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  MAY 17-19, 2006


  


  Marcelina watched them take the car on Rua Sacopã It was a C-Class Mercedes, a drug dealer's car, done up to the tits by the Pimp My Ride: Brasileiro design crew with wheel trim and tail and blue lighting that ran up and down the subframe. Subwoofers the size of suitcases. The design boys had done a good job; it looked a fistful more than the four thousand reis Marcelina had paid at the city car pound. One time they passed it: three guys in basketball shorts and vests and caps. The first time the looking time. A second time, this time the checking time, pretending to be interested in the trim and the rosary and Flamengo key-fob hanging from the mirror (sweet touch) and was it CD multichanger or a hardpoint for MP3?


  Go, my sons, you know you want it, thought Marcelina in the back of the chase car in a driveway two hundred meters up hill. It's all there for you, I made it that way, how can you resist?


  The third time, that is the taking time. They gave it ten minutes' safety, ten minutes in which Marcelina sat over the monitor fearing would they come back would someone else get there first? No, here they were swinging down the hill, big pretty boys long-limbed and loose, and they were good, very good. She hardly saw them try the door, but there was no mistaking the look of surprise on their faces when it swung open. Yes, it is unlocked. And yes, the keys are in it. And they were in: door closed, engine started, lights on.


  "We're on!" Marcelina Hoffman shouted to her driver and was immediately flung against the monitor as the SUV took off. God and Mary they were hard on it, screaming the engine as they ripped out onto the Avenida Epicicio Pessoa. "All cars all cars!" Marcelina shouted into her talkback as the Cherokee swayed into the traffic. "We have a lift we have a lift! Heading north for the Rebouças Tunnel." She poked the driver, an AP who had confessed a love for car rallying, hard in the shoulder. "Keep him in sight, but don't scare him." The monitor was blank. She banged it. "What is wrong with this thing?" The screen filled with pictures, feed from the Mercedes' lippstick-cams. "I need real-time time-code up on this." Don't let them find the cameras , Marcelina prayed to Nossa Senhora da Valiosa Producão, her divine patroness. Three guys, the one in the black and gold driving, the one in the Nike vest, and the one with no shirt at all and a patchy little knot of wiry hair right between his nipples. Sirens dopplered past; Marcelina looked up from her monitor to see a police car turn across four lanes of traffic on the lagoon avenue and accelerate past her. "Get me audio."


  João-Batista the soundman waggled his head like an Indian, the gesture made the more cartoonish by his headphones. He fiddled with the mixer slung around his neck and gave a tentative thumbs-up. Marcelina had rehearsed this–rehearsed this and rehearsed this and rehearsed this–and now she could not remember a single word. Joao-Batista looked at her: Go on, it's your show.


  "You like this car? You like it?" She was shrieking like a shoutygirl-presenter. João-Batista looking pityingly at her. On the car cams the boys looked as if a bomb had gone off under their Knight Rider LEDS. Don't bail, Lady Lady Lady, don't bail. "It's yours! It's your big star prize. It's all right, you're on a TV game show!"


  "It's a shit old Merc with a cheap pimp from graphics," Souza the driver muttered. "And they know that." Marcelina knocked off the talk back.


  "Are you the director here? Are you? Are you? It'll do for the pilot." The SUV veered abruptly, sending Marcelina reeling across the backseat. Tires squealed. God she loved this.


  "They decided against the tunnel. They're taking a trip to Jardim Botânica instead." Marcelina glanced at the satnav. The police cars were orange flags, their careful formation across Rio's Zona Sul breaking up and reordering as the chase car refused to drive into their trap. That's what it's about, Marcelina said to herself. That's what makes it great TV . Back on the talkback again.


  "You're on Getaway . It's a new reality show for Canal Quatro, and you're on it! Hey, you're going to be big stars!" That got them looking at each other. Attention culture. It never failed to seduce the vain Carioca. Best reality show participants on the planet, cariocas. "That car is yours, absolutely, guaranteed, legal. All you have to do is not get arrested by the cops for half an hour, and we've told them you're out there. You want to play?" That might even do for the strapline: Getaway: You Want to Play?


  Nike vest boy's mouth was moving.


  "I need audio out," Marcelina shouted. João-Batista turned another knob. Baile funk shook the SUV.


  "I said, for this heap of shit?" Nike vest shouted over the booty beat. Souza took another corner at tire-shredding speed. The orange flags of the police were flocking together, route by route cutting off possible escape. For the first time Marcelina believed she might have a program here. She thumbed the talk back off. "Where are we going?"


  "It could be Rocinha or up through Tijuca on the Estrada Dona Castorina." The SUV slid across another junction, scattering jugglers, their balls cascading around them, and windshield-washers with buckets and squeegees. "No, it's Rocinha."


  "Are we getting anything usable?" Marcelina asked João-Batista. He shook his head. She had never had a sound man who wasn't a laconic bastard, and that went for soundwomen too.


  "Hey hey hey, could you turn the music down a little?"


  DJ Furação's baile beat dropped to thumbs-up levels from João-Batista. "What's your name?" Marcelina shouted at Nike vest.


  "You think I'm going to tell you, in a stolen car with half Zona Sul up my ass? This is entrapment."


  "We have to call you something," Marcelina wheedled.


  "Well, Canal Quatro, you can call me Malhação, and this América"–the driver took his hands off the wheel and waved–"and O Clono." Chest-hair pushed his mouth up to the driver's headrest minicam in the classic MTV rock-shot.


  "Is this going to be like Bus 174 ?" he asked.


  "Do you want to end up like the guy on Bus 174 ?" Souza murmured. "If they try and take that into Rocinha, it'll make Bus 174 look like a First Commmunion party."


  "Am I going to be like a big celebrity then?" O CIono asked, still kissing the camera.


  "You'll be in Contigo . We know people there, we can set something up."


  "Can I get to meet Gisele Bundchen?"


  "We can get you on a shoot with Gisele Bundchen, all of you, and the car. Getaway stars and their cars."


  "I like that Ana Beatriz Barros," América said.


  "Hear that? Gisele Bundchen!" O CIono had his head between the seats, bellowing in Malhação's ear.


  "Man, there is going to be no Gisele Bundchen, or Ana Beatriz Barros," Malhação said. "This is TV; they'll say anything to keep the show going. Hey Canal Quatro, what happens if we get caught? We didn't ask to be in this show."


  "You took the car."


  "You wanted us to take the car. You left the doors open and the keys in."


  "Ethics is good," João-Batista said. "We don't get a lot of ethics in reality TV." Sirens on all sides, growing closer, coming into phase. Police cars knifed past on each side, a blast, a blur of sound and flashing light. Marcelina felt her heart kick in her chest, that moment of beauty when it all works together, perfect, automatic, divine. Souza slid the SUV into top gear as he accelerated past the shuttered-up construction gear where the new favela wall was going up.


  "And it's not Rocinha," Souza said, pulling out past a tanker-train. "What else is down there? Vila Canoas, maybe. Whoa."


  Marcelina looked up from her monitor, where she was already planning her edit. Something in Souza's voice.


  "You're scaring me, man."


  "They just threw a three-sixty right across the road."


  "Where are they?"


  "Coming right at us."


  "Hey, Canal Quatro." Malhação was grinning into the sun-visor cam. He had very good, white big teeth.


  "I think there's a flaw in your format. You see, there's no motivation for me to risk jail just for a shit secondhand Merc. On the other hand, something with a bit of retail potential . . . " The Mercedes came sliding across the central strip, shedding graphics' loving pimp job all over the highway. Souza stood on the antilocks. The SUV stopped a spit from the Mercedes. Malhação, América, and O Clono were already out, guns held sideways in that way that had become fashionable since City of God .


  "Out out out out out." Marcelina and crew piled onto the road, traffic blaring past.


  "I need the hard drive. If I haven't got the hard drive I haven't got a show, at least leave me that." América was already behind the wheel.


  "This is sweet," he declared.


  "Okay, take it," Malhação said, handing monitor and terabyte LaCie to Marcelina.


  "You know, you kinda have hair like Gisele Bundchen," O Clono called from the rear seat. "But curlier, and you're a lot smaller."


  Engine cries, tires smoked, América hand braked the SUV around Marcelina and burned out west. Seconds later police cars flashed.


  "Now that," said João-Batista, "is 'what I call great TV."


  


  The Black Plumed Bird smoked in the edit suite. Marcelina hated that. She hated most things about the Black Plumed Bird, starting with the 195Os clothes she wore unironically in defiance of trend and fashion (there is no fashion without personal style, querida) and that nevertheless looked fantastic, from the real nylon stockings, with seams—never pantyhose, bad bad thrush—to the Coco Chanel jacket. If she could have worn sunglasses and a headscarf in the edit suite, she would have. She hated a woman so manifestly confident in her mode, and so correct in it. She hated that the Black Plumed Bird could exist on a diet of import vodka and Hollywood cigarettes, had never been seen taking a single stroke of exercise and yet would have emerged from an all-night edit radiating Grace Kelly charm and not skull-fucked on full-sugar guaraná. Most of all she hated that, for all her studious retro and grace, the Black Plumed Bird had graduated from media school one year ahead of Marcelina Hoffman and was her senior commissioning editor. Marcelina had bored so many researchers and development producers over Friday cocktails at Cafe Barbosa about the stunts and deviations the Black Plumed Bird had pulled to get head of Factual Entertainment at Canal Quatro that they could recite them now like Mass. She didn't know the mike wasstill live and the guys in the scanner heard her say ... (All together) Fuck me till I fart ...


  "The soundtrack is a key USP; we're going for Grand Theft Auto/Eighties retro. That's that English new romantic band who did that song about Rio but the video was shot in Sri Lanka."


  "I thought that one was 'Save a Prayer,''' said Leandro, moving a terracotta ashtray with an inverted flowerpot for a lid toward the Black Plumed Bird. He was the only editor in the building not to have banned Marcelina from his suite and was considered as imperturbable as the Dalai Lama, even after an all-nighter '''Rio' was shot in Rio. Stands to reason."


  "Are you like some ninja master of early eighties English new romantic music?" Marcelina sniped. "Were you even born in 1984?"


  "I think you'll find that particular Duran Duran track was 1982," the Black Plumed Bird said, carefully stubbing her cigarette out in the proffered ashtray and replacing the lid. "And the video was shot in Antigua, actually. Marcelina, what happened to the crew car?"


  "The police found it stripped to the subframe on the edge of Mangueira. The insurance will cover it. But it shows it works; I mean, the format needs a little tweaking, but the premise is strong. It's good TV." The Black Plumed Bird lit another cigarette. Marcelina fretted around the door to the edit suite. Give meit give me it give it just give me the series.


  "It is good TV. I'm interested in this." That was as good as you ever got from the Black Plumed Bird. Marcelina's heart misfired, but that was likely the stimulants. Come down slowly, all say, and then a normal night's bed; that, in her experience, was the best descent path out of an all-nighter. Of course if it was a commission, she might just go straight down to Cafe Barbosa, bang on Augusto's door with the special Masonic Knock, and spend the rest of the day on the champagne watching roller boys with peachlike asses blade past. "It's clever and it's sharp and it hits all our demographics, but it's not going to happen." The Black Plumed Bird held up a lace-gloved hand to forestall Marcelina's protests. "We can't do it." She tapped at the wireless control pad and called up the Quatro news channel. Ausiria Menendes was on the morning shift. Heitor would probably call her midday for a little lunch hour. The scuttling fears and anxieties of a middle-aged news anchor were the very un-thing she needed this day. A fragment seemed to have fallen out of her brain onto the screen: Police cars pulled in around a vehicle on the side of a big highway. São Paulo , said the caption. Cut to a helicopter shot of military cruisers and riot-control vehicles parked up outside the gate of Guarulhos Main Penitentiary. Smoke spiraled up from inside the compound; figures occupied the half-stripped roof with a bedsheet banner, words sprayed in red.


  "The PCC has declared war with the police," said the Black Plumed Bird. "There are at least a dozen cops dead already. They've got hostages in the jail. Benfica will start next and then ... No, we can't do it." Marcelina hung by the door, blinking softly as the television screen receded into a tiny jiggling mote at the end of a long, dim tunnel buzzing with cans of Kuat and amphetamines, Leandro and the Black Plumed Bird strange limousines playing bumper-tag with her. She heard her voice say, as if from afold-back speaker, "We're supposed to be edgy and noisy."


  "There's edgy and noisy and there's not getting our broadcast license renewed." The Black Plumed Bird stood up, dusted cigarette ash from her lovely gloves. "Sorry, Marcelina." Her nylon-hosed calves brushed electrically as she opened the edit suite door. The light was blinding, the Black Plumed Bird an amorphous umbra in the center of the radiance, as if she had stepped into the heart of the sun.


  "It'll blow over, it always does .... " But Marcelina had contravened her own law: Never protest never question never plead. You must love it enough to make it but not so much you cannot let it fall. Her chosen genre—factual entertainment—had a hit rate of a bends-inducing 2 percent, and she had grown the skin, she had learned the kung-fu: never trust it until the ink was on the contract, and even then the scheduler giveth and the scheduler taketh away. But each knock-back robbed of a little energy and impetus, like stopping a supertanker by kicking footballs at it. She could not remember when she had last loved it.


  Leandro was closing down the pilot and archiving the edit-decision list.


  "Don't want to rush you, but I've got Lisandra in on Lunch-Hour Plastic Surgery. " Marcelina scooped up her files and hard drive and thought that it might be very very good to cry. Not here, never here, not in front of Lisandra.


  "Oh, hey, Marcelina, say, sorry about Getaway. You know, that's such bad timing .... " Lisandra settled herself into Marcelina's chair and set her shot-logs and water bottle precisely on the desk. Leandro clicked up bins.


  "Isn't that always the business?"


  "You know, you take it so philosophically. If it was me, I'd probably just go and get really really drunk somewhere."


  Well, that was an option, but now that you've mentioned it, I would sooner wear shit for lipstick than get wrecked at Cafe Barbosa.


  Marcelina imagined slowly pouring the acid from an uncapped car batttery onto Lisandra's face, drawing Jackson Pollock drip-patterns over her ice-cream peach-soft skin. Lunch-Hour Plastic Surgery this, bitch.


  


  Gunga spoke the rhythm, the bass chug, the pulse of the city and the mountain. Médio was the chatterer, the loose and cheeky gossip of the street and the bar, the celebrity news. Violinha was the singer, high over bass and rhythm, hymn over all, dropping onto the rhythm of gunga and medio then cartwheeling away, like the spirit of capoeira itself, into rhythmic flights and plays, feints and improvisations, shaking its ass all over the place.


  Marcelina stood barefoot in a circle of music, chest heaving, arm upheld. Sweat ran copiously from her chin and elbow onto the floor. Tricks there, deceivings to be used in the play of the roda. She beckoned with her upraised hand, suitably insolent. Her opponent danced in the ginga, ready to attack and be attacked, every sense open. To so insolently summon an opponent to the dance had jeito, was malicioso. É, I went walking, the capoeiristas chanted.


  In the cool morning


  I met Great São Bento


  Playing cards with the Dog.


  The roda clapped in counterpoint to the urgent, ringing rhythms of the berimbaus. So seemingly unsubtle an instrument, the berimbau, its origins as a war-bow apparent in the curve of the wooden verga, the taut cord. So homespun: a gourd, a piece of wire from the inside of a car tire, a bottle cap pressed against the string, a stick to beat it with, and only two notes in its round belly. A favela instrument. When she began to play capoeira, Marcelina had scorned the berimbau; she was here for the fight, secondarily for the dance aspect of the jogo; but there is no dance without music, and as she learned the sequences, she had come to appreciate their twanging, slangy voices, then to understand the rhythmic subtleties that lay within a trio of instruments that spoke only six notes. Mestre Ginga never tired of telling her she would never attain the corda vermelha if she neglected the berimbau. Capoeira was more than fighting. Marcelina had ordered a médio from the Fundação Mestre Bimba in Salvador, the spirirual home of the classical Capoeira Angola. It lay beside her sofa unopened in its padded instrument bag. For Marcelina in her red-and-white striped Capris and crop top, this day with her defeat at work lying still like sick in her throat, fighting was very good indeed.


  Mestre Bimba, Mestre Nestor,


  Mestres Ezequiel and Canjiquinha


  These are the world-famous men


  Who taught us how to play and sing, the roda chanted, ringed three deep inside the humid, verdant concrete quadrangle painted with Umbanda saints and legendary mestres of history caught in leaps of kung-fu-wire-ballet grace. Again Marcelina beckoned, smiling. The rhythm had dropped from the fighting São Bento Grande to the canto de entrada, a formality of the Angolan School Mestre Ginga retained for his own Senzala Carioca, praising famous and lost mestres. Jair stepped across the roda and locked his upraised hand with Marcelina's. Face-to-face they stepped slowly, formal as a foro, around the circle of hands and voices and beating berimbaus. He was a cocky boy with ten years on Marcelina, tall and black and good-looking, if in an obvious and preening way, poised, assured to a point of cockiness. He didn't fight women and whites. White people moved like trees, like truckloads of pigs on the way to the abattoir. Women were incapable of ever understanding malicia. It was a guy thing. Little white women with German names and German skins were most ridiculous of all. They shouldn't even waste their time trying to play capoeira.


  This little white German woman had surprised him twice already, the first with a lyrical S-dobrado that began with a feint kick from the floor—only ever hands and feet to touch the earth—that wheeled into a single-hand stand and a sweeping blow from the right leg that Jair evaded by dropping into an immediate defensive negativa, arm raised to defend the face. Marcelina had easily foreseen and evaded his meia lua sweeping kick. É! É! the spectators had chanted. The second time they had gasped and clapped aloud as she dived into a meia lua pulada, the hand-spin kick that was Rio-Senzala's great gift to the game of capoeira. She had caught Mestre Ginga in her peripheral vision; he squatted with his carved stick like an old Angolan king, his face stone. Old bastard. Nothing she did ever impressed him. You're not Yoda . Then a chapeu-de-couro had come wheeling in, Jair wholly airborne, and Marcelina barely dropped back into a queda de quarto, hands and feet planted on the dance floor, watching the fighting foot sweep over her face.


  At first capoeira had been another wave on the zeitgeist upon which Marcelina Hoffman surfed, driven by the perpetual, vampiric hunger for fresh cool. At Canal Quatro lunch was for losers, unless spent in a valid pursuit. For a while power walking had been the thing, Marcelina the first to venture out onto the searing Praia de Botafogo in the shoes, the spandex, the spider-eye shade and pedometer to tick off those iconic ten thousand footsteps. Within a week her few friends and many rivals were out on the streets, and then she had heard over the traffic the twang of berimbaus, the cheerful clatter of the agogô, the chanting from the green spaces of Flamengo Park. The next day she was with them, clapping in her Germanic, loira-girl way while wiry guys with their shirts off wheeled and reeled and kicked in the roda. It was a simple recruitment demonstration by Mestre Ginga for his school, but for Marcelina it was the New Cool Thing. For a season it ruled; every other pitch at the weekly sessions was capoeira-related, and then the Next Cool Thing blew in from the bay. By then Marcelina had donated the spandex and so-last-season shades to a charity store, given the pedometer to Mrs. Costa from downstairs, who was haunted by a fear that her husband was a somnambulist who walked the streets kilometer after kilometer at night, stealing little things, bought herself the classic rig of red-striped Capri pants and stretchy little top, and was taxiing twice a week up the hairpin road up the breast of Corcovado, upon which Christ himself stood, an erect nipple, to Mestre Ginga's Silvestre fundação. She was a convert to the battle-dance. Cool would come around again; it always did.


  Hands locked, the capoeiristas circled. A damp night, clouds hung low over the Tijuca. The warm humidity held and amplified smells; the fruity, blousy sickliness of the bougainvilleas that overhung the fundação's fighting yard, the rank smokiness of the oil from the lamps that defined the roda, the honey-salt sweetness of the sweat that ran down Marcelina's upraised arm, the fecund, nurturing sourness of her armpit. She released her grip and sprang back from Jair. In a breath the berimbaus and agogô leaped into São Bento Grande; in the same breath Marcelina dropped to a squat, grabbed the cuffs of Jair's skull-and-crossbone-patterned pants, stood up, and sent him onto his back. The roda roared with delight; the berimbau players drew mocking laughter from their strings. Mestre Ginga suppressed a smile. Boca de calça; a move so simple, so silly that you would never think it could work, but that was the only way it did work. And now, the finishing blow. Marcelina held out her hand. When the hand is offered, the game is over. But Jair came out of his defensive negativa in an armada spin-kick. Marcelina ducked under Jair's bare foot easily and, while he was still off-balance, stepped under his guard and roundly boxed both ears in a clapping double galopante. Jair went down with a bellow, the laughter stopped, the berimbaus fell silent. A bird croaked; Mestre Ginga was not any kind of smiling now. Again Marcelina extended the hand. Jair shook his head, picked himself up, walked out of the roda shaking his head.


  Mestre Ginga was waiting in the yellow streetlight as Marcelina waited for her taxi. Some drive, some are driven in this life. Low-bowing tree branches and scrambling ficus cast a fractured, shifting light on him as he leaned on his stick. The patua amulets he wore around his neck to defeat spirits swung. You're not fucking Yoda, Marcelina thought. Or Gandalf the Grey.


  "That was good. I liked that. The boca de calça, that's a real malandro's move." Mestre Ginga's voice was an eighty-a-day nicotine rasp. As far as Marcelina knew, he had never smoked, never donemaconha let alone anything more powdery, and drank only on saints' days and national holidays. Nodules on the vocal cords was the prevailing theory; whatever the biology, it was very Karate Kid . "I thought maybe, maybe, at last you might be learning something about real jeito, and then ... "


  "I apologized to him, he's cool about it. His ears'll be ringing for a day or two, but he was the one wouldn't end it. I offered, he refused. Like you say, the street has no rules." As she come up dancing out of her defensive crouch, she had seen not Jair's face but the Black Plumed Bird in all her grace and makeup, and her fists had at once known what they needed to do: the box on the ears, the most humiliating attack in the jogo. A slap on the face, doubled.


  "You were angry. Angry is stupid. Don't I teach you that? The laughing man can always beat the angry man because the angry man is stupid, acts from his anger, not his malicia."


  "Yeah yeah whatever," Marcelina said throwing her kit bag into the back of the taxi. She had hoped that the dance-fight would burn away the anger, turn it, as in Mestre Ginga's homespun Zen, into the mocking laughter of the true malandro, carefree, loved by a world that looked after him like a mother. The music, the chants, the sly jig-step of the preparatory ginga had only driven it deeper until it pierced a dark reservoir of rage: anger so old, so buried it had transformed into a black, volatile oil. There were years of anger down there. Anger at family of course, at her mother delicately, respectably turning herself into a drunk in her Leblon apartment; at her sisters and their husbands and their babies. Anger at friends who were rivals and sycophants she kept in line-of-sight. But mostly anger at herself, that at thirty-four she had walked too far down a road, in such special shoes, to be able to return. "I can't see children compensating for the career gain I stand to make." The family Hoffman had been gathered in the Leopold Restaurant for her mother's sixtieth birthday, and she, twenty-three, fresh into Canal Quatro as a junior researcher, dazzled by the lights, the cameras, the action. Marcelina could still hear her voice over the table, the beer, the assurance: a declaration of war on her married older sisters, their men, the eggs in their ovaries.


  "I don't want to go the Copa," she ordered, cellular out, thumb dancing its own ginga over the text keys.


  "Take me to Rua Tabatingüera."


  "Good," the driver said. "The Copa's crawling with cops and militaries. It's really kicking off down at Morro do Pavao."


  


  It was not the first weekly briefing she had attended hungover. Canal Quatro's boardroom—the communication-facilitating sofas and low coffee tables, the curving glass wall and the bold and blue of Botafogo with the smog low over Niterol across the bay—thudded to an über-deep bass line. In keeping with the station's policy of freshness and kidulthood, the boardroom's walls were giant photomurals of Star Wars collectibles. Marcelina felt Boba Fett oppressing her. She would be all right as long as she didn't have to say anything; as long as Lisandra did not work out by her bitch-queen spidersense that Marcelina was coming from two-thirds of a bottle of Gray Goose, and then much much cold Bavaria from Heitor's chiller. Another day, another chemical romance.


  She did wish she could stop crying every time she went to Heitor's. Genre heads, commissioners, execs, and line producers. The Black Plumed Bird in shades and headscarf as if she'd just stepped windswept and sun-kissed off the back of a Moto Guzzi. Rosa the scheduler put the overnights up on the projector. Minimalist leather sofas creaked as bodies sagged into them. Rede Globo's new telenovela Nu Brasil had averaged 40 percent audience share over its four sampling periods, critically 44 percent in the eighteen-to-thirty-four grouping. Canal Quatro's Ninja School in the same timeslot had taken 8.5, skewing heavily toward the intended male audience, but a full point and a half behind SBT's BeautySchool Drop-Outs and equal to the peak segment for Globo Sport. And Adriano Russo was coming in now for a quick word.


  Canal Quatro's director of programming took care to look as if he had just parked his surfboard at reception, but he still had his own reserved chair at the end of the runway of glass tables, and nicely manicured hands busy busy with folders and Blackberries.


  "First of all, IMHO, in this room are the most creative, imaginative, hardworking, and hard-playing people I have ever met. NQA." The etiquette was to nod along with Adriano's chat-room-speak, even when he used Engglish acronyms or, as was commonly believed, made them up. "We've had a bad night; okay, let's not have a bad season." He straightened the folder on the glass table. "NTK senior production and genre heads only. I've come into information about Rede Globo's winter schedule." Even the Black Plumed Bird was jolted. "PDFs have been e-mailed to you, but the linchpin of the season is a new telenovela. Before you begin groaning about boring unimaginative programming, I'll give you a couple of details. It's called A World Somewhere , it's written by Alejandro and Cosquim, but USP: it marks the return of Ana Paula Arósio. She's playing against Rodrigo Santoro. They've got them both back in Brazil, and on television. The whole thing was shot on a secret closed set in Brasilia, which is why no one heard a word about it. The big press launch is next Wednesday. The first ep TXs on June fifteenth; we need something big, noisy, look-at-me. Water-cooler TV, rude and edgy, 'How dare those Canal Quatro bastards' the usual sort of thing. We want the television reviewers' EPOOTH." Eyes Popping Our of Their Heads, Marcelina surmised through the thud thud of too much morning. This was not a show to play against the telenovela. Anything that tried to take on Ana Paulo Arósio and Rodrigo Santoro would go down with ten bullets in its head. But Globo was calculating that A WorldSomewhere would generate a huge inheritance audience inert in front of the television and ripe for whatever came after, almost certainly, in Marcelina's experience, a cheap and cheerful " ... Revealed " puff-doc with lots of behind-the-scenes and actor interviews, teasers but no actual plot spoilers. That was the audience Adriano Russo wanted to steal. For the first time in months arousal flickered at the base of Marcelina Hoffman's heart. Her hangover evaporated in a puff of adrenaline. Blond ambition. Blond promotion. The commissioning merry-go-round between the main networks was spinnning again. Factual entertainment would prance round again. Her own little glass cubicle. People would have to knock to come in. Her own PA. She could drops hints for things like Blackberries or pink Razrs and they would appear on her desk in the morning through the tech-fairy. The first thing a new commissioning editor does is decommission all her enemies' shows. She fantasized shooting down all Lisandra's proposals at the Friday Blue Sky sessions. She could get that apartment in Leblon, maybe even a beach view. That would please her mother. She could cease temporizing with her lunchtime shots of Botox and declare full plastic assault on those thirty-something anxiety lines. Thank you, Our Lady of Production.


  "We have six weeks to turn it round. Pitches to genre heads on Blue Sky Friday." Adriano Russo squared his papers and stood up. "Thank you all."


  Bye Adriano thanks Adriano see you Friday Adriano hugs Adriano.


  "BTW," he flicked back from the boardroom door. "Even though we haven't. IMBWR it's World Cup year."


  Thanks Adriano legal Adriano we'll remember that Adriano.


  Boba Fett still held Marcelina menacingly under his gun, but Yoda seemed to be smiling.


  


  SEPTEMBER 22, 2032


  


  


  The ball hangs motionless at the top of its arc. It frames Cidade de Luz, fifty hillside streets, its head adorned with the thorny crown of the favela, at its knees the rodovia heat-crazy with windows and wing mirrors. Beyond the highway the gated enclaves begin: red-roofed, blue-pooled, green-shaded. Through the sun-shiver the endless towers of São Paulo recede into half-believed spirits of architecture, their summits orbited by advertisements. Helicopters itch and fidget between rooftop landing pads; there are people up there who have never touched the ground. But higher still are the Angels of Perpetual Surveillance. On any clear-sky day you may catch them, a flicker on the very edge of vision, like stray cells floating in the jelly of the eye, as they turn in their orbits and their vast, gossamer wings catch the light. Sixteen sky-drones, frail as prayers, circle constantly on the borders of the tropoosphere. Like angels, the robot planes fly endlessly; they need, and can, never touch the ground again; like angels, they see into the hearts and intentions of man. They monitor and track the two billion arfids—radio frequency idenntity chips—seeded through the cars, clothes, consumer electronics, cash, and cards of the City of Saint Paul's twenty-two million inhabitants. Twenty kilometers above the Angels of Perpetual Surveillance, balloons the size of city blocks maneuver in the tropopause, holding position over their ground datatransfer stations. Exabits of information chatter between them, the seamless weave of communication that clothes not just Brasil but the planet. Higher still, beyond all sense and thought, and global positioning satellites tumble along their prescribed orbits, tracking movements down to a single footstep, logging every transaction, every real and centavo. Highest of all, God on his stool, looking on Brasil and its three hundred million souls, nostalgic for the days when his was the only omniscience. All for an instant, frozen by the parabola of a World Cup 2030 soccer ball. And the ball falls. It drops onto the right foot of a girl in a tight little pair of spandex shorts with her name across her ass: Milena , yellow on green. She holds the ball on the flat upper surface of her Nike Raptor, then flips it up into the air again. The girl spins round to volley the ball from her left foot, spins under it and traps it on her chest. She wears her name there too, blue on the sun-gold of the belly-cropped furebol shirt. Castro . Blue and green and gold.


  "She could be a bit bigger up top," Edson Jesus Oliveira de Freitas says, sucking morning through his teeth. "But at least she's blonde. I mean, she is blonde?"


  "What are you saying? This is my cousin." Two-Fags is a scraggy enxofradawith no style and less jeito, and if that girl out there turning pirouettes under the looping ball in her hot pants and belly-top is his cousin, then Edson is not the sixth son of a sixth son. They sit on folding military sling chairs at the edge of the futsal court, a dog-turd-infested concrete bunker in the overlooked space behind the Assembly of God. Milena Castro, Keepie-Uppie Queen of Cidade de Luz, heads the ball now one two three four five six seven. All good girls they go to heaven. Especially back of the Assembly of God. The ball makes a fine plasticy thwack against her upturned forehead. Seventeen eighteen nineteen twenty. Like the rich and the angels, the ball never touches the ground.


  "How long can she keep it up for?"


  "As long as you like."


  Heading and smiling. A grin and wink in Edson's direction and Milena volleys the ball from knee to knee. She wears knee socks, in patriotic colors. Knee socks work for Edson.


  "I'll take her on." Edson almost sees the reis tumble in Two-Fags' eyes, like something from the cartoon channel. "Come round my office; we'll talk." It's a shotgun shack at the side of Dona Hortense's house that smells of dog piss and mold, but it's where De Freitas Global Talent does its business. Milena Keepie-Uppie Queen spins, strikes a pose, and the ball drops right sweet into the crook of her arm. "I'm impressed with what I see." Her lily skin isn't even moist with sweat. "I think you have talent. Unfortunately, talent isn't enough these days. This is where I can help. You need a USE You know what that is? Unique Selling Point. So, the pants are cute, but they have to go."


  "Ey! This is my cousin you're talking about," shouts Two-Fags. Edson ignores him. Local kids' are arriving by threes and fours at the futsal court, bouncing their small, heavy ball impatiently.


  "Futebol is a thong thing. At some point you will need a boob job as well. It doesn't affect the act, anything like that?"


  The Keepie-Uppie Queen shakes her head. The futsal boys are staring at her. Get used to it , Edson thinks. It will be forty thousand of them watching you at halftime at the Parque São Jorge keeping it up up up.


  "Good good good. Now, what I will do is try you on one of the Serie C teams first. Atletico Sorocaba, Rio Branco, something like that. Build you up, get you a rep. Then we move on. But first of all, you have to come round to my office and make it all official."


  Marcelina nods matter-of-factly, slips on a silky Timão blouson, and pulls up team color legwarmers. At least she understands business, unlike TwooFags, who is so dense Edson wonders how he made it to twenty-eight. But he is onto something with this one. De Freitas Global Talent's first major signing—not counting the women's foot-volley team and Petty Cash the pod-warrior, who were just practice. Edson slaps the military chairs just so, and they umbrella down into slender canes a man can sling across his back. Clever stuff, this new smart plastic. Two-Fags has his arm around the Keepie-Uppie Queen's bare waist in a way that is not seemly for any blood relative. Pay him a finder's fee and slip him out the back door.


  "I'll be in after nine!" Edson shouts after Two-Fags and Milena. The futsal kids push past, eager for their territory, stringing up their net, slipping off their Havaianas.


  An ugly face flashes in the middle of Edson's Chillibean I-shades: Gerson, fifth son of a sixth son and less favored in every way than Edson. Edson dabs a finger to the frame to take the call.


  "Hey, unfortunate brother, I have to tell you, I just signed the sweetest deal. ... "


  Edson can name a thousand stupidities Gerson has committed, but today he has excelled himself. The reason he's calling is because he has forty minutes before Brooklin Bandeira's private seguranças track him down and kill him.


  


  A shower of cards coins keys tampons lippy makeup compact mag from an upturned handbag. Coins and keys bounce on the pavement, tampons roll and blow on the hot wind. The gossip mag—handbag-sized edition—falls like a broken-backed bird. The compact hits the concrete edge-on and explodes into clamshells, pressed powder, pad, mirror. The mirror wheels a little way. Gerson João Oliveira de Freitas jumped the girl blindside of the enclave security systems. He picked her up outside Hugo Boss on Avenida Paulista: tailed the taxi back to Mummy and Daddy's lower-middle-class enclave of colonial-style pseudo-fazendas with cool cool pools, tucked away behind the Vila Mariana Cemetery. Take her as she's fiddling with her bags. He pulled the strip on the one-shot plastic gun. She just needed one look. Gerson tipped out the bag, threw away the gun—it began to decompose immediately—spun the little mota on its back wheel. In and out before she could even scream.


  His back wheel shatters the mirror as he guns the engine. Bad luck for someone. He pulls the bandana with which he had covered his face down over his neck. Even a glimpse of one is a stop'n'search offense these days. Antisocial clothing. Her I-shades, her watch, her shirt, the taxi; some eye somewhere will have photographed him. He has the moto's license plates in his backpack. When he gets to the chipperia, they'll go back on. Twenty seconds with a screwdriver. The cards will already be blank. The key codes change every eight hours. The coin-tokens are worth less than the plastic they're pressed from. Makeup, tampons, girlie mags are not for a man. But the street value of a new season 2032 Giorelli Habbajabba (which is beyond must have into by any means necessary ) is three thousand réis. For a bag. Yes. Prize hooked over his arm, Gerson accelerrates down the on-ramp into the great howl of Avenida Dr. Francisco Mesquita.


  Senhora Ana Luisa Montenegro de Coelho taps her big ochre I-shades and sends an assalto report and photo through to Austral Insurance and Security. Bandana over face. For sure. No plates. Of course. But ten kilometers over São Paulo an Angel of Perpetual Surveillance turns on the back-loop of its eternal holding pattern and logs a stolen handbag. From the snow of ever-moving arfid signatures it identifies and locates the radio frequency identification chips that uniquely tagged the Anton Giorelli Habbajabba handbag recently registered to Senhora Ana Luisa Montenegro de Coelho. It calls up its neurallnet map of São Paulo's two thousand square kilometers and twenty-two milllion souls; searches through every burb, bairro, downtown, favela, mall, alley, park, soccer stadium, racetrack, and highway; and finds it swinging purple-and-pinkly from the elbow of Gerson João Oliveira de Freitas, hunched over the handlebars of his hand-me-down moped, buzzing like a neon through the home-run along Ibirapuera. A contract goes out. Automated bid systems in the dozen private security companies that can reach the target on budget submit tenders. Fifteen seconds later a contract is issued from Austral Insurrance to Brooklin Bandeira Securities. It's a well-established medium-size company that's been losing recently to younger, meaner, more vicious commpetitors. After comprehensive retraining and financial restructuring, it's back, with a new attitude.


  This for a bag? With purple and pink flowers? Ana Luisa Montenegro de Coelho can have another one before sunset. But there's a crackdown on. There's always a crackdown on somewhere: tough on crime, tough on the perpetrators of crime. Usually around the time for insurance policy renewal. Brooklin Bandeira Securities has a corporate reputation to restore, and its seguranças are dangerously bored watching O Globo Futebol 1. In the garage two Suzukis rev up. The riders fix location on their helmet HUDs. The pilllion riders check weapons and buckle on. Game on.


