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About the Medium:

The medium Maria Nazareth Dória was born on February 28 in Canhoba, in the interior of the state of Sergipe, more precisely in an Indigenous village. She remained there until the age of nine, when she was enrolled in a convent boarding school in the capital, Aracaju, where she completed her education through high school.

At the age of 17, she married and moved to São Paulo, where she had two daughters. During this period, she continued her studies and began her professional career, working for 30 years—22 of which were at Petrobras, the state-owned oil company—until her retirement.

Maria Nazareth Dória's mediumship began to manifest at an early age, around seven years old. As a descendant of Indigenous people, Nazareth was always taught about the existence of the spiritual world and the importance of nature in our lives, especially in the field of alternative medicine. Thanks to this early guidance, Maria Nazareth Dória now dedicates herself entirely to spiritual activities and the study of medicinal plants, achieving excellent alternative results with natural essences.

She has been the founder and director of a nonprofit organization for over 20 years, serving and guiding hundreds of people (including youth), with the support of doctors, dentists, lawyers, nurses, psychologists, and teachers. Assistance to those in need extends across various areas, from basic family support to efforts aimed at affirming the citizenship of people living on the margins of society.

In addition to her philanthropic work, Maria Nazareth Dória has taught courses and delivered lectures on Spiritist Doctrine and has practiced mediumship for over 30 years, psychographing several novels about the spiritual world, self-help messages, and spiritual reflections—especially from the perspective of the Law of Action and Reaction, one of the foundational principles of the teachings conveyed by spiritual companions who work alongside the medium.

 

 

 


THE SLAVES IN BRAZIL ENDURED PUNISHMENT AND OPPRESSION, BUT LEFT BEHIND EXAMPLES OF LIGHT AND LOVE

 

The period of slavery in Brazil marked our history with blood. Punishment, pain, and suffering were part of daily life in the colony for centuries. Black people were torn from their families, and young boys grew up in the harsh reality of forced labor.

Yet the legacy of our African brothers and sisters for future generations was far greater. Examples of humility, spirituality, kindness, and affection also left their mark on our land.

In this work, the spirit Luís Fernando—beloved Father Miguel of Angola—through the psychography of Maria Nazareth Dória, brings us important information not found in any school textbook. Having lived through slavery in the flesh, he shares with us insight into the Law of the Sexagenarian and the Law of Free Birth—crucial revelations for those seeking to truly understand the facts.

Here, we will uncover many stories buried in the conscience of traders, stories about the corruption that prevailed during that era.

Voices of Captivity, a moving novel, teaches us that despite the suffering of these human beings—our brothers and sisters—Divine Mercy was always present, granting the enslaved the opportunity to dream, to hear birds sing, and to live in communion with nature. The voices of captivity are now the sound of drums and songs of joy in praise of the spiritual mentors.
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INTRODUCTION

 

 

As readers may recall from Lessons from the Senzala, Father Miguel of Angola recounts passages from his own life while incarnated. In The Saga of a Siñá and My Life in Your Hands, he portrays the lives of other brothers and sisters. In this work, he provides a detailed account of various events that were not recorded in Brazilian history books about slavery.

Father Miguel of Angola offers important revelations for contemporary research, citing numerous facts that enrich our understanding and open new paths, even for students interested in uncovering the true roots of slavery in the country.

One surprising revelation found in spiritual records is that the last slave ship transporting captives from Africa made its final voyage to Brazil in 1856. This information appears in official libraries and is relied upon by students to prepare academic papers and engage in discussions. However, it lacks authenticity when compared to the facts presented by the spiritual world.

For many, many years, dozens of Black individuals were brought to Brazil and enslaved by plantation masters, from the north to the south of the country. Their entry into Brazil took place in much the same way that illegal goods enter today. The newspapers of that era were not so different from those of today. There was widespread corruption in inspections. This is not to say that all inspectors were corrupt. On the contrary, we know that there were honest individuals who took their duties seriously. However, loopholes existed in many institutions. The corrupt individuals involved with the slave ships, who had only changed their appearance, would turn a blind eye. Nothing compares to gold, emeralds, and other luxuries to make people blind to what was happening across the ocean waves.

It is also important to mention that many Black people were taken as hostages, even those who were legally free citizens. Entire families arrived claiming they had come of their own will. Once contacted and assured that their loved ones were already here in the country, they ended up working on plantations under the same conditions of slavery as those who had been ripped from their families and their land by brute force.

