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An intimate collection 
of curiosity, 
of survival. 

A collection to respect the awakening 
and honor 

the sharing of perspective. 

For before we are anything 
we are human. 

ELervescent with passion, 
riddled with fear. 

xavish your brain, your body, your entirety 
into these pages for here we meet 

opportunity to eTplore hidden direction. 
Bhe self. 

And the humans we eTist amongst. 

Bhis is Forbidden zra"il.

iii





Contents

Preface:  An Image Split
1.     An Exhaling Memory
2.     The South
3.     Favelada
4.     Studded Freedom
5.     Larissa
6.     Permission to Land
7.     The Faction is Born
Comando Vermelho
Amigos dos Amigos
Terceiro Comando Puro
Primeiro Comando da Capital
8.     Run
9.     Jeitinho
10.   Soli
11.   Babilônia
12.   Pacikcation
13.   SDy on Fire

v



14.   Reset
15.   Chains
16.   Heals
17.   The Goney Wod
18.   Exposed
19.   fhen the Air Pops
20.   Rocinha
21.   Staying in the Lines
22.   The Container
23.   The Staircase oU wnUamiliar Vieés
24.   Andr’
25.   Coexisting
26.   Hisengagement Urom Truth
27.   feaving Gumanity
28.   FunD
29.   Wetting Gigh
30.   Andr’
31.   Lisandro,s post
32.   ConUession
33.   Gidden Messages
34.   The Eye oU the Storm
35.   Running
36.   In Tragic LossY zou Resist or zou zield
37.   Giss
38.   farping Colors
39.   Anséering the Call

vi



40.   Saudade 

Gistory oU Bra&ilY the Diaspora & Birth of the Favela
Translations > Hescriptions
ThanD youY Reader 
AcDnoéledgments
Sources

vii



An Image Split

People design things in their mind.
Presumptions and expectations.
It makes them feel safer.
It makes them feel in control 
when they can categorize from the outside. 
Putting others into tiny boxes and reading them as labels.
A mass overproduction as if we have lost integrity to the 

individuality of the soul.
I have always been questioned in my American life, 
“But where are you really from?”
Really from—words of Tre in my ears.
’heir mouths would twist when I didnDt give them the answers 

they wanted.
’hey would question me more. 
Prodding to Tt me into their predesigned box by 
weird conTdence verbalizing what they see in my body.
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I am an image split from his.
In female form. 
An hourglass wrapped in olive skin. 
Hark waving hair and an ass too thick to be real.
’he darkness of features 
contrast 
with the eyes of my mother. Sazel. Oet two shades lighter.
I could never be of her Irish descent,
which has supported and raised my life,
for I am an image split from his.
And to some society
my physicality must represent everything that I am.

Oo when I gave them the answers they wanted
It turned them on.
Nozing elation 
that my body represents this mystical place.
“Say something in Portuguese.”
A language I never learned.
“I love Brazil, the people are amazing.”
Hragging me through wonderful interactions, interactions I 

never had.
“What is it like there?”
Uever hearing that I am born and raised in the BO.  razil .F.F. is 
not mine.
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A Tring world questioning me to tell me who I am.

Eor why would anyone remember, 
you don’t know what goes on behind the door?
And with every question I would get more questions 
about my parents. 
Uo, about my  razilian father.
Eorced to mask tragedy in smile, I could never tell anyone what 
went on behind the door. About the abuse. About the last 
words he told me before he disappeared.

-very time I wrote my name, 
-very time I met anyone, 
-very time I looked in the mirror,
-stranged presence jaunted in front of me.
Eor twentyCeight years slapped me to remember
I
am part
him.

’he stories in this book only happened because I arrived at a 
moment in my life of being tired of letting the trauma win. I was 
tired of being a stranger to myself. I was tired of feeling forced 
to wear a veil. I was tired of being tired. 
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I applied for a tourist visa to go to  razil and found myself 
staring back at the embassy rep behind the glass, confused and 
upset that my application was immediately reWected. 

“ ut I donDt understand,” I told her. “IDm a good person. I have 

no record,” I told her. 
“It doesnDt matter,” she replied. “?itizens cannot be approved 
for a visa.” 

Mhat; 

 efore I knew what was happening, she was handing me a 
passport and a  razilian birth certiTcate painted in Portuguese. I 
Tlled with disbelief, holding a photo of myself with a hologram 
of the  razilian jag laminated across my face staring back at me. 

Mhen I left the embassy and walked down an impersonal 
concrete block in Ranhattan, it all looked grey. Malking atop 
subway grates of white noise, between towering steel, I felt 
small. I anticipated someone running after me, telling me there 
had been a mistake. ’elling me the documents arenDt actually 
mine: itDs all an error. I started to walk faster, shuJing my feet 
for blocks and blocks and blocks. 9unning from a shadow that 
never appeared.

Mhen I booked a ticket to go to  razil
I was twentyCeight.
I spent the year prior working three Wobs to Tnancially support 
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myself, to hiatus in  razil and only focus on me.
I did nothing to prepare.
Uo research, no plan, but I knew one thing.
I needed my mind, my being to be without expectation.
Eull of empty space
Preconception erased
Uaked in raw perspective.
’o allow the place, 
the sounds, 
the ways of the people to say what it needed to say
and to show me what  razil really is.
It must be about more than him.

I knew my father was somewhere in  razil and I grappled with 
the decision of Tnding him. Einally, it was this: I am going for 
myself in the commitment that when you face the dark, you face 
it one hundred percent. I refuse to own doubt grown by fear 
and know that in this chance to understand my roots, nothing 
can be left unturned.

It wasnDt my plan to spend a year in 9io de ;aneiro, but thatDs 
what happened. ’here I worked through my childhood trauma 
to understand, release, and get free. ’he Trst draft of this book 
included the deep di<culty of meeting my father for the Trst 
time in thirteen years. It included meeting the depths and very 
ends of all the emotions I knew and didnDt know I had. ’he Trst 
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copy of this book included so much that I feared traumatizing 
you, my dear reader.

Oo what I bring to you here in Forbidden Brazil is a collection of 
stories which happened alongside my healing. Mhat I bring to 
you here is a collection built on the foundation of selfCtrust, and 
what happens when you leave the world that you know. ’his is 
a collection that details what may happen when you allow your 
brain to open. Mhen you recognize the depths of access. Mhat 
I bring to you here is a community that was planted inside of 
my heart, consumed the blood of my veins. Mhat I bring to you 
here is a collection of stories pumped and poured out hot from 
the depths of my soul.

Uow the story can begin.
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Chapter 1

An Exhaling 
Memory

I  had been here once before. 
When I was ten years old and the irst tmue I had been so far 

frou any secpre vrotectmon. In the ueuory I watch the heat rmse 

mn waqes to blpr and gpestmon clarmty. 

I can feel the spn beatmnS mn wet staSnant amr. 
kopnds of irecrac“ers drmv fallmnS frou the s“y. 
T,o let the factmon “now that volmce are here”’ uy father-s words 
whmsvered by secret between uy cropchmnS shoplders and mnto 

uy ears.

We stood by a sandjcolored concrete wall” 
lmned by vea“s of blpe and Sreen 1aSSed Slass. 
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Uy head lmfted to the s“y” an endless blpe
at last 
souethmnS faumlmar. 
,he spn soa“ed uy sopl. 
Hnder mts rays” thropSh sgpmnted qmsmon”
Seouetrmc shaves were born shmuuymnS mnto the s“y” dancmnS 
wmth uy spn. Pe whmsvered aSamn” T,hey pse the pipas to iSht 

each other.’ 
Pipa ms T“mte’ mn zortpSpese. 
Pe too shmfted hms SaGe aboqe” absorbmnS the saue lmSht whmch 

too“ ue mn. 
We watched a forest Sreen dmauond wmth a taml of yellow vmc“ 

pv” 
kwoosh 
Hv 
kwoosh 
Hv 
kwoosh 
kmde to smde 
2rowmnS lm“e a cobra 
2amnmnS strenSth” 
vower” 
deuand” 
oqer that whmch lmes below. 

It vapsed. 
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,o Capnt the yellow dmauond taml whmch rode the waqes of the 

wmnd and 
wmthmn a breath 
mt darted 
downward. 
 ashmnS smde to smde 
ApttmnS the amr alonS a rmSmd edSe of a “nmfe” 
attac“. 
,he colorless one below .F.F. 
was done. 
 ead. 
It 1pst .F.F. Coated. 

TPe ms the chauvmon”’ uy father samd” as he vomnted to the Sreen 
wmth yellow taml. Wmthopt a uouent of reuorse” T2et mn the 

car”’ he told ue. 
I dmd what he as“ed becapse I always dmd what he as“ed. 

Uy ueuory s“mvs here” 
forwardmnS ahead to enter a hotel roou. 
I don-t reueuber anythmnS bpt entermnS the hotel roou. 
3 CoodmnS sensatmon we were CoatmnS mn the s“y. 
3 s“y SleaumnS so blpe” I stood stmll mn front of the wmndow as 

vart of the abyss. 
Vrou the mnsmde of a vostcard 
haGy spn rays blprred the end of the sea 
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and the beSmnnmnS of the s“y. 
Embrant Sreen rolled oqer the uopntamn cprqes and the trovmcal 
leaqes Slmstened as they tpubled to fall onto whmte sand that 

SlaGed crystal water. 

Pe drew hms inSer to the wmndow” 
and called uy attentmon to the closest uopntamn rmdSe. 
PpSSed mn the Coresta 
lmned wmth tmny brown bo4es” 
uaybe umllmons of bo4es” 
stac“ed one 
on tov 
of the other. 
,hey rolled down the edSe of the Sreen lpsh”
drmftmnS o? to hmde beneath the earth. 
Wmth hms inSer to the wmndow” 
TIt ms so danSerops” the volmce won-t neeqer So there.’ 
Neever. Pe had thms way of coubmnmnS words frou hms 
zortpSpese to NnSlmsh. Neever. Uaybe a blend of Tneqer’ and 

Teqer.’ 
T,he “mds haqe Spns and they iSht oqer drpSs. zeovle can neever 
leaqe the hopse becapse of the shootmnS”T he e4vlamned” as he 
threw hms hands to the amr besmde hms head. T,hms copntry ms so 

fpc“ed pv” Umchelle.’ Pe tprned hms bac“. Pe wal“ed away. 

I stayed. 
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,he bo4es shopld haqe had vp?s of suo“e e4halmnS aboqe” lm“e 
a war Gone. Pow copld they loo“ so veacefpl5 Pow copld I be 
starmnS at a whole uass of lmfe where the street ms so mncouvatmble 

frou the natpre that enSplfed mt5 

In that uouent I had no mdea. :o mdea that emShteen years 
wopld vass ahead of ue as they dmd. :o mdea that emShteen 
years wopld brmnS ue to oqerloo“ foSSy ueuormes. :o mdea 
that today” uy forehead wopld be vressed to the vortramtjsmGed 
wmndow” watchmnS lmfe below euerSe as vmeces of a dollhopse. 
3nd now” at the end of sm4teen hoprs” I beSmn to hove the vlane 
wopld neqer arrmqe. It-s been emShteen years and I need uore 

tmue. 

When I stood at that wmndow gpestmonmnS clarmty as a chmld” I 

had no mdea that mn emShteen years 
I wopld be bropSht bac“ to that qery saue faqela. 
;y accmdent.
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Chapter 2

The South

T he more our igthd secnepsc dhe seeIer f leey mb are,dhx 
ekI,psgpt ,ps cgddgpt gp dhe nepder ol mb nhecdx do m,.e 

me , ygddye more re,yW 

 e secneps W’W’W secneps W’W’W secneps W’W’W ,ps dhep dhereGc Cos 
gp dhe c.bW Rhrgcd dhe Aeseemer gp mb ebeygpeW Jp emayem lor 
dhe noupdrb ,ps ngdb ol Ago se S,pegrox he cd,psc ,c , nrocc op 
dhe Ie,. ol Mut,ryo,l joupd,gp W’W’W gpl,moucyb m,wecdgn ,ps 
cenredyb cdrg.gpt ,c munh up.po-p dh,d dhe moupd,gp he cd,psc 
,doIx Iocdv,aoygdgop er,x cerLes ,c , p,dur,y sgLgser aed-eep dhe 
rgnh ,ps IoorW NeLer,tes do gpdepdgop,yyb eknyuse mgyygopc ol 
IeoIye ,c dhe l,Ley,c -ere nopcdrundesW 6o- tygsgpt co nyocex f 
nouys cm,ch ,ps re,nh dhrouth dhe -gpso- do -r,I mb h,ps 

,roups hgc -,gcdW 
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Tgpb dob augysgptc ,ps n,rc ted agtter W’W’W ,ps agtter W’W’W ,ps 

aenome re,yW 

The ,grIord gc oLeryb noys: IeoIye ,re eLerb-herex nroccgpt gp 
cn,dderes sgrendgopcx bed ,yy f n,p he,r gc dhe coups ol mb cugdn,ce 
-heeyc aumIgpt oLer eLerb cgptye dgye are,.W f he,r mb modherGc 
Logne gp mb mgps“ ”The y,cd dhgpt bou -,pd do so gc y,ps 
come-here ,ps cIeps ,p hour -,gdgpt lor , a,tWB Mhe h,c 
doys me dhgc cgpne f -,c bouptW  hgye zr,Pgy -,c ,y-,bc ,p 
oHvygmgd sgcnuccgopx che m,se dhe recd ol dhe -orys , hute I,rd 
ol mb ygleW ”fdGc co agtxB che -ouys deyy me tye,mgptx hoysgpt 
dhe tyoae aed-eep uc ,c -e -ouys cIgp ,ps d,y. ,aoud dhe 
sgHerepd noupdrgec ,ps IeoIyeW 7rgor do dos,b fGLe ygLes gp ?Le 
sgHerepd noupdrgec aen,uce W’W’W f -,pdes doW 6eLer h,Le f leyd dhgc 

ekdremgdb ol Luyper,agygdbW 

Rucdomc h,c d-o h,ptgpt cgtpcx zr,Pgyg,pc ,ps eLerbope eyceW 
The ygpe ol ”eLerbope eyceB cp,.ec aed-eep pbyop cdrgIc ,ps f 
,m dhe opyb gpsgLgsu,y I,ccgpt do dhe zr,Pgyg,p cgseW This feels 

bizarre. f ekh,yeW 

Jd dhe ty,cc cenurgdb -gpso-x f cygse mb I,ccIord opdo dhe 
noupder ,ps hoIe fGm pod togpt do ae ,c.es ,pbdhgptW The 
m,p gp , ayuevnoyy,res auddopvso-p dvchgrd hoysc mb oIepes 
I,ccIord -gdh hgc dhuma pekd do mb l,ne ,ps c,bc comedhgpt do 
meW f h,Le po gse, -h,d he c,gsW Ye yoo.c uI ,ps reIe,dc hgmceylW 
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Yere -e cd,re ,d e,nh odher lor -h,d ceemc yg.e dep mgpudec 
,c mb mgps dgthdepcx My Godx f dhgp.x he’s saying my name. 
That’s my nameE Yo- nouys cunh , ae,udgluy coups eLer aeyopt 
do meE J ygledgme ol aegpt ,c.es do reIe,d dhe Iropupng,dgop 
lor dhe nomagp,dgop ol yedderc ,re co r,reW fd royyes lrom hgc 
doptue p,dur,yybx gp , nomIgy,dgop ol coupsc f h,s peLer he,rs 
aeloreW Yo- nouys f h,Le aeep c,bgpt gd -ropt lor ,yy dhece be,rcx 
d-epdbvegthd be,rcx , p,me dh,d h,c ,ps h,c pod aeyoptes do meE 

Ued , cdr,pter gc more l,mgyg,r -gdh mb p,me dh,p fW 

f cp,I oud ol mb s,Pe ,ps cmgye ,ps posW Ye redurpc mb 
I,ccIord ,ps c,bc comedhgpt f sopGd upsercd,psW f d,.e dh,d ,c 
Iermgccgop do nopdgpue io,dgpt come-here op dhe re,ym gp ,ps 

oud ol nopcngoucpeccW  

Ne,Lgpt dhe ty,cc ,grIord soorcx hgd ab , humgs -,yy ol he,dx mb 
-hoye aosb gc -r,IIes ,ps epLeyoIes gp dhe emar,ne ol dhe 
argthd cupW Okay, let this be good . . . one step done, let this be good 

 . . 

f pos do , d,kg ,ps I,cc dhe ,ddeps,pd , I,ymvcgPes rgIIes Igene 
ol I,Ier -gdh dhe tuecdhouce ,ssreccW Ye Iudc uI , ?Le ,ps 
m,.ec , Pero -gdh hgc odher h,ps: mb dhumacvuI ce,yc dhe se,y 

,ps f cygse gpdo hgc beyyo- -gdh ayuevcdrgIes n,rW 

fdGc yousW The ,ppoupner op dhe r,sgo gc epdhucg,cdgnx cIe,.gpt 
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lrom dhe tuyl ol hgc dhro,dx sr,m,dgn -gdh seeIx sgIIgpt coupscx 
royygpt ,ps ekuaer,pd coupscx hgc -orsc meyosgn ,c hgc dope 

tro-cW 

Ngpec ol I,ym dreec PgI ab ,c -e ye,Le dhe ,grIordW 
” here bou lromEB dhe srgLer ,c.c me gp 9ptygchW 
”The KMW 6e- Uor.xB f reIybW 
”KMJEB he c,bcx ,ps f cee hgc ebec s,rd uI do dhe re,rLge- mgrror 

yoo.gpt a,n. ,d meW 
”zud bou yoo. N,dgp,xB he c,bcW 
”Ue, W’W’W mb l,dher gc zr,Pgyg,pWB 
”Jps bour modher Jmergn,pEB he nopnyusecW 
”Th,dGc rgthdxB f c,b ,ps leey upnerd,gpx ,c gl f ,m ekIocgpt doo 
munh ol my gplorm,dgopx mb aegptW 9kIergepngpt ,t,gpx dhe 
io,d aed-eep d-o -orysc ol , d,updes gpper couyx upsercd,psgpt 

dh,d mb Ihbcgn,ygdb -gyy ,y-,bc se?pe -ho f ,mW 
Ye yoo.c gpdo dhe re,rLge- mgrror ,t,gpx hgc ebec tepdyb c2ugpdW 

” eynomexB he c,bcx ”Thgc gc bour home dooWB 

Ygc recIopce cdoIc mb are,dhW 
Yo- n,p he c,b dh,d do meE fp , loregtp y,psx , -eynome more 

teperouc dh,p fGLe renegLes gp mb o-pW 

”Jre bou lrom hereEB f ,c. dhe srgLerW 
”R,rgon, s, Cem,WB Ye c,bc epertedgn,yybx yoo.gpt uI ,d me 
dhrouth dhe re,rLge- mgrror opne ,t,gpW ”R,rgon, gc comeope 
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-ho ygLec gp Ago lor , yopt dgmeW R,rgon, s, Cem, gc , drue 

ayoosx aorp gp AgoWB Throuth hgc -orsc f he,r hgm tye,mgptW 
”Yo- sgs bou ye,rp bour 9ptygchEB f ,c. hgmW 
”Jh dourgcmW f de,nh mbceyl: f drb do Ir,ndgneW 1po-gpt 9ptygch 
heyIc do m,.e mopeb hereWB Jps dhep f he,r hgc cmgye ye,LeW 
The srgLer c,bc gp dgme do I,cc , ygpe ol ayue ,ps -hgde Ioygne 
drun.cx ,yy -gdh dhe p,rro- a,rrey tupc ye,pgpt oud dhe royyes 
so-p -gpso-cW ” eGre dhe mocd rgnh noupdrb gp dhe -orysx -e 
h,Le eLerbdhgptxB he c,bcx ”aud bou -ouys peLer .po- gdW The 

mopeb toec do Lerb le- IeoIyeWB 

fp , chord dgmex dhe hgth-,b remgpsc uc dh,d -eGre gp , sepce ngdbW 
Threex lourx ?Levcdorgecvhgth cd,n.es argn. aokec rgcgpt ,aoLe 
dhe n,r do hut dhe hgth-,b y,pex dhebGre aro-p ,ps argn.W Jps 
dhep dhereGc I,rdgdgopW 7y,cdgn a,rrgerc ygpe dhe hgth-,b cgsec 
do nurd,gp dhe l,Ley, homec -hgnh y,b aehgps dhemx dhouth 

dhrouth dhegr t,Icx dhere ,re nyodhecygpecW 

The I,rdgdgopc -ere Iud uI here lor dhe 4—DO  orys RuIW The 
toLerpmepd doys dhe recgsepdc ol dhe l,Ley,“ It is to minimize 
the sounds coming from the highway. fp drudhx gd -,c do hgse 
dhe l,Ley,x -hgnh gc ceep ,c , IroayemW Ygcdorb[r,ng,y ,auce 
,ps cetret,dgop[h,c y,gs gd dhgc -,bW CoLerpmepd Ioygnb 
nopnerpgpt r,ng,y cetret,dgop h,c coygsg?es dhe epsyecc nbnye ol 
,auce ,ps petyend: , IoIuy,dgop ol IeoIye sepges upgLerc,y ngLgy 

,ps hum,p rgthdcW 

D—



”The l,Ley,c herex dhebGre ,d -,r -gdh e,nh odherxB dhe srgLer 
c,bcW f gm,tgpe auyyedc ibgpt oLer dhe egthd y,pec ol ruchgpt n,rcx 
-hgye do mb rgthdx dhere ,re hgssep aokecx do mb yeldx ,p gsepdgn,yx 

mgrrorgpt lr,me op dhe odher cgse ol dhe hgth-,bW 

fdGc 4—Dq ,ps zr,PgyGc ]elepce jgpgcdrb h,c n,yyes Ago se S,pegro 
”aro.epWB Frt,pgPes l,ndgop (gang) nrgme h,c ”pe,ryb ãd,.ep! 
oLer dhe cd,de ol Ago se S,pegro W’W’WB do cunh , yeLey gd gc aebops 
dhe n,I,ngdb ol dhe dhree ar,pnhec ol zr,PgyGc 7oygne lorne“ dhe 
RgLgy Md,de 7oygnex dhe 3eser,y 7oygnex dhe jgygd,rb 7oygne lormes 

lor cIeng,y gpcurtepnbWD

Jrmes ,cc,uyd gc nommop ,ps gc dhe l,ne ol are,.gpt pe-c 
cdorgecW fpdepce yoodgpt ,ps ,dd,n.c op dourgcdc surgpt R,rp,L,y 
4—Dq: dhe toLerpmepd recIopsc ab ,ndgopW 7recgsepd jgnhey 
Temer nrgdgngPec dhe ,acepne ab Ago se S,pegro Md,de CoLerpor 
NugP 3erp,pso 7ePJo ,ps Ago se S,pegro Rgdb j,bor j,rneyo 

RrgLeyy,W 

 hgye Ioygne ,re podorgoucyb norruId ,ps ,nneId l,ndgop argaec 
do yoo. dhe odher -,bx dhe mgygd,rb gc ceep ,c , ”norrendB ,rmes 
lornex -ho hoys drue do dhegr sudgecW Temer orserc dhe mgygd,rb 

do nopdroy ,yy cenurgdb gp dhe cd,de ol Ago se S,pegroW 

Tos,bx srgLgpt so-p dhe mgssye ol dhe hgth-,b ,d dhe c,me I,ne 
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,c dr,Kn gc ,p ,rmb treep d,p.W Three Igcdoyc cdrg.e oud ol dhe 

doI ,ps gdGc moLgpt ab dh,d nopLebor aeyd -heey cedW 

”Thgc gc Lerb nommop po-xB dhe srgLer c,bcW ”9cIeng,yyb surgpt 
dhe cupcedx dheb cd,b nyoce do dhe ae,nhx cd,psgpt pekd do dhe c,ps 

gp dhegr ,rmb aoodc ,ps dhegr tupcWB Ye IuHc ,grW 

 e -ooch dhrouth , duppeyx ,ps -hep -e nome oudx -eGre 
srgLgpt cdr,gthd do-,rs -,der ,c gl -e nouys ye,Le dhe nopnrede 
e,rdh rgthd dhereW ]epce tr,b augysgptc op dhe rgthd ,ps 
cI,r.ygpt -,der dhe yeldW  e rgse ,yopt dhe l,mouc tr,bv ,ps 
-hgdevdgyes RoI,n,a,p, ao,rs-,y.x hummgpt -gdh IeoIye ,ps 

cn,dderes -gdh LepsorcW 

”Thgc gc Lerb pgnexB dhe srgLer c,bcx ,c he m,.ec , rgthd durp do to 
gpdo dhe ngdbW zugysgptc d,yy aud pod oLer-heymgptx gdGc pod 6e- 
Uor. -here bou ted c-,yyo-es gpW Jps gp yecc dh,p , momepdx 
-e yeld dhe ngdb ayon.c ,ps ,rrgLes ,d ,podher no,cd[”fI,pem,LB 
he c,bcx ”]o bou .po- dhe coptEB he ,c.c ,ps aetgpc cerep,sgpt 

our rgseW 

f cmgye do come coups eHendx ,ps f leey yg.e f n,p are,dheW Ng.e 
dhgc gcpGd co cn,rbx gd soecpGd h,Le do ae cn,rbx ,ps ,c -e rgse so-p 
dhe no,cdx -,Lec nr,ch ,ps dhere ,re dhree cn,dderes gcy,psc gp dhe 
sgcd,pneW 7eoIye -,y. op dhe cdreed chgrdyecc ,ps gp ag.gpgc opybW 
Jps eLerb co oldep dhere ,re ngrnuy,r cd,psc ol , -r,Iv,roups 
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a,r curroupses -gdh cn,dderes d,ayec ,ps nh,grcx ,ps mucgng,pc 

cgddgpt op cdooyc -gdh d,yy mgnc ,ps L,rgouc gpcdrumepdcW 

 e Iuyy gpdo , 2uged pegthaorhoosx -gdh , aro.ep nopnrede 
cdreed -gdh houcec tu,rses ab med,y lr,mecW There ,re le- 
IeoIye -,y.gpt dhe cdreed gp chordc ,ps igIvioIc ,ps cn,dderes 

chgrdyecc mepW 

The srgLer noupdc dhe houce pumaerc upser hgc are,dhx ,ps 
-e nome do , royygpt cdoIW  hep f oIep dhe n,r soor humgsgdb 
ioosc mb dhro,dx ,ps f yoo. uI: aepe,dh dhe n,poIbx IurIye ,ps 
-hgde ornhgsc sr,Ie lrom dhe dreex ch,so-c tygcdep ,ps s,pne 
op dhe cdreedW The srgLer Iy,nec mb a,t pekd do mex ,-,.epgpt 
me lrom dhgc momepd,rb sre,mW f I,b hgm ,ps he ao-c gp 
recIopcex sgIIgpt hgc he,s so-p tepdybx -gdh hgc h,ps do hgc 
he,rdx ”Co -gdh CosxB he c,bcW
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Chapter 3

Favelada

I  buzz an electronic bell and wait outside the gate for maybe 
two minutes before, “Michelley!” an elated voice echoes 

from a short man with dark hair appearing from the building. 
“How was your ?ightO PkO” he asks in this energetic tone, 
skipping the air and opening his arms to hug me in. “I am 
Caulo,” he says, “we are happy to have you.” His smile is warm. 
“-ome, come,” he says, taking my bag and leading the way 

through a slatejtiled patio. 

Inside the building I am hit with a pure white light, false 
brightness. Pne ?ight of stairs up, a beautiful carved wood door 
is aAar, coupled with an aroma lingering, proof that they have 

been cooking all day. Sir steeped in a blend of garlicy spices. 

1tepping in the space is blasted by color and blasted by things. 
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xalls cluttered with photos of landscapes neJt to portraits 
of Tesus. S glass coEee table covered in miniature trinkets of 
characters and boJes, some opened to eJpose glass ?owers, each 
of which sits on its own white crocheted doily. S diEerent kind 

of materialism I had seen before, where the things have things. 

I follow Caulo through a short hallway. xe pass several closed 
wooden doors, and then come to mine. ’wo small keys Aingle 
in his hand, as he unlatches the creaking door. “;verything you 
could need, is here,” he says proudly, while stepping into a room 
with an oversized glass window beaming sunlight, eJposing the 
gray building across the street. ’hereNs a single sheet pulled over 
the bed and on a side table, an electric kettle, 5lters and a small 

funnel for pourjover coEee. 

“xe are hosting a lunch with our friendsq will you Aoin usO” 
His openness strikes me and itNs Aust moments before cheers 
of people echo the house as a celebration, a parade, and an 

announcement of presence. 

I follow Caulo to the entrywayq there are 5ve others with 
glowing, beaming smiles and dressed perfectly in crisp 
buttonjdown collared shirts and airy ?oral dresses. ;veryone 
kisses my cheeks and hugs me in as if we have known each 
other for years. Bearly everyone sings, “Ph Smericana!” Oh 
she’s American! as Caulo makes the introduction and begins to 
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ask me 6uestions about where I am from, why —razil, and what 
I have seen. “-ome on, letNs sit, sit.” Caulo interAects, welcoming 
us to the table, perfectly dressed in a white tablecloth decorated 
with a pitcher of Auice, white rice in what looks like a stone pot, 

and marinated chicken legs in a glass pan set upon potholders. 

xe all take a seat around the table, eJcept Caulo who remains 
standing, pointing to each of the dishes decorating the table, 
eJplaining the ingredients. —lack beans, which had been cooked 
in garlic water, and still sat in the li6uid. 1ome people prefer 
more or less li6uid to saturate the white rice which has been 
cooked with Aust enough salt to make each grain full and plump. 
Pf course there is meat, because every lunch must have meat. 
’here was a giant glass pan of chicken which had been coated 
in light mustard, garlic and spritzed with lime before it was 
rotated with chopped potatoes, onion, miJed with half a cup 

of mayonnaise and some olive oil to make it creamy. 

“ ou see Michelley, I am the best at making this dish. It is very 
popular, but I am the best, you know why MichelleyO” and 
Caulo pauses, I think without needing nor looking for an answer 

as he eJplains very simply, “—ecause I make it with love.” 