  In the gutter outside Ana Luisa's nice little enclave, the discarded one-shot gun turns to black, putrid liquid and drips from the rungs of the grating into the sewer. Over the next few days delirious, poisoned rats will stagger and die across the lawns of Vila Mariana, causing short-lived consternation among the residents.


  


  Edson touches the first two fingers of his left hand gently to his temple in a gesture he has evolved to show his older brother how exasperated he is with him, even when Gerson cannot see him. He sighs.


  "What is it you're trying to tell me? They can't blank the arfid?"


  "It's some new thing they call an NP-chip."


  Gerson had been sipping coffee and enjoying the good sweet morning rolls, still warm from the oven, at Hamilcar and Mr. Smiles' Chipperia. It was parked round the back of a bakery, which meant good sweet morning rolls and pão de queijo for the chipperia's clients while they made stolen things disappear from the sight of the Angels of Perpetual Surveillance. Hamilcar and Mr. Smiles worked out of a thirdhand campervan so full of computers they lived outside in tents and awnings. As all trails ended at the chipperia, mobility was paramount. As Gerson understood it, it was all timing. It took ten minutes average, twenty minutes tops to erase an arfid; the closest the seguranças could get in that time was a five-kilometer circle of confusion, and it would blow their budget to search that large area. Most turned around and headed home as soon as they lost the signal from the arfid.


  "How much are you looking for that bag?" Hamilcar was half reading the paper, half peeling the flakes of eczema from his cracked feet.


  "Three thousand reis."


  "No, I mean seriously."


  "That's what they're going for. You cannot get these bags for love nor money nor bribery. I'm telling you."


  "Give you eight hundred, and that's including what you owe us for the dechipping."


  "Two thousand five."


  Hamilcar grimaced as he tore a particularly salty piece of dead white skin a little too far, baring raw flesh.


  "You are a man of no education. I was thinking maybe my girlfriend might like it as a present—she likes that sort of thing, all the names and that. Not at that price, though." Then the door had opened. Mr. Smiles stepped out of the stinky camper. He was an IT graduate from the University of São Paulo, the hacker of the outfit. He was a big skinny Cabo Verde with a great and well-tended Afro and dentition that made him look as if he was always smiling. The smile did nor sit naturally with the pump-action shotgun in his hand.


  "Hey hey hey ... " cried Gerson, spluttering flakes of sweet roll.


  "Gerson, nothing personal, but you have thirty seconds to get on your bike and depart."


  "What what what?" Gerson said, catching the Habbajabba as Mr. Smiles lobbed it to him.


  "It's NP-chipped. I can't touch that."


  "NP what? What shit? You're the scientist; you should know about these things."


  "I'm an information technologist, majoring in database design. This is quantum physics. Get a physicist. Or just go to the river and throw the thing away. You choose, but I'm not facing off with the Brooklin Bandeirantes. And I will shoot you."


  And that was when Gerson called his smart kid brother. And Edson says, "Go and throw the thing in a river."


  "It's three thousand reis."


  "Brother, it's a handbag."


  "I need the money."


  "Do you owe someone again? Jesus and Mary . . . "


  Edson shoos kids away from his bike. It's a Yam X-Cross 250 dirt bike, green and yellow, like a parrot, like a futebol shirt, and Edson loves it beyond everything except his mother and his business plan. It is all jeito, and you can ride it straight up a wall. "Let me talk to Smiles."


  "Okay," says Mr. Smiles after Edson explains that he really can't let his dumb brother get killed even over a woman's handbag. "I think you're all dead, but you could try the quantumeiros."


  "Who are these? What-eiros?"


  "Quantumeiros. You know, those new quantum computers? No? Codes you can't break? They can. They're the physicists. I can give you their code; they move around even more than we do. Careful with them, though. Weird shit happens round these people."


  A map of the São Caetano rodovia network appears on Edson's Chilllibeans; a license plate is flagged, heading north on R118. Edson wonders how many chippers and crackers and quantumeiros are nomadic on the highways of great Sampa at any instant.


  "I shall try them."


  "What did Gerson ever do he should have a brother like you?" says Mr. Smiles. "All the same, I wouldn't hang around too long."


  The Yamaha starts to Edson's thumbprint. He slips a concentration enhancer from his travel pack, pops it, and as the world sharpens and clariifies around him, rides slow through the alleys back of the crente church. He doesn't want mud splashes from the lingering night's rain on his white flares.


  


  


  The brothers de Freitas meet twenty-three minutes later on the on-ramp at Intersection 7. Twenty-three minutes for the Brooklin Bandeira to close in, to narrow the circle of possibility down to machine-pistol range. Edson's been checking his custom-fit rearview cameras for oil-slick-black segurança hunting bikes. He could get away from them on the Yam, take it places their big bulky machines could not, but not Gerson, flogging the ako engine on that shitty little putt-putt. Edson can hardly believe he once rode that thing. Gantry cameras read his license plate; hurtling satellites debit his account. They don't make it easy for legitimate men of business.


  And there it is, looming out of the traffic, the barquentine of the quantumeiros: a big forty-tonner standing at a steady hundred in the outside lane. The cab is pimped with Fleshbeck Crew—style cherubim and a battery of airhorns on the roof chromed and sweet as the trumpets of archangels. Cook/Chill MealSolutions , says the trail. Fine cover. No cop is ever going to stop and search bad cuisine. Edson weaves Gerson into the truck's slipstream. A touch on the I-shades calls up the address Mr. Smiles gave him. The truck flashes its hazard lights in acknowledgment and sways into the slow lane, drops to seventy sixty fifty forty. The back shutter rolls up, a middle-aged guy in a Black Metal muscle top swings from a chain and manages to smoke at the same time. He beckons them close, closer. The loading ramp extends, lowers. Steel hits road. Sparks shower around the brothers Oliveira. Black Metal beckons them again: Come on, come on, on the ramp. Sparks peel away round Edson as he lines up the run. He's a businessman, not a stunt-rider. Edson edges forward: the concentration pill gives him micro-accelerations and relative velocities. Wheel on wheel off wheel on wheel off, wheel on; then Edson throttles hard, surges forward, and brakes and declutches simultaneously.


  Smoking metalhead applauds.


  Thirty seconds later Gerson skids to a halt on the platform, pale and shaking. Edson tries to imagine what the commuters on the São Caetano rodovia make of a male with a pink handbag around his neck driving onto the back of a moving truck. Probably reckons it's the telenovelas and are looking round for the flittercams: Hey! We're on A World Somewhere, we really are!


  Death Metal raises the ramp and pulls the shutter down with a clatter. Recessed mood-lights flood on. Edson feels his eyes widen behind his wraparound I-shades: The rear of the container is docking space; the forward twothirds is split-level business accommodation. The lower floor-reception-is Karma Cafe kitsch, all shag rugs, leather beanbags, inflatable chairs, and zebra-skin sofas on spindly legs. There a battery of rollscreens tuned to sports and news channels, a complex coffee engine with attendant barista and lowlaid bossa nova. Upstairs is the office, a transparent cube of plastic, harshly neon-lit to the downbeat downlighting of the club below. The cube is stacked ceiling-high with server farms, wiring alleys, and tanks conspicuuously marked liquid nitrogen. Edson makes out a figure moving among the racked boxes, a glimpse of swinging red hair. Heaven and clubland are connected by a spiral staircase of glowing blue plastic.


  A floppy-haired queen in a good suit and shiny shirt unfolds from a sofa. He has pointy pirate shoes, immaculately polished.


  "So this is the handbag?" The bicha turns it over in his hands. "I suppose it was going to happen sooner or later as quantum technology gets cheaper. It would have been a lot simpler just to have thrown it away."


  "My brother can make money out of this."


  The truck accelerates; the seguranças have a fix on the arfid and are runnning them out of road.


  "We can certainly blank this for you. It's not the most up-to-date model. Fia." You can fall in love with someone for their shoes. These are gold jacaré-skin wedge heels, strappy at the ankle. They descend the top rum of the spiral staircase. Above them, slim ankles, good calves not too full, Capri-cut tapered pant-bottoms with a little dart in the side and white piping running up to a matching jacaré belt. The pants belong to a black jumpsuit, confrontationally retro in its cut, shoulder pads, trim and kitschy tit-zips. All this detail gleams in Edson's edged perception. Then the head descends from the suite upstairs. Third-generation Japonesa cheekbones and nose—she's had the eyes done, round anime doe-eyes. Hair that super-silky straightness that all aspire to but only the Japanese have the DNA to achieve. Bobbed so severely it might have been measured with a spirit level. Red is the color again, this year. She wears top-marque Blu Mann I-shades pushed up on it.


  "Good bag," she comments.


  Edson opens his mouth and nothing comes out. It's not love. It's not even lust. The closest emotion to it he can recognize is glamour . If he had a religious cell in his body, he might know it as worship, in that word's oldest, truesr sense: worth-ship . She fascinates him. She is all the things he hopes to be. He wants to orbit in her gravity, circle her thrilling world and thrilling clothes and thrilling friends and thrilling places to go and do and be and see. She takes the jeito he thinks he has earned and spreads it all over the road behind her like a mashed cat. She makes him feel like favela scum. That's all right. Compared to her he is, he is.


  "They're about two minutes out," chides the bicha. "You want to give me that bag?"


  "Um, can I watch?"


  "There's nothing to see. You'll be disappointed."


  "I don't think I will. I'd like to see."


  "You will. Everybody is."


  "About a minute and a half," says bicha-boy. Gerson is having a cafezinho. She lets him carry the bag upstairs.


  "Fia? Fia what'"


  There's barely space for the two swivel chairs among the technology. The cubicle is swagged with enough cable to rig a suspension bridge.


  "Kishida." She says it fast, with Japanese emphases though her accent is pure Paulistana. Fia sets the Giorelli on an illuminated white plastic tray under a set of micromanipulator arms. She sweeps her Blu Manns down over her face. Her hands dance in air; the robot arms gavotte over the handbag, seeking the arfid chip. Edson sees ghosts and circuitry in increasing magnifications flicker across Fia's shades.


  "I know this tune, I really like it. Do you like baile'" Edson says, twitching his muscles to the house beat.


  "There's a gafieira on Friday; I've a client doing a set."


  "Could you just shut up for thirty seconds while I try and do some work?" The arms locate and lock. Icons appear on Fia's glasses: her pupils dance across the display, issuing commands. Edson finds his attention hooked by a glowing object beneath the glass surface of the desk. He cups his hands around his face and presses it to the desktop. The glass is cool enough for his breath to dew. Far below, seemingly farther than the architecture of the trailer allows—below the floor of the lab, below the club lounge, below the truck chassis and the surface of the road—is a shifting, morphing glow.


  "What's that?" He lowers his brow until it touches the cool glass. "Reality," says Fia. "Quantum dots in superposition. The light is vacuum fluctuation photons leaking through from some of the parallel states in which the computation is being made."


  "Ah, you're the physicist," Edson says, and bites his tongue: is it the pill that is making this muscle that has never let him down before speak only stupid? She looks at him as if he has shit on her glass desktop. She reaches across Edson to hit a key. The robot probes move in a fraction of a hair, then withdraw to their standby position.


  "Okay, that's it. Safe and anonymous."


  "What, you mean, that quick?"


  "I told you you would be disappointed."


  "But nothing happened."


  "I ran through possible combinations in ten to the eight hundred uni verses. That's not exactly nothing."


  "Of course," says Edson unconvincingly.


  "There's always an answer out there somewhere."


  Edson has heard a little about this—he makes it his business to know something about everything that occupies adjacent niches to him in the twilight economy—and he has seen with his own eyes now what it can achieve, but it still feels like witchcraft to him. Quantum dots in superwhateverpositions. Ten to the eight hundred universes. That is not reality. Reality is Brooklin Bandeiras running back to the office, out of funding and out of quarry. Reality is people stupid enough to pay three thousand reis for a handbag, and people stupid enough to steal one. Reality is the necessity of getting with this magnetic, strict creature.


  "If you say," says Edson. If she thinks he is ignorant, he might as well put it to work. "But you could explain it to me over lunch."


  "I'd rather you just paid me now."


  Down in the lounge, he throws the bag to Gerson while the bicha in the suit prints out an invoice. A movement distracts Edson, someone/thing among the quantum computers above. Impossible. No one could get past them on the neon staircase. Weird shit happens around them , Mr. Smiles had warned.


  "We'd prefer cash," the bicha says. Whatever preferred payment option, it's impossible.


  "Don't be owing us," advises the Black Metalista. Edson's money-sense cues him that he is the wealth behind the operation.


  "I'll take the bag," says Fia. Edson snatches it away from his brother. "So, gafieira?" he chances as the truck pulls into a safe stop and the shutter clatters up. "José's Garage, Cidade de Luz."


  "Don't push it," says Fia quantumeira, but Edson can see deep down, at the quantum level, she's a baile queen.


  


  JUNE 19, 1732


  


  The mule went mad on the cobbled pier of the Cidade Baixa. The insanity iell on it in an instant, one moment doggedly hauling the laden wagon with the tenacity of its breed, the next shying in its traces, ears back, teeth bared, braying. It tore free from the barefoot slave who had been steering it halfasleep, such was the stolid placidity of the mule, from the engenho to the dock where the low, slow carracks rolled on the swell of the Bahia de Todos os Santos, fat with sugar and Vila Rica gold. The slave snatched for the bridle; the mule shied away from the hand, eyes rolling. The mule reared, kicked. The wagon rocked, spilling white pillows of sugar that split on the cobbles. The dockside whores, come down for the arrival of Cristo Redentor in Salvador harbor—a ship from Portugal, a navy ship—flew with cries and oaths. Soldiers in the buff and crimson of the imperial infantry under the command of a sword-carrying Teniente ran from the customhouse. The mule leaped and plunged; the slave danced around before it, trying ro seize the lead rope, but the cry had already gone out across the harbor: The rage the rage .


  "Help me!" the slave cried. A hoof caught the carter a glancing blow; he reeled across the quay, blood starting from his smashed jaw. The mule bucked and plunged, trying to twist off the heavy cart. Yellow foam burst from its mouth. Its chest heaved, sweat stained its hide. Cries, shrieks from the ladies in their headscarves and petticoats. Slaves left their rail carts, their master and mistresses, encircled the insane mule, arms outstretched. The soldiers unshouldered their muskets. Eyes wide, the mule reared again and launched into a full gallop along the pier. Slaves and soldiers fled.


  "The priest! For the love of God, Father!" the Teniente shouted. Father Luis Quinn looked up from where he had been supervising the unshipping of his small trunk of possessions from Cristo Redentor . The mule and leaping cart bore down upon him like a blazing war chariot from the Fianna legends. Luis Quinn threw his arms up. He was a big man, larger and more imposing yet in the simple black robe of his order, a piece of night fallen into day. The mule leaped straight up into the air in its traces, came down foursquare, and stopped dead, head bowed. Every sailor, every officer, every soldier, every slave, every whore in her bright jollyboat, stopped to stare at Luis Quinn. Slowly he lowered his arms and stepped toward the twitching, foaming beast, clicking and shushing under his breath all the words for horses he knew in both his natal tongues, Portuguese and Irish.


  "I advise you not to approach the creature, Father," the Teniente called, a pale, European face among the caboclo faces of the Salvador Auxiliaries. "We will shoot the beast and burn its body; that way the rage will not spread."


  "Hush, hush there," Luis Quinn said as reached out for the rope halter. He could see the infantry forming a line, taking aim. His fingers closed around the rope. With a cry more like a human scream than any right sound of a beast the mule reared, flashing out with its steel-shod hooves. Quinn twisted out of the path of the killing hoof; then the mule leaped. For a moment it seemed suspended; then mule and wagon plunged into the green water of rhe bay. Whore-boats scattered. Luis Quinn saw the mule's head fight out of the chop, eyes wild with the knowledge of its certain destruction, the cream foam at its mouth now bloodstained. The weight of the cart pulled it under. Luis Quinn saw its knees kicking against the dragging green water; then it was lost. Empty sugar sacks rose to the surface one by one as their contents dissolved like white, night-blooming water flowers.


  "Ah, the creature the creature." It had been but an animal, but Luis Quinn nevertheless murmured a prayer. The Teniente, now at Quinn's side, crossed himself.


  "You are all right, Father."


  "I am unharmed." Quinn noticed all across the dock the soldiers, the slaves, even the strumpets, make the same blessing. He did not doubt it was as much for his habit as the sudden fatal madness of the mule. Thus had it been on the slow, calm-bound, scurvy-racked voyage of Cristo Redentor from the bar of the Tagus: mutterings, scratchings, charms, and prayers. A priest, a black Jesuit, aboard. No luck upon this ship. "I heard mention of a rage."


  "A madness of horses first, latterly of all beasts of burden, God between us and evil." The Teniente signaled for one of his troopers to bear the father's trunk. As the young officer escorted him toward the Custom House, Quinn opened his senses to this place in which he had so freshly landed. He noted with a start that there was not one horse. No animal at all on this great stone apron beneath the sheer bluff of the Cidade Alta. No beast on the steep ladeira that wound up the steep cliff between low and high Salvador. Human muscle alone powered this city. The cobbled paths and quays teemed with slaves pushing laden barrows and gurneys on iron rails, bent under sacks slung from brow straps, carefully negotiating sedan chairs through the thronging black and red bodies and fat white sacks of king sugar. "As with all afflictions, rumors run wild," the Teniente continued. The soldier, a ragged mameluco in half uniform of frock coat and loose duck breeches, unshod like a slave, followed six paces behind. "The rage is a thing of the indios from out of the deep forest; it is the work of the Dutch or the Spanish; it is a punishment from God. Not last week angels were seen in Pelourinho, battling with knives of light, three nights in succession. It is attested to by some of the best in Salvador."


  "We have not heard of this in Coimbra."


  "There is much in Brazil never reaches the ears of Portugal." The Teniente halted short of the bustling portico of the Custom House. "Ah. As I feared. It is always so when a ship's arrival corresponds with the sailing of the sugar fleet. The Custom House is the most hopeless jam; I cannot see you getting clear for hours. As a crown officer, I am empowered to authorize your permissions of entry to the colony."


  "For a small consideration," said Luis Quinn,


  "A trifling impost, that's all."


  "I am under the direct authority of the Provincial of Brazil." Luis Quinn retained the bones of his birth-accent; a linguist, a speaker in tongues, he was well aware of the advantage its air of the uncanny lent him. A big man, hands like spades, softly spoken as big men so often are.


  "Indeed, Father, but Brazil is not like other places. You will find that little happens here without inducement."


  Brazil is not like other places. So many had said that to him, from Father James his spiritual director, even as he ordered him on the task most difficult, to this cocky puppy of a soldiereen in his wig and three-cornered hat gay with feathers.


  "I do not think it would suit my cloth to be seen enjoying preferment over others. No, I shall wait my turn in the Custom House, Teniente. Sure when God made time He made plenty of it." The officer bowed, but his mouth was sour. He took his bearer with him.


  I ask only that I might be given a task most difficult.In the studies and libraries of the College at Coimbra, Luis Quinn's request, made every year on the day of the patron of his native Ireland to his spiritual director, had sounded rich in zeal and honesty. Candlelight, cloisters work such deceptions. Every year for five years the same reply: When the need and the man meet. This year, Father James, the mathematics instructor to the missionaries to China where that art com-manded special admiration, had said, My room, after compline.


  "Brazil."


  "Brazil, yes. Where all the sin in the world has washed up. A request from the provincial of the College at Salvador for an admonitory."


  "To what purpose?"


  "Our own provincial says only that he requires an admonitory from out-side the colony." Then, with a wry smile: "That seems to me to imply a task most difficult." Luis Quinn drew again in his memory Father James, a short laconic Ulsterman with his province's flinty accent and humor. A fellow refugee from the penal laws swept down the sea-lanes to Portugal. Luis Quinn hefted his small sea chest and joined the noisy crowd at the arcade. The ship had seemed like a prison, yet the world felt too expansive, the horizon too close, the sky too distant, the colors too bright and people too brash and clamorous. The sailors and the captains, the feitores and the sen-hores de engenhos moved away from him, touching their miraculous medals, bowing a nod: Go through there,Father; after you, Father.


  Beyond the interminable questions and inspections and opening and resealings of the Customs House were the carriers, squatting around their feitor, a fat caboclo with ripped stockings and high-heeled shoes.


  "Father Father, a carry a carry." The slave was an indio, bow back and bow legs, yet his muscles were like bands of iron. He wore a brow strap that hung to beneath his shoulder blades. A pair of rope stirrups dangled around his neck. He knelt on the cobbles before a worn wooden mounting block.


  "Get up get up," Quinn cried in Tupi lingua geral. "This is the harness of a horse."


  "Yes yes a horse, your horse," the slave answered in Portuguese, eyeing warily his foreman. "The only horse not mad or dead, mad or dead. I am strong, Your Holiness."


  "Up up," Luis Quinn commanded in Tupi. "I will not have any man for my beast of burden." He turned on the feitor; the man's face paled at the righteous rage in Quinn's gaunt face. "What manner of vile, luxurious crea-ture are you? Here, what's your price for your man to guide me to the Jesuit Colegio?" The caboclo named a sum that even with the smell of the sea still on his cheeks, Luis Quinn knew for usury. He imagined his big fist striking into the middle of the greasy man's round face. Breath shuddering in his lungs, Quinn fought the anger down. He threw a handful of small coppers. The caboclo dived to snatch them up. The slave made to lift Luis Quinn's chest. "Leave it. All I require from you is guidance." Carriers, each with a passenger clinging to his back, jogged past as Luis Quinn toiled up the zigzagging ladeira. A group of sailors released from Cristo Redentor held a race, kicking their mounts with their heels, pricking their buttocks with their knives to goad them into speed. They called greet-ings to Father Quinn as they passed; amicable now that he was off their ship onto his God's element.


  "Animals!" he raged at them. "Beasts on the backs of men! Down with you!" Shamed and no little intimidated by the big man's righteous rage, the sailors slipped from their mounts. As Quinn strode up through the white-clad carriers and gauze-shrouded chairs, riders climbed down from their straining mounts and toiled with him up through the heat. He heard their murmurs: Black priest,fiery Vieira has returned.


  Before the steps of the Jesuit basilica, Father Luis set down his small pack. He reached inside the pocket of his robe for a wooden cylinder, rounded at one end, the other stopped with cork. This he drew and removed fromit a cigar. He ranit briefly under his nose. The first since Madeira. Luis Quinn held the fragrant leaf out to the slave.


  "This you can do. Find me a fire for this."


  The slave took the cigar, bowed, and scuttled off across the thronged square. Luis Quinn observed that he moved crabwise; half crippled by his habitual labor. From individual to general, particular to universal.


  A slave society.In such a society whatis meantis never said, whatis said never meant. Secrets, subtleties, subterfuges—he must expect nothing open or direct in this New World. Truth there will be—truth there must be, but dis-guised. So like the ship, where resentments and attachments alike must be hidden; alluded to by codes and rituals of behavior so that every word holds both its conventional meaning and its opposite and whichis to be takenis entirely dependent on a hundred subtle social clues. Daily bread to a linguist who had learned the lingua geral in a single ocean crossing, or even to a priest, skilled in the deceptions of the human heart.


  Faces black, brown, coffee. Few white. No women, save for a few slaves in wrapped fabric headdresses. The white women, the Portuguese, were nowhere to be seen. Then he saw a subtle movement behind a carved wood grille at an upper window, shadow within shadow. The mistresses were sequestered in their great houses, veiled behind the curtains of the sedan chairs, less free than their slaves. The men's world of the street, the women's world of the house. Casa and rua. Ways of home and ways of world. Hidden and public.


  The slave rerurned, smoldering cigar in hand. With pure God-granted delight Luis Quinn drew on the leaf and felt the rich, spicy smoke curl down inside him.


  


  


  Alleluias echoed from the host of trumpets and psalteries that flocked and perched around the roof beams. Luis Quinn walked at the rear of the choir. The recessional was a piece unfamiliar to him, accompanied by a consort of viols, theorbos, and a metronome bass drum, pagan almost to his European sense, unsettling in harmony and discord; yet the steady beat was a memory of the dance tunes of his childhood, harpers and fluters by the fire in the hall, fingers bright in the light. Spiritual and at the same time profane. Like this frenetic carbuncle of rococo: masters and patrons lifted on the twisted, crudely carved bodies of their slaves to turn hearts and hands and faces to the saints. And God, his Christ, his descending dove? Crouching, cowed among the colonels and donatories, the trade feitores and senhores de engenhos in the host of their wives and children and wealth: carved and painted negro slaves cutting cane; ships, the proud banners of exploring bandeiras; cattle; slaves coffled together by wire of purest gold threaded through their earlobes. New panels were being installed, old ones updated with new triumphs. The west end of the church was a wall of bamboo scaffolds and canvas sheeting.


  "I noticed that you seemed moved during the Ave." Provincial João Alves de Magalhães removed his stole and pressed it perfunctorily to his lips before handing it to his altar boy, an oily-skinned youth, son of a feitor of the elite Misericordia lay order. "Are you a man much affected by music?"


  "I recognize in it a reflection of divine perfection." Luis Quinn raised his arms for his attendants to remove his lace surplice. "Much like mathematics in that respect. Like number, music is a thing entirely of itself, that makes no representation of any reality."


  "And yet the physical motions of objects, the very act of navigation of that ship on which you came in, find their most accurate descriptions in mathematics. "


  Altar boys carried Father de Magalhães' heavy, gold-worked cope to the fan-shaped press. In Coimbra such display would have been considered affectation, even worldliness. Sober black and white was all the uniform the soldiers of Christ Militant required.


  "Or is it that these physical effects are the gross manifestations of an underlying mathematical truth?"


  "Hah! Coimbra sends me a Platonist!" Father de Magalhães laughed. "But I am pleased you enjoyed the choir; our Mestre de Capela's liturgical pieces are performed as far afield as Potosi. He studied with the late Zipoli in the Parana missions. Striking, isn't it? That combination of indio voices for the higher parts and negroes for the tenor and bass. An uncanny sound." He washed his hands in the spout from a gold ewer and let an indio servant towel them dry. Father de Magalhães clapped Luis Quinn on the back.


  "Now, small coffee in the cloister before supper while I instruct you." The walled garden behind the college was returning the heat of the day to the evening, the air thick with the strangely stimulating damps and musks of heavy foliaged plants. Birds and bats dashed through the gloaming. What divine law is it, Luis Quinn wondered, that where the birds are fantastical in color and plumage their song offends the ear, yet at home the dowdy blackbird could wring the heart? In the time it took the boy to bring coffee the sky had changed from purple-streaked aquamarine to starflecked indigo. On the ship the swift sunset of the tropics had been ameliorated by the breadth of the horizon; in this walled, private place night seemed to drop like a banner. The boy lit lanterns. Stars fallen to earth. His face was uncannily beautiful. Father de Magalhães dismissed him with a wave of his hand, stirred two spoons of sugar into his coffee, sipped, winced, and held his hand to his jaw.


  "I sometimes think God needs no other hell than an eternity of toothache. Tell me, Father Quinn, what do you make of this Brazil?"


  "Father, I only stepped off the ship this afternoon. I can hardly have an opinion."


  "You can be in a place five minutes and be entitled to an opinion. Commence by telling me what you have seen."


  From childhood Luis Quinn had been able to vividly recall scenes in his memory and mentally walk through them, re-creating the finest details—the color of a dress, the position of a bottle on a table, a bird in a tree—by the strength of his visual memory. In his mind he left the soft, lush college garden and traced in reverse the short walk from the Colegio across the Praça de Sé winding down the thronged ladeira to the harbor, back along the jetty to the ship warping in to land. The image that faced him at every turn was of the mule's face, eyes wide, nostrils bursting bubbles, going down into the green water of the Bay.


  "I saw a mad mule destroy itself in the harbor," he said simply.


  "The plague, yes. Insanity comes on them as sudden as a colic, and if they do not run themselves to death then they wreak such insane destruction that they must be destroyed there and then."


  "It is a universal plague?"


  "It seems so. Already it is spreading to draft-oxen. You have heard our latest fantasy as to its origin?


  Dueling angels in Pelourinho?"


  "And I also saw men in horses' harness. These are not unconnected, I think."


  "The letter from Coimbra said you were a perceptive man, Father. I heard someone caused a commotion on the ladeira. Of course, since the time of Father Antonio Vieira we have maintained a consistent moral position regarding slavery. However, of late we find that position challenged." Luis Quinn sipped his coffee, rapidly achieving equilibrium with the general environment. An unrelenting climate; no release in the dark of the night. A cigar would be a fine thing. After months of enforced chastity aboard Cristo Redentor, he found his appetite for smoke had returned redoubled. The beginning of attachment, of indiscipline?


  "I am not quite certain what you mean, Father."


  "The Society is little loved in Brazil. We are seen to be meddlers, dogooders. We offend against a natural order of races: the white, the black, the red. We have the ear of the Conselho Ultramarino still; but Silva Nunes continues his attacks in the heart of the viceroyalty, and general society—in parrticular the property holders—mistrusts us. There will be a new treaty soon between Portugal and Spain, a repartition of Brazil. The Amazon frontier is Portuguese almost by default. When it comes, the destruction of our teduciones along the valley of the Paraná will be nothing compared to what the entradas will unleash on the Amazonian aldeias. Our enemies are already seeking proofs against us."


  "Have they cause?"


  "They have. Father Quinn, in the name of Our Lord Jesus Christ, I task you with this mission: to proceed with all haste by ship to Belém do Pará, then by the Amazon to São José Tarumás on the Rio Negro where, as an admonitory of the Society, you will locate Father Diego Gonçalves and restore him to the discipline of the Order."


  "What is the nature of Father Diego's offense?"


  "I fear that a fine strong priest's zeal has led him into great transgression. Tell me, Father Luis, since you landed how many people have told you that Brazil is not like anywhere else!"


  "Only a few dozen, it seems. And more while I was still on the ship."


  "Well, I shall not add to their number, but I will say that the Rio Negro is not like anywhere else in Brazil. Beyond São José Tarumás they say there is no faith, law, or royalty. Bur there is Father Diego Gonçalves. Reports are few and far between, and those there are are more legend than truth: monstrous vanities involving the labor and resources of entire aldeias, an empire claimed in the name of God and of his Order over a thousand miles of the Rio Negro. The Lord's vineyard is rich and ready there, but my reports suggest that he reaps more than the souls of the red men." Father Luis said, "I know that as little as a fallen crucifix may be grounds for Just War against a native village. I had thought it entirely a trick of the Franciscans."


  "If Father Diego Gonçalves' transgressive soul has fallen into vanity and barbarism—and I pray Jesus and His Mother it is not—then you must act immediately. Word cannot be permitted to return to the Reconçavo; it could be the splitting-wedge our enemies need to destroy our order. I have drafted letters patent investing you with full executive authority. It is important that you understand this, Father; full power of admonition."


  "Father, you cannot . . . "


  A rectangle of yellow light suddenly appeared in the indigo-on-indigo, insect-loud wall. A shadow filled it, spilled across the flagged court, became a face.


  "Fathers, the visitor for the admonitory."


  The first shadow gave way to a second, taller, more flamboyantly outlined in hat and wig, coat and sword. Provincial de Magalhães said under his breath, "As if God did not ask enough, Caesar now requires his percentage."


  Luis Quinn smelled the man's perfume and the sweat it scant concealed, read his mild swagger and faint stoop, and knew him for a government man before the tall, still flames of the lanterns disclosed his face. The visitor made leg.


  "Your service, Fathers. José Bonafacio da Nóbrega. I represent His Excelllency the viceroy. Please, no introduction. Father Quinn, I was of course informed the instant of your arrival in Salvador; a high-ranking officer of the church will always attract our attention." He flicked out the tails of his coat, adjusted his sword, and seated himself at the table, legs crossed at the ankle. "The Society of Jesus, in this country at least, has long attracted the favor of the crown. You are the confessors of viceroys and fidalgos. However, the Third Order of St. Francis claims the support of our captains and senhores de engenhos, as reflected in the ornateness of their churches." He held the basket hilt of his sword as he jerked, laughing silently at his own humor. Luis Quinn thought, Wear your graces and wearysophistications like your fine coat and sharply folded hat, but you are nothing but a legman, arunner. I have seen a dozen of you among the quintas of Porto, English spies tasked to scent outpriests waiting to be smuggled back into Ireland.


  Father de Magalhães raised a hand to summon fresh coffee. Nóbrega waved him down. "No coffee if you please, Father. I find it disturbs my sleep. I much prefer this of an evening." He took a small, flat silver case from his sleeve and set it on the table. Within were small balls of rolled leaf, each the size of the tip of the smallest finger. Never taking his eyes from Luis Quinn, Nóbrega produced two limes from a handkerchief with a prestidigitatorial flourish, quartered them with a pocket knife, and squeezed a single segment over three herb-balls. One he lifted daintily and placed on his tongue, the other he presented to Father de Magalhães on the silver lid. The third he offered to Luis Quinn.


  "I am unfamiliar with this . . . refreshment."


  "Oh, it's the most marvelous stuff. Acculico, the Spaniards call it. The feitores ship it across the Pantanal from Characas. The mines at Cuiabá simply couldn't function without it. Sharpens the mind most wonderfully, enlarges the faculties, fills body and soul with energy and well-being. Too good for slaves."


  "And excellently potent against the toothache," Father de Magalhães added. "I do believe it could benefit meditation on all-night vigils and stations."


  "Totally the wrong climate for it here, alas," said da Nóbrega.


  "Thank you, but I will keep my old European ways," Luis Quinn said, taking out a cigar. The boy brought fire. Quinn drew hard, releasing slow spirals of smoke into the star-soft night. "Senhor da Nóbrega, what do you require from me?"


  "Yours is reputed to be a learned order, a scientific order."


  "It's my particular call to be a linguist, but mathematics and the natural philosophies are widely studied at Coimbra."


  "In the city of Belém do Pará is a madman who intends to take the measure of the world with a pendulum." Nóbrega leaned toward Luis Quinn, his manner animated, his eyes wide.


  "I believe this may be connected with a heretical English theory of gravitation," said Luis Quinn, marking the influence of the acculico on Nobrega's body and personality. "The Society reaches the Cartesian theory of vortices, which is a complete physical explanation. As I understand it, the English theory is purely mathematical."


  "As you say, Father. This man—this mad scientist—is a Dr. Robert Falcon, a geographer, from the French Academy of Sciences in Paris."


  "I understood that Brazil was closed to foreigners, save those in the regular orders. Such as myself, by birth an English subject, if not by inclination."


  "His Excellency finds his presence expedient. He arrived with his brother, one Jean-Baptiste, a self-taught mathematician who was inordinately proud of some device he had invented to take all the drudgery out of weaving. I say that's what slaves are for—it gives them something to do—but that is your French petty intelligentsia. Jean-Baptiste was repatriated with the bloody flux six weeks ago, but Robert Falcon remains. He is in some desperate race with fellow academicians to precisely measure the circumference of the globe. It seems, like everything else in this modern world, there is profound disagreement on the shape of our terrestrial sphere—or rather, not quite sphere. You still have salt water behind your ears, so you will have a keen appreciation of just how imprecise an art navigation at sea is, and Portugal is a maritime, mercantile empire. We have received informations that the rival expedition, which is to measure the globe by mensuration and trigonometry, has been granted leave of access by Spain to its viceroyalty of Peru and will shortly embark for Cartagena. Dr. Falcon has been cooling his heels in Belém do Pará for five months already."


  "Senhor, with respect, what do you require of me?"


  Nóbrega dressed and savored a second acculico. Its effect was almost instantaneous: Quinn wondered if Nóbrega might be habituated to this benign, stimulating herb.


  "For the most precise measurements, Dr. Falcon must conduct his experiment on the line of the equator. He has picked a spot five hundred miles above São José Tarumás on the Rio Negro as the most favorable, where what he calls 'continental influences' are in equilibrium."


  "I understand. I might travel with him."


  "The other way around, Father. He might travel with you. The wrath of the crown is properly turned to the Dutch pirates and adventurers, but the memory of Duguay-Trouin and his pirates strutting around Rio like gamecocks is all too fresh. Has the father-provincial apprised you of the political situation on the Amazon?"


  "I understand it is in a state of renegotiation."


  "France has long held ambitions in South America far beyond that plague-hole in the Guianas. An uncertain transfer of territory could hand them their opportunity to annex everything north of the Amazon-Solimões. They could have aldeias fortified, tribes armed with modern weaponry before we could even get a fleet to Belém."


  "You suspect Dr. Falcon is an agent," Luis Quinn said.


  "Versailles would have been insane not to have asked him." Magalhães spoke now. "I require you merely to observe and record. I have already alluded to your particular sensory acuity, and your facility at languages .... "


  "Was I chosen as an admonitory or a spy?"


