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Guns	germs	and	steel	into	the	tropics	answers

Guns	germs	and	steel	part	3	into	the	tropics	video	guide	answers.

Ã	Ã	Ã	sent	in	1910	to	live	with	distant	relatives	who	have	a	£	plantaÃ§Ã	the	rubber	along	the	Amazon	river,	English	orphan	Maia	estÃ¡	excited.	She	believes	in	estÃ¡	for	colorful	macaws,	huge	butterflies,	and	a	sweetly	scented	orquÃdeas	curtains	to	the	right	of	her	colleagues	trees.Ã	¢	¢	nicos	Brita	avisÃ¡	her	alligators	©	s	eaters	of	men	and	wild,
Ãndios	killers.	Unfortunately,	ninguÃ	©	m	warns	Maia	on	her	desagradÃ¡veis,	xenÃ³fobas	cousins,	who	douse	the	house	spray	and	forbid	her	to	venture	to	wing	©	m	of	your	hairstyle	compound.	Maya,	however,	Ã	©	quite	ingenious	to	find	yourself	right	in	the	middle	of	over	£	thrill	the	than	she	ever	imagined,	from	a	one	Indian	with	a	mysterious
heranÃ§a	to	an	itinerant	actor	fearing	his	imminent	adolescÃªncia	for	a	journey	down	the	Amazon	Stunning	in	search	giant	preguiÃ§a	lendÃ¡rio.	Ã	Â³Ã	Â	»Ã	Â	°	Ã	Â²Ã	Â»	Ã	Â½Ã	Î¼Ã	AA	ï¼	Ã	Ã	Ã	Ã-Only	her	list	this	wonderful	book	for	the	Carnegie	Medal	was	a	injustiÃ§a,	do	£	matter	what	other	titles	were!	Here	Ã	©	certainly	one	of	the	best,	most
engraÃ§ado,	more	exciting	adventures	Ã	©	picas	already	written.	Ã	£	realizaÃ§Ã	one	extraordinÃ¡ria	the	literÃ¡ria,	but	none	of	that	Ã	©	more	than	poderÃamos	expect	from	Eva	Ibbotson.	Ã	Ã	Ã	I	must	declare	an	interest,	or	rather	make	a	confession	the	£	here.	Ã	really	difficult	for	me	to	write	in	terms	tÃ	£	Bright	on	the	trip	to	the	River	Sea.	Most
authors	tÃªm	one	tendÃªncia	to	be	competitive	for	more	than	escondÃª	try	it.	I	do	not	think	IÃ	¢	I	am	better	or	worse	in	this	regard.	But	the	name	and	Eva	Ibbotson's	books	in	the	past,	I	reconhecÃª	it	turned	green	with	envy	eyes.	This	is	because	so	many	friends	speak	with	such	admiration	and	affection	the	£	about	the	work	of	Eva	Ibbotson.	My	wife,
Clare,	in	particular,	never	stopped	singing	her	praises,	since	she	read	the	Kazan	star.	Ã	Ã	Ã	Clare	I	have	read	each	of	the	evaa	s	books.	Enta	£	o,	Ã	©	course	she	encouraged	me	to	do	the	same.	Ã	¢	you	wonâ	¢	t	know	youÃ	¢	estÃ¡	even	turning	the	page,	one	she	told	me.	A,	but	her	books	sÃ	£	as	page-turners.	They	are	very	well	written	£;	their	sense	of
place	Ã	©	tÃ	£	good	that	you	feel	that	there	estÃ¡	in	the	streets	of	the	sÃ	©	culo	XIX	Vienna,	or	on	a	boat	gliding	atravÃ	©	s	amazÃ'nica	the	jungle,	your	caracterizaÃ§Ã	£	oe	dialogue	for	tellingly	taken	that	you	feel	youÃ	¢	ve	met	these	people,	know	their	histories,	I	heard	their	voices.	All	she	writes	Ã	©	â	â	tÃ	£	attractive.	You	have	to	read	your	books!
Ã	Ã	Ã	Ã	Cheers	went	on	and	on,	and	the	more	they	were	the	more	reluctant	I	was	to	them	Reads.	But	in	the	end	I	had	to	do.	It	seemed	rude	in	the	£.	I	mean,	I	didnâ	¢	t	want	her	thinking	I	was	jealous	of	all	this	adulaÃ§Ã	£	o,	me?	Enta	£	o	I	read	Journey	to	the	River	Sea.	Ã	Ã	Ã	I	have	to	relatÃ³rio	that	once	again	my	wife	was	right.	The	scope	and	the	£
ambiÃ§Ã	this	book	Ã	©	extraordinÃ¡rio.	Set	a	hundred	years	atrÃ¡s,	it	follows	the	life	and	journey	of	Maia,	one	Ã³rfÃ	£,	as	it	can	take	minutes	©	the	slings	and	arrows	of	outrageous	fortune.	It	Ã	©	sent	a	COLA	©	London	gio	internal	well-meaning	but	prim	to	join	distant	relatives	in	amazÃ'nica	jungle,	where	she	imagines	that	she	will	find	the	love	she
longs	Famalia	and	never	had.	For	a	child	pomegranate	¢	ntico	and	solitÃ¡rio	this	sounds	like	dream.	But	one	by	one	her	dreams	sÃ	£	o	broken.	Ã	Ã	Ã	Despite	the	£	decepÃ§Ã	to	find	her	new	Famalia	completely	horrÃvel,	Maia	Ã	©	abenÃ§oado	with	wonderful	friends	who	help	her	atravÃ	©	s	the	twists	and	turns	of	this	journey	incredible.	And	Tamba	©
m	we	will	are	her	friends,	Tennis	£	good	Ã	©	her	character	drawn.	Come	on	atravÃ	©	s	of	his	essays	and	atribulaÃ§Ãμes	suffer	with	her,	rejoice	with	her.	What	a	book!	What	a	writer!	She	can	do	the	impossible,	to	write	a	story	Ã	©	pica	that	Ã	©	Antimo	at	the	same	time.	Ã	Ã	Ã	£	Enta	the	IÃ	¢	M	Do	£	green	with	envy,	full	of	admiration	and	affection
the	£.	IÃ	¢'m	just	grateful	for	the	life	and	work	of	Eva	Ibbotson,	whose	books	all	of	us	rich.	Morpurgo	of	2011	ã,	ã,	was	a	good	school,	one	of	the	best	in	London.	Miss	Banks	and	her	sister	Emily	Emily	That	girls	should	be	taught	as	carefully	and	more	carefully	with	boys.	They	bought	three	houses	in	a	quiet	square,	a	nice	place	with	plane	trees	and
well-behaved	pigeons,	and	placed	a	plate	of	Latan	saying:	the	Mayfair	Academy	for	young	ladies	-	they	prospered.	For	now	your	sisters	value	proper	learning,	they	also	valued	good	ways,	thought	and	care	for	others,	and	girls	have	learned	the	anoinbra	and	embroidery.	In	addition,	they	took	them	into	children	whose	parents	were	abroad	and	needed
somewhere	to	pass	the	fans.	Now	about	thirty	years	later,	in	the	fall	of	1910,	the	school	had	a	waiting	list,	and	those	girls	who	went	there	knew	how	lucky	they	were.	Even	so,	there	were	times	when	they	were	very	bored.	Miss	Carlisle	was	giving	a	geography	lesson	in	the	great	classroom	he	faced	the	street.	She	was	a	good	teacher,	but	until	the	best
teachers	have	difficulty	in	trying	to	make	the	rivers	of	southern	England	seem	unusual	and	exciting.	"Now	someone	can	tell	me	the	exact	source	of	the	River	Thames?"	She	asked.	She	ran	her	eyes	through	the	desk	lines,	lost	her	fat	Hermione,	her	worried	daisy,	"and	stopped	for	a	girl	in	the	front	row.	¬	¬	"NÃ	£	o	chews	the	end	of	your	pigtail	â	€"	She
was	about	to	say,	but	she	did	not	say	that.	For	it	was	a	day	when	this	particular	girl	had	the	right	to	chew	the	curved	ends	of	her	only	heavy	hair	of	hair.	Maia	had	seen	the	engine	stop	outside	the	door,	she	had	seen	Mr.	Murray	in	her	velvet	coat,	enter	the	house.	Murray	was	Maia's	guardian	and	today,	as	everyone	knew,	he	was	bringing	news	about
her	future.	Maia	looked	up	to	lose	Carlisle	and	fought	to	concentrate.	In	the	room	full	of	fair	and	clear	brown	heads,	she	stood	out,	with	her	triangular	pale	face,	her	dark	eyes	widely	spaced.	Her	ears,	they	were	naked	by	the	heavy	rope	with	black	hair,	gave	him	an	unprotected	appearance.	"The	Thames	rises	in	the	Cotswold	hills	Ã	¢	â	€"	"She	began
in	a	low	and	clear	voice.	Ã	¢	â	€	"A	small	village.	Just	just	that	little	hamlet?	She	had	no	idea.	The	door	opened.	Twenty	heads	turned."	Maia	Fielding	Come	to	Miss	Banking	room,	please?	"The	maid	said,	Maia	rose	to	the	feet.	Fear	is	the	cause	of	all	evil,	she	told	herself,	but	she	was	afraid.	Afraid	of	the	future	...	afraid	Of	the	unknown.	Afraid	on	the
way	for	someone	who	is	alone	in	the	world.	Miss	Banks	was	sitting	behind	his	desk;	his	sister,	Miss	Emily,	stood	beside	her.	Mr	Murray	was	in	a	leather	chair	by	A	table,	papers	rafting.	Murray	was	Maia's	guardian,	but	she	was	a	lawyer	and	never	forgot.	Things	had	to	be	done	with	slow	and	written.	Maia	looked	at	the	mounted	faces.	They	looked
cheerful,	But	this	could	mean	anything,	and	she	leaned	into	Pat	Miss	BanksÃ	¢	â,	"¢	Spaniel,	finding	comfort	with	the	feeling	of	her	hot,	hot	head.	â	€"	Well,	Maia,	we	have	good	news,	"said	Miss	Banks.	A	scary	woman	for	many,	now	in	her	sixties,	with	an	incredible	bust	she	would	have	made	splendidly	on	the	bow	of	a	sailboat,	she	s.	Orri	to	the	girl	in
front	of	her.	A	smart	child	and	a	brave,	who	fought	hard	to	overcome	the	devastating	blow	of	his	parents'	death	in	a	train	accident	in	Egypt	two	years	earlier.	The	staff	knew	how	Mayan	there	was	attention	at	night	after	the	night	under	the	pillow,	trying	not	to	wake	up	his	friends.	If	a	good	fortune	had	faced,	there	was	no	one	that	deserves	more.	Ã,	â
€	"We	found	your	relatives	Ã	¢	â	€"	Miss	Banks	continued.	Ã,	â	€	"NÃƒâ	€	£	â	€"	Maia	started,	but	I	could	not	finish	it.	Mr.	Murray	now	assumed.	"They	are	willing	to	give	you	a	house.	Maia	took	a	deep	breath.	A	home.	She	passed	the	fans	in	the	last	two	years	of	school.	Everyone	was	friendly	and	kind,	but	House	Ã	¢	â	€	£	|	¬	Â	¬	¬	¬	¬	¬	¬	¬	¬	¬	¬	¬
¬	¬	¬	¬	¬	¬	¬	¬	"I	said	to	Miss	Emily:	¬	¬"	But	it	turns	out	that	the	cartup	have	gone	daughters	on	her	age.	She	smiled	wide	and	nodded	as	if	she	He	had	arranged	the	birth	of	Gomos	for	the	Benefit	of	Maia.	Mr.	Murray	made	a	big	briefcase	on	the	knee.	Â	€	"As	we	know	we	have	sought	for	a	long	time	for	anyone	related	to	their	late	father.	We	knew
there	was	a	second	cousin,	a	Mr.	Clifford	Carter,	but	all	the	efforts	to	trace	him	They	failed	until	two	months	ago,	when	we	hear	he	had	emigrated	six	years	earlier.	He	left	England	with	his	family.	"So	where	is	he	now?"	Maia	asked.	There	was	a	moment	of	silence.	If	the	good	news	had	finished,	and	Murray	seemed	solemnly	and	wiped	his	throat.	"He
is	alive	-	the	characters	are	living	in	Amazon.	Ã,	â	€	"â	€"	in	South	Africa.	In	Brazil	Ã	¢	â	€	"He	placed	in	Miss	Banks.	Maia	lifted	his	head."	A	amazonÃƒâ	€	™	The?	Ã	¢	â	€	"She	said.	Â	€"	In	the	jungle,	do	you	mean?	"No	exactly.	Mr.	Carter	is	a	rubber	planter.	He	has	a	house	on	the	river	not	far	from	the	city	of	Manaus.	It's	a	perfectly	civilized	place.	I
have,	of	course,	organized	for	the	cã'sul	outside	to	visit	it.	He	knows	the	family	and	they	are	very	respectable.	There	was	a	break.	"I	thought	you'd	like	me	to	make	a	regular	payment.	The	postmen	for	their	lookout	and	their	schooling.	As	you	know,	your	father	has	made	you	well	supplied.	"Yes,	it	is	clear;	I	would	like	this;	I	would	like	to	pay	for	my	part.
But	Maia	was	not	thinking	of	his	money.	She	was	thinking	about	Amazon.	Of	Rivers	full	of	leeches,	forests	dark	with	herostis	with	blowpipes,	and	unnamed	insects,	that	wrinkle	on	meat.	How	could	she	live	there?	And	to	give	the	courage,	she	said:	Ã	¢	â	€	"What	are	they	called?	"When?"	"The	old	man	was	still	wondering	about	the	arrangements	he	had
done	with	Mr.	Carter.	He	had	offered	too	much	for	the	Maia.	"The	Guns?"	What	are	the	names	of	the	Guns?	"Beatrice	and	Gwendolyn	ã	â	€"	said	Emily.	"They	wrote	a	note."	And	she	delivered	Maia	a	single	sheet	of	paper.	My	dear	Maia,	the	girls	wrote,	we	hope	you	will	come	and	live	with	us.	We	thought	it	would	be	cool.	Maia	saw	them	as	she	read:
fair	and	curly	and	beautiful;	All	she	longed	for	being	and	was	not.	If	they	could	live	in	the	jungle,	she	could!	"When	I	go?"	She	asked.	"At	the	end	of	the	next	month.	Everything	worked	very	well	because	the	chargers	involved	a	new	housekeeper	and	she	will	travel	with	you.	A	housekeeper	...	in	the	jungle	...	as	strange	everything	sounded.	But	the	letter
of	the	Girls	had	given	her	heart.	They	were	eager	to	have	her.	They	wanted	her;	would	I	certainly	be	all	right?	""	Well,	we	hope	it's	the	best	Ã	¢	â,	"said	Miss	Banks	later.	That	Maia	left	the	room.	They	were	more	serious	now.	It	was	a	long	way	to	send	a	child	to	an	unknown	family	-	and	there	was	Maia's	song	to	consider.	She	threw	the	piano	well,	but
what	interested	the	team	of	Mayan	had	been	a	singer;	Maia's	own	voice	was	sweet	and	true.	Although	she	did	not	want	to	sing	professionally,	her	audience	of	learning	new	music	and	understanding	them,	was	exceptional.	But	what	was	that	To	contract	the	chance	of	a	loving	home?	The	Carters	seemed	very	pleased	to	take	Maia,	and	she	was	an
attractive	child.	â	€	"The	CÃ¡su	L	promised	to	keep	me	informed	Ã	¢	â	€	"said	Murray	Ã	¢	â	€"	and	the	gathering	separated.	Meanwhile,	the	return	of	Maia	to	the	classroom	meant	the	end	of	the	tributaries	of	Tâ	Éisa.	Â	€	‡	‡	‡	‡	‡	‡	‡	‡	‡	‡	‡	‡	‡	‡	‡	š	â	€	œThe	we	will	have	our	lesson	in	the	Amazon	and	the	rivers	of	South	Africa	Ã	¢	â	€	""	said	Miss
Carlisle.	Ã	â	€	"	I	want	everyone	to	find	out	at	least	an	interesting	fact	about	it.	She	smiled	at	Maia.	"Evo	wait	for	you	to	tell	us	how	you	are	going	to	travel,	and	for	how	long,	so	that	we	can	all	share	your	adventure.	There	was	no	doubt	about	it;	Maia	was	a	hero,	but	not	the	people.	envied;	more	the	type	that	was	burned	in	the	stake.	The	moment	his
friends	had	around	her	with	a	OohsÃ	¢	and	Ã	¢	¢	AaahsÃ	anguish	and	cries,	Maia	wanted	nothing	wing	©	m	to	flee	and	hide.	Ã	Ã	Ã	¢	But	she	didnâ	t.	She	asked	permission	to	go	Ã	£	the	library	after	dinner.	Ã	Ã	Ã	The	library	at	the	Academy	was	a	good	one.	That	night	Maia	sat	alone	atop	the	mahogany	library	steps,	and	she	read	and	she	read	and	she
read.	She	read	about	the	great	Ã¡rvores	broadleaf	forest	of	drilled	by	sudden	sunshine.	She	read	about	travelers	who	had	explored	the	maze	of	rivers	and	found	a	thousand	plants	and	animals	that	had	never	been	seen	before.	She	read	Birds	on	brightly	colored	flashing	between	the	branches	loaded	Ã	¢	parrots	and	hummingbirds	and	parakeets	A	and
butterflies	the	size	of	saucers,	and	sweetly	scented	orquÃdeas	curtains	to	the	right	of	Ã¡rvores.	She	read	about	the	wisdom	of	Ãndios	that	could	cure	disease	and	wounds	that	ninguÃ	©	m	in	Europe	understood.	Ã	Ã	Ã	Ã	Those	who	think	of	the	Amazon	as	a	green	hell,	One	she	read	in	an	old	book	with	a	tattered	spine,	Ã	¢-Only	prÃ³prios	bring	their
fears	and	prejudices	to	this	incredible	land.	To	find	out	if	a	place	Ã	©	hell	or	paradise	rests	in	itself,	and	those	vain	£	with	courage	and	an	open	mind	can	be	found	in	Paradise.Ã	¢	Ã	Ã	Ã	Maia	looked	up	from	the	book	.	I	can	do	this,	she	promised.	I	can	tornÃ¡	it	a	cÃ	©	u	and	I	will!	Ã	Ã	Ã	matron	found	her	lÃ¡	long	after	bedtime,	still	perched	on	the
stairs,	but	her	in	the	£	repreendÃª	it	because	there	was	a	strange	look	on	his	face	Girla	¢	s	as	if	she	already	was	in	another	country	.	Ã	Ã	Ã	Everyone	came	well	prepared	for	Geography	class	the	next	day.	Ã	Ã	Ã	Ã	You	start,	Hermione,	Ã	¢	said	Miss	Carlisle.	Ã	¢	What	you	found	out	about	the	Amazon?	Ã	Ã	Ã	Ã	Hermione	looked	anxiously	at	Maia.	Ã	Ã	Ã	Ã
HÃ¡	huge	crocodiles	in	the	rivers	that	can	take	your	head	in	one	bite.	As	theyâ	¢	£'re	in	the	called	crocodiles,	theyâ	sÃ	¢	£	©	s	alligators	the	called	because	their	muzzles	as	fatty	sÃ	£	but	theyâ	£	¢	ght	the	fierce.Ã	¢	Ã	Ã	And	if	you	just	put	a	mÃ	£	o	in	the	water	lÃ¡	sÃ	£	o	these	piranhas	that	takes	away	all	the	flesh	from	his	bones.	Each	bit.	They	sÃ	£
similar	to	the	common	fish,	but	the	teeth	sÃ	£	o	terrÃveis,	Ã	¢	said	Melanie.	Ã	Ã	Ã	Daisy	offered	a	mosquito	that	bit	you	and	gave	you	yellow	fever.	You	Ã	¢	alloy	as	a	lemon	yellow	£	£	e	enta	the	you	dies,	¢	she	said.	Ã	Ã	Ã	Ã	Ã	©	ITA	and	tÃ	£	hot	absolutely	sweat	runs	it	in	buckets.Ã	¢	Ã	Ã	Ã	Ã	£	Do	not	sweat	it,	honey,	transpiraÃ§Ã	the	£,	Ã	¢	corrected
Miss	Carlisle.	Ã	Ã	Ã	Anna	described	the	Ãndios	covered	with	terrifying	ink	swirls,	who	shot	you	with	poisoned	arrows	that	you	paralyzed	and	made	you	mad;	Rose	came	oz,	silent	as	shadows,	which	has	launched	on	anyone	who	dared	to	go	into	the	forest.	Ã	Carlisle	miss	one	now	raised	one	hand	and	looked	worried	about	Maia.	The	girl	was	pÃ¡lida	and
silent,	and	she	was	very	sorry	now	that	she	had	told	the	class	to	find	out	what	they	could.	Ã	Ã	Ã	Ã	And	you,	Maia?	What	did	you	find	out?	Ã	Ã	Ã	Ã	©	Maia	stood	foot.	She	had	written	notes,	but	her	in	the	£	looked	at	them,	and	when	she	comeÃ§ou	talking	she	kept	upside	up,	to	her	time	in	the	library	had	changed	everything.	Ã	Ã	Ã	Ã	Ã	©	The	Amazon
the	longest	river	in	the	world.	The	Nile	Ã	©	a	little	longer,	but	Amazon	has	most	of	the	water.	It	used	to	be	called	The	River	Sea	because	of	it,	and	in	Brazil	there	are	rivers	that	flow	into	it.	Some	of	the	rivers	sÃ	£	o	black	and	some	sÃ	£	brown	and	running	in	Southern	sÃ	£	Blue	and	this	Ã	©	because	of	what	estÃ¡	under	the	water.	Ã	Ã	Ã	Ã	When	will	I
travel	on	a	boat	Booth	Line	and	it	will	take	four	weeks	to	cross	the	AtlÃ	¢	ntico	and	then	when	I	get	to	Brazil	I	still	have	to	travel	one	thousand	miles	along	the	river	between	Ã¡rvores	leaning	on	the	water,	and	there	will	be	scarlet	birds	and	shoals	and	creatures	like	large	guinea	pigs	called	capaÃ	¢	|	capybaras	that	you	can	tame.	Ã	Ã	Ã	Ã	And	then
another	two	weeks	on	the	boat	I	should	The	city	of	Manaus,	which	is	a	beautiful	beautiful	With	a	theater	with	a	green	and	gold	roof,	and	shops	and	is	just	as	magnificant	©	here	because	people	who	grew	rubber	lÃ¡	out	was	very	rich	and	so	they	could	build	such	a	place	even	in	the	jungle	...	and	Ã	©	aÃ	I	SerÃ¡	received	by	Mr.	and	Mrs.	Carter	and
Beatrice	and	GwendolynÃ	¢	â	¬	"She	paused	and	smiled	at	his	colleagues.	Ã	¢	â,¬"	and	after	that,	do	Â	£	know,	but	Ã	Â	©	ficarÃ¡	well.	But	she	needed	all	her	courage	as	she	stood	in	the	hallway	for	mÃªs	after	saying	goodbye.	Her	torso	was	tied,	his	traveling	cloak	was	in	the	small	suitcase	that	was	all	she	had	permission	to	take	the	£	to	the	cabin,
and	she	was	in	a	cÃrculo	of	his	friends.	Hermione	was	crying,	the	youngest	pupil,	Dora,	was	holding	her	skirt.	¬	A	"in	the	vÃ¡	£	Â,	Ã	¢	¬	Maia"	lamitou	it.	Ã	¢	â,¬â	"Do	Â	£	Want	It	vÃ¡	you.	Who	will	tell	me	histories?	Ã	â	¬"	We	will	miss	Ã	¢	â,¬	"cried	Melanie.	Ã	â	¬	Ã	¢	¬	Å	Â	£	Do	the	step	on	a	good	constrictor!	Ã	â,¬â	"IMAA	Â	£	o	Ã	¢	â,¬"	oh,	please
write	lots	and	lots	of	letters.	Ã	Ã	â	¬	last	minute	presents	was	stuffed	in	his	case;.	a	pin	pad	slightly	strange	made	by	Anna,	a	set	of	ribbons	for	her	hair	teachers	Tamba	©	m	came	to	sees	it,	and	the	maids	were	rising	Ã	â	¬.	Å	Â	£	vAIN	the	will	be	fine,	Miss	Ã	¢	â,¬	"they	said.	Ã	¢	â,¬	"You	Will	Âª	will	have	a	lovely	time	but	they	looked	at	her	with	pity
Piranhas	and	alligators	©	s	were	in	the	air	-..	And	the	maid	DOMA	©	stica	who	had	sat	most	of	the	night	with	Maia	after	she	heard	of	his	death	of	his	parents,	was	wiping	her	eyes	with	the	corner	of	her	apron.	the	director	now	went	downstairs,	followed	by	Miss.	Emily,	and	everyone	came	to	her	as	she	came	to	Maia.	But	the	speech	farewell	Miss
Banks	had	prepared	was	never	done.	instead,	she	came	forward	and	placed	them	round	braÃ§os	Maia,	who	disappeared	the	last	time	in	the	folds	of	his	tremendous	chest.	Ã	â	¬	"Now,	my	son	Ã	¢	â,¬â	"she	said	Ã	¢	â,¬â"	and	God	abenÃ§oe	you!	Ã	â,¬â	"and	Enta	£	oo	porter	came	and	said	the	carriage	was	at	the	door.	The	girls	followed	Maia	to	the
street,	but	the	view	of	the	woman	in	black	sitting	rigidly	on	the	trÃ¡s	the	tÃ¡xi	the	mÃ	£	them	in	your	umbrella,	Maia	wavered.	it	was	Miss	Minton,	the	housekeeper,	who	would	take	care	of	her	on	the	journey.	Ã	â	¬	¬	Ã	¢	Å	Do	Â	£	fierce	look	like?	Ã	¬	"whispered	Melanie.	Ã	â	¬	POA	Â	£	o	Ã	¢	â,¬	"whispered	Hermione.	And	indeed,	the	tall	woman,	thin
looked	more	like	a	rake	or	a	nutcracker	than	a	human	being.	The	cabin	door	opened.	a	mÃ	£	o	in	a	black	glove,	Ã³ssea	and	cold	as	a	skeleton,	was	stretched	to	help	her.	Maia	picked	up	and	followed	by	the	screams	of	his	classmates,	they	left.	the	first	part	of	the	trip,	Maia	kept	her	eyes	on	the	road	side.	Now	that	she	was	actually	leaving	her	friends,	it
was	difficult	to	hold	your	Tears.	she	had	come	to	the	stage	swallowing	when	he	heard	a	loud	noise	and	turned	his	head.	Miss	Minton	opened	the	closing	metal	of	his	big	black	bag	and	was	handing	him	a	clean	lenÃ§o,	embroidered	with	the	initial	Ã	¢	â,¬	".	Ã	â	¬	"said	Ã	¢	â,¬"	the	housekeeper	said	in	his	deep	voice.	Ã	¢	â,¬	"I	think	the	Wed	£	How
lucky	I	was	fortunate.Ã	¢	Ã	Ã	Ã	Ã	For	go	to	Amazon,	you	mean?	Ã	Ã	Ã	Ã	Ã	to	have	so	many	friends	who	were	sad	to	see	me	go.Ã	¢	Ã	Ã	Ã	Ã	â	¬	~	Â	£	o	do	have	friends	who	mention	you,	doing?	Ã	â	¬	Ã	¢	â,¬	"the	fine	Minton	the	lips	twitched	for	a	moment.	Ã	â,¬â	"My	Budgerigar,	maybe.	If	he	had	understood	what	was	going	on.	What	Ã	©	extremely
doubtful.	Maia	turned	his	head.	Miss	Minton	was	certainly	a	more	extraordinÃ¡ria	person.	His	eyes,	by	three	men	¡are	thick	and	dark	rings	thick,	were	the	color	of	mud,	her	mouth	was	narrow,	its	thin	and	sharp	nose	and	his	running	©	u	black	felt	was	tied	to	its	foot	£	the	hair	sparse	with	a	stem	of	a	plate	©	u	temÃvel	in	the	form	of	a	viking	Launches.