Official history tells us many truths, but many others were buried deep in the consciences of the merchants and in the corruption that reigned then and continues to this day. Father Miguel reveals facts that had long been hidden behind the walls of time.

Many young landowners profited and grew wealthy through these false benevolences. They sent trusted former slaves to find out where the relatives of those they wanted were located. A crisis at that time also drove some landowners to acts of madness.

History also fails to mention that many Black individuals worked against their more fortunate brothers and sisters. It was not uncommon for Black people themselves to provide slave hunters with information about places and individuals, leading to the capture and chaining of other Blacks, who were then handed over to foreign traders. These informants remained in the village as if nothing had happened and, with money in their pockets, waited a while before moving on to safer locations—without ever having to leave Africa or face persecution.

There is a widely used expression today that originated in those times. The plantation masters would gather to discuss strategies for the legal trade of slaves and ended up saying, “It’s about killing two birds with one stone! “ The enslaved person, happy and grateful to the master for having his family nearby, would give his life for his owner. And the master would “lament “ the slave’s fate, claiming he had no part in it—that he was merely a buyer. If it hadn’t been him, it would have been someone else. To make it all seem more genuine, he would pretend to cry, recalling the moment he had purchased the slave and claiming he had felt sorry for his misery.

As a result, the enslaved person and his family would kiss the master’s hands and feet. Reuniting the enslaved with their loved ones was a powerful guarantee of absolute loyalty. Fortunately, at some point, that strategy began to fail. Otherwise, Brazil might still be enslaving Africans to this day.

The fight for the freedom of Black people grew against the slave owners; European pressures forced Brazil to take action, and the masters despaired as they saw that the end of this nefarious institution was near.

An important milestone in the history of Black people in Brazil was the Paraguayan War, from 1864 to 1870. Hundreds of slaves were trained and sent to fight alongside the whites, as well as many Indigenous people, particularly from Mato Grosso. Indigenous communities were influenced by the white man, which somewhat softened their customs. The positive side of this was that the Indigenous people sympathized with and embraced the Black freedom movement. Many Black people died with a smile on their lips; there, they were treated equally: kill or be killed! They all carried one dream: that if they returned alive, they would be freed along with their families. Those who died defending Brazil would benefit from this promise.

In 1870, the war ended: Brazilian victory! The ones who returned were decorated, considered heroes, and then faced another battle: the masters who had promised them freedom and their respective families were now reluctant to fulfill the agreement.

By this time, dozens of quilombos had already spread throughout Brazilian territory, and many supporters of the abolitionist cause joined them. There were several escapes and rebellions on the plantations of the slave owners after the Paraguayan War. Some descendants of Black people and former slaves had already gained strength, culture, power, and money, and these men embraced the fight with conviction. Two great examples of the time were Antonio Bento (lawyer, prosecutor, and judge) and Luiz Gama (lawyer, journalist, and poet).

Father Miguel discusses the events that marked and determined the end of slavery in Brazil, always drawing our attention to the fact that unity only produces good results when all parties share the same desire; when honesty and loyalty go hand in hand. It was through the unity of Blacks, mulattos, and whites, conscious and humane, that a single desire emerged: to make Brazil a truly free nation, recognizing that all those who inhabited it were children of God, regardless of skin color.

As is the case today, only the wording and the names of the laws are changed, always in a way that seeks to benefit those in power in particular. On September 28, 1871, the Law of Free Birth was signed after much struggle and pressure from the Senate. Father Miguel provides a detailed account in his work of the human exploitation behind this law.

The Law of Free Birth stipulated that children born after that date would be free. Until the age of 21, they could remain with the slave owners or be handed over to the State. The Law of Free Birth had the impact of a bomb, bringing much pain. However, the sacrifice of many innocent people helped build a bridge that would lead to liberation for everyone, regardless of age.

The uprising grew stronger by the day, and the “ingênuos, “ as the beneficiaries of the law were known, were all children born after 1871. These ingênuos began to suffer all kinds of punishments, and many disappeared without a trace. Slave owners tampered with so many birth records that it became impossible to control the demand. A captive might be one month old in reality but recorded as ten months old during the first three years of the law’s enforcement. Soon after, the opposite started happening—ten-year-old children were listed as one month old on paper.

As always, the law was created to circumvent foreign pressures. Nothing compares to the well-known “Brazilian way “ of solving everything over lunch or a lavish dinner, with a few gemstones laid out on the table.