1urely my grin is large here, for the adoration of his serious and 
intimate statement. I look around the table, there were only 
innocent smiles of grace. He continues, pointing to a platter of 
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salad with giant uncut green leaves, sliced tomatoes, and onion 
around the perimeter, along with hearts of palmQnot white, 
not beige, but thick colorless circles that look soft about the size 
of a 6uarter. INm passed a glass pitcher of neon yellowjorange 
Auice which, Aust like the coEee table trinkets, has a white doily 
covering the top, weighted down by teardropjshaped beads 

sewn to the edges. 

“Maracuya,” Caulo says, noting there is no added sugar but it 
can be added if I would like. INm glad I sipped before responding 
because this type of —razilian passion fruit is only sweet, if 

anything, I needed water to cut it. 

xe begin to dig in and the conversation 6uickly moves in 
melody of various voices intertwining and then one voice rings 
over everyone. Pur heads turn to her, managing to silence the 
other conversations. 1he begins to tell a story from the high 

school classroom where she teaches. 

’he scene brief. ’wo high schoolers, a boy staring oE at a girl, 

perhaps in love. 
’he girl snaps, “xhat are you looking atO” 
’he boy looks away
.L.L. and looks back. 
Increasingly agitated, the girl begins to raise her voice, “xhat are 

you looking atO” 
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’he boy looks away
.L.L. and looks back. 
’he girl done with his game and puts him in his place, “ ou 
better stop or INm going to come for you, and youNll regret your 

life,” she says. 
;nd scene. 

“Uue menina favelada.” What a favelada girl. ’he woman said 
this word like it is .L.L. physically dirty. Ss if it had particles of soil 
wrapped around it. Snd if you were to put it in your mouth, 
your Aaw would drop, your tongue would roll out. 8ike the 
?avor had gone wrong and as it smacks your mouth the senses 

make sounds of reAection in a dropping pitch of disgust. 
Fa-ve-la-da
Intentional. 

“9avelada .L.L. xhat is faveladaO” I ask. 
“It means low, unintelligent people, Michelle,” she replies, 
with her hand up making a shooing motion to separate that 
kind of person and herself. “ItNs the people from the favela.” 

Anapologetically demeaning, a con5dence that she is the truth. 

1ilent and overwhelmed in thought, I am paralyzed. Are you 
not one and the same by making an assumption of an entire 
population? Asing a word de5ned by a collection of Audgments, 
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thatNs why thereNs division. 9or the formation of opinions of a 
life you havenNt been living.
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Chapter 4

Studded 
Freedom

D id you ever make drip castles at the beach as a kid? 
Squatting in the squish, 

knees wrap the outside of your shoulders, 
a .st full of wet sand
melting through the cracks of tiny .ngers
drip  T T  
drip  T T  
drip droplets one 
on top 
of the other  
2he mound 
forms a cone 

 of melded drops 
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2he way they stack 
is like the structure 
of the favela  
Ine house 
on top 
of the other  
Hn brick and cement form 
Pugging mountainsides of the earth 
they could be stairs leading to the sky  
Ir descending from that above  

2he heart of Hpanema is lined with shops that are shiny, 
illuminated with perfectly manicured windows  T T  and even the 
people that pass by them shine  —erfectly manicured, you can 
smell wafts of their perfume and cologne as they pass  T T  the 
scent of being clean that follows them along the sidewalks  2his 
area is known for touristsAand the wealthy  ’nd what sits on 

top of it, overlooking it all are the stacks of the favela  

’ world laid in black and white, physical structure con.rms the 
wealthy have the option to look forward, directly ahead, street 
level and only see the side of glamour  2herexs active choice to 
leave that realm to look up to the sky, to the brick bo1ed stacks 
towering above  2owering above, housing thousands of people 
who are considered a diWerent type of person, race and class 
whose homes suspend over and down on the wealthy physically 

08



beneath them, and inanimately above them  

9hatxs shared though unspoken is this part in the road  2he 
entryways of the favela mountainsides guarded by police with 
.rearms draped across their chests, the barrels point in every 
direction alongside studs of blue and white police trucks  2hey 
remind us of keeping in our lines  —rescribed societal lines, 
paths, and levels, according to the status of birth  Pistory 

progresses for some and not for others  

—olice and military servicemen were among the original 
occupants of the favela in the late 8-zOs, as the government 
neglected to compensate them for their service  ’nd still, the 
government has spouts of being unable to pay the police force, 
while tasking them to be the lips of a mouth to a road which 
e1tends up into an abyss of favela  9here crowds of people are 
composed of grandmothers carrying grocery bags in 0owy 0oral 
skirts, women in pressed collared shirts and hair gel buns, walk 
alongside men carrying Styrofoam coolers wearing 0ip10ops 
and board shorts  9here everyone is a diWerent shape and si2e 
and color  ’nd when they pass that place in the road where the 

police are the lips of the mouth  T T  they disappear  

’ guarded, studded line where, from either side, life begins, 
ends, and starts again 
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Chapter 5

Larissa

H er body totally chiseled, dripping wet in a neon green 
triangle string bikini. It looks painted on her body. 

“Can I leave my keys with you? While I go for a swim?”
“Of course,” I tell her, and extend my palm.

The day is breezy, a beautiful crystal sky and under the palms 
you can hear them shimmy in the wind. Vendors saunter with 
towering umbrellas dripping with hundreds of bikinis tied to 
their shades, swaying through the sand, like a giant jellyãsh 
on earth in material form. “CamarMo, camarMo,” another sells 
shrimps in a 2at tone, on an exposed sheet pan baking in the 
sun. One passes, and then another, and their voices are similar. 
Coming from the back of their throat, “CamarMo, camarMo,” 

speaking, as if to say “take it if you want.” 

3yriad shirtless men made of bronzed muscle carry trays 
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towering with tall glasses ãlled with colored drinks above their 
heads. Others have coolers draped over their shoulders, holding 
an oversized tin can—looking contraption with charred coals and 
smoke trailing behind them .ê.ê. to grill and melt a rectangle 
shape piece of cheese on a stick!quejo coalho. “Tr’s por dez, tr’s 
por dezY” Three for ten, three for ten, another says, making his 
own rhythm of music. HeGs holding a sign for hamburgers and 
goes on to yell above the heads of the sea sitting on the sand, “ItGs 
the best hamburger youGve ever hadY ItGs natural, itGs healthy, itGs 
going to make you feel good. qouGre hungry after swimming? 
ItGs going to give you energy. Sreat source of proteinY qou need 
to eat more vegetables? It comes with tomato and lettuceY qouGll 
like it, your kids will like it, everyone in the family will like itY 
Tr’s por dez, tr’s por dezY” his voice drifts oQ as he moves down 

the beach. 

The stranger whose keys IGm holding emerges from the water 
and takes her time walking toward me. Her body sparkles, 
covered in crystal water droplets. In her thong bikini she sits 
down towel—less, right in the sand, s4uaring oQ with me. 
Her eQect is intensely dramatic as she stares at me with milk 
chocolate brown eyes .ê.ê. not so dark, not so light, just intense. 
Lhe sits present, strong, full of assurance bodied by posture that 

she is Pueen of the World. 
“I knew I could trust you,” she says, dressed in a judgmental 
tone. “qou are foreign.” Her words bounce, “That means I can 
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trust you.” 
Lhe has me stunned for a moment, and unsure why I oddly feel 
oQended. I stick out that much? I open my mouth to respond 

though she beats me to it! 
“Farissa,” she says, extending her hand. 
“Hey Farissa, IGm 3ichelle,” we shake. Brobably sizing one 

another up and down for a moment. 
“IGm from the morro there,“ and she nods to the mountain 

sitting behind metal—storied buildings across the street. 
“5ice,” I respond, “IGm from 5ew qork.” 
“Ooh chicy” she responds again with her tone eyeing me up and 

down.
“Lo whatGs it like there?” I ask her. 
“qou know how I could tell you are foreign?” she asks, 
completely ignoring my 4uestion, “6rom the way you are 

sitting. We donGt sit like this on the beach.” 
IGm leaning back on my arms, and now I want to sit up, but I 

donGt want to succumb to her unacknowledged demand. 
“qou need to be ready,” she tells me, leaving minimal room for 
me to interact, “Lometimes they sweep the beach. The moleques. 
They come down from the favela and comb the beach.“ Her 
tight curly hair moves in the wind, “qou donGt even know until 
people start yelling. Aut by then they have already hit you, 
your neighbors and have moved on to the next.” Lhe talks to 
me with outward conãdence, about something intimidating 
though in the sound of peace of the ocean breaking behind 
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her. “Obviously this isnGt right. Aut I get it. Lometimes the kids 
are bored, but mostly they need help.” Fanding her point and 
blasting my world. “ItGs the cash, camera and things .ê.ê. they 

need help.” 

6rom out of nowhere the air begins to get chopped, drawing our 
attention up to the sealine, a helicopter grazes the coast so low, 
you can perfectly see the three guards hanging out of the open 
door with their barrels pointed below. We watch it draw down 
the coast, and around the corner that phases from Copacabana 

to Ipanema. 

I turn back to her, “Lo whatGs it like there? In the favela?” I ask. 
Lhe eyes me again, scoping for my intention maybe, and then 

she leans in. 
“There are a lot of hard—working people there,” she begins, “and 
a lot of people who will spend their whole life doing everything 

right and getting nothing in return.” 
6uck. Lomeone tells you that .ê.ê. I donGt think there is any 

appropriate response but to listen. 
“3y mom raised me alone and would lock me at home while she 
went to work. Lo when I could go out on my own .ê.ê.” her voice 
lingers, “I just saw how people had things. qou know there are 
so many tourists that come and .ê.ê. you can build a relationship 
with them. 3ake the men think that you need them, and then, 
you can start asking for things. 3eals, a bus card. I know itGs not 
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good,” she continues, “and I donGt do it anymore. Aut when you 

have nothing, nothing and anything is possible.” 

Intrigued and surprised sheGs giving me all this information, 
“This city really lives in diQerent worlds,” I say to Farissa. Lhe 
looks at me twisted. I elaborate, “ThereGs this iconic perfect side, 
and the harsh segregated society which everyone knows exists 

but it can be avoided by some, like itGs hidden in shadow.”
“U shadow like it dances with the sun, right?” LheGs 4uick, 
poetic, and grins, “Fike sometimes itGs revealed, sometimes itGs 

not.”
IGm struck and in awe. “Lo what do you do now?” I ask her. 
“I work in a hotel.” LheGs smitten and smirks, “IGm saving to get 
my boobs done.” In her tall posture she lightly shimmies her 
shoulders.

Arazil is among the top ãve countries in the world for the 
most cosmetic procedures. Uccessible to everyone!regardless 
of economic class because of payment plans, and putting the 
surgery on credit. While Eio is home to world—class surgeons, 
there are also cheaper surgical options performed by un4ualiãed 
people, leaving the news to commonly re2ect on lives lost on the 
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table.

8nlike Western cultures, no one is hiding that theyGve had work 
done, but instead, shout from the rooftops that they have. ItGs 
not just the infamous Arazilian Auttlift, but also rhinoplasty, 
eyelid surgery, liposuction and thigh implants. Lurveys re2ect 
that augmentation type varies by class. While upper and upper 
middle classes fre4uent 9uropean looks of thin deãnition, the 
broader population seeks a gostosa stereotype of thick thighs and 

voluptuous ãgure. 

Historically Arazil is not foreign to the augmentation of people. 
Arazil became the last country to abolish slavery in all forms in 
FGGG. Within one year, the Arazilian government encouraged 
intermixing between the diQerent racial classes to absorb the 
blackness and Ufricanness of the country, the idea itself called 
branqueamento, or literally a “whitening” policy. In actuality, 
the policy introduced a rainbow of people considered the most 

beautiful in the world. 

Today Arazilians observe pride as one of the highest standards to 
rank and observe beauty. In augmentation thereGs ownership in 
the body. Aeing able to augment the body by choice is a point 
of pride.
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“I would like to go there,” I tell her. “To the favela.”
Her jaw drops. Her eyes get small as if trying to see through me. 
“I am here to learn everything about this culture. The favela is 
part of that and until now, IGve just heard theories about the 
favela from people who have never been, but talk about it like 
they know it,” I tell her. Lhe stays silent, with eyelids gaping 
the whites of her eyes. Oh shit, I hope I haven’t done something 

wrong. “Is that rude? Inconsiderate?” 
Her head pops back, “5ooo,” her pitch slides up as she replies. 
Then the sides of her mouth curl down, “Aut the people who 
live there donGt even want to be there. I just think youGre crazy.”
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Chapter 6

Permission to 
Land

T he sun begins to paint the sky pink. 
“We go spear cshing ov that ro,k o”er therelm she tedds 

Sel pointing ov into the IiSSing Iistan,e. ’uredy wjS dooking 

ba,k at her qith a IroppeI Haq. 
“Whatl tedd Se Sorelm w rezuest. fer response is ,asuad. wn 
a norSadi?eI tone she tedds Se about hoq shejs groqn up 
spearcshing her qhode diYe. ’he goes out on ’unIays qith her 

un,de. 
“ws that qhy you ha”e an o,topus tattoo3m w ask herl noIIing to 

the tenta,de Iraqn o”er her shoudIer. 
“0ealm she grins. “Theyjre annoyinglm she puvsl rodding her eyesl 
Saking a Sotion o”er her shoudIer as iY to grab anI pudd one 
ov her ba,k. w daugh at her reSark though shejs seriousl “’o you 
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readdy qant to go to the Ya”edal huh3m she brings us ba,k to the 

point. 
“0ea. w qoudI dike to go.m w tedd her dooking into her eyesl neeIing 

to pro”e Sy unqa”ering ,onta,t. 
“What Io you think about seeing peopde qith guns3m xarissa 

asks Se anI dooks aqayl sidentl qaiting Yor an ansqer. 
“w Sean .F.F. itjs Iiverent than the qordI that w knoql but w knoq 

that qordI eBists.m 
’he a,,epts Sy ansqer qith noIs. fer hanIs Seet padS to padS 
at the ,enter oY her ,hest anI she speaks zuietdyl intiSatedyl Sore 
read as iY w gaineI soSe other de”ed oY appro”ad w IiInjt knoq w 
qas asking Yor. Udashing this qiIe qhite sSidel “wtjs a Iiverent 
kinI oY Cra?id.m w ,an hear her padSs rub together. “0ou qidd see.m 

’he tedds Sel qat,hing the sunset.

When qe sdiIe into a taBil “Ahh .F.F. Mantagado3m xarissa speaks 
soYtdy. This strongl harI sheddl poqerYud qoSan presents hersedY 
in a tone that is .F.F. un,ertain. — tone that is a zuestion Yor 
hope oY a,,eptan,e. 1any Iri”ers qonjt go to the Ya”eda. 1any 
riIe ,oSpanies qonjt e”en perSit the trip Yor the diabidity oY 
Ianger is too high. ’o qhen xarissa askeI that zuestionDit 
qas a zuestion. wn that SoSent she is huSan. 1aybe Sore 
huSan than w Yor the qay she ,oSposeI her Iignity e”en 
qhen ha”ing to ask perSission oY another to be brought hoSe. 
We Iro”e through eSpty ,ity bdo,ks qith sparkding spotdights 
hanging ov buidIings. When qe turneI to the South oY the hidd 
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.F.F. qe passeI the arSeI podi,e sitting in their tru,ks Iotting 
the entryqay. When qe ,ross the Ya”eda dine the streetdights 

Iisappear. 

The Iri”er turns the insiIe ,ar dight onDa pra,ti,e SanIateI by 
the Ya,tion be,ause the gang shoudI be abde to see qho is in the 
,arl taking note oY qho is ,oSing inl qho is going out. The ,ar 
sdoqeI anI qe qent up. — hea”y in,dine Iraqing the sensation 

oY a ,art oY a rodder ,oaster. 
Ap 
1y spine Sedting Sore anI Sore into the seat behinI Se. 
Ap 
2is,reetdy dooking Yor hoq Su,h evort it qoudI take to dean 

YorqarI. 
Ap 
w qas ondy pusheI ba,k. 
-othing Sore than siden,e anI ,ir,de heaIdights on the 

pa”eSent. 
The roaI gentdy qinIing .F.F. w keep thinkingl We’re going to fall 
off this mountain, drive right off the side. Then out oY noqhere 
peopde begin to appear in the ,ir,des oY heaIdights. They dook 
dike statuesl as iY there add adongl born out oY Iarkness. wt starteI 

as tqo .F.F.
tqo Sore .F.F. 
a group oY Your .F.F. 
groups greq into ,roqIsl 
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,roqIs oY peopde qadking aqayl 
aqay YroS qhere qe qere going. 
xarissa Sakes a sounI oY ,di,king her tongue qhide su,king her 
teethl anI the Iri”er stops. 1y arSs press in Yudd Yor,e to open 
the Ioorl the qeight oY an edephant resisting as a dast ,he,k to 
,oncrS Sy ,oncIen,e to go on. w qadk behinI the ,ar to Seet 
xarissa on the other siIe anI dook ba,k to the Iri”er beginning 
a thirtyVc”eVpoint turn on this sdant oY an in,dine. Good luckl w 
think. 1y eyes aIHusting to the Iarknessl qe start up stepsl the 
kinI that take three striIes to ,diSb to the neBt. We begin to pass 
shaIoqs oY peopdel energeti,l Yudd oY diYel aSiIst Susi, boun,ing 

cdding the spa,e. 
OudpeI in Iarkness 
’qaddoqeI by sounI 
’diIing tones 
5ibration pounIs 
Taking SoSents 
to ,oat 
the insiIes oY your ”eins. 
wn a street Yudd oY peopde Ian,ing in Iarkness tqo bare padSs beat 

the skins oY IruSs 
We Ian,eI 
The earth adi”e 
:utrageous sqedds 
bdissYud Iroqn 
We Ian,eI 
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Antid JEL  in the Sorning qe Ian,eI. 
xarissa in”ites Se to her house. wnsiIe itjs IiSdy dit qith Yeq 
qinIoqs eBposeI to neighboring ,on,rete. Therejs a tabde anI 
qooIen ,hairsl anI an eBposeI Sattress qith a bdanket puddeI 
o”er it staSpeI qith the dogo oY a hospitad. There are Your Iu4e 

bagVsi?e bdue pdasti, bags hodIing ,dothes. 
“0ou di”e here adone3m w ask her. 
“-o. 1y Sother di”es herel but she is outlm xarissa repdies. 
AnIer shedterl stidd sharing the street sounIs. :utsiIe energyl 

beaSing to di”e onl to di”e in. 

We Irink ,ovee through the tqidight hourl qhen the earth is 
yaqning to set the tone. wn that hour the sounIs ,hange too. 
The beat oY Susi, ,adSs. . . anI sdoqdy Iisappears. :”errudeI by 
neighbors ,danking Iishes anI peopde ,adding their kiIs. 1u4eI 
sounIs oY breath anI shu4ing Yeet gra?e the qinIoq. ’tidd Yudd 

oY diYe. ;ust in Iiverent sounI.

When xarissa qadks Se out the sun bda?es the ,on,rete qordI 
arounI us. —dd oY it. The steps Ies,enIing YroS her house spdit 
addeyqaysl dineI by qadds oY reI bri,k anI gray ,on,rete. xayers 
oY buidIingsl sta,keI qith Hust enough spa,e Yor us to qadk singde 
cde. 6”erything shiYts to the saSe Pat gray ,odor. w dook up to the 
bdue sky painteI abo”el a beaSing ,apl a diI to the boB qe qadk 

insiIe.
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xarissa behinI Sel eBpdains itjs a better pda,e Yor prote,tion. 
w qadk ,oncIentdyl but Iire,tiondess. —nother ,oSes toqarI 
usl his Ya,e ,doseIl crS to poun,e. xarissajs ”oi,e Sakes an 
appearan,el “Cede?a.m 1y siIe eye gdan,es to the hanIgun 
strappeI to the otherjs hip. “Cede?alm qe re,ei”e in response anI 

qadk on. 

2es,enIing the morro o”er wpaneSa it Yeeds dike at any SoSent 
Sy badan,e qidd sdipl anI wjdd be a ,hidI on a sdiIe. w try to 
Sake Sy steps soYtl Ies,enIing anI qat,hing the buidIings 
oY wpaneSa go YroS being sSadd beneath usl to qithin range 
qith our eyedinel anI soon enoughl bigger than us. We dea”e 
Mantagado ,rossing that diYedine anI qadk toqarI the ,oast qhide 
qat,hing shaIoqs oY ,appeI hedSet heaIs peeking out oY 
arSoreI Siditary tanks rodd by. xarissa sighs anI shakes her heaI. 

w responI in sident ga?e. 

“Were you s,areI3m she asksl “Cy the guy qith the gun3m 
w pause to take Sy breath anI think oY the Sost ,ons,ious qay 

to put thisE 
“xarissa .F.F. Yor Sel seeing that qas Iiverent. w ha”enjt di”eI in a 
pda,e qhere peopde ha”e guns dike that .F.F. but w readi?e a dot oY 
peopde Io. ’o qhen w saq hiS .F.F. add w ,oudI think about qas 

hoq that is part oY your hoSe.m 

’he Ioesnjt a,knoqdeIge Sy ansqer Yuddy anI w probabdy IiInjt 
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satisYy her zuestion. ’he goes on to tedd Se that she qas YrienIs 
qith the other inIi”iIuad. wn the pastl they haI gone to s,hood 
together7 they greq up siIe by siIe. xarissa qas there qhen 
her YrienI starteI to hang out qith the Ya,tion. xarissa saq her 
YrienI daugh at their Hokes anI Irink soIa they bought hiS. 

xarissa qat,heI her YrienI go baI. 
“They Sake theS Yeed dike they are brotherslm she tedds Sel 
,rossing her arSs o”er her ,hest as iY to gi”e hersedY a hug. “The 
Sore tiSe that passesl the Sore Hokes are todIl the Sore norSad 
it be,oSes to ask Yor Ya”ors. Watch my bag, hold this money .F.F.“ 
’he starts gi”ing Se eBaSpdes. “’o you Io it be,ause itjs your 
brother. Cut YroS the other siIe .F.F. itjs not a Ya”orl itjs a test. 
— test oY trust. With e”ery test that is passeIl there ,oSes a neq 

taskl a neq test. Hold my gun, make this delivery . . .m 
“2o they readdy support ea,h other dike YaSidy3m w ask. 
xarissa rea,ts zui,kdy qith a “tsk.m “When you are qith the 
Ya,tionl you are a nuSber. 0ou are not a personl you are Hust a 
nuSberl so qhen you Iie .F.F.m she ,ontinuesl “itjs Hust another 

diYe oY a moleque.m 

w dook to xarissal “2iI you e”er hang out qith the Ya,tion3m 
—gainl she rea,ts zui,kdyl shaking her heaI. “There are horror 
stories oY Ya,tion SeSbers seeing a qoSan qho sparks their eyel 
anI they take herl they take qhat they qant. 1aybe they qidd 
tedd her beYore he Ioes itDthat he is going to keep her. The daq 

is the Ya,tionl so .F.F. you knoqlm she eBpdains. 
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— qoSan Iating a traF,ker ,an adso be by ,hoi,e. ’oSe girds 
dike itl preYer it .F.F. Ceing qith a king oY the hiddl a San qho has 
soSe poqer anI soSe Soney. WoSen ,an adso be de”erageI in 
the business Yor the betterSent oY the Ya,tion. ’he Say ser”e as a 
qat,h guarIl hanging out by the housel detting theS knoq qho 

passes by. ’he Say be useI as a tood Yor inted. 

1en ,annot ne,essaridy enter a Ya”eda qhi,h is not their oqn. 
This is ,hanging a bit YroS beYorel but it IepenIs on the morro. 
Oeneraddy qhen a San enters a Ya”eda qhi,h is not his oqnl he 
qidd be ,onsiIereI an inherent threat. fe qidd be sought outl 
stoppeIl zuestioneI by the Ya,tion. fe Say be askeI Yor prooY 
oY iIentity. GrooY that qhat he is saying is true anI that he is 
inno,ent. fe qidd be espe,iaddy targeteI iY a San is in a Ya”eda 
run by a Ya,tion Iiverent than his hoSe Ya”eda Ya,tion. fere is 
diYeVthreatening. ’o qhere Sen oY the Ya,tion ha”e diSitations oY 
hoq Yar they ,an go outsiIe oY their oqn ?onel qoSen are useI 

dike ,arIs to pday in the gaSe YroS hidd to hidd. 

’he Say be askeI to buidI a redationship qith a San YroS 
another hiddl run by a Iiverent Ya,tion. When she goes to 
that hidd shejdd take Sentad Saps oY na”igationl the peopdel the 
situation. The zuestions she ,an ask are Iiverent. The qay she 

,an break into soSeone .F.F. is Iiverent. 
“’hejs the Hueen in the Ie,k.m xarissa grins in her anadogy. 
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“Was it harI to not Hoin theS3m w ask. 
“We ha”e seen a dot oY peopde Iie YroS the Ya,tion. 1y SoS 
adqays yeddeIlm anI her ”oi,e goes high to iSitate herl “jYou want 
to end up like that dead kid on the street? Do you want that?’ w 
ne”er hung out qith theS. 2ating a traF,ker is ,oSpdi,ateI 

anI not qorth it.m 
“—nI your YrienIl xarissa3 When he qent qith theSl qhat IiI 

you think3m 
’he shook her heaI in sdoq Sotion as iY dooking Yor qorIs that 
IiInjt eBist. —s iY qithout redation to the story. “There qas no 
baI bdooIl there qas Hust nothing Sore to share.m
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Chapter 7

The Faction is 
Born

There are three predominant factions in Rio de Janeiro: 
Comando Vermelho 
Amigos dos Amigos 

Terceiro Comando Puro

For its strength and impact, we will discuss: 
Primeiro Comando da Capital
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Comando 
Vermelho

R ed Command 
also known as C.V.

The prison system in Brazil is overcrowded and a breeding 
ground for organized crime. C.V. is Brazil’s oldest crime group, 
born in the prison in 1970 and brought into the city by petty 
theft and robbery. 

The game changes in 1980, when the Columbian Cartel sees 
the corrupt Brazilian government and weak, impoverished 
communities—the favelas—neglected by the city and state. The 
organization and structure of the faction make it a reliable 
source in obtaining and distributing large quantities of drugs. 
Armed by the cartel, C.V. begins to gain control over various 
favelas in Rio de Janeiro. 

40



The faction grows by creating systems of leadership and 
providing means of employment to individuals ignored by 
Brazilian society. In 1990, C.V. has control of 90 percent of 
Rio’s favelas and is funding communal parts of societies such 
as Samba schools and political campaigns. C.V. has since grown 
presence in other parts of Brazil, Paraguay and Bolivia.

41



Amigos dos 
Amigos

F riends of Friends
also known as ADA

ADA forms between 1994–1998 by dissident members 
of C.V. To gain strength, ADA creates an alliance with 
current and former security members and with Terceiro 
Comando—another group founded by ex-C.V. members. 
Territory battles erupt in early 2000 throughout Rio de Janeiro 
as ADA gains control in North and West zones. In 2004, ADA 
takes over Rocinha, the largest favela in South America, in the 
South Zone of Rio de Janeiro.2

Where C.V. imposed rules through violence, ADA works to win 
society members by distributing handouts, providing medical 
and social services, and prohibiting minors from joining the 
faction. 
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In 2011, the leader of ADA, Nem, is the most wanted man 
in Brazil and is captured while attempting to escape from 
the PaciHcation Police in Rocinha. It is speculated that Nem 
continues to run ADA from prison. 5is second-in-command, 
Rogerio 17’, forms ties with rival C.V., and with them attempts 
to take over the land and drug trade of Rocinha. Nem, aware of 
what3s happening, sends three members to challenge Rogerio 
17’. The three men are killed. In response, Nem sends members 
from other favelas to Rocinha to combat Rogerio 17’ and C.V.9 
War breaks out in Rocinha.

Community members pass endless days with their community 
on Hre, under shootouts and grenades. The time becomes 
known as the War of Rocinha, and Brazilian military forces 
are deployed. The faction remaining is of C.V. At the time of 
this publication C.V. still maintains control of Rocinha whereas 
ADA maintains presence in the Northwestern zones of Rio de 
Janeiro.
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Terceiro 
Comando Puro

P ure Third Command
also known as TCP

To understand Terceiro Comando Puro, we must hrst 
understand t.e Terceiro ComandoI ln t.e 1ate 900gs, Terceiro 
Comando emerbed yx e-VCIzI memyersI T.ere is no so1e 
1eader, yut instead a .orifonta1 structure o— e-c.anbepa Aact 
wit. DOD to strenbt.en t.e Aresence o— Terceiro ComandoI 
Fne 1eader, ãacvo, okersees t.e drub traMcéinb actikities in 
ComA1e-o da NarZ, a —ake1a in t.e Rort. Jone o— ’io de 
2aneiroI DOD increasinb1x encroac.es on ãacvoHs territorx, and 
ãacvo brows —rustrated o— t.eir in—rinbementI ln 4gg4, .e sA1its 
—rom Terceiro Comando to create .is own orbanifation, 1ater 
énown as Terceiro Comando Puro, TCPI We yrinbs .ierarc.x 
to .is orbanifation and dec1ares war on DOD and CIzI
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ln t.e same xear, DOD creates a .idden a11iance wit. CIzI 
to wiAe out t.e imArisoned 1eaders.iA o— Terceiro ComandoI 
Terceiro Comando co11aAses and t.e remaininb memyers de—ect 
to DOD or TCPI 

TCP .as since dominated contro1 o— t.e drub trade and 
e-tortion o— 1oca1 serkices in Rort.ern and 7estern Aarts o— ’io 
de 2aneiroI5
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Primeiro 
Comando da 
Capital

F irst Command of the Capitol
also known as PCC

In 1992, security forces in São Paulo’s Carandiru Prison kill 100 
prisoners in response to a riot. Advocating for revolution and an 
improvement of prison conditions, eight prisoners form PCC 
in 1993 with a slogan: Peace, Justice and Freedom. 

Obering a community and level of protection within the 
prison system, recruitment rises and is maintained through 
mem4ership dues, which fund paying ob security forces and 
lawyers. 
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In 1999, the group organiTes a 4ank heist in São Paulo. Uhis 
4ecomes the largest theft in history, with the group stealing 
$S(1z million R)( 32 millionB. In an attempt to disintegrate 
PCC, government forces separate PCC prison leaders 4y 
sending them to prison institutions in various locations. Uhis 
supports PCC 4y creating stronger links with other crime 
groups and 4y opening recruitment in other WraTilian regions. 
PCC rapidly grows as one of the most powerful organiTed crime 
structures in South America. 