Ã	â,¬â	"Ã	Â	©	copied	from	Eric	armor	the	Hammerer	Ã	¢	â,¬"	said	Miss	Minton,	following	the	look	of	Maia.	Ã	¢	â	¬	"You	can	kill	with	a	As	that.â	€	™	s,	both	were	silent	again,	until	the	taxi	gave	a	sobita	turn	and	Miss	Umbrella	Mintonã	¢	s	fell	on	the	ground.	It	was	much	bigger	and	uglier	Mayan	umbrella	had	never	seen,	with	a	peak	of	action	and	a
long	stem	ending	in	a	handle	as	the	nozzle	of	a	bird	of	prey.	A	Miss	Minton,	however,	was	carefully	analyzing	a	slit	in	the	handle,	which	had	been	amended	with	glue.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	are	you	going	to	break	it	before?	Maia	asked	politely.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	yes.	Â	€	She	looked	at	the	hideous	umbrella	through	her	coarse	lenses.	I	broke	on	the	back	of	a	boy	named	Henry
Hartington,	Ã	¢	said	she.	The	Ã	Ã	Ã	Ã	Ã	¢	â	€	her	began,	but	his	mouth	had	dried.	And	the	ã,	the	ã,	I	threw	him	on	the	floor	and	knelt	on	him	and	pinned	it	with	my	umbrella,	Ã	¢	said	Miss	Minton.	A	disc.	For	a	long	time.	Aman,	she	leaned	back	in	the	chair,	looking	almost	happy.	Ã,	ã,	the	Maia	swallowed.	Á	¢	What	did	he	do?	Ounces	Ã	ã	ã	ã	ã	ã	ã	it	had
tried	a	small	spaniel	puppy	through	the	knitted	wire	of	her	fatheter	¢	s	Court.â	€	™	s	¢	ã	Ã	ã	ã	oh!	Was	he	seriously	injured?	The	puppy?	The	one	leg	was	moved	and	her	eye	was	scratched.	The	gardener	managed	to	set	the	leg,	but	could	not	do	anything	about	his	eye.	Â	€	™	s,	ã,	ã,	how	does	HenryÃ	¢	s	punish	him?	Ã	ã	ã	ã	ã	ã	it	didnÃ	¢	t.	Oh	my	God,
do	not!	I	was	fired	once.	Without	a	reference.â	€	™	s,	a	Miss	Minton	away.	The	year	that	followed	when	she	did	not	get	another	job	and	had	to	stay	with	her	sister	married,	it	was	one	that	she	was	not	willing	to	remember	or	argue.	Ã,	ã,	the	cabin	stopped.	Euston's	station	had	arrived.	Miss	Minton	waved	with	umbrella	in	a	concierge,	and	Maia's	trunk
and	her	suitcase	were	raised	in	a	cart.	Then	came	a	tin	trunk	struck	with	the	letters	A.	Minton	painted	on	the	side.	A	to	Yä	LL	needs	two	men	so	that,	a	referral	by	governance.	The	charger	seemed	offended.	Do	not	me.	M	IÃ	¢	Strong.â	€	™	s,	ã,	but	when	he	came	to	lift	the	trunk,	he	staggered.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	CRIKEY,	MAÃ	¢	am,	what	do	you	have	to	do?	He
asked.	Aman,	Miss	Minton	looked	at	him	with	haughtiness	and	did	not	answer.	Then	she	took	Maia	to	the	platform	where	the	train	hoped	to	take	them	to	Liverpool	and	Cardinal	RMS	towards	Brazil.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	they	were	cooking	out	of	the	station	before	Maia	asked,	one	was	books	on	the	trunk?	A	A	A	A	Era	Books,	an	admitted	Miss	Minton.	Ã,	the	cardinal
was	a	beautiful	ship;	A	white	snow	lining	with	a	thin,	light	blue	funnel.	She	had	two	state	rooms,	a	dining	room	and	a	lot	of	platform	space	where	people	can	lie	about	and	drink	tea	games	or	play	meat.	Ã,	ã,	Ã,	Isna	T-La	Linda?	She	said	Maia,	and	she	wondered	for	the	rail	with	the	wind	on	her	face	as	she	watched	the	boots	play	and	the	white	rolls
wheels	and	a	circle	on	top.	Ã,	the,	but	the	beginning	of	the	WasnÃ	¢	t	trip	in	all	like	that,	because	after	the	ship	left	Lisbon,	the	cardinal	ran	for	a	storm.	Great	green	waves	haunted	like	mountains,	the	ship	rolled	and	shuddered	and	camped.	Hardly	someone	came	to	the	dining	room,	and	the	doors	for	the	conversion	were	closed	so	that	the	passengers
still	in	their	feet	do	not	get	to	the	sea	washed.	The	Maia	and	Miss	Minton	shared	a	cabin	with	two	Portuguese	ladies	who	spent	his	time	in	his	bunk	beds,	being	sick,	praying	to	the	virgin	and	begging	to	die.	Maia	thought	this	was	going	too	far,	but	it's	true	that	being	nauseous	is	so	terrible	that	people	sometimes	want	the	ship	could	simply	sink	and	put
them	out	of	his	misery.	And	the	Maia	was	not	nauseous	and	was	not	Miss	Minton.	They	do	not	feel	exactly	hungry,	but	they	managed	to	get	to	the	dining	room,	holding	on	everything	they	could	find,	and	to	eat	some	of	the	soup	that	the	waiters	spilled	in	the	bowls	fixed	on	the	table	with	a	device	Special	that	came	out	in	storms.	It	is	difficult	not	to
Superior	When	everyone	is	being	sick	and	you	sand,	and	Maia	couldnÃ	¢	t	help	to	be	a	bit	satisfied	with	yourself.	This	lasted	to	Miss	Miss	Hanging	on	the	saloon	rail	with	his	long,	black	arms,	said	that	this	would	be	a	good	time	to	begin	to	learn	Portuguese.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	we	will	be	undisturbed.	Â	€	™	s,	ã,	Maia,	I	thought	this	was	a	suit.	One	maybe	the
genes	would	teach	me.	They	should	speak	you	if	they	are	there	for	so	long.	Â	€	™	s,	ã,	ã,	you	do	not	want	to	reach	a	country	unable	to	make	up	understand.	Everyone	speaks	Portuguese	in	Brazil.	Even	the	few	mixes	you	with	your	own	languages.	Â	€	™	s,	ã,	but	the	lessons	are	not	good.	Miss	Minton	had	found	a	book	on	the	family	of	Lord	and	Mrs.
Olyngarians	and	his	children	Pedro	and	Sylvina	who	did	all	the	things	people	do	in	phrase	books,	such	as	loss	of	his	luggage	and	find	a	fly	in	his	soup,	but	fix	The	eyes	on	a	page	when	the	boat	was	panting	made	it	definitely	sick.	Trying	to	read	when	you	are	being	played	on	at	the	£	Ã	©	Ida	©	good	going.	At	the	second	day	of	the	storm,	Maia	made	his
way	to	the	main	state	room,	where	passengers	should	sit	and	enjoy	their	drinks	and	parties.	Miss	Minton	was	helping	the	Portuguese	ladies	and	Maia	wanted	to	get	out	of	the	way.	A	a	a	a	huge	was	red	with	sofÃ¡s	screwed	to	tea	Â	£	mirrors	and	the	long	golden	edged	lining	the	walls,	and	first	and	thought	it	was	empty.	It	is,	so	she	saw	a	boy	about	her
own	age,	looking	at	one	of	the	mirrors	on	the	distant	wall.	He	had	long,	curly	and	curly	hair,	and	clothed	old	fashioned	clothes	a	velvet	Knickerbockers	and	a	jacket	with	a	very	short	seat	belt	on	the	sleeves	one	and	when	he	turned	saw	that	she	was	looking	unhappy	and	scared	.	How	are	you,	are	you	feeling	sick?	She	asked	him.	N	°	to	a	a	but	Ã	iam
getting	one	point,	Ã	¢	he	said,	pointing	to	the	chin.	His	voice	trembled,	and	to	his	surprise	Maia	saw	that	his	big	blue	eyes	filled	with	tears.	A	It	is	not	varicella,	a	referred	Maia	firmly.	I'm	just	chicken	pox	and	do	not	look	like	that.	Â	€	™	s,	ã,	ã,	ã,	I	know	that	isnÃ	¢	t	varicella.	It	is	a	point	because	I	Ã	¢	m	growing.	There	are	another	beginning	in	my
forehead.Ã	¢	He	lifted	the	blond	curls	to	show	Maia,	but	at	that	moment	the	boat	inclined	violently	and	she	had	to	wait	until	the	boy	was	barely	with	her	again	to	see	the	small	red	stain	About	the	right	eye.	A	and	the	other	day	my	cracked	voice	suddenly.	He	went	down	an	entire	octave.	If	this	happens	on	stage,	I	was	finished.	You	came	up	with	these
actors	didnâ	¢	t	you?	Pilgrim	players,	one	Maia.	He	remembered	now	seeing	a	whole	crowd	of	strangely	dressed	people	staying	in	Lisbon,	talking	at	the	top	of	his	voices	and	shaking	his	arms.	Â	€	But	certainly	the	wouldnan	points	show	under	his	make-up?	A	A	A	A	I	cana	t	wear	make-up	in	my	voice.	If	the	cracks	in	the	Little	Lord	Fauntleroy	TheyÃ	¢	ll
throw	me	out.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	ã,	they	will	not	do	that,	Ã	¢	said	Maia	firmness.	Ã	¢	You	¢	Re	a	child.	People	do	not	play	children	outside	like	that.	Â	€	ã,	ã,	ã,	oh,	Dona	T	them?	He	said	the	boy.	He	looked	at	Maia:	his	pure,	expensive	clothes,	his	hair	carefully	braided.	The	one	you	do	know	what	it	Â	¢	S	Likeea	is,	the	boat	swayed	again,	throwing	the	children
against	each	other,	and	they	fought	for	a	sofa	attached	to	the	ground.	Name	ã,	ã,	the	Boya	S	was	Clovis	King.	It	is	not	my	real	name.	My	real	name	is	Jimmy	Bates,	but	they	changed	when	they	adopted	me.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	who?	Who	you	adopted?	A	A	A	A	to	Goodleys.	Mr.	And	Mrs.	Goodley.	They	sÃ	£	the	owners	of	the	company	acting	and	they	play	most	of	the
leads.	Then	there	the	¢	s	daughter	Mrs.	Goodleyâ	¢	S	Nancy	to	Shea	¢	S	terrible	to	and	sister	Sra	GoodleyÃ	¢	s,	and	Sobrinho	Mr.	GoodleyÃ	¢	s.	HEAN	is	the	stage	manager	and	makes	the	box	office.	And	old	Mrs.	Goodley	makes	the	costumes,	but	she	can	not	see	very	well.	They	met	me	when	they	were	on	their	way	to	York.	I	was	playing	cricket	on
the	village	green	with	my	friends	and	they	said	theyÃ	¢	d	to	act	and	take	the	Juvenile	game	to	you	know,	all	parts	of	the	childrenÃ	¢	s	and	the	and	all	that.	Because	I	had	a	good	voice	and	could	sing	and	looked	right.	Ã,	â	€	"NÃƒÂ	â	£	o	Mind?	Ã,	â	€"	I	have	parents.	I	was	living	with	my	adoptive	mother.	She	cried	and	cried	when	I	went,	but	the	Goodleys
said	it	would	be	a	good	chance	for	me	-	I	could	make	a	lot	of	money	and	go	back	rich	and	famous.	But	I	do	not	earn	any	money	because	no	one	is	never	paid,	and	we	are	always	in	doubt	and	we	just	brought	from	a	terrible	hot	place	to	another.	Â	€	â	€	â	€	â	€	â	€	â	€	¢	â	€	¢	â	€	¬	¢	â	€	¬	¢	-	Do	you	travel?	Â	€	™	â	€	â	€	ƒâ	€	£	o.	We	stayed	in	Bestial
hotels	filled	with	bedbugs	and	the	food	makes	me	feel	sick.	My	mother	adopted	used	to	be	a	cook	in	a	big	house:	she	He	did	Saad-in-the-hole	and	weak	and	cream	and	I	had	a	clean	vest	every	day	Ã	¢	â	€	"said	Clovis,	and	once	again	his	eyes	filled	with	tears.	Ã	¢	â	€	"NÃƒÂ	ƒâ	€	£	o	We	return	to	England	for	four	years	and	if	they	will	throw	me,	I	will
never	go	back	there	for	own	because	I	do	not	have	money.	Maia	made	her	better	to	comfort	him	But	later,	when	she	was	alone	with	Miss	Minton	she	said,	"Would	they	do	that?"	Could	they	play	it	out?	"Seulikely	Ã	¢	â	€"	"Said	the	housekeeper.	"It	depends	if	they	adopted	it	legally	or	not.	But	when	the	sea	was	calm	again	and	the	passengers	came	out
in	the	convenant,	they	do	not	have	as	sure.	Goodleys	were	not	exactly	displeasure.	¡Veis,	but	they	behaved	as	if	no	one	existed	in	the	world,	except	in	himself.	Mr.	Goodley	was	tall	with	a	red	face,	white	hair	and	a	loud	voice.	Mrs.	Goodley	was	dyed	a	fierce	red	and	she	He	wore	layers	of	tits	and	good	and	shawls	that	were	caught	in	things,	and	Nancy
Goodley,	who	was	nineteen,	sympathetic	and	asked	everyone.	In	addition	to	Goyleys	was	an	Italian	couple,	the	Santorinis,	who	The	dance,	and	a	very	old	man	whose	false	teeth	were	so	whites	that	if	he	wanted	to	blink	when	he	looked	at	him.	"He	has	another	set	of	teeth	when	he	plays	villains;	They	are	yellow	with	black	holes	in	them	and	they	are
terrifying	Ã	¢	â	€	""	whispered	Clovis.	The	first	thing	Mr.	Goodley	did	when	all	the	actors	had	stacked	in	the	convenience	was	to	move	away	the	other	passengers	who	were	Trying	to	read	or	have	a	game	of	quoits.	ã,	â	€	"We	must	be	quite	disturbed	for	at	least	two	hours	Ã	¢	¬"	he	said.	Then	they	began	to	do	their	work	exercises.	Mr.	Goodley	invented
these	and	he	was	very	proud	of	them.	He	even	wrote	a	book	about	them,	but	no	one	would	publish.	First	everyone	threw	out	of	breasts	and	made	the	air	go	from	their	pimples	for	their	throats.	A	sound	of	"aaah".	Then	they	headed	and	dodged	from	his	shoulders	and	one	of	Mrs.	Goodley	came	up.	After	that,	they	threw	his	arms	to	the	sea	and	shouted
"Merry	to	the	right"	As	his	faces	were	violently	cheerful,	and	then	they	threw	them	in	the	other	direction	and	shouted,	"Merry	on	the	left."	When	they	had	Made	"Merry	Right"	Ã	â	€	"~	â	€"	~	â	€	"They	made	â	€"	chosen	to	the	right	Ã	¢	â	€	"and	â	€"	written	On	the	left	"and	left.	Faces	stopped	being	cheerful	and	were	extremely	sad.	Clovis	had	to
participate	with	others,	but	whenever	he	could,	he	came	to	speak	to	Maia	and	Miss	Minton	and	asked	questions	about	England.	"Do	they	still	touch	Conkers?"	"He	wanted	to	know	Ã	â	€"	and	make	a	guy	on	the	fire	day?	"What	about	the	snowmen?	There	was	a	lot	of	snow?	¬	"Yes,	it	was	good	in	the	year	Ã	¢	â	€"	said	Maia.	Â	€	"We	always	run	away
when	the	first	flakes	fall	and	try	to	get	them	in	our	bangs.	The	first	snow	has	nothing	more	in	the	world.	Clovis	agreed,	but	the	thought	of	proving	things	knocked	him	over	what	he	lost	most	of	England:	the	food.	Ã,	â	€	œ	"£	£	o	Do	you	have	semolina	bake	for	pudding?	The	kind	with	squelchy	raisins	in	it?	And	what	happens	to	Jam	Roly	-	PolyÃ	¢	â	€	€	|
And	plum	duff	with	corn	sauce?	Maia	said,	yes,	they	had	all	those	at	school,	but	she	could	help	being	clovis	that	was	so	longing	for	the	indigestest	puddings	she	ever	expected	to	eat	again.	Ã,	Ã,	ã,	when	they	finished	their	exercises,	the	company	began	rehearsing	scenes	of	pieces	that	were	going	to	do.	One	was	the	monambulism	scene	of	Macbeth.