  "Our duty is of course to the greater glory of God," de Magalhães said.


  "Of course, Father." Luis Quinn dipped his head. New light fell on the table and the fat-leaved, aromatic shrubs: woman slaves brought baskets to dress the dinner table set up in the cool of the cloister. Candles sparked to life; covered silver dishes were laid on the cloth.


  "Excellent," cried Nóbrega leaping up from his seat, rubbing his hands. "That coca-stuff is all very fine, but it makes you damnable hungry."


  A flurry, a whistle of wings in the night above Luis Quinn's head. Dark shapes dived on folded, curved wings to perch along the tiled eave of the private garden. Light caught hooked beaks, round cunning eyes, a raised, agile claw. Parrots, thought Luis Quinn. A task most difficult, by God's grace.
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  Marcelina loved that minuscule, precise moment when the needle entered her face. It was silver; it was pure. It was the violence that healed, the violation that brought perfection. There was no pain, never any pain, only a sense of the most delicate of penetrations, like a mosquito exquisitely sipping blood, a precision piece of human technology slipping between the gross tissues and cells of her flesh. She could see the needle out of the corner of her eye; in the foreshortened reality of the ultra-close-up it was like the stem of a steel flower. The latex-gloved hand that held the syringe was as vast as the creating hand of God: Marcelina had watched it swim across her field of vision, seeking its spot, so close, so thrillingly, dangerously close to her naked eyeball. And then the gentle stab. Always she closed her eyes as the fingers applied pressure to the plunger. She wanted to feel the poison entering her flesh, imagine it whipping the bloated, slack, lazy cells into panic, the washes of immune response chemicals as they realized they were under toxic attack; the blessed inflammation, the swelling of the wrinkled, lined skin into smoothness, tightness, beauty, youth.


  Marcelina Hoffman was well on her way to becoming a Botox junkie. Such a simple treat; the beauty salon was on the same block as Canal Quatro. Marcelina had pioneered the lunch-hour face lift to such an extent that Lisandra had appropriated it as the premise for an entire series. Whore. But the joy began in the lobby with Luesa the receptionist in her high-collared white dress saying "Good afternoon, Senhora Hoffman," and the smell of the beautiful chemicals and the scented candles, the lightness and brightness of the frosted glass panels and the bare wood floor and the cream-on-white cotton wall hangings, the New Age music that she scorned anywhere else (Tropicalismo hippy-shit) but here told her, "You're wonderful, you're special, you're robed in light, the universe loves you, all you have to do is reach out your hand and take anything you desire."


  Eyes closed, lying flat on the reclining chair, she felt her work-weary crow's-feet smoothed away, the young, energizing tautness of her skin. Two years before she had been in New York on the Real Sex inthe City production and had been struck by how the ianqui women styled themselves out of personal empowerment and not, as a carioca would have done, because it was her duty before a scrutinizing, judgmental city. An alien creed: thousand-dollar shoes but no pedicure. But she had brought back one mantra among her shopping bags, an enlightenment she had stolen from Jennifer Aniston cossmetics ad. She whispered it to herself now, in the warm, jasmine-and-vetiver-scented sanctuary as the botulin toxins diffused through her skin.


  Because I'm worth it.


  


  


  "Oh, I love the World Cup." Dona Bebel visited twice a week. Mondays the dry cleaning: dusting, vacuuming, putting things away. Thursdays the wet cleaning: bathroom and toilet, dishes and the laundry Marcelina strewed across her bedroom until by Wednesday evening she could not see the floor. She was a round woman in the indefinable late-fifties, early-sixties; hair heaved back into a headache-inducing bun; eternally in leggings, baggy T-shirts, and Havaianas; and Marcelina treasured her beyond pearls gold cocaine commissions.


  "Querida, she comes twice a week, does your disgusting pants, and it's still all there when she leaves?" Vitor was an old gay man, a former participant in a daytime makeover show Marcelina had produced, who lived a handful of streets from her decrepit apartment block with its back hard to the sheer rocks of the morro. An old and unrepentant Copa-ista, he took tea in the same cafe in the same evening hour every day to watch his bairro pass by. Marcelina had taken to meeting him once a week for doces and bitching as part of her extensive alt dot family, all bound to her in different degrees of gratitude or sycophancy. "Whatever she asks, you pay her."


  After a succession of Skinny Marias who had thieved all around them as if it were an additional social security levy and hid warrens of dust bunnies under the bed, Marcelina had been reluctant to take on another cleaner from Pavão. Bur price was price—the favela tucked away like an infolded navel into the hills behind Arpoador was that that unspeakable elephant of cheap labor upon which the Copa depended. She left the glasses twinkling like diamonds, the whites blinding, and when she discovered what it was that Marcelina did for her money, pitched a program idea: "You should do a show where you go and clean up people's houses while they're out at work. I'd watch that. Nothing people like better than looking at someone else's filth."


  Filthy Pigshad on-screen screamfests, fights, camera-smashings; destroyed friendships of years; opened generational rifts children against parrents; ruined relationships; wrecked marriages; and provoked at least one shooting. Audiences watched through their fingers, faintly murmuring, "No, no." Raimundo Sifuentes had thundered upon it in the review pages of O Globo as "the real filthy pigs are at Canal Quatro." It was Marcelina's first water-cooler show.


  Over three years many of Marcelina's best commissions had come from Dona Bebel. Kitsch and Bitch , which had brought Vitor to prominence and turned his small store of immaculate twentieth-century kitschery into a must-shop destination featured in in-flight magazines, had come from a commment as Dona Bebel slung the washing over the line in Marcelina's precious roof garden that she always knew which men she cleaned for were gay because they had always had 1950s plastic around the place. Guilt and remorse were as alien to Marcelina as a nun's habit, but she honorably put a sliver of her bonus into Dona Bebel's weekly envelope for every commission she won. She never asked what Dona Bebel thought when she saw her casual aside up in sixteen-by-nine with full graphics. She did not even know if Dona Bebel watched Canal Quatro. She was right off its demographic.


  "Oooh, World Cup." Marcelina's whites went round in the washing machine on Wets Thursday. The apartment's bare, tiled floors smelled of bleach and pine. "They're going to put a big screen up down at the Gatinha Bar. I'm going to watch them all. Brazil versus Italy in the final, I say. I'd put money on it. This time we'll beat them. They may have the best defense in Europe, but our Magic Quadrilateral will go through them like a knife. I think a program abour the World Cup would be a very good idea—I'd watch it. But if you want controversial, you have to go for the Fateful Final."


  "The what?" Marcelina said over the twelve hundred rev spin cycle gearing up. For the first time Dona Bebel was taken aback.


  "You mean, you don't know about the Fateful Final? Every true Brazilian should have July sixteenth 1950 engraved on her heart. This wasn't a soccet match. This was our Hiroshima. I don't exaggerate. After the Fateful Final, nothing was the same again."


  "Tell me," said Marcelina, settling down on top of the upturned plastic laundry basket. Well, I was a very little girl at the time and we didn't have a television, no one did, but . . . "


  


  


  This is not history. This is legend. We built the Maracanã for the 1950 World Cup—then, as it is now, the greatest stadium in the world—and in front of two hundred thousand people, we were going to show the world the beauty and the poetry of Brazilian futebol. A war had ended, a new world had risen from its ashes; this was the World Cup of the Furure in the Nation of the Future. This was the team: it was as great as any Seleção, as great even as the squad of 1970, but you won't see it listed on the statue outside the Maracana. Coach: Flavio Costa. Front to back: Chico, Jair da Rosa Pinto, Ademir, Zizinho, Friaça; Bigode, Danilo, Bauer; Juvenal, Augusto; Barbosa. Five three two. Beautiful. Moaçir Barbosa: you hear much more about him. Now, in 1950 the system was different from the way it is now; it was a group system all the way to the final.


  My father was working then on a bridge and had money, so he bought a radio just for the World Cup. He wired it into the streetlight. It was the only radio on the street, so everyone came around to listen. You could not move in our good room for people come for the game.


  We kicked off the World Championships on the twenty-fourth of June against Mexico. Bam! Down they went. Four-nil. Next! Switzerland. Here we had a bit of a wobble—but that's the best time to have a wobble, early on. A draw, two all. Now we had to beat Yugoslavia to qualify for the finals group. There can be only one from each group. We played it at the new Maracanã and we won: two nil. We're through to the final group!


  In the final group are Sweden, Spain, and Uruguay, the Sky-blue Celestes. Now we have to put the radio in the window, because we couldn't fit all the people who wanted to listen into the house. My father set it on an oil drum, and people lined up all the way down the hill. Game one, we crush Sweden seven-one. Game two, Spain, six-one. Nothing—nothing—can stop Brazil. This will be one of the greatest Seleçãos in history. The only thing that stands between us and glory is tiny Uruguay. Rio expects, the nation expects, the world expects we will raise the Jules Rimet in the most beautiful stadium in the world in the most beautiful city in the world. O Mundo even prints pictures of the team in the early editions with the headline: These Are the World Champions!


  On July sixteenth one-tenth of Rio is inside that oval. A tenth of the entire city, yes. The rest of the nation is listening on the radio: everyone remembers exactly where they were when the referee blew for kickoff. The first half is goalless. But in the twenty-eighth minute something very strange happens: Uruguay'scaptain, Obdulio Varela, hits Bigode, and it's like macumba. Everyone knows the energy in the stadium has changed; you could even feel it through the radio. The axé was no longer with Brazil. But then one minute into the second half, Friaça sees the angle . . . shoots. Gooool do Brasil! One-nil, one-nil, one-nil, one-nil. Everyone is dancing and singing in the house and every other house and all the way down the street onto the Copa. Then in the sixty-eighth minute, Gigghia for Uruguay picks up that macumba and runs with the ball. He's past Bigode on the right wing, crosses. Schiaffino's on the end of it and puts it past Barbosa. God himself could not have stopped that shot.


  But we can still win. We've come back from worse than this. We're Brazil. Then, at 4:33, all the clocks stop. Once again Gigghia beats Bigode. He's into the box. But this time he doesn't cross. He's close on the post, but he takes the shot. Barbosa doesn't think anyone could get in from that angle. He moves too slow, too late. The ball's in the back of the net. Goal to Uruguay , says Luis Mendes on the radio, and then, as if he can't believe what he said, he says it again: Goal to Uruguay . And again, six times he says it. It's true. Uruguay two, Brazil one. There's not a sound in the stadium, not a sound in our house or on the street, not in the whole of Pavão, not in the whole of Rio. Gigghia always said, only three people ever silenced the Maracana with one movement: Frank Sinatra, the pope, and him. Then the final whistle went and Uruguay lifted the World Cup, and still there wasn't a sound. My father couldn't work for a week. A man up the hill threw himself in front of a bus; he couldn't stand it. Rio froze over. The whole nation went into shock. We've never recovered from it. Maybe we expected too much; maybe the politicians talked it up until it wasn't just a game of soccer, it was Brazil itself. People who were there in the Maracanã, do you know what they call themselves? "Survivors." That's right. But the real pain wasn't that we lost the World Cup; it was the realization that maybe we weren't as great as we believed we were. Even up in our shack on the Morro de Pavão, listening on a radio wired into the streetlight with an oil drum for an amplifier, we still thought we were part of a great future. Maybe now we weren't the nation of the future, that everyone admired and envied, maybe we were just another South American banana republic strutting around all puffed out like a gamecock in gold braid and plumes that nobody really took seriously. The Frenchman de Gaulle once said, "Brazil is not a serious country": after the Fateful Final, we believed him.


  Of course we looked for scapegoats. We always do. Barbosa, he was the hated one. He was our last line of defense, the nation was depending on him, he let Brazil down, and Brazil was never going to let him forget it. He only played again once for the Seleção; then he gave up the game, gave up all his friends from the game, dropped out of society, and eventually disappeared completely. Brazil has given him fifty years of hell; you don't even get that for murder.


  


  


  "So it's a trial format," Marcelina Hoffman said. This Blue Sky Friday the pitching session took place in Adriano's conference room, a glass cube with the titles of Canal Quatro's biggest and noisiest hits etched into an equatorial strip. There were a couple of Marcelina's among them. Toys and fresh new puzzles were strewn deliberately around the floor to encourage creativity. Last week it was Brain Gym for the PSP; this week, books of paper marked and precreased for Rude Origami. The Sauna, as its nickname around Rua Muniz Barreto implied, was notorious for its atrocious air-conditioning, but the sweat Marcelina felt beading down her sides was not greenhouse heat. Roda sweat: this glass room was as much a martial arts arena as any capoeira roda. It would take all her jeito, all her malicia, to dance down her enemies. Aid me, Nossa Senhora da Valiosa Producão.


  "We track him down, haul him in, and put him on trial before the people of Brazil. We present evidence, for and against—he gets a fair trial. As fair as we want it to be. Maybe get a real judge to preside. Or Pelé. Then the viewers decide whether to forgive him or not."


  Glass tables in a glass room; arranged in a quadrilateral. Community-facilitating and democratic, except that Adriano and the Black Plumed Bird, so very very Audrey Hepburn today, sat on the side of the quadra farthest from the sun. Lisandra and her pitch team were to Marcelina's right; the iiber-bosses on her left. Keep your enemies in your peripheral vision but never be seen looking; that is foolishness. Directly across the square from her was Arlindo Pernambucano from Entertainment; too too old to be creaming and shrieking over celebrity mags and general girliness but who, nonetheless, had a phenomenal hit-rate. But he was out of this jogo. It was Lisandra and Marcelina in the roda.


  "What happens if he's guilty?" Adriano asked. "We make him apologize on live TV." Adriano winced. But that's all right; that's the cringe-TV wince, the carrcrash/guilty-pleasure wince. Embarrassment TV. He was liking it.


  "And is he still alive?"


  "I ran a check through public records," said Celso, Marcelina's boy researcher and newest member of her alt dot family. He was intimidatingly sharp, nakedly ambitious, was always at his desk before Marcelina arrived and there after she left. She had no doubt that someday he would reach for Marcelina's crown but not this day; not when the joy—the old heat of the idea that burned out of nowhere perfect and complete as if it had Made in Heaven stamped on the base, the joy she thought she had lost forever and might now only glimpse in Botafogo sunrises and the glow and laughter of the streets of Copa from her roof garden—glowed in her ovaries. I'm back, she thought.


  "We could make the search for him part of the program," Adriano said. He's making suggestions , Marcelina observed. He's taking ownership of it. She might get this. She might get this.


  "He must be a very old man by now," the Black Plumed Bird said. "Eighty-five," said Celso at once.


  "It's an interesting idea, but is it Canal Quatro to hold an old man up to ridicule and humiliation? Is this just pelourinho by television?"


  Yes, Marcelina wanted to scream. Nothing is more Canal Quatro than the whipping post, the pillory, the branding iron. It's what we love most, the suffering of others, the freak show. Give us torment and madness, give us public dissections and disgust, give us girls taking their clothes off. We are a prurient, beastly species. They knew it in the eighteenth century; they knew the joy of public disgrace. If there were public executions, Canal Quatro would run them prime time and rule the ratings.


  "It's a chance for us to get closure on something that still festers, fifty years on. We've won since, but not when it really mattered, on our own soil, in our own stadium, in front of our own people." Adriano nodded. Lisandra had folded a page from her origami book into two red rabbits, fucking. She jiggled them in the edge of Marcelina's vision.


  "No, I like this," the director of programming announced. "It's edgy, noisy, divisive—we'd run an SMSguilty/innocent vote. It's absolutely Canal Quatro. IPTRB."


  It presses the right buttons, Marcelina guessed.


  "List shows have always performed well for us," the Black Plumed Bird said, inclining her head a degree toward Lisandra. "All-Time Greatest Seleção would get people talking." Celso had folded a sheet from his book into a green penis, which he slowly erected in Lisandra's direction.


  "No, thank you all," Adriano said, pushing himself back a fraction from the glass table. Anticipation cracked around the room like indoor lightning. "I knew you'd do it. Okay, IRTAMD." I'm Ready to Announce My Decision.


  


  


  "The universe has ten to the one hundred and twenty calculations left to perform," said Heitor, feet on his desk in his corner office, gazing out at the traffic headed beach-ward and the rectangle of gold and blue on blue at its end, like a flag of jubilee. "Then it all stops and everything ends and it's dark and cold and it goes on expanding forever until everything is infinitely far apart from everything else. You know, I am sure I'm developing a wheat allergy."


  "You could say, 'Well done, Marcelina, congratulations, Marcelina, killer pitch, Marcelina, I'll take you out and buy you champagne at the Cafe Barrbosa, Marcelina.'''


  The newsroom was accustomed to Marcelina Hoffman bursting out of scruffy, bitchy Popular Factual into their clean, focused atmosphere of serious journalism like a cracked exhaust muffler, striding thunder-faced between the rows of hotdesks to Heitor's little sanctum where he contemplated his role as the bringer of bad tidings to millions and the futility of the news media in general. The door would close, the rants would start, the stringers would put their heads down or look up holidays online. So when she came in grinning as if she had done six lines off a toilet seat, small tits pushed out and golden curls bouncing, the newsroomers were momentarily flustered. No yells from Heitor's office. Everyone in the building, let alone the eighth floor, knew they were occasionally fucking; the mystery was why. A few understood that a relationship can be born out of a necessity not to have sex with anyone who needed to have sex with you. They kept the insight to themselves. They feared they would have to play that card themselves someday.


  "Fully funded development and a complete proposal in two weeks moving to a commission green light before the end of the month. Am I fucking hot or what?"


  Heitor took his feet off his desk and turned toward Marcelina, seemingly filling two-thirds of his office, capoeira queen, haloed in success.


  "Well done, Marcelina."


  He did not hug her to his big, bear body in its gray suit. It was not that kind of relationship.


  "What are your shifts like this afternoon?" Cafe Barbosa: always a sign somewhere. Thank you, Our Lady of Production Values.


  "Early evening bulletin and the main seven o'clock."


  Heitor the depressive news reader was a media joke far beyond Canal Quatro, but Marcelina knew that his sweet, contemplative melancholy was not caused by the constant rain of sensationalist, violent, celebrity-obsessed news that blew through his life, but because he felt responsible for it. He was Death invited to a nation's TV dinners. Marcelina, in contrast, was quite happy to pursue a career of insignificant triviality.


  "Here's what going to happen. I have an appointment with a needle. I go to the Cafe Barbosa with my team, my alt dot family and anyone else who wants to buy me a beer. You come round, we go on to Lapa. We go back to yours. I fuck the ass off you. Bur first, I need you to help me."


  "I thought there'd be a price."


  "The commission's dependent on finding Barbosa. Do you know how I might go about that?"


  "Well, I don't .... "


  "But you know someone who might." The standard joke of journalists and lawyers.


  "Try this guy." Heitor inscribed a pink Post-it. "He can be a bit hard to find, but he knows Rio like no one else. Try catching him on Flamengo Beach, early."


  "How early?"


  "Whatever you call early, earlier than that. He says it's the beach's best time." Heitor turned away and grimaced as e-mail flurried into his in-box. "It's bread, definitely. I'm going to give it up. You should read this." A harddback book lay prone, praying on the desk. Heitor read aggressively, trying to find in printed pages ideas he might weave into an excuse for this mad world he found himself presenting twice a day. He pressed a book a week on Marcelina, who passed them on unread to Dona Bebel. Reading text was so static, so last century. "It's about information theory, which is the latest theory of everything. It says the universe is just one huge quantum computer, and we are all programs running on it. I find that very comforting, don't you?"


  "Try and make it, Heitor. You need a lot of beer and hot hot sex." He lifted a hand, absorbed with the incoming world.


  Her car was not waiting outside on Rua Muniz Barreto. Marcelina looked up, Marcelina looked down, then went into reception.


  "Did you call my taxi?"


  "Called, came, went," said Robson on the door, who was a glorious creature, tall, killer cheekbones, swimmer's muscles, so black he glowed, and regularly voted Most Lickable in the Christmas Awards. Marcelina could not believe he was natural.


  "What do you mean, went?"


  "You tell me. You went off in it."


  "I went off in the taxi? I only just got here now."


  Robson looked at his hands in that way that people do when confronted by the publicly insane.


  "Well, you came out of the elevator and said just what you said to me there now, 'Did you call my taxi?'


  And I said, yes, there it is outside, and you got in it and drove off."


  "I think that one of us is on very strong drugs." It could be her. This could all be a guarana and speed flashback from the all-nighter. The pressure is off, you get the result of results, and your brain geysers like Mentos in Diet Coke.


  "Well, I know what I saw." The people who voted Robson Most Lickable had never spoken to him when riled, when a tone of camp petulance entered his voice.


  "What was I wearing?" Marcelina said. Time was ticking. "Aw, fuck it, I'll walk." Mysteries could wait. She had an appointment with the thin steel needle of love.


  "Black suit," Robson called after her. "You were in a black suit, and killer shoes."


  


  


  SEPTEMBER 25, 2032


  


  


  Hot hot hot in skinny-heel knee boots, high-thigh polo neck body, and a cutie little black biker's jacket cut bolero style, Efrim stalks the gafieira. Cidade de Luz is bouncing. This is a wedding gafieira, and they're the best. The open end of José's Garage is now the sound stage; the speakers hauled up on engine-tackles. A kid DJ wearing the national flag like Superman's cape spins crowd-pleasers. A rollscreen displays a shifting constellation of pattterned lights, the arfids of the gafieira tracked through the Angels of Perrpetual Surveillance and displayed as a flock of beauty. Kid DJ sticks his fingers in the air, gets a small roar, claps his hands and holds them aloft, gets a big roar. Senhors, senhoras . . . Her entrance is lost in the dazzle of swinging lights and the opening drum-rush of "Pocotocopo," this year's big hit, but the audience sees the silver soccer ball lob into the air, freckled with glitterrspots. Milena Castro, Keepie-Uppie Queen, volleys her ball across the stage and back; head tits ass and knees. A smile with every bounce. The V of her thong bears the blue lozenge and green globe of Brasil. Ordem e Progresso. She rurns her back to the crowd, shakes her booty. There's a ragged cheer. Good girl, thinks Efrim. She's the first of his two acts on tonight, in his other incarnation as MD of De Freitas Global Talent. But tonight he is in party mode, fabulous in huge afro wig and golden-glow body-blush with a tab of TalkTalk from Streets, his supplier of neurological enhancements, down him so he can say anything to anyone: absolutely flawless. The girls stare as Efrim stalks by, bag swinging. They're meant to. Everyone is meant to. Tonight Efrim/Edson—a lad of parts—is hunting.


  "Hey, Efrim!" Big Steak is over by the bar, one arm holding up a caipi, the other curled around fiancee, Serena. He owns a half share in the gym with Emerson, Edson's brother number one. "Are you enjoying it?" From his ebullience and sway, Big Steak's been loving the hospitality of his own gafieira. Serena Most Serene frowns at Edson. She has glasses but is too vain to wear them. Big Steak's engagement present to her is a lasering in a proper Avenida Paulista surgery. "Looking foxy." Efrim curtseys. Serena checks his fab thighs. "So you finally got yourself a good act. How long can she keep it up?"


  "Longer than you," says Efrim, gabby on the TalkTalk and striking the kind of pose you can only get with spike-heel boots and a monster Afro. Serena Most Serene creases over. Big Steak waves him away and someone is beckoning him over from beside the gas tanks, Hey Edson, get on over here . It's Turkey-Feet with a posse of Penas, that old gang of Edson's, at the back of the garage where they're storing the knockoff vodka.


  It had never really been a gang in the sense of honor and guns and ending up dead on a soft verge; more a group of guys who hung together, stealing the odd designer valuable, dealing the occasional dice of maconha or illicit download, here a little vehicle lifting, there some community policing, all as The Man up in the favela permitted. It had gone that way, for the younger ones saw no other road out of Cidade de Luz than walking up into the favela and taking the scarifications of a soldado of the drug lord. By then the old Penas were moving on, moving out, marrying, getting children, getting jobs, getting lazy and fat. Edson inevitably followed his older brothers into the Penas, but he had understood at once that it would ultimately be an obstacle to his ambitions. Edson subtly loosened the ties that bound him to the gang, flying farther and freer as his separate identities developed until, like a rare comet, he drifted in shaking his gaudy tail only for parties, gafieiras, wedddings, and funerals, a fortunate portent. He was his own gang now.


  "It's Efrim, honey."


  "Efrim Efrim, you got to see this."


  It catches the scatter-light on its curves like a knife, it fits the fist like a knife, it smells like a knife—but Efrim can see a shiver along the edge of the blade, like a thing there and not there, like a blade made from dreams. This is much more than a knife.


  "Where did you get this?"


  "Bought it from some guy from Itaquera, says he got it from the miliitary. Here, want a go?" Turkey-Feet waves the knife at Efrim.


  "I'm not touching that thing."


  Turkey-Feet masks his rejection by making three sharp passes, blade whistling. Curting air. Efrim smells electricity.


  "Look at this. This is cool."


  Turkey-Feet squats, sets a brick on the oily ground. With the delicacy of a dealer measuring doses on a scale, he rests the handle on the ground, sets the edge of the blade against the brick. The knife blade swings down through the brick as if it were liquid. Turkey-Feet quickly props a cigarette packet under the hilt. The blade continues its downward arc through José's Garage floor until ir starts to slide, to pierce, sliding into the concrete until its hilt finds purchase.


  Q-blade. Yes, Efrim has heard of these. No one knows where they come from: the army, the US


  military, the Chinese, the CIA, but since they started appearing in funk-bars as the weapon of preference, everyone knows what they do. Cut through anything. Edge so sharp it cuts right down to the atoms. From his sessions with Mr. Peach, Edson knows its sharper than that. Edged down to the quantum level. Break one—and the only thing thar will break a Q-blade is another Q-blade—and the shard will fall through solid rock all the way to the center of the earth.


  "Is that not the coolest thing?"


  "That is a thing of death, honey." He can feel it from the blade, like sunburn. Streets' pirate empathies have a fresh little synesthetic edge.


  José's Garage quakes as Kid DJ starts up a new set. Efrim leaves the Penas playing finger-and-knife games with the Q-blade. You will never get out of Cidade de Luz that way . It is time for De Freitas Global Talent's other act to make its debut.


  "Senhors senhoras, pod-wars! Pod-wars! Pod-wars!" the DJ bellows, his voice reverbing into a feedback screech. "Round one! Remixado João B versus PJ Suleimannnnnnn! There can be! Only! One!


  Let the wars begin!"


  A wall of cheering as the contenders bounce onto the soundstage. Petty Cash will face whichever of these two wins the crowd's hearts, hands, and feet. Efrim positions himself by the churrasco stand to check our the competition.


  "Foxy, Efrim," says Regina the churrasco queen. Efrim grins. He loves the attention on the special occasions when he trots out in his travesti aspect. He lifts the bamboo skewer of fatty, blackened beef to his glossed lips. PJ Suleiman takes João B so easily it is embarrassing: the kid's got no beats, rakes everything down to this vaqueiro guitar riff he thinks is funky but to the audience sounds like the theme from a gaucho telenovela. They pelt him off with empty caipiroshka cups. Senhors, senhoras, Petty Petty Petty Caaaaaash!


  Petty Cash had been the perfect alibi-quiet, no gang connections, deeply deeply devoted to the beats trilling out of his headphones. In Total Surveillance Sampa even the most respectable man of business needs an alibi to swap identities with sometime: many were the afternoons Edson had gone abour Cidade de Luz and even up to the favela with Petty Cash's identity loaded on his I-shades while Petty Cash sat missing beats as Edson Jesus Oliveira de Freitas. Then one day Edson, as he switched identities back, actually listened to the choons dancing across Petty Cash's I-shades, and for the first time the words crossed his lips: I might be able to do something with that. On that tin-roofed verandah De Freitas Global Talent was born. Now the world will see him shake mass booty. Straight up Petty Cash catches PJ Suleiman's hip-swaying samba paulistano, hauls a mangue bass out of his sample array, and brings in a beat that has the bass drivers bowing and booming in their cabs. The crowd reels back all at once, whoa! Then in midbeat everyone is up in the air, coming down on the counterpoint, and the bloco is bouncing. Suleiman tries something clever clever with a classic black-metal guitar solo and an old drum-bass rinse, and it's itchy and scratchy but you can't dance to that. Petty Cash takes the guitar solo, rips off the bass section and bolts on funk in industrial quantities: an old gringo bass line from another century and a so-fresh-they-haven't-taken-the-plastic-off pau-rhythm. Efrim can see the track lines on Petty Cash's I-shades as his eyeballs sample and mix in real time. The audience are living it loving it slapping it sucking it: no question who wins this face-off. Then God says, Tonight, Efrim/Edson/everyone else you ever were or might be, I smile down frombeyond satellite and balloons and Angels of Perpetual Surveillance on you. Her. At the bar with a caipiroshka in a plastic cup in her hand and a gang of girlfriends. Pink jacare boots (what is this she has with endangering the cayman population?) and a little silver snake-scale A-line so short it skims her panties but moves magnificently, heavily, richly. Korr I-shades that go halfway around her head. Space-baby. Her hair is pink tonight. Pink and silver: perfect match for the seasonal must-have Giorelli Habbajabba bag on her arm. She came.


  PJ de Peeeeeepoooooo!Kid DJ announces the next challenger as Efrim moves through the crowd toward the bar.


  "Efrim Efrim Efrim!" The cries in his ear are like pistol shots. When Edson was in the Penas, Treats followed him like a dog around a bitch. Treats's eyes and manic insistence betray a load of drugs.


  "Trampo's dead, man. He's dead!"


  Trampo is—was—a dirty little favelado stupid enough to want to look mean who presumably took Edson's place as the sunshine in Treats's life when Edson walked out of the gang. Some are born with bullet marks on their bodies, like stigmata. Even in semi respectable Cidade de Luz murder is the most common death for young males. You properly come of age if you make thirty.


  "They cut him in half, man; they fucking cut him in half. They left him at the side of the rodovia. There was the sign cut into the road."


  It would be a slope-sided rectangle with a domed top, a stylized garbage can. Take out the trash . Cut with one of those same weapons that the Penas played with so casually in the back of José's Garage. That's how everyone knows the Q-blade. It's the real star on what has for the last six seasons been São Paulo's top-rated TV show. No network could sanction a reality program where José Publics compete to join the resident team of bandeirantes to hunt down street hoods. But this is the time of total media, of universal content provision, wiki-vision. A bespoke pirate production house casts it payview to twelve million pairs of I-shades. Reformers, evangelical Christians, liberation priests, campaigning lawyers, and socialists demand something be done, we know where these people are, close them down out of great São Paulo. The police turn a blind eye. Someone has to take out the trash. Efrim would never filthy his retinas with such a thing, but he admires their business plan. And now they've come to Cidade de Luz. This is not a conversation for now. Frightening people at a wedding gafieira, and Efrim on the hunt. She is still there, at the impromptu bar made from trestle tables borrrowed from the parish center. The priest has more sense than to come to see what is being done with his tables; but the crentes, with their infallible noses for the unsaved, are handing out hell-is-scary-and-real tracts, all of which have been trodden underfoot into alcohol-soaked papier-mache. Women scoop caipiroshkas into plastic glasses from washing-up basins. Two guys in muscle tops pound limes in big wooden mortars. Get rid of this fool quick. Efrim rolls a little foil-wrapped ball of maconha out of his bag.


  "Here, querida, for you, have this." The kid is wasted already, but Edson wants him so far away that he can't scare anyone else. How rude. "Go on, it's yours, run on there." Senhors, Senhoras, PJ Raul Glor—ee—aaaaaah! G-g-g-gloriiiiaiAnother win for Petty Cash.


  "Hooo honeys!" Efrim cruises in, hips waggling samba-time, looking their style up and down, down and up. "My, what shocking bad shoes." Fia and her girlfriends whoop and cheer. Efrim lets the TalkTalk roll, swaggers up and down in a mock military inspection of each in turn. "Honey, has no one told you pterodactyl toes are no no no? Oh my sweet Jesus and Mary. Pink and orange? Efrim shall pray for you, for only Our Lady of Killer Shooz can save you now. Now you, you need a workout. Make an effort. Efrim is the one has to look at you. Telenovela arms, darling. Yours sag like an old priest's dick. And as for you, honey, the only thing can save you is plastic. I'll have a little whip round. I know a couple of cheap guys—don't we all wish?" He stops in front of Fia. The Habbajabba is crooked over her arm, comfortable as a sleeping cat. You don't know who I am. But I know who you are. Efrim loves the anonymity of the mask.


  "Bur for you, I do some travesti magic. You don't believe me? We all have the magic, the power, all us girls. You give me that bag and I will tell you magic things." Laughing at the damn effrontery of Efrim, Fia hands over the Habbajabba. Efrim rubs his hands all over it, sniffs it, licks it. "Ah now: this bag says to me that it was given to you, not bought with money. A man gave this to you: wait, the bag tells me he is a businessman, he is a man with contacts and connections and people." Efrim puts the bag up to his ear, pouts, eyes wide in mock shock. "The bag says the man gave it to you because you did him a big favor. You saved his dumb-ass brother from the seguranças."


  Efrim has been carefully steering Fia away from her girlfriends. They think it is funny—they wave, they kissy-kiss—and she is willing to be steered on this gafieira night. Edson holds the bag up and whispers to it, nods his head, rolls his big big eyes.


  "The bag says, the man of business still owes you. After all, it was his brother, and he may be useless but he is still worth more than a bag. Even this bag."


  Fia laughs. It is like falling coins bouncing from a sidewalk.


  "And how does this big businessman want to treat me?"


  "He is about to do a deal on an Arabic lanchonete. Their kibes just slay you. He would like you to be the first to try what will surely be Sampa's hottest food franchise and make him a rich rich man with an apartment on Ilhabela."


  That has always been Edson's great dream: a house by the sea. Someday, before he is too middle-aged lazy to enjoy it, he will have a place down on Ilhabela where he can wake every morning and see the ocean. He will never visit it until it is built, but when it is he will arrive by night so all he can sense is the sound and the ocean will be the first thing he sees when he wakes. Santos is half an hour away by the fast train, but Edson has never seen the sea.


  "Flowers are cheaper. And prettier," says Fia.


  "Flowers are already dead."


  "The bag told you all this?"


  "With a little travesti magic."


  "I think you've worked enough magic tonight, whatever your name is." Efrim's heart jumps.


  "Tonight, I am Efrim."


  "So what other little secrets have you got, Efrim/Edson or whoever else you are?" Only one, says Edson/Efrim to himself, and not even my mother knows that. He flounces, shaking his big Afro wig, because Efrim can get away with it.


  "Well, you made the gafieira, so now I think you have to do the kibes. The bag says."


  "Do you remember what I said last time?"


  '''Don't push it.'''


  He can see Fia run through all the reasons why she should say no again and dismiss them. It is only lunch. A call comes through on the peripheral vision of her Korrs. Her face changes. Efrim can hear a tinny, trebly man's voice cut through the seismic bass of the pod-battles. He wants to stab that man. Fia opaques her I-shades, concealing her caller's image. Her mouth sets hard. Frown lines. This is not a good call. She glances around to two men standing on the edge of the gafieira. She touches his hand.


  "I got to go."


  "Hey hey honey, don't leave me now. What about that little lanchonete?" She turns back before the crowd can take her away, touches her Korrs. A com address flicks up on Efrim's I-shades.


  "You be careful, now. There are killers out there."


  "I know," she calls. "Oh, I know."


  Gone.


  


  


  Dona Hortense at her Book of Weeping knows it. The dead and the abandoned and the ill and the down-in-heart and dispossessed and debt-haggard and wives of feckless husbands and mothers of careless children she rememmbers in her book know it. Useless Gerson, back home now and swinging his afternoons away in his brother's hammock, knows it. All the living brothers know it, including number four son Milson out with the Brasilian UN peaceekeeping force in Haiti. Decio, who shaves Edson under the araça tree in his black leather chair, smooth and soft as a vagina, knows it. His broker knows it, his dealer knows it, the brothers who maintain his Yam know it, the kids who play futsal behind the Assembly of God, all his old irmaos from the Penas know it, all his alibis and his alibis' alibis know it. Edson's in love.


  The only one who doesn't know it is Mr. Peach. And, dressed as Miracle Boy, Edson is trying to find a way of telling him.


  It's a slow crime day in Great São Paulo, so Captain Superb and Miracle Boy just lie on their bed in the fazenda. Miracle Boy smokes maconha; exhaling small, miraculous smoke rings up to the ceiling. His cape and mask hang on the knob of the carved, heavy mahogany bed. He keeps his boots on. Captain Superb likes that.


  Sometimes it's hero and villain. Sometimes it's villain and hero. Someetimes, like today, it's hero and hero. The superman and sidekick. Miracle Boy's spandex costume is split green and yellow, head to toe. The left side, the yellow side, is emblazoned with a wraparound knee-to-chin blue six. Big six, little six. Sextinho. He's been that nickname to Mr. Peach—sorry, Capptain Superb—half his life. This particular costume is cut a little cheap and digs into his ass crack. Miracle Boy has the mother of camel-toes. Miracle Boy's glad it's hero on hero. Hero/villain-villain/hero tends to involve more bondage. There's a lot of old slave-days stuff down in the baseements of this fazenda, including an iron slave-mask for gagging unruly peças that scares him. The house is full of old stuff that Mr. Peach keeps giving to Edson, but he'll never have anyone to pass it on to. Edson could make more online, but he prefers his cash quick and secretive and vends through the guy at the Cidade de Luz Credit Union. De Freitas Global Talent is built on Alvaranga antiques.