Vith C.L. as inspiration, PCC operates in a franchise system. 
Uhey hold presence in all WraTilian states, and nearly every 
country in Matin America with strongholds in Paraguay, Wolivia, 
$ruguay, and Colum4ia. Uheir international relations are tied 
in Asia and with the Italian ‘aNa group 57drangheta.:
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Chapter 8

Run

W e make plans to hear music at São Cristóvão, an 
enormous permanent fair with stalls of food and crafts 

and a whole strip of stalls with bands playing Forro, music from 
the Northeastern parts of Brazil. Larissa picks me up. “My Tio’s 

car,” she tells me, smiling as I get in. 

She’s dressed di-erently this time. More conservative maybe, 
still in shorts, though longer than frayed booty cutRo-s I’d 
previously seen her in, and what also seems to be part of 
the staple wardrobe in xio. Tonight, her shorts have a clean 
trimmed hem paired with a bodysuit that eZposes her collar 

bone and hugs her silhouette. 

São Cristóvão is in the North qone, located neZt to and partly 
under a highway. We park the car on a 4uiet street. There are 

8P



other parked cars, dark buildings tower on either side and the 
only lights illuminating the way are from the bar at the end 
of the block. In the darkness I feel energized, sparkling inside 
feeling upbeat, bouncy, light. São Cristóvão is an enormous fair 

that eZplores the Northeastern traditions of Brazil. 

Bahia, is one of the states which makes up this region. Its 
capitol, Salvador, is where the Aortuguese 9rst arrived when 
they brought people from the Bantu regions of Ufrica’s Utlantic 
coast, known today as Congo and Ungola. Aeople were also 
brought from Mozambi4ue to build and eZtort the land. In 
this region, many Ufrican traditions have been preserved closer 
to their original forms than in the respective native Ufrican 
countries themselves. While traditions would evolve and change 
over time in these regions in Ufrica, individuals who were 
already taken from their native land had no way of knowing of 
this shift. Und as a result, a great connection to Ufrican heritage 
has been deeply, and with a profound historical authenticity, 

preserved in Brazil. 

Seven hundred stalls of handicrafts, drinks, food, and a lot of 
music. We were going to dance and eat acarajé, made from 
ground blackReyed pea dough, fried in palm oil, smothered 
with delicately diced tomatoes, onions, spicy peppers, and dried 
shrimp. It can be 9lled with vatapá, a typical UfroRBrazilian 
cuisine, made of cornmeal, coconut milk, peanuts, shrimp, 
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pepper, and palm oil. Hnlike the Carioca preference of staying 

away from spicy food, these dishes are all about it. 

Us we make our way down the block, I turn to Larissa and! 
“Michelle” she puts her hand on my shoulder “Stop.” Ger 

words slice with sharpened ends.
Confused and wideReyed, my breath cuts. 
“Turn around and walk 4uickly.” She’s 9rm. Arecise.
She laces her hand in mine. 
My body taken with her, leaving my soul to linger and wonder, 

“What ar—“ 
“Faster,” she tells me. 
Ull I can think is! 
“Michelle, faster,” and again I do what she says because she is 

9rm. Arecise. 
We keep moving, hand in hand but I can’t even feel her 

9ngertips because! 
“Michelle, run ”
The road draws into a hill, and all I know is our sprinting 

breath. 
In, out, in, out.
“?o,” she says, under her breath
In, out, in, out. 
In that moment everything 
goes to white noise. 
I trusted Larissa. .5.5. but do I really0 
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I Yust met her at the beach. 
Und why is she taking me to run away, away from the light0
I look to her
Time running out in slow thickness.
My gaze is connected to her, and her .5.5. 
That’s when the white zooms me out 
I hear breath again. 
In, out, in, out. 
But it’s not mine, it’s not hers. 
Someone inside of me starts to plead, 
“God, I know I haven’t believed in your entirety, but please be with 

me now.” 
We round a corner. 
“Filho da AHTU ” Hnder her breath she is 9rm, precise. 
The road is lined with gated apartments, we stop our running 

feet, 
“Gey  G1O ” Larissa yells with a dragon’s breath, gripping 
onto the metal gate of the 9rst apartment building. “Let us in  

Alease ” she cries. 
Through a glass door, maybe twelve yards away, a man in a 
whiteRcollared shirt sits staring at us with his belly hanging over 

his pants. 
Ge shakes his head .5.5. con9dent. 
We sprint to the neZt building, death gripping the frame as 
imprisoned by the free outside, vibrating into the gate, “Alease ” 

Larissa cries, “Alease ” 

j2



Ugain, a dozen yards away a glass door. The whiteRcollared shirt 

gatekeeper shakes his head .5.5. con9dent. 
We continue to each gate, piercing the air with screams
begging to be on the inside!whatever the inside is, away from 

the outside, 
whatever the outside is becoming. 
For the 9rst time in my life, I don’t know if I will get out of this. 
For the 9rst time in my life, I don’t have the ability to assume 

time, to assume life. 
We ring into the third .5.5. 
Fourth .5.5. 
Und the 9fth gate, not until the 9fth gate
that opens Yust before our running sandals halt in smoke. 
The doorman closes it behind us and locks it with a key. 
We rush into the building and before one more moment passes, 
Larissa’s arms wrap around me, melting her entire being with 
mine. I can feel her buzzing out of her skin, holding my soul as 
she gives me the bass of her pounding heart. She kisses me on 

the cheek, and we sway back and forth.

“I heard you screaming and saw him running behind you,” the 
doorman interrupts our moment. Larissa cups her hands on 
either side of my head. 3ur eyes lock. “I didn’t want to scare 
you. I had to get you to move 4uickly but calmly,” she tells me 

solemnly. 

jD



She goes on to tell me how she saw the shadows of three 
men. Two of them were holding riEes the size of their bodies. 
Laying them along the horizon, drawing a line pointing to the 
shadow of the third pinned against a wall, right there on the 
side of the road. When Larissa saw them, they saw us. That’s 
when one riEe adYusted its point to the sky, pointing to the 
same ?od I had asked for help .5.5. and he, too, started to run. 
Larissa took us around the corner as a way to duck. If we cut 
through traFc, there would be no bene9t, no saving, no sure 
security. “Criminals hold up cars all the time here,” she tells me. 
“Sometimes they make barricades, sometimes it’s by surprise .5.5. 
many people don’t drive at night because of it.”

I can’t imagine what would have happened if her perspective 
were no di-erent than mine. “Oou okay0” she asks, her hands 
cupping my face again. “Oou’re not saying anything.” Gonestly 
.5.5. I’m not panicked. I’m not scared. My heart isn’t even 
beating. I’m Yust .5.5. there. Taking up space .5.5. unable to believe 
that this reality .5.5. is real. I can’t imagine what would have 

happened if her perspective were no di-erent than mine.

We wait for some time in a lobby of silence. 

Shells of shivering souls. 

When we thank the doorman and leave Eoating to the car, we 
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drive in silence, arriving to the Lagoa. The Lagoa, or lake, is 
shaped like a heart, in the center of xio, with lush plants, trees 
.5.5. U place of peace, where from any point, the view is of the 

city skyline across the way. 

We walk onto a dock cutting into the water heart. Lights from 
the buildings shimmy over the water. Still silent, we lay down 
with our hearts to the sky, melting breath on top of spines, 
dipping our heads o- the edge, to soak in the dancing light. 
Hpside down we gaze at the world across the way. The world 
that we had Yust come out of, the world that we are actively part 

of .5.5. 

Larissa laces her hand in mine.
I hold on tighter. 
We are nearly strangers. 
Tonight .5.5. we are each other.
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Chapter 9

Jeitinho

S everal days later I meet Larissa again at the beach. She walks 
up with this this radiating con,dence and a posture that 

saysW It doesn’t matter what someone thinks of me, what matters 

is what I think of them. I like this about her. 

xe catch up momentarily about our past e“perience togetherW 
TMhe thing isW AichelleW situations like that happen. ’nd itfs by 
normal peopleW maybe those guys were with the CactionW maybe 
they werenft. Mhe news plays this kind oC story every single day. 
Aany wonft be surprised by this storyW but no ”arioca will like 

it.H 

T?as that happened to you beCoreNH I ask her. 
TYoWH she tells meW with a tone oC secure ,nality. T5ou know 
whatW thoughW I really only Celt scared when I got homeW and had 
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time to think. In the momentW you have to be brave.H 
xe both pause to breathe into the crashing ocean waves. Tzut 

youfre doing okayNH she asks me. 
T5ea. Ifve realiRed that the way you or maybe anyone Crom —ioW 
observes whatfs happening on the street is diFerent than the 
way I do. xhen I look aroundW itfs to take in scenery thatfs new 
and diFerent to me. zut what I realiRed is that when you look 

aroundET 
TItfs Cor protectionWH she interruptsW cutting me oF. 
I nod silently. 
Txe have to. xefre in —ioWH she addsW as she smirks and puts her 

palm on my back. 
T!oda.H FuckW I sayW and it breaks the tension as she laughs. 
TOven the way you curse is cuteZH She remarksW T5our accentW itfs 

very cute.H She sighs and we ,nd a spot oC lay on the sand. 
TGtherwiseW how has your time beenNH she asks. 

I tell her about how Ifve been e“ploring the neighborhoods 
in qona Sul. Qoing to a museum in ”entroW a dance class in 
zotaCogoW and how nice everyone has been. Mhe people have 
this Cearless outward energy and con,denceEnoW desireEto 
create conversation. Mhey share beautiCul uni6ueness in the 
way they pump love at each otherW Cree in complimenting one 
anotherW encouraging happiness and support in whatever the 
other individuals are saying.  uite an ironic diFerence Crom our 

story the other night. 
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Txefre really embracive rightW itfs like a hug.H She smilesW 
crossing her arms in Cront oC her chest .;.;. Tzut 7ust because 
youfre Criends with someoneW doesnft mean you can trust themWH 
she adds. ’ stop sign on ,re lit by her words. T5esW you can have 
CriendsW have Cun togetherW go outW drink .;.;. but it doesnft mean 
you can leave your purse with them.H She tells me with certitude 

as iC this applies to humankind in general. 

I try to organiRe what shefs saying8 this concept seems 
outrageous to meW TSo .;.;. why would you be Criends iC you 
canft trust someoneNH I ask in speculation. She walks me around 
an e“planationW which really is 7ust repeating what she had 
previously stated. Txhy would anyone spend time with these 
kinds oC CriendsNH I respond. ?er eyebrow CurrowsW conCused 

with meW like how could I be asking these 6uestions. 

She rewindsW TAichelle. ?ave you heard oC the term jeitinhoNH 
I shake my head in silenceW no. 
TIt is a way to take advantage oC another. Itfs not harmCulWH 
her pitch slides up deCensively. TItfs a way to be better than 

somebody. zecause itfs satisCying to winWH she says with a smirk. 
Ay Cace scrunches and my head cocks backW Txin whatNH I ask. 
TMhe situationWH she replies in a tone that it is obvious. TIt is 
knowing that someone is better than the other because they 

trick the situation.H 
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Mhis makes me Crustrated. ’ngryW waryW skeptical .;.;. mad. 
Tzut itfs innocent.H She e“plainsW T5oufre at the bar. ’nd 
someone starts a conversation with youW and they ask you iC you 
want to share a drink. 5ou orderW have some more conversationW 
and aCter some time they leave. xhen you go to leaveW you realiRe 

they have leCt you with the bill. Jeitinho.H 
Txhy do people do thisNH I ask. She takes it Cor a moment in 

contemplation. 
TAaybe itfs because everyone does it. Aaybe itfs because itfs 

been happening Cor so long itfs 7ust part oC us.H 
TSo how do you interact with thatNH I askW T?ow do you call 

someone out on thatNH 
T5ou donft.H ?er response is 6uickW T5ou play better.H
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Chapter 10

Soli

T here’s six of us standing in a circle in the middle of a 
sidewalk, Monday night at Pedra do Sal. A part of Little 

Africa sacred with rich historical importance. 

Recognized in 2005 as a quilombo, an area founded by fugitive 
slaves, an area of resistance and freedom for Afro-Brazilian 
descendants. This deeply important step of recognition for 
gaining rights to the land predates the period (1850–1920) 
when freedmen and freedwomen arrive in search of work, a 

sense of community, religion, and heritage. 

Grounded in black ancestry, Pedra do Sal is the site where 
chorinho, a type of music that blends traditional African and 
European sounds originates, in addition to Samba Carioca. 
Music with great importance in Carnaval, another tradition 
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born here. If you want to know the real history of Brazil, listen 

to the lyrics of samba. 

An intimate cross of alleyways, Pedra do Sal is calm during 
the day and ;ooded with life at night. Body to body, 
people move through currents of seas of people through a 
cobblestone alleywayj it feels like the entire city has come for the 
Roda da Samba. Played without microphones and only with 
instruments and natural voice, it echoes up the colorful colonial 
building walls. An intimate Yoy-Klled concert lined with local 

food and drink vendors. 

“elling over the instruments, I’m here with new friends who all 
are so wonderful. ”ind, oHering to pick me up to ensure I would 
arrive safely, and checking in with me during conversations, to 
conKrm I’m understanding everything, that they’re not talking 

too fast and that I understand all the Yokes. 

A man approaches us, 6Excuse me,W he says bowing his head, 
and we make a gap for him in our circle. Fis name is Soli, a 
six-foot-seven oversized friendly giant gentleman. Fe tells us 
that he’s the doorman at this bar and informs us of the specials 
of two-for-one Brahma beer, bem gelada 6good and cold,W he 
says, continuing that when we’re ready, he’ll seat us at the best 

table in the house. 
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qe smile, thank him, and then he hones in on me, asking for 
my attention. !rom the other side of the circle, he extends his 
hand, and reintroduces himself, putting his free hand to his 
heart and bowing his head once again. I give him my name, and 

he responds, 
6Michelle. It’s very much a pleasure. I would like to get to know 

you. Can I give you my phone numberDW 
Clearly, I’m on the spot and my eyes Luickly scan the faces of 
my friends. They are all smiling in wide eyes, nodding up and 
down. I accept, and after I hit save and put my phone away, we 

say our goodbyes and our group begins to walk away. 

The street lined by caipirinha vendor carts packed, 6Michelle—W 
I hear booming on top of the crowd of heads. I turn around 
and see the friendly giant gentleman above the rest. Fis smile 
beaming white, with his hand to his heart, 6It’s very much a 

pleasure,W he calls. I smile, and continue on in the sea of people. 

Soli and I begin to meet in diHerent places in the city to walk. 
Parks, markets, sharing beers, we exchange our cultures, music, 
and pass hours laughing at the way we imitated each other’s 
languages. Fe speaks English like an announcer. Ueep and in 
exaggeration, louder than necessary, dragging out his words. 
As if each letter were part of a parade, making us wait in 
anticipation. 6“ess-ah—W was a typical sound of agreement. It’s 

passion, he speaks in passion. 
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Soli is the one who teaches me Portuguese, to speak well, 
to speak eloLuently, and how to respectfully contribute to 

conversation with integrity. 

Fe tells me about how the only reason he was able to get an 
education was because of íula. The most recent controversial 
president who was imprisoned for corruption. 6But here’s the 
thing Michelle,W he says to me, sitting on a park bench, 6he 
was taking some money, so what, what he was giving was much 
more.W Soli’s tone pleads.

íula’s platform has been the inclusion of all Brazilians, and his 
laws and programs supported those who had never received 
support3those most in need. :nder íula, the most recognized 
(and controversial) Bolsa !am7lia Program was created to unify 
funding programs of education and access to food. Between 
200G–201?, Bolsa !am7lia lifted G? million Brazilians out of 

extreme poverty by providing monthly Knancial stipends. 

qhen the program was launched, there were two concernsH 
the program could discourage entry into the labor market and 
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a possible increase in birth rates among beneKciaries. These 
concerns are openly discussed in various economic classes in 
Brazil. It’s widely discussed that the program is abused, and 
those who are not in need are applying and receiving funds. 
Research has shown, though, an increase in the participation 
of beneKciaries in the labor market.? !urther research did not 
Knd an increase in the birth rates of female beneKciaries in the 

country.I

In 2018 a federal Yudge ordered the arrest of íula for money 
laundering by a civil servant. 

Soli freely exposes the pride he has for his country. And how the 

poor must prevail. 

6“ou know Soli,W I admit, 6I have been thinking that I would 
like to leave my apartment and move into the favela.W To 
truly understand and connect with people and place, we 
cannot Yust come in and observe. Participation3continuous 
participation3is critical.
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Chapter 11

Babilônia

H is eyes are wide, and he’s silent. The corner of his 
mouth draws to a beaming grin. We stare at one another 

in what seems like slow motion. Then Soli begins to speak, 
diMerently. Aore real, somehow. Is if v had gained some other 
le“el of appro“al v didn’t know v was asking for. Bvt’s a diMerent 
kind of zra”il,L he tells me. Bv can help you,L he continues, 

ôashing his wide white smile.

Two days pass, and v meet Soli on the coast in Ceme. We’re 
going to zabilénia, to the apartment of a friend looking for 
a tenant. zabilénia shares a hill with  hapUu Aangueira, two 
fa“ela communities, which, until the past se“eral weeks had been 
run by two diMerent factions that ha“e been in and out of turf 
war. vt has been all o“er the news.6.6.6Aost recently, bloodied 

bodies ôoating in the sea between 4rca and Ceme.
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We catch two moto ta;is at the mouth of the hill. Soli is in front 
of me, and v can’t help but think how the bike looks so small 
beneath his giant frame. We follow switchbacks and the road 
!ust .6.6. ends. Cike the bulb of a plant with corridor alleyways 
of tiny roots drawing into hidden paths. We slip into a center 
corridorG the ground looks as if someone kicked a bucket of 

concrete and it spilled o“er the land. 

The area has been taken with care though, the walkway painted 
in pale blue, along with the walls, it feels calm and serene and 
like v can take a deep breath and breathe. The buildings around 
us are short enough, two or three stories high and standing in 

the middle of this narrow corridor v feel tall. 

We knock on a broken wooden paneled door and wait. BIyPL I 
“oice shines down as if Rod were talking from abo“e. 4p the 
wall there is a man in a red shirt, !ean shorts and one bare leg 
swinging outside the window. With the back of our heads to 

our necks, 
B?eace my brotherPL Soli yells. 
Oed shirt is to the point, BWhat are you doing5L Yrm. Soli 
e;plains we are waiting for a friend, to enter the house .6.6. Oed 

shirt brut in his response, BWhat is the name of your friend5L 
BTinho,L Soli yells up the wall. 
B—oohPL Oed shirt re!oices, rela;ing back into the window 
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frame, BTinhoP Eou didn’t say hi to anyone here, v thought1B 

and our con“ersation cut as Tinho answers the door. 

Soli gi“es the introduction, and we shake hands. He welcomes 
me in Yrst, tra“ersing wooden plank steps, une“en in si”e and 
angle. Tinho’s “oice is gentle as we ascend, BWhen you mo“e, 
you will ha“e to pass the Yrst few days with me. So the people 
can see you, get to know your face, and know that they can trust 

you. vf you walk alone .6.6. they will think you are a spy.L 

v ask Tinho about how the situation is and he tells me about 
how the wind was studded by cracks of Yre !ust ten days prior. 

Bzut it’s calm now, it’s safe. T ? has won.L
BThey were Yghting  .0.5L v ask. 
BEea,L he sighs, Bzut now it is safe.L Tinho pushes open a dark 
wooden door to the house.

The space is gray concrete and the roof, sits maybe two feet 
abo“e my head. There’s a humble entry way and a picnic bench 
table under a hanging yellow light. There’s an intimate kitchen 
with mismatching utensils, a bar counter, and a hammock in a 
corner reading nook.  olorless and dimly lit, past a doorway, it’s 
furnished with an open window ad!acent to red shirt, who was 
still sitting in the windowsill and wa“ing happily as we enter the 
room. We are so close, surely, we could both sit with our legs 

hanging out the window, holding hands from either side. 
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-“erything would be included. Water, electricity, internet for 
7,NNN zra”ilian reais. 7,NNN reais. -;pensi“e for one room in the 
fa“ela, it should ha“e been xNN reais, ma;. v defer to a polite way 

out1 BCet me think about it, Tinho.L
BEes, let us think about it and we will tell you,L Soli adds. 
v look to Soli and back at Tinho, BHe’s talking like we’re mo“ing 

together.L 
We laugh and Soli continues, Bv am always around here, v feel 

like v am home.L 

Is we lea“e and descend the hill by foot on stone steps, we 
are slowed by three men in ôipZôops, hunching forward and 
carrying construction sandbags larger than their frames at the 

nape of their necks. 
BHonestly Soli,L v whisper to him, Bit is e;pensi“e for an 

apartment in the fa“ela.L 
He’s without hesitation, Bv can help.L He gi“es me this silent 

signal as if saying, just wait a minute. 

We arri“e to the bottom of the hill, walk twenty yards through 
a concrete wall alleyway and emerge on the beach in Ceme. 
Sparkling blue, men and women in bikinis scatter the beach 
playing “olleyball and fute“élei. We pause under a tree. Bv can 
oMset some cost by gi“ing weed to Tinho,L Soli says to me, eye 
to eye. Bv know he will buy it anyway, so it will sa“e him money 

x8



because v will gi“e him a good deal.L Soli had thought it all out. 
He tells me where he gets weed from in the Corth Done, and 
that he does business with a friend of a friend of something else 

.6.6. BCet me talk to him. He knows me, he will say yes,L he says.

Then Carissa’s “oice echoes in my mind, BJust because you’re 
friends with someone, doesn’t mean you can trust them,B v smile 
gently, put my hand on his shoulder as if all v can see is his 

generosity, BThank you Soli, v will Ynd another way.L 

His brow furrows and lips pierce as we get into a ta;i. v’m 
dropped oM Yrst, outside a “ery wellZmanicured gated home that 

makes me feel like Oapun”el in her tower. 

That’s the last v hear of Soli.
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Chapter 12

Paciocatin�

“The gunrwe teno fn vfw rse hfuw- 
nfnp-of,l ohe eceiowyiyod teno fuol te ifuca hemw 
gwenmae- gfyng fkl ,cu.e- fv -.fIe gfyng u, mcc 

fsew ohe vmsecmz 
”o tm- cyIe m tmw 8fnezPR 

J miyrimoyfn y- ynowfauiea yn 2yf ae 0mneywf yn bjjRl tyoh 
ohe fU6eioyse fv we.fsyng oewwyofwymc fiiu,moyfn Ud ohe 

vmioyfn-l mna of Uwyng -fiymcl hemcohl mna -mnyomoyfn ,wfgwm.- 

ynof ohe vmsecm-z 

The Jmiyrimoyfn Jfcyie 9nyo-l Inftn m- 9JJl mwe iwemoea Ud 
mcwemad owmynea mna tfwIyng ,fcyie fAiew-l thf hmse Ueen 
owmynea of unaew-omna ohmo mnd ,ew-fn vwf. fw yn ohe vmsecm y- 
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ohe ene.dz Thed mwe weowmynea yn if..unyod ,fcyiyngz 

1 hmnavuc fv if..unyoye- mwe yaenoyrea of ,ycfo ohe ,wfgwm.z 
2e-yaeno- mwe gysen nfoyie fv y.,ce.enomoyfnl mna vmioyfn 
.e.Uew- 4ee of msfya ifn4yio tyoh 9JJz The awf, yn syfcenie y- 
Wvmc-ecdC y..eaymoel mna m- m we-ucol ohe gfsewn.eno aeoew.yne- 
Jmiyrimoyfn y- of wfcc fuo yn esewd vmsecm yn 2yf ae 0mneywfl 
maawe--yng fne vmsecm ,ew .fnoh unoyc ohe bjOG Bfwca qu, mna 

7cd.,yi xm.e-z 

The ynyoymoyfn fv -fiymc ,wfgwm.- thyih gmse hf,e of we-yaeno- 
4mocyne-z qf..unyod ienoew- mwe Uuyco Uuo nf fne y- hywea 
of wun ohe.z xmwUmge ifcceioyfnl ohfugh ,cmnneal y- -,fwmayi 
mna unwecymUcez 3m-yi -mnyomoyfn we.myn- m- ohe -fuwie- thyih 
if..unyod .e.Uew- hmse Uuyco ohe.-ecse-z The 9JJ EuyiIcd 
Ueif.e- unaew-ewsea mna unaew-omkeaz The vmioyfn- weouwn of 
oheyw .mwIea oewwyofwye- Ud UwyUyng 9JJ vfwie .e.Uew- thf 
tewe cevo tfwIyng vfw ohe gfsewn.enol tyohfuo Ueyng ,mya 

-uAiyeno cysyng tmge-z

xfsewn.eno weifgny8e- ohe ifnoynumnie fv vmioyfn ,we-eniel 
mna m Ufnu- ,wfgwm. y- y.,ce.enoea of mtmwa 9JJ .e.Uew- 
thf Iycc -u-,eioea iwy.ynmc-z 3funod fn hema- we-uco- yn mn 
y..em-uwmUce nu.Uew fv .fuwnyng ,mweno- iwdyng “He was not 

a trafficker; he was a student.P 
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9JJ vffo ,mowfc- ifnoynuel tyoh -of,pmnapvwy-I -emwihe- 
eSewiy-ea u-yng .emn- fv hmwm--.enol eSmioyfnl mna mioyse 
-hffoyngz The Ufnu- ,fcyid cmoew ihmnge- of wetmwa Um-ea tyoh 

ohe weauioyfn fv hf.yiyae- mna wfUUewye-z 

The 9JJ iwemoe- ,f-o- yn ohe vmsecml tyoh oheyw -eo fv cmt- mna 
hfuw- fv auodz 1o yo- -yael if..unyod cmt- mna wegucmoyfn- mwe 
ayiomoea mna u,heca Ud ohe vmioyfnz Thy- cemse- we-yaeno- yn ohe 
.yaace fv mw.ea 9JJ vfwie yn maayoyfn of mw.ea fwgmny8ea 

iwy.ez 

Jmiyrimoyfn ifnoynue- of aesecf, tyohfuo -owmoegd fv ,wfgwm. 
esmcumoyfn fw ohe .fnyofwyng fv ,wfgwe--z 2e,emoea ,wfUce.- 
ifnoynue of wfcc fuo of ohfu-mna- fv if..unyoye- miwf-- 2yf ae 

0mneywfz 

”n bjO;l 2yf ae 0mneywf Uyccyfnmywe <yIe 3moy-oml thf y- vunayng 
ohe 9JJ .moewymc Uuageol gfe- UmnIwu,oz Jcu..eoyng fyc ,wyie- 
cema 3wm8yc of eifnf.yi iwy-y- mna -eiuwyod Uuageo- mwe iuo Ud 
;b ,ewienoz 9JJ vfwie- mwe geooyng ,mya .fnoh- cmoel yv mo mccz 
9JJ vfwie .e.Uew- hmse yniwem-yng ynse-oea ynoewe-o of miie,o 
UwyUe-z The se-o- mna ,y-ofc- mwe nfo eEuy,,ea tyoh ynoeccygeno 
-ewsyie- fw tem,fn owmiIyngl mna ohed Uegyn -eccyng mna owmayng 

fn m UcmiI .mwIeo f,ewmoea mna ,cmdea Ud ohe vmioyfn-z 

Bhmo te -ee ofamd y- ohe 9JJ mw.ea fn fne ifwnew mna 
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owmAiIew- f,ewmoyng fn ohe fohew -yae fv ohe ifwnewz Bhen te 
-ee f,ewmoyfn- fv ifn4yio yn ohe vmsecm ofamdl yo y- 9JJ .e.Uew- 
tmnoyng -f.eohyng=.fned=vwf. ohe vmioyfnz >hffofuo- 

-,mwIl ,uooyng esewdfne yn ohe if..unyod mo wy-Iz 

1- ohe -omoe mna vfwie- temIenl ohe vmioyfn -owengohen-z 3eimu-e 
ohe vmioyfn y- ifn-y-oenocd ,mdyng fk ohe 9JJ .e.Uew- of cemse 
ohe if..unyod mo ,emiel we-yaeno- fv ohe vmsecm iyoe m -mvew 
if..unyod then ohe vmioyfn y- yn ifnowfcz Bhyce we-yaeno- .md 
-md ohe vmsecm y- Ueooew nft ,f-opJmiyrimoyfnl ohe we-uco fv ohe 
,wfgwm. tm- cmwgecd ynekeioyse vfw yo aya nfo aecysew fn yo- 
,wf.y-e-z
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Chapter 13

Sky on Fire

D umping rain beats the bus amplide,w ce are sar,ines in 
a tin .anF okllkcing the .kastlinew the bus .uts ,arvene, 

streets nkc turne, tk rifers kC Ekpa.abanaF yarlier tk,aI R 
mkfe, tk the Cafelaw an, as the bus passes the zapunqel .astle 
R hafe been lifing inw R thinv hkc strange it isw chen skmechere 

ce vnkc .an Wui.vlI be.kme .lkse,w .kl,w an, CkreignF 

Te emerge tk the .kast kC Rpanema tk fiec the mknstrkus sea kC 
.rashing cafesF Ahun,er shaves intk the cin,kcsw ce .kntinue 
up Nfeni,a ’ieImeIer alkngsi,e the mkuntain rangeF Ahere are 
nk pekple tk get kn the busw it hasn t stkppe, in a minute an, 

there s maIbe a ,kqen kC usF 

Ns ce arrife tk the mkuth kC the Cafelaw usuallI Cull kC liCe F7F7F it s 

,esklate F F F 
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Nll but Ckr lkne tkcering streetlights ampliCIing ,iagknal ,ashes 

kC caterw thi.v as a s.hkkl kC dsh .utting the airF 

Ahere s sk mu.h caterw maIbe tkk mu.h caterw the hill has 
turne, intk a s.eni. fiec kC a rushing rifer pkuring ,kcn the 
prin.ipal rka,w pkkling at the base kC the busF R get up cith the 
restw stan,ing in single dlew caiting betceen blue plasti. seats 
chen a zap ele.trk.utes the airF Eklle.tife gasp shk.vs kur fiec 
kut the cin,kc cat.hing a tkcer kC pkcerlines tip in slkc 

mktiknF 
Rt leans mkrew 
mkrew 
mkrew 
an, dnallI .rashes intk ankther 
Ak blast the .kr,s Crkm .knne.tikn 
Te cat.h them sparv an, Gip in eferI ,ire.tikn setting the svI 

kn dre 
embellishing the night in krange sparvs kC light 
Difing intk the bk,I kC cater beneath the bus 
Ahen entire Cafela is .ape, in ,arvness 
!”et kx the bus4 ”et kx the bus4H Ahe ,rifer alifew s.reaming 

tk an armI dghting ba.vw !Drifew ,rife4H 
R m shk.ve, an, ckr,less an, .an knlI see his eIes in the 
rearfiec mirrkrw Car ,kcn the aisle lkkving ba.v tk usF !Ahe 

cater is ele.tride,4H pekple are Ielling dlling anI gap kC skun,F 
Rt taves the ,rifer mklasses minutes until he maves the ne-t 
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mkfe an, pulls Ckrcar,F 
Le stkps in Crknt kC a hktel ma,e Ckr kneMnight stan,sw 
!”et kx4H he saIsF 