Mrs.	Goodley	was	Lady	Macbeth	is	clear	and	Maia	thought	she	was	very	stirring,	staggering	over	the	whole	place	and	murmuring	out	convicted	spath	with	a	terrible	lever.	So	she	was	pretty	wounded,	when	Miss	Minton,	who	had	been	reading,	closed	the	book	and	was	ready	to	go	down.	Ã,	ã,	the	Dona	T	Do	you	like	Shakespeare?	Asked	Maia.	And	Miss
Minton	gave	him	a	look.	I	classify	Shakespeare	as	losing	only	to	God,	one	said.	That	is	why	I'm	going	to	my	cabin.â	€	™	s,	ã,	clovis	did	not	have	much	to	do	in	macbeth	Ã	¢	Mr.	Goodley	had	cut	most	pieces	with	the	children	A,	but	the	next	day	they	rehearsed	the	little	Lord.	Maia	had	read	the	book.	It	was	sentimental,	but	a	good	story	all	the	same,	and
she	thought	Clovis	acted	very	well.	He	was	the	hero,	of	course,	the	small	American	boy	who	thinks	he	is	the	heir	of	a	great	castle	in	England	property	of	his	hard	old	grandmother,	the	earl.	The	name	of	the	Boys	was	Cedric	and	called	his	mother	Dearestan	and,	together,	they	traveled	to	England	and	melted	the	heart	of	the	Earl	and	made	good	for	the
tenants	and	were	loved	by	all.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	I	thought	it	was	very	good,	one	said	Maia.	Ã	¢	he	can	not	be	easy	to	call	his	mother	a	dearestan	â	€	Ã	ã	ã	ã,	not,	isna.	Especially	when	sheâ	¢	S	Nancy	Goodley	Whoâ	¢	D	pinch	you	as	soon	as	you	look	at	you.A	ives	and	voice	of	it	did	not	oscillate	oscillation	at	the	leaast.	Á	¢	no	no	better!	Beastly	Lord	Fauntleroy	is
supposed	to	be	seven	years	old.	Â	€	™	s,	Ã	ã,	he	said	Maia	that	they	were	staying	for	two	weeks	in	Belém,	the	first	port	in	AmazÃ'nia	and	then	go	to	Manaus.	Its	items	really	a	good	theater	there	is	a	usually	wouldnÃ	¢	t	get	a	reservation	in	a	great	place	like	that,	but	the	ballet	company	that	were	going	to	come	had	to	cancel.	WEA	is	putting	in	a	matina
Â	and	Fauntleroy	every	day.	If	it	goes	well,	we	can	be	able	to	clean	our	dwells,	but	if	you	notice	Ã	ã,	ã,	the,	of	course	itÃ	¢	will	go	well.	And	I	was	going	to	be	going	to	play	in	Manaus	because	Iar	will	be	able	to	come	and	see	you.A	ã,	ã,	it	seemed	very	sad	that	a	boy	must	have	to	worry	about	staying	points	and	that	he	should	be	of	all	excited	about	the
trip	to	AmazÃ'nia.	They	were	sailing	in	warm	waters	now;	The	sunny	day	shone	after	day	and	the	sea	was	a	bright	blue,	but	Clovis	hated	heat.	When	he	was	the	next	Wasnanian	Maia	on	and	asking	him	about	Yorkshire	Pudding	and	Maçã	Crumble,	he	was	under	a	fan	and	flies	struck	and	sighed.	I	should	go	back	to	England,	Álzo	he	said	that	one	and
made	them	tell	you	about	toboggan	and	skating	in	frozen	lakes,	and	cookies	then	for	the	tea.	My	mother	foster	made	the	best	cakes	in	the	world,	one	said.	Ã,	ã,	to,	for	Maia	was	quite	different.	When	she	was	small,	her	parents	had	taken	together	when	they	went	to	dig	up	ancient	ruins	in	Greece	and	Egypt;	She	remembered	the	happiness	of	being	hot,
even	at	night	and	the	freedom	of	the	camp.	And	the	closer	she	reached	her	fate,	the	most	certain	she	became	that	what	she	felt	there	on	the	stairs	in	the	library	was	true	and	that	this	new	country	was	for	her.	Ã,	ã,	the	ia	m	will	stay	with	goms,	Ã	¢	said	Clovis.	Ã	¢	Twins	are	special,	dona	t	that	you	think?	As	a	ray	and	row,	although	they	were	brought
by	wolves,	from	Course.	Â	€	™	s,	ã,	â	€	¢	Theyan	¢	ItÃ	¢	It	will	be	all	right,	Ã	¢	said	Clovis.	Ã	¢	But	if	theyan	¢	re	youâ	€	¢	It	will	have	a	double	dose.	Â	€	™	s,	ã,	ã,	they	would	be	unpleasant,	Ã	¢	said	Maia.	Ã,	ã,	when	they	had	been	at	sea	for	almost	four	weeks,	they	came	on	the	deck	one	morning	to	feel	the	Not	only	alcatran	and	engine	oil	and	salt	in
the	wind,	but	a	warm,	rich,	smell	abandoned.	o	not	only	from	Earth,	but	from	a	jungle	and	within	a	few	hours	they	saw	a	dark	line	of	trees	framed	by	waves	a	and	then	they	steam	into	the	mouth	of	the	river	and	put	down	qora	Belém.	Ã,	ã,	it	was	here	that	Pilgrim	players	left	the	ship.	They	disembarked	with	so	many	screams	and	Armwavings	as	when
they	came	on	board.	Maia	and	Clovis	embraced;	She	was	very	sad	to	see	him	go.	She	gave	her	the	address	of	her	in	the	cartersÃ	¢	so	he	could	come	and	see	her	as	soon	as	he	arrived	in	Manaus.	Ã,	ã,	the,	the	name	of	the	house	is	Tapherini.	This	means	that	one	remains,	Miss	Minton	says,	then	it	is	sure	to	be	beautiful,	one	said.	Echo	the	gmages	will
be	excited	to	see	an	actor.Ã	¢	â	€	¢	Ã	ã,	ã,	and	you	ll	â	€	¢	and	see	me	in	the	piece?	A	A	A	A	I	promise,	one	said	Maia.	I	absolutely	promise.	Â	€	™	s,	the	clovis	didnÃ	¢	t	only	Maia	embrace,	he	embraced	Miss	Minton	too.	It	seemed	Maia	that,	although	he	was	afraid	of	so	many	things,	he	didnÃ	¢	t	seem	to	be	afraid	of	his	fierce	housekeeper.	Ã,	ã,	the	trip
by	Amazonas	was	one	of	those	Maia	never	forgotten.	In	some	places	the	river	was	so	great	that	she	understood	why	she	was	called	the	river	and	navigated	between	the	distant	lines	of	trees.	But	sometimes	they	made	their	way	between	the	islands	and	then	on	the	sand	benches,	they	saw	some	of	the	creatures	that	Maia	had	read	about.	Once	a	heavily
captive	litter	after	your	hand	and	they	were	close	enough	to	see	your	funny	snacks	and	sand	skins.	Once	they	passed	a	tree	whose	roots	had	been	killed	by	the	climb	from	the	water,	and	their	naked	branches	were	filled	with	scarlet	and	blue	parakeets	that	flew	up,	shouting,	when	the	boat	came	past.	And	once	Mayan	saw	a	gray	log	lying	in	shallow
waters	that	suddenly	came	to	life.	À,	om,	oh,	look,	one,	she	said,	ã,	ã,	crock	I	mean	a	jacing.	My	first!	A,	and	a	man	who	was	nodded	near,	and	said	he	was	glad	she	knew	there	were	no	crocodiles	in	this	part	of	the	world.	¢	Ã	¢	Youâ'd	be	surprised	how	many	people	never	learn.Ã	¢	Ã	Ã	Ã	They	passed	plantaÃ§Ãμes	of	rubber	and	indÃgenas	villages	with
construÃdas	houses	on	stilts	to	prevent	them	from	being	flooded	when	the	river	rose.	The	Indian	children	left	for	the	landing	phase	and	waved	and	shouted,	and	Maia	waved	back	and	did	not	stop	until	they	were	out	of	sight.	Ã	ã	ã	Ã	€	Sometimes	the	boat	passed	close	enough	to	the	coast	for	them	to	go	through	ancient	houses	owned	by	the	masters	of
ingenuity	or	café	exporters;	They	could	see	the	balconies	with	the	families	taking	tea,	and	dogs	stretched	out	in	the	shade,	and	hanging	baskets	of	red	flowers.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	will	it	be	that	it	will	be	like	this?	Maia	was	asking.	Ã	¢	liking	â	€	¢	Rest	of	having	a	balcony,	Arena	t	them	â	€	¢	Maybe	we	can	take	lessons	overlooking	the	river?	Ã,	the,	the,	she	was
becoming	more	and	more	excited.	The	color,	the	sympathetic	old	ripple,	the	birds	that	blink,	all	delighted,	and	she	was	not	bothered	by	the	heat.	But	in	the	center	of	all	her	thoughts	were	the	Guns.	She	saw	them	in	white	dresses	with	colorful	bands	like	photos	in	a	book,	laughing	and	welcoming	and	friendly.	She	imagined	them	preparing	to	sleep,
brushing	her	hair	every	other-s,	and	lying	on	a	net	with	a	basket	full	of	kittens	on	her	lap,	or	picking	flowers	to	the	house.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	ã,	theey	¢	will	have	a	large	garden	going	to	the	river,	dona	t	that	you	think?	She	asked	Miss	Minton,	and	a	boat	with	a	striped	awning	probably.	I	really	did	not	like	fishing	because	of	the	hooks,	but	it	was	mea	|	I	suppose
you	can	live	outside	the	earth	in	a	place	like	that.	Â	€	™	s,	ã,	the	lyrics	The	Guns	had	written	for	it	was	only	two	long	sentences,	Maia	was	free	to	do	their	lives,	and	she	did	it	nonstop.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	I	wonder	if	theyÃ	¢	has	tame	a	lot	of	animals?	I'd	say	they	would	have,	would	you	wardn?	Coatis	get	a	very	tame	or	maybe	theyÃ	¢	ll	has	a	monkey	of	A	little	nail
that	sits	on	your	shoulders?	And	a	parakeet?	She	asked	Miss	Minton,	who	told	him	to	wait	and	see,	and	define	her	other	exercise	in	Portuguese	Gramática.	But	whatever	Miss	Minton	did	not	make	a	difference.	In	the	head	of	Maia,	the	genes	paddled	the	boat	among	the	giant	water	ward,	trekked	without	fear	through	the	jungle,	and	at	night	he	played
piano	duets,	sending	the	music	to	the	night	of	velvet.	Â	€	â	€	â	€	"They	conhem	the	names	of	everything	too,	NÃƒÂ	£	o	Vamão?	Those	Larrios	Orange;	no	one	seems	to	know	what	they	are	called	Ã	¢	â	€,	¬	"Said	Maia.	"The	names	will	be	in	a	book	Ã	¢	â	€"	"said	Miss	Minton,	but	he	could	have	spared	the	breath	as	Maia	remained	more	and	more	for	the
life	of	Gwendolyn	and	Beatrice.	"They	will	shorten	your	own	names,	do	you	think?	Gwen	maybe?"	"And	Beattie?"	Miss	Minton	knew	a	lot	about	the	creatures	they	found	along	the	river,	and	when	his	housekeeper	pointed	out	dolphins.	Fresh	water	swimming	with	their	front	of	them,	she	ripped	off	the	courage	to	ask	what	made	her	decide	to	go	out	to
the	Amazon.	Miss	Minton	looked	over	the	rails.	At	the	beginning,	she	did	not	answer	and	Maia	blushed,	feeling	her.	It	was	impertinent.	Then	she	said:	â	€	œ¬	"I	knew	someone	once	came	to	live	here.	He	wrote	to	me	from	time	to	time.	This	made	me	want	to	see	for	myself.	"Mayia	was	satisfied.	Maybe	Miss	Minton	had	a	friend	here	and	was	not
lonely."	He's	still	here,	your	friend?	"The	pause	at	this	time	was	longer."	"NÃ	£	o	~,"	said	Miss	Minton.	"He	died.	After	a	week	of	surfing	the	river,	they	stopped	in	Santarem,	a	harbor	where	a	large	market	had	been	mounted.	The	passengers	were	allowed	on	land	and	was	now	that	Maia	heard	the	familiar'snap	â	€	â	€	and	saw	that	Miss	Minton	opened
his	big	black	bag.	"Morray	gave	me	some	money	to	cross	the	journey.	Is	there	anything	you	want	to	buy?	Maia's	eyes	shine.	Â	€"	Presents	for	the	Gyms.	And	maybe	for	Mr.	and	Mrs.	Carter.	I	should	have	done	it	in	England,	but	it	was	so	hurry.	Do	I	have	enough?	"Yes	â	€"	Yes,	"said	Miss	Minton	dryly,	handing	a	note	package.	She	would	have	been
happy	to	win	in	three	months	what	Mr	Murray	had	given	Maia,	but	she	had	to	admit	that	Maia	seemed	to	be	quite	unbelievable.	The	market	was	stunning.	There	were	larger	watermelons	than	babies	and	green	and	yellow	bananas	and	some	who	were	almost	orange.	There	were	piles	of	walnuts	heapy	in	hand	trolleys,	and	pineapples	and	peppers	and
fish	and	fresh	fish	and	caught	fish	that	were	dried.	There	were	animals	pulling	their	strings,	and	delicate	lacebower	and	cutlery	and	woven	baskets	and	leather	bags.	And	selling	them,	talking	and	laughing,	they	were	beautiful	black	women	in	brightly	colored	bandanas,	and	second	in	Europé's	clothes	and	painted	clothes	and	painted	feathers,	and
brazilian	girls	with	gold	skins.	But	buying	gifts	for	the	twins	was	far	from	easy	because	Maia	was	sure	what	they	really	liked	were	some	cute	baby	puppies	or	a	duckling	or	even	a	white	mouse.	Ã	€	s	Vivid	things	are	always	the	best	gifts	ã	â	€	"She	said,	but	Miss	Minton	was	firm."	You	can	not	buy	animals	until	you	know	what	The	estimates	that	are
already.	You	do	not	want	to	have	your	gift	eaten	on	the	first	day.	Then	Maia	bought	two	lace	necklaces	for	the	Goms	and	a	shawl	to	Mrs.	Carter,	and	for	Mr.	Carter	a	leather	wallet	with	a	picture	of	a	jaguar	on	it.	Then	she	disappeared	and	Miss	Minton	was	getting	anxious	when	she	came	back,	carrying	a	blue	fringe	parasol	with	a	carved	album.	Ã,	â	€
"Because	you	ruined	your	umbrella	at	Henry	Hartington	Ã	¢	â	€"	"She	said	Ã	â	€"	and	this	will	be	better	for	the	sun.	Â	€	"And	you,	Maia	?	What	did	you	get	to	yourself?	But	the	only	thing	Maia	wanted	was	a	mugger	puppy	scratching	his	fleas	in	a	wicker	basket,	and	once	again	Miss	Minton	was	firm.	Ã,	â	€	œ	£	£	£	£	£	£	â	€	£	£	£	â	€	£	£	£	â	€	£	say	Ã	¢
â	€	"and	Maia	To	settle	for	this.	They	still	had	a	few	days	to	travel	through	the	Brown	River,	stained	from	leaves.	Then	a	few	hours	before	being	due	to	the	dock	in	Manaus,	the	passengers	were	called	in	the	convenant	by	a	speaker	and	showed	a	famous	vision.	They	came	to	the	wedding	of	the	waters,	where	the	brown	waters	of	AmazÃ'nia	joined	the
black	waters	of	Rio	Negro	and	could	see	the	two	rivers	flowing	distinct	and	side	by	side.	So,	when	they	in	summer,	the	Negro,	Maia	saw	the	green	and	golden	theater	culpula;	She	saw	the	bangs	of	the	Church	and	the	Yellow	Alphanis	Building.	They	had	come	to	Manaus.	They	had	arrived.	Maia	was	sure	that	the	genes	would	be	in	the	docks	to	meet
them,	but	there	was	no	sign	of	them	or	their	parents.	The	passengers	had	left	the	ship;	His	luggage	passed	by	the	alphanis;	The	little	pier	had	died,	and	still	no	one	came	to	them.	"Do	you	think	they	have	forgotten	us?"	Á,	"said	Maia,	trying	to	sound	out	of	his	hand.	Suddenly	she	felt	very	helpless	and	incredibly	far	from	everyone	she	knew.	¬	¬	"I	was
not	silly	Ã	¢	¬"	He	snapped	Miss	Minton,	but	her	nose	seemed	even	more	awaited	than	usual	when	she	turned	her	head	from	side	to	side,	searching	for	Pier.	They	had	waited	for	more	than	an	hour	when	a	man	in	a	crumpled	suit	and	a	panama	hat	came	to	them.	"I'm	Rafael	Lima,	Mr.	Carter	Ã	¢	â,"	he	said.	He	had	a	sad	yellow	face	and	a	mustache	and
a	mustache,	and	his	hand,	swinging	from	them,	was	in	the	mild	and	soft.	"Carter	sent	the	boat	to	you.	He	could	not	come	across.	They	followed	him	and	the	doorman	for	a	floating	dock	where	they	were	tied	boats	of	all	kinds:	dug	canoes,	boats	to	fleet	candle.	with	names	such	as	vacancy	and	swallowing,	and	trimming	releases	with	brilliant	striped	and
bright	ink.	But	the	boots	boat	was	painted	a	dark	green,	like	spinach;	the	awning	was	dark	green	too	there	was	no	Name	painted	on	the	side,	just	the	word	Carter	to	show	who	owned.	â	€	As	they	came	to	the	boat,	a	second	that	had	been	perched	on	one	of	the	rubber	bales	waiting	to	be	loaded,	got	up	and	threw	the	cigarette.	"This	is	a	hole,	Carter's
boatman.	It's	he	who	will	take	you	there.	And	with	another	clean	handshake,	Lima	is	gone.	Hole	was	not	like	the	old	ones	who	had	passed,	smiling	and	waving;	He	did	not	like	the	sailors	on	the	boat	with	whom	Maia	had	played.	He	showed	them	into	the	cabin	and	shrugged	when	they	said	they	wanted	to	sit	in	the	convenant.	Then	he	started	the
engine,	lit	another	cigarette	and	looked,	without	amarillos,	on	the	Dark	River.	They	traveled	for	an	hour	to	the	Negro,	leaving	all	the	signs	of	the	city	behind	them.	Without	realizing,	Maia	had	come	up	closer	to	Miss	Minton.	It	was	strangely	different,	this	stretch	of	the	river:	straight	and	silent	without	sandbanks	or	islands	and	without	animals	to	be
seen,	and	the	few	that	work	the	rubber	they	looked	at	when	the	boat	passed,	and	turned	...	-	So	hole	He	pointed	to	the	right	bank	and	they	saw	a	low	and	wooden	painted	house	the	same	dark	green	as	the	boat,	with	a	balcony	running	their	length.	And	down	on	the	pier,	waiting	to	greet	them,	were	four	people:	a	woman	holding	an	umbrella,	a	man	in	a
sunhat	-	and	two	girls!	"The	Guns!"	Maia	shouted,	his	face	on.	Â	€	"Look,	there	are	them!	"Her	spits	rose	with	a	limit.	They	were	there	and	everything	would	be	fine.	Miss	Minton	gathered	his	belongings,	the	boat	came	in	silence,	and	without	waiting	for	hole	to	help	her,	Maia	jumped	to	the	pier.	.	Remembering	his	ways,	she	was	first	for	Mrs.	Carter
and	revolted.	The	mother's	mother	was	fat	with	a	sharp	face,	a	double	chin	and	carefully	waved	hair.	She	looked	like	the	kind	of	person	who	would	smell	to	Violets	or	Lavender,	but	for	the	surprise	of	Maia	she	smelled	strongly	from	Lysol.	It	was	a	Mayan	smell	knew	well	because	What	employees	used	at	school	to	disinfect	the	lavatory.	"I	believe	you
had	a	good	journey,"	she	said,	and	looked	surprised	when	Maia	said	she	had	been	adorable.	Then	she	called	¬	¬	"Cliffford!"	And	her	husband,	who	were	giving	orders	on	the	boat,	turned	to	her	duty.	Mr.	Carter	was	a	slim	and	gloomy	man	with	gold	spectacles.	He	was	wearing	long	sketch	shorts	and	mosquito	boots	and	did	not	seem	very	interested	in
the	arrival	of	Maia	or	on	the	housekeeper.	And	now,	as	Miss	Minton,	in	turn,	squeezed	his	hands	with	the	postmen,	Maia	was	free	to	turn	to	the	twins.	She	imagined	her	well.	They	were	righteous,	they	were	beautiful	and	were	dressed	in	white.	They	wore	straw	chapters,	each	with	a	different	colored	ribbon	around	the	hoop,	a	rose,	a	blue	and	the
bands	around	their	absorbed	dresses	matched	their	hats.	His	righteous	touches,	a	little	soft	in	the	heat,	touched	his	necklaces,	his	round	cheeks	were	washed,	his	clear	blue	eyes	were	framed	by	pale	and	almost	colorless	chances.	"I'm	Beatrice	Ã	¢	â	€"	said	that	with	pink	ribbon	and	pink	track.	She	gave	her	mother.	Even	so	short	away	from	his	house,
she	was	wearing	gloves.	Maia	turned	from	one	to	the	other.	Although	they	were	as	similar,	until	the	small	covered	on	his	shoulders,	she	thought	she	would	always	be	able	to	contain	them.	Beatrice	was	just	a	little	more	plumper	and	higher;	Her	eyes	had	a	little	more	color,	her	scarce	corners	had	more	body	than	Gwendolyn	and	she	had	a	small	mole	in
her	neck.	It	was	as	if	Beatrice	was	the	mold	of	which	Gwendolyn	had	been	taken	and	she	guessed	Beatrice	was	the	oldest,	if	only	for	a	few	minutes.	But	now	Gwendolyn	held	out	her	hand.	She	took	off	the	glove	and	her	hand	stood	in	Maia,	a	little	more	than	Beatrice	had	done.	Then	they	turned	to	follow	their	parents	into	the	house.	But	Maia	remained
for	a	moment,	looking	at	the	palm	of	the	extended	hand.	Then	she	shook	her	head,	embarrassed	from	her	thoughts	and	left	after	the	others.	An	hour	later,	Maia	and	Miss	Minton	sat	on	vertical	chairs	on	the	porch,	having	the	afternoon	with	the	family.	The	balcony	was	a	narrow	and	wooden	structure	that	faced	the	river,	but	was	completely	sealed	from
it	by	wire	and	glass.	No	wind	breath	came	from	outside,	no	smell	of	growing	things.	Two	fly	papers	dropped	from	both	sides,	in	which	insects	dying	zoom	in	frantically,	trying	to	free	their	wings.	At	low	tables,	methylated	spinal	bowls	were	placed	in	which	a	number	of	mosquitoes	drowned,	or	were	still	drowning.	The	wooden	walls	were	painted	on	the
same	green	clinical	green	than	the	house	and	the	boat.	It	was	like	being	in	the	hall	of	a	hospital;	Maia	would	not	have	been	surprised	to	see	people	lying	on	the	stretchers	waiting	for	their	operations.	Mrs.	Carter	sat	on	a	wicker	table,	pouring	tea	and	adding	milk	in	the	pale.	There	was	a	dish	of	small	and	dried	biscuits	with	small	holes	in	them	and
nothing	more.	"We'll	send	them	Especially	from	England,"	said	Mrs.	Carter,	looking	at	the	biscuits,	and	Maia	can	not	stop	asking	himself	why	she	had	had	so	many	problems.	She	had	never	proven	anything	boring.	"You	will	never	find	native	food	served	at	my	table	Ã	¢	â	€"	continued	to	Mrs.	Carter.	Ã	¢	â	€	"are	the	people	here	that	go	to	the	markets
and	buy	the	food	we	eat,	but	I	would	never	allow	it.	Nothing	is	clean,	everything	is	full	of	germs.	The	word"	gems	"	Made	his	mouth	tighten	the	disapproving	"O".	ã,	â	€	"NÃƒÂ	±	should	be	washed?	¬	â	€	"asked	Maia,	remembering	the	adornable	fruit	and	vegetables	she	had	seen	in	the	market,	but	Mrs.	Carter	said	that	washing	was	not	enough.	¬	¬"	I
disinfected	everything	in	any	case,	but	It	does	not	help.	Sounds	are	filthy.	And	if	someone	is	to	survive	here,	the	jungle	should	be	kept	in	the	distance.	The	jungle	had	certainly	been	kept	in	the	distance.	Do	not	Plants	in	the	windows	-	None	of	the	adornable	adorable	And	the	crimson	flame	flowers	that	were	on	the	balconies	of	the	houses	that	had
passed	along	the	coast,	and	the	garden	was	a	gravel	advertiser.	"In	England	I	always	ran	flowers	in	the	house."	Mrs.	Carter	continued.	Ã	¢	â	€	"Plady	Parsons	used	to	say	that	no	one	could	get	roses	than	me,	she	nÃ	£	o,	girls?	The	genes	nodded	exactly	the	same	way,	once	down,	once	Ã	¢	â	€	™	|	Â	€	"But	not	here.	She	sighed.	Ã	¢	â	€	"Lady	Parsons	is	a
relationship	Ã	¢	â	€"	"she	explained.	"A	second	cousin	on	the	part	of	my	mother.	Â	€"	Do	you	have	any	estimation	animals?	Mai	Tyly	asked	Gwendolyn,	who	was	sitting	next	to	her.	There	seemed	to	be	no	kittens,	no	dogs,	without	a	canary	singing	in	a	cage	anywhere	in	the	dark	house.	In	the	corner,	backed	against	a	chair	was	a	large	flit	weapon	full	of
fly	spray.	Gwendolyn	turned	to	Beatrice.	Maia	had	already	noticed	that	it	was	usually	Beatrice	who	spoke	first.	Ã,	â	€	"NÃƒÂ	â	£	o,	we	certainly	have	estimation	animals	Ã	¢	â	€"	said.	Â	€	â	€	â	€	"Bring	fleas	and	lice	and	pijens	â	€"	said	Gwendolyn,	smoothing	the	impecific	white	dress.	Ã,	â	€	"and	horrible	worms	Ã	¢	â	€"	said	Beatrice.	"All,	girls,	who
will	do	Ã	¢	â,"	said	Mrs.	Carter.	One	maid	came	to	bring	more	hot	water;	She	had	two	golden	teeth	and	the	same	look	closed	misled	as	the	boatman	hole,	and	when	Mayan	smiled	at	her,	she	did	not	smile	back.	"Have	you	brought	us	some	gift?"	Beatrice	asked,	and	Maia	said	yes,	and	asked	if	she	could	take	them	from	her	case.	Ã,	â	€	œ	Oh,	but	the
ones	are	made	here;	They	are	the	market	things	â	€	"said	the	girls	when	she	came	back.	¬	¬"	We	want	appropriate	gifts	from	England.	Maya	tried	not	to	feel	despised.	Then	she	took	Miss	Minton's	eye	and	said:	â	€	"I	wanted	to	bring	some	baby	puppies"	and	the	Guns	shuddered.	"Now,	Miss	Minton,	if	you	come	with	me,	I'll	let	you	know	about	your
functions	Ã	¢	â	€"	said	Ms.	Carter.	"Theatrice	and	Gwendolyn	will	show	Maia,	where	she	is	sleeping.	The	Carters	built	his	bangalan	on	land	that	belonged	to	the	seconds.	The	main	rooms	faced	the	river:	the	dining	room	with	a	large	oak	table.	and	chairs	supported	by	button;	the	living	room,	furnished	with	upholstered	sofades,	a	watch	of	marble	and	a
large	painting	of	Lady	Parsons	wearing	a	laughter	of	Panet;	and	the	study	of	Mr.	Carter.	All	Windows	were	covered	in	layers	of	mosquito	net	and	the	blinds	were	mainly	kept	closed	so	that	the	rooms	were	not	only	warm	but	dark.	From	the	front	of	the	house,	two	extensions	ran	back	into	the	forest.	The	Maia's	room	It	was	at	the	end	of	one	of	them:	a
small	naked	room	with	a	narrow	bed,	a	room,	a	wooden	table.	There	were	no	photos,	without	flowers.	The	smell	of	Lysol	was	overwhelming.	"Now	the	He	made	him	thoroughly	Ã	¢	â,	"Beatrice	said."	I	used	to	be	a	pantry.	A	window,	very	high.	But	there	were	two	doors;	One	that	led	to	the	hallway,	and	one	that	was	screwed.	"Where	does	that	door	do?"