In light of the many pressures from those who truly fought tirelessly, it was only on September 28, 1885, that the Law of the Sexagenarian, also known as the Saraiva-Cotejipe Law, was enacted. This law freed elderly enslaved individuals; those who turned sixty would work three more years for their masters before being granted freedom. Those who were sixty-five would be freed by providing some form of compensation to the slave owners. In other words, if the unfortunate person possessed anything of value, no matter what it was, they would have to leave it in the hands of the owner. Records do not show how many survived, and those who did reach that age often did not remain long in the streets, as they had no means of survival.

Pai Miguel draws attention to something that many people are unaware of, since Brazilian history does not emphasize informing current generations that Ceará, the land of the beloved and respected doctor of the poor, Dr. Adolfo Bezerra de Menezes, decreed the liberation of enslaved people in its territory in 1884—that is, four years before the official signing of the Golden Law and one year before the Law of the Sexagenarians. Following Ceará’s decision, other Brazilian cities followed its example. By 1887, many cities had already declared the abolition of slavery in their territories.

On May 13, 1888, yielding to pressure, the imperial government, through the hands of Princess Isabel, signed the Golden Law, officially ending slavery in Brazil. The original document of the law, signed by Princess Isabel, is currently held in the collection of the National Archives in the city of Rio de Janeiro.

According to Pai Miguel de Angola, Princess Isabel was not inspired by the Holy Spirit when she signed the Golden Law. Everything had been carefully planned, almost a coup d’état designed to exalt her and shield the noble family from future reprisals. The signing of the Golden Law was a merit and an honor belonging to the selfless men of goodwill, both Black and white.

Maria Nazareth Dória

 

 


CHAPTER I 
THE REVOLT

 

 

It was still not yet nine in the morning, and the sun was already bothering the laundresses of the white and blue house, the mark of the respected master. All his plantations were painted white and blue, reminiscent of the European style. This feature made it clear who owned the property.

The laundresses sang and laughed, joking among themselves. Assunta, the woman in charge of the group, called out:

– Listen, ladies, the chatting is nice, but let’s get on with this laundry, it needs starch so it won’t get scorched by the hot sun or turn yellow!

Immediately, the women stopped their joking and started picking up the laundry quickly.

– Bring the starch can here, Judit, said Doña Assunta. – I’m going to mix the right amount of starch and water, and I want everyone to see how it’s done. One handful of starch for half a can of water. We need to stir it well until the starch is fully dissolved; otherwise, it won’t stick to the fabric and will ruin the clothes. Look here! – And she did it with such skill that it impressed the others. – Now hand me the master's white shirts, all turned inside out. And don’t wring them out too hard.

And the instructions continued.

– Run over there, Zulmira, and start spreading these shirts out on the white sheets over the clothesline fences – said Assunta, carefully watching what she was doing. – Now, let’s get to the black trousers and the other pieces. Two handfuls of starch for half a can of water, the rest I’ve already explained. Bring the ladies' petticoats; these pieces have a secret! Two full handfuls of starch for half a can of water and we add seven drops of cologne. They need to be well stiffened to support silk skirts, which don’t hold starch. And let’s hurry so we don’t waste time! One little mistake and it’s all ruined.

Everyone was focused, because the masters’ clothing was just as important as their food – it wasn’t a job for just anyone. After all the garments were laid out on the white sackcloth sheets, it was time to turn them over. And so they did, relaxing and playing around again.

One of the women came up to Assunta and whispered:

– Did you see who’s over there? Looks like that guy lost his mind after Arlinda left. We knew he was crazy about her, but not to this point. Take a look, Doña Assunta. He’s under the tree. He’s getting worse every day, God forbid!

Sitting on the old tree trunk, the young man’s head was slumped over his chest, his gaze distant, his leather hat fallen to the side. He, who used to be cheerful, whistling at the women and telling them jokes, now seemed unaware of anyone’s presence.

Assunta pulled out a straw cigarette and, without replying to her companion’s comments, simply advised:

– Judit, turn over the clothes. I’m going to light my cigarette and have a little chat with Antero.

She walked out to where the young man was, who seemed unaware of her arrival.

– Good morning, Antero! Want a cigarette? Lend me your binga1 mine’s wet.

– Good morning, Mrs. Assunta. I’ll take the cigarette. The herbs you mix in with the smoke help me a lot, you know? When I’ve got a headache, I take a puff and it goes away! – Offering her the fire, he asked – Have you heard anything from Mr. Bento’s people?