  In this scenario, it's the gym and a lot of mutual appreciation in front of the mirrors. He passes the spliff to Captain Superb, who takes a little tentaative puff through his mask, leaks aromatic smoke through his nostril-holes. Captain Superb is in titanium and black: boots, pants, belt, gloves, full-head mask. Even afterward, in the chill, he likes to wear the mask. Seen, not seen. Lying on his back his belly doesn't show. Edson doesn't mind the belly as much as Mr. Peach thinks he does. He loves the old fuck.


  "Hey hero."


  "What?"


  "What do you know about quantum computing?"


  "Why are you asking!"


  Hero passes spliff back to boy wonder.


  "I was talking to someone."


  "You were talking to someone about quantum computing?"


  "It was business. Don't give me a hard time. So: how does it work?" Captain Superb's civilian aspect is Mr. Peach, a semiretired professor of theoretical physics at the University of São Paulo, last heir of the former coffee fazenda of Alvaranga, superhero fetishist and Edson Jesus Oliveira de Freitas's mentor and afternoon delight.


  "Well, do you remember when I told you about shadows and frogs?" Edson/Sextinho wriggles in his costume and presses up against Mr. Peach. Ever since the first tentative, apologetic fumble—Mr. Peach much less comfortable than teenage, cocky Sextinho—every session has been paid for with a story. Like a superhero, Edson feels he can fly, high and vertiginous, on what physics tells him about the real. The story of the shadows and the frogs is one of the best, simple yet confusing, moving from the mundane to the extraordinary, weird yet of profound importance. Edson is not sure he has worked out all the philosophical and emotional implications of it yet. He suspects no one can. Like all the best stories, it starts with a blindingly obvious question: what is light made of? Not so simple a question, not answerable by the simple razor of chopping it finer and finer until you reached fundamental units that could not be split any further (though Edson had learned, in his superhero sessions, that even that was correct; the fundaments had fundaments, and even those might be made up of vibrating strings like guitars, though Mr. Peach did not hold with that interpretation of reality). For what fundamental units of lightwere seemed to differ depending on what you did with them. Fire a single photon at certain metals and they would kick out debris, like when Edson would watch his older brothers practice on the road signs with the airgun. Fire one through two tiny, tiny slito, and they do something very different. It makes a pattern of shadows, dark and bright lines, like two sets of waves on a puddle meeting. How can a single photon go through both slits? One thing cannot be two things at the same time. Physics, Mr. Peach always says, is about physical reality. So what is the photon: wave or particle? This is the question at the heart of quantum physics, and any answer to it means that physical reality is very very different from what we think it is. Mr. Peach's answer is that when the single photon goes through, the real photon goes through one slit but a ghost photon goes through the other slit at the same time and interferes with it. In fact, for every real photon that goes through, a trillion ghosts go with it, most of them so wide of the mark they never interfere with the this-worldly original. Of course Edson wanted to know what was so special about photons that they had ghosts. To which Mr. Peach said, Nothing . In physics the laws apply everywhere, so if photons have ghosts, so does every other particle (and these they had covered in Physics 101, years before) and everything made from those particles. A trillion ghost Sextinhos. A trillion ghost fazenda Alvarangas, a trillion ghost Brasils and ghost worlds and ghost suns. Ghost every things. And there is a word for a physical system of everything, and that is a universe. A trillion and more, vastly more, universes, as real to their Sextinhos and Mr. Peaches, their Miracle Boys and Captain Superbs, as this. To which Edson thought, head frying, Maybe somewhere I never took the peach from the bag thedriver offered when he didn't have any change for the thirteen-year-old car-minder . Physical reality is all these ghost universes stacked beside each other: the multiverse and—on the very smallest, briefest, weakest scales—the doors between the universes open. Edson's still thinking about that; more real to him now he's obsessed with a girl who works in ten to the eight hundred universes. But what about the frogs?


  Oh, that's easy, Mr. Peach had said. A frog's eyes are so sensitive it can see a single photon of light.


  "Frogs see on the quantum level; they can see into the multiverse," says Miracle Boy as Captain Superb moves his gloved hands over the firm cutve of his ass. "That's why they sit around with their eyes wide."


  "So what's the sudden interest in quantum computation?" asks Captain Superb. The slatted light beaming through the shutters fades. The room goes dark. A gust of wind rocks the hanging flower baskets on the verandah. Sudden rain rattles on the roof tiles. "You've met someone, haven't you? You bitch! Who is she, go on, tell me!" Captain Superb sits up, fingers raised to tickle Miracle Boy into submission. There is no bitch or bitterness in his voice. It's not that kind of affair; it's not that kind of city. Here you can lead many lives, be many selves. Mr. Peach has seen many half-heartbreaks pass through Sextinho's life, but none ever touch what they have in the fazenda up on the hill. There are whole provinces of Edson's life he barely knows, many he suspects he never will.


  "Just tell me, and maybe then I might tell you," Miracle Boy says, springing out from beneath the tormenting fingers, the stub on the maconha in his hand. Someday Edson hopes to graduate from being something Boy to something Man, or even Captain something.


  "Okay. Come on back to bed, but you tell me, right?" He cups his hands over Miracle Boy's semierect cock and begins the story.


  Says Captain Superb, there are two classes of computations: the doable and the budget-busters. Time is money in computing as in any enterprise, so you need to know how long it's going to take to do your computation: now, or longer than the universe has left to run. A surprising number of everyday problems fall into that latter category and are called NP problems. The most common problem is factorizing prime numbers.


  Miracle Boy says, "I know about prime numbers. They're the magic numbers from which all the others are built. Like the chemical elements for mathematics. "


  "That's a good analogy, Sextinho," says Captain Superb. "It's easy and quick ro multiply two prime numbers-doesn't really matter how big, even up to a hundred thousand digits-together. What's not so easy is to take that number apart again-what we call factorization. There are a number of mathhematical tricks you can pull to eliminate some obvious no-contenders, but at some point you still have to divide your original number by every odd number until you find a result that divides evenly. If you add a single extra digit to your original number, it triples the amount of time a computer needs to run through all the calculations. A two-hundred-and-fifty-digit number would take our fastest conventional computers over ten million years. That's why very large primes are code-makers' best friends. It's easy to take twodigit primes as your keys that unlock your arfid chip and multiply them together. But to take that million-digit product down into its prime factors, there literally isn't enough time left in the universe for a single computer to crank out that sum. But quantum computers can crack a problem like that in milliseconds. But what if you divided a number that would take ten billion years to factor up into chunks and farmed them out to other computers?


  "Ten computers, it would only take a billion years to solve. A million computers, a thousand years. Ten million computers would be a hundred years; a hundred million ...


  "There is at least that number of processors in São Paulo. But with modern crypto, you're looking at computation runs at least ten billion times that. There aren't enough computers in the world. In fact, if every atom of the Earth was a tiny nanocomputer, there still wouldn't be enough."


  "But there are ghost universes," Miracle Boy says. The rain lashes hard on the roof, then eases. The eaves drip. Sun breaks through the shutter slats.


  "Correct. At the smallest level, the quantum level, the universe—all the universes of the multiverse—display what we call coherence. In a sense, what seem like separate particles in the other universes are all the same particle, just different aspects of it. Information about them, about the state they're in, is shared between them. And where you have information, you have computing."


  "She'd said ten to the eight hundred universes. There was this glowing thing, they had to keep it cold." He thinks about the frogs that can see into quantum worlds.


  "That sounds like a high-temperature Bose-Einstein condensate, a state of matter in one uniform quantum state. An array like that could do compuutations in, let me see, ten to the hundred thousand universes. That's a lot for a handbag. It's approaching what we'd call a general-purpose quantum computer. Most quantum computers are what we call special purpose-they're algorithm crackers for encryption. But a general-purpose QC is a much more powerful and dangerous beast."


  "What could you do with one?"


  "What couldn't you do? One thing that immediately springs to mind is that no secret over three years old is safe. Certainly the Pentagon, the White House, the CIA, and the FBI are open for business. But the big picture is rendering, what we would call a universal simulator, one that can get down to that level. What's the difference between the real weather, and the rendering?" Miracle Boy tried to imagine a hurricane that blows between worlds. He shivers. He says, "Do you think she might be in danger?"


  Captain Superb shrugs in his spandex suit.


  "Isn't everyone these days? Everyone's presumed to be guilty of something. Hell, they can cut you up just for a television show. But the gringos and the government guard their quantum technology very carefully; if she's using an unlicensed machine, someone will be interested. Even at São Paulo U the quantum cores were so heavily monitored you had to have a security officer with you. You've got yourself a scary girlfriend, Sextinho. So who is she, this Quantum Girl?"


  "She's called Fia Kishida."


  And it is as if Captain Superb has been struck by a White Event and been turned into a real superhero, for he flies off the bed. Miracle Boy sees him clearly suspended in midair. Captain Superb leans over Miracle Boy, spandex puffing and sucking around his mouth. He fumbles for the zips, pulls it down, shakes his graying, wavy hair out.


  "What did you say? Fia Kishida? Fia Kishida?"


  


  


  


  


  JULY 22, 1732


  


  


  "So you're the swordsman," the bishop of Grão Pará said as Luis Quinn touched his lips to the proffered ring. "Younger than I'd expected. And bigger. Most of the swordsmen I've met were small things, scrawny chickens of things. Effete. But then many big men are light on their feet, I've found."


  "The sword belongs to another life, Your Grace." Luis Quinn regained his feet and stood, hands folded in submission. Bishop Vasco da Mascarennhas's chamber was dark, furnished in heavily carved woods from the Tocantins, deep reds and blacks. The ornate putti and seraphs had African mouths and noses, Indio eyes and cheekbones. The heat was oppression, the light beyond the drawn shutters painful.


  "Yours is a military order, is it not? Of course I cannot compel you, but it would be no bad thing for your society to be seen to be . . . muscular. Brazil respects power and little else. There are fellows here aplenty—big idle lumps, up from the captaincies to make their fortunes—who fancy themmselves a rip with the blade. Yes, the very thing: I shall arrange a sport."


  "Your Grace, I have foresworn-"


  "Of course you have, of course. Wooden swords, a good poke in the arse, that sort of thing. It would be good to show those arrogant turkey cocks a thing or two. Teach them a little respect for Church authority and keep them away from the indio girls. We get little enough novelty here, as you might imagine." The bishop rose from his ornate chair. Wood scraped heavily over stone. "Are you a man for the sport, Father? I tell you, there is a great game they have here, the indios brought it, played with a ball of blown latex, though the blacks have the best skill at it. It's all in the feet; you're allowed to use the head as well, but not the hands, never the hands. You steer it to the enemy's goal purely by foot. A splendid sight. You'll come with me to the cloister garden; the heat is intolerable indoors this time of the day." Bishop Vasco was a big man and not at all light on his feet. He sweated luxuriously as he ambled around the shaded garden. Decorative panels of handpainted blue-on-white Portuguese tiles depicted allegories of the theological virtues. A fountain trickled in the center of the worn limestone Bags, a sound as fragile and deep as years. Birds peered and whooped from the eaves.


  "I wish they had sent you to me, Quinn. Sometimes I wish Belem were a dog, that I might shake it by the throat. Carnality and lust, I tell you, carrnality and lust. Lust for gold; not merely the Vila Rica gold, but the red gold and the black gold, especially in this time of plague and madness. You know what I speak of. Oh, for a dozen—half a dozen—stout mission fathers: even just one examiner from the Holy Office!


  That would set them about their ears. I have heard about your railing at the porters of the Cidade Baixa. That is exactly the type of thing we need here, Quinn, exactly. A tedious enough passage, I take it?"


  "Contrary winds and currents, Your Grace, but I am no sailor. I spent the time in prayer and preparation."


  "Yes yes, my captains say it is faster and easier to sail to the Island of Madeira and then Belém than the uncertain seas off Pernambuco. Pray, what is it the Society requires so urgently it must have an admonitory sent from Coimbra? I am aware of the Frenchman—how could one not be, fluttering around the promenade like a butterfly with his fripperies and gewgaws."


  "Your Grace, it is a matter of some delicacy within our Society." Bishop Vasco stopped in his tracks, face red with more than afternoon heat. He rapped his stick on the stones. Birds flew up in a clatter from the curved eave-tiles. Faces appeared in dark doorways.


  "Wretched Jesuitical ... It's that Gonçalves, isn't it? Don't answer; I wouldn't make a liar of you. Keep your Jesuitical secrets. I have my own informations." He ducked his head; sweat flew from his long, curled wig. "Forgive me, Father Quinn. The heat makes me intemperate, aye, and this country. Understand this one thing: Brazil is not as other places. Even in this city the Society of Jesus, the Franciscans, and the Carmelites are in the scantest of communions with each other over the status; high on the Amazon, it is naked rivalry. The Holy Church is little more than an engine fed with the souls of thered man—and his flesh also. What's this, what's this?" A secretary bowed into the bishop's path and knelt, offering up a leather tray of documents. "Hah. My attention is required. Well, Father Quinn, I shall send with instructions for that diversion I mentioned. I may even risk a little wager myself. I very much look forward to seeing you in action."


  The bishop mimed a sword-lunge with his stick as Luis Quinn bowed, then, before objection could be mouthed, hobbled heavily after his whiterobed secretary into the sweating shadows of the chapter.


  


  


  The Ver-o-Peso roared with laughter as the red-faced youth in the torn shirt went reeling across the cobbles from the boot-shove to his arse. Red laughter, black laughter from the roped-off wagons and drays on the city side of the wide dock where ships and rafts from the high Amazon and Tocantins moored four deep. White laughter from the chairs and temporary stands set up on barrel and planking. From the street and the steps and all around Luis Quinn, the laughter of males. From the wooden balconies on the macaw-colored façades of the feitores' houses and inns, immodestly open to heat and regard, the laughter of women. Luis Quinn stood victorious before the stone slave block. The young pretender had been dragged away by his friends to the jeers and fruit of slaves; a fat, arrogant son of a jumped-up cane-grower with pretensions to gentry, humiliated in two plays, spanked around the quadrangle like a carnival fool by the flat of Luis Quinn's mock sword, jipping and whining before the convulsed audience. Then, the final boot: Out of my sight. Luis Quinn took in the faces, the wide, delighted faces. Many skins, many colors, but the open mourhs were all the same: red, hungry. Looking up he saw eyes above fluttering fans and beaded veils. Luis Quinn strode around the ring, arms held high, receiving the praise of the people of Belém do Pará.


  "Some men wear their sins on their faces," said Bishop Vasco, lolling in his chair, sweating freely despite the fringed canopy shading him from the molten sun and the work of two boy-slaves with feather fans.


  "The women?" said the royal judge Rafael Pires de Campos. A noble-brother of the Misericordia banished to a pestilential backwater, he was keen on any sport that might break the monotony of striving feitores. It was widely known in Grão Pará that Pires de Campos financed the bishop's foray into private mercantilism, and that the Episcopal fleet had suffered repeated and expensive drubbings from Dutch pirates whirling down from Curaçao.


  "No, the pride, man, the pride. Yes, I am quite sure that our admonitory there was quite the blade before he took his first Exercises. And that's another fifty escudos. How did you ever imagine that fat bumpkin could beat the Jesuit? Cash or offset?"


  "Stroke it from the tally. Where is he from, the Jesuit? His accent is exceedingly rare."


  "Ireland."


  "Where is that? I don't know of any country with that name." Bishop Vasco explained the geography and briefly the country's represssive heretical laws. Pires de Campos pursed his lips, shook his head.


  "I am little wiser, Your Grace. But I do think it is a good thing your Jesuit there is leaving Belém soon. Cloth or no cloth, there are a few would cheerfully have him pistoled in his bed." Quinn washed his face and sweat-caked hair in glinting handfuls of water from a street seller's cask. The sport was over; the people would have to wait for the next auction from the block. The crowd stirred, dusted itself, reached to close its shutters, its brief corporate life dispersed when a movement at the port end of the market sent a ripple of turning heads around the rope ring. Applause swelled to full-throated cheering as a slight, slender man entered the ring. His dress was formal to the edge of foppishness, European, overrefined for Brazil. Eccentrically, he wore green-tinted circular eyeglasses, a source of comment and hilarity among the spectators. The man bowed elaborately.


  "Father Luis Quinn?"


  Quinn dipped his head. Water mingled with sweat dripping from his face; he stood in the arena, and under the terrible noon sun he realized how it had drawn the old hot joy high in him, like a tide, heat calling to blood heat. Cease now. But he could never walk away from a challenge from God or from a man.


  "Your service, Father. I am Dr. Robert Francois St. Honore Falcon, a geographer and geometer of the French Academy of Sciences in Paris and guest of this colony. I understand you have some facility with a sword. I myself trained with Master of Defense Teillagory himself in Paris and very much relish the opportunity to try my skill against yours."


  "Very well, monsieur," Luis Quinn said in French. "It is especially pleasing to fight someone who can pronounce my name correctly. I trust you have no issue with being beaten by a priest." The crowd hooted its appreciation.


  "Do not think your collar will protect you," Falcon said, passing cane, hat, wig, and heavy coat to his slave, retaining his curious, soul-screening glasses. "I come from a family of notorious freethinkers." Luis Quinn raised his wooden stave in salute. Falcon picked up the disscarded baton and returned the courtesy. Each man folded his free hand into the small of his back and began to circle. The Ver-o-Peso fell silent as if struck by an angel.


  "Another fifty on the Jesuit," Bishop Vasco said.


  "Really? I think this Frenchman may yet surprise him." Pires de Campos delicately dabbed his perspiring face with a scented handkerchief. "See?" The encircling faces let out a great gasp and cheer as Quinn made a mistimed lunge that Falcon deftly sidestepped; Falcon rapped the priest across the back as he stumbled past. Quinn shook his head, smiled to himself, recovered. The two men resumed their circles in the afternoon heat.


  "Your man has been seeing off rapscallions all morning. The Frenchman IS fresh as a nosegay," Pires de Campos commented, then found his fist clenched around his kerchief, throat tight to yell as Falcon made a series of dazzling feints that drove Luis Quinn across the ring before launching a flying fleche that had even breathless Vasco out of his chair. Tension turned to wonder to a thunder of amazement as Quinnthrew himself back, under and away from the spearing staff. Both men fell heavily to the cobbles and rolled, Luis Quinn first to his feet. The tip of Quinn's stick struck a point from the back of Falcon's stockinged calf.


  "That would not count in Paris," Falcon said, rolling into his stance and dancing away from Quinn.


  "As you can see, we are not in Paris," said Quinn, and, laughing joyously, innsanely, launched a flurry of curs that drove Falcon back to the edge of the water.


  "Even for a Jesuit, that is subtle," cried Falcon, catching Quinn's blade and turning it away. As space opened between the two combatants, the little Frenchman leaped and kicked the priest in the chest. Quinn reeled back toward the center of the ring. The Ver-o-Peso was a circle of roaring voices.


  "Teillagory never taught that," Quinn answered. The two men faced each other once more in the garde. Action upon action, lunge and parry, circle and feint. The barbs and witticisms of the swordsmen devolved into grunts and gasps. Bishop Vasco's knuckles were white as he gripped the golden knurled head of his cane. The cheers of the spectators softened into mute absorption. A true battle was being fought here. Luis Quinn circled in front of the dapper, dancing Frenchman. The rage flickered like far summer lightning, haunting clouds. Luis Quinn pushed it down, pushed it away. He flicked sweat from the matted tips of his hair. Tired, so bull-tired, and every second the sun drew the strength from him; but he could not let this little man beat him before these slaves and petty masters. Again the old rage called, the old friend, the strength from beyond comprehension, from beyond right and wrong. I will come. I have never failed you. All the sun of the square was gathered up and burning in his tight, nauseous belly. Luis Quinn saw himself bearing down on this prancing fencer, with one stroke snapping his ridicuulous srick, driving him down, punching the tip of his wooden sword through his rib cage and out rhrough his back, organs impaled and beating.


  Luis Quinn snapped upright, eyes wide, nostrils flared. He unfolded his left hand from the garde position and let it fall. He lifted his sword to his face, touched his nose in salute, and threw the stick to the cobbles. Falcon hesitated. Behind that green glass, what do your eyes read? Luis Quinn thought. Falcon nodded, harrumphed through his nose, then swept his own sword into the salute and threw it down beside Quinn's.


  Whistles and jeers swelled into a thunder of disapproval. Fruit began to fall and burst fragrantly on the sun-heated cobbles. In the edge of his eye Luis Quinn saw Bishop Vasco's slaves hasten him away on his litter. Some of his household remained, arguing strenuously with the retainers of a fidalgo in pale blue. Youset me a test and I beat it, Luis Quinn thought. Brazil respects only power, but power is nothingwithout control.


  Falcon gave a courtly bow. "So, Father, I look forward to our voyage together. We have much to explore."


  The pelt of derision falling around the duelist grew thin and failed as the spectators drifted away, the order of the enslaved day restored. The tropical fruits, crusting in the sun, began to smell nauseatingly and drew flies. One by one the ladies of the Pelourinho closed up their gelosias.


  


  


  Dona Maria da Maia da Garna looked again from the lemon to the orange.


  "So tell me again how a piece of clock can tell us whether the world is pointed or flattened? Once more and I am sure I shall have it."


  Dr. Falcon sighed and again set the little lead bob swinging in its gimbals. The dona persisted out of politeness to her educated guest; the other women had long since abandoned the demonstration and turned to their own small talk, which, though they saw each other daily, never seemed to stale. Five months Falcon had itched in social isolation in his rotting, rack-rented casa by the ocean docks, daily applying to bureaucrats and magistrates for a permission here, a docket there, only to be sent away with a demand for supporting applications, informations, and affidavits. Now the advent of a Jesuit had swept away all obstacles; the permits and letters of comfort arrived by special messenger that day, and the doors on polite society, barred so firmly, swung open. He suspected that as a geographer, a scientist, he was far less extraordinary a beast than as a Frenchman with a facility for the art of defense.


  Dona Maria had indeed hoped for an after-dinner sport; a preto Bahian slave who knew the foot-fighting dance was ready and a space cleared in the sugar warehouse to try the thing. Thus far the only martial skill the Frenchman had demonstrated was a few Lyonnais wharf-side tricks with fish knives that anyone might learn down by the Atlantic dock. Instead she was watching a pendulum swinging tick-tock-tick-tock while he held a lemon in his right hand and an orange in his left.


  "The attractive force—the gravitational force—that acts upon the penndulum is directly proportional to its distance from the center of gravity that attracts it—in this instance the center of our Earth. My pendulum—your clock mechanism is too crude to display the variation, alas—will thus vibrate faster if it is closer to the center of the Earth, slower if it is farther away." João the foot servant stood solid as death by the dining-room door, wearing the same stern face that he had when Dr. Falcon had darted swift as a lizard around all the casa grande's clocks, lifting his uncouth green glasses to leer into their faces. His eyebrows had lifted a wrinkle as Dr. Falcon opened the case of the German long-case, the master's prize and time-keeper for all the escapements of the house, and deftly unhooked the pendulum mechanism.


  "In this way, we have a sensitive means of determining the exact shape of our globe, whether prolate like this lemon—greater across its polar axis than its equatorial—or oblate, like this orange, bulging at its girth." A titter from down the table, Dona de Teffé, much gone on wine. Dr. Falcon acknowledged the dona with a nod. His lips had barely touched his glass; wine did poorly in this morbid heat, and it was wretched Portuguese stuff. But it was pleasant, uncommon pleasant, to dine in the company of women. Unheard-of at home; not even in Cayenne were such liberties taken. As everyone insisted on reminding him, the Amazon was another country, where affairs of commerce kept the senhores and the Portuguese merchants from their city houses months at a time.


  "Yes yes. Forgive me, Doctor—I must be very stupid—this is all fine and mathematical and scientific, I have no doubt, but what it does not explain to me is what holds it up."


  "Holds what up?" Falcon peered over his rounds of green glass, perplexed. "The lemon. Or the orange. Now I can easily see how it is we whirl around the sun, how this gravitational force of yours tethers us to it; it is no different from the bolas our vaqueiros use on our fazenda. But what I cannot understand is what holds it all up, what keeps us from plummeting endlessly through the void." Falcon set down the fruit. A breath of small exasperation left his lips. "Madam, nothing holds it up. Nothing needs to hold it up. Gravity draws us to the center of the Earth, as it draws our Earth to the center of the sun, but at the same time, the sun is drawn-infinitesimally, yes, but drawn nonetheless-to the center of our Earth. Everything attracts everything else; everything is in motion, all together."


  "I must confess I find the old way much simpler and more satisfying." The dona skillfully quartered and peeled the orange with a sharp little curved knife. "The mind naturally rebels against a round Earth with everything drawn to the dark, infernal center. It is not only against nature, it is un-Christian; surely if we are attracted to anything, it should be upwards, to heaven, our hope and home?" Falcon bit back the riposte. This was not the Paris Academy, nor even the Lunar Society meeting in some bourgeois salon. He contented himself to watch the sensuous deftness with which she slipped a lith of naked orange between her reddened lips. And you presume to call heaven your hope and home?


  Dona da Maia da Garna turned with relief from lemons and hell to the conversation at the far end of the table. Her chaperone, a tall preta woman with an eye patch, once handsome, now run to fat, leaned forward from her posiition behind the dona's seat to study the pendulum. Falcon saw her press her thumb against her wrist to measure it against her pulse. Even in undeclared house arrest, Falcon had been close enough to Belém society to understand the meaning of the eye patch. Jealous wives often revenged themselves on their husbands' slave lovers by blinding them with scissors.


  "Forgive me, Father, I missed what you were saying there?" Dona Maria said to Luis Quinn. Even in his priestly black, Quinn was a massive presence, drawing all attention and conversation as if he himself exerted a human gravitation. He held Dona da Maia da Garna's gaze steadily, with none of the simpering humility of the religious that so incensed Falcon. The dona herself did not flinch from his look. Like a man , Falcon observed.


  "I was merely relating one of the interesting linguistic characteristics of my native language—that is Irish," Quinn said. "In Irish we have no words for yes or no. If you are asked a question, all you can do is confirm or deny the questioner. Thus, in reply to the question 'Are you going to Galway?' the answer 'I am indeed going.'"


  "That must make conversation very trying," the dona said.


  "Not at all," Quinn answered. "It just makes it very hard for an Irishman to say no to you." Women's laughter chimed around the table. Falcon felt a needle-prick of envy at Quinn's casual flirtatiousness. To those who use it least it is given greatest. He had always relished the company of women and thought himself adept in it, a sharp conversationalist and silver wit, but Quinn captivated the table, leaning to their conversations, listening, making each one feel the sole recipient of his attention. The skill of a linguist, ora libertine? Falcon thought. Now Quinn was enchanting all with a rolling, rhythmic monologue that he said was a great poem in his native tongue.


  "And is it a love poem?" asked the dona.


  "What other kind is worth reciting, madam?" Applause now. Falcon idly stabbed his discarded and forgotten lemon with the paring knife. He interjected, "But my dear Father Luis, to not be able to say yes or no, does that not demonstrate a direct linkage between language and thought? The word is the thought itself, and conversely, what cannot be said cannot be thought." The conversation died; the guests wore puzzled frowns. Father Quinn tapped a forefinger on the table and leaned forward.


  "My colleague the doctor makes an interesting point here. One of the fasscinations of the Amazon—to a linguist like myself, I suspect, rather than general society—is its richness of tongues. I understand there are Indians among the far-flung tributaries who have no word for the color blue, or for any relation outside son and daughter, or for past or present. It would be a pleasantly diverting conversation to speculate on how that affects their perceptions of the world. If they cannot say blue, can they see blue?"


  "Or indeed, the effect upon their spiritual faculties," Falcon replied. "If you have no concept of a past or a future, what meaning does the doctrine of original sin then hold? Could they even entertain the concept of future promise, a life of the world to come? No heaven, no hell, just the eternal present? But then is that not eternity; a place beyond time? Do they already live in heaven, in sinless innocence? Perhaps ignorance truly is bliss."


  Several of the ladies were fanning themselves, uncomfortable at the baiting radical-talk at their table. No one alive could remember the Holy Office's visit to Recife, but the trauma of the autos-da-fe in the Praça there was still sharp enough in folk memory for the Bishop Vasco's jeremiads against the vices of Belém to alarm. The hostess said decorously, "I have heard that there are peças fresh arrived from someplace so backward that they can only express one idea at a time. It seems that each sentence is but a single thought. We can understand their tongue, with some difficulty, but they can never understand ours. It is as Dr. Falcon conjectured: if you cannot say it, you cannot think it. Who ever thought of descending these creatures? Quite useeless for work."


  Dr. Falcon was poised to reply again, but the house steward Anundio entered, rattled a small wooden clapper to attract the party's attention, and announced that the musical piece would follow with coffee.


  "Oh, I had quite forgotten!" the dona said, clapping her hands in delight.


  "Father, dear Father, you will so much enjoy this. The most charming little cteature, truly the voice of an angel." The chaperones poured coffee from silver pots, wiping drips from the cups with soft cotton cloths. Anundio led in a tiny indio child, thin as want, dressed in a rough white shift. Falcon was unable to tell if it was boy or girl. The child knelt and kissed the stone flagging. "Picked it up for nothing at the Port House Tavern auction. Poor thing was hours from death. Obviously from some reducione raid: only the Jesuits, your pardon, Father, train the voice so. Go on, child." The child stood arms at side, a distant animal look in its eyes. The voice when it came was so small, so distant, it hardly seemed to issue from the open mouth but from a hidden place beyond Earth and heaven. Falcon had given his wig to the house slaves early on account of the dreadful close heat and now felt the close-shaved nape of his neck prickle. The little voice climbed to a pure, spearing perfection: an Ave, but not by any composer known to Falcon; its rhythms were skewed, its time signature shifting and mercurial, its inner implied harmonies disquieting, discordant. Yet Falcon felt the tears run freely down his face. When he glanced up the table, he saw that Quinn was similarly moved. The women of Belém were stone, unmoving stone. The eyes of the chaperones, each behind her lady, were averted from the white race. Despite the dona's declaration, this was not the voice of an angel. This came from a deeper, older place; this was the voice of the far forest, the deep river, the voice a child might find if it had followed those waters down to the slave markets of Belém do Para.


  While the child sang, João removed the pendulum from before Dr. Falcon and, heels clicking on scone,went to replace it in the belly of his master's clock.
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  The Last of the Real Cariocas sent the weighted line looping out into the pink light of Guanabara Bay. It was the Hour of Yemanja. The sun was still beneath the hills on the far side of the bay, the light that pink only seen in travel shots of Rio, the ones in which a skinny boy in Bermudas turns sommersaults on the beach. Lights still burned along Flamengo Park, and the curve of Botafogo, a surf-line of brilliants around the feet of the morros. Headlights moved across the Niteroi Bridge. The red-eye shift moved like a carnaval procession out on to the strip at Santos Dumont Airport, the aircraft delicate, long-legged like hunting spiders in the shimmering light. The Brotherhood of Dawn Fishers was stalking silhouettes, elegant as cranes as they flicked and cast, the broadenings and heavinesses of age and middle age erased against the sunrise. Their soft voices carried far on the peach-perfect, intoxicating air, yet the grosser thunder of the jets powering up one by one into their takeoff runs was pressed down and muted. Marcelina found her own voice dropping to a whisper. Police sirens among the hills, the linger of tire smoke on the air added to the sense of the sacramental. Marcelina had not been so close to spirituality since she had made UFO-Hunt down in Valo de Amanheçer outside Brasilia. The pink turned to lilac to Marian blue as the sun rose.


  "I know a hundred World Cup Stories." Raimundo Soares watched his weight drop into the glowing water. He claimed to be the last professional carioca; sometime journalist, sometime writer with a good book about the new bossa nova, a better book about Ronaldo Fenômeno, and a so-so guide to how to be a professional carioca on his backlist. A little fishing early with the brothers, a little cafezinho when the heat got up, a few hundred words on the laptop, the rest of the afternoon he'd spend in a cafe, watching ass on its way to the beach, or strolling around his city, remembering it, memorizing it. In the evening, receptions, parties, openings, his many lovers: a late sleep and up again at fish-jump. He claimed to have worn nothing but surf-Ts and Bermuda shorts for twenty years, even to his own mother's funeral. He was the loafer, the malandro who doesn't have to try too hard, carioca of cariocas: they should make him a Living Treasure. "This is true. David Beckham comes to Rio; he's going to play at the Maracanã for a benefit for Pelé. He's the guest of the CBF, so he's got the wife, the kids; everything. They put him up at the Copa Palace, nothing's too much trouble for Senhor Becks; presidential suite, private limo, the lot. Anyway, one evening he goes out for a little kick-about on the beach and these hoods jump him. Guns and everything, one two three, into the car and he's gone. Lifted. Right under his guards' noses. So there's Beckham in the back with these malandros with the gold-plated guns thinking, Oh sweet Jesus, I am dead. Posh is a widow and Brooklyn and Romeo will grow up never knowing their father. Anyway, they take him up into Rocinha, up the Estrada da Gávea, and then from that on to a smaller road, and from that onto an even smaller road until it's so steep and narrow the car can't go any farther. So they bundle him out and take him up the ladeira at gunpoint and anytime anyone sticks so much as a nostril out of their house, the hoods pull an Uzi on them; up and up and up, right up to the top of the favela, and they take him into this tiny little concrete room right under the tree line and there's Bem-Te-Vi, the big drug lord. This was back before they shot him. And he stands there, and he looks at Beckham this way, and he looks at Beckham that way; he looks at Beckham every way, like he's looking at a car, and then he makes a sign and in comes this guy with a big sack. Beckham thinks, Jesus and Mary, what's going on here? Then Bem-Te-Vi stands beside him and they pull out the World Cup, the original Jules Rimet, solid gold and everything, right Out of the sack. Bem-Te-Vi takes one side, Beckham takes the other, and this guy gets out a digital camera, says, 'Smile, Mr. Beckham.' Click! Flash! And then Bem-Te-Vi tutns to Becks and shakes his hand and says, 'Thank you very much, Mr. Beckham, it's been a real honor. . . . Oh, by the way . . . if anyone ever finds out about this . . .'''


  Raimundo Soares slapped his thigh and rolled on his little fishing stool. He was a squat, broad-featured man, his bare arms powerfully muscled, his hair black by artifice rather than nature, Marcelina suspected. The Dawn Fishers smiled and nodded. They had heard his hundred stories hundreds of times; they were litany now.


  "Now that's a great film."


  "Heitor Serra said you might be able to help me with a program idea." Marcelina sat in the just-cool sand, knees pulled up to her chest. Raimundo Soares was right; this was the beach's best time. She imagined herself joining the shameless old sag-titted men in their Speedos and Havaianas, chest hair grizzled white, and the chestnut-skinned, blonde-streaked women, of a certain age but still in full makeup, all sauntering down for their morning sun sea and swim. No better, truer way to start the day. A sweet idea, but her world was a tapestry of sweet ideas, most of which had no legs. Coffee and cigarette in the roof garden watching them all dandering back from the sea, leaving patters of drips on the sidewalks of the Copacabana. The TV professional habitually overidentifies with the subject. On UFO-Hunt she'd wanted to run off and live in a yurt selling patûa amulets to seekers.


  "So how is the man? Still convinced life's brutal, stupid, and meaningless?" Marcelina thought of how she had left Heitor; tiptoeing around his death-rattle snores, dressing by the lights from the lagoa that shone through the balcony window of the Rua Tabatingüera apartment. He liked her to walk around naked in front of that window, in stocking and boots or the sheer bodysuit he had bought her, that she didn't want to say cut the booty off her. And she enjoyed the anonymous exhibitionism of it. The nearest neighbors were a kilometer away across the lagoon. Most balconies fringing the lagoa Rodrigo de Freitas bore tripods and telescopes: let them take their eyefuls. She would never meet them. Heitor was excited by the voyeurism of being voyeured: the watchers would never know that the apartment in which that short loira woman paraded around like a puta belonged to the man who daily told them of riots and robberies, tsunamis and suicide bombings. He had rolled over heavily with a growl, then woke. He had made it the Cafe Barbosa. There had been beer for Celso and the rest of her development team, Agnetta and Cibele; vodka and guarana for Marcelina; and vodka martinis for Heitor. They hadn't gone dancing, and she hadn't fucked the ass off him.


  "Where are you going what the hell time is it?"