Asked	Maia.	Ã,	â	€	"for	the	complex	where	the	servants	live.	The	Indians.	You	must	keep	him	blocked	always.	We	never	go	there."	So	how	are	you	from	the	outside?	Ã,	â	€	"asked	Maia.	Ã	¢	â	€"	ÃƒÂ	Â	¢	River,	I	mean,	and	the	forest.	The	Guns	were	dazed.	Ã,	â	€	"NÃƒâ	€	£	we	leave	because	it	is	very	hot	and	full	of	horrible	animals.	When	we	go
anywhere,	let's	go	on	the	boat	to	Manaus.	Â	€"	for	our	dance	class	.	Ã,	â	€	"and	nÃƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	"The	maid	will	help	you	unzip	Ã	â	€	™	¬"	Beatrice	said.	Ã	¢	â	€	"It	is	stupid,	but	it	is	her	work.	"What	is	her	name?"	Asked	Maia.	"She	who	brought	hot	water	to	the	tea?"	Remembering	the
woman's	heavy,	grumpy	face,	Maia	said	she	could	manage	alone.	"All	right.	Seven	Seven.	There	is	a	gong.	Ã,	â	€	"while	opened	the	Maia	heard	the	voice	Mrs.	Cartera	raised	high	in	the	hallway.	Ã	¢	Just	remember	this,	Miss	Minton:	I	always	know.	Always.	Â	€	™	s	but	the	Gems	looked	and	laughed.	Q	¢	Shea	¢	s	warning	you	not	to	remove	your	corset,
echo	they	whispered.	Echo	Some	of	the	other	housekeepers	have	tried	to	do	so,	but	Mama	can	always	say!	Ives	Oh	but	safely	in	this	heatan	â	€	™	s	commedate	Maia,	and	little	out	of	her	words.	She	could	imagine	how	uncomfortable	those	hard,	wired	clothes	would	be	in	this	climate.	Ã,	to	the	supper	in	the	dining	room,	under	the	buzz	of	a	gray	fan,	it
was	not	a	cheerful	meal.	They	ate	canned	beet	and	tinned	corned	beef,	both	sent	out	of	England,	followed	by	a	green	gel	that	had	not	put	and	had	to	be	pursued	on	the	plate	with	a	spoon.	Ã,	ã,	when	the	Carters	came	first	from	England,	his	servants	had	cooked	all	the	best	dishes	that	were	consumed	in	Brazil:	fresh	fish	served	in	a	cushion	sauce,	papa
stuffed	with	raisins	and	rice,	Roast	corn	and	thick	soups.	They	had	chosen	fresh	fruit	for	the	carters:	sleeves	and	guava	and	pomegranate,	and	had	left	the	night	to	look	for	turtle	eggs.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	the	foods	only	British	will	be	served	at	my	table,	a	lady	Carter	had	said.	Ã,	the	thus,	the	servants	had	given	up.	They	opened	the	cans	that	came	from	England;
They	poured	boiling	water	over	all	pudding	MRS	Carter	had	placed	out	for	them,	not	caring	if	it	was	hard	rock	or	run	out	of	the	board	and	went	back	to	their	huts	to	make	decent	food	at	night.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	ã,	should	I	call	Miss	Minton?	Maia	had	asked	how	they	sat	down.	Â	¢	Maybe	she	did	not	listen	to	Gong?	A	A	A	Miss	Minton	will	have	dinner	in	her	room,
Ã	¢	said	Mrs.	Carter.	Rover	join	us	in	the	café	of	the	morning	and	lunch,	but	never	in	Dinner.	Â	€	™	s,	the,	Miss	Porterhouse	never	had	dinner	with	us,	one	said	Beatrice.	The	Maia	was	silent.	She	had	had	a	housekeeper	before	she	went	to	the	gym.	Sheeps	were	part	of	the	family,	sharing	all	meals	except	for	formal	dinner	festivities,	when	she	and	Maia
ate	together	in	the	classroom	and,	for	his	astonishment	Mayan	he	felt	a	knot	throat	while	she	remembered	the	heat	and	laughter	of	your	old	house.	After	dinner,	the	girls	worked	in	their	embroidery	and	Mr.	Carter	went	to	his	study.	He	had	said	almost	anything	during	the	meal,	just	complaining	once	because	the	servants	had	moved	some	papers	on
his	desk.	You	can	not	trust	anyone	out	here,	Ã	¢	he	grunted,	and	said	Maia	to	be	careful	because	every	night	were	out	to	fool	him.	Ã	ã	ã	I	hope	you	should	be	tired	after	your	trip,	Ã	¢	said	Mrs.	Carter,	and	Maia	said	yes,	she	was,	and	returned	to	her	room.	At	the	moment	there	was	a	beat	at	the	door,	and	Miss	Minton	entered.	She	looked	at	a	Maia's
room	in	silence.	I'm	on	the	side,	she	said,	â	€	So	you	can	always	hit	the	wall.	Do	you	need	any	help	with	your	hair?	And	the	Maia	shook	his	head,	but	Miss	Minton	took	the	brush	with	silver	haired	and	began	to	brush	his	long,	thick	hair.	She	did	not	say	anything	for	a	while,	letting	Maia	meet	together.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	itams,	not	exactly	as	I	thought	it	would	be,
is	not	it?	Said	Maia	with	sadness.	I	donâ	€	™	t	think	the	gouries	like	me.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	ã,	they	will	do	when	you	get	to	know	you.	Remember,	the	genes	are	accustomed	to	living	in	their	own	World.	A,	she	dropped	the	brush	and	began	to	re-plait	Maia	¢	s.	One	alleges	time.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	yes.	ItÃ	¢	s	Justa	|	I	don	t	truly	understand	why	the	carters	offered	to	have	me.
And	the	mother	Minton	opened	his	mouth	and	closed	it	again.	She	knew	exactly	why	they	had	offered	to	Maia.	Her	interview	with	Mrs.	Carter	had	done	it	absolutely	clear,	but	she	would	not	say	Maia.	The	child	had	been	enough	wounded	by	his	parenting	death	¢.	Ã,	ã,	you,	you	will	see,	everything	will	look	different	in	the	Morning	£.	Be	brave.	Courage
is	the	most	important	thing.Ã	¢	Alone	to	YES.	Ovisor,	Maia	climbed	into	bed.	There	was	no	fan,	it	was	incredibly	hot	and	muffled.	But	she	would	have	courage.	She	she	It	was	the	hand	and	looked	at	the	minute	bruise	on	the	skin.	It	was	silly	to	think	that	Gwendolyn	had	dug	her	nail	in	her	palm.	Why	should	she	want	to	hurt	someone	she	never	met?	She
must	have	something	stuck	under	the	nail	and	did	not	notice	it;	A	small	piece	of	wire	or	a	thorn.	But	she	does	not	a	thorn	of	a	rose,	in	this	house	without	flowers.	Maia	ended	up	on	the	lamp,	but	she	could	not	sleep	yet.	After	a	while	she	got	up	and	pulled	a	chair	up	to	the	window.	There	was	outside	in	the	forest	were	the	huts	of	the	old	ones	who
worked	for	the	postmen	-	it	is	not	cool,	native	huts	with	straw	roofs,	but	wooden	stalls	built	to	house	servants.	She	raised	a	corner	of	the	mosquito	net	and	saw	fireflies	-	a	hundred	points	of	light	dancing	-	and	heard	the	cow	of	frogs.	How	alive	was	there,	and	how	killed	inside	the	house!	When	she	watched,	she	saw	a	girl	in	a	bright	dress,	carrying	a
baby	on	her	hip,	she	goes	to	the	hut	on	the	middle	of	a	day.	When	she	opened	the	door	was	Jabber	of	a	meek	parrot,	the	brief	shit	of	a	puppy.	Then	came	the	sound	of	the	song	-	a	slow	singing	music.	A	lullaby	for	the	baby,	maybe.	Then	she	silence	again	â	€	¬	|	But	before	she	got	out	of	the	window,	she	heard	someone	whistling.	The	sound	came	from
behind	the	final	cabin,	put	a	little	back	in	the	forest,	where	the	rubber	collectors	slept	-	but	the	stranger	was	that	she	knew	the	melody.	It	was	an	air	of	the	northern	country	-	blow	the	wind	to	the	south.	Her	mother	had	sung	many	times.	She	heard	until	she	died	and	went	back	to	bed.	Hearing	the	family	melody	so	far	from	home	wrapped	it,	and
almost	for	the	first	time	she	slept.	Mr.	and	Mrs.	Carter	had	arrived	at	the	Littleford-On-Sea	Amazon,	a	small	town	in	southern	England.	Mr.	Carter	had	worked	on	a	bank,	but	lost	his	job	and	decided	to	take	his	family	to	Amazon	to	make	his	fortune.	Many	Europeans	came	out	at	that	time,	some	to	plant	café	or	cocoa,	some	to	try	to	find	gold	-	but	most
to	harvest	rubber,	Ã	â	€	‡	‡	‡	â	€	¢	"Amazon.	It	seemed	like	an	easy	way	to	get	rich.	Barrets	grew	throughout	the	Amazon	basin;	All	he	had	to	do	was	hire	some	few	years	to	collect	the	sap	of	the	trees,	take	him	to	the	ships	to	be	smoked,	and	send	the	raw	rubber	balls	by	the	river	to	be	exported.	And	certainly	many	people	made	their	fortunes.	There
were	people	in	Manaus	who	lived	as	princes.	But	not	postmen.	Because	getting	the	juice	of	rubber	trees,	you	need	the	few	that	know	the	forest	and	understand	the	trees.	And	the	proud	people	are	proud	that	they	have	their	own	lives.	If	you	treat	them	as	slaves,	they	do	not	revolt	or	strike;	They	simply	melt	back	into	the	forest,	join	their	tribes	and
disappear.	This	is	what	happened	to	the	few	that	the	chargers	had	employed.	Every	month,	Mr.	Carter	lost	part	of	her	work	force,	and	far	from	doing	her	fortune,	he	was	getting	poorer	and	poorer.	So	when	Murray	wrote	to	ask	if	they	would	have	Maia	to	live	with	them,	the	cartups	were	very	happy.	They	did	not	want	Maia,	they	were	too	selfish
wanting	somebody,	but	they	needed	it.	Or	rather,	they	needed	the	money	she	brought	with	her.	Murray	never	told	Maia	as	her	money	left	her;	She	knew	she	did	not	have	to	worry	about	having	enough	and	she	rarely	thought	about	it.	But	the	fact	was	that	she	was	rich	now,	and	it	would	be	richer	when	she	was	twenty-one.	The	cartrids	explained	that
life	was	very	expensive	in	Amazon;	Everything	had	to	be	sent	from	England	-	every	digestive	biscuit,	every	pot	of	marmalade.	So	they	asked	for	a	very	large	amount	of	money	for	having	Mayan	to	live	with	them.	"We	love	it	for	nothing,"	Mrs.	Carter	wrote:	â	€	"But	the	times	are	hard."	Mr.	Murray	agreed,	but	He	was	a	careful	man,	like	lawyers	are.	He
had	sent	the	first	month	of	keeping	with	Miss	Because	he	knew	he	could	be	trustworthy.	Later,	the	Maia's	subsidy	and	the	salary	I	was	paying	Miss	Minton	to	take	care	of	her,	he	would	go	straight	to	a	bank	in	Manaus.	And	Miss	Minton	had	only	taken	a	few	minutes	to	realize	why	the	cartup	wanted	Maia.	Ms.	Carter	was	not	able	to	hide	her	relief	and
her	ganance	as	Miss	Minton	told	the	notes	that	the	lawyer	trusted	her.	As	for	Beatrice	and	Gwendolyn,	they	did	not	say	anything	-	just	that	a	distant	cousin	was	coming	to	stay	with	them	and	must	be	received.	But	the	Guns	have	never	received	anyone	in	their	lives.	Maia	woke	up	the	next	morning	not	to	the	sound	of	the	bird's	song,	but	a	noise	she
could	not	put	in	the	beginning.	A	sparkle	of	shining	noise,	Squelching,	followed	by	beats	and	bumps	and	cries	of	â	€	™	¬	"or!	"She	put	her	head	around	the	door.	In	the	hallway,	wearing	a	dress	of	a	robber	and	a	turban	to	protect	her	hair,	she	was	Mrs.	Carter.	She	had	the	Flit	gun	in	her	mother	and	was.	carefully	squirting	all	corners	and	cranny	with
insect-killer.	Then	she	disappeared	in	the	dressing	room,	sought	a	broom	and	began	to	beat	and	hit	the	ceiling	to	get	rid	of	possible	spiders.	Then	came	a	bucket	full	of	disinfectant	and	a	scrub	with	which	she	sneaked	through	the	floor	of	tiles	-	and	all	the	time	she	murmured:	Ã	â	€	£	£	£	£	£	å	"	It	will	solve	you!	Ã,	â	€	"to	the	insects	she	thought	could
be	there.	Mrs.	Carter	did	not	do	anything	else	in	the	house,	but	this	morning	hunt	was	one	that	she	did	not	trust	the	servants.	Then,	after	the	breakfast,	Maia	started	classes	with	the	Goms.	They	made	them	in	the	dining	room,	seated	at	the	big	oak	table.	The	room	was	already	hot	to	eight	morning.	They	could	not	use	the	fan	because	it	bleeping	the
pages	of	the	books	on	and	to	the	smell	of	insect	killer	were	added	the	other	morning	aromas	of	the	house:	carbolic	soap,	Lysol	and	fluid	jeyes.	Mrs.	Carter	gave	clear	orders	to	lose	Minton.	"The	girls	work	from	a	set	of	books	by	Dr.	Bullman.	As	you	see,	the	books	cover	all	the	subjects	that	they	will	need.	She	pointed	to	Dr.	Bullman's	English	gramatics.
Dr.	Bullman,	Dr.	Bullman,	Dr.	BullmanÃ	¢	â	€	¬	The	history	of	England	and	Dr.	Bullman.	All	books	had	the	same	brown	covers	and	in	each	It	was	a	photo	of	Dr.	Bullman.	He	had	a	pointed	beard,	looking	and	a	wide	forehead,	and	when	Maia	looked	at	him,	she	felt	a	slight	balance	of	the	stomach.	"I	want	you	to	You	are	absolutely	for	the	exercises	in	the
books	Ã	¢	â	€	"Mrs.	Carter	continued."	I	do	not	do	things.	No	deviation.	I	always	did	this	the	rule	-	then,	when	a	housekeeper	leaves,	the	next	knows	exactly	where	to	take.	"All	three	months	a	progress	report	is	sent	to	Dr.	Bullman	in	England.	You	will,	of	course,	show	me	yours	before	you	send	it.	She	gave	a	pair	of	squirt	With	the	Flit	weapon	in	the
direction	of	the	window	where	a	small	fly	appeared.	Ã	¢	â	€	"will	find	the	very	clear	and	gray	books	to	use	Ã	¢	â	€	¬"	She	said	and	left.	Dresses	in	white	again.	Today	Beatrice	had	a	green	ribbon	in	her	hair	and	Gwendolyn	was	yellow.	You	see	them	so	fresh	and	well	made	ashamed	of	your	thoughts	the	night	before,	and	she	smiled	at	them.	They	would
be	friends	at	the	end,	She	was	sure	of	this.	Miss	Minton	looked	at	the	calendar.	The	English	gramatics	was	first.	She	opened	Dr.	Bullman	on	the	page	with	a	bookmark.	"Å"	When	Miss	Porterhouse	came	out,	"Beatrice	said	with	a	look	at	his	housekeeper.	Ã,	â	€	"She	left	suddenly	~	â	€"	said	Gwendolyn	said.	Miss	Minton	gave	him	a	look.	Ã	¢	â	€
"Theatrice,	read	the	paragraph	about	the	use	of	the	Vrolula,	please.	Ã	¢	â	€"	~	â	€	€	"	¬	"divide	â	€	€	|	a	phrase	-	Phrases	Ã	¢	â	€	£	|	"Read	Beatrice.	She	read	slowly	and	with	difficulty,	and	Maia	was	surprised,	because	Beatrice	was	older	than	her,	and	they	made	the	use	of	the	twin	two	years	earlier	at	the	Academy."	Now	Gwendolyn.	Look	The	first
exercise.	Where	does	the	challenge	enter	this	sentence?	phrase?	Round	blue	eyes	GwendolynÃ	¢	s	looked	intrigued.	Ã	¢	Aftera	|	After	Stationa	|	Echo,	the	morning,	the	morning	dragged.	Dr	BullmanÃ	¢	S	exercises	were	the	most	boring	Maia	had	already	seen	and	the	girls	worked	so	slowly	that	she	had	to	look	away	to	hide	her	expression.	But	when
Miss	Minton	asked	Maia	to	read	a	paragraph,	she	stopped	almost	immediately.	All	right,	Maia,	who's	going	to	do	it,	she	said	she,	angry,	and	Maia	looked	up,	intrigued.	It	was	a	ridiculously	easy	passage,	certainly	she	had	not	read	wrong?	But	Miss	Minton	do	not	ask	him	to	read	again.	Ã,	ã,	to,	after	English	came	English	composition.	Dr	Bullman	did
not	believe	that	children	should	write	stories	using	their	imagination.	He	gave	defined	themes,	examples	of	how	to	get,	how	to	end,	and	the	number	of	words	they	were	to	use.	Then	came	a	French	and	Maia	had	to	sit	in	silence,	while	the	twins	stumbled	in	phrases	she	had	learned	in	her	first	year.	Ã,	ã,	but	the	tion	was	not	as	bad	as	learning	that	she
had	disturb	Miss	Minton.	The	housekeeper	did	not	give	him	the	opportunity	to	read	or	participate	as	she	did	not	even	look	at	her.	Maia	had	begun	to	think	of	Miss	Minton	as	her	friend,	but	she	is	obvious	she	was	wrong.	Ã	ã	ã	ã	Ã	Ã	€	â	€	™	s	Eleven	Mrs	Carter	returned	with	the	Flit	weapon,	followed	by	the	moody	maid	with	a	jug	of	tin	orange	juice
and	four	of	the	dried	biscuits	that	had	had	the	day	before.	How	are	you	to	take	your	elevens	in	the	garden?	He	suggested	Miss	Minton.	The	genes	looked	at	her	with	astonishment.	Ã,	ã	ã,	it's	never	going	out	into	the	garden,	one	said	Beatrice,	looking	at	the	square	passed	from	gravel	that	an	indoio	was	spraying	with	something.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	you	are
chopped,	q	¢	offered	Gwendolyn.	Ã,	to	the,	then	they	stayed	in	the	hot	room	with	the	high	clock	running.	After	rupture	came	arithmetic.	The	Guns	were	better	in	which,	and	as	he	was	weaker	Maia	¢	S	she	was	able	to	work	the	sums	without	much	thunderstood.	But	the	story,	which	for	Dr	Bullman	was	the	story	of	England	and	anywhere	else,	was
mortal:	the	repeal	of	corn	laws	and	a	list	of	useful	dates.	There	was	no	lesson	that	touched	the	lives	of	the	Gomos	in	Brazil;	Geography	was	about	the	coach's	construction	in	Birmingham,	and	Ri	was	about	a	girl	who	would	not	read	the	Bible	and	was	hit	by	a	terrible	disease.	Ã,	ã,	the	lunch	the	gammons	made	embroidery	in	the	drawing	room,	watched
by	his	mother,	who	kept	the	weapon	flit	by	his	chair	as	other	women	can	maintain	a	spark	of	estimation	Ã	¢	a	dachshund	or	a	pekingan.	Beatrice	was	embroidering	a	table	mat	with	plants,	GwendolynÃ	¢	s	was	covered	in	violets.	Maia	was	given	a	linen	square	and	a	skein	of	embroidery	thread.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	what	will	you	put	in	yours?	Asked	Beatrice.	Ã,	ã,	ã,
I	thought	I	would	like	to	make	these	great	red	nuts	growing	everywhere	here.	Canna	LUrios	I	think	theyÃ	¢	re	Called.â	€	™	s,	ã,	Beatrice	grimaced.	Ã	¢	Oh,	you	do	not	want	to	do	them.	TheyÃ	¢	re	native	flowers	and	theyã	¢	re	nasty.	â	€	™	s	the	mother	says	theyÃ	¢	re	a	breeding	ground.â	€	™	s	¢	The	Maia	looked	up,	surprised.	Ã	¢	What	is	a	FABRY
LAND	FOR?	A	to	a	to	horrible	things.	Things	to	bite	you	and	hurt	you.	They	crawl	out	of	the	inside.	Â	€	™	s,	to	the	other	time	of	class	followed.	So	Miss	Minton	suggested	that	she	would	like	to	read	some	poetry,	and	in	the	face	Maia	¢	s	lit	up.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	ã,	should	we?	Asked	Beatrice.	Does	not	you	just	continue	with	exercises?	Ã	ã	ã	ã	ã	ã	Ã	ã,	very	well,
one	said	Miss	Minton,	ignoring	disappointed	Maia	¢	s	face.	The	afternoon,	the	afternoon	ended	with	the	Twinsman	Piano	Practice.	They	did	exactly	half	an	hour,	with	the	metramination	set.	Scales,	arpeggios,	the	dance	of	the	butterflies,	The	Merry	Peasantã	¢	|	And	after	half	an	hour	exactly	they	stopped,	even	if	they	were	in	the	middle	of	a	bar.	Ã,	ã,
ã,	and	you,	Maia?	Asked	Mrs	Carter.	Did	you	have	piano	lessons	in	England?	A	a	a	a	a	yes,	I	did,	Ã	¢	said	Looking	anxiously	at	the	piano.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	ã,	well	tomorrow	you	will	have	your	turn	of	practice.	I	have	a	headache	arriving	now.a	ã,	ã,	as	she	she	At	dinner,	for	which	Miss	Minton	was	not	allowed	to	enter,	the	Maia	occurred	that	the	Guns	had	not
been	off	time;	She	does	not	for	five	minutes	to	look	at	the	river	or	take	a	walk.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	how	will	I	stand	standing?	Mayan	thinking,	shut	up	as	a	prisoner.	The	one	back	to	her	room,	she	erased	her	lamp	and	pushed	her	chair	under	the	window	as	she	had	done	the	night	before.	She	was	starting	to	make	people	who	lived	there.	In	the	middle	cabin	lived
the	boatman's	hole,	and	Tapi,	the	taciturn	maid	to	whom	he	was	a	married	but	it	was	from	there	that	the	song	had	arrived	so	had	to	have	other	people	who	live	there:	so	Sulky	a	woman	does	not	I	could	have	Sung	Música	so.	Ã,	the	girl	with	the	baby	lived	in	the	hut	on	the	left:	she	was	the	wife	of	the	gardener	who	pulverized	gravel	Mrs	Cartera	if	she
was	half	Portuguese,	reason	why	her	baby	is	sometimes	wore	diapers	instead	of	running	naked	As	Indian	babies	did.	The	little	dog	belonged	to	her.	There	was	a	chicken	coat	from	the	huts	an	old	woman,	with	long	gray	hairs	out	a	few	times	to	feed	them	one	and	she	heard	the	grunt	of	a	pig,	but	all	the	animal	noises	were	quickly	muffled	â	€	for	fear	of
the	Carters	He	guessed.	Ã,	ã,	the	next	three	days	were	exactly	the	same.	The	sound	of	injection	and	stamping	at	dawn,	Doctor	BullmanÃ	¢	s	boring	classes,	tinned	fish	a	tinned	fish	in	a	bluish	sauce,	infinite	beet,	and	a	cornflour	q	¢	Shape	¢	That	seemed	to	tremble	with	fear	like	TAPI	I	brought	it	to	the	table.	The	Guns,	who	always	seemed	so	clean	and
fresh	in	the	morning,	were	stained	and	grumpy	to	the	end	of	the	day.	Mr.	Carter	hardly	spoke	and	disappeared	in	his	study,	and	it	was	always	Maia	¢	s	to	the	piano,	Mrs.	Carter	had	a	headache.	Ã,	ã,	but	Maia	could	have	dealt	with	all	this.	What	really	annoying	her	was	Miss	Minton.	His	housekeeper	began	to	ignore	her	in	class,	and	never	let	her	read
or	answer	questions,	while	Beatrice	and	Gwendolyn	became	more	and	more	presumptuous,	when	she	saw	Maia	being	shown	as	a	fool.	I	must	have	made	his	anger,	thought	Maia,	but	try	as	she	could	not	think	she	had	done.	At	the	time,	on	the	fourth	night	there	was	a	beat	at	the	door	and	Miss	Minton	entered.	À	ounces	to	the	right	one	said.	A	deserve
of	this	chair.	I	think	we're	ready	for	the	next	step.	I'll	tell	you	that	you	are	not	able	to	keep	up	with	the	Guns	in	Lessons.	They	are,	Miss	Minton	lifted	his	hand.	Dona	T	interrupt,	please.	I'll	tell	her	that	I'll	adjust	it	to	work	separately	because	you're	holding	the	twins	back.	That	means	I'm	relying	on	you	to	work	on	your	own	paãs.	I	should,	of	course,
help	him	whenever	I	can,	but	you	should	keep	the	deception.	Â	¢	She	gave	one	of	her	tight	smiles.	I	don	t	see	why	they	should	have	an	interesting	time.	I	have	a	book	on	the	history	of	Brazil,	and	one	by	Bates,	the	explorer	who	first	described	this	part	of	the	Amazon.	And	another	by	Humboldt	to	the	very	great	scientist.	Guns	can	live	as	if	they	are	still



in	Littleford-on-Sea,	but	there	is	no	need	for	us	to	do	so.	Â	€	™	s,	the,	Maia	jumped	out	of	the	chair.	Ã	¢	oh,	Minty,	Á	¢	she	said,	and	threw	her	arms	around	her	housekeeper.	a	thanks.	IÃ	¢	m	SorryÃ	¢	|	I	thoughtÃ	¢	â	€	ã	Ã	é	Ã	é	Ã	¢	t	es	¢	¢	said	Miss	Minton	quickly.	And	then:	a	come,	itams	once	I	opened	my	trunk.	Â	€	™	cause	Miss	Minton	had	been
poor	throughout	life.	She	had	no	buggigangas,	no	personal	possessions;	Her	evil	paid	employers	when	she	paid	him	from	all	a	butter	of	her	was	a	cave	an	aladdinÃ	¢	s.	There	were	travel	books	and	fairy	tales,	novels	and	dicionary	and	collections	of	PoetryÃ	¢	|	Ã,	ã,	ã,	how	do	you	obtain	them	all	a	Maia	asked	Wonderingly?.	How	did	you	get	it?	Ã,	ã,	ã,	ã,
if	you	want	something	quite	you	normally	obtain	it.	But	you	have	to	take	what's	going	on	with	him,	it's,	and	she	pointed	to	the	Shabby	Blouse	and	skirt	patched.	À	Lets	see	one	that	we	are	going	to	get?	Ah	yes,	here	is	Bates	â	€	he	must	have	sailed	by	this	this	There	are	no	sixties.	Look	at	that	drawing	of	a	lazy	...	Mrs.	Carter	was	enchanted	to	know	that
Maia	could	not	keep	up	with	the	twins.	The	first	real	smile	they	saw	in	her	illuminated	her	flained	face	and	she	gave	permission	promptly	enough	for	Maia	to	work	alone.	"The	course,	Beatrice	and	Gwendolyn	are	very	intelligent,	always	knew	this.	She	gave	Maia	a	good	appearance."	Daresay	will	catch	soon	enough	if	you	apply	to	yourself.	.	So	every
morning	Maia	were	to	work	on	the	porch	on	a	small	wicker	table.	Miss	Minton	gave	his	exercises	and	projects	and	occasionally	she	left	Dr.	Bullman	and	the	Guns	to	see	if	she	needed	help,	but	mostly	Maia	worked	alone	and	she	loved	it.	She	learned	about	the	explorers	who	faced	incredible	difficulties	to	map	the	rivers	and	mountains	of	Brazil,	she
copied	the	drawings	made	by	the	first	naturalists:	drawings	of	crops	and	antas	and	anacondas	...	and	the	big	trees	that	supports	the	world	with	precious	woods	And	rare	remedies,	and	it	was	as	if	Miss	Minton's	books	gave	him	my	mysterious	country	that	she	longed	for	to	see,	and	that	the	cartups	had	turned	off.	She	was	told	to	write	stories	about
