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The apartment she rented was perfect.
The furnishings were old and a bit worn, but it was much better
than staying in a hotel. Kate was in Rio de Janeiro and she
intended to make the most of the time she was here. According to
her accountant, and some items on her itinerary, she was here in
Rio on business, but she knew that she wasn't going to be spending
a whole month here in an office going over paperwork. There was
some work to be done however, and she did look forward to getting
there.


Kate's grandfather owned a
cachaça distillery. From what she could
gather cachaça was like rum, as both were made from sugar cane. It
was the national drink of Brazil, and so it was very popular here,
although she had never heard of the drink until a few months ago. A
few months ago her grandfather passed on, and in his will he left
Kate this distillery. He also left her quite a bit of money, but
the distillery was specific to her and a mystery to her as to
why.


A knock on her door took her from her
thoughts and answering the summons she found a woman there with a
young boy. The woman was her landlady, who just let her in here
about an hour ago, but she didn't know the boy, "Yes? Something
wrong?"


"Nothing wrong," the woman shook her
head, "This is Angelo. He is a good boy. If you need food he will
go get it for you."


"Oh?" Kate said and looked at the boy
who seemed eager enough, and she did need some food in the house.
"OK, hold on."


Kate went to her wallet and took out
what was about twenty dollars U.S., and returned, giving the money
to the boy, "I want a lot of fruit, some vegetables and a little
meat. OK?"


Her landlady spoke in fast, brusque
Portuguese, and the boy smiled and nodded, "Yes!" he said and took
off running.


Kate watched the boy run down the lane
to the market, and then to her landlady, "I have to go for a while,
will you let him in when he returns?"


"No problem. All taken care of. You
like your place?"


"Yes, very much, it is perfect," Kate
smiled. "How much should I pay the boy?"


"Some, not too much. He will spend it
all on ice cream," she smiled.


Kate took out what amounted to five
dollars, "Is this enough then?"


She smiled, "More than enough. He will
be very happy."


"Alright, thank you for bringing him
to me," Kate said.


"It is no problem. Just open your door
and call for him if you need something. He will be nearby most of
the time," she told Kate.


"OK," Kate nodded.


She went back inside and packed her
day pack with her laptop, camera, some bottled water and three
candy bars. She locked the door on her way out, because she
believed the warnings about the crime level in the city, and then
headed down the hill to the main street. There she hailed a cab and
gave him the address to the distillery.


Kate decided during that ride that she
would always take a cab. The traffic was amazingly fast and
erratic. It would take her months, if not years to get use to the
fearless way people drove down the streets of the city.


The city itself was beautiful as it
passed by her open window. The sky was a perfect blue and there
were bright colors everywhere she looked.


The cab headed out past much of the
city and then came to a stop at a large building. Kate paid the
fare and then gave him some extra and asked that he wait for one
hour, so he could drive her back.


The driver thought about that, and
then nodded, "OK, but only one hour."


"Good," Kate said, and got out and
went into the building that she apparently owned.


***


The first thing that Kate
thought was that this building wasn't big enough to be the
distillery. It was a good size warehouse, but not big enough for
serious production. And wouldn't there need to be sugar cane fields
somewhere close by? She wasn't sure but there had to be more to
Pacheco Cachaça than this single
building.


She entered into the office area and
at the desk asked the young woman for Roque Pacheco. Roque was
supposed to be the great grandson of the founder of this
distillery.


The man that came out to greet her was
an exquisite Hispanic man, she guessed to be Portuguese. His eyes
were like chocolate and his hair full and near black. He was a
little taller than her. He wore a perfectly fitted brown and tan
suit with a stunning silk tie. The two gold rings on his fingers
held large diamonds and flashed with the light. He also had on a
very nice, and probably expensive watch. "I am Roque Pacheco, can I
help you?"


"I'm Kate Mathews, I called earlier to
say that I was in town and would be coming over?" she
replied.