Ahe ,kuble ,kkrs sli,e kpen an, pekple dle kutF Ns R stan, kn 
the dnal step it s sk ,arvw but R .an still see ,arv liWui, pkuring 
beneath mI Ceet an, R 5umpw leaping kne san,ale, Ckkt in Crknt 

kC the kther tk lan, kn the .kn.rete un,er the .ra.ving svIF 
R Ckllkc the kthers an, run Ckr .kferF 

Ahere s skmekne at the hktel in a tan .klkre, shirt hkl,ing the 
,kkr kpen an, cafing Ckr us tk .kme inF Te are cel.kme, tk 
a ,arv hallcaIw mustIw cith ,imM.klkre, .hairsF !—et me see iC R 
.an mave a .allwH skmekne saIsF Ahere is nk caI R .an nafigate 
mI caI hkme in the ,arvF LknestlIw gking alkne F7F7F R ,kn t 

reallI cant tkF 

!Ahe knlI caI up is bI CkktwH the same perskn kn the phkne 
e-plainsF !PI Crien, ,rifes a vkmbi but he sai, that iC he .kmes 
,kcn the hillw he ckn t be able tk get upF Ahe entire hill is 

Gkk,e,FH 
!Rmagine the rats that are in the caterwH ankther a,,sF 
!Nn, the secage an, trashwH skmekne agreesF 
N stkrm ma,e tk cash the hillF 

Te all pause in ,arvene, silen.eF Rt s ninew tenw elefen k .lk.v 
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an, mi,night passes cith a teasing svIF Ahe skun, kC cater 
.alms an, rains har,er in minutesF Nn, ce pass ankther hkurw 
tck hkurs listening tk that rhIthmF Nt this pkint R dgure 
ce re here until mkrningw an, a mkther cith .hil, a,,s tk 
the skun,w !Tell chen this is all kferw Iku re all cel.kme tk 
mI hkuseF Ekme saI hellk anI timew R life a.rkss the street 
Crkm the grk.erIB$ai e oilhaBIku vnkc it0 Ahe hkuse cith 
the gate0H arkun, that mkment ce re kxere, skme repriefew 
the hktel atten,ant .alle, tk us Crkm the ,kkrB!Ahere s a 
vkmbi therew kn the kther si,e kC the .krnerFH —ive .hil,ren kn 
Ehristmasw ce get up an, ,ashF Ya.v in kpen air maIbe the rain 

has lightene,Bbut R m still skaving cetF 

Te pile intk the chiteMCrame, fanF Ahree rkcs kC seatsw ce sit 
kne kn tkp kC the kther an, pass .rumple, cet zeal tk the 

,riferF zO “F?6F 

Darv an, silent as R lkkv arkun,w nkti.ing the kutline kC 
,rkppe, 5acsw a grkup kC pekple in a .klle.tife mkment kC 
shk.vF Ns the fan begins tk ,rifew there s nk fisibilitI in the 
Crknt cin,kcF Ahe cipers Wui.v beating si,e tk si,e F7F7F it s nkt 
enkughF ;ku .an Ceel the .klle.tife hkl,ing the breathF Lere R 
realiqew maIbe ce ckn t mave itF Dracing up the hillw the fan is 

slkc an, the in.line is Wui.vlI steepF 

!Spen the ,kkr4H the ,rifer Iells ba.vw !Ahere are pekplew help 
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them4H Ack men stan,w hun.hing in the metal Cramew kne prkps 
kpen the ,kkrw an, the kther tave a vneew e-ten,ing his arm 
kut kC the mkfing fan intk the rainF !Ekme kn4H he Iells intk 
mu9e, airF R cat.h tck han,s rea.h Crkm the ,arvnessw tk grab 
his CkrearmF Le pulls them in an, thrkcs a ckman kntk the lap 
kC kthersF Ahen there s kne mkrew a taller man chk s thrkcn 

kntk the GkkrF Ahe fan ,kkr sli,es an, slams shutF 

Ahe ckman speavsw !Te cere kn a bus that Gippe, kfer bI the 
bea.hwH her ckr,s petride,F !Te lkst kur Crien,F Rt cas tkk ,arv1 
ce ,kn t vnkc chere she centFH Lkc .an this be real0 !Nn, 
there s a mu,sli,e ,kcn the hillw a hkuse cent cith itwH she 

a,,sF 
!Ahe trees are spinning in .ir.les4H Dkmekne IellsF 
Ahe ,rifer Iells !—argkw —argkH tk in,i.ate chere ce re at an, iC 

anIkne nee,s gk get kutBit s mI stkpF 

Ahe tck men are still vneeling an, .rku.he, bI the ,kkr rea,I 
tk helpw R Iell tk the ,rifer an, eferIkne tk be saCeF Ahe ,kkr 
sli,es kpenw the fan veeps mkfingw R Ceel tck han,s crap arkun, 
mI bi.epw se.uring mI step ,kcn intk anvle ,eep rushing caterF 
Ns R Ceel the han,s release Crkm mI armsw !Sbriga,a4H R Iellw 
un.ertain iC R fe efen ma,e a skun,F R hear the fan ,kkr sli,e 
shut an, R cat.h the taillights ,isappear un,er the ,arvene, 

rainF 
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R m stan,ing in the mi,,le kC the rka,w surrkun,e, bI 
threeMstkrie, ghkst buil,ingsw the svI is enkrmkus hereF R Ceel 
greatlI e-pkse,w alkne an, engulCe, in heafI sha,es kC nafI 
an, ,arv bluesF Ahe street liCeless an, .knsume, bI acavene, 
natureF R tave ankther breath an, ,ip intk the .krri,kr betceen 
,arvene, .kn.rete sta.vs kC bk- hkusesw R vnkc pekple are 
insi,eBbut it s sk liCelessw eerilI emptIw are people actually 

inside0 

R m .urle, Ckrcar,w beneath engkrge, bun,le, hifes kC hanging 
pkcerlinesF ’kbk,I paIs Ckr ele.tri.itI in the CafelaBtheI 
.knne.t mkre lines tk same .itI pkcer skur.es an, ,kqens kC 
Cat pkcerlines qigqag abkfe calvcaIs Crkm hkuse tk hkuseF 

Aknightw their entiretI hangs lkc ceighte, tk gra.e mI hairlineF 

R vnkc R am tk pass three .krri,kr allI entrIcaIs ,es.en,ing 
tk the right si,ew beCkre R .kme tk mineF ”king as Wui.vlI as R 
.anw R .an barelI seeF —kkving ,kcnw cat.hing mI pa.ing Ceetw 
fuck me, I don’t remember how many corridors I’ve countedF Lkc 
mu.h time an, ,istan.e has passe,0 R pause an, lkkv up Ckr 
skme marverF Rn the mi,,le kC ,ea, stru.turesw R am the knlI 

kne leCt kn earthF 

R lkkv leCt tk rightF
Rt all lkkvs the Cu.ving samew .kn.rete calls in the ,arvF Fuck mew 
R slap mI .kns.ikusnessF SvaIF R vnkc there is a metal han,rail 
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that 5uts intk the .krri,kr R nee, tk tave tk get hkmeF —kkv Ckr 
the han,railF R gk Ckrcar,w Ckrcar,w Ckrcar, an, nearlI pass the 

rail until R ,kubletave an, it maves me gk ba.vF 
Oh my God. 
R dn, the .krri,kr blk.ve, bI .kn.rete rubble taller than Rw as 
mI gaqe .kntinues tk ,rac upw skmekne s se.kn,MstkrI bal.knI 

.rumble, right kx the hkuseF 

Ahere s a small gap enkugh tk dt kne limb thrkugh at a timeF N 
gaping peep tk ’arniaF Sfer kr un,erw R thinvw kfer kr un,erw 
R thinvF PI kptikns ceighe, in mkmentsF Nn, reallI F7F7F it 
,kesn t matterF R hkl, mI blue .anfas bag .lkser tk mI .hest an, 

gambleF 
R step kne leg thrkugh the gap 
an, hkl, mI breath 
hkping R cill .kme kut kC this inta.tF 
R step si,ecaIsw tapping mI tkes tk dn, a lan,ing kn the kther 

si,eF 
R laI mI heel ,kcn 
an, gife it a Wui.v rk.v ba.v an, CkrthF Rt s stea,IF 
EareCul tk nkt tku.h anI e,gew 
R sen, mI hips thrkughw 
pass mI tkrsk 
an, mI hea, tk the kther si,eF 
N strategi. game kC .heating limbkF 
PI ceight transCers tk step kfer cith the kther legF 
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Nn, R 5ump as Car acaI as R .anF 

R .kme tk the tkp kC a .ase kC eightI stairsw an indnite ,es.ent at 
eightI ,egreesF Dtill anvle ,eep in rushing cater cith scaIing 
pkcerlines abkfe mI hairF Ahere s nkthing tk hkl, kntk but 
mIselC. Ahe rain beatsw leafing nk spa.e Ckr mI panting breathF R 
start speaving kut lku, 5ust tk .he.v R am still alifew You’re going 
to make it, you’re going to make it, a parrkt kn repeatF PI tkes 
s.run.h kn mI san,als beneath the caterw hkping it cill veep 

me stan,ingF 

R am alkne lkkving right tk leCtw .he.ving tk vnkc the ckk,en 
panels kC ,kkrs are knes R hafe seen beCkreF Then R get tk the 
bkttkm an, rkun, the .krnerw thank Godw R saI kut lku,F Ahere 
are 5ust si- steps kC glkrI ,rac ,kcn tk mI hkuseF Dtan,ing 
in caterw ne-t tk palm leafes in Crknt kC a ckk,en ,kkrF PI 
han, rea.hes intk mI pursew Pen, gum, cardholder, come on . . . 
Dipping in the pk.vets R pull mI trembling dngers an, the veI 
ring Gies Crkm mI grip ,ifing un,ercaterF Is this real? Defeat, 

this can’t be defeat. 

R hkl, mI breathw ,unv mI han, beneath the rushing riferw mI 
Gat palm pats bumpI stepsw cin.ing an, plea,ingw please, don’t 
let there be floating rats. Please, please talving tk mIselC you’re so 
close. R m abkut tk vneel ,kcn in the cater chen R Ceel a ringw R 
pull mI han, up an, .at.h mI kcn crist cith mI Cree han, tk 
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se.ure it in pla.eF Yes, Yes4 PI han, itselC an earthWuave R sli,e 

the veI in the ,kkr an, let gk kC mI cristF 

R kpen the ,kkr turne, Gkk,gatew cat.hing all the cater rush 
intk this treehkuse hkme kpen tk the mkuntainsi,eF R pass 
un,er the ,kkrCramew still e-pkse, tk the mkuntain kn an kpen 
le,gew in kpen airF Ahe cin, gusts .hills kn mI svinBankther 

sign that R m alifeF 

N step up tk the leCt is a massife kpen vit.henw skave, cith 
an, painte, cith mu, an, palm leafes bigger than R amF R trev 
thrkugh in slkc mktiknw ,aqe, in hkc this .an be realF R push 
kpen a se.kn, ,eep ckk, ,kkr tk a silent hallcaI .lkse, tk the 

rest kC the apartmentF 
Dtunne, R step intk the ,arvnessF 
R .lkse the ,kkr behin, meF 
R ,rkp mI bag an, R thinv it thu,sF 
Nn, tave kx mI shkesF 
Nn, pull mI shirt kfer mI hea,w stripping nave,1 R leafe mI 
.lkthes kn the GkkrF
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Chapter 14

Reset

W ith my cheek to the pillow is a view of Mother Earth. 
She’s lush and full, brilliant with emerald vines. I’m 

sheltered in three white walls and one made of glass, engulfed 

and exposed in nature. It’s so quiet, I could be the only one left. 

I sit up, get out of bed and when I slide the glass door open, I’m 
hit by air thick and wet, moving heat by gentle breeze. Stepping 
down to the wooden balcony, hanging one with the trees, 
layers of shimmering canopies, leaves sway directing beams of 
shadows and bronzed light. A teasing show of the 8reball sun. 
She’s perfect in circular rim radiating hazy brushstrokes of 
orange and red, painting the whispering sky above the mass of 

the sea. 

With the favela stacked behind and above my back, I’m on the 
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edge of the mountain cli-. jature’s orchestra hugs the space, 
tiny gray and whiteCfaced mico monkeys Bump from tree to tree 
watching the leaves shimmy and rustling their lyric. Vrashing 
ocean waves can only be heard when sounds of the exhaust 
escape the winding road from the mountain range far below. 
Tetween here and that road is a path for V.H. It’s Bungle hidden. 
“hey use it to pass from one favela to the other. I’ve been told 
that there are nights when you can hear their breath. “hat they’ll 
pause beneath the house, and they’ll sit on a ledge. I imagine the 

guns in their laps. 

!ow nature clashes to the mind, a world of people and place 

and how we entwine. 

Let me see what’s happening on the street. I get myself together 
and open the door to the house. It’s so peaceful. “he sky a 
perfect clear blue, enormous white birds soar circles ”aunting 
paradise. “he sun is so hot, everything has gone dry. I draw my 
gaze down the blue turns to gray concrete, and the steps up 
ahead of me lie streams of crumpled trash. Stagnant in place, 
forgotten by last night’s rushing water. I climb, feeling my legs 

burn, and am Bust a drop out of breath when I turn the corner. 

She’s miniature, maybe three years old, barefoot in a pink 
”eece paBama dress with a white princess printed on the front. 
Spotting me, 3“ia?Y Aunt? she yells to me gleaming, throwing 
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her hands to the air, running with pitter patter feet stopping 
with her cheeks between my knees. She wraps her tiny arms 
around my shins. 3“ia,Y she sighs and settles in. “his is the 8rst 

time I have seen her, and her me. 

Who are you my tiny angelR I think, falling in love. “hen a 
second child appears, a boy, much smaller than her, with shorts 
so tiny they look like little blue squares holding up his brown 
baby belly. !e squeals, throws his hands up in the same way as 
he scoots to us, stopping with his eyes beneath my knee. Toth 
hug onto my legs, securing me in place like a statue wearing ski 
boots. I bend forward, placing a hand on their backs, rubbing 

up and down. 

3Tom diaY Good morning, I say, adoring and ba—ed by the sweet 
love. I gaze up, assuming the next presence of an adult, but 
instead there is a third child. !e is slightly taller, also shoeless. 
3“ia.Y !e says sternly, marching toward the three of us. 3I am 
Vlayton,Y he tells me, without the sound of the letter 3oY in his 

name. 
3!i Vlayton. Is this your brother and sisterRY 
3Ges, I am the oldest,Y he tells me. 3I am the oldest,Y he tells me 

again, pointing to the center of his chest. 
3!ow old are youRY I ask. 
!e looks down at his 8ngers counting, and about a minute later 
he holds up a 8ve and one thumb. 3“ia,Y he repeats, as if to get 
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my attention that he already had. 3My pipa,Y my kite, he tells 

me, 3It is on the roof of your house.Y 
35eallyRY I respond. 
3Ges,Y he says with stern emotion in his face. 3It’s stuck on your 

house.Y 
3Well, we should look for it.Y 

“he two tinys wrapped on my legs needed no more:they both 
throw their hands up in the most grand celebration, cheering as 
they run around the corner I Bust came from. Vlayton marches 
past me with his elbows swinging by his sides on a mission. 
3Vlayton,Y I say, 3Do tell your parents that we are looking for 
your pipa.Y It’s clear this tiny general doesn’t take orders from 
neighbors as he rounds the corner without looking back to 
acknowledge I had put words into the air. I question what I’ve 
done. I pause, popping my head around looking for an open 
door, an adult, a somebody. “here is no one. Alright. I think. It 

will Bust be a moment. 

“he three of them are standing in a line, peering up at the front 
of my house. Ounny that they know where it is. “here must 
be chatter that there is a gringa who has recently moved in. 
When I open the door to my house, they run in and scatter like 
marbles. “he two tinys cheering, still with their hands in the 
air, exploring every corner and bumping into every wall. I take 
two plastic bowls and spatulas out of the kitchen cabinets and 
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put them on the ”oor  3!ere,Y I call to them, 3we have drums.Y 
“hey sit down on the ”oor with wide eyes and start banging 

away. 

3Vlayton, come this way.Y and I take him to the staircase which 
leads to the roof. !e passes me up the stairs, pushing the door 
open to the second level of scattered debris and one giant blue 
cylinder bin:the water source for the house. We stand in the 
doorway, 37o you see itRY I ask him. !e is silent. I look down 
to him and notice his eyes darting side to side, a hawk, with his 

brow furrowed and lips pierced forward in concentration. 

Standing on the roof, we’re engulfed by the thick, humid air, 
the sun beating our skin raw, being one with the mountain 
skyline. We are small, standing in the middle of cement houses 
that ascend proudly above us, splaying along the mountainous 
coast, as their density rolls down the green lush, drifting o- to 
hide beneath the earth of vibrant green tropical leaves glistening, 
tumbling, falling onto white sand that glazes crystal water so 
abundant and hazy, it’s hard to tell where the sea ends and the 

sky begins. 

Oar enough away to make an enormous building look small, 
appearing as a single grey rectangle standing on its side at the 
base of the ”oresta. ;ne word in red letters streams across the 

top of the building, 3Sheraton.Y 
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My god.

And the inside of my eyes ”ash. 
My world splits. 
And I’m transported, watching myself, watching my 8lm of the 

past. 
“enCyearsCold, peering up at a sky of pipas, I can see it on the 

inside of my eyelids. 
“he yellow tail ”aunts and ”irts with the wind, 
waving my memory to fast forward, 
warping my remembrance of walking into the hotel room, 
standing before the postcard window 
next to my father’s 8nger pressed to the glass, 
the dense boxes 
3the police won’t neever go there,Y he told me 
and I .B.B.
.B.B. don’t know if I’m breathing. 
I’m struck frozen. 
An image split. 
.B.B. standing inside 
.B.B. the very same favela 
.B.B. I watched from afar 
.B.B. eighteen years ago.
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3“ia,Y he breaks my bending mind. 3Where is my pipaRY And I 
look at him with my mouth open and nothing coming out. As 

if I needed a moment to remember who he is. 
3What color is itRY 
jo answer. !is wide eyes look up at me, an innocence masked 
in stern intensity. 3Maybe it’s on the street,Y I o-er. !e’s 

wordless as we go back down the stairs. 

Approaching the 8rst level, the two tiny ones are out of sight, 
out of sound. Oh my gosh, I lost them, I think. In the mirroring 
moment, Vlayton yells a sound, a call to order of sorts, and 
the tinys run out from two di-erent hidden directions with 
beaming smiles. “heir pitterCpattering feet dash past me and 
right out the door. Vlayton marches after them, his elbows 
tucked into his sidesD he climbs six steps before turning to where 
I stood in the doorway. !e lifts his tiny 8nger and shakes it up 
and down. Eye to eye with me he says, 3Gou see my pipa, you tell 
me.Y 
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Chapter 15

Chains

W hen I leave the house again, the rubble that I had 
climbed through the night before is gone. As if it had 

never fallen to block the top of the alleyway. The tucked away 
beco is void of life. On the main road, energy abounds, with 
storefronts open and shopworkers standing at entryways, their 
arms crossed, protecting the dark spaces behind them. There’s 
no electricity and people share a mutual feeling of intense, yet 

stoic, concern. 

I stand on the corner and wait for a white kombi van to take me 
down the hill. The next one I see slows down when I put my 
hand up to hail and get in. I can feel my thighs stick to the seat 
as I slide in, body to body with neighbors. It’s cooler outside 
than in, and immediately, I feel sweat drip down the side of my 
temple. Next to me are other women, with babies, bags, and a 
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few grandmothers in skirts. The motor bumbles the backseat, 
I can feel the vibration under my hips. It’s a short time before 
the kombi stops again to let in a man with a hat and a thick 
gold chain studded with jewels. Dripping a more-than-usual 
 ashy look for being on the hill. A look that would indicate he’s 

someone who has connection to something .z.z. 

The van is mostly silent until we pass an oversi“ed, unmarked 
box truck. The back is open and there are two men in white 
t-shirts standing on the truck platform, above a pool of people 
on the ground are shaking their hands above their heads. There 
are chosen members in the pool who have caught a grocery bag 
and elbow their way from the crowd. Others catch the dropping 
grocery bags from the truck, and continue to pass it back, over 

their heads to reaching hands. 

The man with the chain asks the van, H?ow many people 
do you think need it”— as he nods out the window. Without 
hesitation everyone speaks upP HIt’s not right,— someone says 
in a disciplinary tone. HTaking when you’re not in need,— 
another adds tsking and shaking her head. HNo, it’s not right,— 
comes from a third, balancing the chorus. HWe need to leave 
it for the people who are really su0ering,— from a fourth. The 
remarks are accompanied by this van full of shaking heads. The 
man with the chain speaks again, HBeople accept the handout. 

It’s not right.— 
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A woman in the third, ínal row of the van speaks with calmness, 
HIt’s too much.— The eight of us turn to look at her, HI have íve 
kids,— she tells us, Hand when Solsa 1am5lia was initiated, I had 
friends who told me, apply, you get free money, take it, but this is 
the reality.— ?er tone takes an elegant authority as she pauses her 
words, HIt wasn’t my plan to have íve kids. Sut I did so it’s my 
responsibility. I must put them in school, feed them .z.z. I never 
asked for money from the government. It is our responsibility as 
parents to provide. 6ome people abuse this. Sut it is not right.—
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Chapter 16

Deals

B efore I went to the favela people told me, “You’ll just 
know” when you see someone with the faction. It left me 

dissatisged, I wanted more, some kind of detail, somethinT that 
would liTht my radar.  he truth is thouTh .S.S. You just know. 
bometimes Wy the way they walk .S.S. Mhere they walk and where 
they stay. -ayWe there’s the Weep of a walkieEtalkie or their Tun 

is on display Wut .S.S. sometimes not. 

:very faction has a type of hierarchy, some more pinnacle, some 

more —at. In Teneral, there isO 

PatrãoO  he hiThest position in the hierarchy9the Woss. 2nly 
he will have word with foreiTn cartels. Mhile he may call 
in others in the decisionEmakinT processes, his gnal word is 
oWeyed.
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SubgerenteO q type of assistant manaTer who oversees activities 
includinT the handlinT of distriWution at the Boca de Fumo or 
“-outh of bmoke.” 

Boca de FumoO bpecigc unmarked locations in the favela 
operatinT like a revolvinT door to sell druTs and arms. :ach 
Boca de zumo operates as a separate entity within the faction. 
 he Boca de zumo will have success Wased on the /uality of 
the product WeinT sold9not Wy gThtinT with other factions 
for more territory.  he product speaks for itself.  here is 
(ero markinT, tarTetinT, or promotion Wecause it is not 
necessary9she ) he ) they who want the product will seek it 
out.  wentyEfourEhour service, there can We four to sevenáishD 
intermedi3rio’s sellinT in shifts. 

IntermediárioO  he middleman at the Boca de zumo. 5urinT 
the day, these individuals can We seen sittinT on a wall, a plastic 
chair, on a stoop posted up, ready to sell to those who arrive 
to Wuy. Intermedi3rios are paid Wy the faction in cash or Wy 
merchandise9dependinT on what he prefers. Yes, he. It is very 
rare to see a female in this position9not unheard of9Wut so 
rare it would seem out of place. 

OlheiroO  he eyes, watchdoTs of faction protection. 2lheiros 
post at various locations in or outside the favela, dependinT on 
what or who they are protectinT. Mhen they are protectinT a 
person, áthose hiThest in the ranksD, typically they are stealth 
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and undercover.  here can We –14<11 2lheiros surroundinT 
this individual at any Tiven time, and they will move with that 
individual reTardless of location.  here are other 2lheiros with 
a duty to protect the Boca de zumo and territory of the favela. 
 hey are often seen on the street at strateTic and specigc posts. 
bhould the police or someone of suspicion WeTin to encroach 
on the favela, it is the role of the 2lheiro to set o= a grecracker 
in warninT and walkie talkie radio notice to alert the rest of the 
faction that their territory is WeinT pushed into. In any position, 
they are Tenerally armed.
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Chapter 17

The Honey God

“W hat’s your name?” he yells back to me, through the 
wind, over his bumbling moto as we py u. the hillT 

fhe sun is beginning to zall, and the street is aliveT We qoom .ast 
cars, other motos and Muick .o.s oz lize where .eo.le walking 

the hill look zroqen in timeT 
“Iy name is Iichelle,” H .ut the .alm oz my hand on the ca. 
oz his shoulderT “Ht’s a .leasureT” Ne tilts his head back, enough 
to kee. his eyes on the road and his ear drawn enough to hearT 

“Where are you zrom Iichelle?” he asksT 
“Yew !orkj” H yell to him, leaning zorward Dust enoughT 
“Yew !ork?j” he res.onds, “but why are you in the zavela? 
Aon’t you know the dream is the other way around?” he asks, 
while .utting his hand in the air making a twisting motion as iz 

he could turn the cities in his .almT 
“9re you zrom here?” H res.ondT 
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“H am,” he nods his head as we qi. between stacked housesT 
“Well thanks zor having me in your home,” H tell himT We 
a..roach the corner where H ask him to dro. me o$T H swing 
my leg over the bike and my hair over my shoulderT 9dDusting 
the zray on my Dean shorts, H .ull 30 VTRP, 6zty 9merican cents, 

zrom my .ocket and thank him zor the rideT 
“xai com Aeus” he says, Go with GodT 

Ari..ing in the bronqe oz the sun, everyone is goldenT 
fhere are .eo.le crossing in every direction, teeny children 
with tiny blue back.acks holding handsT  eo.le coming home 
o$ motos and kombis with beaming white smiles yelling “Boa 
Noite!” to one another, waving with their arms in the air as 
iz trying to touch the skyT fhere’s music, and .eo.le gathered 
around the storezronts, sitting with tiny .lastic cu.s oz beer 
on white .lastic tables set on the street, and through a sea oz 

tad.oles and rainbow 6sh H look right 
to 
himT
Hn this world oz honey dri..ing gold, he is cris.T 
Nis sMuare Daw line drawing slightly zorward
Ae6ned 
9nd as iz we are both zroqen 
Nis eyes lock to mineT 
Nis smile grows 
Nis hands in his red short .ockets 
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standing with his legs Dust wider than his hi.sT 
9 whis.er in the wind draws .ast my ear, Who is that? 
Ne makes me want to get out oz the savory light and esca.e with 

himT 
That. Is a man. 
H rest into a sozt smile, and tilt my head in the direction oz my 
corridor, nodding to .ut my words in his mind, Are you coming? 

and continue my ste.s, getting swallowed in concreteT 

fhe street sounds mu;e to silenceT 9nd H Muickly acce.t 
making an eBce.tion to the deal H made with myselz, oz no dating 
on the hillT Hn a community that has lived here zor generations, 
ties are com.leB and dee.T Ht is my .lace to be conscious and 
res.ectzulT H am a guest, privileged to be hereT H shizt my zocus 
over my shoulder eB.ecting to see him TFTFT fhe view is nothing 
but em.ty and narrow grey, .ebble2embedded walls— there’s no 

one behind meT Really? H thinkT 

9round the neBt corner is a 7oca de EumoT H wonder iz there 
will be any neighbors around, iz today will be my day to make 
a sto.T Weed in 7raqil isn’t legal, but smoking a Doint while 
bronqing on the beach is nice, and commonT H .ut a lot oz 
thought into contem.lating buying zrom the 7oca de EumoT 
While my .urchase would be a mere 30 CP dent in their huge 
trade, it still would contribute to zunding their activities which 
zuel a negative re.utation oz the morroSincluding oz those 
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not involved with the zactionT 7raqilian zriends had told me, 
“Aon’t worry,” but H am a guest on the hillT H could buy my stash 
outside oz the zavela, zrom someone likely not associated with 
the zaction, but at the end oz the day, the .roduct would still be 

coming zrom the 7oca de EumoT 

foday as H get closer to the alleyway that di.s to my home, and 
closer to the 7oca de Eumo, it’s Dust me, and zour members 
leaning u. against the wallT “fudo bom?” H greet themT 9nd 
ask to buyT 8B.ecting to receive some kind oz comment or tease 
zrom the .erson selling to me, instead, H’m asked how much 
reais H want to s.end— he looks me in the eye as he .ulls a black 
back.ack around to his chest to hand me three rectangle sticks 
oz tightly .acked, .lastic2wra..ed dull green weedT H roll it in my 
6ngers eBamining what he handed me, taking more note oz the 
black and red Oommando xermelho sticker that held the .lastic 
together than what was actually insideT “Lervi?” Will it serve 
you? Ne asks me, and it’s like buying a .roduct zrom any other 
business in a sho.T Gltimately that is what the 7oca de Eumo 
isT fhat is what the zaction isT 9 business .roviding a means to 

lizeT 

Iy li.s .ress together, H nod once making an “mhm” soundT Iy 

gaqe dro.s, H o.en my .urse, and when H look u. TFTFT 
H am wra..ed back in honeyT 
Iy inhale sto.s in my throatT 
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Nis eyes locked in mine, he ste.s into meT 
Fur bodies, breaths zrom one another, he swallows me inT 
H can zeel the magnetism swirling between us, 
“Get me see you,” he saysT 
Hn this mysteriously serious way, asking zor and not needing 
.ermissionT Nis voice dee. and low as iz telling me a secret in 

con6dence oz not caring who hearsT 
H draw my eyes to his li.sT  lush amongst the de6nitionT 
WordlessT 
faking the .ower to let him soak in my 6eldT 
Hn slow motion H lizt my eyes to meet his gaqeT 
“Aon’t see him,” the sound oz someone else wrecks our 

zorce6eldT

When H look around, H realiqe we are standing in the middle 
oz a ring oz zaction membersT fhere are siB around us, armed 
with .istols in their shorts and hands and all but one with their 
back to us to kee. watchT H hand the 30 CP to the kid with 
the back.ack and turn back to this Noney Hod, who without 
interru.tion, hadn’t moved his eyes zrom meT H smileT 9nd H give 
him my name, “Iichelle,” and greet him with a kiss on each 

cheekT 
“IichelleT” Nis energy ste.s closer, .ressing into mine, “Get me 
see youT”
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Chapter 18

