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Lucas was fidgety, unable to concentrate on sweeping the 
straw wrappers, coconut pieces and empty bags of globo from 
the dirty ground. He stopped for a second to wipe the sweat 
dripping from off his brow. He didn’t wear a watch but from 
the looks of it, it must’ve been around 8:30. Tonight’s 
sunset was rosier than usual. The blood red sky in the 
distance glimmered and reflected over the lagoon directly 
in front of him. It had been a scorching day, even for Rio 
in the summer.  Dois irmãos1 and its surrounding mountains 
framed the skyline like the last piece of an unsolvable 
puzzle.  
 
“Jose, I’m leaving, okay?” 
 
“That time?” Jose responded. 
 
“I’m already late,” knowing he still needed to finish 
cleaning up. 
 
“Going where?” Jose already knew what he was up to. 
 
“Você sabe, vou no bloco de Ballyfunk, vou dançar, vou 
beber um gelado, talvez pegara um mulher com um 
popozuda….rs rs rs,”2 Lucas said, trying to act cool and get 
Jose to crack. 
 
Jose, normally carved with a permanent, infectious smile 
stopped counting the take for the day and looked out as the 
spectacular inflamed sky had turned a hint of warm pink on 
the water in front of him. He knew these streets where 
Lucas would go inside the Favela; he knew them all too 
well.  
 
With over 400,000 inhabitants, Rocinha looks like, at 
night, 1000’s of diamonds set into a mountain. The tiny, 
barely passable streets bustle with shops, restaurants, 
garbage and people. In a way, it looks like a movie set 
with 1000’s of misplaced and disorganized power cords and 
lines hanging above the winding, steep and narrow roads. 
 

                                                
1 Two brothers mountain that frames Ipanema and Leblon beach 
2 Translated from Portuguese, “You know, I’m going to a ballyfunk 
party on the street, gonna dance a bit, drink a cold one, maybe 
even hook up with a woman with a big butt…ha ha ha”. 



“Finish sweeping the crap on the ground, clean out the 
cooler and you can go, okay?” 
 
“Valeu, meu filho3,” Lucas smirked and went back to cleaning 
the ground. 
 
Lucas looked at the duct taped, styrofoam cooler filled 
with a ton of ice and about a dozen cans of Guaraná, coca 
cola and aqua com gas (sparkling water). He began pouring 
the dirty, ice water onto the ground. 
 
“Not there,” Jose smiled over at him as peaked away from 
the cash box. 
 
“Right, right, sorry man,” Lucas picked up the oversize 
cooler and brought it next to the lagoon to pour out the 
remainder of the frigid water. 
 
Lucas held the cooler in one hand and walked back towards 
the coconut stand. 
 
“Um coco gelada, favor4,” the customer demanded. 
 
Lucas stared at Jose as he continued to count up the cash 
for the day.  
 
“Valeu,” as Lucas reached into the coconut stand and picked 
up a cold, green, dripping wet coco. He took the machete 
and thought about what Jose had taught him. Hold the 
bottom, cut once on top, twice, three times… ”Ahhhh, 
porra5!!!” He let out a primal scream. 
 
Jose peaked up from counting money and took one of his many 
plain, white utility towels and wrapped it around Lucas’ 
hand. 
 
He quickly grabbed another coconut as he said, “Hold that 
tight around the side of your hand, Lucas.” 
 
Jose effortlessly cut the top three times, flipped the 
coconut in the air, cut the bottom just a bit so the 
coconut could sit up, flipped it back over, took the tip of 
the machete and opened the hole he had crafted. He grabbed 

                                                
3 You got it, my son (another Brazilian expression) 
4 “A cold coconut, please” 
5 “Shit!!” 



a straw placed it through the hole and placed the coconut 
on top of the stand in front of the customer. 
 
“Cinco reais.”  
 
“Hey man, I paid 4 reais last week on the beach,” the 
customer grumbled. 
 
“5 reais, it’s summer,” Jose replied without a second 
thought. 
 
The customer gave him the money as Jose smiled and said, 
“Good night.” 
 
“Let me take a look at the hand”. 
 
“It’s fine, man,” Lucas looked down in embarrassment. 
 
There was a slight cut on the pad below the thumb on the 
palm of Lucas’ hand. It wasn’t that deep but Jose wrapped 
the towel and folded it underneath so it would hold steady 
without any additional pressure. 
 
“We’ve been over this, you have to feel the coconut Lucas,” 
Jose said in his high-pitched voice. 
 
“Remember, a coconut is just like a bandeira6, you’ve got to 
play it and feel it in your hand. Does the skin give in a 
bit? How much water is inside? Is it young or perfectly 
ripe? Bounce it up and down until you know. Is it soft or a 
little hard? If it’s hard and you don’t use enough strength 
with the machete, you won’t make a dent. If it’s soft and 
you swing too hard.... well.” 
 
“I know Jo…this isn’t the first time, I hit it in the wrong 
place,” Lucas interrupted and insisted. 
 
“Just take your time and concentrate, could’ve cut right 
through.” 
 
Lucas grinned and noticed for the first time a large scar 
at the top of Jose’s right wrist. 
 
“You make the same mistake?” Lucas asked. 
 

                                                
6 Tambourine  



“No, no,” he cackled, “but you have a party to go to, we’ll 
talk about that another day.” 
 
“You sure?” Lucas knew he wasn’t done with his tasks. 
 
“Vai com Deus, até amanha7.” 
 
Jose picked up the heavy chain and began locking up the 
stand for the night. Lucas walked out towards the bustling 
street to pick up the van to head back home and start his 
night. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                                                
7 Go with G-D, until tomorrow (popular goodbye in Brazil) 


