. Petrolina, in the Sertão of Pernambuco, centuries-old town, during all that time has opened its doors to people, from all over Brazil and other countries, who, there, wished to live or endeavor. Many saw in the city the ideal place to live and invest in at the same time. 

That mingling of peoples and the growing city, even with a small population which became cosmopolitan, invigorated the agricultural sector, and put on the spotlight its various vineyards – which find, in the climate, the perfect factor to produce fine wines and grow fruits.

It was precisely in this haven that André and Adriana chose to live and invest, after having lived for years in the largest city in Latin America, São Paulo.

When they believed in faith as a revolutionary instrument, they saw in this site the opportunity to change paradigms and settle in the land blessed by San Francisco. One can see, then, the extreme change in their lives, when they brought to life the desire to invest by growing grapes and to have the production of wines in a certain place called Eight Parallel. 

Among the turbulence of the daily visits, always smiling and thoughtful, the young commentator’s team would receive all the guests eager to know the deepest secrets of the wine produced there, as well as the glamour and the happiness offered by the beverage.

Free from the team’s duties, sometimes, Rafael, who oversaw the branding and marketing of the beverage taken as the nectar of the gods, despite being younger than mead, was getting ready for his usual happy hour. He sneaked out and went to the riverbed to watch the most stunning sunset Pernambuco had to offer.

It was a bit past five in the afternoon when Rafael left the premises of the office in which we works, went down calmly to the banks of the river, carrying a picnic basket. Inside it, he had two bottles of red wine, cheese, bread, mineral water, as if he had a date with someone.

Adriana and the commendator André Elias watched the removal of all objects which had been used for lunch and for the wine tasting by the guests who had been to the wine tour that morning, already thinking about preparing their departure to Petrolina, where they lived.

Happy, Rafa, as Rafael was referred to by some, his closest friends included, would slowly go down the steep road that leaded to the banks of the San Francisco River. The vineyard’s visitors would go from pillar to post, trying to find their way through that vastness. They were getting ready to get the buses and go home or to the hotels where they were staying, leaving behind a story of learning at the tour offered by Santa Maria farm.


− Afternoon! Rafael would greet the people he found on his way – some replied adding his name.

− Afternoon, Rafael – the closest ones called him Rafa.



During the journey on the short road, he would meet people while he would go to his favorite spot in the edge of the San Francisco River, below an old tree planted by the patriarch of the Elias family.


− It’s so damn hot today. Thank goodness we have this incredible river – Rafael would think while he walked by, already feeling the fresh wind that came from the river.



Rafael reached his destination, and with no rush at all, he started to take some things out of the basket. He began by lying down on the floor a red and white checkered tablecloth, maybe trying to add a rustic atmosphere to the place, placing it very close to the tree trunk, which provided, besides the shade, a special touch only found in those characteristic European cities. He looked all around, set his eyes in the vastness of the riverbed, placed the basket on the tablecloth, and opened a small aluminum bench in the colored plastic stripes, the proper space to sit. With no concern, he sat down, once again glazed at the finiteness of the river, with his eyesight reaching the opposite side of the river, which stood some 300 meters away, precisely in the city of Juazeiro, one of the cultural corners of Bahia, and took a deep breath. After inhaling the river’s pure fresh air, he went on to take out the contents of the basket and, when he grabbed the first bottle of wine, he felt the silence shattering; it was a sweet, melodious voice, almost like a song, with a slight touch of a foreigner’s accent.

− Good afternoon! 

Rafael looked up and realized it was not only the voice, but that woman who was standing right in front of him was extremely beautiful. It seemed like magic to spot the image of her face blended with the tree’s foliage, the brightness the Sun still gave, and, in such a kind manner would address him, in that languid and flavorful greeting. The oddest thing was that that goddess managed to get access to a completely private spot, his only, who had the afternoons as chief witnesses, which was exclusive and only a goddess could get there. She approached, step by step, having the river as an observer, filling up my soul with doubt when learning of its enchanting reputation, well versed by the best singers in the Northeast, would not be putting a mirage in front of my eyes.

− Good afternoon, miss.


− My name is Juanita Lopez Rodriguez, but my friends and family call me Juanita.

− Since we have come to the introductions, I should reveal my name: Rafael Gonçalves Albuquerque Elias. However, I am known by my friends as Rafael. Nevertheless, you can call me Rafa, if you wish so.

− You sound funny! Are you Spanish? Your accent has a Latin flavor!

− You’re the first person to tell me that I have a funny way of speaking.



− Would you like to have a sit?

Asked Rafael without taking his eyes off Juanita’s eyes, who had got even more beautiful as the sunrays reflected over her hair. However, she looked shy, and her face was flushing with Rafa’s indiscreet glances.

− I don’t think so!