Exposed

K eep moving, act natural, the voice in my head gbhtinb to 

se rtIonb, oh shit shit shit. 

u chare my I-nninb heaIt on a ninetyldebIee anbwe rtaiIcare 
setpeen kadwoc.ed pooden dooIr and no pay o-tT ’heyfIe 
gMty rtekr sewop me, paw.inb topaId me, and my oktionr Iace 
pitho-t timeT —y sody -nconrcio-rwy mover MoIpaIdT If I turn 
around it will seem suspicious. If I turn around I stay in front of 
themT —y eyer daIt weMtlIibhtlweMtlIibhtLplease let there be some 
alleyway to escape into, please. WeMtlIibhtlweMtlIibhtLif I turn 
around, will they chase me too? OefIe bettinb cworeI, God, please, 
please, let me pass, and cworeI, ar u rtaIt to -ndeIrtand moIe and 

moIe oM phatfr hakkeninbT 

’heIe aIe thIee menT Hne a hortabeT 1ir handr tied sehind 
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hir sac.T 1ir head ir dIokked, Ioc.inb ride to ride pith eveIy 
ercawatinb rtek, and u bet an oveIphewminb imkIerrion oM a 
ko-tinb chiwd ca-bht mirsehavinbT Win.ed to hir aIm ir a phite 
.id pith c-Iwy, !-”y swac. haiI peaIinb a rmiI. and a phite 
teeT ’he rkace oM hir kawm ir occ-kied sy a kirtow, kointinb to 
the pairt oM the hortabeT u patch the kirtow Ioc. pith hir woore 
bIik, and theIe rcIeamr swood in my sIain, kieIcinb the inride oM 
my eaIr,  HOLD YOUR GUN LIKE A MANBz my mind yewwr 
ar romehop that po-wd ma.e the rit-ation moIe rec-IeT ’he 
thiId sehind them ir an enoImo-r man topeIinb oveI the tpo 

in MIont, pitho-t emotion, arr-minb rtoic sac.-kT 

God, please let me move on. —y sIeath kinr in my chert and aww u 
can Meew ir the viowent seat oM my heaIt tIyinb to sIea. o-t MIom 

the inride oM my r.inT 

untimatewy akkIoachinb each otheI nop, the r-n ir ro sIibht 
theIe aIe no rhadopr setpeen the concIete TSTST  2oa taIde,z the 
caktoI rayr to me wi.e a kimk kIo-d oM hir catchT 1e .nopr hefr 
sIinbinb home a rac. oM bowdT  2oa taIde,z u Ierkond -ndeI my 
sIeathT Oe karr rho-wdeI to rho-wdeI, gwwinb the entiIe rkace oM 
the coIIidoIT u can Meew my pairt karr the wareI wine saIIew oM hir 

b-nT 

Act normal, act normal, and u co-nt to gve seca-re romehop 
gve ir the Iibht n-mseI oM recondr to bive myrewM keImirrion to 
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paw. MarteIT Faster, the voice in my head kweadrT u kic. -k the 
kace, tIyinb to akkeaI pitho-t kanicT FasterT ’heIefr a c-Ive in 
the coIIidoI, and u sebin to I-nT 2o-ncinb dopn moIe rtekr, 

the inride oM my chert kIerr-Ii3ed tIyinb to Iik okenT 

u .nop u am cwore to the city rtIeetr, theIe ufww se aswe to sIeath 
and ar u Io-nd anotheI swind coIneI u am no wonbeI awone, s-t 
amidrt a rpaIm oM menT jome rhiItwerr and c-t in di”eIent 
rhader oM sea-tiM-w sIopnr and swac.r, reeminbwy my abe, E“r, 
q“r, theyfIe sib, topeIinb in theiI rkace, each pith a di”eIent 
rhake and ri3e oM gIeaIm in theiI handT ’heIefr nopheIe MoI me 

to boT ’heIefr onwy one pay o-tT ufm in theiI wandT 

1eIe u caww to kopeIT u k-rh my tenrion into my cwenchinb Aap, 
Ioww my rho-wdeIr sac. and tic. my chin -kpaId to bIop my 
kIerenceT —y head MoIpaId, u bo MoIpaIdT —y eyesIopr A-rt 

rwibhtwy wiMted ar iM to ray, You will be the one to seek my approvalT 

—ayse gMteen Meet apay, the cworeI u bet, the moIe they bive me 
theiI attentionT 2etpeen bIey coIIidoI pawwr one sy one, they 
cIeate an irwe oM Iikkwinb riwence, and khyricawwy rtekkinb pith 
theiI sac.r to the pawwr to kaIt payr MoI me to paw. thIo-bh theiI 
reaT ?nteIinb theiI gewd oM kaIawwew winer, u Meew theiI eyer Mowwopinb 
meT un a riwence ro x-iet theiI rawivation dIikr and ri33wer on the 
concIeteT u onwy .eek my head MoIpaId and eveIythinb reemr 
rwop motionT Pm u rtiww congdent setpeen temkted tibeIrK 
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jeveIaw rtekr ahead theIefr one man in the middwe and end oM 
the airweT 1ir sac. to me in a swac. tlrhiIt, please move, u thin., 
u donft pant to have to ma.e any ro-ndT u donft pant to ar. 
MoI anythinbT —y rtekr rwop to bive him moIe time and phen 
my eyer aIe in wine pith the sac. oM hir haiIwine, he t-InrT 1ir 
eyer aIe yewwop pith deek daI. koowr, pe rtand poIdwerr rtaIinb 
at each otheI to the ro-nd oM hir I-ssinb handrT ’hen, in oveI 
e7abbeIation he rtekr to the ride and sopr, dIapinb hir aImr, 

pewcominb me to the otheI rideT 

8arrinb thIo-bh and o-t oM the osrtacwe oM theiI winer, how 
many guns are pointed at my back right now? u Meew mabneti3ed 
kointr awonb my rkineT u rwik dopn the neaIert rtaiIcare setpeen 
rtI-ct-Ier Mo-I rtoIier hibh and heIe itfr o-t oM the wibhtT utfr 
dim, temkeIat-Ie coow and ahead ir the sIibht wibht at the 
end oM the t-nnew pheIe the city rtIeet meetr the awweypay oM 
the hiwwT Finally, u thin., finally, and u rtaIt to sIeathe phen 
thIee kowicemen enteI MIom the wibhtT jwop in theiI rtekr, theiI 
P9r kointed to the !ooIT Oe, too, karr rho-wdeI to rho-wdeI 
in theiI rinbwelgwe wine, noddinb to me, ar u howd my riwence 
.nopinbLtheyfIe paw.inb into an anticikated paIT
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Chapter 19

When the Air 
Pops

I  cross the street just before I hear rounds of gre .o oTq ihe 
sounds kulcw mlwe a needme bobbln. ln a sepln. yachlneq 

ihe street ls fumm and Aedestrlan eves dart to one another 
ln reco.nltlon of the soundsq Ond mlfe weeAs yo,ln.q ira’c 
contlnues to Aassq Ln the sldepamw1 across the street froy the 
fa,ema toperln. to yv meft and to yv rl.ht1 ls a ralmln. breawln. 
the droAAln. seacoast fammln. to musclous .reens o,er the ocean 
yassa.ln. the earthq ihe alr seeys dustv1 sta.nant1 mlwe I ay 
beln. absorbed on the lnslde of a sAon.eq I can0t feem yv me.s1 yv 
feet1 but I wnop I need to weeA yo,ln. as yv soum ho,ers on the 
outslde of yeq I ay a pamwln. yatter of shocw as I patch yvsemf 
kulcwmv Aace yv pav amon. the coast1 arrl,ln. to a dlTerent stvme 

of huyanltv on the beach ln 4ebmonq 
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—,ervthln. around ye ls a haBv hammuclnatlonq ihe sand ls suremv 
too hot1 burnln. beneath yv slnwln. feet but qPqPq I can0t e,en 
feem ltq ihere are AeoAme around1 but I can0t see they as reamq I 
mav yv can.a dopnWa Alece of fabrlc that e,erv :raBlmlan uses 
at the beachq I Aumm yv shlrt o,er yv head and yv shorts to yv 
feet1 praAAed ln blwlnl strln.s and heat of the sunq I sltWno1 mle 
dopnWand Aamy handfums of sand as lf lt plmm weeA ye ln Amaceq 
Gomar ends of ayAmlged ener.v and stunned Aaramvsls sur.e and 

AuyA yv ,elnsq 

Hhat ls yore confusln.5 
phat I just sap1 
not wnopln. hop to react1 
or the Aotentlamltv that ln the scenarlos I pamwed throu.h mles 

noryamcvq 

CaBln. at the ran.e of dreayv eyeramd yountaln mush1 lt 
cradmes the phlsAers and storles of the fa,ema a kuarter ylme 
uAq ihe mea,es shawe ln AoAs of cracwln. alr froy the .unsq 
:acw.round to the yuslc Amavln. on the sandq :acw.round 
to the endmess chatters of blwlnl AeoAme1 bacw.round to the 
,endors oTerln. calAlrlnha and camerãoq It0s ln the bacw.round1 

brou.ht forpard onmv bv and plth cholce of attentlonq 

ihe sun beats yv bodvq “eat skueeBln. ye mlwe a meyon1 yv 
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thou.hts drlA out of yv swlnq ihrou.h yv cmosed eves ravs of 
hot oran.e ml.ht shlne throu.h1 and I be.ln to hear the oceanq 
”rashln. lts tlde1 reyeyber vou are syamm1 lt temms yeq In that 
enoryltvWpe are syammq O tlnv1 tlnv1 Aln of a yarw yo,ln. on a 
hu.e rotatln. .mobe1 no yatter the .randlosltv of our Aresence1 
pe plmm ampavs be syammq Hhlme e,ervone0s mar.est pormd1 ls thelr 

opn qPqPq 

ihen there ls a shade toperln. o,er yeq 

I cuA yv hands o,er skulntln. eves1 and thls buTed shlrtmess 
shadop and e,ervthln. but hls surfboard ls hard to ldentlfv qPqPq 

untlm he skuats dopnq I0y soawed lnto hls honev pormdq 

éSlchemme1F hls tone syooth qPqPq yemtvq 
é“l1F I sav to hly stunned1 kuestlonln. hls reamltvq 
éI0y haAAv to see vou1F he reyarwsq éI ha,en0t stoAAed thlnwln. 
about vou slnce vou meft ye on the street1F he hamf mau.hs and 

sylmesq 
I yo,e to yawe rooy for the both of us on yv can.aq 
éSv naye ls Ondr61F he oTersq éI0,e been hoAln. to see vou 

a.alnqF 
é?lt dopn1F I sav to hly plth a soft sylme1 drapln. on our :oca 
de Ruyo encounter just davs beforeq “e moows uA to the sun1 
and dopn to ye before Amun.ln. hls surfboard uArl.ht ln the 

sand1 creatln. a shadop o,er us and breawln. the heatq 
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Hhen pe had yet on the street1 lt dldn0t seey rl.ht .l,ln. hly 
yv lnforyatlon phlme ln the center of a rln. of the factlonq It 
dldn0t seey rl.ht sAendln. anv yore tlye there than the reason 
of a kulcw transactlon for peed so after I Aaldq I wlnd of just 
pamwed apavq Lf course1 I had thou.ht1 pondered1 hoAed1 I 
poumd cross hls Aath a.alnq “e had stoAAed and dra..ed yv 

pormd throu.h honevq 

?tlmm moowln. to gnd yv bamance bacw on earth1 I0y shv moowln. 

dopn to the sandq éI mlwe vour —n.mlsh1F I temm hlyq 
“ls Aosture Aerws Aroud éihanw vou1F -ashln. ye a Aerfect 
phlte sylmeq éI started readln. boows and trvln. to tamw plth 
natl,e AeoAmeq I sAeaw Rrench1 ?Aanlsh1 Gortu.uese of course 

qPqPqF 
I don0t wnop hop he wnep that I sAeaw —n.mlsh qPqPq but phen 
ln a tl.ht wnlt coyyunltv1 AeoAme tamwq Ond I assuye that the 

forel.n poyan pho just yo,ed ln buBBed soye chatterq 
éHoumd vou mlwe to sAeaw ln Gortu.uese so vou can AractlceZF he 

asws yeq Hlth hls consclous courtesv1 I yemt ln hls honev pormdq 

L,ermoowln. the sAarwmln. sea1 he temms ye he0s froy Yoclnhaq 
éIt0s dlTerent than the fa,ema phere vou ml,eq It0s so bl. vou can 
be lnslde Yoclnha for davs and ne,er see anvthln. emseWjust 
YoclnhaqF “e Aausesq I moow to hly patchln. hls mlAs Alerce and 

eves skulntq éIt0s not ampavs so .ood1 actuammv1F he addsq 
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éHhat do vou yeanZF I aswq 
Ond he wlnd of rocws hls head slde to slde as lf mlstenln. 
to a tu.xofxparq “ls tone droAs1 éihe other fa,emas ln 8ona 
?um o,ersee the rlch Aarts of mlfeq Jou can see they froy 
lnslde the fa,emaq Lther pavs to ml,e1 lt0s oAenq In Yoclnha1 
lt0s cmosed1 pe don0t ha,e thatq Ond phen AeoAme mea,e and 
.o to the coyyunltles outslde the fa,ema1 thev are moowed at 
dlTerentmvq Savbe for thelr swln comor1 the pav thev dress qPqPqF 
he smops1 and I can see the beat of hls heartq éIt yawes they feem 
uncoyfortabme1F he contlnues1 éunpemcoyedq ?o AeoAme stav 
lnslde the fa,ema phere thev ne,er ha,e to mea,e1 and ne,er see 

anv other pav of mlfeqF 
éOnd vouZ “op do vou ml,e vour mlfeZF I aswq 

“e be.lns to temm ye about hop yost AeoAme froy the fa,ema ha,e 
a storv slylmar to hlsq é9ot the saye1F he cmarlges1 ébut e,ervone 
froy the fa,ema has a storv yore or mess mlwe thlsqF 4lfe ln the pav 
socletv has yore or mess Aredeterylnedq “e weeAs hls head mlfted 
phen he tamwsq “ls chest oAenq éihere are g,e of usq ihree of us 
ha,e dlTerent dads but thev0,e amm .oneq Ror yv yoy qPqPq lt pas 
hardq I used to .et an.rv at herq :ut she dldn0t asw for mlfe to be 
mlwe thls1F he savsq “e pas slD phen he started semmln. bread froy 
a baswetq Hhen lt pas .one1 he poumd .o hoye1 .ather yore1 
and .o bacw to the streetq ihat pas hls dutvq ?choom pasn0t an 
oAtlon1 so he poumd asw frlends to Aav attentlon and to teach 
hlyq “e poumd slt and read thelr boows and do thelr hoyeporw 
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phen thev pent to Amavq ihat0s hop he mearned to read and to 

prlteq 

“ls .aBe shlfted to the swv1 and I sat there patchln. hls Arogme1 
plthout anv eyotlon I coumd understandq ihen he jomted1 as lf 
juyAln. froy a dreay1 and hls eves mocwed to ylne1 éI don0t 

wnop phv I0y temmln. vou thlsqF 
éI0y mlstenln.qF I sylme .entmv and palt for yoreq 
“e temms ye about phat lt pas mlwe .ropln. uAq 
ihose yeyorles froy chlmdhood qPqPq the hard ones that 
soyehop stlmm mln.er plth us as Aart of our degnltlonq ?torv 
after storv of hop mlfe has trled to weeA hly dopnq Hhen he 
tamws there0s an alr about hlyq “ls shoumders broad1 hls Aosture 
Arldefumq In recountln. hardshlA1 he carrles congdenceq Ond amm 

I can thlnw ls qPqPq thls ls another me,em of huyanq 

ihe sun be.lns to dlA behlnd the yountaln coast1 the 
brl.htness of the swv dlys vet .mops as pe slt slde bv slde 
patchln.q “e temms ye hop he tralns and teaches EluxEltsu ln the 
fa,emaq “e Aalnts ye hls dreays1 about hop hard he plmm porw 
to coyAete1 and be aparded as a chayAlonq “ls sylme beayln.1 
hls tone droAs ln assurance1 éI plmm be so successfumqF “e temms 
ye hop he plmm coye bacw to Yoclnha for the wldsq Ond ln thls 
eme,ated emated sAace hls .aBe droAs1 and the dreayln. sobersq 
éihere are soye wlds ln there Slchemme1 thev0re on the street amm 
dav plth nothln.q ihev don0t ha,e food to eat and stlmm e,erv 
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nl.ht thev arrl,e to tralnqF “e nods ln certalntv1 éHe yust mlft 
theyqF “ls eves ml.ht uAq ?Aarwmln. plthout the need of ml.htq I 
be.ln to ,lsuamlBe seeln. amm of thls1 seeln. e,erv sln.me detalm Amav 

outq 
éI can0t palt to see vou there1F I temm hlyq 
“e moows to ye kulcw and strucw1 éJou bemle,e ln yeZF hls 

resAonse stuyAed lnnocent curlosltvq 
éLf course1F I temm hly thlnwln.1 look at everything you have 
done, of course this will happen. “e commaAses soyephat1 
bashfummv shv1 .mopln. a Aure1 nectar of speet jovq I0y 
encaAsumatedq é4lfe reammv Auts us to a testq Goesn0t ltZF I savq “e 
bmops out alr ln acwnopmed.eyent and lt rocws hls head bacw ln 

se,eram nodsq 

“e doesn0t asw ye to share yv storles plth hly qPqPq but I femt 
thls deeA ur.e ln mon.ln. toq io reclArocate the lntlyacvq io 
reclArocate the Aresenceq Ror the grst tlye ln yv mlfe1 I unAacw 
phat I had been throu.h plth yv estran.ed fatherH and hop 
chammen.ln. lt has been to coye to :raBlmq io soyeone pho pas 
a stran.er an hour a.o1 I unAacw phat has weAt ye terrlged1 ln 
amm lts rapness and hop lt med ye hereq “op I needed to wnop 
:raBlm to understand pho I ayq
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Chapter 20

Rocinha

W atching the changing sky, tasting words from the 
other. We weave our beings together, exposing the 

experiences that have been kept hidden from the rest of the 
world. In all their ugliness, recounting the most challenging 
times in unapologetic, non-judgmental ways because there is 
nothing to lose. He repeats parts of my stories back to me, 
ensuring he got the details right. He asks me questions, for more 
details and about how I am feeling. When I trip up my words 
like rocks scattered along the path, he waits. Patiently. When I 
go silent in defeat, but before too much time passes, “Pode falar” 
go ahead, he says, in the most neutral tone of encouragement. 

He listens. 

As we arrive to the ends of our roads we sit listening to the waves 
and the way the wind blows through the palms. “Michelle, do 
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you want to see Rocinha?” he asks. I pause, looking to him in 

silence and nod to respond. 

We stand up and take a moment to hug. My arms wrap the top 
of his shoulders and I can feel his heart blossom into my chest. 
A sparkling, heated sensation, of one open soul to another. We 

step back, staring at one another. “Come on,” he says. 

We arrive to the favela and are met with an intense commotion 
on the ground in front of us. At the base of the mountain are 
beeping cars and zooming buses pumping exhaust. We stand 
side by side and it all falls silent. The sky a glowing a sapphire 
blue, leaving just enough light to see the faint outline of the 

mountain ridge holding the people of Rocinha. 

One by one, lights on the mountainside are born out of 
darkness, stars making their debut. One by one, shimmering 

lights collect as a net of glitter draped over the mountainside. 
“Do you think it’s beautiful?” I ask. Pressing his top lip into the 

bottom, holding his smile. 
“Yea . . . I think it’s beautiful” he relaxes into it, and I can sense 
him feeling embraced, by watching his community illuminate. 

“Do you?” he asks me. 
In front of us the biggest favela in all of Latin America . . . is 

stunning. 
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Gulped in the Rocinha commotion of hustling street people 
we pass through an enormously intimate marketplace of maybe 
one hundred stall shops of clothes and clothes, and electronics 
and clothes, and shoes, and things and clothes. Knock-oé brand 
names and sexy cut neon Lycra dresses and crop tops. White 
light illuminates between the stalls beneath sheet metal shelter. 
Popping with seas of moving people, negotiations and deals 
beat with music changing in every other stall, we continue 
through until we reach the other side back in open air, beneath 
the night sky. The Now of people steady and unchanged, passing 
food stands of crackling grills stacked with sticks of cut meat, 
hamburgers, people gathered around red plastic tables pouring 
crystallized beer and, “Are you hungry?” AndrV stops in his 
tracks looking to me with endearing concern. I look to my left at 
a glass case of a large pizza Portuguesa with pepperoni, onions, 
diced tomato, green pepper, corn, and egg . . . “Uo thank you,” I 
tell him, and we keep going. The next turn opens up. 3oice over 
voice, layered on the exhaust of motorcycle engines, laughing 
and the sound of high Sves, music blasting from businesses, 

thousands of lives free at home. 

“Come on, let me show you where I teach,” AndrV says, and we 
duck into a narrow door. Leaving life outside, it seems so still. 
“Opa chefe,” AndrV says, smacking hands with an older man as 
they pull one another in to hug, each of their heads resting on 
the shoulder of the other. They pause. ;pon releasing they’re 
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still palm to palm shaking hands between them, ping ponging 
conversation under their breath, too low for me to understand. 
AndrV stands taller here. Looking up at his boss, with his chest 
puéed in presence. AndrV puts his free hand on the shoulder of 

his boss, and then angles to me. 
“This is Michelle. !he is from the ;!4 she is also Jrazilian. You 

can speak to her in Portuguese, she speaks well.”
“Michelle5” the boss says excitedly, “It’s such a pleasure5” and he 
too embraces me. Assumed family. AndrV goes on to say how 
he wants to show me around the gym. “It’s her Srst time to 

Rocinha,” AndrV notes. 
“Well, be very welcome,” boss replies, “you have a home here 
too.” And he puts his hand on his heart4 I repeat the motion in 

return, smiling, speechless. 

AndrV gestures to follow him up a narrow staircase. The space 
is gently dim as we climb. We pass a Sle of people descending, 
each taking their turn acknowledging AndrV “opa” “boa” “tudo 
bem” every single person acknowledges him. We arrive to a 
landing and a large open studio. Across the way the corner of 
the building is made of oversized glass windows, with a view of 
the drastic darkness and glittering mountainside. A similar view 
we had from the street side but this time, we are Noating with 

the mountain. 

!pread around the room are diéerent areas of focus, weights 
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and shirtless men doing pull-ups, a padded Noor and twenty 
people in blue and white Eiu-Eitsu suits. “When I teach, it 
is here,” AndrV says, and we begin walking to this padded 
area4 the group of men begin to get rowdy, cheer, celebrate, 
as AndrV is approaching. AndrV begins shaking hands with a 
gleaming smile, and every time he greets someone, he turns 
to me and gives a full introduction. He makes me present 
with him. And I’m not sure if I’ve ever been in that type of 
position before. Where he didn’t just give someone my name, 
but he introduced me, and elaborated in the interests myself 
and the other individual have. We greet every participant there. 
Chatting longer with some than others. Then AndrV puts his 
palm on my low back. “Have a good training,” he says to the 
group with one hand up. And we turn around and make our 

way back down the stairs. 

Who is this man, I wonder. And as we get back onto the street 
full of sizzling pans of street vendors, smoke and dust rising in 
the dark from passing motos, endless people moving around . . . 
and his eyes on mine, I see this innocence. Uothing else exists 
around us, nothing else is real, but him. “Let’s go?” he says to 
me. And we begin to walk deeper into and up the mountainside 
of Rocinha. It gets increasingly steep, and I feel as though he’s 
running up the hill, moving quickly, my legs are burning it’s 
sadly di6cult for me to keep up. I try to silently swallow and 
calm my panting breath, following him deeper into this huge 
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city. We continue through snaking alleyways hugged by stories 
upon stories of buildings around us. 8or sure I am completely 
lost. Without one clue of where I am. And somehow . . . that’s 

okay. 

We come to a gate, and he reaches into his pocket. “Houses in 
the favela always have two doors,” AndrV says, organizing his 
keys. “The Srst one is to enter from the street.” The metal creeks 
as it opens. “It’s also to protect the second,” he says, closing the 
gate behind him and looking down to organize his keys again. 
“The second door,” he says, passing me, reaching his hand for 
the knob and drawing his keys again, “is to enter the home.” 
He draws the door open, welcoming me to step in Srst. There’s 
darkness and steps from the door I can make the outline of a 
red loveseat. There’s a kitchenette exposed to the space, and as I 
hear him close the door, I don’t think about what will happen 
in the next moment . . . I don’t let myself question what he and 
I could be or where this is going . . . I don’t question the next 

day . . . or if he will call or not . . . 

All I know is that the moments so deliciously good with him, my 
soul craves to savor them all . . . 9very edge of every second. All 
I know is to relinquish myself to him. AndrV steps into me. The 
same way on the street, I can feel the magnetic dome of energy 

around him meeting mine. He’s still. 
My breath deepens into all my nerve endings 
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Waiting. 
He’s looking down to me, and me up to him. 
His Sngertips begin to roll the sides of my t-shirt. 
He does so without touching me, and he waits. 
Moving through golden honey in the darkness I lift my arms 

above my head to guide the way. 
He pulls my shirt up, past my eyes, and slows down. 
My hair falls to my back cascading in slow motion. 
He drops the shirt to the Noor. 
I hear him slow his breath. 
He reaches his arm behind my back 
and pulls the blue bikini string 
between my shoulder blades. 
I feel it drape. 
!till without touching my skin 
he reaches for the triangle fabric holding my breasts. 
And he waits. 
I nod. 
He pulls it over my head and drops the top to the Noor.  
He treats me as crystal. 
Delicate and gentle. 
He is kind in the way he unbuttons my shorts . . . slowly . . . 
pulling them downward, while I gently shift my hips so they 

slide over the curve of my waist, my ass, and onto the Noor. 
He stands back up and I hear him inhale again. 
His Snger loops in the string by my waist and dragging through 
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our honey, 
he pulls one bikini tie, 
and then the other. 
!till 
never making contact with my body. 
8ully exposed I stand present in him, I stand tall to show him 

my respect. 
He has already seen me raw . . . 
naked in the history of me 
I want him to see me more, to see all of me, completely. 
To see everything I am made of. 
To remove any barrier that can be left 
I want to be as exposed and as close to him as possible. 
He steps back out of our forceSeld, 
I watch the outline of him pull his shirt over his head. 
He drops it by his side without a care, as if it is nothing. 
He unbuttons his shorts . . . 
and becomes more real with me too. 
He steps forward again 
our Seld on the edge of magnetic pulls. 
Without touching me, 
my lips hover in front of his collar bone. 
His head drops to the rim of my ear. 
“Je beneath the water with me,” he whispers. 

As he steps back, I step forward to stay in our Seld. 
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We wrap a corner with an open door and step into the tiled 
bathroom with one small square window providing enough 
shadow light. I see him a drop more clearly and watch his outline 

turn away from me only to turn the shower knob. 
He steps into the shower, 
I watch the water rain over him. 
Pooling in the coils of his hair. 
Dripping to his temples. 
Crystals fall in diéerent directions around the curves of his eyes, 
down the bridge of his nose. 
I can see him close his jaw making the muscle bulge. 
!himmers of water tumble along the lines of his neck, 
down the 3 cut decorating the cap of his shoulders 
crystals split to wrap his biceps. 
He lifts his hand to brush the side of his head 
the side of his body deSned by the meat between his ribs 
cut in six pack lines drawing down . . . to another 3. 
My gaze is drawn back up . . . he opens his arm to bring me in. 
I accept his hand and step into the tile. 
We meet 
toe to toe. 
Thigh to thigh. 
Hip to hip. 
My breasts naturally on him . . . enough to press my whole 

nipple to his chest. 
I lift my arms to rest on his shoulders. 
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He cradles me with one arm around my waist, 
the other draws a diagonal line along my back. 
His Sngers are spread wide as if it will give him more of me. 
I hold one hand cupped at the nape of his hairline. 
His head nods down to draw the side of his face to mine 
When his chest expands, Slling with oxygen . . . I am there with 

him. 
And when we deNate from air 
he adjusts his arms to wrap me in more. 
We are silent and let the water fall over us. 
I listen to his breath 
and he listens to mine.
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Chapter 21

Staying in the 
Lines

W e’re sideways on the bed and it’s been silent for some 
time. He has one arm extended beneath my neck, my 

head rests on his shoulder. I look up to him and draw one gnjer 

down his “awline. C?an I ask you somethinj”O 

He responds without doubt, CAf course.O v tone with a 
grm endinj, one ready to assume responsibility. I recount the 
hostaje story and what I had passed in the faFela that day. 
CTuck.O vjain landinj in a tone of statement, Cqhey’re doinj 
that durinj the day”O His tone is 1at. v rhetorical 2uestion 

remoFed from any emotion. 

qhe moment joes silent. 
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Tor such time that I actually 2uestion if there could be anythinj 
else to say, and then he ad“usts his whole body. —otatinj to look 
directly in my eyes, he responds, C‘ichelle, if you see somethinj 
like this ajain, keep your eyes forward and don’t see anythinj. 
‘oFe as if you don’t exist on the same street. If they ask you 
somethinjD I didn’t see anythinj’ is always the answer. Bon’t 
talk like this with a Foice so sweet .2.2. ‘ake it clear you are jrinja. 
‘ake mistakes when you talk to them. qhey won’t want to deal 
with you because it will create problems for them.O qhen he 
cups his hand to my face. Cvnd if you see this ajain, you tell me. 
3ecause when they’re done there, they will come here next.O
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Westerners think with the mind. 
The brain and logic are 
in an aLair with time. 

yatins think with the heart. 
Which onlf knows the ueeling ou the so1l.
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Chapter 22

The Container

O ver the chatter, waves of laughter and yells to one 
another, you can hear the skid of the soccer ball over 

the concrete. André‘s homegrown project to keep kids ox the 
street, giving them a safe space and group of family inside the 
favela. Ages si— to eighteen together in one program, they are 
encouraged to support one another, look out for the other, to 
respect everyone, and to commit to two thingsIfriendship and 

training hard. 