  ''I'm going to the beach," Marcelina said. The buzz of the guarana glowed through the vodka murk like stormlight. "like you said, it's best early. Give me a call later or something." Like soldiers and flight crew, newsmen have the ability to seize any opportunity for sleep. By the time Marcelina reached the front door Heitor was emitting that strange, gasping rattle that at any time might break into words or cries. The short hallway was where he kept his library. Shelves would have reduced the space to a squeeze too tight for a big man in a shiny suit, so the books—random titles like Keys tothe Universe, The Long Tailand the New Economy, The Fluminense Year Book 2002, The Denialof Death —were stacked up title on title into towers, some wedged against the ceiling, others tottering as Marcelina tiptoed past. One particularly heavy door-slam, perhaps after a bad news day, they would all come down and crush him beneath their massed eruditions.


  "And over much much too soon," Marcelina said. "Heitor said you might be able to help me find Moaçir Barbosa."


  The Brotherhood of Dawn Fishers went quiet over their reels.


  "Maybe you should just tell me what the idea is," Raimundo Soares said.


  "We think it's high time he was forgiven for the Fateful Final," Marcelina lied.


  "There's a fair few people would disagree with you still, but I think it's years overdue. There'd be a lot of interest in a program about the Maracanaço, still. Of course, I was too young to properly remember it, but there are a lot of people still remember that night in July and a whole lot more who still believe the legend. There's a journo down in Arpoador, João Luiz, my generation, he got a print of the original film and recut it so it looks like the ball hits the post, then cut in footage from another game of Bigode clearing it. There's a guy younger than you made a short movie a couple of years back abour this futebol journalist—I think he was based on me—who goes back in time to try and change the Fateful Final, but whatever he does, the ball still goes past Barbosa into the back of the net. I even heard this guy talking on some science show on the Discovery Channel or something like that about that quantum theory and how there are all these parallel universes all around us. The metaphor he used was that there are hundreds, thousands of universes out there where Brazil won the Fateful Final. Still didn't understand it, but I thought it was a nice allegory. There's a great story about Barbosa: it's a few years after the Maracanaço, before it got to him and he drifted away. He gets a few friends from the old team around—all the black players, you know what I mean—for a barbecue. There's a lot of beer and talk abour soccer and then someone notices that the wood in the barbecue is flaring up and sputtering and giving off this smell, like burning paint. So he looks closer, and it is burning paint. There's a bit of wood still unburned, and its covered in white paint. Barbosa's only chopped up the goallposts from the Maracana and used them for firewood."


  "Is it true?" Marcelina slipped off her shoes and buried her feet in the cool sand, feeling the silky grains run between her toes.


  "Does it matter?"


  "Do you know where he is?"


  "Barbosa? No. He disappeared completely abour ten, fifteen years ago. He might even be dead. People still claim to see him in shopping malls, like Elvis Presley. He's an old man; he's been an old man for fifty years. If I thought you were going to do some hatchet job on poor old Barbosa, I wouldn't give you the time of day. The poor bastard's suffered enough. But this . . . "


  "No, we wouldn't do anything like that," Marcelina lied for the second time.


  "Even Zizinho's dead now . . . . There's one left who might know. Feijão. The Bean."


  "Who's he, a player or something?"


  "You really don't know anything about this, do you? Feijão was the physiotherapist, the assistant physiotherapist. He was still in training, his dad was on the CBD, as it was then before it became the CBF, and got him a job on the team. Basically all he did was keep the sponges wet in the bucket, but he was like a lucky mascot to the team; they used to ruffle his hair before they went down to the tunnel. Lot of good he was. He ended up team physio with Fluminense and then opened a little health club. He sold it and retired about five years ago; I met him while I was researching the Ronaldo book and the Society of Sports Journalists. Did you know I ended up in court in a libel case over the length of Ronaldo's dick?"


  He's right, murmured the irmãos of the rod.


  "The judge found for me, of course. If anyone would know, Feijão would. He's over in Niteroi now; this is his number." Raimundo Soares took a little elastic-bound reporter's notebook from the hip pocket of his Bermudas and scrawled down a number with a stub of pencil. "Tell him I sent you. That way he might talk to you."


  "Thank you, Mr. Soares."


  "Hey, you'll need someone to present it; who better than one of Brazil's best writers and the last professional carioca?"


  That's him, chorused the fisher kings. He's the malandro.


  "I'll mention it to the commissioner," Marcelina said, her third lie. No cock crowed, but the float on Raimundo's line bobbed under.



  "Hey, look at that!" He pushed his tractor hat up on his head and bent to his reel. When Marcelina looked back, from the shaded green of Flamengo Park, the Brotherhood of Dawn Fishers were unhooking the catch and returning it to the sea. Fish from Guanabara Bay were tainted, but it pleased Marcelina to imagine the old men offering it in honor to Yemanja.


  


  


  She could hear the electric organ from the bay where the taxi dropped her: Aquerela do Brasil; samba-exaltação rhythm, heavy on the lower manual, wafting down over the balconies, among the satellite dishes and water tanks. Her mother's favorite. She found her step quickening to the rhythm as she nodded past Malvina on the concierge's desk. The music swirled down the stairwell. Malvina was smiling. When Dona Marisa played organ, the whole building smiled. Even the music in the elevaror was unable to defeat Dona Marisa on the manuals as her chords and chachachas boomed around the winch drums and speeding counterweights.


  Every child thinks her childhood is normal. Wasn't everyone's mother Marisa Pinzón the Organ Queen of the Beija-Flor? Queen Marisa's most lustrous days, when she ruled the land beyond midnight, Venus arising from the Art Deco shell of the Beija-Flor Club Wurlitzer, were already fading when Marcelina was born. Her two older sisters shared increasingly bitter and resentful memories of grandmothers and tias, cigarette girls and gay cleaners sent to babysit while their mother, swathed in satin and rhinestones, diamante tiara on her brow, gilded shoe tapping out the rhythm, played rumbas and pagodes and foros to the discreet little silver tables. There were photographs of her with Tom Jobim, flirting with Chico Buarque, duetting with Liberace. Marcelina had only the unfocused memory of staring up at a glitterball turning on the ceiling, dazzled by the endless carnival of lights.


  She had no memories whatsoever of her father. She had been a primitive streak when Martim Hoffman put on his suit and took his leather briefcase and went our to do business in Petropolis and never returned. For years she had thought Liberace was her dad.


  Marcelina shivered with pleasure as the elevator door opened to a sweeping glissando up the keys. Her mother played less and less frequently since the arthritis that would surely turn her knuckles into Brazil nuts had been diagnosed. She hesitated before ringing the bell, enjoying the music. Her alt dot family would have mocked, but it's always different when it's your mother. She pressed the button. The music stopped in midbar.


  "You don't call, you don't visit . . . "


  "I'm here now. And I sent you an SMS."


  "Only because I sent you one first."


  They hugged, they kissed.


  "You're looking tight again," Marcelina's mother said, holding her daughter at arm's length to scrutinize her face. "Have you been on the Botox again? Give me his number."


  "You should get a chain on that door. Anyone could be in here, they'd just brush you aside."


  "You lecture me about security, still living in that dirty, nasty old Copa? Look, I've found you this nice little two-bed apartment down on Rua Carlos Góls; it's only two blocks from me. I got the agent to print out the details. Don't go without them."


  The organ stood by the open French windows, lights glowing. The table had been set on the little balcony; Marcelina squeezed into her plastic patio chair. It was safest to look at the horizon. Golden surfer boys played there on the ever-breaking wave. She could never look at surfers without a painful sense of another life she could have lived. Dona Marisa brought stacked plates of doces: lemon cake, toothachey peanut squares from Minas Gerais, little honey wafers. Coffee in a pot, and an afternoon vodka for the hostess. Her third, Marcelina judged from the empties on the organ and the arm of the sofa.


  "So what is it you have to tell me?"


  "No no no, let's have your news first. Me, I live up here fifteen floors above contradiction and excitement." She offered the Minas Gerais peanut cookies. Marcelina opted for the honey wafers as the least deadly to her daily calorific intake.


  "Well, I've got a commission."


  Her mother clasped her hands to her chest. Unlike every other mother of whom she had heard at Canal Quatro, Marisa Pinzón understood completely what her daughter did for a living. Marcelina was her true heiress; Gloria and Iracema disappointed in their successful marriages and expensively clad families. Mundanity as the ultimate teenage rebellion. In Marcelina's informal casual name-droppings, professional brushes with stellar celebrity, and occasional affairs with a smart man on a pale blue screen who told the country terrible things every night was the lingering perfume of an age when the Queen of the Keyboard ruled from the Copa Palace to Barra. Time for men and babies when you are older while the stars are low enough for you to still touch and magic works yet.


  Marcelina could never deflate her mother's flight over the thousand lights of Ipanema with her aching doubt that her sisters had made the right choice, that she had sold her eggs for edginess and a two-second producer's credit. Marcelina explained the premise. Her mother sipped her clinking vodka and scowled.


  "Barbosa, that bad black man."


  "Don't tell me you remember the Fateful Final?"


  "Every carioca remembers what they were doing at the Maracanaço. I was having a stupidly giddy affair with Dean Martin's lawyer. Dino gave five shows in the Copa Palace. He deserves what you do to him, he made us a laughingstock. "


  "What? Who?"


  "Barbosa. Evil man."


  Dona Marisa was Marcelina's infallible one-woman focus group. She drained her vodka.


  "Querida, would you get me another one?" Marcelina quartered lemon and spooned ice into the glass. Her mother called, "I'm going to have a little feijoada."


  "What's the occasion?"


  Dona Marisa was the kind of cook who used excellence at just one dish to absolve her of every other culinary wrong. A sous-chef in the Café Pitú had given her his recipe for feijoada ten years ago when she was freshly moved to Leblon and she had produced this prodigy on the closest Saturday to every family high-day since.


  "Iracema is pregnant again."


  Marcelina felt her grip tighten on the pestle as she carefully pounded the ice.


  "Twins."


  A crack, a crash. The bottom of the glass lay on the floor in ice, lime, and reeking vodka, punched out by an overheavy blow from the marble pestle.


  "Sorry about that. My hand slipped."


  "Never mind never mind I drink too many anyway. The ruin of many a good women, drinking at home. But twins! What do you think of that? We've never had twins in our branch of the family. Now Patricía and that lot down in Florianopolis, they dropped doubles all over the place, as alike as beans in a pod."


  "Play something for me. You never play these days."


  "Oh, no one wants to hear me. It's old, that kind of stuff I play."


  "Not to me it's not. Go on. It was lovely hearing you when I was coming up; I could hear you right down in the car park."


  "Oh dear oh no what will everyone think?"


  You know full well, Queen of the Fifteenth Floor, Marcelina thought. Like me they've seen you playingon your balcony in your tiara and pearl earrings. You make them smile.


  "Oh, you talked me into it." Dona Marisa straightened herself on the bench, ran her feet up and down the bass pedals like an athlete warming up for high hurdles. Marcelina watched her fingers fly like hummingbirds over the tabs and rhythm buttons. Then she caressed the red power switch with a flick of her nails, and "Desafinado" swelled out like angels bursting from the heavenly spaces between the apartment towers of Leblon.


  Liberace winked at her from the top of the sideboard.


  


  Feijão the Bean wore a packet of American cigarettes tucked into the top of a pair of Speedos. Speedos, a pair of Havaianas, and his own hide, tanned to soft suede. He padded, restless and edgy as a wasp, about his luxuriant verandah, settling on a wooden bench here, the tiled lip of a plant bed there, a folding table there. He was thin as a whip and comfortable with his body; she was nevertheless thankful that he was devoid of all body hair. The very thought of the gray, wire-haired chests of sixty-something men gave her cold horrors.



  "Raimundo Soares. So how is that old bastard?"


  "Doing a lot of fishing these days."


  Feijão poured herbal tea from a Japanese pot. It smelled of macerated forest.


  "That's the right answer. He called me, you know. He said you don't know anything but you're all right. I get a lot of media sniffing round after Barbosa—oh, you're not the first by any means. I tell them he's gone, he's dead. I haven't heard of him in ten years. Which is about right. But you've done it the right way."


  Our Lady of Production Values, whom Marcelina pictured as the Blessed Virgin crossed with a many-armed Hindu deity—those arms holding cammeras, sound booms, budgets, schedules—smiled from within her time-code halo. Feijão tapped a cigarette our of his pouch, an oddly sexual gesture.


  "They all ended up here over the years, the black men of 1950. They'll try and tell you that there's no racism in Brazil; that's shit. After the Maraacanaço, the blame fell heaviest on the black players; it always does. Juvenal, Bigode. Even Master Ziza himself, God be kind to him. Most of all, Barbosa. Niteroi is not Rio. That bay can be as wide as you want it."


  Feijão's mezzanine-level apartment faced a view that only selling a successful business can afford. His walled patio was long and narrow, humid and riotous with flowering shrubs and vines tumbling over the walls. Jacarandas and a tumbling hibiscus framed Rio across the bay. Marcelina had reached around the planet in pursuit of the glittery and schlocky but had never been across the stilt-walking bridge to Niteroi. The Marvelous City seemed smaller, meaner, less certain; Niteroi the mirror to Rio's preening narcissism. Feijão sipped his tea.


  "Great for the immune system. Raimundo Soares will tell you a hundred wonderful tales, but he's full of shit. There's only one of them true: fifteen years ago Barbosa went into a shop to buy some coffee and the woman beside him at the till turned around and shouted to all the customers, 'Look! That's the man who made all Brazil weep.' I know that because I was there. After he retired he came to my gym because he wanted to stay in shape and because he knew me from the old days. Little by little he lost touch with all the others from 1950, but never me. Then he found religion."


  "What, like the Assembly of God?" It had become fashionable for sportsmen to turn crente, to thank the Lord Jesus for goals and medals and records they would previously have ascribed to saints and Mary.


  "You didn't listen." Feijão ground out his cigarette butt under the sole of his Havaiana, immediately drew another. "I said found religion, not found God."



  In response to the cigarette, Marcelina drew her PDA.


  "An umbanda terreiro?" The blacks were finding lily-white Jesus; the whites were finding Afro-Brazilian orixás. So Rio.


  "You could try listening instead of rushing in with guestions. The Barquinha de Santo Daime." Marcelina held her breath. The Cursed Barbosa a convert to the Green Saint. The ratings would go into orbit.


  "So Barbosa's still alive,"


  "Did I say that? You're getting ahead of me again. He walked out of his apartment three years ago and no one has seen hide nor hair of him since, not even me."


  "But this Daime Church would know . . . . I can find them." Marcelina opened Google on her PDA. Feijão reached across the table and covered the screen with his hand.


  "No no no. You don't go rushing in like that. Barbosa has been in hell for longer than you've been alive, girl. There are few enough he trusted; you're only sitting here in my garden because Raimundo Soares trusts you. I will talk to the Barquinha. I know the bença there. Then I will call you. But I tell you this, if you try and go around me, I will know."


  The thin, sun-beaten man drained his herbal tea and stubbed his cigaarette fiercely our in the porcelain bowl.


  It was in the taxi as it arced back over the long, slender bowstring of the Niteroi Bridge that Marcelina, Googling images, realized she recognized the sacred vine. Psychotria viridis : it glossy oval leaves and clusters of red berries had set off Feijão's view over the Marvelous City.


  


  


  Aleijadão was riding an A-frame bicycle up the center of the Glass Menagerie, weaving in and out of the boxes of tapes and slumping pillars of celebrity magazines on wheels the size of industrial castors. He wobbled twice around Marcelina.


  "What is that thing you're on?"


  "Do you like it? It's the future of commuting."


  "On Rio's hills? You want to try a tunnel at rush hour on that?"


  "No, but it's kind of cool. Folds up to the size of a laptop." Aleijadão tried to throw and turn and almost came into the printer recycle box. His job was office monkey in the long, open-plan development office known as the Glass Menagerie. "Steering's a bit tricky and it doesn't half cut the ass off you. It's the latest thing from that English guy, the one who invented the computer." Always: the latest thing. "Alan Turing? He's—"


  "No, some other guy. Invented those things on wheels you sat in and pedaled: daleks? Hawking?


  Something like that?"


  Days there were when Canal Quatro's playfulness, its willingness to face into the breaking wave of the contemporary and ride it, thrilled and braced Marcelina; then there were the others when Canal Quatro's relentless hunger for the new, for novelty, oppressed her, a shit-storm of plastic trivia; and knowingness and irony became grim and joyless.


  Marcelina's workplace Alt dot family looked up from their glass cubicles at the entrance of their iiber-boss. So much she could read from their lunches: at their desks, of course. Celso lifting sushi with the delicacy and deftness of professional rehearsal in private. Agnetta, as ever so completely dressed for the moment she had been known to have new shoes delivered to the office in order to wear them home that evening, chewed morosely on a diet lunch-replacement bar snack. Cibelle, the only one Marcelina respected in addition to fearing, picked apart a homemade bauru. She had been bringing them in every day. Homemade was the new sushi, she said. Cibelle understood how the trick was done, how to add your own little ripple to the crest of the hip and watch the chaotic mathematics of storms and power laws magnify it into a fashion wave. Already half of Lisandra's production group were making their own lunches. Clever girl, but I know you.


  "Oh my God, is this some thing like we're all going to have to do now, change clothes at lunchtime?" Agnetta flapped.


  "What are you talking about?"


  "Like, when you were in just now you were in the suit and now you're in the Capri pants." Marcelina shook her head. Eighty percent of what Agnetta said to her was incomprehensible.


  "Any calls for me?"


  "Same answer as five minutes ago," Celso said, mixing wasabi. Marcelina held her hands out in a shrug of bafflement.


  "What is this, National Freak Marcelina Hoffman Day?"


  Then she saw Adriano break from his creative huddle with Lisandra and the Black Plumed Bird to beckon her with a lift of the finger, a raise of the eyebrows.


  "That was a very funny e-mail. Someday someone will make a program like that and the ratings will be through the roof, but I don't think it is Canal Quatro. In fact, if I thought you were seriously proposing a series where members of the public hunt down and assassinate favelados like some kind of Running Man show, I MBATC."


  Might Be a Tad Concerned.


  "Ah, well, yeah . . . " Marcelina spluttered.


  "In future, IMBAGI to pitch ideas through the regular creative channels." She returned blazing like a failed space-launch to her luv-cluster. Lunches were set down in a flash.


  "I don't know whose idea of a joke that was, but nothing ever, ever goes out of this production team unless it's cleared by me. Ever."


  "We always do that, boss." She turned on her laptop.


  "Well, someone sent a hoax e-mail to Adriano, and it wasn't me."


  "It was," said Agnetta faintly. "You did it. I saw you." The chattering, ringing, beeping tunnel of the Glass Menagerie suddenly turned on end and Marcelina felt herself falling through desks and workstaations and heaps of paper toward a final shattering on the great window become a floor.


  "Imagine I'm very very stupid and haven't the faintest idea what you're talking about."


  "About five, six minutes ago you came in, said hello, logged onto your laptop, and fired off an e-mail," said Celso. Cibelle sat back in her chair, arms folded.


  "But my laptop is biometric locked." Standard security in a world where ideas were currency.


  "Well, it's open now," Celso said.


  Marcelina went to the screen. The login icon spun in the taskbar. She opened the in-house e-mail system.


  To: Adriano@canalquatro.br


  From: capoeiraqueen@canalquatro.br


  Subject: Take Our the Trash . . .


  The glass tube of the development office revolved around her, Marcelina a shiny ort in a kaleidoscope of flying madnesses.


  She had drunk the tea.


  The Green Saint was the saint of visions and illusions.


  Feijão had the sacred vine growing in his garden.


  The Barquinha of Santo Daime was a church of hallucinations.


  She had drunk the tea. There was no other rational explanation.



  Marcelina closed the program and touched her thumb to the log-out pad.


  


  


  OCTOBER 12, 2032


  


  


  A trip to the market. A trip into the biodiesel smog beneath the unfinished rodovia intersection of Todos os Santos, the missing buckle of the cincture of highways that binds the city of Saint Paul. A trip to the printer, to buy new shoes.


  The taxi drops Edson and Fia at the edge of Our Lady of Trash. It's not that the drivers won't go inside—and they won't no matter how high you tip them—it's that they can't. Todos os Santos, like hell, is arranged in concentric rings. Unlike hell, it ascends: the summit of the great waste mountain at its heart can just be glimpsed over the roofs of the slapped-together stores and manufactories, the pylons and com rowers and transmission lines. The outermost zone is a carousel of motion where cabs, buses, mota-taxis, private cars drop and pick up their rides. Trucks plow through the gyre of traffic, blaring tunes on their multiple digital horns. Priests celebrate Mass under the forest of big umbrellas that is Todos os Santos's rodoviaria, along rows of neatly spread tarpaulins piled with pyramids of green oranges and greener limes, shocks of lettuce and pak choi, red tomatoes and green peppers, past palisades of sugar cane waiting for the hand-mill and past the chugging, sweet steam of cachaça stills. The first circle of Todos os Santos is the veggetable market. Every hour of every day motorbike drays, cycle carts, pickups, refrigerator vans bring produce in from the city gardens. There is never a time where there are not buyers pressing in around the farmers as they unload boxes and sacks onto the spread ground-sheets, the clip-together plastic stalls, the rent-paying shops with shelving and cool cabinets. By night the buying and selling continues unabated by a million low-energy neons and, for those who can't afford biodiesel generators, lantern light; and for those whose profit margin would be damaged even by that, stolen electricity.


  "My mum does this," Fia says. "She has a little urban farm, a couple of backlots, and she hires half a dozen rooftops. She wouldn't come here, though; she specializes in designer brassicas for the Japanese restaurant market. She's boring. It's beautiful."


  She's secretive; she takes it slow. Edson hasn't gotten to kiss her yet, let alone sex. Over kibes in that little Arab lanchonete he had promised (and they had not disappointed—Yellow Dog lanches would soon to be added to the De Freitas Global Talent portfolio) Edson had thrilled her with his telenovela of family: The Sons of Dona Hortense . Emer the bricklayer who bought a share in a gym with the money he brought down from the tower cranes of São Paulo; Ander the dead this eight years gone, cut down up in the favela; Denil the builder of fine planes for mighty Embraer; Mil the soldier boy in a violent and foreign land, remembered every night in Dona Hortense's Book of Weeping that no high-velocity round might seek out his blue beret; Ger the aspirant malandro if he could do a decent day's work; and Ed the man of business and affairs and talent management and many faces who would one day buy this lanchonete, turn it into an empire, and retire to his place by the ocean to watch the sun rise out of the sea. The Brothers Oliveira: on festivals and public holidays the house was so full of testosterone that Dona Hortense would send them all out into the street to play soccer; anything to work off the male aggression. Fia had applauded but turned away his question about her family. Edson supposes there's only so much you can say when you are a secret quantumista.


  Now they've been out together ten times and she's taking him to Our Lady of Trash to buy a pair of shoes and telling him finally about her family.


  "And my dad runs a stable of accountancy ware, but what he really likes best are the pieces he writes for this cheesy New Age feed in Brasilia. He's got this idea of fusing Mahayana Buddhism with umbanda Paulistana—as if Brazil doesn't have enough religions already. My kid brother Yoshi is on a gap-year—he's surfing his way around the world. All the girls think he's fantastic. And I grew up in a little house with black balconies and red roof in Liberdade like six generation of Kishidas before me. We had a swimming pool and I had dolls and a pink bike with candy-stripe ribbons on the hanndlebars. See? I told you it was boring."


  "Do they know what you do?" Edson asks as Fia hauls him by the hand through the temporary alleys between trucks and buses.


  "I tell them I'm freelancing. It's not a lie. I don't like to lie to them." Edson knows the date is a test. Our Lady of Trash rules a landscape of superstition and street legend. Whispers of night visions; strange juxtaposiitions of this city with other, illusory landscapes; angels, visitations, UFOs, ghosts, orixás. Some, they say, have received strange great gifts: the power of prophecy, the talent to discern truth, the ability to work the weather. Some have been lost entirely, wandering away and never returning to their homes and families, though relatives may sometimes glimpse them among the trash towers, close yet far away, as if trapped in a maze of mirrors. It changes you, they say. You see farther; you see things as they really are. Edson's damned if he's going to let Todos os Santos scare him. But it surely is a place to move with confidence and smarts, and so he has dressed for authority and jeito in a white suit and ruffle-fronted shirt. Fia's shopping outfit consists of slinky boots, goldie-looking shorts with button-down pockets, calf-length shimmer coat, and Habbajabba bag.


  "Hey!"


  Edson almost dislocates her shoulder as he yanks her to a stop. She turns, cartoon eyes wide, to open her hot little temper on him and sees the garbage truck sway to a stop blasting all fifteen horns at her. The driver crosses himself. Trucks pile up behind him, a garbage jam. There is one direct road into the heart of Todos os Santos, and it belongs to the huge municipal caminhaos da lixo, laboring through dust and biodiesel reek. Their multiple wheel sets deeply rut the red dirt road; under rain it rurns to mud and the trucks lumber and lurch axle-deep, like dinosaurs. The track leads to the only completed onnramp of the unfinished intersection; from it they wend higher, like some kid's Hot Wheel toy-car set, up the curving roadways until they reach the edge of the drop, reverse, lights flashing and warnings yelling, to evacuate their belllies onto the ever-growing trash mountain of Todos os Santos.


  "Saved your life," says Edson. Fia holds his eyes for three seconds. That's enough to signal a kiss. But Edson hesitates. The moment is lost. She lets slip his hand and heads up into the second circle. This is the district of the ware shops, the copywrong vendors, the black pharmers. Your child has tubercuulosis, flu, malaria? HIV? Here's a pill for your ill, at noncorporation prices. You can't get yourself up in the morning, your husband just wants to sit and watch telenovelas all day, your children won't go to school and are eating the walls? We can give you something for that. It's been how long since you last had an erection? Oh my man, I feel for you. Here. And it will make you come buckets. You really like this track this movie this installment of BangBang! or A World Somewhere but you can't keep up the rental payments and don't want to lose it at the end of the month? We strip it, you keep it. Entertainnment is for life not for hire. You want, you need, the futebol feeds but you can't afford the payments? We have a chip for every need. You are a man of debts, mistresses, crimes; seguranças police priests lawyers lovers wives after you? Here are eyes, here are fingerprints, here are names and faces and alibis and doppelgängers and ghosts and people who never lived. We can wash you purer than the crentes' Jesus. And among them, a spray-bombed pink door to a tottering upstairs office and a hand-rollered pichacão sign slung on a selfadhesive peg: Atom Shop Is Open.


  


  


  It wasn't always sex and spandex. Today Mr. Peach was making Edson a mogueca. You need feedingup, Sextinho; you don't look after yourself. Wasting away like a love-struck fool. Superhero costumes were hung up in the Bat-wardrobe. Mr. Peach was dressed now in dreadful shorts and a beach shirt. Edson in his sharp-creased whites said, "I still can't believe you knew her at São Paulo U." Onions slid into the pan with a hiss. It was an old family recipe, a slave dish from the coffee estate days. Captains and masters were the Alvarangas, but they faded and failed until only one remains of the name. Edson has an enduring fantasy that Mr. Peach makes him son and heir of fazenda Alvaranga.


  "Why so surprised? It's a big multiverse and a small world, even smaller in quantum computing. I was an adviser on her doctoral dissertation in computational and information physics. Her thesis was that all mind is a multiversal quantum computer and therefore a fundamental element of reality, and also linked across universes by quantum entanglement. I always enjoyed sessions with her; she was one of my top students. Scarily bright. We'd argue the toss—she had a foul temper. Great arguer. Have you discovered that yet?


  Her theory was that the multiverse is a massively multiply parallel quantum computer and therefore a mindlike state. I'd argue that was metaphysics at best, religion at worst: whatever way you looked at it you ended up back at the strong anthropic principle, and that's another word for solipsism. There's nothing special about us. Given enough universes, something like us is bound to occur, many times over." A rich tang of garlic, then the astringent perfume of peppers.


  "I'm not surprised she's working with the quantumeiros—I couldn't see anything in academia or even research giving her that adrenaline rush, but I can't say I'm delighted." Crayfish now, fresh from the pond-farm up on the hill under the wind turbines. The power farms with their rotors and golden fields of rape crept down on the Fazenda Alvaranga while the housing projects crept up; street by overbright street and Mr. Peach gave his heritage away to Edson table-lamp by painting by vase. It is as if he wants the Alvarangas to be gone, wants to disappear completely. Mr. Peach slides a serving straight from the pan onto a plate; drops a little chopped coriander on top, green on yellow. A patriotic dish.


  "But the real question is: have you fucked her yet?"


  "I thought we'd agreed that we could see whoever we liked, that it didn't matter." Knowing that Mr. Peach had a wide circle of friends straight and gay, none of whom he would ever dress up in Lycra and cape.


  "It doesn't matter until it's one of my ex-students."


  Edson had been uncomfortable with Mr. Peach's former relationship with Fia since the Captain Superb/Miracle Boy session. They had been through Captain Truth/Domino Boy, Bondage Man/Pony-Lad and Lord Lycra/ Spandex Kid, and Edson still feels as if he is sharing her.


  "Well, she may be super-bright, but I bet you didn't know she watches A World Somewhere . Addicted to the thing. She'll download it and we could be having a beer or eating something or even at a club and if she doesn't like the music, I'll see her watching it on her I-shades."


  "She always was like that."


  Edson pushed his plate away from him.


  "I'm nor hungry."


  "Yes you are. You're always hungry. Does your mother not feed you?"


  "My mother loves me. You don't talk about my mother like that." They're having a fight over a woman. Edson can't believe it. They're letting a girl come between them. And Mr. Peach has taught Edson much more than postcoital physics. He has educated him in other disciplines: shaving and how to buy and drink wine and shake cocktails; dressing for style not fashion; ten ways to knot a tie; etiquette and how to talk to people to make them appreciate and remember you and call you back and what women expect and like and what men like and expect and how to be respectful but still get your own way in a hierarchical society.


  Once when he was very small, a man hung around outside the house and Edson asked Dona Hortense if he was his father. Why bless the child, no. The days when men would come round to play cards and drink were gone, but Edson remembers the heat of that embarrassment in his cheeks. Edson glances over at Mr. Peach, the tanned skin, the wiry gray hair sprouting from his shirt collar, the thin legs rattling in the baggy shorts. You are the father I never knew, the father I suck off.


  "Just eat it," says Mr. Peach. "For me. I like making you things." Edson suspects that Mr. Peach may not have set the worlds of quantum physics ablaze, but in one area he excels. He's a great cook of old slave food.


  


  In Atom Shop Edson hunts for kissable moments. As she brushes between him and the big 3-D polymer printers, as she leans over to squirt the design from her I-shades into the renderer, as he bends with her to study the holoographic image of the noo shooz on the screen. A touch, a whisper, the scent of her perfume and honey-sweat and fabric conditioner but never contact.


  "Good bag," says the girl on the reception, who has eyes the size of mangoes and a cloud-catching look from the fumes. The place smells strongly of plastics, like glue-sniffers' paradise. "This original?" Fia hands it to her. She holds it up to the light, turns it this way that way, squinting, peering. Atom Shop prints print necklaces, hats, earrings, formal masks, body armor, watches, costume shades, I-clothing, anything you can weave from smart polymers. Topmarque handbags. "Looks like it. We couldn't print at that resolution."


  "I know," says Fia clutching her bag back to her. "But you can do me these shoes." She touches her I-shades and loads the pattern onto Atom Shop's house system. Edson does not doubt it's stolen. Bad thing to get shot for; copywrong violation on a pair of top-marque shoes. The girl loads up the cartridges, closes the transparent cover. Lights blink on, mostly yellow. The print heads rear like striking snakes, then bend to their furious business, mollecule by molecule, millimeter by millimeter, building the soles and heel-tips of a pair of Manolo slingbacks.


  It will take about an hour for the shoes to print, so Fia leads Edson up into the third circle of Todos os Santos, the circle of the vendors. Recycled reconditioned reengineered reimagined are the straplines here. Car parts, washing machine engines, lathes taps and dies, entertainment equipment, jerry-built white goods, custom mopeds, domestic and civil robots, surveilllance systems, computers and memory, I-shades and guns—all constructed from the flow of parts that comes down the spiral from the next circle in, the circle of the dismantlers.


  Circuit boards cook on coal griddles, release their lead solder like fat from pig-meat. Mercury baths grab gold from plated plugs and sockets. Homemade stills vaporize the liquid metal, depositing the heavy treasure. Two boys stir a stream of sand-sized processors into a plastic vat of reagent, dissolving the carbon nanotubes from their matrix. Two eight-year-olds sittting cross-legged on a soy bean sack test plastic from the heap beside them by heating it over a cigarette lighter and sniffing the fumes. Younger children rush handcarts of e-junk down from the central dump. This is the circle of the slaves, sold into debt indenture by parents crushed by 5,000 percent interest. The drones pause only to pick and scratch at their skins. The loudest sound is coughing. Wrecked neurology and heavy metal poisoning are endemic. Few here are our of teenage; few live so long. Those who make it do so with ruined health. Edson chokes on a waft of acid. All around him is a sense of heat, a sense of defilement. The air is sick with fumes. He folds a handkerchief over his mouth. Fia marches blithely ahead, untouched, untouchable, stepping over the rivulets of diseased cadmium yellow; toward the heart of Todos os Santos. Edson did not think it was just shoes that brought her here. Supply-side economics built Nossa Senhora da Lixao from a tiny chip. The shady, dry understory of the interchange had been a fine place to set up businesses processing e-waste; out of the way and unseen. In those days the catadores pushed their handcarts ten kays along the highway verges to the old municipal dump at São Bernardo do Campo. The first driver to take a jeitinho to drop his load at the unfinished intersection had started the slow glacier of trash that over twenty years of accumulation made Todos os Santos the premier midden of the Southern Hemisphere. The population of a small town scavenges the slopes of the tech-trash mountain. By night it is extravagantly beautiful as twenty thousand torches and oil-lanterns bob and play across the ridges and valleys. Todos os Santos is big enough to have a geography: the Forest of Fake Plastic Trees, where wet ripped bags hang like Spanish moss from every spar and protrusion. The Vale of Swarf, where the metal industries dump their coils and spirals of lathe trim. The Ridge of Lost Refrigerators, where kids with disinfectant-soaked handkerchiefs over their faces siphon off CFCs into empty plastic Coke bottles slung like bandoliers around their shoulders. Above them, the peaks: Mount Microsoft and the Apple Hills; unsteady ziggurats of processor cubes and interfacers. Pickers crack them open with hammers and pry bars and deftly unscrew the components. A truck disgorges a load of terminally last-season I-shades, falling like dying bats. The catadores rush over the slippery, treacherous garbage. The fermenting trash raises the ambient air temperature three degrees. Evaporating moisture and volatiles linger in the peculiar dead spot in the wind patterns caused by the interchange: Our Lady of Trash is a true urban jungle: steamy, poisonous, diseased, wet. The scavengers wear plastic fertilizer sacks as rain capes as they work their way over the steaming rubbish in a perpetual warm drizzle, extricating a circuit board here, a washing machine motor there, and throwing them into the baskets on their backs. Their children—second generation catadores—are the sorters and runners, grading the emptied baskets by type and then running them down on handcarts to Circle Three.


  Among the dashing barrows, Fia stops, turns, lays a hand on Edson's chest.


  "I've got to go on now."


  Edson walks into her hand. "What?" He sounds dumb. That is bad. "Ed, you know there's our stuff, and then there's my stuff. This is my stuff. I'll meet you back at Atom Shop." A dozen protests occur to Edson. He keeps them: the best sound clinging. The worst are whining.


  "Toys for me," Fia says. She takes Edson's face in her hands, kisses him hard, full on the mouth, with tongue and saliva. But he's still not going to let her see him walk away, so he hangs back as she picks her way up the trash-scree in her impractical boots, coat hood pulled up against the sour drizzle, climbing up into the Quantum Valley.


  Every guy thinks he wants a Mystery Girl, but what men really want is all the bases covered and no gaps in the record. Mr. Peach has one end of the story of Fia Kishida, Edson the other, but the two halves don't match. There is too much unexplained between her walking out of São Paulo U and turning up in the back of a Cook/Chill Meal Solutions trailer. Edson's done some discreet research—he is an insatiable busybody. Cook/Chill Meal Soluutions Company is a brand name legally registered with the Department of Trade. His intuition was right; it's all owned by Metal Guy, Floyd. He made a fist of money with Preto and Morte -Metal, sourcing those little pre-and post-gig peccadilloes that Black/Death Metal bands demand, like crack cocaine, cheerleaders, American whiskey, lapsed nuns, live goats, automatic weapons and light mortars, Chinese girls in latex, and applications to be contestants on TakeOut the Trash . He invested his money and tips in a little business venture: Cook/Chill Meal Solutions. The driver is Aristides, ex of the Goias-São Paulo alco-tanker run. The bicha who runs cover twelve layers deep reinforced by a strategy of spread-bribery is Titifreak. And Fia to operate the array of four reconditioned quantum cores, hacking NP compuutations. Edson's problem, and the reason he waits until she is out of sight before following her path toward a steaming ridge of LCD screens, is that if he can find that out in six discreet inquiries, who else has?