anything	interested;	She	learned	Poetry	de	Corção,	and	she	wrote.	From	time	to	time,	she	drums	at	the	door	of	the	dining	room,	where	the	twins	were	doing	his	lessons,	and	asked	how	to	spell	a	word,	choosing	an	easy	person	so	the	girls	could	despise	her	...	"	.	Â	€	"How	do	you	spell	the	table?	Maia	would	say,	trying	to	sound	worried,	and	Beatrice
would	tell	her	how	to	spell	and	say:	â	€	¢	â	€	¢	â	€	£	â	€	¢	But	in	most	Sometimes	no	one	took	on	what	Maia	was	doing.	The	teaching	was	good	at	the	gym,	but	Miss	Minton	was	a	born	teacher.	Not	that	Mayan	have	liked	all	his	classes.	Minty	insisted	on	an	hour	of	mathematics	Every	day.	She	also	made	her	learn	Portuguese,	and	Maia	was	about	to
complain	when	she	experienced	a	few	words	in	the	moody	maid,	Tapi,	and	discovered	that	Tapi	understood	her,	and	almost	smiled!	It	was	because	Miss	Minton	was	determined.	that	she	should	learn	about	the	country	she	lived,	which	Maia	had	her	first	meeting	with	Mr.	Carter	in	her	study.	The	girls	were	taking	a	teapot	teapot	according	to	the
instructions	of	Dr.	Bullman,	narrowing	his	round	blue	eyes	as	they	measured	the	exact	distance	of	the	albony	for	the	beak,	when	Miss	Minton	Or	the	Maia	and	said:	â	€	â	€	¬	¬	"S	time	you	have	learned	to	draw	suitable	maps.	Go	and	ask	Mr.	Carter	if	there	is	a	graphic	or	a	map	of	the	country	around	your	home.	Maia	looked	up,	alarmed.	She	had
barely	spoken	to	Mr.	Carter,	who	sat	quietly	and	gloomy	in	the	meals	and	disappeared	as	soon	as	she	could.	"Yes,	Ã	¢	â,"	said	Miss	Minton	and	returned	to	the	Guns.	Ã,	the	room	of	Mr.	Carter	was	the	end	of	the	main	part	of	the	house.	As	Maia	knocked	on	the	door,	she	heard	a	shuffling	and	a	rustle,	as	if	the	works	were	quickly	fled.	So	he	called:	â	€	â
€	¬	â	€	"~	â	€"	The	room	was	discouraged	and	dark	as	all	the	rooms	of	the	house	and	the	air	was	full	of	smoking	of	the	cigarettes	that	hung	from	the	lord's	bottom	lip	Carter	always	he	was	alone.	It	was	also	dusty	because	he	did	not	allow	the	employees	to	enter	and	cleaned.	The	graphics	and	sales	figures	are	approached	to	the	wall	had	curling	edges
and	seemed	to	be	there	years;	Paper	piles	placed	on	messy	piles	in	the	drawers	and	filing	closet.	But	at	the	center	of	Mr.	Carter	was	a	clean	space	covered	with	a	white	cloth,	and	so	she	was	small,	round	objects	he	was	carefully	examining	through	a	lens.	In	the	first	Maia	he	thought	they	could	be	rubber	or	samples	of	soil	or	seeds.	But	when	she
approached,	she	gave	a	little	sigh.	Eyes	of	glass,	but	still	eyes.	And	not	the	eyes	of	the	dolls	or	peeling	bears.	No,	these	were	human	eyes	-	and	so	carefully	made	it	was	hard	to	believe	they	were	not	real.	O	From	the	eyes	were	excavated	as	shells	to	fit	into	the	muscles	of	the	person	who	had	used	them,	but	the	front	was	a	perfectly	copied	ball.	There
were	blue	eyes	and	brown	eyes	and	brown	eyes,	and	in	the	center	of	the	colorful	part,	a	black	student	who	seemed	to	really	let	in	the	light.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	as	you	see,	I	am	sorting	my	collection,	Ã	¢	said	Carter.	He	picked	up	one	of	the	biggest	from	the	balls,	crossed	with	small	red	veins,	and	held	it	to	the	light.	To	this	is	the	left	eye	of	the	Duke	of	Wainford.	He
lost	the	real	in	the	Battle	of	Waterloo.	It	¢	s	is	worth	a	beautiful	penny,	I	can	say	you.a,	ã,	the,	Maia	Ingestion.	How	do	you	obtain	them?	A	Ã	ã	ã	ã	ã	ã	ã	oh	I	have	a	man	who	sends	them	out	of	England.	There	are	very	few	merchants	in	business.	They	get	them	from	the	coveiros	so	often	as	not	a	most	people	do	not	matter	much	what	happensan	¢	|
Afterwards.â	€	¢	He	dropped	the	Duke's	eye	and	took	another.	Ã	¢	Now	this	one	is	really	special.	ItÃ	¢	is	the	right	eye	of	a	famous	actress	who	was	burned	in	an	inception	in	the	theater.	Tilly	Tyndall	she	was	called.	Look	at	the	color	an	item	is	so	blue	as	the	sky,	isna	¢	t	it?	You	would	know	that	this	would	get	it.	It	is	clear	that	the	ones	that	are	really
valuable	are	the	doubles,	but	theyÃ	¢	re	rare.â	€	™	s,	ã,	ã,	you	mean	two	eyes	of	the	same	person?	From	someone	whoâ	€	s	lost	both	eyes?	Ã	ã,	ã,	ã,	Mr.	Carter	nodded.	I	was	going	to	have	three	sets	and	theyâ	€	sentence	more	than	the	put	rest	together.â	â	€	He	reached	for	a	blue	velvet	box,	then	changed	Idea.	The	doubles	were	very	valuable	to	show
a	child.	Ã	¢	I	say	to	you,	said	Carter,	if	this	house	caught	fire,	Ita	is	my	collection	IÃ	¢	d	save.â	€	™	s,	Ã	ã,	then	youu	¢	d	saved	your	wife	and	the	Gomos,	Ã	¢	said	Maia.	He	is,	he	looked	up	abruptly.	Ã	¢	eh?	Yes.	Yes	of	course;	It	is	obvious.	Now,	what	did	you	want?	A	A	A	Miss	Minton	wondered	if	you	can	have	a	map	or	a	rooftop	of	the	country	around
the	house.	Itamus	is	just	to	lend	to	a	little	while.	Â	€	™	s,	Ã,	Mr.	Carter	sighed,	but	he	stood	up	and	began	to	rummage	in	a	number	of	drawers.	A	here	you	are,	one	said	he,	returning	with	a	wrapped	graph.	Ã	¢	It	covers	ten	square	miles	behind	the	house.	Bring	him	back.	Â	€	ã,	the	Maia	thanked	and	left.	She	had	never	seen	such	a	sad	room	or	a	hobby
so	sad.	Ã,	ã,	but	the	map	was	interesting.	She	took	her	room	and	waited	until	night,	when	Miss	Minton	came	to	do	what	she	called	a	Maia	ReadÃ	¢	audience.	Since	Maia	had	read	fluently	since	she	was	six	years	old,	this	mostly	meant	for	Maia	what	she	thought	of	David	Copperfield	or	arguing	with	her	about	sentimental	poems	that	Maia	liked,	and
Miss	Minton	didnÃ	¢	t.	Ã,	ã,	a	look	at	her	I	have	tried	to	copy	this,	but	itams	are	difficult.	Do	you	believe	there	are	so	many	small	rivers	and	hacks	and	channels	behind	the	house?	Ã,	ã,	the,	Miss	Minton	leaned	toward.	Ã	¢	Theyâ	€	are	called	igapes,	á	¢	she	said,	Ã	¢	and	the	few	go	up	and	down	them	in	your	canoes.	Even	those	who	seem	to	be
suffocated	with	reeds	are	often	navigable.	Â	€	™	s,	ã,	it	seems	that	someone	could	go	to	Manaus	the	way	back	a	not	down	from	the	main	river	if	a	He	had	a	canoe.	A	Ã	Ã	ã	ã	ã	ã	ã	ã	ã	someone	knew	the	way,	Ã	¢	said	Miss	Minton,	looking	at	the	labyrinth	of	small	water	courses.	At	the	age,	after	she	left,	Maia	again	climbed	into	the	chair	and	looked	at
the	huts	on	the	back.	She	had	discovered	how	to	loosen	the	nailed	net	over	the	window,	and	so	could	undo	the	capture.	She	knew	the	song	of	lonely	now	that	she	came	from	the	half-hut	where	Tapi	and	hole	lived;	Sometimes	she	hummed	to	herself	in	bed.	And	she	was	beginning	to	do	more	and	more	people.	The	girl	who	crossed	the	first	night	in	her
bright	dress	was	called	Conchita;	Her	baby	was	a	demon,	always	trying	to	dodge	her	reach,	and	the	old	lady	in	the	middle-day	hut	who	took	care	of	the	chickens	was	Auntans	|	Ã,	ã,	but	the	southern	wind,	the	melody	that	had	heard	someone	whistle	in	the	first	first	He	never	returned.	Ã	Ã	Ã	that	liÃ§Ãμes	MaiaÃ	¢	s	were	tÃ	£	interesting	was	a	good
thing	because	the	twins	became	hostile	and	rude.	Every	day	when	he	saw	the	fresh	white	dresses	young	brother	£	Tapia	s	washed	and	pressed	in	a	small	hut	steamy	beside	the	boat	house,	he	was	esperanÃ§oso.	The	fair	girls,	their	beautiful	dresses,	their	pink	ribbons	and	blue,	seemed	to	belong	to	twins	she	had	imagined	before	she	came.	Ã	Ã	Ã	But
the	girls	lived	strange	lives	in	the	house	dark	and	stuffy.	Ã	Ã	Ã	Like	those	pÃ¡lido	insect	larvae	that	are	only	to	be	fed	and	prepared	by	others,	the	twins	ordered	the	servants	to	comb	their	hair,	pick	up	your	lenÃ§os,	iron	your	hair	ribbonsÃ	¢	|	They	never	went	anywhere	alone,	following	each	other,	even	to	the	bathroom,	and	when	they	balanÃ§aram
the	upside	or	nodded	absolutely	they	moved	together	as	if	they	were	puppets	pulled	by	the	same	string.	However,	do	the	£	had	the	£	sensaÃ§Ã	the	they	were	particularly	fond	of	each	other	one	or	even	of	anyone	or	anything	else.	Ã	Ã	Ã	The	Mayan	girls	never	missed	a	chance	of	snubbing	her	or	fazÃª	her	feel	unwanted.	Mostly	it	was	just	words,	but
sometimes	when	ninguÃ	©	m	was	there,	they	pushed	her	against	the	plaster	wall	of	the	corridor,	or	dug	her	elbows	into	her.	It	was	a	long	time	since	Maia	had	thought	pinch	GwendolynÃ	¢	s	first	day	had	been	an	accident.	Ã	Ã	Ã	Ã	Why	hate	me,	Minty?	Ã	she	asked,	puzzled.	Ã	¢	What	have	I	done	to	them?	Ã	Ã	Ã	Ã	And	always	Miss	Minton	said,	Ã	¢	¢
Theyâ're	in	the	£	used	for	other	girls	yet.	DÃª	them	time.A	Ã	Ã	Ã	Then	the	next	week	of	Ignatius,	they	went	into	Manaus.	Ã	Ã	Ã	Ã	Maybe	Maia	may	prefer	to	stay	trÃ¡s	and	rest,	a	suggested	Mrs.	Carter,	esperanÃ§oso.	Ã	Ã	Ã	Ã	Mr.	Murray	made	it	clear	that	Maia	Ã	©	take	classes	in	danÃ§a	and	classes	mÃºsica	©	m	Beyond	that,	a	Miss	Minton	said
firmly.	Ã	Ã	Ã	¢	Since	the	liÃ§Ãμes	twinsÃ	were	being	paid	by	money	Maia	had	brought,	do	£	had	nothing	to	Mrs.	Carter	could	do.	Ã	Ã	Ã	They	traveled	down	the	Negro	in	the	same	dark	green	as	lanÃ§amento	had	brought	the	ship.	Mrs	Carter	and	the	twins	sat	in	the	cabin	with	doors	and	windows	closed,	Maia	and	Miss	Minton	sat	on	Conva	©	s.	Ã	Ã	Ã	Ã
The	Haira	will	have	everything	bagunÃ§ado,	Ã	¢	said	Beatrice.	Ã	Ã	Ã	But	Maia	needed	to	feel	the	wind	on	her	face.	She	felt	as	if	she	had	been	in	the	£	Prisa	for	a	week.	Ã	Ã	Ã	Although	they	had	anchored	there,	Maia	actually	in	£'d	seen	the	city.	Now,	as	they	walked	from	the	port	in	a	tÃ¡xi	pulled	by	an	old	horse	in	a	hat	©	u,	she	was	impressed	with	the
beauty	and	Elegant	¢	Manaus	INSTANCE.	Ã	Ã	Ã	They	drove	mansÃμes	Ãºltimos	painted	all	colors:	pink	and	ocher	and	blue,	with	flowers	falling	from	window	boxes.	In	the	gardens	around	them	were	blooming	orange	and	lemon	trees,	and	mango,	and	wonderful	vines	climbing	over	the	railings.	They	spent	two	churches,	a	museum,	a	small	park	with	a
gazebo,	and	a	childrenâ	¢	s	park.	Everywhere	were	busy	people:	black	women	carrying	baskets	on	their	cabeÃ§as,	Indian	women	with	bebÃªs	on	her	hips,	messengers,	European	well-dressed,	and	nuns	carrying	lines	of	small	children.	Ã	Ã	Ã	And	on	the	other	side	of	a	huge	Praça	paved	in	£	turbilhÃ	the	mosaics	was	a	magnÃfico	edifÃcio	with	roofs	in
green	and	gold	tiles	with	the	eagle	of	Brazil	in	precious	stones	rising	above	.	To	to	to	to	look	Oh!	Ã	Maia	said.	The	Theater!	ISNA	t	it	beautiful!	Thata	¢	s	where	Clovis	will	act.	The	boy	he	met	at	boat.Ã	¢	Ã	Ã	Ã	Ã	WEA	are	going	lÃ¡	later	to	pick	up	our	tickets,	Ã	¢	said	Beatrice.	Ã	Ã	Ã	Ã	WEA	are	going	to	see	Little	Lord	Fauntleroy,	Ã	¢	said	Gwendolyn.	Ã
Ã	Ã	Ã	Oh	good!	Ã	Maia	said	innocently.	Ã	¢	thata	¢	s	h	¢	s	game	has	lideranÃ§a	in.Ã	¢	Ã	Ã	Ã	The	twins	are	looked	at	each	other,	but	in	the	£	say	anything	Enta	£	o.	Ã	Ã	Ã	They	drove	down	a	street	of	elegant	shops:	clothes	shops	and	stores	Shoe,	saddlers	and	takers.	It	was	amazing,	this	luxurious	thousand	miles	from	Foz	do	Rio.	There	seemed	to	be	all
here	here.	You	can	find	yourself	in	Europe.	Ã,	the,	the	stores	of	dress	animated	the	goms;	They	leaned	out	of	the	cabin,	looking	and	arguing.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	it's,	Fleurette	¢	S	I	still	have	that	muslin	polka	dots	in	the	window.	Can	we	come	in,	Mommy?	You	said	that	we	could	shop	properly	this	month.	Can	we	have	new	dresses?	Ã,	ã,	ã,	MRS	Carter	nodded.	She
would	be	able	to	pay	the	money	you	owed	Fleurette.	Well,	not	everything;	She	was	due	to	money	everywhere	and	subsidy	Maia	¢	s	would	have	to	be	shared	carefully.	Fortunately	Maia	wouldnÃ	¢	t	need	new	clothes	for	a	long	time.	The	child	was	dressed	very	clearly,	she	thought,	looking	at	PoPelina	Blue	Maia	¢	s	and	white	blouse,	but	the	materials
were	good.	Ã,	the,	but	first	they	stopped	at	Academy	of	Dance	Madame	DuchampÃ	¢	s.	A	ã	ã	Madame	Duchamp	was	a	French	woman	who	had	intelligence	to	understand	that	the	rich	rubber	producers	and	merchants	who	had	come	to	Manaus	wanted	to	make	sure	that	his	children	had	nothing	that	they	could	have	had	in	Europe	lost.	So	she	ran	dance
classes	of	salon,	folklace	dance,	Balletã	¢	|	Ã,	ã,	the	class	of	the	Gomos	I	was	a	mixed	for	boys	and	girls.	There	were	children	of	all	nationalities:	Russian,	English,	French	and,	of	course,	from	Brazil	a	little	pure	Portuguese,	some	mixed	race;	Indian	with	Portuguese,	black	with	indian,	for	the	people	of	Brazil	had	married	herself	and	were	proud	of	his
mixed	blood.	Ã,	the,	Maia,	changed	quickly	in	his	dance	shoes	and	turned	to	see	the	twins	sitting	side	by	side	in	a	closet,	his	chubby	legs	coming	out	in	front,	waiting	for	Miss	Minton	to	come	and	help	Los.	Ã,	ã,	the,	Miss	Porterhouse	Always	put	our	shoes	and	tied	our	hair,	Beatrice	said.	A	is	then	lost	Chisholm,	a	referred	Gwendolyn.	Ã,	the,	the	Maia,
went	ahead	in	the	big	room	with	her	tall	windows	and	bar.	She	was	full	of	chattering,	spinning	children,	waiting	for	Madame	Duchamp.	An	elderly	lady	with	stained	hands	sat	at	the	piano,	absently	touching	the	keys.	Ã,	ã,	a	Russian	boy	with	red	hair	came	and	introduced	himself.	A	was	M	Sergei,	he	said	with	a	friendly	smile.	A	and	this	is	my	sister
Olga.	Â	€	™	s,	Ã,	Maia	extended	his	hand.	A	was	Maia.	IÃ	¢	I'm	staying	with	the	Australian	girl	sunny	Appearance	Carters.	Â	€	™	s,	ã,	the	one	with	folds	around	her	head	came	to	join	them.	This	was	Netta	Haltmann,	the	daughter	of	the	Twinsmanian	teacher.	Maia	was	usually	tender	with	new	people,	but	the	relief	of	seeing	all	these	ordinaries,
welcoming	children	was	overwhelming	and	she	was	soon	beating	the	same	mixture	of	languages	​​than	the	other	children	used.	She	had	not	noticed	that	every	word	she	spoke	to	the	twins	had	to	be	thought	and	heavy.	Ã,	ã,	Madame	Duchamp	now	inserted;	An	elegant	French	woman	of	fifty	with	a	black	cake	spiked	on	top	of	the	head.	Ã,	ã,	the,	so,	now
we	are	ready.	Finding	a	space	and	pointing	the	finger	of	the	pace,	finger	of	plee.â	€	™	s,	ã,	maia	¢	s	has	already	been	pointed	out.	She	loved	dancing.	The	old	woman	at	the	piano	began	to	play	a	chopin	waltz.	And	the	children	danced,	the	housekeepers	and	the	babins	sat	on	chairs	around	the	wall.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	is	that	the	little	cousin	that	comes	to	live	with
the	carters?	He	said,	a	fat	friendly	lady-looking	Miss	MintonÃ	¢	s	left,	and	introduced	himself.	I	am	Mademoiselle	Lille,	the	housekeeper	of	the	Keminskyys	Ã	¢	Sergei	and	Olga.	Ã	ã,	ã,	yes,	ThatÃ	¢	s	Maia,	said	Miss	Minton.	A	to	her	is	charm.	So	Graceful.â	€	™	Ã	ã,	yes,	she	is	a	good	child,	one	said	Miss	Minton.	And	the	Mademoiselle	Lille	looked	at	her
from	underneath	arched	eyebrows.	A	and,	of	course,	the	Guns,	Á	¢	she	added	politely.	Á	¢	They	are	always	so	tidyÃ	¢	|	So	Clean	|	Echo,	the	two	women	watched	the	two	impassive	girls,	spinning	as	tirelessly	as	metrames	for	music.	Ã	to	the	YESA	|	It's	hard	for	them,	one	said	Miss	Minton.	Ã	¢	They	have	not	been	accustomed	to	having	another
children.A	ã,	ã,	to,	Now	your	Mayan	is	happy,	Ã	¢	said	Mademoiselle	Lille	that	seemed	to	know	a	little	too	much	about	life	in	the	Carters.	Á	¢	as	musical	it	is!	It's!	and	little	Netta	and	my	Sergei	also.	You	should	bring	it	to	visit	us.	The	Countess	is	always	wanting	her	children	to	meet	new	friends.	Â	€	™	s,	ã,	ã,	now	you	will	have	partners,	Madame
Duchamp	said.	The	mother	looked	at	the	ground.	There	were	more	girls	than	boys;	She	would	wait	and	dance	with	whom	she	was	left.	A	Portuguese	boy	with	a	rose	on	the	lapel	claimed	Netta.	Then	she	discovered	that	Sergei	was	beside	her.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	are	you	going?	He	said.	And	she	agreed	cheerfully,	to	see	the	twins	looking	at	her	malignantly	before
they	turned	to	each	other.	Ã,	the,	the,	they	always	dance	together,	one	explained	Sergei.	I	don	t	think	they	like	other	children.	The	ã,	the,	the,	Maia	was	not	so	sure.	Ã	¢	Maybe	the	next	time	you	can	ask	for	one	of	the	them.	Â	€	™	s,	ã,	ã,	no!	Make	me	scared,	Álhe	he	said,	and	laughed.	Ã,	ã,	it	was	a	wonderful	time.	The	old	old	lady	had	played	for	the
Imperial	Russian	Balan	School;	She	persuaded	real	music	off	the	beaten	piano.	Maia	forgot	the	Goms,	forgot	the	darkness	and	a	dark	house	and	danced.	But,	five	minutes	before	the	end	of	class,	something	happened	that	changed	her	humor	completely.	The	two	men	entered	the	room.	They	were	dressed	in	black:	black	pants,	black	jacket,	black	shoes,
and	as	they	approached	Madame	Duchamp,	it	was	as	if	a	couple	of	gloomy	crows	had	chased	in	the	room.	The	largest	crows	raised	his	hand;	The	piano	was	silent.	Then	the	two	men	approached	Madame	Duchamp	and	spoke	to	her	in	a	low	voice.	The	Maia	did	not	manage	to	hear	what	they	were	saying,	but	she	felt	a	shiver	of	discomfort,	and	when	she
looked	at	Miss	Minton,	she	saw	that	her	housekeeper	was	frowning.	Ã	ã	ã	ã	ã,	I	do	not	know	anything	about	this	boy,	Ã	¢	said	Madame	Duchamp	firmly.	Álhing.â	€	™	â	€	The	men	speak	again	and	when	she	waved	they	turned	to	the	class.	Ã,	the,	the,	now,	please	listen	very	carefully,	Ã	¢	said	the	loud	of	the	crows,	as	if	he	were	speaking	to	a	group	of
two-year	children.	He	had	a	square	forehead	and	a	bulbous	nose	covered	with	broken	veins.	My	name	is	Trapwood	and	my	partner	here	is	Mr.	Low,	and	Wea	came	to	Manaus	on	an	important	mission.	A	very	important	mission.	We	came	to	find	a	boy	who	lives	somewhere	near	here	and	who	should	be	brought	back	to	England.	Low,	thinner,	smaller
crow,	winked	and	nodded.	A	must	be	brought	back,	Ã	¢	he	repeated	aloud.	A	quickly.	It	should	be	taken	back	without	delay.	Â	€	™	s,	the	boy	is	the	son	of	an	English	named	Bernard	Taverner	who	settled	here	and	who	is	now	dead,	a	Trapwood	deputy	continued.	Ã	¢	he	was	drowned	when	his	canoe	knocked	down	on	the	rapids.	Now,	someone	here
knows	such	a	boy?	The	children	looked	at	each	other.	Those	who	spoke	English	translated	what	the	crows	had	said	to	other	languages,	and	everyone	shook	their	heads.	Ã,	the,	the,	the,	what	does	it	look	like?	She	asked	a	tall	girl.	Ã	ã	ã	ã	ã	don	t	know.	We	also	do	not	know	his	first	name.	But	he	must	be	found.	Â	€	™	s,	ã,	Mr.	Low	was	busy;	His	voice
had	risen	to	an	even	greater	winch.	And	the	children	were	still	swinging	their	heads.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	ã,	well,	if	you	see	something	unusual,	anything	q	¢	or	if	anything	happens	to	you	after	you	think	you	know	where	he	could	be	found,	you	should	go	immediately	to	the	police	station.	Do	you	understand	me?	She	said	Trapwood,	who	seemed	to	think	that	the
children	had	lost	his	Ju�zo.	A	or	you	can	come	to	Pension	Mary	and	ask	for	Mr.	Trapwood	and	Mr.	Low.	Â	€	™	s,	ã,	the,	what	did	he	do?	Ã	¢	He	asked	for	a	brave	child,	son	of	the	alphanic	officer.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	this	is	also	not	here	or	there,	one	said	the	louder	crow.	A,	but	it	needs	to	be	found	and	it	should	be	taken	back	to	England.	It	can	not	be	good	a	news,
if	it's	the	right	boy,	one	said.	He	tried	to	smile,	but	he	only	got	a	sinister	lever.	We	will	be	offering	a	He	added	in	an	oily	voice.	A	and	remember,	no	one	hiding	such	a	boy	would	be	guilty	of	interfering	with	the	law.	Â	€	ã,	ã,	it	means	that	he	Be	locked.	Or	she.	They	could	be	placed	in	the	prison	ã	â	€	"led	Mr.	Low.	They	left	then,	and	Madame	Duchamp
asked	for	a	final	polka,	but	the	lightness	had	left	of	the	day.	Sergei	knew	about	the	crows.	Ã	¢	â	€	"They	arrived	yesterday	on	the	mail	boat	and	they	had	ronding	since	then,	asking	questions	Ã	â	€	¬"	he	said.	ã,	â	€	¬	¬	â	€	£	o	they	do	not	get	Ã	¢	â	€	,	¬	"said	Netta.	Maia	waited	too,	she	waited	very	much.	To	be	found	by	Mr.	Low	and	Mr.	Trapwood	and
being	dragged	to	England	seemed	to	her	a	more	horrible	destination.	After	dance	class	,	Guns	and	Mrs.	Carter	left	to	shop	and	lunch	before	his	piano	classes	in	the	afternoon.	Since	the	time	Maia's	lesson	still	had	not	been	fixed,	Mrs.	Carter	gave	Permission	for	Miss	Minton	and	Maia	strolled	by	Manaus	because	of	his	own.	Å	"VÃƒâ	€	£	â	€	£	£	The
Obviously,	obviously	,	to	anywhere	where	they	serve	native	food,	"she	said	to	Miss	Minton,	and	the	Miss	Minton	said:	Ã	¢	â	€	"NÃƒÂ	£	o,	Mrs.	Carter	and	did	not	bother	pointing	this	since	the	Carters	still	did	not	pay,	she	could	barely	buy	Maia	a	banana,	much	less	give	the	loum	At	a	restaurant.	But	they	had	a	lovely	time.	It	rained	earlier,	but	now	a
fresh	breeze	blew	from	the	river	and	wherever	they	seemed	there	was	something	to	be	interested:	a	Uivador	monkey	sitting	on	a	graphic	pole	out	of	the	post	office;	A	cluster	of	bright	yellow	butterflies	drinking	from	water	guts	put	out	for	horses,	a	child	size	child,	dragging	a	mule	on	a	rope.	Maia	bought	some	postcards	to	send	to	his	friends,	and
asked	Miss	Minton	if	she	would	like	to	send	to	her	sister,	but	Miss	Minton	said	her	sister	thought	that	postal	cards	were	vulgar	for	her	to	do	without.	"I	think	we	can	take	a	look	at	the	Museum	â	€"	She	said.	Ã	¢	â	€	"It's	probably	free.	Maybe	I	could	offer	you	my	necklace.	Â	€	â	€"	What	a	necklace	is	that?	"Said	Maia,	surprised.	She	had	never	seen	her
housekeeper	wearing	jewelry."	"It's	composed	of	all	my	sister's	sons'	milk	teeth.	She	gave	me	like	a	farewell	gift.	She	has	six	children,	so	many	teeth	Ã	¢	â	€	"said	Miss	Minton	in	an	expressionless	voice.	The	museum	was	behind	the	letter,	not	far	from	the	river	and	docks.	It	was	A	yellow	builder	with	a	vaulted	roof	and	the	words	Natural	History
Museum	painted	on	the	door.	Inside,	it	was	a	wonderful	confusion	of	pets	in	glass	cases,	skeletons	hanging	from	wires,	drawers	filled	with	stones	and	insects	and	feathers.	There	were	three	rooms	downstairs	and	two	more	upstairs,	which	housed	tools	and	sculptures	made	by	the	whole	Amazon.	Mayan	and	Miss	Minton	wandered	with	joy.	Some	of	the
stuffed	animals	were	unusual;	a	fish-ox	,	a	spouse	of	sea	cow,	which	looked	like	a	large	gray	potato	with	small	bumps	and	buttons	on	your	skin,	and	a	tarsola	forest.	But	some	were	just	common	animals	that	people	brought	from	the	jungle.	And	in	a	case	of	glass	there	were.	A	pine	stuffed	labeled:	Billy:	The	faithful	friend	of	Mrs.	Arthu	R	Winterbotham.