’-m kicking around with a thirteenSyearSold blond, white girl. 
Hhe tells me how much she likes making dance videos with her 
friends. Hhe-s sweet in a shiny lip gloss and gentle glitter sweeps 
her eye lids. ’t-s when ’-m commenting on her makeup that the 
air cracks. Ter facial e—pression changes in slow motion. 1he 
whites of her eyes take over her face, her mouth draws to a large 
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oval, and ’ swear she was in this position before sound screamed 

from her mouth, !Hhot”E 

Cighteen children scream in murder running to a metal 
shipping container where the supplies are kept. Cveryone Yles 
in, myself, then André, who closes the door behind him, leaving 

no crack for light. 

qhatter echoes ox the metal walls, we-re swimming in this 
vibrating sound. !TC?E André‘s voice cuts the air pissed. 
!TC?”E he-s Yrm to silence their emotions. !?ou cannot yell 
when you hear a shot.E Te ends his sentence with a dropping 
tone of heavy weight. 1hen ’ could tell he got lower too, 
sWuatting down, as his voice got lower, rising up to me from the 
ground. !’f you yell you cannot hear where the shot is coming 
from. ?ou need to keep Wuiet, to be able to hear if there are 
more,E he e—plains. 1hen he whispers under his breath, !OkayBE 

And eighteen tiny voices respond in the dark, !Okay.E 

5e wait in silence for some time before André cracks the door 
open. A beam of light sliced the darkness and he paused. 1he 
light so bright, we step out of the door as if stepping into heaven. 
zack on the court it-s empty and silent topped by a sky so crystal, 
that familiar perfect blue. André asks all the kids to stay together 

as we leave to walk them home. 
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Home mothers or fathers greet us at the door, some knew 
there was shooting happening, some not. 5e pass groups of 
armed faction members at their posts. 5hat bi arro world 
watching sevenS, eightS, nineSyearSolds without Wuestion or 
doubt crossing circles of adults with pistols in their hands, the 
height of the children-s heads. 5hat bi arro world where ’ can 
be an adult to give protection, for a group of kids who know 

how to better navigate and protect themselves than ’. 

5e weave around the mountainside and at the very last home, 
the boy turns and wraps his arms around André‘s waist, his 
head rests on his stomach. !Ci tamo junto,E André says, patting 
his back. 1he boy looks up and gives the same words in return 

before passing the gate to his home. 

André turns to me, his eyebrows raised when he sighs. 
!1amo juntoBE ’ ask. 
6esigning in the moment he looks to me as if he-s dreaming. 
!5hat does it meanBE
!1amo junto, means count on me. 1hrough all the shit you may 
go through .9.9. tamo junto. 5e-ll go through together. 1hrough 
all the good that comes .9.9. tamo junto. 5e-ll embrace together. 
1amo junto. qount on me. 5e-re together.E
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Chapter 23

The Staircase of 
Unfamiliar Views

B etween stacked sand-colored walls, the conined corrvdor 
descends ogerlookvnf a neger-endvnf flowvnf sea, a 

mrayed gvew to yake uo. thvnk the world has no endM

bu nevfhpor svts tall on the ledfe, restvnf each lef on two 
dvHerent steEs, and a plack cane rests petweenM Te was porn 
on that stavrcaseM Rvfhtu uears om lvmeM ’he nevfhpors are hvs 
mayvluM xelatvon pu ploodM xelatvon pu streetM Tvs head tvlts 
pack, soakvnf hvs mace vn the s.nM TeFs h.sku, yostlu pald head 

eIceEt the wvru frausM 

“roy segeral steEs awau ” sau jhello,O  .st to yake s.re he knows 
”Fy aEEroachvnfM j1ooh M2M2MO Tvs tone h.fs ye, p.t hvs mace 
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staus kvssvnf the skuM zs ” fet closer, he reaches hvs hand o.t 
lookvnf mor yvneM Lvgvnf hvy yu Ealy, he holds vt qat petween 
poth om hvs hands, and pefvns to fraWe the toE yu hand wvth hvs 

otherM 

Tvs infers are thvck, the shaEe om rectanflesM Nookvnf to hvy 
wvth hvs dark, sY.are-mrayed s.nflasses, he asks ye how lvme vs 
fovnfM Ce are yostlu stranfers, p.t he stvll svts wvth caly careM 
zskvnf ye whatFs vt lvke where yu mayvlu lvges, and vm ” fet to see 

theyM 

” meel sad vn thvs yoyent that ”Fy marM ’hat no one reallu knows 
where ” ay peca.se M2M2M ” neger learned the address om yu ho.se 
here, ” donFt know vm vt worksM B.t egen vm soyeone knew vt, 
vt doesnFt yean that theu .nderstand where ” ayM ” meel so mar 
mroy yu mayvlu, reyoged mroy anuthvnf ” know and lvke ” hage 
to keeE these pa—vnf eIEervences ”Fy lvgvnf to yuselm mor thvs vs 

tuEvcal lvme mor all om the EeoEle aro.nd yeM 

” tell hvy apo.t 8ew UorkM Tow there vs egeru svnfle kvnd om 
Eerson thereM Tow uo. can walk on the street and hear dvHerent 
lanf.afes, how uo. can fet lost and meel syall vn steel, and 
how EeoEle carru theyselges wvth a certavn tuEe om attvt.deM z 
street attvt.de that vsnFt too mar mroy the street E.lse ?arvocas 

holdDthat .naEolofetvc poldnessM 
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Jntvl now, so yanu EeoEle who hage heard where ”Fy mroy ask 
ye, jChu are uo. here9 >onFt uo. know the dreay vs the other 
wau aro.nd9O and soye Eart om ye eIEects hvy to ask ye? Why 

this favela? 

B.t vnstead, he resEonds wvth thvs? j” know ” ay lvke thvs,O and 
he draws a hand to hvs heart, jp.t vm uo. need anuthvnf, uo. tell 
yeM baupe ” know soyeone who can helEM @.st tell yeMO Te 

syvles, Eattvnf hvs heart, and then Eattvnf yu handM 

bu eues ill wvth hot tearsM Tow can ” thvnk he vs soyeone wvth 

nothvnf9
M2M2M Chat he has to fvge vs egeruthvnfM
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Chapter 24

André

W e got into this habit of meeting really late. 
1:00, 2:00 a.m. he walks in. 

He walks in and we embrace like it was the urst time 
and wovld be the last time all oper again. 

We qass time on the side of the movntain 
in the comqany of tranEvility. 
Ongvlfed by darkness. 
xn the balcony eTtending into the trees 
She sovnd of the wind winding throvgh the leapes 
Iwallowing in life 
We sliq into being the only two in the world. 

OTchanging ideas for hovrs 
3ndvlging in cvriosity 
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Lhilosoqhy and social cvstoms 
Diteratvre and qoetry 
Geuning right 
Geuning wrong 
What it is, what it shovld be 
We each hape a way of qvtting ovrselpes behind the eyes of 

another 
Ieeing the sitvation from that side, 
trying to vnderstand 
and contemqlate feeling from that sqace. 
We challenge each other. 
Difting and rising as a resvlt. 

3n that movntain of darkness we birth the world. 
Cet insvlated 
and lost. 
 omqletely aimlessly lost in ovr world which, really .F.F. 
’or the urst time in my life, where 3“m going .F.F. doesn“t matter. 

He sits down on the only chair on that balcony. 
He qarts his legs for me to steq into him, wraqqing his hands on 

either side of my hovrglass. 
His head at the center of my breast, breathing my lifeline. 
We take moments like fvel. 

M”ichelleA with his chin to my breastbone, he looks vq. 
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M”ichelle, let“s make a sign. j sign so we can und each other in 

the neTt life.A 
3 slide my hiqs to sit down on his laq, 
bringing my hands to grace either side of that qerfect ;awline. 
”y eye line, my world, in his, 
MIweetheart. We aren“t epen throvgh this life? yov want to make 

a qlan to meet in the neTtzA 
She side of his movth cvrls vq, as he reaches another reality. 
js if he has ;vst awoken from an airy dream. 
3 kiss him. 
3 kiss him to gipe him myself foreper. 
He holds on as if 3 were the one qillar on the cliY. 
He belongs nowhere else. 

3n him was the urst time 3 heard another tone of my sovl. 
js if ovr bodies are merely pessels, 
the qhysical being that obeys the heart“s desire. 
We are together becavse ovr sovls asked vs to. 
 omqletely relinEvishing control, only grovnded to the earth 

becavse of the other. 
3t is him 
who holds me with his eperything. We let ovr beings get high oY 

one another, 
letting the other make vs fvll, getting so consvmed, forgetting 

to breathe. 
Ieqarating to come back to mortal reality, ovr chests qanting vq 
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and down, 
gaBing at each other in silence of the night, locked in, 
taking oTygen 
and svYocating at the same time. 
Him as my lifeline and 3 as his, 
we needed 
more 
ull. 

3n silence 3 can hear him growl, 
hvngry, 
rapished 
oper epery cvrpe of me. 
His hands wovld glide vq my sides .F.F. 
between my shovlder blades .F.F. slowly .F.F. 
eYortlessly .F.F. 
with right. 
His qalm owning the naqe of my neck 
ungertiqs weape my hair 
to tvg conudently gently 
shifting my gaBe to the starry sky. 

MRov are qerfect,A he wovld tell me in that droqqed poice 
making me want to trace him. 
’vcking beg 
to let me trace him with my 
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movth, watering oper epery groope, epery crepice 
epery 
single 
sqace 
of his body. 

He slows down. 
”y shirt comes oY .F.F. 4ra vnlatched 
Ihorts slide arovnd the cvrpe of my booty .F.F. 
down my legs .F.F. to the Noor. 
 ircling his gaBe 
to draw arovnd my niqqles .F.F. 
and qainting down my body in slow motion. 
Cetting wet, 
making art. 
évnning my hands arovnd the back of his neck, 
oper the cvt caqs of his shovlders, down the cvt of his biceqs 
he reaches his ungertiqs arovnd my thigh 
and holds on to slide my leg vq the side of his body 
jnd ;vst like it is his right, his resqonsibility .F.F. 
.F.F. he qvshes my qanties to the side. 
3 take him in and get addicted. 
 omqletely addicted. 
”agnetiBed addicted.

When 3 moan, it comes from ure. 
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6ot a sovnd from my throat, not from my poice .F.F. 
Shovgh the heat from a Name 
of a color 3 didn“t epen know was bvrning. 
MjndrQA 3 want to drown in him. 
He mopes behind me, 
With his qalm in the center of my back 
to lean me forward oper that wooden railing 
keeqing vs together at the edge of the earth. 
3 look back 
seeing his reNection in the window .F.F. 
watching him .F.F. .
.F.F. watching me.

His arm crosses the front of my torso, 
he tvrns me arovnd, lifts my legs arovnd his waist, 
and carries me inside. 
Iolid. Itrong. 
He holds me as his crystal 
and lays me down. 
Dowering onto me 
we are back in ovr magnetic qool 
eye to eye, 
breath to breath. 

His ungers diq into the center line groope of my sqine. 
”aking my back arch slightly, qressing my breasts into his chest. 
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He draws his liqs down the side of my neck 
to design the sovndtrack with my breath. 
Cetting heapier, sighing deeqer each time he moped. 
”aking the inside of my skin sqarkle warm. 
”elting in his strength, 
holding me in qlace, 
Ilow 
Lowerfvl 
Ioothing 
We fvse together. 
His liqs graBe my ear vnder his breath, 
MGo yov like itzA he asks me deeq in conudence. 
She crown of my head tilts back. 
3 throw one hand abope me, met by the lacing of his. 

Shere he lets me start at the toq. 
IEveeBing the tiq of his dick with my qvssy 
right .F.F. there .F.F. 
Itoqqing where all the nerpe endings are. 
Ilowly .F.F. 
Iaporing for a moment. 
Detting him know 3 want to be at the beginning and the end 
of eperything 
that intoTicates him. 
3n stillness 
he“s throbbing. 
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3 oqen my thighs 
tilting my qelpis back to me 
and svrrender onto his shaft, gliding 
all 
the way 
down. 
Crasqing him a little tighter as 3 rise vq 
M3ssoA This, he tells me as if lost in a treasvre. 
3 do it again. 
M’odaA Fuck, his breath low. 
3 do it again. 
He throws his head back, 
M”y Cod of the sky, this woman is going to kill me.A 

He ad;vsts his hands arovnd my waist, 
urm he holds me and gipes me more .F.F. 
MjndrQA 
more 
MjndrQA 
more 
MjndrQA 
Cvenching thirst 
He Noods me 
with everything 
that is him. 
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His chest droqs down to mine 
’orehead to forehead, 
nose to nose, 
liq to liq 
3nhale .F.F. 
He shifts 
OThale .F.F. 
Iide by side 
We stare at the ceiling. 
She sheets are white. 
His hand laces in mine. 
Leoqle fall into lope here. 
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Chapter 25

Coexisting

“A ndré.” My hands on his shoulder, “André!” I say, 
shaking him. He swallows and moans. “You need to 

leave at 5:00 this morning?” I ask him. His hand to the small of 

my back, half asleep half awake, “Yea.”
“That’s when there are shots.” 

The crack of the barrel became a way to make space for the rising 
sun. “André,” I take to his side, my lips grazing his ear, one hand 

on his chest, “André, is it safe?” 
“Eh . . .” he sighs, hugging me into him, “depends on the 

person.” He feels me freeze. “Michelle, tranquilo.” 

And I get caught up here . . . the external threat of the faction 
violence is bigger than an individual can control. André has this 
ability of assessing situations in seconds, making a 1rm decision 
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to his advantage, to carry radiating con1dence forward. An 
exotic swiftness inconspicuously observing everything within a 

matter of seconds. An essential trait for navigating life. 

Po if all one has is oneself, why spend time worrying about 
the external? Is my fear of external threat ampli1ed for I know 

aspects of life which are innately worry free? 

In the capitalist world I come from, one built on materialism 
that’s guarded by a police force that has power over everyone, 
and provides security for some. . . Beople feel con1dent, safe 
enough to walk down the street with their heads buried in cell 
phones, never seeing what’s outside of them, what’s around 
them because . . . they don’t have to. -ut if a worryWfree existence 
doesn’t exist . . . every aspect of one’s surroundings must be 

absorbed. It’s the ultimate primal protection. 

Fhen 5:00 a.m. arrives, I kiss him at the door. “I’ll see you later,” 
he promises, and I watch him walk up the 1rst Cight of stairs, 
passing over every other step, carrying his life inside the palm of 

someone and something else. 

I long to protect him. Brotect the love we passed hours before. 
All I can do is watch him leave. 4ear riddles me, feeling 
unnervingly empty without him. Jlosing the door, I pray to 
hear silence. He will be out of the factionWrun corridor in eleven 
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minutes. ;ust eleven minutes. I count every minute that passes, 
breathing with his steps, envisioning him in blue board shorts 
arriving on the principal road where it’s safe. There he will catch 
a van to go home, also safe. At 5:<5 a.m., he will leave the van to 
climb his favela, walking into the same uncertainty once again, 
to go home and dress for work.
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Safety permits the assumption of time. 
Only here one may live in the future. 

The future where people buy books to keep their 

commitments, 
make plans for their plans. 

In a community where 
nothing can be assumed . . . 

Each moment is each moment. 
Cared for deliberately.

In external threat, remains the reminder that 

nothing is secure. 
Only the present may be absorbed. 

Yet somehow still 
in both of these societies, 

there is all the time in the world 
and none at all. 

Yet somehow still 
in both of these societies, 

life is uniquely and paradoxically free.
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Chapter 26

Disengagement 
from Truth

“W hat do you think of the favela?” she asks me. She 
recently arrived from France, to rent a cheap room 

near the house where I’ve lived for the past seven months. I 
pause to ponder this grandiose question. “For the zrst time I’ve 
realibed it’s possixle to eHist, no, to coeHist in the same world xut 

xe in a di-erent one,” I respond. 

She looks perpleHed. jer whiteCxlond hair still framing her 
dropped  aw. 1ompletely unprepared for my response. In slow 

motion her eyes widen. “What do you mean?” she asks. 
“I mean .4.4. you see situations happen, you’re watching it 
happen, though are not involved, will never xe involved .4.4. and 

will never quite understand.” 
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Lanic washes over her paling face, “What kind of situations?” 
Tow I am dumxfounded. “Well .4.4. the favela is known for the 

violence and drug traYcking .4.4. things happen.” 

Mike a statue she waits, watching her world crumxle. —hen 
the words fell out of her mouth, “Bou’ve scared me now,” she 

admits. 
“Why?” Ay tone accompanied xy attitude in response to her 

charge. 
Words continue spilling out of her mouth, “Well everyone says 
it’s safe here, it’s Lacized, there is no roxxing, it’s Lacized,” she 

says. 
I settle down. “Mook. I live hereJwe live here. So yea, there is a 
level of safety. 5ut at the end of the day, this side eHists. Bou knew 

this xefore coming here, right? I mean, this isn’t new news .4.4.” 
“Well, we’ve seen kids with guns and stu-, xut,” she xegins, 

xefore I cut her o-J 
“8nd do you see kids with guns on the street in France?” 
“Well, no .4.4.” 
“8nd that’s eHactly what I’m talking axout. —hat’s very real here. 
—hat’s someone’s kid, zghting for their life. It’s not a game, it’s 

not a situation to xe taken lightly.” 

8 friend of hers emerges from the house and the xlond woman 
xegins speaking frantically in French. I take my cue to leave. 
Lart of me feels like I was supposed to feel xad for xeing a 
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zrm wakeCup call. —he other part of me wanted to smack her. 
9ust xecause you’re on vacation, doesn’t mean the world is 

participating in your fantasy with you. 

8spects of the favela have xeen glamoribed. —he factions, the 
violent mystery. When we glamoribe, though, we are at surface 
level. 5lind to rememxering those lives eHist  ust as much as we 
do.
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Chapter 27

Weaving 
Humanity

T o arrive at a foreign locale and maintain distance as if 
the barrier is in xped ,lacey is activel. standing on the 

side of dikerence and se,arationu To looz at the favela throwgh 
the lens of a glamowri edy violent histor. and to go there to 
see violence in this sep. Fa.y seeing it as cool or brave uAuAu is 
gravel. missing the ,ointu qor this is the stance of vieFing 
the favela Fithowt engaging in real re5ectiony and omitting 
mwtwal hwmanit. of those Fho live thereu This is the stance of 
,la.ing Fith o,,ressiony Fith segregationu 0lloFing barriers to 

be barriers fortixes ineRwalit. and var.ing levels of hwmannessu 

0n average of J-y--- towrists ,er .ear engages in favela towrs 
in 1io de 4aneirou Thirt.6xve hwndred ,eo,le visit 1ocinha 
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alone ever. monthu Hmagine a foreigner Falzing into .owr 
intimate homey and Fith them the. have three thingsNa 
bacz,aczy a camera lensy and staring e.esu The. s,end tFo 
howrs discwssing the disbelief of .owr Fa. of livingNcomments 
instigated and ins,ired b. dee,6seated segregation and c.clical 
generational ,overt.u The individwals s,eaz comfortabl. abowt 
the ghastl. contrasts from the comfort of their abilit. to arrive 
and leaveu Bta.ing on the side of glass Fithowt awthentic access 
to realit.Nonl. access to observe itu ’ere in this towr the 
owtsider is wntowchabley free in the omission that indeed the. 

are the xsh inside the boFly not reversedu 

There is a large ,o,wlation of locals Fho do not agree Fith 
favela towrismu /ot onl. is it a reminder of treating ,eo,le as 
a  ooy bwt it 5awnts a corrw,t Ura ilian societ. versws others free 
to 5owrishu Ht is a towr of someone7s home Fhich has become 
infamows becawse of the strwggle the. have lived and continwe 
to liveu There are Fa.s of inter,reting favela towrs as towring 

o,,ressionu 

0s an owtsidery ,osting drama6xlled cliczable titles shoFcasing 
the violence occwrring in segregated commwnitiesy Fithowt 
,roviding the historical contept or action ? inaction on the 
,art of the local governmenty serves to ,romote this c.cle of 
segregationu Pnfortwnatel.y these videos are in abwndance from 
variows ,laces arownd the Forld becawse the indwstr. ,wm,s 
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w, social media lizes and someone7s re,wtation and attem,t 
at bwilding a careeru Hn realit.y Fhen swch videos are ,osted 
abowt the favela Fithowt credible edwcational ep,lanation and 
,ro,er contepty the. serve as .et another sowrce of material that 
contribwtes to stereot.,ing and in essencey fwrther sw,,orts the 
o,,ressors in their goal of zee,ing those Fho are segregated 

o,,ressedu 

0s an owtsidery hoF is it ,ossible to ,artici,ate in favela 
towrism and shoFcase the ep,erience onliney and not maze 
the connection to the colonial ephibits of the nineteenth and 
tFentieth centwriesW “o,wlari ed in ”wro,e and the Pnited 
Btatesy colonial ephibits Fere often ,art of the jorld7s qairs 
and created Fith the intent of dis,la.ing ,eo,le Fho had 
been ca,twred from the farthest corners of the em,ire7s 
territoriesu Hn Fhat is noF more a,,ro,riatel. termed Chwman 
 oosyZ these ephibits encowraged onloozers to gaFz at the 
,erceived CodditiesyZ C,ecwliaritiesyZ CforeignnessyZ of the t.,es 

of CbeingsZ that the. had onl. ever heard ofu 

Hnnocent ,eo,ley inclwding childreny Fere ca,twred and 
swb8ected to vo.ewrismy ,wblic disdainy and even treated as 
animalsNforced to ,erform on demandNfor the ,leaswre 
of Fhite attendeesu 0mong the ,o,wlations recreated in the 
Chwman  oosZ inclwded Oongolesey Benegalesey ’indw ro,e 
dancersy 0rabian camel herdersy Mwlw Farriorsy and entire 
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0frican and qili,ino villagesNall Fith the ,wr,ose of ,roviding 
Iu— billion ,eo,le a glim,se of C,rimitiveZ livingu This constrwct 
Fas an im,ortant tool in creating modern racismy bwilt Fith 
intellectwal aFareness of creating a hierarch. betFeen those Fho 
Fere sw,erior and Cthe GtheruZ Ht Fas ,art of cr.stalli ing the 
idea that there episted lesser and sw,erior racesNall to legitimi e 

the eventwal domination of the Fhite jestuS 

jhen there are barriers of dikerencesy Fe mwst overcome b. 

res,ect of trwe integrationu 

9an. sociall. w,bwilding ,ro8ects can be fownd in the favelaB 
“ro8ects to zee, zids ok the street b. teaching mwsicy ”nglish 
classes to groF o,,ortwnit.y art to ep,ress and ,rogress the 
mindu 0s ,art of the intrigwe in going to the favelay consider 
connecting Fith a grow, to contribwte to groFthu 0ct not 
from ,it. nor as a saviory bwt rathery to contribwte Fith the 
recognition that we are ,eo,le and this is one Fa. Fe can 
connect societiesu Ue o,en to en8o. the time Fith ,eo,le 
Fho come from a dikerent cwltwreu 9aze e.e contacty smileu 
”pchange storiesy ep,eriencesy Rwestionsu Co to local salons 
and grocer. storesy fwnd their bwsinessesu BhoF a,,reciation of 

being in their homeu 

Bharing the same langwage is not alFa.s needed to 
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commwnicateu “artici,ate in life and hwrdle the barriers that tell 
ws Fe are se,arateu “eer to ,eery Fe ma. Feave hwmanit.u
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“When you’re poor, people like you for you. 

There’s nothing to hide.” 

- Larissa’s rece1tions
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Chapter 28

Funk

S ounds inspired by Miami bass Funk emerges in the 1990s 
and blew up in the 2000s in Brazil and around the globe. 

Idolized. ViliLed. vofed or hated o’ten depending on onecs fiew 
o’ the way we ,an talk about other peoplex and eqpose intimate 
s,enarios whi,h ’re—uently–in many ,ultures T is not ’reely 

talked about. 

jhe lyri,s reWe,t abundantly enOoying the human body. Hhat 
itcs like the be stru,k by someonecs beauty on the street. 5’ 
being mesmerized by the seqy women at the party. 5necs sequal 
desiresx how they would be ,heered on when riding that di,k. 
jhe ’eeling o’ seeking out the novinhasx the young girls. Brazilcs 
age o’ ,onsent is ’ourteen. Aow the hot ,on,rete ’eels when 
you life without shoes. jhe ’eeling when the stray bullet went 
through the window. Hhat itcs like to hafe a ,rush on someone 
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’rom a di?erent e,onomi, ,lass. 3nd how a person o’ poferty 
will nefer be gifen the ,han,e. Aow s,hool was ,an,elledx 
be,ause the ’a,tion and poli,e are Lghting. jhe ’a,tion and 

poli,e are Lghting. jo be neqt tox to be part o’ the ’a,tion. 

jhe lyri,s are stories ,omposed by li’e in the ’afela. Pe,ried by 
many Braziliansx who ,onsider this musi, ,oursex profo,atifex 

ugly. 

So does that imply musi, ,annot be aggressifex but li’e ,an beY 
Is it a,,eptable that we allow the people to life in stri’ex while 
reOe,ting their reWe,tion o’ li’eY Aow ,an there be ,riti,ism 
without true a,tionx ’or we must be mind’ulx i’ li’e were to 

,hangex the songs too would ,hange. 

Funk artists arenct apologeti,x theycre pride’ul and real. By 
breaking open and eqposing the ,ulture through songx theycre 
breaking the silen,e o’ being pushed and kept to the side. So 
mu,h sox that Funk musi, has swept the ,ountryx and those 
who hafe nothing to do with the ’afela nor li’e o’ the ’afela 
,ommunity and ,ulturex are entering the market to leferage and 

monetize the art o’ Funk. 

3s a resultx root artistsx singers and dan,ers born and raised in 
the ’afelax struggle to be the representation o’ the art born ’rom 

their own ,ommunities. 
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Musi, fideo ,asting ,alls ’re—uent sele,ting a ,ast whi,h leafes 
out dan,ers ’rom the ’afela. Funk attire o’ neon ,olors and 
,reatifely ,ut tops and bodysuits are marketed only on white 
models. 8eople gife Funk dan,e ,lassesx who hafe nefer been 
to the ’afela. 9et they tea,h how to dan,e to songs about stray 
bullet zones. Songs that were Lrstx and ,ontinued to bex dan,ed 
by people who dan,e on the ,on,rete to es,apex and to ’eel 

’reedom and pride in their reality. 

jheycre wat,hing and ’eeling their art being takenx by a largex 
,ommer,ialized industry that wants Funkx but not the people 
o’ Funk.
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Chapter 29

Getting High

T he night hot walking in midnight air. Larissa and I leave 
the house with caipirinhas in hand. The higher we get, 

the more people come to play with life. Sitting outside on the 
stoops of their homes, passing ideas, jokes, cups of caipirinhas 
and Selvagem Catuaba—an aphrodisiac sweet wine that has 
an erotic couple lusting on the label. Girls in neon-colored 
crop tops and jean cutoz shorts and men either shirtless or 
in oversiEed t-shirts and board shorts. Nveryone is in ’ip ’ops. 
Aeighbors greet us energetically, smiling as if we have known 
each other for years. Aot one passes without an introduction, 

hugs, kisses and handshakes. ItFs the favela. 

1 short speaker pulsates 5unk up the wall, music of the morro, 
you canFt be anywhere—day or night, without hearing its 
rhythm ’ood from some speaker and pound the street. The 
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beat hits hard through vibration and the lyric. Leaning against 
the wall people beatboq and chant. Singing along to all the 
lyrics as if live in concert, yelling in the stands. The tones of 
the people chorus the hardships, the gunshots, the seq, desires, 
and dreams. Sequality and the attraction to be seen. Looking 
at the women, the juicy parts of the human body, and the best 
feelings of the sensualiEed, relations to be had. 5unk, while 
traditionally dominated by male artists, females have entered 
the scene including lyrics of empowerment and self love. Songs 

proudfully real, that tell the world this is our life.  e are alive. 

There are two styles of dances freJuently, though not always, 

seen danced by dizerent genders .B.B.
 hen the men dance, theyFre upright.  
Their backs stay straight, 
elbows bent by their sides, on their own ride. 
Light on their toes they hover 
somewhere oz the ground 
heels lifted, moving wildly from the waist down. 
Passinho 
Inspired by 6ames Prown. 
Swiveling their legs in EigEag lines, mesmeriEing. 

 omen tease lust. 
 ith their hips pushed back, bending forward their palms meet 

the insides of their knees. 
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There they move in various Juebradas, breaks.
“opping their pelvis to click the beat into place. 
 hen the rhythm picks up their hips will vibrate their booty to 

shake. 
Nvery movement so isolated in place, 
the sound drips down the shimmying fringes on their shorts. 
1 foreigner would compare it to Twerk, though this general 
observation could be narrowed. Stylistically this way of dancing 
PraEilian 5unk isolates the pelvis from the rest of the body 
which stays stagnant still. Twerk ” a contraction of Otwist9 
and Ojerk9 from Aew 0rleans in the x;–Ds eqpands into the 
body where more eqaggerated moves may be coming from the 
torso and legs. 5unk belongs to the 5avela, and can never be 
TwerkM though in origin, both dances are 1fro-descendant and 

advocate for liberation in the body. 