"Ah, Ms Mathews, I didn't expect you
today, but it is good that you are here. My father and grandfather
are both here as well and would like to meet you."


Roque ushered her into a meeting room
and got her a cup of coffee which she loaded with sugar because it
was so dark and thick. She wasn't sure she would ever sleep again
if she finished the cup. After only a moment Roque returned with
two older versions of himself. There was no doubt that the men were
related. The Pacheco family had strong genes she mused. The two men
were introduced to her as Luciano, his father, and Vidal, his
grandfather.


"Please, let's sit down," Luciano
suggested.


"I take it that the distillery and
cane fields are somewhere else?" she asked as she sat
down.


"Yes, this is just the main warehouse
and office building. The distillery is near the middle of Brazil,
right in the heartland." Luciano said with pride in his
voice.


"Is that where your family is from?"
Kate asked, sipping her coffee.


"Yes, my grandfather started the
distillery there, and now we ship all over the world," he
answered.


"Would it be possible to see it some
time?" she asked.


"Certainly. Roque can fly you out
there whenever you like," he nodded.


"You fly Roque? That will be fun," she
mused.


"I have my license yes and the company
has a plane for just such trips," he told her.


"I would also like to look over the
books sometime while I am here, if you don't mind, so that I have
some idea of how the business is run."


"We are all computerized here,"
Luciano said with a further sense of pride in his voice, "I can
give you an user name and password and you can look at the books at
your convenience from your room or even from the States. We use
Quickbooks."


"Oh, well that is perfect then," she
said with a smile.


"Would you like a tour of this
building while you are here?" Roque asked her.


"That sounds like a good idea, but is
there anything you would like to ask me?" Kate asked.


Vidal, the grandfather spoke up for
the first time, "I was good friends with your grandfather, how was
his passing?"


"He went in his sleep, and with family
around him," Kate replied.


"Ah, this is good. He was a good man.
A good heart," Vidal said, more to himself than to the rest of
them.


Roque showed her around the office,
which looked much like any office she had ever been in. Lots of
computers, and people doing payroll, and accounting. She was
introduced to the sales team who were all a little anxious with her
in the room.


"I take it that there are rumors?"
Kate asked as Roque guided her to the warehouse area.


"Oh, always rumors," he nodded, "One
is that I am a homosexual."


"Are you?" she asked.


"No Ms Mathews, I'm not," he said with
just a hint of offense.


"So what are the rumors about me? Am I
a lesbian?" she smiled.


"Not that I'm aware of, but the main
one is that you will sell, because that's what American's
do."


"Is it?" she asked.


"I don't know, I've never been to the
States before, nor do I have any friends up there." Roque
said.


Nor do you want to from
the tone in your voice, Kate thought to
herself.


The warehouse was stuffed with product
ready to be shipped. She glanced around and then glanced at her
watch, "I think that will be it for this trip, I have a cab waiting
for me," she told Roque.


He nodded and pulled out a
bottle of cachaça from one of the boxes and
handed it to her, "So you can taste our latest."


"Thank you," she offered,
but decided not to mention that she had never tasted
cachaça in her life.


"I could drive you back to your room
if you wish," he offered.


She looked him in his beautiful eyes
and decided that might be fun, "Alright, but let me pay off the cab
if he is still waiting."


"I'll bring the car around," he said
and left her to deal with the cab.


The cab was waiting, and she paid him
the same amount that got her here and thanked him for
waiting.


"No problem, here is my card if you
need me again," he said in heavily accented English.


"Thank you," she said and gave him a
wave as he drove off.


Roque pulled up in a nice looking
black Mercedes and she got in and gave him her address, "It is in
Santa Teresa, near the tram."


He thought about that, "Not a
hotel?"


"No, I thought I would stay at least a
month and get to know the city as well as the company," she
offered.


"So you rented a house?"


"It is more like an apartment, in a
small favela area. I like it."


Roque nodded his head and began to
drive through the city toward her home. With the money she had she
could have rented a much nicer place and she might if she decided
to stay longer
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