  It is inevitable as death that Q-waste should find its way to the great gehenna of Todos os Santos. It is the weirdness leaking like CFCs from so much quantum technology piled in one place that gives Nossa Senhora de Lixao her myths and legends. Quantum technology is licensed; use is governnmentmonitored, and stern controls are in place over manufacture and dissposal. But trash has its own morality and gravity. One plastic casing is very much like another; get it out of here, we're filling up with this stuff, send it south. Once a few months the catadores will unearth an operational Q-array. On those holy days word flashes across the city like lightning, like scandal. Tenders come in from as far as Rio, Belo Horizonte, Curitiba. Fia is here to inspect a fresh lot.


  A turn-up on Edson's white flares tears on a jagged edge. Almost he curses, but to swear is undignified. The basket-people in ragged shorts and flip-flops ignore him. Edson squats low up just beneath the skyline, peeps between shattered angular plastic frames. Down in the valley Fia talks with the two males who summoned her at the gafieira. A bulky cylinder stands on an upturned crate between them. Fia crouches, examining the cylinder with her I-shades, turning her head quizzical as a parrot. Slightly behind them is a figure Edson does not recognize, a tall chisel-featured man with his hair scraped back into a greasy ponytail. Incongruously, he is dressed as a priest. These quantumeiros do all the geek looks. He says something Edson cannot hear, but Fia looks up and shakes her head. The man speaks again; again Fia shakes her head: no. She looks frightened now. As Edson stands up he feels a whisper across his back. His jacket falls forward around him. Its two severed halves slide down his arms to flop over his hands. He stares, dumb, miraclestruck, then turns.


  Bicha-boy Titifreak does a martial-arts thing, drawing a pattern of glowing blue in the air with the Q-blade. He holds it still, perfectly horiizontal. He looks at Edson under his floppy fringe, over the blade, then snaps it down to its magnetic sheath. The air smells wounded, ozonic.


  "You favelados really don't have any manners, do you?"


  Edson shifts on his feet, surly, stupid stupid stupid with his disfigured white leather jacket hanging around him.


  "She told you not to go but you just had to, didn't you? Look, there's nothing special about you. There's been dozens before you. She likes boys of a certain type, but she is out of your class. It doesn't mean anything. Did you think it did? This is business and you can't even begin to imagine what we're doing here and, frankly, ignorance is bliss. Really. Look, you think they give these away in packets of Ruffles?" He flips back his jacket to reveal the blade. "So you're going now. And you're not going to come back. Leave her alone. You are Sorocaba playing against São Paulo. You won't see her again. Go on. Go; I will cut you."


  Edson's face is hot with rage, and humiliation sings in his ears. He shrugs off the halves of his jacket. Whatever is in the pockets can stay. He will not bow to pick them up.


  "Bicha!" he shouts as he tries to maintain dignity descending the treacherous scree of tech-trash. The knifeman shrugs.


  "Give my head peace, favelado."


  


  


  


  On the third day Gerson comes to his kid brother, sixth son of a sixth son, and stands over him, rocking and raging in the hammock beside his office. His calls have fallen into dead air. It's that puta of a bicha blocking him, he's sure of that. Three days, stomping round the house; kicking over Dona Horttense's little piles of farofa and cubes of cake offered to the Lady; getting nothing done; earning no money.


  "You're in my light."


  "You know, if you were half the man you claimed you were, you'd be right over there, Q-blade or no Q-blade."


  And Edson thinks, He's right. And Fuck it luck it luck it. And It's a sorry state when Gerson is right


  . Thirty minutes later, the green-and-yellow scrambler bursts our of the alley behind Dona Hortense's. But they're not Edson's sweet thighs straddling it. They're Efrim's; in a short silvery strappy dress like the one Fia wore at the gafieira (not that Efrim would admit playing copycat) soft suede calf boots in pink, and his beautiful big Afro. One final layer of costume: he swapped identities with Petty Cash, his most trusted alibi.


  Edson bumps over the debris-strewn approach to the decaying mall where the quantumeiros have parked up the truck. He rounds the collapsed delivery bay. Mothers and kids, escaped debt slaves, a life lower than even the favela, follow him with their eyes. Edson would not leave an empty Coke can there, but the quanrumeiros' spooky reputation keeps the street kids away. The vast parking lot is empty. Efrim touches one pink suede boot to the blacktop, spins the bike, accelerates across the weed-strewn parking lot to the highway.


  The tail is back to three kilometers, says the traffic report on his Chilllibeans, but Efrim slips up the side of the convoy of food trucks up from Santos. He can see the top of the truck over the cars and gridlocked executivo coaches. The roof slants at an odd angle. The police have traffic cones out and are trying to wave vehicles into one lane. There are three cruisers, one ambulance, and a lot of rotating orange lights. Two camera drones circle overhead. Now sick with dread, Efrim duck-waddles the Yam up between the grinding cars. No one will notice another rubber-necker among all the passsengers craning out their windows.


  The truck lists as if capsized by a sudden melting of the road. The line of the cut starts just above the fender and slices perfectly through cab, engine, and coupling. The driver's side front wheel has a neat spiral of glittering swarf sheared off from it. Efrim knows that if you were to touch that bright metal, it would cut you quicker than any razor. Sharp down to the quantum level. The slash runs the length of the trailer, makes the same strange spiral pattern on the rear wheels before exiting at the rear. The sheared-away material lies some hundred meters down the highway. Oils and hydraulic fluids spread from severed lines.


  It would have been like this, Efrim thinks as he paddles his scrambler bike past the wreckage of Cook/Chill Meal Solutions. He would have waited on the verge, like a hitcher. Aristide would have given him the horns: You're too close to the road, fool. But he needed to be close; he needed to be at fingertip reach. All he would have to do was flick out the Q-blade and let the truck drive straight down his cut. The pattern of the wheels would be a turning tire intersecting a moving line of incision. A miracle the driver kept it upright. A clean circle is cut into the side of the trailer. Analyze, script it, play it. Stops it being real. Stops the dreading. Makes that lingering glance at the figure under the plastic sheet just curiosity. Those are not hydraulic fluids. The roadway is black with flies.


  There are black vulltures overhead. Sticking out from the sheet, a hand, palm upturned, imploring the Angels of Perpetual Surveillance. Shirt cuff, silver links, ten centimeters of good jacket. That would be enough to identify Titifreak, let alone the broken blade, severed almost to a stump. He fought, then. No point looking for the rest of the blade. It's on its way down to the center of the Earth.



  "Hey, what are you staring at?"


  Caught. Efrim throws his hands up in dismay. The cop fixes him with her mirrored visor.


  "Go on, get out of here before I lift you for obstructing a police investigation."


  "Yes yes yes," Efrim mumbles, ducking his head. For he was staring. Staring at the paramedics in their green and hi-visibility yellow lifting a stretcher into the back of the ambulance. On that stretcher, a body under plastic, but the sheet is too short and the body's feet stick out, feet flopping away from each other; feet in shoes. Efrim recognizes the soles of those shoes. The last time he saw them was in a Todos os Santos print-shop, being woven layer upon layer from smart plastic.


  


  AUGUST 22-28, 1732


  


  


  Fé em Deus


  Rio Amazonas: above Pauxi Fort


  


  My dear Heloise,


  


  Finally, my dear sister, finally, I sail the calm waters of the great Amazon and I find myself in the realm of the mythological. The island of Marajó, which in former times was the habitation of many advanced Indian tribes, is the size of Brittany and Normandy together yet lies easily in the mouth of the river. A flow equal to that of every river in Europe passes out of the river every day. The water, so our Captain Acunha tells us, is sweet up to seventy leagues out to sea. Yet the Amazon drops only fifty toises over its entire length, and its flow is so gentle it may take a leaf a month to drift from the rank, miasmic foothills of the Peruvian Andes to pass beneath the hull of our Fé em Deus . While I languished in Belém at the governor-general's pleasure, not a day passed that I did not see La Condamine and his expedition descending upon the coast in a cloud of sail. But now our vessel beats upstream under the command of her master Acunha, a river trader of surly and aloof disposition, yet I was assured at Belém do Pará that there was none more experienced in the ever-treacherous seasonal patterns of shoals and banks that form and shift in this great stream. What with the manioc and beans, powder and shot required to equip an expedition into the high Amazon—I am assured I can find bearers, guides, and crew in plenty at São José Tarumás—let alone the many cases of scientific equipment, Captain Acunha mutters about the loading of his barque. But we make excellent haste: we have already put the narrows at the Fort of the Pauxis behind us; São José Tarumás lies before us. This far inland from coastal influences the winds are too light and variable and the river too excessively braided to allow us to raise sail, so it is by the power of human muscle we ascend the mighty Amazon, bent to oars, a true classical slave-galley.


  Slavery is an alien state to me; those few I have seen in Paris are novelties: as a society we practice the subtler oppressions of seigneury. God forfend that this plague of draft animals should cross to France!


  Not a day passes that we are not passed by flotillas of tethered rafts laden to the waterline with bound slaves: men, women, children, all red, all naked as innocent Adam and Eve. This is a monstrous traffic. The prices at Belém do Pará are insultingly low; the Indian has not our resistance to diseases, and life on the engenhos is so hard and dispiriting few see more than five years—few desire more than five years. This economy serves the senhores de engenhos well: a slave pays for himself in two cruelly hard sugar harvests; everything after that is profit. In five years the owner has returned double on his investment, so there is no incentive not to work them to death. I am told many Indians simply put an end to themselves rather than face such an existence. Yet the supply of red flesh up the great river is seemingly as endless as its flow of waters: whole nations are being "descended," as the euphemism runs here. What may I tell you of my traveling companion? For a start, he is more chaperone than traveling companion: I am in no doubt whatsoever that his advent alone secured my permission to travel upriver, the usefulness of my researches to the mercantile Portuguese being balanced against their sensitivities at being tenuous owners of a vast, largely unmapped, and almost wholly undefended territory that our kingdom has historically viewed with envy. No matter, it is the least of incivilities; indeed, it is almost a flattery that they consider me so important a spy that they have placed me under the watchfullness of as extraordinary a man as Father Quinn, SJ.


  You know well my scant regard for the religious, but every so often one meets a member in holy orders of such force of personality, such qualities and charisms that one is forced to speculate, what could possibly have moved this man to take his vows? Luis Quinn is surely one of these. Of an Old Catholic family dispossessed of its lands and forced into the port trade by the accesssion of the House of Orange, he is a great bear of a man—Irish, a race of lumbering, uncouth giants much given to brooding and the taking of slights and offenses—yet in the Ver-o-Peso, when we fought in mock duel, he moved with a grace, an energy and economy that I have never seen in any of his compatriots, and also an unregenerate ferocity that leads me to speculate what may have led him to his vow and habit. He is an intelligent man. I have never met a Jesuit who was not at worst a pleasant conversationalist, at best a fine intellectual spar. Languages I have always found peculiarly broadeningtro the mind: to speak is to think; language is culture. Father Quinn speaks his native Irish in two dialects, the western and the northern; Latin and Greek of course; English; Spanish; French; Portuguese; Italian; can get by in Moroccan Arabic and claims to have taught himself the Tupi lingua geral, which is more commonly spoken than Portuguese on these waters, on the crossing from Lisbon. How that rowdy family of voices must shape the interior of a man's skull is a fine speculation.


  Last night, in the long and tedious dark that falls so early and swift in these latitudes, I showed him the working model of the Governing Engine. I demonstrated how the chain of cards fed from the hopper and thus governed the lifting patterns of the weft harnesses in the loom. "Thus the most commplicated of brocades can be simply rendered as a series of holes or solids in the card: mathematically, substance or absence, ones or nulls. In a sense, an entire weave of cloth can be reduced to a single chain of figures: ones and zeroes." He handled the device and toyed intelligently with the wooden mechanism, observing how the pegs on the riser-heads fell into the holes and held the weft down, while the solid card pressed down on those same pins and caused the harnesses to rise.


  "I can see how it might be possible to use such a set of cards to playa program in a musical automaton," he said perspicaciously. "It is a much more flexible system than the pins on musical boxes; one mechanism could play any piece that could be rendered in holes and solids—ones and nulls, as you suggest. One of those new-fashioned fortepianos would be an ideal instrument, being not so far from a loom in its construction. A loom of music, one might say."


  I speculated then of other tasks that might benefit from the automotivation of the Governing Engine: arithmetical calculation was easily simplified, and Jean-Baptiste, whose touch of genius the punched card was, developed a number of card-sets that could perform mathematical computations as complex as factorization and deriving square roots, notoriously cumbersome and time-consuming.


  "I must confess that this thought fills me with intellectual excitement," I said to Quinn as we stood by Fé


  em Deus 's stern rail, taking what cool the evening offered. "If such straightforward arithmetic computations can be reduced to a string of ones and nulls, might not all mathematics be ultimately reducible to the same basic code? The great Newton's laws of motion, his rules for the gravitational forces that order the physical universe, these too may be simply reduced to ones and zeroes, something and nothing. Might this simple machine—given a sufficiently large stack of properly coded cards—be capable of rendering the entire universe itself? A universal governor?" I shall not soon forget his reply: "Your words come close to blasphemy there, friend." To him, I was reducing the vast created order, and everything in it, to something even less than Newton's dumb mechanism, to a mere string of somethings and nothings. That Earth and the heavens could be governed, in effect, ex nihilo —by nulls, by the absence of God-was not lost on this acute man. He said,


  "Mathematics is the product of the mind, not the mind of mathematics, and all creations of the perfection of God."


  I should have understood that he was offering me a space in which to pause, even to withdraw from what he saw as the logical and, to him, heretical consequences of my speculation. Bur the wide vistas of mental abstraction have always called me on, to run like a horse turned loose after years at the mill; or perhaps the mad, dying horses of Brazil? I asked him to consider the auto-motive fortepiano: the same mechanism that turned digits on the cards into notes could be reversed, encoding the strokes of the keys into marks on a card, to be punched into holes. Thus we could obtain an exact record of a player's performance at that moment and no other; in effect, the very thoughts and intents of Mr. Handel or Father Vivaldi preserved forever. This record could be copied many times, as a book is printed, a permanent memory of a performance, not subject to the frailties and imaginings of human memory. A model of part of mind: I surmised that within a very few years of the Governing Engine's general acceptance into the world of industry, ways would be found to record and code other aspects of the human mind.


  "Then thank God that our souls are more than mere numbers," Quinn said. He hefted the Governing Engine and for an instant I feared he might fling it into the river. He set it down on the deck as he might a colicky child. "A model of a model of a mind. Your engine, M. Falcon, will make slaves of us all." And so it is that human intelligence is the slave of doctrine, shackled and sold as utterly as any of the wretches that drift past us on those waterlogged slave rafts. The divine is invoked and there can be no more argument. Damnable Jesuit condescension! The arrogance of his assumption to possess all truth,that no debate need be entered into for I could only be correct insofar as I concurred with his doctrine. We spoke no more that night: we retired to our hammocks, he to banish the mosquitoes with the fumes of the powerful cigars he favors, I to rage and draw up arguments and counterblasts, exposing follies and inanities. It will be fruitless; truth is not ours to discover; it is what is revealed. It angers me to see a man of such gifts and intellectual grasp reduced to the state of child by the dogma of his order. God keep you and save you, my dear sister, and my affections to JeannPhillipe and little Bastien, Anette, and Joséph—he must be quite the pup now! Surely Jean-Baptiste must by now have returned to France and is making a recovery from his bloody flux; convey my warmest brotherly affections. Beyond São José Tarumás there will be few, if any, opportunities for communication, so this may be the last letter you receive from me until I complete my experiment. If you should see Marie-Jeanne, the simple imparting of these words would give her comfort and certainty while we are necessarily parted: My mind is made up,I am decided: yes, I shall, yes. With all my heart.


  With loving affection


  Your brother


  Robert.


  


  


  Luis Quinn made his first exercise at dawn. The Fé em Deus lay anchored to a cable from the northern bank, a guard against escape though the slaves slept chained to their oars. Rags of mist coiled across the water and clung to the trees that crowded down to the cracked, muddy strand. The river was an ocean, its farther bank invisible through the vapors stirred from its deep-secreted heat. Sound hung close to the surface, pressed low by the layers of warm and cool air; it seemed to come from all sides at once, from immense distances. Luis Quinn found himself holding his breath, holding every creak of joint and pulse of blood still to unpick the weave of voices channeled along the river. The pagan roar of howler monkeys—they no longer terrified him as they had that second night out from Belém when they seemed the infernal host of Babylon—the frogs, the insects, the whoop and scrape of the morning birds, but beyond them ... splashing? Oars? He strained to hear, but an eddy in the flow of heat and cool swept the faint noise back into the general chorus. Suddenly all other senses were overwhelmed by the smell of deep water, cool and sacred. A joy so intense it was pain made Luis Quinn reach for the rail. He could feel the river run, the world turn beneath him. He was infinitesimal, embedded in glory and unknowing, like a nut in its thick casing on the branch of a great tree. Quinn turned his face to the pearl-gray hidden sun; then pressed his hand to his heart. Sin to worship the creation before the creator. And yet ... He set his leatherbound book on the rail, undid its lacing, opened the handwritten pages. A joy, a fire of another kind, his painstaking translation of the Spiritual Exercises into Irish. The Second Week. Fourth Day. A Meditation on the Two Standards. Loyola, that subtle soldier: the untranslatable pun.


  "A glorious morning indeed, Father."


  The violent loudness of the voice as Quinn prepared to descend into quiet was like a blow. He lurched against the creaking, unsound rail.


  "Forgive me, Father, I did not mean to alarm you."


  Falcon stood at the aft of the ship half-shadowed by the awning. He too balanced an open book on the rail, a soft suede-bound sketchbook in which he drew with charcoal.


  "Our superior general prescribes dawn as the best time for meditation."


  "Your superior general is right. What is today's subject?"


  "The Two Standards, of Christ and of Lucifer." At many junctions and embarkations in his life Luis Quinn had returned to the disciplines of the Spiritual Exercises. The packet from Coimbra to Lisbon had been brusque business, he no more than freight. The calm-bound crossing to Salvador was for prepararion, for the lingua geral and the writings of the great explorers and missionaries. The slow crawl up the coast to Belém do Pará had been the opporrunity to study his follow traveler and subject—this small, fierce man of strangely juxtaposed convictions and doubts and swift, ill-concealed humors. But the river, that province of time as much as distance, unchanging and never the same from breath to breath, was the true embarkation to the celebration of discipline. "We are commanded to envision a vast plain about Jerusalem, and mustered upon it around his banner the armies of our Lord; and in the same work of the mind's eye that other vast plain around Babylon, where around the banner of the deceiver are gathered the forces of Lucifer."


  "How do you imagine it, the standard of Lucifer?" Fé em Deus was waking; the movements of the crew sending luxurious ripples across the glassy water.


  "Golden of course, like a bird, a proud bird of prey with feathers of flame and diamonds for eyes. He was a Lord of Light, Lucifer. Quite quite beautiful and so skillfully made that the diamond eye enchants and seduces everyone who sees it so they think, Yes, yes, I see myself reflected there and I am good. Excellently good. Who would be drawn to it if it did not mirror their vanities and answer their hopes?" Falcon gave his whole weight to the rail and looked out into the morning, where bands of blue were appearing as the higher mists evaporated. "You have a great gift for visualization, Father. I find that I must augment my memory with material aids." Quinn glanced at the doctor's book. The double-page was covered in a drawing of the visible shore, the line of the trees, the taller tops rising above the general canopy, the jumble of high birds' nests, the zones of the strand: the scrub vegetation—a writhe of black denoted the jacaré in the lee of the bleached fallen branch—the edge-grasses and the cracking reach of the exposed muds and silts. Captain Acunha never tired of saying he had never seen the river so low. The whole was annotated with comments and footnotes in a strange cursive.


  "I have no hand for the drawing," Luis Quinn said. "Your writing is unfamiliar to me. Might I ask what language?"


  "A code of my own devising," Falcon said. "It's not unknown for scientists to need to keep their notes and observations secure. Ours is a jealous profession."


  "Some might see it as the work of a spy."


  "Would a spy show you that he writes in code? Look! Oh look!" Quinn's attention darted to where the doctor pointed, leaning intently over the rail. Yes , he had been about to say, if that spy thought thatthose notebooks would be found later, by stealth or theft.


  A mound in the water, a wheezing spray of mist broke the surface and vanished into spreading ripples. A moment later a second apparition surfaced and submerged in a soft rain of exhalation. The two circles of ripples met and clashed, reinforcing, canceling each other out. Falcon dashed, flapping coattails and loosely bound sheaves of paper, along the narrow gunwale to the bowsprit, where he clung, keenly scanning the misty water through his peculiar spectacles. "There! There!" The two humps arced through the water as one a short distance ahead of the ship, blowing out their lungs in a gasp of stale air. "How marvelous, did you see, Quinn, did you see? The beak, a proonounced narrow protrusion, almost a narwhal spear." He dashed excitedly with his coals on the paper, never taking his eyes off the close, hazed horizon. "The boto—the Amazonian river dolphin. I have read . . . Did you see the color? Pink, quite pink. The boto: extraordinary and I think unclassified. To catch one, that would be an achievement indeed: to have the classification Cetacea Odontoceti falconensis . I wonder if the captain, the crew, even my own staff might obtain one for taxonomic purposes? My own cetacean . . . " But Luis Quinn stared still into the pearl opacity that hung across the river. A plane of shadow, a geometry, moving out in the mist upstream of Fé em Deus , glimpsed and then lost again. There. There!


  His flesh shivered in superstitious dread as the dark mass resolved in the mist, like a door opening onto night, and behind it, another rectangle of lesser grayness. What uncanny river-phantasm was this? Silent, uterly silent, without a ripple, floating over water not on it. Luis Quinn opened his mouth to cry out in the same instant the lookout yelled a warning. Captain Acunha on the stern deck whipped glass to eye. Quinn saw his unmagnified eye widen.


  "Sweeps! Sweeps!" Acunha roared as the house appeared out of the ripppling mist. The coxswain and his mates lashed still-drowsing oarsmen awake with knouts as the floating house spun ponderously on its pontoon and drifted past within a biscuit-toss of the Fé em Deus . Behind it was the second object Quinn had glimpsed: another pontoon house, and behind it, appearing out of the fog, a whole village upon the waters, turning slowly on the deep, powerful currents of the stream.


  "Larboard sweeps!" Captain Acunha shouted, running along the central decking with a landing hook to the station where the two benches of chained rowers craned over their shoulders to find a roofless wooden house bearing down on them at ramming speed, corner-forward. "On my word fend off. Anyone of those putas could sink us. Cleverly now, cleverly ... Now!" The sweep slaves had pushed their oars as far forward as they could, and on their captain's command hauled back, making gentle, oblique contact with the side of the house pontoon, forcing it slowly, massively, ponderously away from the side of the ship. The captain thrust away with the landing pike, fighting for leverage, his whole weight behind the spike, face trembling with effort. Forward oars passed the runaway house to aft oars; clenched muscles shone wet in the mist. The house grazed past Fé em Deus 's stern by a lick of paint and vanished through the downstream horizon.


  From the forward deck Luis Quinn watched the houses sail past. A village afloat—a village cast adrift. The latter houses, many of them caught together in duets and trinities by tricks of the current, showed signs of burning: few had roofs; some were charred to the very waterline, stumps and sticks of blackened wood, like shattered teeth. Twenty, thirty, fifty. Six times the sweepers fended off a castaway house, once at the price of a third the larboard side's oars. Not a village. A town. A deserted town, abandoned, slaughtered, taken.


  "Hello the village!" Luis Quinn thundered, his deep sea-formed voice carrying across the smooth, unruffled water. And in the lingua geral. "The village, ho there!" No answering hail, no word, not even the bark of a dog or the grunt of a pig. Then a house, burned down almost to waterline, turned in the stream and through the gaping door Quinn saw a dark object, and a pale hand lift. "There's someone there!" he thundered. "There is one yet alive!"


  "Raise anchors!" Acunha shouted. Windlass catchpawls rattled over capstans. The anchors rose from the water, gray and slimy with river silt. "Sweeps! Starboard side. On my command." The drum beat; the oars rose and dipped; Fé em Deus turned on the steel waters. "All pull." The slaves strained to their oars. Fé em Deus dashed forward, gaining on the house that Quinn had seen. Acunha deftly commanded his sweeps to negotiate the boat through the drifting, rurning pontoons.


  "Again lads, let's have you."


  A final effort and Fé em Deus drew alongside. Quinn strained to see; a figure was visible lying on the floor of what, by the fallen statues and charred altar, must have been a church. Acunha's scouts, lithe, agile Pauxis all, leaped aboard with lines and secured house to ship. Quinn followed Acunha on to the raft. His feet slipped on wet, charred paper as he walked through the collapsed, smoking, still-warm ruin. Acunha and the Pauxis knelt around a delirious woman who clutched the rags of a Carmelite postulant's habit to her like children. A caboclo from the angle of her cheekbones, the fold of her eyes: her face was too direly burned for any other features to identify her. She stared up dumb into the ring of faces that surrounded her, but when Luis Quinn's shadow fell on her she gave a keening shriek that made even Captain Acunha step back.


  "What is it, what happened my daughter?" Quinn asked in the lingua geral, kneeling beside her; but she would not answer, could not answer, slapped away his ministering hands, gasping with fear.


  "Leave her, Father," Acunha ordered. "Bid Dr. Falcon come over from the ship." Falcon was helped over the narrow water between the two vessels.


  ''I'm a geographer, not a physician," he muttered, but yet knelt down beside the sister. "Get back get back, give the woman some air, let her see the light." After a brief examination he drew Quinn and Captain Acunha into his confidence. "She is terribly burned over the major part of her body; I do not know if she inhaled flame, but her breathing is shallow, labored, and heavy with phlegm: at the very least I would say that her lungs have been damaged by smoke. I have seen many a loom fire in Lyon; they can spontaneously combust in cotton duff. I certainly know that it is more often the smoke that kills. But I fear the greatest damage lies here." He held up a pair of botanical tweezers; caught in their tips a tiny white ovoid the size of a grain of rice."


  "A botfly egg," Acunha said.


  "Indeed sir. Her burns are infested with them; infested, some have already hatched. From that we may deduce that the town was set to the torch not less than three days ago."


  "God and Jesus, they will eat her alive." Acunha crossed himself, kissed his two fingers.


  "I fear there is very little we can do save make her comfortable and easy. Captain, there is an herbal simple I have seen used in Belém do Pará; acculico it is called, a stimulant herb but with a potency for analgesia. I believe it would ease this woman's suffering."


  Captain Acunha dipped his head in acknowledgment.


  "The galley master keeps a supply in his sabretache. It puts a wondrous spark in the slaves' stamina."


  "Good good. A few balls should suffice. Now, we must move her. Gently, gently."A hammock slung from a bamboo pole negotiated the postulant as tenderly as they could over to Fé em Deus , but she still screamed and wept at every jolt and rub of her exposed tissue against the weave of the fabric. The slaves carried her to an awning on the aft deck. Falcon administered the leaf and in time soothed the woman's ravings to a dull, relentless mad burble.


  Quinn remained on the boat-church. He knelt to the altar, blessed himmself, and lifted one of the charred papers. Music notation: a Mass by Tassara of Salvador. To the greater glory of God. A simple, riverside church; Quinn had passed many such in the floating villages along the varzea, the seasonal flood plain of the river, rising and falling on their pontoons with the waters. They were without exception trading posts, supply depots for river traffic and lines into the vast hinterland; their church a simple wood-and-thatch pontoon, a raised wooden platform for sanctuary, horns and clappers for summoning bells. An altar cloth worked with glowing, fantastical representations of the four Evangelists in braid and plaited feathers lay half burned at the foot of the altar. It would have brought a fine price at any floating market, but the defilers had preferred to burn it, to burn everything.


  This was a judgment, Luis Quinn thought.


  The altar was strewn with lumps of rain-softened excrement. Quinn swept them away, cleaned the Communion table with the rags of its former covering, choking at the reek of human filth, smoke, and wet ash. He fetched the cross from the midden of half-burned rubbish where it had been flung. It was as intricate and fabulous as the altar cloth; minutely carved and painted panels depicted the Stations of the Cross. Quinn kissed the panel of Christ Crucified at its center, held his lips a lingering moment before setting the cross in its place. He stepped back, dipped his head in a bow, then genuflected and again crossed his breast.


  The Fallen Cross. The permit for Just War.


  


  


  


  


  The postulant would not tolerate Quinn's presence until he changed his dress for a white shirt and breeches. "She fears my robe not my face," Quinn commented, setting lights to drive off the mosquitoes.


  "A Carmelite mission, a poor enough place though they modeled themselves on the Jesuits. Music in church; daub, all that stuff. Who would attack a river mission?"


  "Not bandeirantes, never bandeirantes," Captain Acunha said, shaking his head. He was a thickset, squat man, of bad complexion and coarse, greasy hair; thickly bearded; more slavemaster than shipmaster. "They would never descend a raft town."


  "These are hungry times for flesh," he said.


  Acunha stared at Luis Quinn, eyes dark like a monkey's in his thick facial hair.


  "It was the Dutch, Dutch bastards; they've always had their eyes on the northern bank. Weigh there!


  Weigh anchor, get us moving, we've been too long here." The bluff assertion of command, but Quinn heard a discord of anxiety in his voice. The Dutch are traders, not slavers. Three days ago the raiders had struck. The people stolen from this town must have already passed them, anonymous, unremarked, wired together through the ear, or the nose, like animals tamed to the plow. Calls from the water; the Pauxi scouts had swum over to other burned houses and returned with news that they exchanged with Acunha in short, accented stabs of language like arrows. Acunha beckoned Quinn to him.


  "They have found the bodies of the friars in other houses," he said in a low voice,


  "Dead," Quinn said.


  "Of course. And ... bad. Badly used. Used abominably."


  "I do not need to hear," Quinn said with heat and power. "They desecrated . . . I went into the church . .


  . the altar, the filth, human filth . . . " Falcon joined them.


  "She is speaking now."


  "Has she any information?" Quinn asked.


  "Ravings. Visions. Again and again she returns to a hallucination of angels of judgment, angels of retribution, a host of them, their feet touching the treetops. Gold and silver angels. The friars and irregular sisters went out to meet them. The angels told them they had been judged and found wanting. Then they seared the village with swords of fire. She herself hid beneath the altar when the angels burned the church around her. The rest were gathered up and told they had failed and would be descended into slavery."


  "Angels?" Quinn asked.


  "Her mind is utterly destroyed."


  "And yet I am reminded of a legend from Salvador, of the angels battling in Pelourinho with blades of light. The angels that brought the horse plague."


  "And there is your habit . . . . "


  "The Society of Jesus has no habit; our attire is nothing other than connventional priestly dress; sober, simple, practical."


  A dry, cracking cry came from the awning. Quinn hastened to the Carmelite's side, lifted her head to offer her water from the pewter mug. Falcon watched him gently sponge the ruined face and clean the botfly eggs from the suppurating burns. Pity, rage, sorrow, helplessness—the violence of his emotions, the complexity of their interactions like patterns in a weave, shocked him. Brazil, you madman? Orsay at the Academy had exclaimed when Falcon had approached him to fund his expedition. Greed, vanity,rapacity, brutality, and contempt for life are vices to all the great nations of the world. In Brazilthey are right virtues and they practice them with zeal.


  Weary and world-sick, Falcon stepped through the chained bodies pulling at their oars to his hammock reslung in the bow of the ship. The slaves, the ship, the river and its fugitive peoples, its sacked aldeias and vain mission churches, were but gears and windlasses in a vast dark engenho never ceasing, ever grinding, crushing out commerce. Nation building, the enlightened uplift of native peoples, the creation of culture, learning, art, were trash: wealth was the sole arbiter, personal wealth and aggrandizement. No university, not even a printing press in all of Brazil. Knowledge was the preserve of noble, queenly Portugal. Brazil was to keep its back bent to the capstan.


  The peças hauled, and Fé em Deus crawled along the vast river. Falcon watched Quinn sit with the destroyed woman, at times talking to her, at times reading his Spiritual Exercises with fierce concentration. Falcon tried to sketch in his expedition log his memory of the boat-town. Planes, angles of mist and shadow; meaningless, hieratic. This is a river of fear , he wrote. The refined soul naturallyveers from melodrama, but Brazil turns hyperbole into reality. There is a spirit here, lowering,oppressive, dreadful. It saps the heart and the energy as surely as the monstrous heat andhumidity, the ceaseless insects, the daily torrential downpours; rain warm as blood that yet chillsthe bone. I find I can almost believe anything I am told of the Amazon; that the boto is somemermaid-creature that rises from the river at night to take human lovers and father pink-skinnedchildren; of the curupira with his feet turned the wrong way, deceiver of hunters, protector of theforest. On these hot, sleepless nights it is too easy to hear the uakti, vast as a ship, hastingthrough the night forest, the wind drawing strange music from the many fluted holes throughoutits body. And what of the woman-warriors after whom this river was (mis)-named, the Amazonsthemselves?


  The shadows grew long, the swift dark came down, and Fé em Deus resounded with the cries and noises of a ship anchoring for the night. Falcon felt old, thin, and fragile as a stick in a drought, close to his own mortality. The figures in the aft deck, darkest of all, ink on indigo. The palm oil wicks in their terracotta pots drew studies of Quinn's face as he ministered to the dying woman. Falcon knew well the hand gestures, the motions of the lips.


  Quinn came forward for a fresh breaker of water and Falcon said softly, "Did you administer extreme unction to that woman?"


  Quinn ducked his head. "I did, yes, I did."


  The fear that he too was no more than a notch on a belt running through this airless, blood-fueled mill kept Falcon from easy sleep, but as the immense, soft southern stars arced over him, the gentle sway of Fé em Deus on the current sent him down into dreams of angels, huge as thunderheads, moving slowly yet irresistibly along the channels and tributaries of the Amazon, their toenails, the size of sails, drawing wakes in the white water.


  In the morning the postulant was missing from the ship.


  "You were with her; how could this have happened?" Falcon's voice was an accusation.


  "I slept," Luis Quinn said simply, mildly. Falcon's temper flared.


  "Well where is she, man? She was in your care."


  "I fear she went into the river. The acculico was used up. In the madness of her torment she may have made an end of herself."


  "But that is desperation, that is a mortal sin."



  "I trust in the grace and mercy of Our Lord Jesus Christ." Falcon looked again at his companion. He wore again his simple, unaffected black habit and skullcap and his face a set of resigned concern, spiritual distance, sorrow, and inevitable loss. You lie , Jesuit, Falcon said to himmself. You were complicit; she confessed that final, mortal sin to you and youabsolved her. You did not stop her. Did you even help her? From her hammock, to the side, overthe rail into the kind water?


  "I bitterly regret my inability to save the sister," Quinn said as if reading Falcon's doubts. "I shall pray for her soul and repose when we reach São José Tarumás and for myself do penance. For now, by your leave, my Spiritual Exercises have been neglected and I must attend to them."


  


  


  OUR LADY WHO


  APPEARED


  


  


  


  


  


  MAY 30-JUNE 4, 2006


  


  


  The adherents of Santo Daime drove good cars: Scandinavians, Germans, high-end Japanese. They were parked ten deep around the private gym in Recreio dos Bandeirantes. Valets cleaned windows and vacuumed interiors; their fresh wax finishes hugging the yellow parking-lot lights to their streamlines. Private security with berets and their pants tucked into their boots patrolled in pairs, hands resting lightly on light automatic weapons. A woman with her blonde-streaked hair scraped painfully back beneath her green beret inspected Marcelina's letter of introduction three times. Her cap badge carried a crest of a mailed fist clutching crossed lightning bolts. A little excessive, Marcelina thought. She took Marcelina's PDA and cellular.


  "No pictures."


  Her colleague, a shave-skull thug, harassed the taxi driver, checking his license plate against his hackney license, mumbling intimidating nothings into his collar-mike. Marcelina loathed security. They had bounced her our of too many and better gigs than this. But in the scented cool of the parking lot she heard the drums sway on the heavy air and felt the rhythms of the Green Saint begin to move her. Her letter was again inspected in the lobby by an abiá with a white cloth wound around his head in a loose turban. He was a very young, very pure alva. Marcelina suspected it was so for most of the iaos of the Barquinha do Santo Daime. He had no idea what he was reading.


  "This will get you into the terreiro. After that it's up to you; my favors are all used up." Go somewhere once and you will go there again. For the second time that week Marcelina had arced out over Guanabara Bay to receive herbal tea in Feijão's humid, scented bower. She had let the porcelain Japanese bowl sit untouched on the low plastic table before her. Did you drug me? did youfeed me holy secrets? But she felt that Feijão might have been close for some time to the Barquinha; some fissure had taken place and he had called in an uncomfortable debt. Such intrigue for a disgraced goalkeeper.