She replied, still uncomfortable and unable to hide the signs showing she was falling at first sight for the man right in front her.

Rafael would stare at Juanita, from her feet up to the last strand of hair, trying to find the love and vital energies among those natural curves and lumps made of fire that emanated from her hips and the flames that burst off in her breasts.

Unable to touch her as a result of the distancing imposed by Covid, he would count himself lucky just to watch the most delicate gestures of that admirable woman.


− What is a woman so beautiful doing at such an hour at the banks of this magnificent river? Do not tell me you are Mother of Water!

− Mother of Water? What is a Mother of Water?



− She is a phenomenal character.


− Would you mind telling me more about this character?



− Sure! How could I not?

− I’m all ears.

Rafael cleared his throat and slowly started to recite one of the most beautiful fables created by fishermen who live their lives venturing into the vastness of the Brazilian riverbeds.


− I’m going to talk about what I’ve learned from the books, especially because I have never had contact with Mother of Water, even walking all the time here alongside the river.



The image one has of Iara or Mother of Water is, in general, that of a mermaid, sometimes blonde, woman from the waist up, fish from the waist down, resting over a rock and singing. With her chant, she seduces the man who passes by, the sailor or the wanderer. When following her to the deepness of the waters, they drown. According to the folklorist Luís da Câmara Cascudo, this is a myth originated in Europe that made its way to Brazil during the second half of the 19th century. The mermaid is part of the mythology of several European peoples. She has been mentioned since the Homer’s Odyssey, from the 9th century BC. Nevertheless, on account of the philosopher Homer, she is depicted as half-bird and not fish.


− I like it! I’ve been captured by the story and already feel like a Mother of Water – shouted Juanita, smiling to Rafael, who withhold the smile because of the face mask whose whiteness helped enhance the redness in her hair.



− I am almost certain that you are a Mother of Water, even when I compare the view from this large river to your great beauty – he told her smiling and moving his right arm around, as if he wanted to interfere with the painting cut by God through Sun and river.

She laughed discretely, the niveous face flushed, contrasting with her red hair, big blue eyes in harmony with thin eyebrows, pronounced lips, delicate chin and tiny ears. Hourglass figure, prominent hips, standing out breasts. All of that was standing in front of Rafael at that magical twilight.

I went on a tour to visit the vineyard and enjoy the beauty of the San Francisco River – there’s nothing like that where I come from!


− Judging from your accent, it’s not that hard to notice your Spanish origin.



− Yes! I’m Argentinian.


− Una hermana! But please, let’s not talk football!



They laughed together and started to let go of the latent tension from the first moments – she was now entertained by the way Rafael opened the bottle of wine, letting herself involve completely with every move he made in that process.

The passion and the fascination made Cupid’s arrow pierce Rafael’s heart. The ancient and popular language, with roots in the Greco-Roman mythology, applies in a striking manner to the moment then experienced. That happens when the winged angel aims for the heart, which suffers from changes of all types – the heart beats fast, there is a fire in the chest motivated by the pheromone, when we come across that whom we judge to be our so desired soul mate.

According to the etymology of the word, pheromone comes from the Greek phero (“to transmit”) and from the term hormonal, also of Greek origin (ὁρμή), “to excite”. In summary, pheromone – or pheromona – is classified as a group of chemical substances that, spread among beings of the same species, trigger specific reaction in its individuals. 

When it comes to sexual attraction, the pheromones would be the ones responsible for the so called “chemistry”, so common in couples who find happiness in their sexual life. This mixture of chemical components, according to experts, affects from the smell (main evidence of the presence of pheromones) to the gestures, posture, gaze, and way of seducing. 

It is no accident that there are people considered to be far from the current beauty standard but who are regarded as masters in the art of “exhaling charm”. Unlike what many believe, the pheromone is not a hormone produced by the body. It is about a unique body fragrance, and there is no logical or intellectualized rationale that confirms which pheromones would have a higher or lower attractiveness power.

"Pheromones are a composition, a combination of different parts. They are the disposition, the production, and the body condition that comprise not only odor, but also the gestures, the posture, the behavior, the gaze, and a series of individual aspects which allow for this attraction from other people", explains the gynecologist doctor and expert in sexuality, Marino Pravatto Júnior.

That arrow that stroke Rafael and Juanita is the same chemistry that affects the mind of almost all lovers, confuses the brain and has reflections throughout the whole body.

All this chemistry gives rise to sighs, sweating, lost gazes and all feelings common to those who are charmed by somebody. As the first sensations are born inside the brain, they take over the results of a combinations of components that add up to phenotypic and genetic factors capable of their chosen ones to heaven or to hell, in case there is no match.