Blowing a cloud of smoke upward, Assunta replied:

– Yes, I have. They’re all well, thank God. And you, lift up that head, Antero, and find your joy again. We can’t control the world or what people think, but we can make an effort to live better in whatever situation we’re in. I have faith that things will change for all of us. At your age, life is just beginning. Don’t do anything foolish. Only one knows our tomorrow: God.

Staring out at the horizon as if looking for an answer, the young man said:

– I’m not in the mood for anything anymore. I feel like leaving everything behind and going out into the world—but where? I’m not a slave, but I’m not the son of a master either! I’m an intruder among them, but I can’t make my own choices. I must obey whatever my master orders. Who am I, Mrs. Assunta?

– Be patient. Everyone here knows you’re the master’s son. Even if they don’t treat you like his legitimate children, you’re part of the family. Your grandmother, for example, Doña Luiza, is more than an angel of God on Earth. She makes it clear to anyone who’ll listen that you’re her favorite grandson!

Luiza is more than an angel of God on Earth. She makes it clear to anyone who will listen that you are her favorite grandson!

– She’s the only one who treats me like a person – said the young man, his eyes filled with tears. – I wanted to live in the slave quarters like my mother and my family. I’d rather work in the fields than live serving my master as a messenger. Where are my maternal grandparents and my mother? Serving in another senzala? And here I am, like a pariah. Everyone looks at me sideways – except for my grandmother Luiza. Do you have any idea how my brothers look at me with contempt? Heaven forbid I approach the beautiful white maiden, the one who owns the clothes you just ironed. Do you see any of my clothes among them? Have you ever seen me sitting at the table with them?

The boy let out a long, weary sigh.

– All I wanted to do was leave here – he continued – go with Arlinda, have a piece of land to grow food to live on, far from them, and be myself. When I went to ask my master for help and permission to marry Arlinda, do you know what happened? He was furious, threatened to kill me, and finally made his decision. I can't believe she and her family left of their own accord, as he told me. Please, Mrs. Assunta, tell me the truth! I beg you, in God's name, tell me what you know about Arlinda's pregnancy. Who is the father of the child she is expecting? I need to know! My master just told me that she, after leaving the estate, somehow managed to get pregnant. I can't live with this doubt... – As he spoke, the boy pressed both hands against his head.

– My son, stay calm. I will tell you everything I know, but I can’t invent what I don’t know just to please you –. And, turning to the women, who, curious, were watching them from a distance, trying to understand what was going on, she shouted: – Judit? Don’t let your clothes fade in the sun; collect the damp pieces to make ironing easier.

Swallowing the tobacco from her cigarette, Assunta looked at the boy.

– After he found out about what happened between you and Arlinda, he sent his whole family away, you know that better than I do. Arlinda went to work at the doctor’s house. As far as I know, he has a brother who is also preparing to be a law doctor. That’s what they say because I never saw him; they say they own a gold mine, and the doctor’s brother took a liking to Arlinda. They say he bought her freedom, along with her parents, and took them all to the gold mines. As for the boy she’s expecting, how will I know what’s true? I know the pregnancy is very advanced. Do you think you could be the father of Arlinda’s child? Did you have an intimate relationship with her, Antero? Forgive me for speaking this way, but if you’re asking for help, I need to know the facts.

– Yes, we had an intimate relationship. That’s why I need to know when the boy will be born, as he could be my child. I didn’t believe a word of what he told me. If Arlinda slept with another man, it wasn’t by her own will; we love each other deeply, Mrs. Assunta.

– Man of God, lift your head and don’t show your agony to anyone. I have contacts with black people who go to the city and always bring news. I will try to find out something about Arlinda and the pregnancy, and I will let you know the situation.

They paused briefly. After a while, Assunta commented:

– I recognize, my son, that you live the same dilemma as many other children of God: you're neither white nor black; you're neither a slave nor free. There are black people who already know how to read and write. In fact, I’ve heard, and if it’s a lie, may the sin fall on those who told me, that there are already many mulattoes and even blacks who are doctors! And you, Antero, are still very young. You must learn to read and write, and listen to the advice I’m going to give you: do things carefully; humbly ask your grandmother Luiza, who loves you so much. She can interfere on your behalf. Who knows, you might not have the opportunity to study and acquire some qualities of the whites. The future belongs to the Creator, but it’s not impossible in the future for you to find a good job, like the other mulattoes who are children of landowners.

– But what about Arlinda, Mrs. Assunta? What should I do? Should I leave everything aside, as if nothing ever happened between us? And our love? – The boy asked, wiping his eyes with the sleeve of his worn-out shirt made by the seamstress from the senzala.

