PRETOFAGIA

NORTH OF ESPIRITO SANTO, 1826
A rainy month in the city of Sdo
Mateus, known as “Cricaré”

A “free” life in the city allowed Jongo,
an African man from Angola, and
Adriano, a Brazilian criollo, to earn
some coins as kitchen workers. They
rented a small room on the second
floor of a derelict plantation far from
the city’s center. During the day, they
baked rolls and swept the floor; at
night, they could sleep together and
dream of the freedom to be and to...
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It doesn't seem like a normal
rain. It's early and the sky is
already so dark.

And what would your problem
{ with darkness be, Jongo?
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How did we get here? Who could
+ §l have imagined our audacity would
2 have carried us so far...

We've escaped now many times.
And [ think we've only just started to
weather our time together.

Chapter III: It's possible to see the future in the rain

It rained all night and
now a storm’s coming.

I'm sure the city will be flooded.
Let's stay home today.

Do you think we should )
leave for work now?

You can barely see your palm in
front of your face.

The rain flooded the entire area of Cricaré, and for seven days the inhabitants of Sdo Mateus stayed isolated in their homes. The enormous river
encircling the city freed itself and redesigned its margins with a grand violence. Plantations and harvests were destroyed, devastated, and the most
lavish establishments, those along the Rio Cricaré, had to be abandoned. A little while later, they said in the city that many enslaved people took
advantage of the chaos to escape in hordes. It was a very great loss of the masters of sugar mills.

In the outskirts of the city, Jongo and Adriano were in their house in Sdo Mateus. For those seven days, they'd spent most of their time lying down
one over the other. Floating in a state of profound serenity between pleasure and sleep. They hadn't had any visitors, or work, or anything to do
with or for anyone at any moment. In neither of their heads passed even a thought about chaos, devastation, loss. On the contrary, they blessed
every day the rain fell generously and in torrents. Was this the sensation of freedom: the absence of fear and discomfort?

Together, shining in the waterfall of rays that plummeted their wet nights, they had an epiphany: it’s possible to see the future in the rain...

We're in a window! The world is before
us... If they catch us exchanging
embraces, they'll hang us, Adriano!

Don't worry, Jongo. By the time
they think to catch us, we'll already
be far away. Already in the next
chapter of our history...
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