“eople hypersequaliEe this movement. 1ssume and speak for the 
dancer. 7isregarding that maybe she dances and never thinks 
about seq. ?aybe she dances and only thinks about seq. ?any 
women will also be seen doing passinho. Nither way is right, for 
ultimately, dance is movement of freedom in oneFs body.  hen 

a person dances 5unk, they are free. 

 e share songs, eqchange numbers, more hugs and kisses before 
saying goodbye. Larissa and I look to get lost and get high.  e 
eqplore upward, higher and higher, music rising like heat from 
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the corridor veins below. 

In the middle of the street, weFre stopped. 
O7o you know the wayH9 
 e pause in silence, Juestioning his intention. 
ORouFre in bandido territory, this party is with the faction.9 
It was an answer that we already assumed. 
 eFre at the top of the hill, itFs where they live and occupy. 
OThat means that there will be armas.9 Armas—guns, they will 

be armed. 
Larissa starts laughing, her head knocking back, she puts her 

hands up in mocking fright, O0oooh, IFm so scared.9 
8e looks to me and I back to him unemotional. 
1ccepting his forewarning, drawing forward the vein opens up. 
1 small bar lights the landing of a place that some might think 
of as heaven of the hill. 0verlooking the layers of homes beneath 
us set in an opaJue scene lined by the navy sea and sky. 5ar, far, 
far below is the thin coastline of pale sand illuminated under 
round spots of light in Leblon, Ipanema, Copacabana .B.B. ItFs 

small and storybook like from here .B.B. 

0verlooking the wealthiest parts of Kio, way, way down below, 
a tiny, untouchable Lego world. The same city, but constructed 
of buildings and streets born of dizerent roots, assigned 
dizerent rules and roles upheld by the same government .B.B. 1 
city below, with dizerent rights than the one on the hill where 
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we dance .B.B. because up here, the law, the game, the permissions 
.B.B. are upheld by the faction. 1 permanent Dqture of injustice, 
strife, and ineJuality that is upheld by a large segment of society 
unburdened by these concerns, and the government arm that 

has never intended to humaniEe or integrate the communities. 

 e walk to the bar, weaving through an intimate crowd of 
maybe twenty thirsty people.  e are two of several women. 
ThereFs a single stack of small, ’imsy white plastic cups and 
coolers packed with glass forty-ounce 1ntarctica bottles. Peer 
is always served icy and shared in PraEil.  hen youFre at a party 

with the faction, the faction provides the drinks. 

Cup after cup we get Dlled. The music blasts. Kattling the 
windows of darkened, surrounding homes. The same 5unk 
beats from below, but the lyrics dizerent. Funk Proibidão, 
“rohibited 5unk, speciDc to the faction. 5unk that talks about 
their crime family, line after line, hailing the faction name, 
the moleques ready for war, the discipline, the vengeance, the 
women that they will fuck and train as they want. Ke’ections 
of life that arenFt permitted to be played on radio stations or in 

public places—unless itFs occupied by the faction. 

?aybe twenty members have an 1E slung over their shoulder. 
Aone of them have I seen before. Larissa and I stand at the 
edge of the party, closest to the cliz. 6ust a narrow hip height 
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metal railing separates us from tumbling below. ORou do a pose 
and they come,9 Larissa says, tossing her shoulders back, leaning 
her elbows on the rail behind us. OLook at them for just a 
second longer than what would be comfortable,9 she says, and 
in seduction, they walk by in small groups. Three, four, Dve of 
them .B.B. Stop neqt to us, just outside of our bubble in front of 

us, waiting for an invitation .B.B. and an approval to approach. 

 e stretch in her game, looking at one, turning around to hold 
that railing and pop our hips .B.B. and looking back, maybe at 
him .B.B. maybe at someone else.  ordless invitations to dance. 
8olding the railing dipping low, a tantaliEing show .B.B. ItFs a 
game to make them hungry. ItFs just to play. Soon enough 
thereFs a small arch of men around us .B.B. holding their plastic 
cups of icy beer in one hand and their arms and pistols in 
the other. The 5unk music picks up, with words praising the 
warriors of the faction. 1round us, the men start dancing 
too, drinking in the words, holding on to their weapons, Dst 
bumping their barrels to the sky, pounding the ’oor of higher 

power. 

?ore and more people arrive to the party. ?ore drinks are 
poured, and weFre encouraged to come oz the railing and into 
the center platform with the crowd. OItFs saferF9 Larissa yells to 
me. O8uhH9 I Juestion back, and we start the be encapsulated 

upon. 
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OTo be inside their circle, itFs saferF If the police come, you donFt 
want to be on the outside of their guns. TheyFll make a circle 

around us, to protect usF9 She yells through the beat. 

1s I look around, I notice, just like a bracelet of beads, the 
members Dst bumping their barrels to the sky have made a 
ring around us, Dfty, siqty of us, dancing, laughing, sweating, 
cheering inside their protection.
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Chapter 30

André

W e sit in the sounds of the wind, on the edge of my 
apartment clib when he vegins to unra.el“ MIichelle, 

’”m drowning,k he says, in tall posture and looEing up, high and 
forward“ M’”m drowning“ ’ can”t worE enough to abord li.ing 
life much longer“  .ery day ’”m trying harder and harder “H“H“ and 

nothing is changing“k 

Sard in all the ways it is in the fa.ela“ xocial systemic persecution 
threatens eBistence amongst .iolent threat of life“ ’n all the ways 
it is of veing a ;lacE man in a city that assumes place in society vy 
color“ Se”s running out of optionsz it shaEes me sover realiPing 
“H“H“ ?ossivility is for the select“ What luBury that falling can ve 

learned from“ 

What happens when there”s nothing to fall into1 When societies 
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are made of people falling around one another, without 

resources, without light to Enow there will ve vase1 

M’ Enow you don”t dream of the Ox “H“H“ vut things happen 
there,k ’ tell him“ MApportunity is real“ ’ don”t ha.e a lot of 
money, vut ’ ha.e enough to support us for a vit “H“H“ until we 

ha.e worE“ ’ ha.e a carz we can go where we want“k 

Se stays silent“ 

M;ut thinE avout this really, éndrT“ ’f it will 3ll your soul 3rst“ 
’t can”t ve for the relationship that we ha.e, you ha.e to feel that 

3rst you will ve 3lled“ 3hen we will focus on us“k 

Se falls into a sigh and puts his arm around me“ 
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“Look amiga, 
everyone in the favela has a problem. 

There’s no time to baby anyone. 
Gotta ught for life like the rest of ”s.-

c Larissa’s re1e6tions
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Chapter 31

Lisandro’s post

S un beams make the skin shine over his shoulder blades and 
down his shirtless back. Gliding his feet along the pebbled 

concrete so waking neighbors can hear the drag of his sandals. 
He is just . . . strolling. As if he got out of bed and wondered to 
the street to ponder. Taking time. Swinging his arms holding a 

glock. 

The truth is, I begin to feel more comfortable descending 
the hill by back faction-run alleyways moreso than descending 
by the principal road. The principal road holds so much 
commotion, exhaust, noise from open storefront shops and 
abundant staring eyes following me down the street. Sometimes 

the eyes yell comments, and it feels . . . exposed. 

By the back ways though, are diQerent. Puiet. 1assing doors to 
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homes, sometimes a few other individuals and of course, passing 
the faction posts. The interactions are diQerent here than on 
the principal road. ’n a calm day, often thereNs a gentle greeting 
and they stay at their post as I continue to pass with dignity. 
So seeing him move with his time and owning the alley . . . is 

common on this descending path. 

Wot far behind him, I hesitate, though without other direction 
to turn, I intentionally make sounds with my steps to let him 
know heNs not alone. Chen he turns around, we both stop 

stunned. 

“aramel skin, a scruQy goatee and full lips . . . He perks, !Bom 
dia”L Animated and enthusiastic. !Bom dia,L I smile softly. 
He introduces himself in a non-traditional way of withholding 
extending a hand or cheek. !Wice to meet you, Risandro,L I 
respond, without giving him my name. There we stare in silence 
for a moment. The way he looks at me is soft. As though looking 
through a picket fence, longing but holding respect for the 

boundary. 

I nod to signal if I could step to his side to pass and abruptly 
shifts his direction as if jolting awake. As I pass his side, he 
stammers for his words, and extends his arm and gun to the sky, 
commenting on the brightness of the sun. I smile and continue 

on. 

655



The faction on this hill doesnNt intimidate the community 
because they can, they look to protect it by upholding laws of no 
stealing or cheating fellow neighbors. TheyNre armed to protect 
their jobs, not to bring violence against locals. This makes locals 
of the hill feel itNs safer in the favela than outside of the favela in 

Uio. 

I continue to prefer descending the back, faction-run alleyways, 
itNs been safe and calm these days. The same members keep the 
same post schedules each day, and while they keep tabs on who 

walks by, it has become easy to keep tabs on them too. 

3ntil :0FF p.m. each day I know I can pass this way with 
Risandro at post and it will be pleasant, gentle. Since our 7rst 
encounter, I have never seen him shirtless or armed again. :or 
certain he always has a gun on him, maybe it stays tucked 
into the back band of his shorts . . . Somewhere to leave him 
untaggable, less de7nable, out of the way so I can see . . . not just 
his gun, but see him. Cith every passing, his smile is soft, his eyes 
beam to mine, and he comments on the brightness of the sun, 
putting his hands up to the sky, as if reaching to embrace and 
pull down the sun as a gift.
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Only what is in the hand can be controlled. 
When the path turns 

life will play how it will play. 

When the path grows uncertain, 
fear must not break into the foundation 

to pull and devour 
self-trust. 

In the body of fear grows debilitation. 
It will sprout and advance with permission 

until there comes a moment 
when fear reminds you 

to lose fear. 

So when they asked me, 
“Aren’t you scared?” 

I’ve been too busy trusting my stability.
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Chapter 32

Confession

T he ride gets smooth with every switchback, the wind 
mules the motor and it gets more and more deso.ate 

getting c.oser to the skyB fust.ing storejronts turn to houses, we 

jo..ow to where the road  ust BABAB endsB 

éndrI is waiting at the end oj the concrete with his hand out, 
he takes my ba.ance as W swing my .eg over the back oj the motoB 
Re both thank the driverB Then ja.. into each otherB peaching 
jor my waist, he “u..s me tight to him, taking his arms around 
my shou.ders, it “resses my ear to his chestB pesting his .i“s on 
my jorehead, he rocks back and jorth, Y”ou are so beautiju.BS 

zti.. graGing his .i“s on my skinB Hod W .ove meeting himB 

Ce xinches to re.ease me .ike a  o.ting shock, Y1ome on,S 
e6cited he takes my handB Re traverse “.anks and stairs with 
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“.ants and garbaged wood at our jeetB Couse structures, though 
em“ty oj “eo“.e BABAB a miniature ghost townB Ce takes me to a 
staircase and we c.imb u“ a.ongside a houseB Ce “ushes o“en a 
meta. door, o“ening to a dim.y .it ha..wayB Re “ass one c.osed 
door and at the end oj the ha..way he asks me to go Mrst u“ a 
darkening staircase, the door is c.osed at the to“ and W turn to 

him, YHo ahead,S he te..s meB 

W “inch the sing.e hook .atch with my “ointer Mnger and thumb, 
un.atch the hook and “ush o“en the meta. sheet hinged as a 
knobE.ess doorB Wt creaks and M..s the staircase with b.inding 
white .ightB zte““ing jorward to the to“ oj a “.atjorm, my eyes 
ad ust in the sun7s saturationB Re are outside againB zte““ing 
jorward W rea.iGe there is nothing but sky to our .ejt, and rightB 
Re7re standing on the rooj oj the highest house in the who.e 

jave.a BABAB xoating in the skyB 

The neverEending c.oud.ess sky ro..ing out and jading into haGy 
schemes oj .ight b.uesB 0et by the gent.e rim oj the dee“ sea, 
crysta..iGed by every beaming ray oj sunB ?mera.d waves oj 
mountain .ush ro.. over the north and south coastsB Rith us 
as natures out.ines on the .ast edge .ejt on earth BABAB Rhere the 
do“amine b.asts are beyond bri..iant BABAB Re7ve ste““ed into a 

“aintingB 

Ce comes behind me, wra““ing both arms over my shou.ders, 
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“ressing his chest to my backB The side oj his chin on my 

jorehead, YWt7s amaGing rightNS 2ost in wonder W am s“eech.essB 

The sounds jrom be.ow rise BABAB dogs barking, chi.dren in their 
“.ay BABAB unab.e to see their e6istence, their sounds grow jrom the 
ground eva“orating into air riding a wave oj the windB éndrI 

takes my hand to wa.k me to the o““osite side oj the roojB 

Ce has a b.anket .aid outB Ce takes both oj my “a.ms in his and 
we knee. down together in jront oj each otherB Ce “u..s a sma.. 
white cardboard bo6 out oj his “ocket and hands it to meB Wt7s 
 ust big enough to M.. the “a.m oj my handB W “.ace my Mnger 
in one side to o“en it de.icate.yB Wnside a sing.e sea green “ointed 
ova. stone hanging on a thin, b.ack cordB W “ick it u“ by the stone 

and run my thumb over the smooth surjaceB 

Rhen W .ook to him, he7s misty eyed with his head cocked to 
the sideB Ce reaches through the inside co..ar oj his shirt and 
“u..s out the same sea green stone hanging jrom a thicker cord 
around his neckB Y0iche..e BABABS he .et the stone dro“ and ja.. to 

the center oj his chestB Y1an W ca.. you my .oveNS 

freath.essB :ust as he a.ways .ejt me, breath.essB 
W “ut the neck.ace back in the bo6 BABAB and the bo6 between usB W 
sit u“ and cu“ my “a.ms on either side oj his  aw, my thumbs ja.. 
to the jront oj his ears and my Mngers wra“ around his hair.ineB 
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W .ean jorward to rest my jorehead to his and W c.ose my eyesB 
Wnha.e BABAB 
?6ha.e BABAB 

Ce meets me there tooB 
W jee. his hands wra“ around my waistB 
Ce .ays his .i“s into mineB 
;ose to nose, breath to breath 
scu.“tured .ines ming.ing to xoat in the skyB 
W take him in 
énd he takes me tooB
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“I don’t understand,” Larissa says to me. 

When she’s with her attitude she does this stance 
of pouting her lips forward and shifting her head 

side to side. Staring at me with her arms crossed. 

“Menina, girl, why are you even with this man? 
There are niiice men in Brazil. Branquinho, 
white, beautiful men. Why are you dating 

someone from the favela?” 

- Larissa’s re1ections
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Chapter 33

Hidden Messages

A ndré steps behind me draping his arm over my shoulder. 
The reversed triangle on the cap of his shoulder meeting 

my chin, his hand falls to rest on my opposing hip. Surrounding 
me, his spell is cast. Captivating my womanhood which has 
never trusted nor believed in men . . . He sends a tidal wave of 
turquoise crashing over me. Exposing a foreign part of my soul, 
overwhelmingly in love with being with him, being around him. 
I am the most honored person on the street . . . in this favela . . . 

in this city. Completely consumed. 

We descend the slope without rush, bathing under the beating 
sun. Stepping together as one, deeper into the corridor we 
descend. Just him . . . just me. With both feet on the ground and 
on another planet. We’re snapped into reality when his sandal 
breaks. Mid-step amidst trash and dog shit, he’s unbothered as 
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if nothing happened. He steps out of the sandals, merely an 

accessory, and leaves the empty shoes behind us. 

Turning the corner to Lisandro’s post, I smile and feel the inside 
of André‘s arm press tighter against my body. A signal to stop. 
“Ei mano,” Hey man, André tosses Lisandro a peace sign and 
extends his free hand. Our magnetic ?eld breaks here . . . I step 

out of André‘s clasp and he turns away from me. 

I watch as he turns his back, and exchanges hidden words with 
Lisandro. Then Lisandro leaves. André turns to me, and his 
palms reach to palm and own the small of my back. He looks 
down to me, and the crown of his head blocks the sun, beams 
glow and light his frame. “Let’s wait here a minute,” he tells me. 

Next to the post of the faction? I question. 

This strong man who never smiles on the street leans 
his forehead down to connect with mine. Our lips hover 
exchanging swirling air. . . . “OkR” he 5ashes a half smile with 
a question that has no choice. 6olling back his stone outside 
exposing luminous joy that no one but the most intimate would 
see in him. There he is . . . that’s my favorite André. A sensitive, 
energetic, vulnerable man who freely melts into me. I give him 
the tip of my tongue, gliding just barely along the sensitive 
peak where the lip meets the skin. A lion hidden in the grass, 
he growls low from the inside base of his throat, “mulherão,“ 
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humming under his breath. 

The sound of dragging steps invade the concrete and our 
attention draws. It’s Lisandro. Walking toward us, sandals in 
hand.
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Chapter 34

The Eye of the 
Storm

H er wooden chair never moves from the outside of her 
open door. A windowless home of low ceilings and 

exposed pipes where her clothes hang over the bed. Her smile 
warm, and home to a single gold tooth. Fluy- whiteEgra- hair 

with roller curls frame her face. 

“ver- da- she waves, G!ood afternoon, dear”k Her voice arrives 
from the bacI of her throat. “ver- da- she asIs how ’;m doing, 
and ever- da- her response is the sameD GTa- b- da- dear. Ta- 

b- da-.k 1he chair is never without her. 

1oda- is a perfect da- under a radiating cr-stal sI-. 1he sun 
Iisses the bacI of m- necI and sends warmth down m- spine. 
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’ taIe it in slowl-, walIing the incline to leave m- house when 

silence puts me in Suestion. 

’;m the onl- one on the street, but that;s not infreSuent. 
Nomething is gone. 1here;s no noise. Vot a radio or clanIing 
pots, no 1R or FunI beats. zealigning m- drifting ga—e, her 
chair is empt-. ’ had never seen the beaten wood of the seat 
before and moreCa closed door. ?ould this be the e-e of the 

tornadoP Werfect and confusing. 

Ohen ’ turn the corner, m- legs fold beneath me, 
’ fall to the 8oor and all air escapes. 
At the center of m- breastbone, in merc- ’ peer into the barrel 

of a shooter. 
Armed in blacI, covered from helmet head to toe of the boot, 
un8inching, read- to shoot. He;s bacIed b- six more. Get the 

fuck up Michelle. 
’ stare into the e-es of the man and struggle for ground, m- legs 

as a doe walIing for the Mrst time. 
Get the fuck up, get the fuck UP. 
’ can feel the commotion from m- waist down, 
’;m tr-ing so hard to move and nothing is happening. 
1he o9cer stares down to me, still with his barrel pointed at m- 
chest, writing words with his mouthCStay calm. Don’t worry. 
’ see his looI of concern. jf genuine remorse. It’s not you. He 

sa-s mouthing words, it’s not you. 
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Toes it reall- maIe a diyerenceP 
Are we not all one in the sameP 
’n the moments of tensit-, uncertaint- and danger 
are we not all sharing a destin- with the enem-P 

’ put m- palm to the wall and use it to secure some balance to 
stand and move swiftl- forward through their duel armed lines. 
1he bacIups all drawn with their weapons are fro—en in place. 

Ntatues. 0en who don;t 8inch or draw one e-eball to see me. 

At the end of their assembl-, there a small food stop with two 
pillars and a single wall holding a roof over chairs, a bar and 
stove. 1wo women are cooIing, staring down into steaming 

pots. 

jne man with his arms crossed, watching the 1R hanging on 
the wall. And ’;m unsure of what ’;m seeing. A line of police 
in position to shoot, along a cluster of people carr-ing on with 
their lives as if neither one exists. ’ sit down next to the man 
watching 1RD surel-, he Inows the safest angle to sit at, and 
immediatel- ’ stand bacI up. ’ move the chair to be farther from 
the police. ’ sit down again and stand bacI up. I should make 
more barrier, ’ thinI, looIing around at empt- and exposed 

space alongside armed guards. 
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From nowhere, Gji menina”k Hey girl! An older gentleman, 
shorter than ’ with sparse gre- hair, approaches. GVervous 
huhPk he asIs me, looIing directl- into m- e-es giving a pat to 
m- arm. GTon;t worr-, it will be over soon.k His reassuring e-es 
are as blue as the sI-. ’ am stunned, unable to collect words and 
’ want to hug him and Mnd somewhere to hide. There is nowhere 

to hide. 

Oithout warning the air cracIs. 
jne. 
jur shoulders  ump to our ears. 
’t snaps in half, breaIing the atmosphere open. 
1wo. 
1eeth gritting. 
1he sI- is split b- force. 
1hree. 
Oe wait in silence as see the police run. 

1he gentleman turns to me again. GOait Mve minutes, wait Mve 
minutes and it will be Mne,k he sa-s with one hand up, patting 
the air in front of him, as if his palm is giving peace. Yeats of 
walIie talIies get closer and closer. Five minutes come and go, 
and the police turn to four faction members casuall- walI awa- 

from where the police  ust ran into. 

I need to move, ’ thinI, This is too exposed. ’;m not far from 
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the principal road where it should be safer because there;s more 
movement. Aess place for faction and police to hide. 1en more 
minutes go b-. G’s it safe nowPk ’ asI the gentleman. He smiles 

with his lips pierced and nods, G!o with !od.k 

0- breath is stucI to the inside of m- chest scurr-ing the twent- 
feet to leave the alle-wa-. ’ right turn into another corridor 
road to taIe a shortcut down the hill. GVot that wa-,k ’ hear 
a woman;s voice behind me. Ohen ’ turn to looI at her, she 
continues her steps, wagging her Mnger. ’ reverse m- steps to 
follow her to the principal road, where the corridor opens to the 
rest of the hill, and the sI- does too. A clear view of the road 
which twists up the mountainside hugging cluttered, stacIed 

boxes, a street alwa-s Mlled with commotion .B.B. is stopped. 

Vo motos, no vans, no chatter, no moving. 
Cet hundreds of people of all shades, si—es, heights and ages stand 
with their bacI to a building wall, stopped in silence. ’ free—e for 
a momentD do—ens of heads turn to me. ’ go forward, in front of 
their line, maIing e-e contact with people who pass restrained 

expressions of acInowledgement. ’ Mnd m- spot on the wall. 

Oe stand together, and ever-one;s head tilts up the winding 
mountainside, watching in solemn silence. 1wo o9cers dressed 
in blacI, ascend the mountain road with their Mrearms pulled, 
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pointing side to side, read- to shoot. ?ocIroaches under a 
spotlight.
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Chapter 35

Running

I t all happens so fast. 
I meet André as the street returns to life; he grips my arm 

pulling me forward to walk faster. “Why?” my tone is annoyed, 
jolting my gaze up to him. Without looking anywhere but 
forward, stern, and on a mission, he drops my arm. “I’ll tell you 

when we get home.” 

I look over my shoulder to glimpse a single police oLcer beating 
his baton against the body of another hitting the Toor. I gasp in 
horror. André slides behind me, pressing half his body against 

my back, he walks faster pushing me with him. 

A drumroll of thunder rumbles over us. 1ighting cracks the sky 
open, few shrieks scatter the people, disappearing into darkened 
veins. 8he rain pours unapologetically drenching everything. 
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-ere to wipe us out. André and I slip into a corridor. 

Counds of rushing water amplixed by the four!story walls 
towering around us. Brossing a short bridge which is usually 
a gentle Tow of sewage, the dumping rain has it full force 
waterfall. We continue to dip through zigging corridors, cutting 
horizontally along the hill, a better alignment to ascend directly 

by my house. 

In darkened, emptied streets we take cover beneath an arch. We 
pause to peek around the corner, peering up an eqaggerated 
staircase, turned white water river. André bends forward to 
bring his eyeline direct with mine. -e’s yelling, but all I hear is 
rushing water as I try to read his lips in darkness. -e looks at 
that water, and back to me, “Come on4” I think he says, and he 
takes my hand. I wince, looking to my sandals knowing what is 
going to be in that water. 8he xrst step up, our poor naked legs 

shin deep in cascading Tow. 

8he sky snaps, our heads crouch into our shoulders under the 
Tash of light. Ouckets and buckets dropping from above, mask 
everything in its motion. 8rying to move hurriedly, stuck in 
caution, hoping to land on each disguised step, we sRueeze our 
hands tightly together, bending our elbows, drawing close to 

balance one another. 
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We arrive to a landing, grip a narrow metal handrail to traverse 
to the neqt slope on the hill. We’ve made it one Ruarter of the 
way up; it feels like an enormous feat. 8he slant in the road 
thins the water. -ere it glides rock, just meeting the rims of our 
shoes. Eur steps turn to lunges, leaning forward, it’s too hard to 
look up. Kain dropping as daggers shoot angry water in slanted 
directions by the blow of the wind. When I look up, it stabs 

knives in my eyes. 

8hen at some point there’s proof of life. 
A shining light spilling to brighten the street. 
André drops my hand. 
I look to my side, and he’s gone. 
I cup my hands over my eyes, turning 3H5 
André is steps behind me, 
his shoulders hunched up to his ears, 
his hands cupped in front of his mouth 
-e’s looks to me, 
and into the light. 
8o me, 
and into the light. 
In a rush to hustle through the rain, time drips slow. 
I follow his pattern to look to the light too, 
and there stands a dozen of them. 
 ach with their own tall, black stool of magazines and A6s 

sitting in the seats. 
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A dozen of them. 
All staring back at us. 

When I look back to André, he’s looking at them with his head 
popped forward. -is mouth is moving, opening wide, yelling. 

All I can hear is the echo of the rain. 
I watch his pattern go again, 
looking to them and back to me, 
looking to them and back to me, 
looking to them, the faction with the light, 
and back to me, isolated .<.<. in darkness. 

With my hands cupped over my sRuinting eyes, rain coating 
the strands of my hair, drenching my body, my being, it’s there, 

under the falling sky, conxrmed. 

André has joined the faction. 
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“The woman opens the hand, 
but the man never does. 

A man will do what he wants to do, 
over what he needs to do. 

The woman will do what is accommodating, 
what she needs to do, 

even if it is not what she wants to do.” 

- Larissa’s re1ections

87"



Chapter 36

In Tragic Loss, 
You Resist or You 
Yield

R attling the midnight glass, everything is about to 

crumble to the ground. 
POUND 
Tucked under covers, exposed to building power 
Pound 
Outlined in my window, a human shadow with arms extended 

and pressed to the glass, one open hand and one “st 
Pound 
Pound 
Pound 
M”ichelle.1 
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fo Iucking way. W roar up, slamming my “sts into the mattress, 
blowing Iury as “re M?hat the Iuck are you doing!H1 W scream 

every ounce oI air Irom my lungs. Wt heats the glass and he stops. 

’eUs calm when he says M”ichelle1 again, knowing that he has 
succeeded in getting me to respond, passing the gates oI level 
one. Pnder his breath, bowing to my dragon, MAlease Iorgive 

me,1 he pleads. 
W yell to the other side oI the earth, Mzre you craqy!H zre you 
craqy!H1 W yell. ’eUs tranFuil. M”ichelle, WUm sorry. Corgive me, 

Iorgive me, ”ichelle.1 
W slam my body back like a Irustrated child. 
M”ichelle,1 he says through the glass window, M”ichelle.1 

Shiming every Iew moments. 

jilent, W stare at the ceiling that was once ours. jurprised heUs 
here and not surprised at all. This man who works any situation 
to his bene“t, oI course he 9umped the balcony, oI course he did. 

ThereUs no escape when he wants something. 

zt some hour the chimes oI my name changed to slapping the 
bugs eating his legs. W shiIt my body to see his outline in the 
nightUs sky. ’eUs seated with both knees pulled to his chest and 
his head resting between his knees. WUm sad at the sight and too 
Iurious to do anything but lay there. Is this wrong! To leave him 
out there! But he is in the wrong, W think, what do I owe him! zt 
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some point W driIt into the realm oI dreams. 

?hen the sun touches the lids oI my eyes, itUs as iI itUs 
accompanied by an alarm, W sit upright unFuestionably slashing 
the air. ?hat W “rst see is his Iorehead pressed to the glass, with 
both arms crossed overhead, eye to eye with me. ’eUs Irowning 

and his eyes are dropped innocence. 

Wnside the apartment, protected and exposed, WUm the “sh in a 
colorIul bowl. ’is eyes Iollow me as W get out oI bed and walk 
toward the glass. Qven through glass W can Ieel him wash with 
hope, his lips begin to separate, and his eyebrows liIt, Iollowing 

me with wet, enormously warm, brown eyes. 

W stop in Iront in Iront oI him on the other side. ?here he stands 
on the balcony is a step lower than the room, and his gaqe aligns 
with my breast line. There, as Dueen in my castle, W look right 

over his shoulder as iI he doesnUt exist. 

M”ichelle.1 ’is tone echoes a sense oI alarm as he tries to stand 
taller into my gaqe. W swear in my purview W can see him rise on 
his tiptoes. M”ichelle.1 ’e says a little bit louder, trying to wake 
me up. ?ithout response, W shiIt. W begin to undress. 0ropping 
my clothes to the Loor. M”ichelle.1 Wn stern panic. W turn my 
body and saunter into the bathroom, into the shower. How will 

I escape! 
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?hen W step out oI the bathroom wrapped in a towel, he is in 
the same place. jtill as a statue. W look out to the nature, too 
gorgeous to be in this game oI hate. W let him watch me. W dry 
the water oG my wet, naked body. jtaring right past him as iI he 
doesnUt exist. 

M”ichelle.1 ’e watches me pull out two lace panties and decide 
which to put on. M”ichelle.1 ”y name on repeat. ’e watches 
me make coGee in lace. M”ichelle,1 he pleads, watching me 
play music and get dressed. W let him take me in, while every 
Iew moments looking to the window and beyond him 9ust to 
remind him, that he doesnUt exist. W gather my bag, M”ichelle1 
open my apartment door, M”WS’Q  Q1 and look back to the 

nature one last time. 

W slam the door behind me. M”WS’Q  QH1 zndr2 yells my 
name Irom the other side oI the house in emergency. znd now 

so am W. Qxposed to his game, W run. 

 eaving the house, my heart beating Iaster than W, running ahead 
oI me, escalating a doqen steps up the mountain, W move as 
Fuickly as W can, making millisecond decisions about the less 
likely turn heUll think WUll take. W spring along a ramp hugging the 

mountainside, looking down on the rooItops oI houses below. 
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Go, go, go, W think under my panting breath. W arrive to a landing 

oI brush and scattered trash overlooking the ocean. 