– Antero, you're being selfish! How many black people on this estate live next to the ones they love? Do you think only whites or the children of whites have hearts to feel love? If I were you, I would fight to leave here and find a new direction for my life. And now, Antero, I’m going to ask you something: do you live far from your family members, and mainly from your mother? Have you stopped loving them? – Twisting his hands, the boy replied:

– Forgive me for the nonsense! You’re absolutely right; I need to put my head in the right place and act like a man. Please, Mrs. Assunta, don’t be angry with me. You’re like a mother to me, you only give me good advice. I’ll do anything to leave this estate. I want to study... Even if I spend half my life working to pay my lord, I want to be someone, and I will be!

– That’s the spirit, son. You’re still very young, you have everything ahead of you. And who knows, tomorrow you might be able to help your family and other black people who are in a similar situation to yours? I will help you with whatever is needed. I will find out how Arlinda and her child are doing, and I will let you know. If she really loves you, she will know how to wait for you for as long as it takes. Love doesn’t die with time or distance, I am a witness to that.

He got up from the old trunk and, gently patting the boy, said:

– I’ll take care of my clothes, which guarantee me a plate of food and a straw mat in the senzala to sleep on, not to mention the most important thing: peace of mind, when everything is properly washed and well done! By the way, did you give your dirty clothes to Zefa to wash? Be careful, don’t leave dirty clothes in that room! If the housekeepers of Siñá tell her that they have dirty things there, you know what to expect in your father's sermons.

As he watched the women inspect the fine clothes as if they were golden, the boy reflected: “Not even my clothes are worthy of being washed by the same laundresses. “

The clothes of the black people were washed far away, under the current that washed the clothes of the blue and white house. The soap that cleaned the black people's clothes was the soap they used to bathe, made from tallow and ashes. Every two weeks, the women in the senzala would prepare soap bars that, when cooled, looked like swamp frogs: yellowish, full of dark spots, and their smell, even from a distance, left no doubt about who was a slave and who was a master.

The master's clothes were washed with perfumed coconut soap, the pieces embroidered by hand. It wasn't enough; they were still starched, which indicated the position of those who wore them. Someday that story would change! They wore white, with clothes that came from far away, their hair shining, their bodies smelling of cologne, and they shaved in the same way as their master…

Assunta left the boy daydreaming and went to meet the other women, who whispered in laughter.

 – Come on, girls! Let's collect and fold the clothes as we go. I think the white pieces are in agreement. Tomorrow is the day for the heavier clothes and the silk sheets for the Siñá. I want you all ready and attentive; the Siñá told me those sheets, each one, cost the price of a good slave!

One of the women, upon hearing this, replied:

 – It's sad to know that I am worth no more than a sheet, one that doesn't walk, doesn't talk, and doesn't love!

– Yes, it's sad, my dear, very sad. The only comfort we should have is that God's values are quite different from man's. If our life is already painful, we won't make it even more painful, right? Let’s shine these basins, wash the rubber cans carefully, and add the soap with care. The Siñá complains about excessive spending. We must be alert to abuses.

Always supervising everything, Assunta approached Judit and commented in a low voice:

– Don't go around saying things about poor Antero. I gave him some advice; I hope he listened to me.

– Doña Assunta, Mara told me that Arlinda, before she left, said her period hadn’t come on time. I think she left here pregnant, and it was Antero's. They lived together like man and woman; it’s not a lie, I saw it myself. One morning, I got up to relieve myself since I couldn’t do it inside the senzala and I found Arlinda and Antero hiding behind the senzala. She asked me to keep it a secret, so I never told anyone, not even you.

The overseer appeared, as always, unexpectedly. Assunta whispered:

 – Then we’ll continue this conversation later! We need to hurry up and finish gathering the rest of the clothes and head back to the big house.

Under the overseer's watchful eyes, bundles of clothes were placed on their heads and passed along in a line, all with their heads down. The last one was Assunta, who, while greeting him, also gave a report on the work:

– Everything went well, Mr. Toñito. You can check it yourself.

Shaking his head, the overseer did not respond to the greeting. He observed the young man walking through the grass. Thinking to himself, he drew his own conclusion, which wasn’t difficult: he was already searching along the riverbanks... This was how Antero had won over Arlinda, the mulatta with green eyes that Toñito desired so much for himself.