When there is attraction for the other person, the chemistry happens with substances that provoke symptoms so intense that they become overwhelming to the mind and body. There is psychosomatic evidence, such as raises in blood pressure, respiratory rate, heartbeat, and pupil dilation. If you add win to that, the shivering and the redness tend to get more intense. 

− Would you take a glass of wine?

− How could I? You have only one glass!


− Do not underestimate the power of a man contemplating the sunset by a mysterious river. As if by magic, two glasses might show up. But first, you take a sit, will you?



Rafael stood up and handed over the small stool to Juanita, who timidly took the stool from his hands and sat down, in such a way that the juazeiro tree trunk would separate the two bodies. Even so, she tried to keep her eyes on the river, in a way that she could still also take discrete looks at Rafael on the left side.

According to the website Natureza Bela, the juazeiro tree has the following characteristics:

Scientific name: Ziziphus joazeiro Mart.

Family: Rhamnaceae.

Synonyms: Zizyphus. gardneri Reiss.


Common names: popular names – juazeiro, joazeiro, joá, juá, juá-espinho, juá-fruta, enjuá and laranjeira-de-vaqueiro. 

Name origin/meaning: the name of the fruit – juá – has a tupi origin and comes from “a-ju-á”, which means “fruit borne from the thorns”.



Geographic distribution: Piauí, Ceará, Paraíba, Rio Grande do Norte, Pernambuco, Alagoas, Sergipe, and Bahia. It grows in the open fields or in the caatinga of the deserts located in what they call as the “Drought Poligon”. 

It is an evergreen, helophytic, and selective hydrophilic plant, with characteristics exclusive to the wetlands of the semi-arid region. Its deep root system allows it to drain underground water to keep its green color even during the dry season.

The juazeiro tree is almost certain to grow where there is plenty of underground water, wet holms or in similar environments. When it sprouts out of those places, in order to survive during the dry season, it strips out of its leaves, just like its caatinga fellows.

Habits and size: four to ten feet tall tree, grows to a variable size, according to the place where it blooms. In good water and soil fertility conditions, it can reach up to twelve meters and in proportional size of its crown, which generally grows until it almost touches the floor. The trunk can be simple or divided in distances that vary from the basis, having ten or more meters high and sixty or more centimeters wide, with straight thorns, cinerea skin, longitudinal shallow rips, and finally smooth; new branches of olive-cinerea skin, forked, flexible, round-shaped, covered with petioles and peduncles, of tenuous hairiness, only visible with the aid of magnifying lens.

Leaves: from five, seven up to ten centimeters long and three to five centimeters wide, petiolated, wide oval-shaped, heart-shaped at the base, pointed, slightly leathery, smooth, a bit shiny, serrated, but pubescent at the dorsal side ribs, in a strong green, the low ones most of the times elliptical, obtuse, and the others, smaller; frequently lapsed stipules, turning into straight thorns, awl-shaped.

The upper epidermis of this plant’s leaves lacks stomas and hair. Their cells have sinuous walls, what increases their resistance to compression. The lower epidermis has many stomas of common type and with simple hair, single-celled. The strong presence of nerves, which gives these leaves the leathery aspect, is noteworthy.

Flowers: small, connected in axillary cymose inflorescence, with hairy branches; melliferous. Inflorescence in almost round cymes, multifloras, short-dichotomic peduncles, similar or a little over the petiole; 4 mm to 5 mm long stem, bent petals, of linear ungula and rounded foil. It flowers around November-December.

Still following the lessons from Natureza Bela, the fruit is described as small drupe, rounded, at approximately one and a half to two centimeters wide the fruit Juá is already fully grown, weighing two grams, in a yellowish-brown color, slightly rugged. The fleshy part is edible, rich in vitamin C, cream in color and up to 3 mm thick. Its stone is dark brown, sort of obovate, and with a wrinkled surface.

Usage: Ziziphus joazeiro, besides offering excellent shade, the bast, rich in saponins, works as toothpaste when scraped; it’s an excellent hair tonic when infused or macerated. Its leaf has stomach infusion, and the juá’s water is used to soften and lighten the skin. Furthermore, it also provides a protecting shell to the newly formed couple facing the the Velho Chico.

Rafael immediately poured Juanita a glass of wine.

− Where is your glass, Mr. Magician?


− Right here − replied Rafael, raising the bottle ready to make a toast. Both toasted with the glass and the bottle, and, to Juanita’s surprise, Rafa took the bottle to his mouth, tasted the wine, and concluded:

− This is a wonderful wine! Only Paralelo Oito can produce something like that!



Joining her host, Juanita brought the bottle to her lips, having a taste of one of the fine wines produced by the Elias.

−  Very good, indeed!


− Yes! An excellent wine. And about the glass, I did tell you I’d get one.



Both would laugh as if they were old acquaintances and the date had already been set up, having as chief witness the sacred and legendary San Francisco River.
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