W stop. 

Wt all seems still while “lling my lungs like balloons. 0aqed on the 

inside, WUm rooted in place, and spinning out in every direction. 

Wt takes no moments until W hear a rustling around me. ”y gaqe 

darts to the right. W see snake eyes walking toward me. ’im. 

”y spark ignites MfoH1 W scream shattering the peace. znd 9ust 
like the “rst night W met zndr2, W let my body take me. Sarry me 
away, my soul swirls pushing the inside oI my skin. Yliding me 
onward. W donUt Ieel my legs but theyUre running .B.B. beating the 
dirt path, thudding with each pass and Loating. W donUt notice 
my breath but W know that itUs heavy, because W can hear itUs 

weight breathe down. 

jomehow a part oI me levitates above, 
watching all oI this happen. 

Running up steps, 
skipping every other one, 
it burns the back oI my legs and 
my brain tells my body, I must be stronger than him, 
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cheering myselI on, I must be strong. 
W watch the shadow oI his shoulders 9ust above mine. 
?hen W Ieel his breath heat the back oI my neck, 
we emerge on an alleyway, 
a place between two Iaction points, 
“nally Lat. 

W take oG sprinting down the corridor. 
M”ichelle,1 heUs aggressive sharpening his whisper, 
M”WS’Q  Q. @ouUre going to get us killedH1 he stabs into my 

neck.

W stop dead in my tracks and whip all my Iury in a wave oI wind. 
Areath to dying breath, our chests dipping and rising standing 

between concrete. 

’e steeples his “ngertips together at the center oI his chest, a 
signal somewhere between making a presentation and pleading, 
M”ichelle. jomeone sees me running aIter you and they kill me. 

@ou canUt run in the Iavela.1 

znd he takes back all control.
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Chapter 37

Hiss

“Y ou lied!” I grit through my teeth “You lied to my face!” 
“HEY,” snapping, he cuts me ow and points his vnger 

to the center of my chest, .a’ing it up and do.n scolding meW 
“You ha’e no idea .hat Ikm going through,” he tells meW 
“Ahat the fucé, ?ndrb!P” I pierce the air screamingW 

Ae are the only ones on the street, our yells, rattling into 
neighxor .indo.s, playing a tennis match xet.een Tortuguese 
and English, xecause .hen your emotions e1plode in your roots 

itks more real in your natural tongueW 

“9his is .hat you chooseP! 9his is .hat you chooseP!” I chargeW 

He tells me something axout doing .hat he has to, to taée care 

of xusiness and I need to accept thatW 
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“9his is .hat you .ant .ith your lifeP 9o éeep a gun, .ander 

the street, deal drugsP” 
“You ha’e no fucéing idea!” he yells in English xecause he éno.s 
it .ill hit me harderW “You donkt get it, you thiné this is .hat I 

.antP!” 

TauseW 

“I donkt need you, -ichelleW Ahen I .ent to them, I .asnkt e’en 
thinéing axout you,” he tells meW He puts his hands up .a’ing 

me owW 

It feels liée he Cust smacéed me to the  oorW“You éno. .hat, 
?ndrb,” I say to him vre5eyedW I pause and xring myself xacé 
do.n to street le’elW 2alm, collected, my tone smoothW “9here 
are a lot of people in this .orld,” I tell himW “9his W3W3W” I looé 
him up and do.n, “I donkt needW”
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Chapter 38

Warping Colors

H ow many masks can someone have? 
I’m kneeling over two buckets of water, submerged in 

detergent, back on that balcony, twisting fabric between my 

hands . . . 
How can André and I go from oozing transporting love . . . to a 

game of nothing? 
Mico monkeys jump from the trees for casual strolls over my 

drying rack of clothes. 
How could he have the audacity? 
Their little gray bodies with white faces and hairy ears look back 

at me unimpressed. 
My mind gets on a merry-go-round. 
Spinning scenarios in my head. 
In the center of my breastbone 
My breath is stolen into coils, and coils, 
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how tight can it go. 
Air is sucked out of my —ngertips and up from my toes 
dragging to my center 
It gets stuckEstuck behind concrete 
I collapse to the Ooor in loss of breath 
I’m on my hands and my knees 
the sun beating my back in —re 
My mouth is open trying to get saved but there is nothing to 

absorb. 
I Oip my back to a wall and there 
A wrecking ball hits me 
To the center of my chest 
It hits me 
Trying to break everything that I am 
It hits me. 
The dent in my soul not yet big enough 
It hits me. 
xvery time I see chain-links draw back and pause to prepare . . . 
xverything fuzzy 
I hear my consciousness whomping out of me. 
The sound robs the inside of my head 
7utside shades of blues and greens warp 
xFpanding 
xnclosing me in this eFternal brightness and internal depth of 

dark terror. 
The repetition used my shattered pieces to stab my shattered 
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self. 
That pain, that pressure . . . 
xFhaust drips out 
Brom my eyes, from my skin . . .
xverything goes geometric. 
“agged shapes around me 
And I can’t get o” this fucking ride. 
That wrecking ball would continue to swing back and knock 

harder each time. 
8reaking open a black hole 
xFposing my crouching soul 
Small and tight in fetal position. 
That is when I let it take control. 

My blood shaking. 
7ne million peaks rise 
Snow-capped spikes of white, icy glaciers line the inside of my 

skin. 
WScream.C A whispering voice not my own tells me, 
WDo it.C It says, 
WNow.C 
I reach for a shirt, stu” it inside of my mouth, 
drenched it waterfalls down my chest. 
WFucking yell,C the foreign guide tells me, 
The torch of —re inside screams blood all over everything. 
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It’s the limit. 
Standing at the edge 
And alone on the Ooor 
I surrender. 
8eak. 
9overed in tears and sweat. 
I sparkle under the rays of the sun. 
:ooking up from the inside out . . . it all sparkles too.

199



Chapter 39

Answering the 
Call

W e had passed so many nights together, doing our 
separate lives in silence. So many nights when I would 

realize his pause, and watch him collect his hands palm to palm, 
and repeat to the sky, “I won’t there, God, I can’t go there.” He 
would squeeze his eyelids together, pause, release his palms and 

return to what he was doing without speedbump in his trance. 

I interpreted his words as a mantra of strength. Strength that he 
wasn’t going to fall into a black hole abyss. Blind to consider 

that maybe it was a plea. 

I never asked because . . . it was his to share. As much as I may 
try to know how challenging his decisions have felt, if you don’t 
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live it, you don’t feel it. 

My job was to listen. When I told him, “I know you don’t dream 
of the US . . . but things happen there . . .” It was put forth with 

pure intent. 

Now sadly, I see beneath my words was a message—I have a 
key. A key so shiny it can be your lifeline, I can be your lifeline, 

because I know you need one. Use me to turn the key. 

Built on the belief of progress in pursuit a unique and beautiful 
trait which makes Americans, American. This is part of our 
mental, social, emotional structure . . . it is the way we are 
trained. A culture creating answers to problems, which prizes 

work and the belief of results. 

My response to André was unconscious. I heard a problem 
and participated in what I could do to xO it. In actuality, 
my response was deeply demeaning because I responded to 
the problem—not to him. 1Fering him a key to a better life 
unintentionally dehumanized him, disregarding his desires and 

belittling his current state, versus what I knew it could be. 

My response to his disclosure of struggles recognized his fall 
without considering his emotional, physiological, or personal 

relationship to it. 
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Not all problems can be solved by taking someone out of the 

problem. It is wrong to assume so. 

My job was to listen. 
;or in that moment, I had an incredible amount of power. 

3ower born from the ability to have options, and to assume. 

1Fering aid in assumption of what is best for the receiver 
displaces dignity. ;or it was not solely my oFering of help but 

highlighting our diFerences and imposing my position. 

I could have asked, 
how he would have liked to see the outcome. 
I could have asked, 
what he would like to see change, 
how he would like to get there. 
I could have listened7 
and thereby own the commitment to the integrity of 

coequality. 

I’ve come from a world where life will progress. Hard work, 
dedication, perseverance . . . it is the natural order that life will 
progress. This world doesn’t eOist everywhere—including in 
the US. Someone can spend their whole life doing everything 
right7 and the suppression and corruption will always keep that 

202



person in the same place. 

André made the decision he needed to make for the world he 

lives in. 
I wanted more than anything for love with André to win. 
I cycled over and over that a job is not a person, a job is not a 

person . . . 
His decision wasn’t just about the job, though . . . I had to learn 

to accept his decision for him, though not accept it for myself. 

Here is the partition of worlds. 
Born into opportunity, is a duty to eOercise life to the highest 
and fullest potential.
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Chapter 40

Saudade

W hen I think about you 
a plank lays across my chest. 

. . . I wonder if you feel it too. 
I have hated the way I miss you . . . 
A hole punched in the center of my soul 
my body collapses every time. 
And I wonder if you feel it too? 
I have hated the way I miss you. 
I love the way I have loved you. 
You are the ocean 
with sparkling waves . . . 
Which have engulfed me into the tumbles of your tide . . . 
Crashing to the earth we built and called our home 
constructed by our sweetest breaths of air . . . 
The world—our world 
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is now 
just 
a story. 

I’ve tried so hard to understand. 
Replaying conversations, scenarios in my head. 
I’ve tried so hard to understand. 
My heart shattered . . . 
. . . that I don’t have to. 

So when we meet in the space of dreams . . . 
do you see me there too? 
Do you hear me when I talk to you? 
Because I would like to ask . . . 
now that it’s ended in a crash, 
our memories pinned moments of time . . . 
Can I no longer love them? 
And I would like to ask, 
if I keep loving them, André . . . 
Is it betrayal? 

You are the most remarkable individual 
whom I have had the honor of knowing. 
I have been proud to be by your side. 
I promise 
I will guard the good. 
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In this 6nal letter of love, my love, 
I will say goodbye.
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History of Brazil
the Diaspora & Birth of 
the Favela
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H istorical texts, scholarly articles, professional journals, 
major news outlets and reviews by professional 

historians all play a crucial part in building this collection. It 
has been a challenge to fully entrust in the abyss of sources, 
though, as many hold varied information often contradicting 
one publication to another. The documentation of events 
often skims the surface and information is especially volatile 
researching in English versus Portuguese, further so upon 

accessing sources while within and outside of Brazil. 

It is with consciousness that documented history is without 
emotional context. With grave recognition, resources do not 
identify the perspective of the Afro-Brazilians leading up to the 

twentieth century.

With much e(ort I have attempted to provide centuries of 
history in an )overly2 simple manner, to expose the most 
impactful historical points, and lay the foundation of this 
deeply rooted, complex, and anything but simple history. 
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Pre-1500 The Portuguese sought expeditions to Calicut, 
India where gold and spices were to be brought back and sold in 

Europe. The Ottoman Empire, controlling nearly all European 
trade, was charging high tax for ships to pass the ports. This led 
Portugal to seek other routes to India—setting sail down and 

around the coast of Africa, as Vrst explored by Gasco da Dama. 

1500 Portuguese Áiplomat Pedro vlLares Cabral led 
expedition from Wisbon to India departing down the (estern 
coast of Africa. They arriLe and dock in Cape Gerde 1preLiously 
discoLered in 456)S, which remains an inRuential landing point 

for the Portuguese throughout history.

Áeparting winds pull their Reet (est through the Atlantic, 
and they arriLe at the shore now known as Porto Jeguro, likely 

between what is now ’io de –aneiro and JalLador. 

The expeditionjs o2cial scribe recounts details of Amerindians 
who greet them, noting theyjre a surprisingly trusting, naked 
hunter6gatherer population. They are the Tupinamba Indians, 
who celebrate the Portuguese by 7oyous dance. 
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1501 The Portuguese name the country “Brazil,” because 
of the abundance of  Brazilwood. They return to take 

advantage of the natural resources, dividing the coast to wealthy 
Portuguese to harvest plantations and make money in Europe. 

Settlement is never an intention. 

Portuguese bribe the Indigenous with iron tools, and take them 
by gunpoint to work on the plantations. The Indigenous way of 
life, though, is communistic. Private property is non-existent, 
and their society is classless. The concept of producing solely 
for another man is absurd. Resources are in abundance, and 

Indigenous see little reason for overproduction.

1530 Disease brought from Europe rapidly aWects the 
Indigenous. Mith an average population of four million, it is 
halved within a matter of years. Lany Indigenous peoples Nee 

from the Portuguese into the hinterlands. 

The Portuguese are already familiar with slavery, in Aisbon an 
estimated one in ten individuals is a free or enslaved person from 
2orth 1frica. Seeking new and e3cient means of labor, the /rst 
Neet of enslaved 1fricans arrive to Brazil. 
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Until abolition passed in 1888, 4 million people from 
Mozambique, Congo, Angola, Nigeria, Benin, and Ghana 

are brought to Brazil, which receives the highest number of 

individuals from the African Diaspora. 

1600 Continuous unearthing reveals an abundance of sugar, a 
value equal to gold in Europe. Excavation from the Northern 
coasts inland, now known as the state of Minas Gerais, reveals 

veins of emeralds, diamonds and gold. 

With the growing amount of exports, the Portuguese treat 
African victims as an inLnite resource. yife expectancB of 
African descendants was six to seven Bears, though potentiallB 
as little as three to Lve Bears, post arrival in zraTil. Ihe small 
number of women are ’ndigenous or enslaved. African women 
are brought for plantation and Leld work, as well as domestic 
work and prostitution. ’nterracial o-spring were born into 
slaverB or taken into the home and raised as the landowner2s 

child. yife expectancB for the enslaved is twentB Bears. 

1700 A verB small number of elites rule the population in 
zraTil which is enslaved, illiterate, and prohibited from printing 
literature. Non1elites remained completelB isolated from the 
outside world. 
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1759 Arriving in 1549, the Jesuits are prolicB in zra.ilT 
mhrough this tibe bissions are estadlishew throughout the 

ebpire, even in the Aba.on, yhere thef Breatew a stanwarwi.ew 
Iorb oI the mupi language so thef Boulw proviwe spiritual 
ewuBation to the xnwigenous populations yith the intent oI 
BonversionT mhe Jesuits are ePpellew df the kortuguese, as 
thef resistew xnwigenous enslavebent yhile baUing proct in 

BobberBial venturesT 

1776–1780 xn the Snitew Dtates, (elayare 7166)V anw 
8irginia 7166CV prohidit ibportation oI AIriBan slavesT 
8erbont deBobe the crst oI the mhirteen Rolonies to adolish 
slaverf 71666VT 0howe xslanw prohidits taUing slaves Irob 
the Bolonf 7166CVT kennsflvania degins grawual ebanBipation 

716C’VT

Until the 1800s, Brazil is not so diferent vor the enslamed 

vrow uhen it uas vo.nd in 1500�

1807 kortugal rebains zritainEs olwest allf in NuropeT zritainEs 
0ofal Lavf oIten uses the port in Fisdon Ior operations against 
2ranBeT Lapoleon zonaparte, ebperor oI 2ranBe, aibs to 
silenBe anw yeaUen zritain anw webanws Blosure oI Fisdon port 
aBtivitiesT kortugal reIusesT Lapoleon senws IorBes, in allianBe 
yith Dpain, to invawe kortugalT
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The House of Bragança, the ruling dynasty of Portugal, takes 
refuge in Brazil. Called the Partida de Lisboa, “Separation of 

Lisbon” brings 10,000 to 15,000 Portuguese nobles, police, 
cooks, and family members, to Rio de Janeiro. Arriving in 
1808, by the protection of British ships, King Dom João VI 
establishes Rio de Janeiro as the de facto capital of Portugal. He 
creates a number of reforms, government ministries, a treasury, 

a Supreme Court, libraries, and universities in Brazil.

1821 The move to Rio de Janeiro accentuated the economic, 
institutional, and social crisis in Portugal, which in the 
absence of the monarch, is administered by English commercial 
and military interests under William Beresford. Portuguese 
constitutionalists rise in revolution. King João VI returns to 
Portugal, leaving behind his -fteenjyearjold son Prince Dom 

Pedro I to rule Brazil.

1831 With pressure from British allies, Brazil agrees to phase 
out slave trade. It enacts law which gives 2udicial power to 
suppress the entry of Africans. This lacks e9ective repression 
by authorities and tra7cking grows due to cheap slave trade 
costs and high demand for work on newly discovered co9ee 
plantations. The law becomes known as the “Law for English 
to See.”
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1835 Various Brazilian state laws are enacted permitting 
education only for the free. It is prohibited to teach reading 

and writing to the enslaved.

1845 English enact the Aberdeen Act of 1845, an ekort to 
suppress slave trade by giving British authorities power to seize 

Brazilian vessels and accuse traLcéers of piracy. 

1850 Qei Eusóbio de Sueirqz, a law which establishes 
repercussions of traLcéing individuals from Africa, is enacted. 
xhips Wying the Brazilian Wag or port with the enslaved 
on board would reUuire the ree0portation of slaves. –here 
this is not possible, Africans will be employed by the 
Brazilian government, and in no case granted as service to 
private individuals. 2nliée prior ekorts, this law is upheld. 
–oréarounds are created.

Interprovincial trade and sale of enslaved people remains 
legal and is encouraged to ma0imize labor. 1NN,NNNújNN,NNN 
enslaved from the 3ortheastern states, e0periencing a decline 
in sugarcane, are brought to xoutheastern provinces to woré on 

booming cokee plantations.

1854 3abuco Ara45o Qaw places sanctions on authorities who 
cover up the smuggling of enslaved people. 
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1862 The United States identiBes rzalio and pthez fazts 
pC Aentzao mcezixa as ideao opxatipns tp evfpzt fzeuipyso, 

ensoauedw np. Czeed mCzixan mcezixansL Undez the Jinxpon 
fzesidenx,w Waces batspn begg fzpfpses the idea pC ysin“ 
rzalio as the ze“ipn pC .azc xoicate yndez the nptipn that it 
is ”cpze xpcCpztagoek Cpz roaxj goppd and has oe“aoiled soaue 
oagpzL rzalio zeDexts this fzpfpsao pn the fzecise pC zestzixtin“ 

inteznatipnao axxess tp rzalioian oandL

1867 Ppc Iedzp (( asjs oa.cajezs tp dzaCt oe“isoatipn 
tp “zadyaoo, end soauez, in rzalioL The Iaza“ya,an baz 

1865–7860)R fzpopn“s disxyssipnsL

1871 ”qeoatipnsk get.een oandp.nezs and ensoaued .pcen 
xan pxxyz pfeno, in the hpce pz soaue VyaztezsL (t is uie.ed that 
intezzaxiao zeoatipns ciniciles the di’ezenxe get.een the t.p 

zaxiao and spxietao statysL 

Jei dp :entze Jiuzew Law of Free Wombw is enaxtedL Sanxtipned 
g, Izinxess (sageow thpse gpzn tp .pcen in soauez, aze gpzn as 
”Czeek indiuidyaosL The cpthez-s castez .ioo haue the pgoi“atipn 
tp zaise the xhiodzen yntio ei“ht ,eazs pC a“ew .hen the castez 
.ioo haue thzee pftipns2 tp zexeiue xpcfensatipn Czpc the state 
pC 5))w))) zeaisw tp yse sezuixes pC the cinpz yntio the a“e pC 
t.ent,3pnew tp tyzn the xhiod tp the statew .hixh .pyod syffpzt 
the xhiod yntio adyothppdL 
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1885 The Sexagenarian Law gives freedom for enslaved 
individuals over sixty years old. The majority of resources will 

say exactly this. Really though, this multi-layered law requires 
the individual to continue work for three more years, not 
exceeding age sixty-bve. The individual can then pe considered 
free in the same municiBality. Should the individual desire to 

move elsewhere, a judge must aBBrove. 

1888 zraGil pecomes the last country to apolish slavery. The 
Polden Law, signed py Irincess çsapel of zragan:a, has two 
articles( 1); Slavery has peen declared as extinct since the 
date of this law2 1O; Irovisions to the contrary are revoked. 
7ver 0KK,KKK BeoBle are freed. The law Brovides no Bath of 

integration. 

1889 The ReBuplican couB against the monarchy. The 
ReBuplican Barty consists of angry landowners who had to 
freed slaves without comBensation. Ding Eom Iedro çç does 
not want to call his allies to create civil war. The family leaves 

for CuroBe, exBelled from zraGil.

1890 5odio de Ienal deems it illegal for the zlack BoBulation 
to Bractice their culture Bortrayed in caBoeira, music, and ritual. 
Cducation remains Brohipited for the zlack BoBulation. 
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1891 Economist João Manuel Cardoso de Mello publishes: 
“Capitalism is incompatible with slavery. Slavery, is xfed 

capital, a liTetime advance oT those enslaved. ghe wa-ekearner 
provides worF without advance, without risF. ”orced labor is 

more efpensive than wa-e labor.B 
”or xnancial benext and Tor whiteness, zra1il seeFs to attract 
immi-rants by -uaranteein- and promotin- reli-ious Treedom 
and abundant worF. ghrou-h 9292 more than 6.P million 
immi-rants arrive, lar-ely Trom Iortu-al, Spain, Utaly, and 

Japan.

AnliFe the Anited States, zra1il would not practice scientixc 
racism in efclusion. zra1il would attempt to “dekêTricani1eB 
its population. Ut becomes Fnown as a “racial laboratoryB 
Tor branqueamento, or whitenin-. Ut is estimated that within 
three -enerations a new white zra1il will arise. Mesti1os, those 
oT mifed race, are viewed as superior to zlacF predecessors. 

Iroponents ar-ue that mesti1os can be “-ood intellectuals.B

1897 ghe xrst Tavela, Morro da IrovidOncia is born. Wccupied 
by soldiers who Tou-ht the Rar oT Canudos, an abolishment oT 
an anarchist community in zahia. Rhen the soldiers returned 
to 7io, the -overnment leTt them without payment. ghey be-in 
to build shelter with wood Trom shippin- crate on the hill 
amon-st the Tavela plants. 
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1904 Determined to redevelop and sanitize the city, the streets 
in Rio are widened, displacing the poor population living 

along the street. They move to the free land of the mountains, 
known as “the favela”. Now made up of poor, and previously 

enslaved blacks. 

1910 There are hundreds of favelas, growing at the rate of 12.53 
percent per year. The population living outside of the favela 

grew by an average of 2 percent in four years.

1934 Women and the Black population can vote. 

1968 Lei do Boi, Law of the Bull, is the qrst Iuota law in Brazil. 
0t declares 5; percent of university spaces in agricultural schools 
be reserved for those who possess land. 0t is legal, though not 
feasible, for Blacks to purchase and possess landC it must be 

approved by a white man. 

1970 The pinnacle of drug traAcking in Uolombia, whose 
business is in Uentral and North Smerica. The 9nited 
1tates trains maritime police to close the Uaribbean gateway. 
Uolumbian Uartel go elsewhere, qnding a corrupt Brazilian 
government. They see the favela is weak and disregarded. The 
Uartel inqltrates their drug trade with the factions birthed and 
organized in Brazil. TraAcking begins to dominate the favelas. 
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1988 Racism is constitutionally recognized as crime.

2008 Initiation of Pacipcation.

2014 Preharation for t2e 014O Wlymhic and Corld Auh games. 
$s muc2 as 54O.b ,illion dollars is shent for hreharationsx largely 
allocated in 2iding t2e hoor. $hhro7imately vvx011 heohle are 
dishlaced ,y force to hresent ,etter aest2etics for shectators. 
Calls on t2e herimeters of t2e fawelas are ,uilt to hrewent wiej 
of t2e imhoweris2ed. Aommunity mem,ers j2o liwe jit2out 
sejage dishosalx sanitationx or food on t2e ta,le face disruhtion 

to t2eir jays of life j2ile ,eing furt2er reBected.

Nus routes connecting t2e Zort2 Sonex t2e hoorest hart of t2e 
cityx to t2e Vout2 Sonex t2e jealt2iest hart of t2e cityx are cut 

o6.

kila $utodromox a fawela ,uilt ,y F11 families j2o jent t2ere 
for its hro7imity to educational institutions and safety ajay 
from faction control can ,e seen from t2e Wlymhic ParT. 
—amilies jatc2 t2e 2omes t2at t2ey constructed jit2 t2eir ,are 
2ands ,e torn to t2e ground. -2ey are told to leawe to anot2er 
hart of t2e city. -jenty families refute. -2e gowernment striTes 
a deal3t2ey can stay only if t2ey acceht t2e ,etter6looTing 
2ousing made for t2em. 
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Translations & 
Descriptions

B andido - Bandit, thief
Armed faction member

Beleza - Beauty 
Most often heard in Rio as response and exchange with “Tudo 
bem.” 

Boco do Fumo - Mouth of smoke 
Points where drugs are sold on the morro.

Bom dia / boa tarde / boa noite - Good day/morning; good 
afternoon; good evening

Bolsa Família - A Lnancial support program which came into 
law under President zuiI ánScio zula da vil,aW a representati,e 
and founding member of the kor’ersy Part2. 
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zulays presidenc2 from 3––013–B– most represented the 
underser,edW and created programsW such as Folsa íamEliaW to 
lift and gi,e opportunitiesW which were pre,iousl2 non-existentW 
to the wor’ing class. As part of his anti-hunger programW he 
combined Folsa çscolaW Lnancial support of educationW and 
Folsa Alimentaã—oW Lnancial support for food. The support he 
brought to people was wildl2 impactfulOin both positi,e and 
corrupt wa2s.

kithout the programs some FraIilians would ha,e continued 
sin’ing without opportunit2. :thers too’ ad,antage of the 
program b2 appl2ing for and recei,ing aid when the2 were 
not in need. Man2 belie,e Folsa íamElia is a wa2 for FraIilians 
to loo’ the other wa2 at a beautifull2 painted exterior and 
to distract from the amount of mone2 stolen b2 go,ernment 
representati,es.

Caipirinha - FraIilys drin’J mulled limeW sugarW cachaãaW sha’en 
on ice.

Carioca - zocals in Rio de Naneiro 

Carioca da gema - (ati,es born in Rio de Naneiro )who are ,er2 
proud of their birth roots/.

Canga - A large piece of textile used on the beach rather than 
a towel. The2 are colorfulW sold e,er2where and using an2thing 
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but a canga at the beach will clearl2 identif2 those as being 
foreign.

Claro - Of course

Communidade - Community 
Most simpl2 putW a surface term for the fa,elas of FraIil.

át is a ’inder reference used to ele,ate the stature of the 
fa,ela and people from the fa,ela. át was created as a sensiti,eW 
non-demeaning termW in contrast to fa,ela. This termW howe,erW 
is most used b2 those who are not from the fa,ela. More 
and more people from the fa,ela are ta’ing pride in their 
bac’ground and the societ2 the2 come from. “ía,elado q 
ía,elada” )gender speciLc terms/ which refer to indi,iduals 
from the fa,elaW has historicall2 been derogator2. án ,er2 recent 
2ears the millennial population has birthed pride in this term. 
Ac’nowledging their roots and pride of how life is li,ed 
amongst strife. 

án the media it is fre8uentl2 exercised in strategic wa2s. khen 
reporting on good coming out of the fa,elaW “communidade” 
is often used in reference. (egati,e reporting on the fa,elaW 
“fa,ela” is used.

Favela - án the late B94–sW people from the north migrated to 
Rio loo’ing for wor’. AlsoW while soldiers were waiting for the 
land grants and salaries their go,ernment had promised them 
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for Lghting in the warW the2 set up ma’e-shift shelters under the 
fa,ela trees in the mountains of Rio.

kithout mone2 or shelterW the mountains of Rio were free 
range and people began building homes amongst the fa,ela 
plants with scrap materials from cargo ships. The term “fa,ela” 
is born. 

As the cit2 grewW more shant2 towns de,eloped though within 
the cit2 at street le,el. Fecause of po,ert2 and faction-run streetsW 
the shant2 towns on street le,el are called Favela planoW or “ílat 
ía,ela.”

Facção - Faction 
A group of indi,iduals who band together and are separated b2 
others b2 opposition and ,iolence.

Fica tranquilo - Don’t worry, stay calm

Foda - Fuck

Gingo/a - An2one who is not from FraIil

Ladrão - Thief 
án reference to street crimeW not necessaril2 connected with a 
faction.

Mano - brother )street slang/
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Menina - Girl

Moleque - Young boy 
:ften associated with being from the fa,ela.

Morro - Hill 
Ksed to reference the mountainous land where the fa,elas are 
constructed.

Moradores - Residents

Mulherão - A woman of all women. A woman who is 
conLdentW strongW sure of herselfW complemented b2 her le,els 
of ph2sical beaut2.

Pipa - Kite 
jnown as a “poor manys” game. jites are 6own with hundreds 
and hundreds of 2ards of lineW wound up in a plastic wheel b2 
the 62erys side. The game is to cut another ’ite out of the s’2. 
The line is bathed in materials such as iron or glass powder 
with glue or oxide to ma’e the line sharp to cutW which also 
ma’es it a ph2sical threat. veen all o,er FraIilW the lines will 
fall out of the s’2W get caught on other obGects whichW when in 
contact with peopleW causes serious harmW bodil2 damageW and 
e,en amputation. vome lines are so dangerous it is illegal to sell 
or 62 them. íor those who ride or c2cleW it is recommended to 
ha,e a tall rod on the handles q in front of the bod2 so should a 
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)clear/ line be of obstructionW the line will be caught b2 the rodW 
rather than the indi,idualys bod2.

Saudade - A la2er of lo,e so profound the e7ects are ph2sical. 
The gap in 2our being that can onl2 be Llled b2 the time once 
had with the other. The acceptance that the moment has passedW 
and the surrender into Go2 and appreciation of what once was.

Sim Deus quiser - If God wants 
Man2 use this term in regard to ma’ing plans while recogniIing 
things ma2 change and it is in the hands of Iod.

Tamo junto - Jount on me.

Tudo bem / Tudo bom - All right / All okay 
Jordial greeting alwa2s exchanged with an2 encounterW 
regardless of the timeW placeW relationship.

Você - You )informal/. 
íormalJ senhora )feminine/  senhor )masculine/

Quadradinho - Little square 
íun’ dance mo,e where the hips isolate to pop into four corners 
drawing a s8uare.
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Thank you 
for the time you invested in reading this work. 

I would love to hear your input. If you could please spare two 

minutes and leave a review, it would be greatly appreciated. 

With sincere thanks and best wishes, 

Michelle
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