– This bastard doesn’t waste time waiting. I’ll tell him he’s been wandering along the riverbanks. He’s tangled up the mulatta Arlinda, and if no one takes urgent measures, he’ll soon entangle other mulattas around here. And that’s what happens when the masters allow mulatto males to live! With the females, it’s a sure profit. But the males are already causing the first disruptions in society – the overseer thought.

 “Mulatto dressed in white, entering schools and already assuming a white man’s place in politics and government jobs! Fortunately, you were preparing a trench to trap that mischievous mulatta who had come to the city with a medical degree, replacing Dr. Diógenes, the judge of law and word, when he said ‘that’s it,’ and no one was there to make him go back. The mulatto, wanting to be a person, was asking the masters to suspend the punishment in the slave quarters. He wanted to take the job of overseers and field supervisors!

The overseers from neighboring plantations sided with their masters. They had already set up a meeting to determine where and how they would put an end to that mulatto bastard… He himself desired that pleasure. Where have you seen a mulatto with black hair sitting in a doctor’s chair? It was the end of the world! It had become fashionable for mulattos to gather with certain whites who deserved to be killed, and conspire against them.

If they freed this group of black vagabonds, what would they do with their lives? What work would they need field captains, overseers, scouts, and other trusted workers for? “

Thinking about this possibility, Toñito’s blood seemed to rush to his head; his face was burning. He couldn’t wait for the meeting later that night. Once again, he would open his eyes to let the male mulattos grow on the estates. The females brought profits, entertaining the houses in the cities and themselves, but the males only brought misfortune and, each day, their numbers increased. They seemed like weeds, and the situation was becoming difficult to control. He was aware of some poets who gathered people from outside the country and created secret movements with the help of educated mulattos, conspiring against them. It was necessary to design a strategy to eliminate all the mulattos scattered around the area and put an end to those born on the estates.

Toñito would wait for an opportunity to end Antero’s life. He hated that mulatto! He had never liked him much, but after he took Arlinda away from him, the anger had turned into hatred. He was going to wait until nightfall. His reckoning already included what he would say to his master about him. Antero had the protection of the old fool, his master's mother. But when the old woman rested in the earth’s depths, Antero would lose all his protection. The young lady hated him; the master's sons spat on the ground when they saw him. But Toñito had even heard from some of his companions that the time was approaching when he would remove an overseer to put Antero in his place. A black woman had told him that the old woman had asked her son to give Antero a chance, as he was already old enough to take on reliable tasks.

Antero went to the other side of the river, where the women washed the clothes of the black men in the senzala. He stopped to observe the difference and neglect that existed between the laundresses of the slaves, compared to those of the masters. The women beat the old sack shirts on the stones and complained about the dirt and stains. The smell of tallow soap filled the air. The boys shouted while the women rubbed their bodies with soap. They washed the clothes and the boys, without distinguishing the smell between them. Antero remembered that the sheets his father slept on were worth more than each of those women by the riverbank. He had sometimes heard his father show his friends bottles of French imported wine that he had exchanged for slaves. He recalled that some girls and boys from the estate had gone away with those foreign friends and never returned. What had happened to them?

Assunta was right. He needed to leave that estate; it was like a bird that was born in a nest that didn’t belong to it. He would talk to his grandmother Luiza. He wanted to study and prepare to be someone in the future. He had heard that there was a place where foreign priests accepted mulattos and freed blacks, educating them to work like any white man. And that some mulattos and blacks had gone abroad as free men with the help of the priests.

One of the young women who helped wash the clothes of the black people saw Antero and drew the attention of the person in charge:

– Look who’s watching us! It’s the rejected son of the master. What could he want here?

– We’ll only know if he speaks for himself – the woman replied, standing with her hands on her hips, staring at Antero. – That good-for-nothing mulatto thinks, who does he think he is? – she said, in a tone that the other women could hear. – He doesn’t pick up the hoe, doesn’t lift weights, eats and sleeps for free, and thinks he’s a white man himself! If the master or the old lady die, he’s going to end up on the chopping block to stop being a beast!

– Good morning, Luzinete. Is everything okay? – Antero greeted, walking closer.

– What do you want? We’re finishing collecting the clothes from the senzala, and none of yours has shown up in it. The señora has already warned you, and I know because she did it in front of me, that she has no servant to serve you. You should deliver your own clothes and clean your own corner. At least, until now, we haven’t received any orders from our masters. And get out of here before I ask the women to cover you with stones. The place for a vagabond is not among us.