The	museums	do	not	usually	show	stuffed	lapdogs,	but	the	healer	was	an	English	with	a	lovable	heart	and	Mrs.	Winterbotham,	who	had	raised	a	lot	of	money	to	the	museum,	really	loved	his	dog.	Maia	was	admiring	a	shrunken	head	when	she	heard	a	small	exclamation	and	turned	to	find	that	Miss	Minton	was	in	front	of	a	case	of	exhibiting	showing
speech	of	dry	plants.	The	plants	do	not	seem	to	be	particularly	exciting,	but	Miss	Minton	was	so	absorbed	that	Mayan	came	to	stand	beside	her.	Ã,	â	€	â	€	"The	collection	of	Bernard's	medicinal	plants	of	the	Tajupi	Valley	Ã	¢	â	€"	Lia	she.	The	plants	were	carefully	labeled	with	their	names	and	what	they	were	used.	Some	Maia	had	heard	of	"quinine
bark	to	treat	the	malaria,	glory	seeds	of	To	bring	sleep	-	but	most	were	strange	to	her.	Â	€	"this	is	one	of	the	most	important	collections	of	the	â	€	museum"	said	a	voice	voice	They,	and	discovered	that	Professor	Glastonberry,	the	healer,	left	the	office.	"He	was	a	beautiful	naturalist,	Taverner.	The	teacher	was	a	big	man,	portal	with	a	white-haired
fringe	framing	a	pink	bleed,	very	blue	eyes	and	an	old	linen	jacket	from	where	A	sheet	has	progressed.	The	sheet	did	not	have	much	to	do	with	the	teacher's	nose;	was	used	to	clean	the	dye	or	formalin,	wrap	a	delicate	speech,	or	witness	a	fraternal	support.	He	was	Gathering	the	skeleton	of	a	giant	laziness	and	was	still	carrying	one	of	his	claws	in	his
hand.	â	€	"When	Mr	Taverner	presented	the	collection?	¬	"Asked	Miss	Minton."	The	years	ago,	when	she	returned	from	Tajupi.	But	he	often	brought	things	in	"that	Armadillo	stuck	from	Taverner.	He	never	killed	more	than	he	needed;	once	he	had	a	speech,	he	left	the	rest	alone.	He	sighed,	remembering	the	man	who	had	been	your	friend.	.	Then	the
door	was	open,	the	high	steps	sounded	on	the	wooden	floor,	and	found	Mr.	Trapwood	and	Mr.	Bass	making	his	way	for	them.	"Ah	no,	no,	nÃƒÂ	Â	The	crows	again	Ã	¢	â	€	"whispered	Maia,	and	was	disapproved	in	silence	by	Miss	Minton,	who	pushed	her	away	from	the	display	and	led	her	out	of	the	manatee	back.	Â	€"	Professor	Glastonberry?	She	asked
Mr.	Trapwood,	cleaning	her	face.	Black	suits	are	not	the	best	things	to	use	in	the	traits	and	he	was	sweating	heavily.	""	Do	we	understand	that	you	knew	Bernard	Taverner?	What	did	he	give	a	collection	to	the	museum?	The	teacher	nodded	again.	"Herbsmedicindals,	very	interesting;	there.	The	crows	seemed	disappointed;	they	probably	waited	for
stuffed	jaguars	and	huge	pitched	pitch."	We	wish	to	ask	a	few	questions	about	Mr.	Taverner	Ã	¢	â	€	,	¬	"Said	Mr.	Trapwood.	Â	€"	Trapwood	and	low:	private	researchers.	He	picked	up	a	card	from	his	pocket	and	handed	the	teacher.	The	teacher	looked	at	him	and	gave	back.	"I'm	afraid	to	be	too	busy."	"NÃƒÂ	¢	It	will	take	long.	We	know	Bernard
Taverner	died	for	about	four	months.	What	we	want	to	know	is	the	whereabouts	of	the	son	of	Taverner.	"What	should	we	know	Ã	¢	â	€"	led	by	Mr.	Low.	Ã	¢	â	€	"He	must	be	brought	back	to	Westwood	without	delay.	The	teacher	blinked	at	him."	I'm	afraid	that	it	was	not	possible	to	be	as	possible,	"he	said.	Ã,	â	€	"Because	Bernard	Taverner	had	a	son	Ã
¢	â	€"	said	the	teacher.	Ã	¢	â	€	"And	now	if	you	will	apologize	me	â	€	¬	¬	|	Ã	¢	â	€	"I'm	happy	Ã	¢	â	€"	said	Maia	as	they	left	the	museum.	I'm	glad	he's	not	a	son.	I	do	not	know	what	West-Wood	is,	but	it	looks	horrible.	I	suppose	it's	a	prison,	like	alms.	of	Absinthe	or	Pentonville?	And	Miss	Minton	said,	"Yes.	They	were	to	get	to	know	the	postmen	at	the
theater	box	office	four	Ovi.	â	"¢	Religio.	As	they	crossed	the	square	with	their	tall	brass	lamps	and	flowering	trees,	Maia	was	increasingly	impressed.	Ã,	â	€	œ	imagine	clovis	acting	there	...	Ã	¢	â	€	"She	said.	Â	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	©	"Miss	Minton	nodded."	Carso	sang	there	â	€	¬	"She	said."	And	Sarah	Bernhardt	came	to	act;	She	was	seventy,	but
she	played	Napole's	young	son	and	she	was	a	sensation!	Ã,	â	€	"Valiation!	Mayia	became	impression.	If	a	seventy	woman	could	act	the	son	of	NapoleÃo,	then	certainly	Clovis	could	administer	The	little	Lord	Fauntleroy.	"I'm	anxious	to	see	you	again	Ã	â	€"	She	said.	"Ã	â	€"	Â	€	"	Guns	and	mother	were	waiting.	Â	€	"We	have	our	tickets	Ã	¢	â	€"	said
Beatrice.	"We're	going	to	Little	Lord	Fauntleroy	on	Monday	afternoon,	And	on	the	Saturday	we'll	see	the	overhead	night.	This	will	be	boring	because	you	are	shakespeare.	But	Little	Lord	Fauntleroy	will	be	good.	"Yes,	it	is.	We	saw	Clovis	rehearsing.	He	was	splenidand.	The	Guns	looked	at	Maia."	Ah,	you're	going!	We	have	the	tickets	for	weeks	ago,
before	that	you	were	TheyÃ	¢	re	all	exhausted,	arena	t	them,	mum	and?	Ã,	ã,	ã,	MRS	Carter	nodded	absently.	She	was	sending	the	doorman	to	a	taxi.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	the,	Prometi	Clovis	I	would	be	there,	one	said	Maia,	fighting	the	tears.	I	promised.	Â	€	™	s,	ã,	ã,	hãÃ	¢	It	will	have	forgotten,	Ã	¢	said	Gwendolyn.	I	am	not	to	remember	people.	He	â	€	¢	It	will
have	forgotten	that	he	has	already	met	You.A	ã,	ã,	and	they	followed	your	hand	to	the	waiting	booth.	The	genes	were	wrong	about	Clovis.	He	was	intelligent,	but	he	was	faithful	and	so	soon	the	Pilgrim	players	arrived	in	Manaus,	he	asked	where	he	could	find	a	place	named	Tapherini	or	home,	and	a	family	named	Carter.	Ora,	no	one	seemed	to	know
about	the	home,	but	it	was	told	that	the	Carters	lived	in	a	Bangalan	'trip	a	manaus	hour	and	could	only	be	reached	by	boat.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	you,	you	can	not	go	gallivanting	off	now,	Ã	¢	said	Mrs.	Goodley.	Q	¢	We	¢	I	have	the	general	rehearsal	this	afternoon.	And	when	you	see	the	theater	you	wonÃ	¢	t	either.	ItÃ	¢	is	twice	the	size	of	anything	youuvi	played	in
before.â	€	™	â	€	™	â	€	This	did	nothing	to	animate	Clovis,	who	said	he	felt	sick.	Ã,	the,	everyone,	everywhere	feels	sick	in	this	bin,	Ã	¢	said	Nancy	Goodley.	The	company	had	taken	the	last	floor	of	the	Hotel	Paradiso,	which	was	the	cheapest	hotel	in	Manaus.	He	was	also	the	worst.	Gray	slugs	dragged	along	the	wooden	stones	of	the	showers,	lavatory
were	filthy	and	the	smell	of	the	bean	stew	being	tortured	to	death	in	the	kitchen	oil	stole	from	the	rooms	and	runners	throughout	the	day.	A	It	is	good	to	have	the	vapors	now,	a	referral	sr	goodley	sharply.	One	reminds	us,	it	all	depends	on	you.	If	FauntleroyÃ	¢	SA	SELL-OUT	We	can	pay	the	sharks	and	get	a	ticket	for	the	next	place,	but	if	no,	God
helps	us	all.	Â	€	™	s,	Ã,	They	had	left	Belé	Mar	and	in	A	rush	without	paying	the	hotel	bill.	The	scenario	that	was	only	saved;	The	hotel	manager	had	tried	to	get	hold	of	her	to	sell,	but	they	could	get	it	loaded	for	the	boat	on	top	of	the	time.	The	clovis	sigh.	He	knew	his	lines,	he	knew	his	movements,	the	part	was	not	difficult,	and	his	voice	seemed	to	be
okay.	It	was	all	right	most	of	the	time,	but	sometimes	¢	|	Ã,	ã,	to,	if	only	he	could	have	seen	Maia	before	the	first	presentation.	Maia	and	Miss	Minton	always	felt	safe.	Ã,	the,	but	Maia	was	coming.	She	had	promised.	The	clovis	printed	on	a	large	cockroach	making	his	way	through	the	ground,	and	decided	to	be	brave.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	ã,	I	know	exactly	what
Cinderella	felt	like	a	Maia	told	Miss	Minton.	It	was	the	night	before	the	twins	and	Mrs.	Carter	were	going	to	Manaus	to	see	the	opening	of	the	little	Lord.	They	had	bought	dresses	in	Fleurette	¢	s	a	white	and	babies,	with	embroidery	pink	so	they	seemed	a	bit	like	wedding	cakes.	The	small	maid,	sister-in-brother	S,	had	been	sent	back	three	times	for
clothes	full	of	iron	steam	the	frills	for	perfection,	hair	ribbons	were	chosen	and	threw	to	one	side,	bracelets	slipped	on	and	off	.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	we	have	some	suitable	jewels,	Ã	¢	said	Beatrice	irritated.	Could	you	give	me	her	mother's	pearls.	Â	€	™	s,	ã,	ã,	and	what	lends	about	me?	Ã	¢	complained	Gwendolyn.	AI	M	will	not	sit	there	when	you	use	Maiama	Panis
¢	It	is	not	me.An,	ã,	ã,	ã,	they	would	be	satisfied	with	the	way	your	white	shoes	One	who	squirmed	and	complained	like	hot	curling	pinches	beaded	his	curls	in	ShapeÃ	¢	|	Ã,	ã,	in	the	morning,	as	the	boat	waited,	it	was	even	worse.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	WHEREÃ	¢	to	my	purse?	Maya,	you	find	him;	He	was	in	my	bed.	â	€	™	s,	ã,	ã,	we	must	have	some	smell,	breast.
Proper	perfume	at	no	lavender	water,	ThatÃ	¢	s	for	babies.	Â	€	™	s,	ã,	as	Maia	helped	she	felt	completely	unreal;	She	was	so	sure	that	in	the	last	minute	MRS	Carter	would	yield	and	let	her,	at	least	reach	Manaus	with	them.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	I	know	that	I	can	not	come	to	the	game,	I	could	wait	and	see	Clovis	after,	Álâma	she	begged.	A	to	now,	Maia,	D.	T	be
foolish;	As	if	I	Let	him	hang	on	the	theater	as	a	common	beggar.	But	finally,	the	girls'	hair	was	safely	compensated	against	the	breeze,	and	the	employees,	looking	in	a	mood	when	Maia	had	seen	them,	sought	his	shoe	bags	and	his	cloak.	When	the	boat	walked	away,	Tapi	on	foot	beside	Maia	said	clearly:	~	¬	Å	"The	pestinhas	Ã	â	€"	Maia	looked	at	her
scared.	She	must	have	heard	wrong,	but	when	she	looked	like	the	Words	in	dicionary,	they	wanted	to	say	what	she	thought	they	wanted	to	say.	"PigsÃ	¢	â"	¢	"¢,	Tapi	turned	on	the	Guns.	Ã	¢	â	€	"NÃƒÂ	£	o	Little	Pigs.	It	was	very	quiet	when	the	noise	of	the	boat	had	died,	and	Maia	did	not	try	to	hide	his	misery.	Â	€	£	o	From	the	world	Ã	¢	â	€	""	said
Miss	Minton	the	night	before.	â	€	"We	will	not	have	a	good	day	exploring.	They	can	not	lock	us	in	the	house.	But	when	Maia	was	met	her,	she	found	the	housekeeper	still	in	her	room	sitting	in	her	vertical	chair.	She	was	very	pale	and	her	eyes	were	closed.	Ã,	â	€	œ	"I	only	come.	I	have	a	little	headache,	but	it	will	disappear	in	a	minute.	Ã,	â	€	"NÃƒÂ	â	£
o	~	â	€	¬"	said	Maia.	"You	have	a	proper	migraine.	My	mother	had	them	and	they	are	horrible.	You	only	have	to	lie	down	until	they	get	more.	Do	you	have	aspirin?"	Yes,	But	there	is	no	need	to	make	a	confused.	But	when	Miss	Minton	tried	to	get	up,	there	was	a	blind	look	into	her	eyes	and	she	gave	up	and	let	Maia	refuse	the	bed.	"I'll	be	fine,"	said
Maia.	"	"Come	on	and	read	on	the	porch.	But	although	the	book	was	David	Copperfield	and	she	arrived	as	part	where	Betsy	Trotwood	was	chasing	the	donkeys	of	her	garden,	she	could	not	focus.	She	continued	to	see	the	Clovis's	face	and	listening	to	him	say:	â	€	â	€	"Will,	Mayan,	will	not	you?	Are	you	there?	After	a	while,	she	went	to	Minty's	room	and
very	quietly	opened	the	door.	Miss	Minton	was	sleeping	in	the	dark	room,	and	Maia	knew	she	would	not	wake	up	for	a	long	time.	She	entered	her	own	room.	At	her	desk	was	the	map	she	had	of	Mr.	Carter.	She	picked	up	and	studied.	She	managed	to	push	the	heavy	bolt	on	the	door	to	the	complex	behind	her	back	there	are	several	days.	According	to
the	map	there	was	a	rushing	path	from	the	back	of	the	house	along	the	water	channels	that	eventually	came	behind	the	docks	in	Manaus.	The	own	channels	were	so	tangled	as	the	good	builders,	but	if	she	kept	the	sun	on	her	right	...	today	there	was	really	a	sun,	not	only	the	dark	rain	that	fell	so	much	frequency.	It	was	only	ten	o'clock.	The	game	has
not	begun	to	two	years.	Even	if	it	took	a	long	time,	she	should	still	get	there	and	at	least	she	would	have	tried.	She	turned	into	a	pale	and	buttoned	her	purse	in	her	dress	pocket.	So	slowly	carefully,	she	pulled	the	screw.	She	looked	at	the	Indian	huts	with	so	much	frequency	from	the	window	that	was	strange	to	pass	through	them.	Little	little	pig	was
there,	tied	up	and	a	few	chickens,	but	the	seconds	were	all	far,	working	in	the	forest	or	in	the	house.	The	beginning	of	the	path	was	exactly	where	it	should	have	been,	with	a	narrow	board	on	the	flow	followed.	Maia	plunged	into	the	forest.	From	the	complex,	large	trees	grew	more	densely;	Dappled	wounded	wounds	around	the	trunks	looking	for	the
light;	A	scarlet	orchid,	hanging	from	a	branch,	shone	like	a	jewel	on	a	shaft.	Ã,	â	€	œ	Oh,	but	it's	beautiful!	She	said,	"she	said	aloud,	and	drew	the	smelling,	earthy	and	slightly	rotten	in	her	lungs.	But	it	was	a	mistake	to	be	so	messed	up	about	the	beauty	of	nature	because	the	way	was	not	so	much.	Simple	how	much	it	appeared	on	the	map.	She	knew
she	had	to	keep	the	sun	on	her	right;	but	the	sun	can	not	be	invoked:	sometimes	the	canopy	of	leaves	was	so	dense	that	she	seemed	to	be	walking	in	the	crepness.	And	the	hawks	kept	branching	...	She	stood	beside	the	widest	of	them,	The	path	made	by	rubber	collectors	was	overgrown;	She	stumbled	in	roots	of	trees,	Trod	in	strange	fungi,	orange	and
Mauve	...	Sometimes	a	smaller	creek	crossed	her	way	and	she	had	to	jump	or	paddle.	Once	something	ran	through	the	trees	in	front	of	her,	a	gray	snuffing	creature	...	She	could	not	tell	the	exact	moment	when	she	knew	she	was	lost.	First,	there	was	only	a	doubt,	as	she	took	a	path	instead	of	another.	So,	the	doubt	became	fear	and	fear	stood	on	panic,
and	she	had	to	take	a	deep	breath	to	stop	crying.	At	the	same	time,	the	clouds	began	to	cover	the	sun.	Even	those	rays	of	light	they	had	to	guide	if	they	left.	They	are	right,	the	Bestial	postmen;	The	jungle	is	our	enemy,	she	thought.	Why	did	not	I	hear?	She	would	have	done	anything	to	be	back	in	the	slim	bangalan	eating	beet	and	being	faced	by	the
Guns.	Trying	to	get	together,	she	walked	faster.	The	flow	she	followed	was	quite	large;	A	really	river	and	the	current	was	fast:	should	lead	to	Manaus.	Grazing	tears,	she	crawled.	Then	her	feet	picked	up	a	Liana,	a	long	twig	hanging	like	a	top	rope	from	a	tree,	and	she	fell.	It	was	a	heavy	fall;	Her	feet	stuck-and	when	she	puts	her	hand	to	save,	she
grabbed	a	branch	of	thorns.	Furious	with	her,	wounded,	lost,	she	was	lying	down	for	some	helpless	moments.	When	she	sat	down	again,	something	strange	happened.	The	flow	by	which	she	had	fallen	disappeared	behind	her	in	a	curtain	of	green;	More	than	a	curtain,	a	wall	of	reeds	and	creepers	and	half	submerged	trees.	However,	of	this	green
barrier	had	appeared	a	canoe,	coming	toward	her	silently	as	a	boat	in	a	dream.	The	canoe	was	being	polished	by	an	Indian	boy	who	was	at	the	bow	and	was	directing	it	in	an	unhurried	way,	so	that	the	water	seemed	badly	to	be	disturbed.	Maia	watched	for	a	moment,	do	not	believe	what	she	saw;	Then	she	stumbled	on	her	feet.	"Please,	can	you	help
me?"	She	shouted,	stupidly	in	English,	then	desperately	in	her	few	Portuguese	words.	The	boy	looked	at	her;	He	looked	surprised	by	his	stirred	look.	So	he	brought	the	canoe	silently	on	the	side.	Still	he	did	not	speak.	¬	¬	"I	have	to	get	to	Manaus.	I	have	to	¬	¬"	said	Maia,	and	she	pointed	to	where	she	thought	the	city	was.	"Thank	you	so	much,"	the
boy	smiled,	and	suddenly	he	looked	just	a	boy	about	his	own	age;	it's	not	a	mysterious	stranger	and	possibly	threatening,	emerged	from	a	curtain	of	green.	He	She	shook	her	head.	Her,	her	understanding	of	the	jungle-and	her	hand	was	bleeding.	"I	have	to	get	to	Manaus.	I	promised	a	friend	...	friend	...	I	have	to	...	she	repeated.	How	little	Portuguese
she	learned	seemed	to	have	gone	from	her.	She	could	only	look	at	him	and	explore.	The	boy	did	not	answer.	He	was	dressed	in	the	work	clothes	used	by	the	local	sites:	A	blue	cotton	shirt	disappeared	from	washing	and	cotton	pants	-	but	around	the	head,	he	wore	a	broadband	that	covered	in	part	of	him	,	and	a	pattern	of	red	zigzags	was	painted	in	his
face	mates.	His	skin	was	a	bronze	light	and	his	eyes	of	the	same	color	as	the	Mayan,	a	dark	brown.	For	a	moment	he	stood	at	Canoa,	thinking.	Then	he	stretched	his	hand	and	made	a	movement	of	his	head	that	was	unmistakable.	She	should	enter	the	canoe.	"Are	you	going	to	take	me?"	Oh	you're	going!	"She	did	not	know	if	she	understood,	but	instinct
was	to	trust	him.	When	he	pulled	her	into	the	canoe,	she	shuddered	and	he	looked	at	her	hand.	Then	he	took	a	big	thorn	in	her	palm	and	she	thanked.	"Â	€"	Ã	â	€	"¬"	He	said	Portuguese.	He	picked	up	the	powder	and	the	boat	moved	with	amazing	speed	on	the	river.	As	soon	as	they	were	in	progress,	she	thought	An	idiot	she	had	been.	He	would	hit
her	in	her	head	...	he	would	take	her	to	the	tribe	as	a	slave	...	or	worse	...	I'm	thinking	like	the	postmen,	Maia	told	herself.	The	boy	kept	the	post	now	and	was	using	a	rowing.	She	moved	to	take	the	other,	but	he	shook	her	head,	pointing	to	her	wounded	hand.	When	he	pulled	the	rowing,	she	saw	inside	the	wrist	a	small	red	mark,	like	a	four-leaf	clover.