  Exu, Lord of the Crossings, stood on either side of the futsal court's double doors; cheap poured concrete effigies of the deity in his malandro aspect: a grinning preto in a white suit and Panama hat and shoes, garishly painted. Marcelina pushed open the doors. The drumming leaped in her face. Marcelina adored the frenzy of Rio's homebrew religions; at New Year she loved to step out the front door of her apartment block and lose herself in the chaos of two million pressing souls on the Copacabana, throwing flowers into the waves as offerings to the Lady of the Sea. For a week after, the beach stank of the rotting petals cast up on the strand, but Marcelina would swing barefoot through them, sensing through her bare feet the water-memory of madness. The truest religions were the ones that most deeply kissed the irrational, the ecstatic, and in that Santo Daime was less ridiculous than many. The mood in the room was taut, breathless, alien. She knew that the worshipers had been drumming, dancing, spinning since early evening. It would not be long now. She only needed to be there for the third act. She found a place at the low curving wall of the futsal court among the shuffling, hands-raising devotees. As a dancer in the center of the court spun back to the walls a worshiper, eyes closed, would spiral out to take his place, bare feet rucking up the carefully laid plastic sheeting. Marcelina knew what that was for.


  All the worshipers wore some measure of white; the headcloth as minimum for the abiás, a white shift in what looked to Marcelina like shiny, ugly, static-clingy polyester for the initiates. She would have felt conspicuous but that the worshipers had been spun so far out of themselves by two and a half hours of drum and dance that they would not have noticed Godzilla. Not so conspicuous, though, as an elderly, black ex-goalkeeper. She scanned the room. White meat, whiter even than her carioca-German DNA. She could understand the appeal of the shamanistic, the communal and unconstrained to the white middle classes behind their security fences and surveillance cameras and armed guards. The wilder world, the spirit of the deep forest, within reasonable limits and a twenty-minute commute-time every other Tuesday evening. Her eyebrows rose slightly at a handful of Nationally Recognizable Faces: two telenovela stars and a pop-ette famous for emulating everything Madonna did, but in a Brasileiro way. No wonder beret-girl had lifted her cameras. Marcelina entertained herself by calculating how much Caras maggazine would pay for shots of the worship's inevitable conclusion.


  The urn, covered with a white cloth, stood on a small altar beneath a garden sun canopy over the penalty area. The bateria was behind the goal line: they played as well as white people could be expected. A very spaced girl pounded on a hip-slung bass drum. A tall man with long, graying hair tied in a ponytail and a grayer Santa Claus beard could only be Bença Bento. An environmentalist, Marcelina knew from her research. Went up to protect the Roam and came back having met God. Or whatever Santo Daime believed ordered the universe. The divine. She wondered how many of the high-gloss SUVs parked outside ran on biofuel. Bença Bento was as relaxéd as if he were in his own front room, chatting amiably to the bateria's alabé and the Barquinha's ekediss, who all seemed to be postmenopausal women swathed in white, moving unconsciously but stiffly to the drums. In a momentary flash, Marcelina pictured her mother among them, imagined her bossa nova organ doubling with the bateria. Flash again: she momentarily locked eyes with a figure across the barracão. Its head was completely wrapped in white cloth so that only the eyes were exposed. Marcelina could not tell if it was man or woman, but the eyes were at once familiar and disturbing. She looked away; the rhythm changed, the dancers, loose-limbed and drenched with sweat, spun back to the edges of the court. Bença Bento stepped into the pavilion and removed the white cloth from the urn.


  The communion was about to begin. The eguns stepped forward with supermarket tubes of disposable plastic cups, cafezinho sized. Not so ecofriendly that, either. Why are you mocking? Marcelina asked herself as the women filed past the urn, filling cups. What do you do up in that walled garden in Silvestre with your songs and your berimbaus that is so very different?


  The music ended. Bença Bento raised his arms.


  "In the name of Santo Daime, the Green Saint and Our Lady of the Veggetable Union, draw near, receive with love and unite with the order of the universe."


  He looks like Christopher Lee playing Saruman, Marcelina thought, and gigggled. Worshipers stepped forward, then broke into a run. Middle-class cariiocas mobbed the prim ladies of the egun; reaching, snatching, clawing for their cups of the ayahuasca tea. Marcelina noted that the abiás held back, as did the Head-Wrap Spooky Eyes. Her immediate neighbor, a lanky thirty-something man whose hair was receding patchily and unattractively, returned, eyes wide, pupils shrunk to pinpricks under the hallucinogenic tea. She saw him gag once, then stepped back neatly out of the arc of the projectile vomit that spattered onto the plastic sheeting.


  True iâos held that the vomiting, a side effect of the mix of forest vines and shrubs that was the Green Saint, was as valuable in its purging, its purifying, as the hallucinations it whip-cracked across the frontal lobes. Now the bateria beat up again—Marcelina noticed that neither they nor the Bença took the Daime—and the worshipers danced and turned, self-absorbed in their hallucinations. Some rolled, spasming on the smeared plastic, the bolar, ridden by sprits from beyond the edge of physical reality. Teenagers in white, boys and girls both, in white turbans and T-shirts knelt with the tranced; they were the ekedis, protecting them from the trampling feet of the worshipers. Marcelina had done Daime—something as like it as spit—two years ago in a co-pro for the National Geographic Channel: World's Wackiest Religions. It sure beat Catholicism. She watched the Madonna wannabe and the two telenovela stars puke ecstatic jets onto the floor. It beat Kaballah too, for that matter. She wondered idly who had the cleaning contract. There was not enough money in Brazil to pay her to clean up hallucinogenic vomit.


  She felt watched and looked over her shoulder to see Scary Eyes leave the court. Almost she seized it, demanded, "Hey, what gives?" She shivered. In this futsal court anything could happen: she had already experienced the power of the Daime. She hoped it was the Daime.


  She waited until the mass had ended, the worshipers hauled to their feet, their soiled, fouled whites stripped off and stuffed into bin bags and the people sent into the world in peace. You're going to letthem drive in that condition? she thought. The police of Recreio dos Bandeirantes had more important tasks than hauling in cosmic white folk who could pay the jeitinho anyway: the task of keeping the favelas bottled up. Marcelina stepped over the plastic as the ekedis rolled the foul sheeting into the center of the court. The bateria packed its drums.


  "Mr. Bento?"


  The bença had heavy wizard's eyebrows, which he flashed in genuine welcome.


  "My name's Marcelina Hoffman. I'm a producer with Canal Quatro." She gave the bença a card; he passed it to an egun. "Feijão."


  A different eyebrow flash now.


  "Ah, yes, of course. He called me to say you would call. I hadn't thought it would be at a mass."


  "I'm trying to make a program where we find Moaçir Barbosa and forrgive him for the Maracanaço." She almost believed the lie herself now. "Feijão told me that Barbosa had associations with this terreiro. I came along because I hoped I might run into him here."


  "You won't find Barbosa here."


  Marcelina's hope reeled as if it had taken a meia lua de compasso she had not the malicia to anticipate.


  ''I'm sorry, Ms. Hoffman, that you've had a wasted journey."


  "Feijão said he had been involved with this church some years ago." "Feijão says too much. As you've probably guessed, Feijão and I do not see eye-to-eye on many things." Marcelina's investigative senses raced: some scandal between the former Fluminense physio and the leader of a successful, middle-class, and assuredly wealthy Daime church? The feeling of ideas spinning around her like a storm of leaves was an old demon, Saci Pererê with his one leg and red hat and pipe, the imp of perverse and inverse of Nossa Senhora da Valiosa Producão: every time an idea was bounced her mind would race in compensation, leaping, snatching whatever idea came within her grasp to prove to herself that she was still creative, that she still had it.


  "Do you know where he might have gone?" The bença was gray stone.


  "At least could you tell me if he's alive or dead?"


  "Ms. Hoffman, we're finishing up here."


  Teams of ekedis tackled the futsal court with mops and buckets.


  Marcelina fantasized coercing the information from Bença Bento. You lie, old man, tell me where he is . She could probably take the Bucket Brigade, but girls with pants tucked into boots and light automatic weapons were a league apart. Heitor's first rule of television: never get killed for a TV show. She wasn't beaten.


  She could hear the high song in her inner ear of near tears, that she had not heard since the first time she went into the roda full of jizz and jeito and was humiliated in front of the fundação by a sixteen-year-old. She would find a way around. She would find Barbosa.


  Her malicia and the taxi driver's professional jeito jerked at the same moment on Avenida Sernambetiba: her glance over her shoulder; his lingering look in the mirror. There is a sick vertigo when the pattern of traffic resolves into the certainty that you are being followed. Innocence becomes stupidity; every action is potential treachery. You feel those headlights like thumbs at the base of your skull. In the backseat of your cab you have anywhere to go and nowhere to arrive because they will be behind you. You don't look—you daren't look, but you begin to impute character and motivation. Who are you, what do you want, where do you expect me to lead you? You enter an almost telepathic communication, a hunter's empathy: Do you know that I know! If you did, would that be enough to make you peel out and go away?


  Marcelina had been followed once before, tailgated in a crew car on the Love Trials: Test Your Fiance shoot by a jealous bride-to-be of one of the conntestants. Production security had pulled her in, but Marcelina had shivered for hours afterward, her city suddenly full of eyes. There had been nothing remotely Miami Vice about it.


  "Can you see who's driving?" Marcelina asked.


  "It's a cab," the driver said. She could see his eyes scanning in the rearview mirror. She knew every driver in the Canal Quatro taxi firm by his or her eyes.


  "Give me the number. I'll call them and tell them one of their drivers is harassing me."


  "He'd get fired."


  "And I care?"


  "I can't see the number anyway," the driver muttered. "There's someone in the back."


  "Man or woman?"


  "I am trying to drive this thing as well, you know."


  Marcelina was convulsed by a sudden shiver. The boys down in SFX had once turned a wing of the Canal Quatro building into a haunted house for a Halloween party. Her flesh had crawled; she had been seized by inexplicable, disabling anxiety. She had feared what was in the locked storeroom at the end of the corridor. It had all been a clever trick of infrasound, air currents, and subtly distorting perspectives. But this was the pure shudder of irrational dread. In that car was the thing that haunted her, all her sins drawn out of the hills and beaches, the bays and curving avenues of her city and made flesh. In that taxi was the anti-Marcelina, and when they met, they would annihilate each other. Stop it. You're still flashing back to the herbal tea. Or maybe they put something into the air at the terreiro.


  "How far back is he?" she asked the driver.


  "About five cars."


  "Head up into Rocinha."


  The driver drifted across lanes onto the Auto-Estrada Lagoa-Barra. Marcelina risked a glance behind her. The hunting taxi slid out of the traffic onto their tail, still keeping a chaperoned distance of five cars. You are in your TV show now. This is Getaway: ultimate realitytelevision. But I will get you , Marcelina thought. Rocinha butted with the jarring abruptness of an artificial limb against the million-real apartment towers of São Conrado. The great favela unfolded like a fan of jeweled lights across the rocky saddle between the great city forest of Tijuca and the sheer rock peaks of Pedra Dois Irmãos. The cheek-to-cheek impromptu apartment blocks, some several stories tall, were built to within meters of the mouth of the Gavea Tunnel. The military police had a permanent checkpoint at the flyover by the Largo da Macumba flyover: two armored riot-control vehicles, a half dozen young people in the light chestnut of the military police standing around eating fast food from the bar across the road. Same expressions of boredom and anger she had seen in the parking lot security at the Barguinha; same pants tucked into boots. Much bigger guns.


  "Pull in there."


  They looked up as one as the cab drew in to the side of the road ahead of the lead APC. Edgy times. They had only just succeeded in pushing the favelados back into their slums. Construction machinery lined the edge of the street, shuttered for the night with galvanized plates over the glass and guarded by private security. Another favela wall. A tall twenty-something male cradled his assault rifle and sauntered toward the cab. Marcelina switched on her camera phone. A photograph would prove it. Here it came. Here it came.


  The taxi passed at speed, accelerating into the Gávea tunnel that led under Rocinha to the Zona Sul. In the back, in the back, there ... The camera phone flashed. In the electric flicker she saw a figure with itshead wrapped in a loose turban of white cloth. The man from the terreiro. Marcelina felt a sob of relief burst inside her. You are not mad. The universe is rational. You've been working too hard, to muchpressure too much anxiety, that's all.


  A rap at the window. The militar gestured for her to wind it down. "Is there a problem here?" He stooped and peered into the taxi. "No, Officer, no, no problem at all."


  "Can I see some ID please?"


  


  


  It was not quite a smell, but it inhabited the air; not quite a sensation but it pricked like electricity; not quite a change but a disturbance in the domestic order—nothing sensible yet she knew it the moment she opened the door to her apartment. When she was an underpaid and loving-it production runner straight off her Media master's, Marcelina had shared a tatty little apartment by the cemetery with a Fortaleza travesti come to seek his fortune in Rio. He worked night shifts in a Lapa bar and drank Marcelina's beer, ate her food, used her washing powder, watched her cable TV, broke her Japanese tea-set bowl by bowl, and never paid a centavo toward the rent but imagined that his innate colorfulness was ample recompense, blithely disregarding the evidence of his own eyes, that travestis were cheap as beans in Lapa. Marcelina would be returning when he was leaving and thus never caught him in his violations, but she always knew when he had been through her panty drawer. However carefully he covered his crime there was always a sense, a ripple in the aether, a linger of an alien but maddeningly familiar perfume. She smelled it now in the small tiled lobby of her apartment.


  Somebody had been in her home.


  


  


  It was one of the mysteries of her alt dot family that, though their lives were strewn all over Centro and Zona Sul, they always arrived together and left together. Marcelina received them in her garden. She customarily entertained up on the roof. Adriano himself had been up here for her Stones Party, revolving with the rest of her guests through the corner of the garden with the ocean view to peer through the slot between the buildings at the tiny spider figure prancing and kicking beneath orbit-visible lighting. There, that's Rick. I mean Mick. The roof was her refuge and temple; the roof was air and the lilac and pink evening light; the roof connected her to the ocean by that parallelogram of beach, sea, and sky; the roof was the reason she had bought this ugly, clattery, strange-smelling apartment with its back to the morro as if it had been mugged by the street; and she had been sleeping on the roof for the past three nights. The apartment was infected.


  She had gone straightaway to Gloria the concierge. She had seen nothing. Mangueira samba school could have marched through the lobby of Fonseca apartments in spangles, feathers, and skin with full bateria and she would have chittered away on her cellular.


  Celso, Cibelle, Agnetta, Vitor up from his street-watching cafe, Moises and Tito whom she had met on the Gay Jungle (elevator pitch: can eleven gay men marooned in a stilt-house in the middle of the Amazon turn the one straight guy gay!) series and recruited to her alt dot family. Mediaistas and gay men. See who you run to in a crisis. All her guests were welcomed with a spliff. When the real estate agent had opened the rusting roof door, Marcelina had followed him up into a sunlit field of waving maconha. "Is this included in the price?" she'd asked. There was at least ten thousand street-reis of shade-grown Moroccan beneath the water tanks and satellite dishes. Dona Bebel had showed her how to dry it in the airing cupboard. It would take her five years to smoke her way through it.


  "I've brought you all here tonight . . . " Laughs, cheers.


  "You know what I mean. You're my urban family, my gay dads. I tell you things I wouldn't tell my own flesh and blood."


  Oohings, cooings.


  "No seriously seriously, if I can't trust you, who can I trust? And I'd like to think you could trust me as well-not just work stuff. Other stuff." It was coming out wrong; it was coming out as stupid and insincere as the night she tried to tell the guys who'd lifted the Getaway car they were on TV. But she had never asked so great a thing from them, never stripped herself so bare and pale.


  "I need your help, guys. Some of you have noticed that I've been acting a bit . . . distracted lately. Like I can't seem to remember things I've done, and then I get really paranoid." No one dared answer.


  "I need you to tell me if there's other stuff that maybe I haven't remembered; things I might have done or said."


  Alt dot family looked at each other. Feet twisted, lips pursed.


  "You walked right past me the other day," Vitor said. His voice tightened, grew sharp and confident.


  "You didn't even look round when I called after you. Mortified, I was. I almost didn't come tonight, you know. I was this close."


  "When was this?"


  "Oh, I don't know, sometime around my time, you know the time I keep. Tea o'clock."


  "I do need to know, Vitor."


  "About five, five thirty. It was Wednesday."


  Marcelina touched her hands together, an almost-prayer, a particular gesture her development team knew well, when she was trying to pin down a part-baked idea.


  "Vitor, you have to believe me when I tell you that at that time I was in Niteroi getting a letter of introduction to the Barquinha from Feijão. I can give you his number, you can call him."


  "Well, you walked right past me. Cut to the bone, querida; to the bone."


  "What direction was I walking?"


  "The same as always; from here down to the taxi rank."


  Marcelina lifted her explaining hands to her mouth now.


  "That wasn't me, Vitor. I wasn't there; I was in Niteroi, believe me." Everyone had stubbed out their spliffs now.


  "Has anyone else experienced anything like this'"


  Now Moises shuffled uncomfortably. He was a big fat sixty-something queen who ran a series of mysterious objet d'arts emporia; a true old-school carioca, he had an unrelenting if not always accurate wit, but delivered in a voice like velvet-covered razors. Since Gay Jungle , Marcelina had been looking for ways to get him his own series.


  "Well, you did call me the other night. I thought I was on the Da Vinci Code , all those mysterious coded messages and everything."


  Marcelina's head reeled. It had nothing to do with secondary maconha. "When was this?"


  "Well. I know I'm a night owl, but half past three in the morning."


  "Was it on the house phone or the cellular?"


  "Oh the cellular, of course. Took me hours to get back to sleep, everything buzzing round my head."


  "Moises, could you tell me what I said?"


  "Oh, weird stuff, honey, weird stuff. Time and the universe and the order we see is not the true order. Are you in some kind of conspiracy thing? How exciting."


  "I'm trying to make a TV show about a World Cup goalkeeper, is all" Marcelina sat down on the wall.


  "Guys, at work, has there been anything else I don't know about?"


  "Apart from the e-mail thing, no," Celso answered.


  Agnetta said, "But you should know that the Black Plumed Bird has bunged Lisandra a few K to develop her Ultimate Seleção idea." Unraveling, detuning, melting like a wax votive baby offered to a saint.


  "Is everything all right?" Cibelle asked.


  "There's stuff going on I can't explain," Marcelina said. "All I can say is, if you know me, trust me: if it looks like me but doesn't act like me, it isn't me. I know this makes no sense at all, but it makes even less sense to me. I'm being haunted."


  "A ghost?" Tito, her third gay dad, was a specter of a man himself, pale and nocturnal. He knew every spook of old Copacabana personally, greeted them each dawn as he swung back through the streets to his home.


  "No, something else. Something that's not dead yet."


  "You know, there's a program idea in that," Celso said, but the eyes of her alt dot family were slipping away from hers. For the first time they made their separate farewells and left one by one. You did not hold me, Marcelina thought. The spirit of maconha waited in the air. In its frame of tenements the sea still held late lilac. The surf was up and the air so still that the ocean-crash carried over the traffic on the Copa and the air smelled like she imagined hummingbirds must: sweet and floral and shimmering with color. A huge pale moon of Yemanja was floating free from the water tanks and aerials. Gunfire cracked in the distance: the little favela of Pavão at the western end of the Copa still tossed and scratched. She remembered a lilac night a lifetime ago; suddenly swept out of her bed by a tall queen from a Disney movie, all swish and swinging diamonds. Come on, get dressed . The three Hoffman sisters had sat pressed in round their mother in the back of the cab as it swept along the boulevards, the dark sea booming. Is it carnaval? Marcelina had asked when she saw the crowd in front of the floodlit hotel, white and huge as a cliff. No no, her mother had replied, something much more wonderful thanthat . She had pushed into the rear of the crowd. Some of the people had glared and then went, ah! or oh! and bowed from her path; most she shoved past: Come on girls, come on . Gloria and Iracema and Marcelina holding hands in a chain until they were at the front of the crowd. She had looked up at men in uniforms and men with cameras and men in evening dress and women even more glamorous than her mother. At her feet was a red carpet. A broad man with graying hair but the bluest eyes has walked up the carpet to flashing cameras and cheers and applause. Marcelina had been afraid of all the noise and the lights and the bodies, but her mother had said, Cheer! Cheer! Yoo-hoo! Yoo-hoo! The man had looked over, looked puzzled, then raised a hand, smiled, and walked on down the alley of lights. In the taxi back she had peeped up the question Gloria and Iracema were too big and shy to ask.


  "Mum, who was that?"


  "My love, that was Mr. Frank Sinatra."


  Her mother's face had shone like the women in St. Martin's on solemn novena. One moment of silver. The flicker on the screen. Her mother had shown it to her, on the steps of the Copa Palace, in every beautiful old tune she had pumped out of the organ. Marcelina had chased, leaped for it, snatched with her hands until she caught it and held it up, shivering and flowing from form to form, and she had seen in an instant how the trick was done.


  She got her mattress and lightweight bag, stripped down to panties and vest in the backscatter of light from the morro.


  


  


  



  


  JANUARY 27, 2033


  


  How to weep, in Cidade de Luz.


  Every new entry in the book requires Crying Cake. Flour, margarine, sugar, nuts, more sugar—the saints have sweet teeth—and a generous glug of cachaça, which the saints don't mind at all. Bake. Cut into cubes with a knife cleaned in holy water, one cube per invocation. The rest must be left on the cooling tray on top of the front wall, for all the neighborhood. Select a saint. Her I-shades tell Dona Hortense the best for this entry is St. Christina (the Astonishing). She prints an image that she carefully snips out with scisssors, pastes onto a matchbook-sized board with other Catholic tat ripped from the parish magazine, and decorates the border with plastic beads and tinsel and shards of broken glass ornament from the Christmas box. The icon is then purified with salt and incense. Divination with the Chinese compass gives the best alignment; then the Book of Weeping is opened before the altar, the name and the need written in felt marker that gives a nice thick line, easy to read in the dim of the barracao, and the whole is dusted with farofa, which is then tipped down the valley of the book into an offertory cone before St. Christina the Astonishing. Thereafter until the weeping stops, the entry, with all the others for that day, will receive a tear.


  St. Christina, be true, prayed Dona Hortense. Astonish me. For my littlest and second-favorite sonsuffers. He lies in his hammock, and from the flicker of his eyes I can tell he plays games andreads chat on his glasses; the food on his plate goes cold and draws flies; he neglects his deals andcontacts and plans: this is a boy of energy and business and determination. I knowGerson—stupid, soft Gerson—slips pills into Edson's Coke and coffee and they steal his energy,sap his will. Get him up get him out get him around his friends and clients for they can help him.Until then, let me launder his clothes and straighten his papers and fetch him coffee and leave himplates of chicken and beans and rice and tell Gerson to stop it with the pills and instead bringsome proper money into the house.


  Early in the morning of the day of the Feast of Nossa Senhora Apareçida Dona Hortense finds her littlest and second-favorite son climbing on the house roof. He is in shorts and a sleeveless T and Havaianas, poking at the geometry of white plastic pipes that surround the solar water heater. Cidade de Luz wears its civic bairro status proudly, but the every-man-for-himself plumbing uphill and down alley and the sagging, crazy-crow wiring—you can still plug into the streetlamps—betrays its favela provenance.


  "These pipes need replacing." Edson stands hands on hips looking around him. Not at pipes and plumbing, Dona Hortense knows, but at the city, the sky, his world. It's begun.


  "I've made kibes," she says.


  "I'll be down in three minutes."


  That night Dona Hortense turns St. Christina the Astonishing's Icon facedown and crumbles her Crying Cake as an offering to the birds.


  In the mornings pensioners get special rates at the gym. Edson passes treadmills churning with men in baseball caps and saggy shorts and women in Capri tights and big Ts. Afternoons the soldados of the drug lord come down from Cidade Alta to pump. The Man has negotiated a corporate membership for them. The deal's good, but they have a habit of leaving the weights at max to look macho to the next user. Emerson is out back trying to weld a broken weight machine, squinting through a square of smoked glass at the primal arc.


  "Still taking old people's money off them?" asks Edson. Emerson looks up, smiles, then grins.


  "At least I'm making money." Emerson kills the welding gun, slips off his gloves, hugs his brother to him. Little Sixth always was fiercely independent, never needing anyone's permission, but he always brought his plans to Emerson as if for a blessing that Dona Hortense and all her saints could not bestow. There are Skols in cool-jackets in the store refrigerator. Emerson chases receptionist Maria-Maria out of the office—"all she ever does is chattbots anyway"—and they sit across his battered desk. Pensioners thump and hiss behind the ripple glass.


  "So."


  "I'll be all right. It's time, isn't it? Everything's time. It's like, I'm back again. Does that make sense? I was away, somewhere, like on holiday in my own house, and now I'm back again and it's like it was spring and now it's summer."


  Emerson doesn't say, It's been three and a half months . Nor does he say any stupid talk-show shit like, I don't think I can ever understand what she meant to you. Emerson recalls how he felt when Anderson was killed. He had been up in the favela working on a newlywed floor on the top of an apartment block. They worked together: bricklayer and electrician, brothers Oliveira. Then the fireworks went up all around like a saint's day. Police. Out on the steep ladeiros The Man's foot soldiers had dumped I-shades, cash cards, arfided valuables—anything that might betray their location to the Angels of Perpetual Surveillance. The police stun drones swarmed in over Cidade Alta like black vultures. Already gunfire was rattling around the intersections where Cidade Alta grew out of Cidade de Luz. Anderson had gone to pick up elecctrical tape. Anderson had been caught out there. Firing everywhere now. Nowhere to run from it. Nowhere to go but stay on this roof. He'd called Anderson to tell him to get out, get home, get down to Luz, and if you can't get out, get in, anywhere with a door and walls. No answer; the police had shut down the network. Scared now. He'd done a locate on Anderson's I-shades. The seek function was accurate to millimeters. The center of Anderson's I-shades was resting eight centimeters above ground level. That is the height of the bridge of a nose of a head lying sideways on the street. That was how Emerson had found him, in a great dark lake of drying blood. He had looked so startled, so annoyed. The police tried to make him out to be a soldado. Outrage from the Cidade de Luz District Council forced an admisssion that Anderson had been caught in crossfire trying to find safety. It was as much as anyone could hope for. A platitude to add to the stumbling well-wishes of friends and neighbors. Words were not sufficient, so they resorted to platitudes, trusting that Dona Hortense and her five surviving sons would read the unsayable truth behind them. Sometimes only platitudes are enough. Edson says, "I need to ask you something."


  Emerson has learned to be wary of questions with preludes, but he says, "Go on."


  "Was there a video?"


  "What do you mean? Like . . . "


  " Take Out the Trash. Did you see one?"


  "I don't watch that kind of thing."


  "I know, but—"


  "I haven't heard."


  "Me neither."


  "What are you thinking?"


  Again, he hears the shudder in Edson's breath.


  "It was a Q-blade, so everyone automatically thinks, Take Out the Trash. But what if it wasn't?"


  "Go on."


  Edson twists his bottle in its plastic sleeve on Emerson's desk.


  "The last time I saw her, at Todos os Santos, when the gay guy tried to scare me off, she was talking to some people. One of them was a priest—a white priest. Well, he dressed like a priest, but a lot of white guys have this priest thing. And the night of the gafieira she got called over to some people who were not on the guest list."


  "What is it you want to do?"


  "I just want to go down and have a look."


  "What for?"


  "A trash can."


  "And if you find it?"


  "Then that's the end of it."


  "And if you don't?"


  "I don't know."


  "Let it lie."


  "I know, I should. But I don't think I can."


  "Then brother, you be very fucking careful."


  The old fit people thud and creak.


  Edson makes his first pass on the wrong side of the road, then turns through the Ipiranga alco station on the central strip and pulls over onto the verge. He can re-create every slo-mo frame of the massacre scene, but now, here, he cannot find it in all the empty blacktop. No flowers, no Mass cards, no edible blessings. He leaves the Yam and walks up and down the margin, grit-stung by fast trucks. An off-cur of tire here, like a snake's shed skin. A coil of sheared-off steel: street jewelry. He stands where the killer waited, hand out, hitching a lift. Edson extends his arm, draws an imaginary line of division across the blur of vehicles, houses, towers, sky. He feels nothing. This edgeplace is too dislocated for anything like memory or grief to attach.



  A moto-taxi stops on the opposite verge. A long-haired woman dissmounts. The flowing cars frame her like the shutter of a movie camera. The woman walks up and down the verge. She leans forward, hands braced on hips, staring across the highway. Edson jerks upright. The image is branded onto his visual centers. The fall of the hair; the tilt of the cheekbones; the false-innocence of the doe-eyes, the anime eyes. Her.


  Their eyes meet across car roofs. Heart stopped, time frozen, space conngealed, Edson steps toward her. The blare of horns sends him sprawling across the grit. She is running for the moto-taxi, gesturing the driver to Go go .


  "Fia!" The highway swallows it. He saw her on this same margin, this spot where he stands. He saw her dead. Face covered. Logos on the soles of her shoes. He saw them take her away from this margin. The moto-taxi weaves into the traffic. The thrall is broken. Edson snaps off a tracking shot on his Chillibeans. He jumps onto his bike, kicks up the engine. She wears a green leather jacket. Green leather jacket and long long hair streaming. He can find those. He takes a scary scary cut across the central strip and into the fast lane. She's twelve cars ahead of him, shifting lanes. Edson's Yamaha can outrun anything on this highway; dodging between biodiesel trucks on the Santos convoy, he closes the gap. She glances over her shoulder; her hair whips across her face. It's me, me! Edson screams into the slipstream. She punches the rider on the back, jerks her thumb forward, then right. The rider bends over the throttles; the bike takes off like a fighter. Edson's right behind it. She told him she never rode pillion. The sudden slowdown almost sends him into the back of a school minibus. One of São Paulo's endemic roadlocks. He's lost her. Edson cruises up the line of stationary traffic. She's not in this line. He walks the scrambler between two cars, so close to the big RAV that the driver yells at him, Mind the chrome, favelado . Not in the center lane. Not in the inside lane. Where? He sees green leather accelerating up the offramp from the opposite side of the highway. Caught him with his own trick. But he knows where that road leads: Mother of Trash, Todos os Santos.


  


  


  "Take it." Mr. Peach offers the gun handle first to Sextinho. It's a handsome, cocky piece he keeps in his bedside cabinet, for the night when the indentured biofarm workers above and the housing projects below meet and the world breaks over Fazenda Alvaranga.


  "I wouldn't know what to do with it."


  "It's easy, I've shown you; this, this, and you're ready. Just take the fucking thing." He never swears. Mr. Peach never swears. ''I'm sorry . . . " He presses hand to head. "It's just you don't know what you're doing. So take the fucking gun."


  Edson lifts the bone handle in limp fingers. It's much heavier than he imagined. He understands now what the boys see in these pieces, the sexy metal, the potency. He stashes it away quickly in his bag. Dona Hortense must never find it. It would be a nail in her heart to see her littlest and second-favorite son gone to the gun. Quickly, he says, "You've seen the video, what do you think that was?"


  "A ghost," says Mr. Peach.


  "I don't believe in ghosts," Edson says.


  "I do," says Mr. Peach. "The most real things there are, ghosts. Take the gun, Sextinho, and please, please, querida, look after yourself."


  That evening in his hammock Edson takes a fistful of pills and invents a new self: Bisbilhotinho, Little Snoop the private dick. He is polite and quite slow spoken. He plans everything carefully and moves slowly and deliberrately so that people will make no mistake about his seriousness. He always leaves himself a clear way out. He deals with killers. Little Snoop is a young personality and has yet to spread wide his wings and flash the colors hidden there, but Edson likes him, can see where Little Snoop might surprise him.


  "You're going where?" Petty Cash says as Bisbilhotinho trades identities with him. "Hey, I'm not so sure about this; if you get killed, I'm dead."


  "Then you get to inherit my clients," Little Snoop says. "What clients?" Petty Cash calls after him. It's a risk, leaving the bike with all its engine parts in place, but he may need to get away fast. He's paid two different kids well to mind it, with more on his return. They'll keep an eye on each other. Todos os Santos at night is a blazing city. Truck headlights dip and veer as they plow the rutted road into the heart of Out Lady of Trash. Garbage fires smolder; kids gather around burning oil drums stirring the flames with broken planks. Churrassceiros tend their small braziers, charcoals red under white, flyaway ash. Boys shoot pool under clip-on neons in tattered lanchonetes. Edson can see the guns tucked in the backs of their baggies, like his own. But it doesn't make him feel safe at all. Heads turn as he works his way up the spiral road. Atom Shop is closed.


  The bar is jammed with customers watching soccer on a big screen. Little Snoop orders a Coke and shows the video grab to the barman. Edson has watched the clip so many times it has become a visual prayer: her face turning away from him as the moto-taxi accelerates into the traffic.


  "Her parents are worried," he says to the barman.


  "I'd be too, if you're looking here," says the bartender, a handsome twenty-something. "No, I don't recall her."



  "Do you mind if I pass it around?"


  The fans pass the I-shades hand to hand, a cursory look, a purse of the lips, a shake of the head, a small sigh. Some comment that that is a goodlooking girl. Goooooooooooool! roars the commentator as Little Snoop steps down onto the road. Half the bar leaps to its feet.


  Patiently, politely, Little Snoop works up the spiral. As the trasherers and collectors never rest, neither do the workshops and the disassemblers. The kids running handcarts of parts to the grill plates and ovens barely glance at the video. Have you seen her, have you seen her? The chippers and smelters bent over in the hissing light of bottled gas shake their heads, irriitated at the distraction.


  "Her parents, eh?" The woman is big, easy, rolls of fat lapping generously as she sits, one leg outstretched, on the step of the gold refinery. Her wealth is in her teeth, around her neck, on her fingers, the stubby, sweet-smelling cigar she smokes with simple relish. "And they hired you? Son, you're no priivate detective. But you're not anything else either, so I'll answer your guestion. Yes. I know this face." Edson's heart kicks inside so hard she must hear it: a meaty knock. "She was selling stuff, tech stuff; gear, good gear. Gear like I've never seen before, like no one had ever seen before. And some jewelry."


  "In the last month?"


  "In the last twenty-four hours, son."


  Beyond the shotgun shacks, the dark trash mountains crawl with stars; LED head-torches and candle lanterns flickering like fireflies. The miasma the dump constantly exudes blue and yellow. It is radiantly beautiful. Weird stuff here by superstition, street legend. Whispers of night visions; strange juxtapositions of this city with other, illusory landscapes; angels, visitations, UFOs, orixás. Ghosts.


  "Do you know who bought them?"


  "Son, there's always someone buying something around here. Some of the usual dealers—you won't catch them here this time of night. They've more sense."


  "Do you know if she's staying around here?"


  "She'd be a bigger fool than you if she were. I got one set of eyes, son, and a failing memory. Count your blessings."


  Descending the spiral Little Snoop calls in at the futebol bar and has a bottle of good import whiskey sent up to bling woman. It's expensive, but that's the way his city works. A favor given, a favor returned. And his Yamaha is intact, untouched, absolutely flawless.


  


  


  Eleven thirty-eight and Edson's ass feels like a spill of hardened concrete. There's one safe little niche on the hotel roof, but it's small, uncomfortable, and ball-freezingly cold. This is an unglossy neighborhood, forgotten like discarded underwear behind the kanji frontages and Harajuku pinks of the sushi bars and theatrical teppanyaki eateries. Hardpoint sensors and an aerial drone on a three-minute orbit supplement the bored teen with the stupid near-moustache crewing the security barrier. Edson watches the HiLux pickup laden with vegetables drive through the gates into the cul-de-sac. Close behind the scooped red-tile roof the pencil-thin apartment towers rise, crowned in moving ads for beer and telenovelas. He's never been so close to the mythical heart of the city. Praça de Sé is ten blocks away. She grew up here, Edson thinks. Her life was shaped in this long, bulb-ended street like a vagina. She pedalled that pink kiddie-bike with the streamers from the handlebars around this turning circle. She put up a stall made from garden tools and sheets to sell doces and iced tea to the neighbors. She tongue-kissed her first boyfriend just around that step in the build-line where the segurança couldn't watch her. Her parents are unloading the truck now, boxes bursting with green and dark red so soft you could imagine rolling over in them to sleep.


  "Ghosts. Like, the way you mean ghost?" he had said to Mr. Peach, the gun hard against the crack of his ass.


  "Go on." There was a way Mr. Peach carried himself—eager, leaning, hands tense—when he expected more than affection and sex from Sextinho.


  "There are millions of other Fias out there in other universes, other parts of the multiverse."


  "Yes."


  "And one of them . . . "


  "Go on."


  "Has come through."


  "That's a nice expression. Come through."


  "That's impossible."


  "What you think is impossible and what quantum theory says is imposssible are very different things. What's impossible is covered by the Heisenberg uncertainty principle and the Pauli exclusion principle. The rest is just shades of probable. Quantum computing relies on what we call a 'superposiition': a linkage between the same atom in different states in different uniiverses. An answer comes through from somewhere out in those universes. And sometimes something more than an answer." To the right. On the roof of the garage. Movement, a figure. Edson's heart thumps so hard it hurts. He needs to hurl. He moves to the low parapet, leans over. He can't make out any detail in this damn yellow light. His hand goes to click up the zoom on his Chilli beans; then the figute sets a can of paint on the parapet. Some kid, a pichaçeiro, leaning over the edge to roller his tag. The heart eases, but the nausea peaks.