– Luzinete, for the love of God! Did I do something to make you so angry with me? Do you despise me because I’m mulatto and have eyes of that color? Is that my sin? I ask forgiveness from God for the nonsense I’m about to say: I also believe there shouldn’t be mulattos! If there were only whites and blacks, I’d be in the blue and white house or singing and plowing the land among the blacks. I am not accepted among either you or them.

Luzinete, wiping her hands on her skirt, responded:

– If you know that, avoid showing up on either side. If you're here looking for comfort with a girl, you can leave! Thank God you came, Toñito – the woman shouted, pointing to the young man –. Take that bastard out of here. He thinks we have nothing to do, or that we’re going to fall for his trust. He thinks all the girls in the senzala are like Arlinda, who got into his lying conversation. If it weren’t for him, my sister and my niece would still be here with us.

The overseer sighed with satisfaction. Luck was smiling at him. He had been seen by the women in the senzala; the mulatto was causing problems by the riverbank. He needed to invent a story that would make the man angry, and he needed to speak in front of the señora, who, besides despising the boy, also disliked his mother-in-law, who supported him.

Antero lay still in the hammock, the pain in his shoulder and face throbbing with each passing second. The humiliation weighed even heavier on him than the physical wounds. The cruelty of the capataz and the contempt of the women in the senzala had broken something inside him. He longed for escape, but the reality was suffocating—no matter how hard he tried to navigate his position, he was always seen as an outsider, never fully accepted by either the white or the black community.

His mind wandered to his grandmother, Luiza, and the future he had dreamed of with Arlinda. What had he become in the eyes of the world? A mere pawn in the ruthless game of the hacienda, forced to endure the whims and cruelties of those around him. His thoughts were interrupted by the sound of distant voices—some women whispering, some laughing, as they worked in the fields or by the river. But none of it mattered to him now. The weight of his situation was more than just physical. It was the hopelessness, the feeling of being trapped in a cycle that he couldn't break free from.

His hand instinctively pressed against the wound again, the bloodstain growing larger. He had learned early on to hide his pain, to wear a mask that kept others from seeing his suffering. He couldn't let them know how broken he truly felt.

But deep down, he knew that for him to survive, something had to change. He couldn't stay in this place forever. The path ahead seemed uncertain, but the fire of resistance—however small—was still alive within him. He just needed to find a way out.

As the sun began to set, casting long shadows across the fields, Antero’s thoughts turned to what he had to do next. He would speak with his grandmother. There had to be something more than this life of endless toil and humiliation. There had to be a way for him to build a future that was his own. But first, he had to heal—physically and emotionally—from the wounds that had been inflicted on him, both seen and unseen.

The old Chico was sitting repairing the strainers used by the cooks when he saw Antero pass by, covered in blood. He stood up, went to the slave quarters, grabbed some cotton and a gourd filled with his concoctions. He shuffled his feet and shook his head.

On the way, he met one of the cooks. When she saw him holding the medicine, she asked:

– Uncle Chico, who was hurt?

 – It was Antero, my daughter. He came by drenched in blood. That boy has been out of his mind ever since Arlinda left. He walks around like a broken soul, up and down, and in one of those, he ended up taking some lashes! We don’t even need to ask to know who the whip belonged to; we know it was from Mr. Toñito!

 – I’ll go with you, Uncle Chico! What a tough situation he’s in... He has no position in the estate or in the slave quarters. When he was a boy, we could push him around here and there; now he’s a man, and he’s become difficult. Don’t you have any idea what you’ll do with him?

– I do have an idea, daughter. This poor mulatto pays a high price; the color of his skin and eyes is his sin. And the sad part is that he has no support from any of the blacks. We must pray a lot to God and ask for forgiveness from the brothers of color who don’t accept him as either white or black. It’s sad to admit, but the differences in color are starting to create a war that’s going far. I’ve heard that some whites, mulattos, and blacks are coming together and are about to create a law to free slaves. Children and the elderly first; then, in general.

– Damn, Uncle Chico. Look, I have goosebumps! I’ll even pray and ask that if it’s going to make our lives worse, that such a law never appears.

– Many innocents will continue to suffer and shed their blood so that our descendants may know freedom in the future. Jesus shed His blood for all of humanity, for both whites and blacks, and if we need to shed our blood for our brothers of color, we must do so, always thinking of Jesus. Let’s tend to the boy’s wounds.

The old Chico knocked on Antero’s door, calling for him, and it opened immediately. Without waiting for an invitation, the old black man entered, accompanied by the cook.