A	sign	of	good	luck?	The	tribe	mark	of	it?	But	even	this	sign	of	his	foreigner	could	not	frighten	her	for	a	long	time.	He	moved	so	gracefully;	He	was	so	quiet	and	companion.	She	was	an	idiot	to	trust	him,	but	she	did.	"Thank	you	Ã	â	€"	"She	said	in	English	in	English.	She	still	remembered	the	word	for	"thanks	in	the	Indian	tongue	that	the	servants
spoke.	Â	€"	I	have	to	go	to	the	theater.	The	Teatra	Amazonas.	He	nodded	and	they	shifted	in	the	river.	Sometimes	they	moved	between	lush	green	trees	that	lean	into	the	water	that	she	felt	as	if	traveling	between	the	forest	roots.	The	birds	got	up:	scarlet	ibis,	white	waiters	beating	in	slow	câmera	¢	â	€	€	|	As	they	took	a	side	branch	of	the	river,	Maia
shouted	because	the	boy	was	driving	between	the	gigantic	leaves	of	which	the	pieship	frogs	in	the	water.	"This	is	Victoria	Regia	Lily,	NÃƒÂ	£	â	£	©?"	She	said.	"It	was	difficult	to	believe	that	he	did	not	understand;	he	had	a	face	so	heard.	Then,	in	an	instant,	the	worst	happened.	The	boy	gave	a	Wild	cry;	a	cry	of	pure	rage.	He	put	the	rowing,	threw
himself	on	top	of	her,	pressing	her	against	the	boats	of	the	boat	and	kept	her	pine.	She	felt	her	breath	on	her	cheek.	.	Then	he	released	her	and	pointed	her.	They	had	passed	underneath	a	wicked	branch	with	thorns	the	size	of	the	knives.	If	he	had	not	forced	to	descend	Maia,	it	would	have	been	unconscious	or	even	blinded.	When	he	spread	and	He
took	the	paddle,	he	was	still	murmuring	in	his	own	tongue	and	looking	at	her.	Without	deciphering	a	single	word,	she	knew	he	was	rebuking	her	by	his	carelessness,	trying	to	explain	that	if	he	had	to	be	alert	all	the	time	in	the	jungle.	Ã,	â	€	â	€	â	€	œThe	"intiata!"	He	finally	said,	and	despite	Lord	and	Lord	Olivares	in	the	book	of	the	phrase	did	not	use
the	word,	Maia	understood	B	About	enough.	She	was	very	careful	after	that,	keeping	a	suitable	look,	but	nothing	could	beg	her	deletion	in	the	beauty	she	saw	about	her.	It	was	as	if	she	was	taking	the	journey	she	imagined	at	the	top	of	the	library	ladder	on	the	day	she	heard	of	her	new	life.	Then	the	stream	became	broader,	the	strongest	current,	and
she	received	a	glimpse	of	low	houses,	washed	by	colors	and	heard	a	dog	bark.	Ã,	â	€	"Very	Ã	¢	â	€"	he	said.	He	drew	up	to	the	bank	and	helped	her.	She	took	off	her	purse,	but	he	would	not	take	money,	or	hear	him	thanks.	Ã	¢	â	€	"Amazon	Theater	Ã	¢	â	€"	"He	said,	pointing	forward.	He	would	no	longer	go	to	civilization.	The	boy	watched	her	as	she
ran.	She	looked	back	once	and	waved,	but	he	had	already	turned	the	boat.	He	polished	quickly	back	through	the	labyrinth	of	navigable	roads.	When	he	got	to	the	place	where	he	had	found	Maia,	he	smiled	and	half	shook	his	head.	Then	he	placed	the	canoe	with	force	on	the	curtain	of	green	and	disappeared	into	his	secret	world.	The	polish	boss	was	in
a	bad	mood.	He	hoped	to	go	to	the	killer	of	Little	Lord	Fauntleroy.	Colonel	da	Silva	was	in	his	fifty	years,	a	crack	shot,	and	a	man	with	a	joke	with	an	incredible	mustache,	but	he	loved	the	theater.	"Pear,	Balle,	stories	about	boys	melting	the	heart	of	the	ancient	earls,	it	was	all	the	same	for	him.	But	he	had	a	cable	from	Politia's	headquarters	in	London
asking	him	to	help	Mr.	Low	and	Mr.	Trapwood,	who	came	to	Amazon	to	find	a	missing	boy	and	bring	him	back	to	England.	The	detectives	were	For	an	important	person	in	Grand	-bretan,	the	message	had	said,	and	he	was	doing	everything	he	can	to	make	the	search	easier.	It's	the	first	time	the	first	time	the	unpleasant	English	had	been	to	see	him.
They	asked	him	to	put	warnings	at	the	police	station,	and	in	a	panel	in	the	city,	asking	for	news	from	Bernard	Taverner's	son,	and	they	had	made	him	put	the	amount	of	reward	at	the	warning.	Not	that	he	expected	someone	to	come	forward.	Ã	ã	ã	ã	ã	ã	I	am	not	prepared	to	continue	like	this	for	longer,	Ã	¢	said	Trapwood,	whose	face	had	turned	a
lurked	puce	in	the	heat.	Ã	¢	Wea	has	already	talked	to	a	hundred	people	and	no	one	knows	about	the	boy.	ItÃ	¢	is	ridiculous!	Items	a	conspiracy!	A	Ã	ã	Ã	ã,	we	have	to	return	to	England,	one	grumbled	Mr	Low	in	a	hoarse	voice.	He	had	swallowed	the	backbone	of	a	thorny	fish	on	his	breakfast	stew	and	had	scratched	his	throat.	The	boy	must	be
brought	to	Westwood.	There	are	no	time	to	be	lost.	As	well,	both	men	looked	at	Colonel	da	Silva,	who	looked	at	the	clock	and	realized	that	he	was	going	to	lose	the	game.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	I	tell	you,	no	one	knows	about	such	a	boy.	Unless	¢	|	Maybe	a	Yesa	Ah	|	Waita	|	I	think	I	heard	something;	I	did	not	tell	you	why	I	wasnÃ	¢	t	sweat	|	There	is	a	boy	of	being
with	the	ombuds.	Some	say	he's	son	of	Mr.	Tavernerans	and	he	left	there	to	be	looked	after.	Â	€	™	s,	ã,	to,	to	be	cared	for	by	the	sites!	Both	men	looked	at	him	indignantly.	Ã	¢	Let	me	tell	you,	sir,	that	Taverner	may	have	been	a	criteria,	but	he	was	born	a	Gentleman	British.	Â	€	™	s,	the	colonel	opened	his	mouth	and	closed	it	again.	The	less	the	crows
knew	better.	So:	A	I	am	also	a	gentleman,	you,	and	I	have	an	Indian	grandmother;	A	woman	of	great	wisdom,	who	created	me.	There	are	many	mixed	marriages	here	and	we	are	proud	of	all	our	ancestors.	As	well,	Mr.	Low	and	Mr.	Trapwood	put	their	heads	together.	Do	you	have	good	evidence	that	the	boy	could	be	Son	TavernerÃ	¢	s?	Ã	ã	ã,	the
colonel	da	silva	shrugged.	Ã	‰	rumors.	He	is	said	to	be	a	handsome	boy,	and	fair.	I'll	show	you	the	place	on	the	map.	It's	just	two	days	on	the	boat,	will	not	take	too	long	to	find	out.	And	the	ombuds	are	very	kind,	Ã	¢	he	said,	producing	a	crumpled	and	asking	why	he	had	told	him	that	he	had	been	cannibals	for	generations.	Echo	the	boat	goes	to	n
nine	in	the	morning,	one	said.	Ã	á	â	€	I	will	send	an	intention	with	you	and	hope	your	trip	will	be	a	success.	At	least	that	would	look	them	out	of	the	way	for	a	few	days.	Not	that	he	expected	someone	to	give	Finn	distance.	Westwood	had	made	for	Bernard	Taverner	was	well	known	for	his	friends.	Taverner	had	been	fearless	in	the	jungle,	but	those	who
had	camped	with	him	in	his	collecting	trips	remembered	nights	when	he	had	woken	up	in	terror	after	a	dream,	with	the	name	Â	¢	WestwoodÃ	¢	on	his	lips.	And	the	colonel	opened	the	door	of	his	office.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	to	go	to	the	museum	and	say	professor	Glastonberry	that	I	€	sent	the	river	above	English,	Álhe	he	said	to	the	police	officer	there.	Q	¢	but	he	is
to	say	finn	staying	where	he	is	a	I	don	t	know	how	much	time	theyÃ	¢	ll	be	away.	Â	€	™	s,	ã,	the	teacher	would	send	the	boy	of	the	fish	market,	which	was	nephew.	S,	until	the	huts	behind	the	house	cartersÃ	¢.	The	few	would	not	do	anything	for	the	son	Tavernerans.	Ã,	ã,	in	the	beautiful	theater	in	Manaus,	with	its	red	and	golden	decorations,	its
columns	and	statues,	the	public	was	waiting	for	the	curtain	to	climb	in	the	small	Lord.	And	the	Beatrice	and	Gwendolyn	were	on	the	stalls	facing	his	mother.	The	box	of	chocolates	that	were	guzzling	was	in	the	arm	of	the	seat	between	them	and	their	fingers	stirred	the	fabric	role	as	they	dug	to	their	favorite	centers,	making	a	loud	sound,	snuffing.	A	to
a	I	wanted	one,	Ã	¢	complained	Gwendolyn	as	Beatrice	¢	s	moved	up	and	and	At	the	Nougat	Hazelnut.	"Now,	why	do	not	we	have	two	boxes	of	chocolates?"	We	must	have	one	of	them.	Carter	was	squealing	her	head,	looking	at	people	in	the	plateau.	Ã,,	â	€	™	¬	"Look	with	that	ridiculous	Russian	woman	Ã	¢	â	€"	she	said	as	Sergei's	mother	went	down
the	hallway:	â	€	"Let	the	emeralds	in	the	middle	of	the	afternoon.	And	they're	bringing	your	housekeeper	-	giving	your	ideas!	Ã,	â	€	"As	he	passed	the	twins,	Sergei	turned	and	said:	Ã	â	€"	Where	is	Maia?	"She	could	not	come."	She's	not	well,	"Beatrice	said.	Ã,	â	€	œ	"Oh,	I'm	sorry.	Is	it	something	bad?	The	gammons	shook	their	heads	-	both	together,
left	to	the	right,	to	the	left	-	and	Sergei	has	moved.	Ã,	â	€	â	€	â	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	"Said	Gwendolyn."	I	said,	"I	suppose	her	parents	could	not	afford	a	suitable	party	dress.	It	was	true	that	there	were	no	places	on	the	left,	they	could	have	bought	a	ticket	for	Maia	easily.	All	the	same	as	the	theater	was	almost	full.	The	pilgrim	players	could	have	been	a	small
business	that	no	one	had	ever	heard	of,	but	here	people	went	for	everything.	The	old	ladies	came	to	see	the	little	Lord	Fauntleroy	even	without	a	trailer,	and	Coroné's	of	Exchange	with	fierce	mustaches	...	And,	of	course,	all	children	whose	parents	could	afford	a	ticket	was	there.	Mrs.	Carter	opened	his	program.	There	was	a	photo	of	King	Clovis	in;	He
was	taken	three	years	earlier	and	he	looked	very	sweet.	"I	bet	Maia	does	not	know	you.	I	bet	she	invented	Ã	â	€"	said	Gwendolyn.	Ã,	â	€	"Clovis	king	in	the	part	he	made	particularly	of	him	Ã	â	€"	Read	Mrs.	Carter.	Clovis	was	cedric,	the	American	boy	who	thinks	heir	to	the	title	of	his	grandmother	and	has	to	leave	his	life	simple	in	New	York,	where	he
is	a	friend	of	the	grocery	store	and	the	boy	of	shoes	and	travel	to	England	Get	a	new	life	as	an	aristocrat.	"With	your	beautiful	hand,	my	dear,	he	melts	the	heart	of	his	former	grandmother,	the	count,	and	begin	to	do	well	to	the	peasants	of	the	property.	But	there	is	a	more	grated	plot	-	â	€	"What	is	Coward?	"Said	Beatrice,	the	mouth	full	of	chocolate."
Â	€	"Ã	â	€"	¬	¬	"Said	Ms.	Carter	Ã	¢	â	€	"â	€	â	€	¢	â	€	¢	â	€	¢	â	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	œAr	It	began.	Maia	ran	for	the	empty	square	toward	the	theater.	She	was	without	a	fancy,	her	efforts	to	rub	the	blood	of	her	mother	and	arrested	herself	had	not	been	very	successful,	but	she	thought	of	nothing	but	keep	her	promise	to	clovis.	But	she	was	too	late.	Everyone
was	sucked	into	the	theater;	there	were	some	beggars	on	the	steps,	an	old	woman	selling	peanut.	No	more.	He	ran	to	the	side	of	the	Property	and	found	the	stage	door,	which	she	opened.	She	was	in	luck.	Smoking	a	cigarette.	ã,	â	€	"Please	Ã	¢	â	€"	said	Maia	trying	to	breathe.	"I	promised	Clovis	would	be	here	for	his	opening	-	we	met	on	the	boat.
Would	you	let	me	wait	for	him?	"But	why	do	not	you	go	out	ahead	and	show	the	show?"	I'll	tell	him	that	you're	here.	Â	€	"NÃƒÂ	¢	I	can.	There	were	no	tickets.	Youth	raised	his	eyebrows.	"What	did	you	tell	you	that?"	He	turned	to	the	billboard	and	knocked	over	an	envelope.	Â	€	"In	all	the	row	of	the	front	of	the	tents.	Saved	to	the	polish	chief,	but	he	did
not	appear.	Eat	for	a	croc,	more	likely."	And	that	would	look	good?	"Asked	Maia	,	not	wanting	to	waste	time	explaining	about	crocodiles	in	the	Amazon.	â	€	"But	I	do	not	know	if	I	have	enough	money.	She	felt	for	her	purse,	but	the	boy	waved	away.	"Free"	free	for	friends	of	the	company.	Better	to	rush,	it	is	started.	Sliping	in	your	seat,	Maia	was	glad
that	the	theater	was	dark.	The	genes	did	not	stop	it	to	come	exactly,	but	she	Want	to	be	seen	by	all	of	them.	Then	in	a	moment	she	was	in	New	York	at	a	grocery	store	where	Little	Cedric	was	talking	to	her	friend	the	grocery	store	on	the	evil	of	the	aristocracy.	Clovis	was	good.	He	did	not	look	like	seven	years	old	or	eight	or	nine	-	but	in	his	sailor's
costume	with	his	wig	of	long	fair	curls,	he	certainly	looked	like	an	attractive	boy.	And	his	voice	was	stable-a	sharp	and	clear	acute.	Maia	could	feel	the	children	in	the	plateau	hanging	into	her	words.	Now	a	gentleman	from	England	came	on	the	stage	-	a	lawyer	a	little	like	his	own	Mr	Murray	-	and	with	him	was	more	beloved,	Cedric's	mother,	who
explained	to	the	son	that	he	was	really	a	lord.	Clovis	was	being	very	good	at	calling	his	dear	mother	-	even	better	than	on	the	boat.	Maia	forgot	your	worries	and	settled	down	to	enjoy	the	piece.	Soppy	or	not,	Little	Lord	Fauntleroy	was	a	good	story,	and	when	the	little	boy	he	received	a	lot	of	money	he	gave	his	poor	friends	and	did	not	keep	himself	for
himself,	a	great	sigh	approached	the	plateau.	Maia	stood	in	her	place	during	the	first	break	and	kept	her	head	down.	The	twins	were	several	lines	behind	and	did	not	see	it,	but	she	could	hear	them	laughing	at	something	and	then	bothering	his	mother	to	buy	them	more	chocolates.	In	the	second	act,	Little	Lord	Fauntleroy	and	wanted	to	reach	the
great	castle	that	he	will	inherit	and	cedric	melts	the	hard	heart	of	the	ancient	aristocrat,	his	grandmother.	In	the	book,	he	also	made	friends	with	a	big	and	fierce	dog,	but	the	goodleys	left	the	dog	that	was	a	shame.	It	was	really	very	touching	as	just	believing	that	his	grandmother	was	a	good	man,	Cedric	was	making	him	good,	and	Maia	wondered	if
she	could	work	with	the	twins.	If	she	really	believed	they	were	kind,	would	they	become	kind?	For	now	Maia	had	forgotten	all	her	anxieties;	Clovis	was	really	a	good	actor	and	the	public	was	loving	him.	The	last	act,	as	in	most	plays,	is	the	exciting.	A	perverse	woman	appears	at	Count	Castle	and	pretends	that	her	son	is	true	Lord	Fauntleroy.	Of	course
it	turns	out	not	to	be	true,	but	everyone	is	very	upset,	though	Cedric,	unnecessary	to	say,	behaves	beautifully.	When	he	thinks	he	may	not	be	the	real	Lord	Fauntleroy,	Cedric	DoesNÃ	¢	Worrap	in	everything	about	not	being	rich	and	grandiose	Daã	on	all	that	worries	is	the	thought	that	his	grandmother	could	Stop	loving	it.	And	he	turns	to	him	and	puts
his	hand	on	the	old	knee	and	says,	"Do	I	have	to	stop	being	your	little	boy?"	And	it	was	in	this	sentence	in	the	movement	that	happened.	Clovis	turned	his	face	to	the	old	man,	and	he	began	his	speech-and	suddenly	his	voice	cracked.	He	stopped,	tried	again	...	And	this	time	he	said,	"Do	I	have	to	stop	being	your	little	boy?"	In	a	low	voice.	If	no	one	had
taken	any	warning,	he	would	probably	be	entitled.	Everyone	was	on	Clovis's	side.	But	the	genes	began	this;	They	laughed	and	highlighted;	His	giggles	turned	louder,	and	then	the	other	children	who	had	hesitated	joined	in	and	at	a	time	when	the	public	was	laughing	and	the	children	were	falling	on.	Not	all	of	them.	No	Netta,	not	SergeiÃ	¢	â	€	€	|
Certainly	not	Mayan,	who	sat	with	his	hand	over	his	mouth.	But	enough	of	them.	Enough	to	move	on	and	laugh	for	the	next	two	speeches	-	and	then	Clovis	sighed,	and	turned	and	fled	to	the	wings.	And	the	curtain	came	down.	Maia	was	out	of	the	stage	door	for	half	an	hour.	She	had	no	idea	how	she	was	going	to	get	home,	but	she	could	not	let	Clovis
in	this	state	of	misery.	Many	of	the	actors	passed,	but	not	him.	Finally	she	opened	the	door.	There	was	a	stabbing	of	tall	voices	talking	about	cancellation,	on	financial	losses	and	disaster	and	misfortune.	Everyone	was	angry,	everyone	was	in	a	state.	"Can	I	see	Clovis?"	She	said	bravely,	and	they	made	signaled	with	her	head	to	Stairs	that	led	to	the
dresses.	Ã,	ã,	it	took	a	time	to	meet	him	in	the	huge	theater,	but	finally	she	opened	the	right	door	and	found	her	friend,	on	brush	on	a	sofa,	with	his	shoulders	palpitant.	Ã	ã	ã	ã	ã	clovis	Owner	T!	You	mustnain	such.	It	¢	S	something	that	can	happen	to	anyone	and	you	were	terribly	good	to	then.â	€	™	s,	ã,	he	sat	down.	His	face	was	stained;	He	was	still
crying.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	you	do	not	understand.	TheyÃ	¢	re	furious.	TheyÃ	¢	will	have	to	cancel	all	the	matina	es	and	many	lose	money	and	I	can	can	not	take	it	anymore.	I	Ã	Â	Ã	¢	I'll	get	on	the	boat	and	go	back	to	England.	Â	€	™	s,	ã,	Maia	looked	at	him	with	astonishment.	Ã	¢	liking	will	find	it.	Clandestinos	are	always	found.	Havena,	do	you	have	a	substitute?
À,	the,	the	clovis	shook	his	head.	There	was	a	boy	in	the	last	place,	but	he	got	Typhoid.	It	was	rose	and	really	seemed	to	see	Maia	for	the	first	time.	Ã	¢	You	¢	I	have	blood	on	your	hand,	did	you	know?	Ã,	ã,	the,	she	shook	her	head,	impatient.	Ã	¢	â	€	"NÃƒÂ	Â	â	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	™	â	€	It's	not	on	stage	and	you	donâ	€	™	t	know
goodleys.	â	€	He	looked	at	her	and	there	were	still	tears	in	his	eyes.	ãa	Maia,	I	have	to	get	home.	Can	not	you	help	me?	Ian?	¢	It	will	do	anything	to	get	away.	Â	€	™	â	€	™	â	€	ƒâ	€	I	will	try,	Clovis.	IÃ	¢	Ã	¢	will	really	try.	Â	€	™	s,	â	€	â	€	™	s	Name.	Mrs	Carter	had	followed	her!	ã,	ã,	ã,	ã,	I	have	to	go!	Look,	Clovis,	let	me	think.	Just	give	me	time.	And
donâ	€	™	s	is	so	sad.	I	Ã	¢	will	help	help	It	is	in	some	way.	There	must	be	something	we	can	do!	Ã,	ã,	ã,	to,	for	two	days	After	Matina	Â	©	E,	Maia	was	in	misfortune.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	ã,	I	could	¢	t	Believe	in	my	eyes,	Ã	¢	said	Mrs.	Carter,	looking	at	her	on	a	macarrão's	mood	so	solid	that	she	was	cutting	it	with	a	knife.	A	girl	under	my	cui	Data	scaring	secretly,
going	backstage	and	looking	like	a	ragger.	The	girls	told	me	that	theyÃ	¢	d	saw	you	on	the	way	out,	but	I	didnÃ	¢	t	believe	it.	Â	€	â	€	ã	ã	Ã	ã,	I	told	you,	mama,	Ã	¢	said	Beatrice,	smiling.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	she	is	stuck	in	the	actor	boy	with	the	low	voice.	â	€,	the	two	began	to	do	clovis	imitations	saying	I	will	have	to	stop	To	be	your	boy?	in	a	deep	voice,	Growly,
and	laughing.	Ã	¢	oh,	it	was	so	funny,	I	thought	I	was	going	to	die!	A	ã	ã	ã	Ã	ã	in	the	innkeep	Maia	tried	to	defend	Clovis	and	make	them	see	what	the	accident	had	meant	for	him.	But	soon	she	gave	up.	Making	the	Guns	imagine	the	feelings	of	no	one	except	for	themselves	was	a	waste	of	time.	Instead,	Maia	had	to	put	up	with	Threats	to	Mrs	Cartera	S
to	send	her	back	to	England.	And	the	Maia	had	told	him	that	she	had	gone	to	Manaus	on	a	transhiping	rubber	boat	downstream	and	Mrs.	Carter	did	not	understand	why	she	had	not	been	murdered	and	thrown	into	the	sea.	As	for	Miss	Minton,	I	was	afraid	she	really	is	not	able	to	take	care	of	girls.	I'm	going	to	have	to	replace	her	as	soon	as	I	can	find
someone	suitable.	Â	€	™	s	q.	At	night,	when	Ms	Minton	arrived	when	I	heard	her	readan,	Maia	said:	I	was	not	going	to	stay	Here	without	you.	I'm	going	to	write	to	Mr.	Murray.	Â	€	™	s,	ã,	ã,	I	think	you	will	find	that	for	the	carters'	salary	is	paying	me,	this	can	take	a	little	time	to	find	someone,	I	said	Miss	Minton	dryly.	She	picked	up	a	Mayan	brush.