  On the left. Walking slowly down the street, hood up, hands folded in the front pocket of a weird knitted short hoodie thing, like a street-nun. Skinny gray leggings tucked into fuck-me boots. Boots. Good boots, but who wears boots with leggings? He knows that too-tight walk, those too-short steps. Her face is shadowed by the hood, but the highlights, the glances are identification enough for Edson. Fia/Not Fia. Her hair is longer. But this is Fia. A Fia. Another Fia. She stops to glance down the guarded street. Youwere born there too, in that other Liberdade, weren't you? The city, the streets, the houses are thesame. What brought you? Curiosity? Proof? What are you feeling? Why are you in this world atall? The guard stirs in his booth. The Fia turns away, walks on. Edson drops from his surveillance, sits back to the coaming, panting, knees drawn up to thin chest. He has never been so scared, not even when he went up the hill to The Man to get his blessing to open De Freitas Global Talent, not even the night when Cidade Alta exploded around Emerson and Anderson.


  You've identified her. Now get off this roost, get down there. Edson falls in thirty meters behind the Fia. The security kid checks him. Edson closes with the Fia. She glances over her shoulder. Twenty paces now. He knows how to do it. It's all there in his head. Then the car stops across the end of the road.


  "Fia!"


  The car door opens; men step out. Fia turns at the sound of the name no one should speak. Edson pulls the big chrome gun out of the back of his pants. The security guard leaps to his feet. All in a bubble of space-time, beautiful, motionless.


  "Fia! To me! Run to me. Fia, I knew you, do you understand? I knew you." She makes the decision in the instant it takes Edson to bring the gun up two-handed. She flees toward him, a tight-elbowed, flapping girl-run. The two men pelt after her. They are big; they know how to run; their jacket tails flap. Edson snatches Fia's hand, drags her in his wake. He stops dead. Fia slams into him. From the other end of the street comes a third running man, a little flicker of blue light dancing around his right hand where the naked tip of his Q-blade wounds space-time. And the stupid stupid security kid has his gun gripped in both hands like something he's seen in a game and he's shouting,


  "Don't move! Don't fucking move! Put the gun down! Put the gun down!"


  "Don't be stupid, they'll kill us all," Edson shouts. "Run now!" The kid panics, throws away the piece, and flees up the street into the palm-creaking dekasegui gardens. Lights come on behind bamboo blinds as Edson snatches Fia down the side alley where he has parked the Yam. Jesus and all the Saints this is going to be tight. ... Her arms close around his waist. Start. Start. Start. The engine yells into life. Edson steers one-handed down the alleyway, dodging trash cans and junk.


  "Take the gun take the gun. Anything you see in front of you, shoot it."


  "But . . . "


  But he's already flying. The gun crash/flashes twice by the side of his head; he hears shells scream off walls and girderwork. He sees two dark shapes whirl away from him. Gone. But the third man, the man with the knife, blocks the exit from the alley. An arc of blue. He holds the Q-blade level; the bisecting stroke. This is how it was; let them come to you; let their own velocity cut them in half. Bang bang . The knifeman anticipates, dives, comes up with the blade ready. Crying with fear, Edson kicks out. The backhand slash shaves rubber swarf from the heel of his Nikes, but the man goes down. Edson guns the throttle and wheelies out into the street. Behind him, the two other killers are up. A whisper of jets: security drones are arriving onscene and deploying antipersonnel arrays. Sirens close from all sides, but Edson is through them, out into the light and the endless traffic of his Sampa. The muzzle creeps cold into the hollow behind his ear on Rua Luis Gama.


  "There's no bullets in that thing."


  He feels Fia's breath warm against the side of his head.


  "Are you sure? Did you count them?"


  "You're going to shoot me in this traffic?"


  She reaches round and locks one hand on the throttle, beside his. "I'll take that risk."


  Tetchy. So her. So Fia.


  "So who the hell are you."


  "Pur that thing away and I'll tell. God alone knows how many cameras have seen it."


  "Cameras?"


  "You really aren't from round here, are you?"


  Cold muzzle is replaced by hot whisper: "Yes I am."


  ''I'm Edson Jesus Oliveira de Freitas."


  "That doesn't mean anything. That's just a name. Who are you with? The Order?"


  "I don't know what you're talking about."


  "Did she know' you? My ... alter'"


  "We were, she was my girlfriend."


  She says quickly, harshly, "I'm not her. You must know that."


  "But you are Fia Kishida."


  "Yes. No. I am Fia Kishida. It was you on the rodovia, wasn't it? Where are we going?"


  "Somewhere. Safe." Not home. Some things, even more than guns, cannot be explained to Dona Hortense. Emerson can put a couple of mattresses down in the office; that will do until Edson thinks of what to do with a murdered girlfriend's double come through from a parallel São Paulo and being hunted by pistoleiros and Q-blades. He feels Fia's arms tight around his waist as he blurs through the wash of taillights. Behind him in the slipstream she says nothing. She knows where she is. It's always São Paulo. Her grip tightens as he turns off the highway onto the serpentine road that is the gut of Cidade de Luz. She takes in the moto-taxis, the buses, the grand pillared frontage of the Assembly of God Church like a jerry-built heaven, the swags of power cables and tripping runs of white water pipes clambering up through the houses and walled yards into the glowing, chaotic mass of the high city, the true, unrepentant favela.


  The road takes another wind; then Edson hauls on the brakes. There's someone in the road, right under his wheel. The bike skids; the Fia—Fia II, he thinks of her—slides across the oily concrete to hit the high curb. The fool in the road: it's Treats who has dashed out from his usual roost at the Ipiranga station where he hassles drivers into letting him clean their windshields while they fill up.


  "Edson Edson Edson, Petty Cash! He's dead, man, they've killed him, came right in." Edson seizes Treats by the scruff of his too-too-big basketball vest and drags him round the back of the fuel station, out of the light, among the gas cylinders.


  "Shut up with my name, you don't know who's listening or looking." "Petty Cash, they—"


  "Shut up. Stay there."


  He picks up the beautiful, delicate Yamaha and wheels it over to Fia II. You have to stop calling her that, like she's a movie.Fia. But it's not right.


  "You all right?" She goes to say something about her torn top, but Edson hasn't time for that. "Keep your hood up, stay out of the cameras, and lock yourself in the women's toilet. There are people here who could recognize you. I will come for you. There's a matter I have to deal with right now." Edson orders Treats to go round to Dona Hortense and ask for his go-bag.


  "She'll know what that means. And show my mother some manners, uneducated boy." He goes through the alleys and ladeiros beneath the swags of power cable and bougainvillea. Moto-taxis hoot past, pressing him to the walls in the steep narrow lanes. The ambulance is still outside the house. Edson can hear police drones circling overhead. The small crowd has the patient, resting body language of people who have passed from witness to vigil. A man-sized hole has been cut sheer through the gate and part of the wall. It matches another through the door and doorframe. And it is like a storm of dark birds flying out of that hole, flying at Edson's head, blinding him with their wings and claws and beaks, bird after bird after bird, too many too fast, he swipes, slaps at them, but there are always more and they keep coming, wing after wing after wing, and he knows that if he misses, once, he will go down and their claws will be in his back.


  "What happened?" Edson asks Mrs. Moraes seated on the side of the road in her shorts and flip-flops, hair still up in foil and her hand frozen to her mouth. Her neighbors stood around her.


  "They came on a motorbike. The one on the back, he did that. Jesus love my boy my boy my poor boy, what did he ever to do to anyone?"


  Now he sees Old Gear his antique dealer by the ambulance. All Edson's alibis are there in the crowd. They all have the same look: He died for you.


  What if you get killed?Petty Cash had joked. But he did. That is what the ambulance crews are taking away in their black bag: a body wearing a pair of I-shades that say Edson Jesus Oliveira de Freitas . Edson is an unperson now.


  There is no place for him in Cidade de Luz. At the Ipiranga station he sees the ambulance pass, lights rotating, sirens hushed. Treats has his go-bag.



  "One more thing, Treats. Go back and tell Dona Hortense I'm with the Sisters."


  "The Sisters."


  "She'll know. Good man." The jeitinho is fully paid. Next time, it will be Edson owes Treats. The Yamaha heads west through the contrails of light. Edson calls back to Fia on the pillion. "Have you any money?"


  "Some cash from selling tech and jewelry and stuff, but I've spent most of it on food and a capsule to stay. Why?"


  "I don't have anything. I don't exist. That ambulance that went past, that was me in the back." She asks no questions as Edson explains his world. Carbon-fiber angels watching the city by day and night, never ceasing, never hasting. Universal arfid tagging and monitoring where the clothes on your back and the shoes on your feet and the toys in your pocket betray you. Total surveillance from rodovia toll cameras to passersby's T-shirts or I-shades snatching casual shots; only the rich and the dead have privacy. Information not owned but rented; date-stamped music and designer logos that must be constantly updated: intellectual property rights enforceable with death but murder pay-per-view prime-time entertainment and pay-per-case policing. Every click of the Chilli beans, every message and call and map, every live Goooool! update, every road toll and every cafezinho generates a cloud of marketing informaation, a vapor trail across Sampa's information sphere. Alibis, multiple identiities, backup selves—it is not safe to be one thing for too long. Speed is life. She will be trying to work how she can exist—must exist—in this world of Order and Progress, with no scan no print no number, a dead girl come back to life. As he is a dead man, driving west through the night traffic.


  


  


  SEPTEMBER 16-I7, 1732


  


  Robert Francois St.Honore Falcon: Expedition Log


  


  A wonder a day and I do not doubt we should all live forever! I am comforttably domiciled in the College adjoining the Carmelite Church of Nossa Sennhora da Conceição, shaved, in clean linen, and anticipating my first decent dinner in weeks, but my mind rerurns to the phenomenon I witnessed today at the meeting of the waters.


  Captain Acunha, desiring to show a proud Frenchman a marvel of his land, called me to the prow to observe the extraordinary sight of two rivers, one black, one milky white, flowing side by side in the same channel; the black current of the Rio Negro, its confluence still two leagues distant, runnning parallel to the silty flow of the Solimoes. We steered along the line of division—I filled page after page with my sketchings and I saw that, closely observed, the black and the white waters curled around each other like intricate silhouette work; curls within curls within curls of ever-diminishing scale, as I have seen in the pattern of ferns and the leaves of certain trees. I wonder, does it decrease in its self-similarity adinfinitum? Am I prejudiced to the macroscopic? Is there an implicit geometry, a mathematical energy in the very small, that cascades up into the greater, an automotive force of selfordering? I do think that there is a law here, in river flow and in fern and leaf.


  Now by contrast I consider São José Tarumás do Rio Negro. A fort, manned by a handful of officers half-mad from malaria and a company of native musketeers; the landings; a government custom office; a court; the trading houses of spice factors; the taverns and their attached caiçara; the hudddled rows of whitewashed taipa huts of the settled indios, the praça, the College; the church over all. The Church of Nossa Senhora da Conceição is a gaudy of mannerist fancies and frenetic painted decoration that seemed to rise sheer from the dark water as we drew in to the wharf. It proclaims itself so because it is the last: beyond São José lie the scattered aldeias and far-between reduciones of the Rio Negro and Rio Branco. This sense of the frontier, of the immense psychic pressure of the wilderness beyond, gives São José its peculiar energy. The docks are thronged with canoes and larger river craft; rafts of pau de brasil logs lie marshalled in the river. The market is loud and bright, the traders eager for my business. All is build and bustle; along the river frontage new warehouses are being knocked together, and on the higher ground walled houses, the bright new homes of the merchants, want only for roofs. In every citizen from priest to slave I see an eagerness to get down to business. It would, I believe, make a good and strong regional capital.


  Father Luis Quinn's reputation precedes him. The Carmelites welcomed the visiting Jesuit admonitory with a musical progress. Trombas, tammbourines, even a portative organ on a litter, and a veritable host of indios in white—men, women, children—sparring headdresses woven from palm fronds, waving same and singing together a glorious cantata that combined European melodies and counterpoints with native rhythms and exuberances. As I dogged along behind Quinn with my baggage train, I found my pace adjusting to the rhythm. Quinn, being a man much moved by music, was delighted, but I wonder how much of his pleasure masked annoyance at being forestalled. Despite the opulence of the friar's welcome, I sensed unease.


  Father Quinn received the sacraments; I reconciled myself to Mammon by presenting my travel permits to Capitan de Araujo of the fort and a subbsequent prolonged questioning neither unfriendly nor inquisitorial in tone, rather born out of long isolation and a lack of any true novelty. Here I received the first setback to my plans: I was informed that Acunha would be unable to take me onwards up the Rio Negro: new orders from Salvador forbade any armed vessel from proceeding beyond São José for fear of the Dutch pirates, who were once again active in the area and could easily seize such a ship and turn it against this garrison of the Barra. I did not like to comment that the wood, sand, and adobe revetments looked well capable of laughing off Fé em Deus 's pop guns, but if I have learned one thing in Brazil, it is never to antagonize local potentates on whose goodwill you depend. The captain concluded by commenting that he had heard that I enjoyed a reputation as a swordsman, and, if time permitted, would welcome a chance to try his skill on the strand before the fort, the traditional dueling ground. I think I shall decline him. He is an amiable enough dunderhead; his denial a frustration, nothing more. There are canoes by the score beneath the pontoon houses in the floating harbor. I shall begin my bargaining tomorrow.


  (Addendum)



  I am troubled by a scene I glimpsed from my window in the College. Raised voices and a hellish bellowing made me glance out; by the light of torches, a fat ox had been manhandled into the pracça before the church, a rope to each hoof, horn, and nostril and men hauling on them, yet scarcely able to control the bellowing, terrified beast. A man stepped forth with a poleax, set himself before the creature, and brought his weapon down between the ox's ears. Seven blows it took before the maddened animal fell and was still. I turned away when the men started to dismember the ox in the praça, but I am certain that it was stricken with the plague, the madness. It has reached São José


  Tarumás, the last place in the world, it would seem, or is it from here that it originates?


  I trust the bloody barbarism does not upset my appetite for the friar's hospitality.


  


  


  The men fell on them at the landing. Faces hidden behind kerchiefs, the three attackers stepped out from the cover of the pontoon houses on either side of the bobbing gangplank. Flight, evasion, was impossible in so narrow a pass. Quinn had no time to react before the big broad carpenter's mallet swung out of the twilight shadows of the river town and caught him full in the chest. He went down and in the same instant the assailant swung his weapon to bring it down finally on the father's head. Falcon's foot was there to meet the attacker's wrist. Bone cracked; the man gave a shrill, shrieking cry as the weight of the mallet snapped his hand over, broken, useless, agonized. The assailants had miscalculated their attack; the stricture of the plank walks compelled them to attack one man at a time. As Quinn fought to regain presence, the second assailant thrust his wounded colleague out of the way and pulled a pistol. With a cry and a delicate kick, Falcon sent it spinning down the planking. He retrieved it as it skidded toward the water and extinction, drew the muzzle on the second masked man as the assailant raised his foot to stamp down on Quinn's bowed neck.


  "Hold off or you die this instant," he commanded. The man glowered at him, shook his head, and pressed forward. Falcon flickered his thumb over the wheel lock. Now the third assassin elbowed his colleague out of the road. He held a naked knife, faced Falcon at breath distance, hands held out in the knife-fighters pose seeming half-supplication.


  "I hardly think—"


  The man struck. Falcon saw the top finger-length of the pistol fall to the wood. Worked hardwood, steel, and brass had been cut through as cleanly as silk. The man grinned, wove a pass with his knife. Falcon thought he saw blue fire burn in its trace. Falcon threw his hand up to protect his face and, heedless, pulled the trigger. The explosion was like a cannon blast in the strait labyrinth of wooden verandahs and gangways. The ball careered wide, sky-shot, lost. Falcon had never intended it to hit. In the daze and confusion, he struck the knife-man with two short, stabbing punches; Lyon harborblows. The blade fell from the assailant's grip, struck the wood, and continued into it as if it were water until the hilt brought a halt. Now Quinn entered the fight, windful and hale. He snatched up the dropped blade. Itcut through the planks; the boardwalk cracked and settled beneath him. Quinn drew himself to his full height; his bulk filled the coffin-narrow alley. The wounded mallet-man and the pistoleiro had already fled. The knife-man too scrambled away but in his panic tripped on a board-end and went sprawling on his back. With a bestial roar, Quinn was on top of him; knife slung underhand, a gutting blow, no Christian stroke.


  "Luis. Luis Quinn."


  A voice, through the brilliant, lordly rage. For an instant Luis Quinn considered turning and using this blade, this divine, hellish edge on the tiny, whining voice that dared to deny him, imagined it curting and cutting until there was nothing left but a stain. Then he saw the houses and the doors and windows close around him, felt the thatch stroking his shoulders, the man beneath his blade, the helpless, ridiculous man and the glorious fear in his eyes above the masking kerchief. In the last instant before you face eternityyou still maintain your disguise , he thought.


  "Fly!" Luis Quinn thundered. "Fly!"


  The assailant crabbed away, found his feet, fled.


  Quinn pushed past the pale, shaken Falcon and descended to the jetty where moments—it seemed an age in the gelid time of fighting he knew so well from the dueling days—before they had been dickering with the canoe feitores. A marveling look at the blade—no shop in Brazil had ever made such a thing—and he flung it with all might out over the heads of the canoemen into the river. His ribs ached from the effort: had the angelic knife left an arc of blue in its wake, a wound in the air? Now Falcon was at his side.


  "My friend, I seem to have outstayed my welcome."


  


  


  The church was death-dark, lit only by the votives at the feet of the patrons and the red heart of the sanctuary lamp, but Falcon was easily able to find Quinn by following the trail of cigar smoke.


  "In France it would be considered a sin most heinous to smoke in a church."


  "I see no vice in it." Quinn stood leaning against the pulpit; a vertiginous affair clinging high to the chancel wall like the nest of some forest bird, dizzy with painted putti and allegorical figures. "We honor the cross with our hearts and minds, not our inhalations and exhalations. And do we not drink wine in the most holy of places?"


  The stew of the Rio Negro day seemed to roost in the church. Falcon was hot, oppressed, afraid. Twice now he had seen the rage of Luis Quinn.


  "Your absence was noted at supper."


  "I have a set of exercises to complete before I continue my task."


  "I told them as much."


  "And did they note the attack at the landing today?"


  "They did not."


  "Strange that in so contained a town as São José the friar has nothing to say about a deadly assault on a visiting admonitory." Quinn examined the dying coal of his cigar and neatly ground it to extinction on the tiled floor. "There is wrong here so deep, so strongly rooted, that I fear it is beyond my power to destroy it."


  '''Destroy,' that is a peculiarly martial word for a man of faith."


  "Mine is a martial order. Do you know why I was chosen as admonitory in Coimbra?"


  "Because of your facility with languages. And because, forgive me, you have killed a man." Quinn snapped our a bark of a laugh, flattened and ugly in his uncommon accent.


  "I suppose that is not so difficult a surmise. Can you also surmise how I killed that man?"


  "The obvious deduction would be in the heat and passion of a satisfaction."


  "That would be the obvious deduction. No, I killed him with a pewter drinking tankard. I struck him on the side of the head, and in his helplessness I set upon him and with the same vessel beat the life from his body, and beyond that, until not even his master could recognize him. Do you know who this man was?" Falcon felt his scalp itch beneath his wig in the stifling heat of the church. "From your words, a servant. One of your own household?"


  "No, a slave in a tavern in Porto. A Brazilian slave, in truth, an indio; recalling now his speech, I would guess a Tupiniquin. The owner had made his fortune in the colony and retired with his household and slaves to the Kingdom. He did not say much to me, only that he had been instructed to refuse me any further drink. So before all my friends, my good drinking and fighting friends, I took up the empty tankard and struck him down. Now, can you guess why I gave myself to the Society of Jesus?"


  "Remorse and penance of course, not merely for the murder—let us not bandy words, it was nothing less—but because you were of that exalted class that can murder with impunity."


  "All that, yes, but you have missed the heart of it. I said that mine was a martial order: the discipline, friend, the discipline. Because when I murdered that slave—I do not choose to bandy words either—do you know what I felt? Joy. Joy such as I have never known before or since. Those moments when I have taken or administered the Sacrament, when I pray alone and I know I am caught up by the Spirit of Christ, even when the music stirs me to tears: these are not even the faintest echoes of what I felt when I took that life in my hands and tore it out. Nothing, Falcon, nothing compares to it. When I went out, in my fighting days, I merely touched the hem of it. It was a terrible, beautiful joy, Falcon, and so so hard to give up."


  "I have seen it," Falcon said weakly. The heat—he could not breathe, the sweat was trickling down the nape of his neck. He removed his wig, clutched it nervously, like a suitor a nosegay.


  "You have seen nothing," Quinn said. "You understand nothing. You never can. I asked for a task most difficult; God has granted me my desire, but it is greater and harder than Father James, than anyone in Coimbra, ever imagined. Father Diego Gonçalves of my Society came to this river twelve years ago. His works the apostles themselves might envy; whole nations won for Christ and pacified, the cross for two hundred leagues up the Rio Branco, aldeias and reduciones that were shining beacons of what could be achieved in this bestial land. Peace, plenty, learning, the right knowledge of God and of his Church—every soul could sing, every soul could read and write. Episcopal visitors wrote of the beauty and splendor of these settlements: glorious churches, skilled people who gave their labor freely, not through coercion or slavery. I have read his letters on the ship from Salvador to Belém. Father Diego applied to the provincial for permission to set up a printing press: he was a visionary man, a true prophet. In his petition he included sketches of a place of learning, high on the Rio Branco, a new city—a new Jerusalem, he called it, a university in the forest. I have seen the sketches in the College library at Salvador; it is sinfully ambitious, maniacal in its scale: an entire city in the Amazon. He was refused of course."


  "Portugal's colonial policy is very clear; Brazil is a commercial adjunct, nothing more. Continue, pray."


  "After that, nothing. Father Diego Gonçalves sailed from this fort seven years ago into the high lands beyond the Rio Branco. Entradas and survivors of lost bandeiras told of monstrous constructions, entire populations enslaved and put to work. An empire within an empire, hacked out of deep forest. Death and blood. When three successive visitors sent from Salvador to ascertain the truth of these rumors failed to return, the Society applied for an admonitory. "


  "Your mission is to find Father Diego Gonçalves."


  "And return him to the discipline of the Order, by any means."


  "I fear that I understand your meaning too well, Father."


  "I may murder him if necessary. That is your word, isn't it? By rumor alone he has become a liability to the Society. Our presence in Brazil is ever precarious. "


  "Kill a brother priest."


  "My own Society has made me a hypocrite, yet I obey, as any soldier obeys, as any soldier must." Falcon wiped sweat from his neck with his blouse sleeve. The smell of stale incense was intolerably cloying. His eyes itched.


  "Those men who attacked us: do you believe they were Father Diego's men?"


  "No; I believe they were in the hire of that same father with whom you dined so well so recently. He is too greasy and well fed to be much of a plotter, our Friar Braga. I questioned him after the Mass; he lies well and habitually. The wealth of the Carmelites has always been founded on the red gold; I suspect their presence is only tolerated here because they descend a steady supply of slaves to the engenhos."


  "Do you believe he could be responsible for the destruction of the boat town?"


  "Not even the Carmelites are so compromised. But I am not safe here; you, my friend, enjoy some measure of protection through your crown misssion. I am merely a priest, and in this latitude priests have always been disspensable. We leave in the morning, but I will not return to the Colegio, not this night."



  "Then I shall watch and wait with you," Falcon declared.


  "I would caution against spending too much time in my company. But at the least leave me your sword."


  "Gladly," Falcon said as he removed his weapon belt and handed it, buckles ringing, to Quinn. "I could wish that you had not thrown that uncommon knife into the river."


  "I had to," Quinn said, lifting the sheath into the sanctuary light to work out its character and feel. "It was a wrong thing. It scared me. Go now; you have been here too long. I shall watch and pray. I so desire prayer: my spirit feels sullied, stained by compromise."


  


  


  Light on the black water; a million dapple-shards brilliant in the eastering sun that sent a blade of gold along the river. The far bank was limned in light, the shore sand bright yellow; though over a league distant, every detail was pin sharp, every tree in the forest canopy so distinct Falcon could distinguish the very leaves and branches. The pandemoniac bellowing of red howler monkeys came clear and full to his ears. Falcon stood a time at the top of the river steps blinking in the light, shading his eyes with his hand against the vast glare; not even his green eyeglasses could defeat so triumphant a sun. The heat was rising with the morning, the insects few and torpid; he hoped to be out in the deep stream by the time both became intolerable. But this moment was fresh and clean and new-minted, so present that all the terrors and whisperings of the night seemed phantoms, and Falcon wanted to stretch it to its last note. Quinn was already in his canoe. The Jesuit, a smallpox-scarred Indio in mission whites, and an immense, broad black were its entire crew. The remainder of the pirogue was filled with Quinn's manioc and beans. Falcon's much larger fleet rocked on the dazzling ripples: a canoe with awning for the geographer, three for his staff, five for his baggage, a further three for their supplies, all well manned with Silo José Manao slaves.


  "A great grand morning, thanks be to God!" Quinn called out in French. "I cannot wait for the off."


  "You travel light," Falcon remarked as he descended the steps. The river had fallen farther in the night; planks had been hastily laid across the already-cracking mud, but there were still a few oozing, sinking footsteps through the mud to the canoe. "Is this the best the fabled Jesuit gold can purchase?"


  "Light and fast, please God," Quinn said in Portuguese now. "And sure the paddles of three willing men are worth a whole fleet of pressed slaves."


  The black man grinned broadly. Determination set in his face, Falcon picked his way up the rocking canoe to his seat in the center under the cotton awning. He could feel the silent derision of his crew, the more audible laughter of Quinn's small outfit, in the flush of his face. He settled delicately into his wicker seat, the sunshade hiding him from insects and scorn. Falcon raised his handkerchief.


  "Away then."


  The golden river broke into coins of light as the paddles struck and pulled. Falcon gripped the sides as the bow-water climbed the flanks of the canoe. A moment's fear, then his fleet fell in around him, paddlers slipping into unconscious unison, an arrow formation curving out into the Rio Negro. Quinn's smaller, lighter craft, frail as a leaf on water, surged ahead. Falcon noticed how easily Quinn's massive frame, despite the terrible blow it had sustained so recently, learned the paddle's rhythms. Falcon could not resist the infantile urge to wave his kerchief to him. Quinn returned the acknowledgment with a wide, careless grin.


  Time vanished with the rolling stream; when Falcon glanced back around the side of his shade, São José


  Tarumás had dropped from view behind a turn of the stream so subtle that it had been beneath even his trained regard, so vast that the walls of green seemed to close behind him. Against will and reason, Falcon found the spirit of the river entering him. It maniifested itself as stillness, a reluctance to move, to lift any of the instruments he had set in his place to measure the sun and space and time, to engage in any action that might send thought and will rippling out across the black water. The calls of birds and canopy beasts, the splash of river life, the push and drip of the paddles and the hum of the water against the hull, all seemed to him parts of a greater chorale the sum of which was an enormous, cosmoological silence. The still spires of smoke from across the green canopy, the riverside settlements, the squat thatched cones of churches, their wooden crosses erect before them, the frequent river traffic that hailed and waved and smiled-all were as far from him as if painted in aquarelle on paper and Falcon were a drip of rain running down the glass. His hands should be meassuring, his hands should be sketching, mapping, annotating; his hands gripped the sides of the canoe, river-tranced, hour after hour. Quinn's hail broke the spell. His pirogue had drawn ahead, hour on hour, until it seemed a mosquito on the surface of the water. Now, where the channel divided into a braid of marshy islets and eyots, he bade his steersman turn across the current and waited in midstream. As he drifted toward Falcon's phalanx, Quinn raised his paddle over his head in his two hands and thrust it into the air three times. On the instant every paddler in Falcon's fleet put up his oar. Impetus lost, the inexorable hand of the Rio Negro took the boats, checked them, turned them, scattered their line of order into chaos.


  "Paddle, you oxen!" Falcon roared, and, to Juripari his Manao translator, "Command them to paddle, this instant." The translator remained silent, the paddles unmoving. Falcon struck at the back of a slave kneeling immediately before him. The man received the blow with the stolidity of a buttressed forest tree. Quinn and his crew were stroking swiftly toward the drifting canoes. He hauled in along side the swearing, berating Falcon.


  "Apologies, my friend, but this is as far as you travel with me."


  "What have you done? What nonsense is this? Some wretched Jesuit plot."


  "More that fabled Jesuit gold to which you alluded, Doctor. The Society has never feared the power of lucre, like some others. But you will come no further with me, Dr. Falcon. Ahead lies the Arquipelago das Anavilhanas, which Manoel tells me is a mapless maze of ever-shifting sand bars and lagoons. I have instructed your crew to make camp on an island for five days. In that time I will have so far outstripped your expedition that you will never find me. My friend, it is not safe for you to go with me, and to be truthful, my own misssion may lead me to actions that I would not wish witnessed by one outside my Order. Neither was it safe, even for you, to remain in São José Tarumás. But in the Anavilhanas, no one will ever find you." Quinn lifted the Frenchman's sword from the bottom of the pirogue and offered it tohim. "This is your weapon, not mine; and if I do not have it, Grace of Our Lady I shall not be tempted to use it." He tossed the sword; Falcon caught it lightly in his two hands. The canoes rocked on the still water, all bound together in the dark currrent. "Argument is futile, my dear friend, against Jesuit authority, and Jesuit gold." Quinn nodded to his indio pilot; paddles dipped, the pirogue drew away from the helpless Falcon. "I must confess a further crime against you, Doctor, though, as I have returned your sword, it is more in the nature of a trade. Your device, your Governing Engine; in this land it would become a tool of the grossest human subjugation conceivable. Forgive me; I have removed it from your baggage, together with the plans. It is an evil thing."


  "Quinn, Quinn!" Falcon shouted. "My engine, my Governing Engine, what did you do with it, you faithless blackrobe?"


  "Look for me around the mouth of the Rio Branco," Quinn called back, and the river carried them apart until the pirogue, pitifully small and fragile against the green wall of the várzea, was lost among the narrow mud-choked channels.


  


  


  Only when the sudden clap of flighting birds or the soft clop of a jumping fish or the sun brilliant in the diamond of a water-bead dropping from paddle-tip summoned him did Father Luis Quinn start from rapture to find that hours had passed in the reverie of the river. He had ceased counting the days since the parting at Anavilhanas; morning followed morning like a chain of pearls, the great dawn chorus of the forest, then the run out into the misty water and the time-devouring stroke of the paddles; the simple sacrament of physical work. No need, no desire for speech. Never in all his disciplines and exercises had Quinn found so easy and complete a submergence of the self into the other. The indolent slide of jacaré


  into the water; the sudden scatter of capybara as the pirogue entered a marshy furo between river loops, noses and tiny ears held above the surface; the dash of a toucan across the channel, a nestling in its outlandish beak, pursued by the plundered mother. Once—had he imagined, had he truly beheld?—the wide prideful eyes of the solitary jaguar, kneeling warily at a salt lick. Their unthinking, animal actions were of one with the automatic obedience of his muscles to the paddle. In physicality is true subjugation of the self.


  On and on and on. As Quinn's spirit went outward into the physical world, as often it was cast backward. Memory became entangled with reality. Luis Quinn knelt not in the waist of a pirogue, a frail shave of bark, but stood at the taff-rail of a Porto carrack beating for the Spanish Gate of Galway under a spring sky of swift, gray-bottomed shower-heavy clouds. Fifteen years and his first return since childhood; he had thought he would barely remember the old language, but as Suibhne the captain led him from warehouse to port-merchants to tavern and the men had greeted him like a sea-divided relative, he found the grammar and idiom, the words and blessings swinging into place like the timbers of a house. Seamus Óg Quinn's son; big strapping lad he grew up to be, grand to see a Quinn back among his old people and lands. Again, recollection: the great hall on the upper floor of the casa in Porto; Pederneiras the tutor taking him by the hand down from the schoolroom on the top floor to this great, light-filled hall lowering with allegories of wealth, and power crowning the merchants and navigators of Porto. As he had peered down through the colonnaded window into the rattling street, Pederneiras had opened a long, narrow shagreen-bound case. Within, bound in baize, the blades. "Go, take one, feel it, adore it." Luis Quinn's hand dropped around the hilt and a thrill burned up his arm, a belly-fire, a hardening and pressing he now knew as sexual, a feeling that twenty years disstant, kneeling in supplication, still stirred him physically.


  "I see you need no encouragement from me, Senhor Luis," Pederneiras had said, observing the precocious pride in his pupil's breeches. "Now, the garde." Bright metal in his hand once again, the flattened silver of a stout tankard, crushed by repeated blows to the skull of a man. The master has commanded me to serve you no more. Still his body remembered that deep, exultant joy. Luis Quinn turned the disciplines of his exercise to expunge the luxuurious memory of sin. Preparatory prayer : ask of Christ his grace that all intentions, actions, and works may be directed to his greater glory. First point: the sin of the angels. Naked they were, and innocent, dwelling in a paradise of bounty and clemency, yet still in their forests and great rivers the Enemy corrupted them. They consumed human flesh, they rejoiced in the meat of their enemies, and so we condemned them as pagan, animal, without soul or spirit, fit only for slavery. In so doing we condemned ourselves. Secondpoint : the sin of old Adam. Quinn's memory turned from the battered shell of metal in his fist to the smashed skull on the floor. He heard again the hooting animal howls of his friends cheering him on through the fire of lust and drink. Third point : the sin of the soul condemned through mortal vice. Father Diego Gonçalves, what do you know of him? Manoel the pilot, a diligent altar boy, dared say nothing against the Church, but his hunched shoulders and bowed head, as if cowering from the vastness of the Rio Negro, spoke old dread to Luis Quinn. Zemba, a freed slave who since his manumission at Belém had worked his way up the river to the rumors of an El Dorado in the immensity beyond São José


  Tarumás, a land of future where his history would be forrgotten. The City of God , he said. The kingdomof heaven is built there .


  Luis Quinn turned the three sins beneath his contemplation and saw that they were indivisible: the pride of kings, the pride of the spirit, the pride of power. Now I understand why you sent me, Father James.Conclude the meditation with the Paternoster . But as the comfortable words formed the river exploded around him, dashing him from contemplation: botos, in their dozens, spearing through the water around the pirogue, curving up through the surface to gasp in air, some bursting free from their element entirely in an ecstatic leap. Quinn's heart leaped in wonder and joy; then, as he followed a flying, twisting boto to the zenith of its arc, to wordless awe. Angels moved over the várzea, striding across the forest canopy, their feet brushing the treetops. Angels carmine and gold, Madonna blue and silver, angels bearing harps and psalteries, drums and maracas, swords and double-curved warbows: the host of heaven. We strive not against men but against principalities and powers. The pirogue shot clear from the narrow gut of the furo to rejoin the main channel, and Quinn involuntarily rose to his feet in wonder. From bank to bank the channel was black with canoes; men perched in the stern driving their bobbing wooden shells onward, women and children in the waist. Some were entirely crewed by grinning, spray-wet children. At the center of the great fleet rose the object of Quinn's awe. A basilica sailed the river. Nave, chancel, apses, buttresses, and clerestory; in every detail a church from the wooden-shingled dome to the crucifix between its two towers. Every inch of the basilica was covered in carved, painted reliefs of the gospels and the catechisms, the martyrdoms of saints and the stoopings of angels; the illumination caught and kindled in the westering light as radiantly as any rose window. Each wooden roof-slat was painted with the representation of a flower. Figures stood on the railed balcony above the porch, tiny as insects. Insect was the image caught in Quinn's reeling mind; the great church seemed to stride across the water on a thousand spindle legs. A second, colder look revealed them to be a forest of sweeps propelling the towering edifice down the channel. The basilica did not move by human muscle alone; the finials of the wall-buttresses had been extended into masts slung with yardage and brown, palm-cloth sail; the towers too bore sprits, stays, and banners. One pennant was figured with Our Lady and child, the other a woman, standing on one foot, her body entwined with forest vines andflowers. Naked red bodies patterned black with genipapo swarmed the ropes and ratlines. Then Luis Quinn's attention rose to the mastheads. Each mast was capped with a titanic carving of an angel: trumpet, harp, lozenge-bladed sword, shield, and castanets. Their faces were those of the people of the canoes: high-cheeked, narrow-eyed, black-haired Rio Negro angels.


  Now bells sounded from the basilica. The figures on the balcony moved with sudden activity, and a large canoe was pushed out from the line of mooring poles at the church-ship's bow. Quinn read the inscription over the main portal, though he already knew what it must say: Ad maioram Dei Gloriam.


  


  


  OUR LADY OF THE


  FLOOD FOREST
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