– Sit there, Antero. Let’s disinfect this wound – he asked, already soaking a cotton ball. – Divina, hold his head. Wait, Antero, it’ll hurt a bit. I need to clean the cut; there’s no point in pushing the dirt from the iron further into the flesh. I need to clean the wound with this here and then apply the ointment, which I’ll ask Divina to get from the slave quarters.

Antero trembled in pain, biting down on a folded towel Divina had placed in his mouth. When the old black man finished cleaning the wound, he asked the woman to fetch the ointment and a bottle he always kept on hand for such occasions.

As soon as Divina left, the old man said:

– Antero, you provoked the anger of your Toñito, who’s always looking for a reason to beat you. What was it about this time?

– I went where the laundresses were. Doña Luzinete is angry with me because of Arlinda and started attacking me with words. Mr. Toñito came and left out of ignorance. I swear, I didn’t disrespect anyone. Uncle Chico, I don’t have anyone to talk to anymore. The animals don’t talk to me, the leaves don’t talk, the wind doesn’t talk. And the people I try to start a conversation with always end up leading me to that end. What am I going to do with my life, Uncle Chico? I’m desperate because of Arlinda’s departure. Doña Assunta gave me some advice –. And, saying this, he revealed to the old black man the entire conversation he had had with her.

 

The old Chico, with his head down, listened to Antero’s words. When the boy stopped speaking, the old man commented:

– Assunta gave you good advice, and I’ll add one more: don’t leave your room today. I’ll ask Divina to bring you something to eat. You must not leave your corner. First, to avoid gossip when they see your face. Gossip, instead of helping, can lead to more punishment. Second, because you need to rest so the ointment can take effect. Enjoy and pray for the Wounds of Our Lord Jesus Christ, asking Him to protect you. I’m sure you will be attended to. Tomorrow, calmly, go speak with the old woman and tell her your desire to study with the priests. Maybe Jesus will open this door for you.

 

Divina had already arrived with the ointment and the bottle. The old black man filled a gourd with the bitter liquid and made him swallow it. He smeared the cut with the ointment and asked Antero to lie down.

– Tomorrow morning I’ll come back to see how you are. Stay here calmly, don’t fill your head with nonsense. If you had been more relaxed in your corner, you wouldn’t have received this gift on your face. Divina will bring you food and fresh water, and you can take the opportunity to pray and thank God, even though you’re unjust to Him, saying no one helps you. He’s always watching and telling us to come here.

– I’m sorry, Uncle Chico, for not listening to you. Sometimes I do things I shouldn’t do and say things I shouldn’t say. Thank you so much, Uncle Chico, and Mrs. Divina.

The woman, with tears in her eyes, replied:

– Antero, my son, we care for you. Chico, I and the other black people here wish you the best. We know that among our brothers, there are those who don’t accept the color of your eyes and your skin, but who are we to judge them? Everyone has their reasons, which are painful memories.

When they look at you, they don’t remember your mother; they remember your father. And when you look at them, you have your own wounds. You remember your mother. That’s the price you pay for being different. Before the mulatos appeared, there were two kinds of beings: whites, considered superior, and blacks, considered inferior. If you’re a mix of the two, you have a little of each side, and that’s what bothers both whites and blacks. Now, look if you can rest. I’ll bring you something to eat later. I’ll take the bloodstained clothes; I’ll wash them.

The young man lay down, looking at the tiles covering the small room that served as a refuge. The pain lessened. The old Chico’s drink began to take effect, and sleep was stronger than the memories. He fell asleep thinking of Arlinda and Toñito.

Soon, he began dreaming that he was walking along a flower-lined path and met his mother, who was running toward him with her arms open. Smiling, she shouted his name. She hugged him, and he felt like a child. Clinging to her, he asked:

– Mom, please don’t leave me in that house. They will kill me! No one likes me. Only Grandma Luiza touches my face and talks to me. Take me with you. Why did you leave me?

– My son, I didn’t leave you. I always pray for you, and I know that one day Jesus will bring you back to me. I had no choice, son. The master wouldn’t let you accompany me to avoid the gossip about him. I know it wasn’t out of love that he made you stay in the hacienda; it was to get rid of the comments. But stay calm. God will take care of all of us. I dream of you every day, and I believe we will still be together as mother and son.

Antero walked hand in hand with her. He felt very happy.

When he woke up, there was a tin lamp beside him, filled with castor oil that Uncle Chico used to provide for the slaves. Next to the hammock, on a stool
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