Dona	T	tell	me	youu	¢	is	doing	a	hundred	courses	one	night	because	I	do	not	believe	it.	I	went	and	told	him	repeatedly	that	you	should	take	care	of	her	hair.	Â	€	She	took	the	brush	and	brushed	fiercely	for	a	while.	And	then:	Do	you	want	to	go	back,	Maia?	Back	to	England?	Ã	ã	ã	ã	ã	ã	ã,	I	did,	Ã	¢	¢	said	she,	thinking	about	it.	Echo	the	genes	are	so
terrible	and	there	was	no	reason	to	be	here,	shut	up	in	this	house.	But	now	no.	I	don	t	wants	to	go	now	because	I've	seen	that	he's	there.	What	I	thought	was	there.A	ã	ã	ã	ã	ã	ã	ã	¯	°	C.	Forest	|	Rivera	|	Amazon	|	everything	that	I	thought	before	I	And	the	people	who	live	in	it	and	know	about	it.	Â	€	™	s,	to	the,	then	she	told	Malton	about	the	boy	he	had
taken	in	Manaus.	"He	did	not	speak	English,	but	he	had	a	face	so	heard;	I	could	not	believe	he	did	not	understand	everything	I	said.	Oh,	Minty,	was	a	trip	so	much	The	wonderful,	how	to	float	through	a	drowned	forest.	You	can	not	believe	it	is	the	same	world	that	the	chargers	live.	ã,	â	€	¢	â	€	¢	â	€	"	Miss	Minton.	A	people	make	their	own	worlds.	â	€	™
s,	ã,	ã,	I	would	like	to	be	able	to	meet	it	again.ã,	and	then:	Ã	¢	I	will	meet	it	again.	If	they	do	not	They	send	me	away.	Â	€	"They	do	not	send	you	although	Ã	¢	â	€"	"Said	Miss	Minton.	Carter	was	already	eagerly	waiting	for	the	subsidence	of	the	Maia's	next	MÃªs	of	the	Bank	In	Manaus.	ã	¢	However,	it	seems	to	me	that	we	should	find	a	way	for	you	to
stay	out	of	doors.	â	€	She	frowned.	I	think	a	disease	may	be	better.	Yes.	Something	that	makes	it	necessary	for	you	to	go	out	and	breathe	fresh	air.	Even	air	humidity.	Let	me	think.	What	about	pulmonary	spasms?	And	the	Maia	looked	at	her.	Ã	¢	â	€	"I've	never	heard	of	them.	Â	€	™	â	€	£	o.	I	just	did	it.	We	tell	Mrs.	Carter	that	if	her	lungs	dry	from	the
disinfectant	in	the	house,	you	have	spasms.	Do	you	know	what	they	are,	nÃƒÂ	£	o?	Ã,	â	€	"Cut	of	controgens	and	convulsions?"	Yes.	Sea.	Convulsions	will	do.	Mrs.	Carter	did	not	like	them.	But	I	can	not	always	be	able	to	go	with	you,	then	please,	understand	that	I	am	trusting	you	to	stay	near	the	house	and	be	sensible.	That	you	do	not	seem	to	have
been.	"Yes."	Yes.	I	go,	honestly.	"But	she	could	try	to	make	friends	with	the	few	in	the	huts."	She	could	find	out	who	sang	that	lullaby-and	ask	them	about	the	person	who	He	had	whistling	the	wind	of	the	wind	on	his	first	night.	They	may	even	know	who	his	rescue	had	been	so	that	she	could	at	least	thank	him	correctly.	But	Maia	had	not	forgotten	her
promise	to	help	clovis.	ã,	"He	wants	to	get	a	boat	to	England,	but	he'll	certainly	be	caught,	do	not	he	think?	"She	asked	Miss	Minton."	"You	said	the	housekeeper."	Fortunately,	the	next	boat	to	England.	Ãƒ	©	Two	weeks.	"Do	you	think	Murray	would	be	willing	to	pay	his	passage?	He	could	take	it	out	of	my	pocket	money."	I	doubt	you	see	any	pocket
money	for	the	rest	of	your	life	if	you	did	it.	"	Ã,	â	€	œ¬	"But	he	can	-	Persisto	Maia.	Â	€	"Evo	send	it	a	cable?	They	do	not	take	too	long,	they	make	them,	they	kind	of	snake	along	the	sea.	He	could	organize	with	the	navigation	company	in	Manaus	to	Clovis	Catching	a	ticket,	could	not	I?	My	father	was	always	doing	things	like	that.	"He	could,"	said	Miss
Minton,	but	he	doubted	a	lot	if	Maia's	guardian	would	bother	about	a	stranded	actor.	But	she	did	not	stay	in	Maia.	Maia	copied	a	message	to	Mr.	Murray	and	gave	it	to	Mr.	Carter	to	take	to	the	post	office	with	enough	money	to	ship	it.	So	she	settled	to	wait	for	an	answer.	Ms.	Carter	was	not	satisfied	with	pulmonary	spasms.	She	had	never	heard	of
them	and	said	that,	and	she	did	not	want	Maia	wandering	away	alone.	"I	hope	you	follow	it	whenever	possible	â	€"	"She	said	to	Miss	Minton.	A	and	to	compensate	for	the	time	of	class	with	the	genes	out	of	their	free	periods.	Â	€	™	cause	Miss	Minton	could	have	said,	Ã	¢	¢	What	periods	free?	Á	¢	But	she	did	not.	But	she	was	sure	to	think	that	while	she
could	not	be	good	for	Maia,	Mrs	Carter	feared	to	lose	her.	Since	Mayan	came	they	could	afford	the	account	for	the	seamstress,	piano	lessons	and	dance	class.	In	the	next	month	they	can	even	be	able	to	pay	some	of	the	rubber	tappers	not	a	complete	salary,	but	enough	to	stop	them	back	to	the	forest	in	execution.	So	Maia	was	allowed	to	leave	for	his
noon	break	and	again	after	the	tea.	She	was	not	allowed	and	and	At	night,	but	she	was.	Once	she	turned	the	heavy	bolt	on	her	door,	she	opened.	She	was	careful	not	to	go	near	the	huts	of	the	week	without	being	asked,	but	when	she	met	someone	she	smiled	and	greeted	them.	Then,	on	the	third	night	she	was	walking	along	the	river	next	to	a	forest	of
serving	trees	when	she	saw	a	small	shape	out	of	the	darkness	in	relation	to	her.	In	the	crepness,	she	had	no	idea	what	she	was	and	for	a	moment	she	was	scared.	There	were	so	many	animals,	still,	that	she	did	not	know	anything.	Maia	looked	down	...	and	laughed.	The	strange	animal	was	a	baby	-	the	baby	she	had	seen	loaded	by	the	Portuguese	girl.
She	had	just	finished	escaping	and	she	was	enjoying	her	freedom,	but	the	river	was	near.	Maia	picked	it	up.	The	baby	kicked	and	fought,	but	she	held	firmly	and	began	to	go	back	to	the	cabins.	"Ah	Hush	Ã	¢	â	€"	"she	said.	Ã	¢	â	€	¢	â	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒ	She	did	not	know	the	words,	but	the
melody	silences	the	baby,	and	he	stopped	squirming	and	let	his	head	fall	against	her	shoulder.	When	she	approached	the	middle	hut,	she	saw	three	people	outside	the	door,	looking	at	her:	Tapi,	hole	and	the	old	woman	with	long,	gray	hair.	Then	Tapi	ran	to	the	next	cabin	and	the	Portuguese	girl,	Conchita,	went	out	and	ran	to	Mayia,	grabbing	the	baby
and	releasing	a	torrent	of	words.	She	left	him	sleeping	on	his	carpet	and	he	should	have	woken	up	when	she	was	out	on	the	back	on	the	water.	"He's	a	terror;	he's	a	bad	thing,	he's	up	to	the	belief	...	now	that	she	had	delivered	the	baby,	Maia	turned	to	go	-	but	that	was	not	allowed.	The	silent	Hanging	of	the	Carter	Servants	had	disappeared.	Tapi	took
her	to	the	cabin,	the	old	lady	brought	coffee	and	nuts;	fruit	was	offered	and	small	cakes	...	A	party	was	preparing.	"You	sang	well.	Ã	¢	â	€	"Said	the	baby's	mother	and	nodded."	Where	do	you	learn	our	music?	"From	my	window	I	said,"	said	Maia,	pointing	to	the	house.	Ã	¢	â	€	"But	I	do	not	know	the	words.	It	was	the	old	woman,	Lila,	who	was	the
singer	and	she	sang	again	now	to	Maia.	Â	€	œIn	a	song	Ninar?	She	asked,	pretending	to	go	to	sleep,	and	Lila	said	she	was	a	song	about	love	and	pain	like	so	many	songs,	but	she	always	sang	babies	to	sleep	with	her.	She	had	been	a	nurse	for	many	children,	the	Europeans	too,	she	told	her.	They	knew	and	understood	much	more	English	than	they
admitted	to	the	boots	-	and	they	spoke	with	their	hands,	their	eyes.	Maia	met	the	little	white	dog;	The	parrot	sat	on	her	shoulder;	They	had	a	gentle	gecko	that	lived	in	a	palm	in	the	window	-	and	every	time	his	cup	was	empty,	or	his	plate,	was	filled	again.	She	never	met	such	sympathy.	These	few	days	lived	the	kind	of	life	they	imagined	for	the	Goms
before	arriving.	After	that	she	slipped	to	see	them	whenever	she	could.	The	old	lady,	who	was	the	hole	aunt,	taught	other	songs:	songs	that	African	slaves	brought	when	they	came	to	work	on	the	workplaces;	Songs	she	had	learned	from	her	Portuguese	employers	when	she	was	a	baboon	in	Manaus.	They	showed	her	the	final	cabin,	the	one	in	which
rubber	collectors	slept,	but	that	was	now	empty,	because	the	men	fell	back	to	the	forest	when	Mr.	Carter	did	not	pay	for	three	whole	months.	But	no	one	knew	that	the	North	Country	Tune	she	had	heard	whistled	on	the	first	day,	could	not	even	tell	her	anything	about	the	Indian	boy	who	had	taken	her	to	Manaus.	There	were	many	boys	on	the	river,
they	said,	and	Maia	began	to	feel	that	she	would	never	see	her	rescue	again.	Several	days	have	passed	since	the	Matinese	disaster	and	the	things	of	the	Paradiso	hotel	were	going	wrong.	Goodleys	called	a	meeting	in	his	room	to	decide	what	to	do,	but	as	usual	they	started	to	bother	clovis.	Â	€	¬	¬	¬	Vain	I	thought	she	could	have	expected	another	You
started	bonking	like	an	old	grandmother	Ã	â	€	"Said	Ms.	Goodley.	Å"	VÃƒâ	€	£	o	realizes	that	you	wear	us	in	a	stocks	laughs	Ã	¢	â	€	""	Said	Nancy	Goodley.	"After	all	we	did	for	you,	making	you	in	a	star.	Clovis	hung	his	head.	He	was	crouched	on	a	dirty	bully,	grabbing	his	stomach	that	was	panting	after	the	café.	From	the	morning	stew	paradiso	and
fish	bones,	and	he	was	covered	with	bites	because	the	sheets	of	the	hotel	were	crawling	with	bed	bugs.	It	was	all	his	fault,	he	knew	that	â	€	"and	now	more	things	were	going.	wrong.	A	banana	boat	had	come	from	Belém	the	night	before	and	the	captain	had	told	the	paradiso	manager	that	the	company	had	left	there	without	paying	his	hotel	bill.	Since
then,	the	manager	fired	out	of	his	office	whenever	none	of	the	actors	passed,	asking	for	money	and	threatening	to	take	his	clothes	and	belongings	if	they	did	not	pay.	They	tried	to	put	a	funny	game	that	Mr.	Goodley	wrote	instead	of	Fauntleroy,	but	it	was	not	funny	and	had	to	be	withdrawn,	and	now	there	is	no	only	the	hotel,	but	the	theater	was	losing
money,	and	The	administration	was	threatening	to	cancel	the	second	week	of	his	reservation.	They	should	go	to	Columbia	and	Peru	-	but	how?	Ã,	Â	â	€	‡	å	"What	could	we	steal	from	the	hotel	one	for	one	night,	and	hire	a	truck?	Ã,	â	€	"Suggested	the	former	actor	with	blinking	teeth.	Â	€"	A	truck	with	what?	Ã,	â	€	"Mocked	Mr.	Goodley.	Ã	¢	â	€"	ÃƒÂ	¢
©	BBLES?	Coconut	Shell?	Clovis	stopped	listening.	He	felt	as	unfortunate	as	he	had	already	done,	and	scared	too.	What	would	happen	to	him	and	everyone?	He	could	see	himself	looking	at	the	dark	hole	of	the	theater	and	listening	to	that	terrible	title	that	he	began	to	all.	Two	girls,	high	and	cruel.	One	thing	was	certain,	no	one	would	take	him	to	a
stage	again.	Only	Maia	was	still	his	friend.	She	promised	to	help	him;	She	said	there	was	something	they	could	do	-	and	he	trusted	Maia	while	he	did	not	trust	anyone.	The	tall	and	irritated	voices	fell	on	the	head.	The	room	was	stifling;	One	centiped	fell	from	the	ceiling	to	his	feet.	Downstairs,	someone	opened	a	door	and	the	smell	of	the	terrible	stew
surgived	and	hit	him.	He	could	not	face	him	again.	He	could	not	face	any	of	this	...	Suddenly,	he	sat	very	straight.	He	did	not	have	to	face	him,	now	that	he	was	not	acting	more.	He	knew	where	Maia	lived,	and	Miss	Minton	-	a	few	kilometers	up	to	the	river	to	the	north.	The	Guns	would	like	to	see	him,	Maia	had	said	on	the	boat;	And	Clovis	saw	them
now,	welcoming	and	kind.	Yes,	this	is	what	he	would	do.	He	would	and	would	find	Maia.	He	still	had	some	coins,	somebody	would	take	him	to	the	river.	And	once	he	was	with	Maia	and	Miss	Minton	everything	would	be	fine.	They	would	help	you	get	home.	Maia	and	Miss	Minton	together	could	do	anything.	The	afternoon	of	Minton	fell	two	days	later.
She	was	going	to	Manaus	and	Maia	expected	her	to	ask	her	to	go	with	her,	but	she	did	not.	She	was	going	to	see	if	there	was	an	answer	still	from	Murray,	but	after	that	she	had	business	to	answer,	she	said.	Since	the	chargers	were	going	to	the	city	to	visit	the	only	family	in	Manaus	with	whom	they	were	still	in	terms	of	speaking,	they	could	hardly
help	offer	her	a	place	in	the	launch.	"Where	is	the	hole?"	"Asked	Mrs.	Carter,	as	one	of	the	other	few	years	waited	for	the	boat.	Ã,	â	€	¬	¬	"Sick	~	â	€"	"Said	the	man,	letting	the	knees	be	smooth	and	imitating	a	fever.	Å"	Oh,	it	is	really	impossible,	these	people	Ã	¢	â	€	"	Said	Mrs.	Carter	angry.	"The	smallest	thing	and	they	get	out	of	work.	Maia	waved
at	them.	Then	she	entered	the	living	room	and	opened	the	piano.	It	was	almost	impossible	to	practice	when	the	postmen	were	at	home.	She	started.	In	his	scales,	his	arpeggios,	but	sooner	than	he	should	have	done	she	began	to	play	Chopin's	ballad,	she	was	learning	in	London.	She	was	so	absorbed	that	at	the	beginning	she	did	not	see	hole	for	her	out
of	the	window.	He	did	not	seem	to	be	in	the	minimum	sick.	He	really	seemed	quite	satisfied	and	excited.	"¬"	¬	¬	"He	said,	making	signs	that	she	should	be	quiet.	Maia	followed	him.	She	was	intrigued	-	during	the	day	when	the	weeks	always	ignored	her;	It	was	only	at	night	that	they	showed	her	your	true	EUs.	Tapi	and	Old	Lila	were	in	pale	in	the
door	of	the	cabin,	smiling,	but	they	said	nothing,	and	Maia	went	hole	into	the	stream	that	she	found	the	day	she	tried	to	go	to	Manaus.	With	the	wooden	bridge,	a	messy	was	moored.	It	was	the	only	hole	used	to	fish	at	night.	"He	said,	holding	his	hand.	She	hesitated	only	for	a	moment,	then	obeyed	him.	They	traveled	by	a	number	of	rivers	cheering.
Sometimes	Maia	thought	he'd	been	there	before;	Sometimes	everything	seemed	different.	Whenever	she	tried	to	question	hole,	he	shook	her	head,	but	he	kept	looking	pleased.	No	one	could	have	been	more	different	from	the	boatman	who	had	brought	them	to	the	chargers	in	the	first	place.	.	They	remained	a	lateral	creek,	and	now	Maia	felt
uncomfortable	because	hole	took	a	piece	of	square	cloth,	put	on	his	own	eyes	to	show	her	what	she	should	do,	then,	on	top	of	Maia.	"He	said,	and	when	she	shook	her	head,	she	repeated	her,	tilting	her	forward	to	tie	the	sale	on	her	eyes.	She	started	the	Be	frightened.	The	boat	slowed	forward	forward;	she	heard	races	making	a	dry	sound	against	the
side	of	the	canoe,	felt	branches	brushing	her	arm.	Then	the	boat	He	climbed,	and	hole	leaned	forward	to	unlink	his	eyes.	They	were	in	a	lagoon	stop	of	light	water,	blue,	protected	from	the	outside	by	a	ring	of	large	trees.	The	only	entrance,	the	passage	through	the	reeds,	seemed	to	have	closed	behind	them.	They	may	be	alone	in	the	world.	But	it	was
not	the	secrecy	of	the	lake	who	held	Maia	Spellbound,	it	was	her	beauty.	The	sheltered	trees	leaned	over	the	water;	There	was	a	golden	sand	bench	in	which	a	tortoise	slept,	carefree	by	the	boat.	The	clusters	of	yellow	and	pink	tillus	flowers	swing	in	the	water,	their	open	buttons	in	the	sun.	Uncompassed	popsing	birds	in	a	constantly	changing
turbillon	around	a	bottle	of	feeding	nailed	to	a	branch	...	On	the	farthest	side	of	the	pond,	the	shadow	of	two	large	cots,	it	was	a	Wooden	hut	well	built	and	in	front	of	a	wooden	narrow	jetty	built	over	the	lake.	A	small	release	with	a	pile	of	smoke	walks	and	the	arabella	lyrics	painted	beside,	walked	the	head	near,	and	made	quickly	next	door	was	a
canoe	that	Maia	recognized.	But	she	did	not	first	recognize	the	boy	who	was	out	of	the	hut,	silently	waiting.	He	seemed	to	be	the	Indian	boy	who	had	taken	her	to	Manaus,	but	his	black	hair	fell,	and	so	he	had	a	head	and	the	red	paint.	With	his	own	brown	hair,	he	looked	like	any	European	boy	who	lived	a	lot	of	time	in	the	sun.	Except	it	does	not.	He
looked	like	no	Mayan	boy	already	saw,	still	stopped,	not	waving	or	shouting	instructions,	just	standing	there.	And	the	dog	standing	next	to	him	was	different	from	other	dogs	too.	A	thin	dog,	the	color	of	the	dark	sand,	he	knew	when	to	bark	and	when	he	was	silent,	and	when	Punt	designed	next	to	the	wooden	platform,	he	allowed	only	a	half	wave	of	his
tail.	The	boy	stretched	his	hand	and	Maia	jumped.	"I	decided	to	trust	you	Ã	â	€"	He	said	in	English.	She	really	knew	before	speaking.	Now	she	was	sure.	Maia	looked	into	his	eyes.	"You	can	do	this	Ã	¢	â	€"	she	said	seriously.	Ã	¢	â	€	"NÃƒÂ	£	o	Trairia	to	the	crows	Ã	¢	â	€	â	€	™	â	€	™	cause.	Ã	¢	â	€	"Crows	â	€	¬	â	€	¢	â	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	ƒâ	€	œHe	©
Bernard	Taverner.	The	boy	that	Professor	Glastonberry	said	he	does	not	exist.	But	I	do	not	know	his	first	name.	Ã,	â	€	â	€	"â	€"	â	€	"Ãƒâ	€	©	Finn.	And	you	are	Maya,	and	you	sing	beautifully,	but	you	do	not	like	it	And	Sums.	â	€	™	s	but	Maia	looked	at	him.	How	do	you	know	all	this?	Ã,	ã,	the,	the,	the	few	months	to	tell	me.	They	see	everything.	Old	Lila
used	to	be	my	nurse	when	I	was	a	baby.	I	go	and	talk	to	them	sometimes,	one	at	least	I	used	to	do	before	the	crows	came	one,	but	only	at	night.	The	Carters	never	saw	me	and	they	will	never	be	her	voice,	when	she	spoke	of	the	Carters,	suddenly	was	full	of	hate.	Ã,	ã,	ã,	it	was,	then,	Ã	¢	said	Maia.	Ã	¢	It	was	you	who	whistled	to	touch	the	souththerly
wind	the	first	night	I	came!	It	was	a	comfort!	A	Ã	é	Ã	ã,	Finn	turned	and	said	a	few	rappish	words	to	hole	in	her	tongue	herga.	Água	â	€	You	will	get	you	in	a	couple	of	hours,	Ã	¢	said.	A	come,	I	would	show	you	everything.	And	then	I'll	tell	you	why	I	sent	you.	He	smiled	and	got	up.	I	want	to	say,	because	I	wanted	you	to	eat.	Â	€	™	s,	Ã,	ã,	hole
disappeared	through	the	narrow	channel	run	the	silence	seemed	overwhelming	q	¢	still	heard	the	noise	of	water	beating	Arabella,	the	Tinnitus	of	the	tinnitus	Birdsã	wings	¢,	yawning	dog.	It	was	as	if	the	sounds	had	been	covered	in	this	secret	place.	The	Finn	led	to	the	cabin	door.	My	father	built	and	we	live	here	whenever	WerenÃ	¢	t	away	in	collects
trips.	I	still	cana	believe	that	he	is	not	going	back,	although	it	esizes	four	months	since	he	was	drowned.â	€	™	s,	ã,	are	you	going	to	see	him	a	few	times?	Maia	asked	one	and	he	turned	abruptly	because	she	seemed	to	have	read	his	thoughts.	I	see	mine.	My	dad.	It	is	not	a	ghost	or	an	apparitionÃ	¢	|	Only	him.â	€	™	s,	ã,	yes.	It	is	exactly	like	this.	Often
he	will	showing	me	something.	A	new	insect	or	a	plant.	Â	€	™	s,	ã,	a	mine	shows	me	things	too.	Small	Packs	of	PotteryÃ	¢	|	Cards.	He	was	an	archaeologist.	Â	€	™	s,	to	the,	mine,	mine	was	a	naturalist.	He	collected	more	than	a	hundred	New	Species.	Â	€	™	s,	ã,	ã,	I	know	one	I	saw	some	of	the	things	in	the	museum.	You	must	be	proud	of	HIM.	Â	€	™	s,
ã,	yes.	Maybe	thatâ	is	the	point	of	parents.	Theyan	¢	people	re	who	show	things.â	€	™	s	the	hut	was	so	Bernard	Taverner	had	left	when	he	left	with	an	Indian	friend	looking	at	the	blue	water	whose	sheets	were	used	â	€	â	€
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