
Edie Lynch            “DREAMS THAT DON´T DIE SOFTLY” 
 
I thought it would be simple to do a follow-up of my half hour Rio Film “Hold Fast To 

Your Dreams,” a film about the homeless teens that live in my Leme neighborhood.  I 

had not planned to film anymore, just to make a detailed photographic and written 

accounting of what the teens were doing at the present time.  As many of the teens 

dreams had pretty much fallen apart, I thought a more apt title of my photographic project 

should be “Dreams That Don´t Die Softly,” because most of the teens had had anything 

but a soft landing in trying to stay on their feet. 

 

Life had been brutally hard and only a couple of teens were able to step out of their 

homelessness into a gentle form of poverty.  Dreams That Don´t Die Softly is about the 

amazing human spirits that are forced to travel long roads with many stops, and little time 

to rest.  They are the homeless.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

They have no shoes to gather dust 

And nothing substantial to wear 

The rain, the heat the cold, is always there. 

 

When darkness comes, you see their shadows 

Falling into humbled, broken heaps 

They are the multitudes of homeless, asleep. 

 

Silhouettes wrapped in ragged blankets 

Spirits cut down in relentless ways 

Weary eyes gathering strength for harder days. 

 

Shall we penalize them further? 



For the crime of being alive? 

With humanity, please, let´s help them survive. 

 
Renan 

 

 

Renan, one of the teens, was so full of the “love of life.”  He danced and sang with all of 

his heart and it made you smile, until the end of the clip when the smile faded and one 

realized that Renan was no longer with us.  I still find it hard to say the words, “Renan is 

dead.”  One hears so many awful stories of what has happened to the homeless that one 

becomes numb with disbelief.  Still, I hold out the hope that Renan is alive, that somehow 

he escaped from the danger he was in by laying quiet and meditating as he used to do – 

and simply disappeared into the night – forever destined to be in hiding.  

 



Renan had just gotten into a government institution where he would learn to make basic
wooden chairs in a carpentry class.  As he would be turning eighteen soon, he would not  
have been allowed to remain living in the institution, and Renan, who had dreamed of  living
in a home where he would have a big bed with white sheets and plump pillows,  would finally 
have his own bed if only for a few months,  a very simple and narrow bed. 
Yes, Renan now had a place to live but he would not live long.  He would lose his life in

a fight over a girl. Could this really be true?  I pray it is not.  The police do not search for 

the homeless.  They ask “ why do you want to know about what happened to this boy?  

He was a criminal who lived on the street.”  The police arrest the homeless, beat them 

and even shoot them.  Their only crime is that they are poor and live on the street. They 

do not know or care that Renan had a diary, that he wished he could have any memory of 

his mother, that his only relative was a poor Aunt who could not afford to take him in. 

 

The details of Renan’s fight are hazy but the teens that were his friends all say that Renan 

was left for dead and he was never seen again.  One wonders if Renan had been able to 

enjoy his few months of stability in the government institution if indeed he might not 

have landed upon something that would have turned his life around.   

 

Renan was a sensitive artist, a homeless boy who made really beautiful necklaces.  I have 

his diary where he wrote about his first kiss when he was sixteen and a necklace he made 

with string that he fashioned to look like leaves and blossoms, with brown and green 

beads intertwined amongst the delicate lattice like leaves. Renan loved nature and he 

yearned for a way to express himself.  His voice was coarse but his soul was fragile and 

he was bound to be attracted to romantic things.  I am not surprised that he fought for 

love. 

 

I show you the photographs of the teens that I came to care about – hoping that the 

photographs will convey to you the message that each carries in their heart, the belief that 

“I am human and deserve to be here in this world and that I need and hope for a better 

life.” 

 

These past four months have been some of the most heart wrenching that I have ever 

experienced.  Only three of the teens have managed to make some kind of coherency out 



I don’t know how they keep their resolve to face another day.  I have personally suffered from an 

unhealthy dose of depression just witnessing their many travails, and I thought of myself as pretty 

darn sturdy – never having dealt with bouts of depression in the past, even when confronting the 

difficult battle of my son’s schizophrenia.  

 

I had taught most of the teens to do artwork – paint pictures, make acrylic boxes, design 

necklaces, sculpt clay angels – things that could be made fairly easily and sold for food 

money, but none of the teens had managed to continue doing artwork with the exception 

of Alexander.  Alexander spends twelve hours a day beading necklaces and bracelets and 

has managed to come up with the beads and twine he needs to stay in business.   

 

                        
                 

Alexander with his faithful dog, photographed with the necklaces he makes. 

 

Alexander´s success is due in part to his tragedy.  His thirty four year old mother died in 

childbirth and the baby girl survived.  The neighbors were willing to pitch in and donate 

beads to Alexander because he so devotedly gave his energies to the care of the baby girl 

and to another toddler sister left behind by the mother´s tragic death.   



 
                                                             Wallace  

Alexander´s younger brother, Wallace, was crushed by his beloved mother´s dramatic 

and sudden childbirth death and had not found his way back to a road that would lead out 

of his morass.  Although he helped to care for his little sisters, he spent all of his free time 

begging.  Like so many of the other teens, Wallace was so desperate for money for food 

that he sold his art artifact practically before they were dry.  Without money to purchase 

paints, match boxes, and clay his business soon went down the drain.  No neighbors 

bought paints and clay for him and he was not gifted stringing necklaces.   

 

For months at a time I would be away in New York and could not replenish his supplies.  

Though I would bring suitcases full of supplies and paints for Wallace, I had many 

others, like him, who also needed help and the precious supplies would quickly run out.  

The teens would again have to face their every day crises of finding food.  I found it so 

demoralizing not to be able to offer them something to eat when they were hungry.  You 

could see the hunger in their eyes but with so many in need, I would often have to choose 



which ones I thought were the most hungry, and close my eyes and my heart to the 

others.  Too often, I would go home in despair.  

 

Wallace painted two colorful parrots on an old discarded fish tank and insisted on giving 

it to me as a present.  I wanted to give him something for his heart rendering gift, but he 

said “You have been kind to me, like my mother, and this is from my heart.”  Tragically, 

just six months after that, Wallace was killed.   

 

Some say Wallace was killed by the police who were chasing him, others say that it was 

an altercation over a bicycle, others say he was mowed down by a car – but all say that 

Wallace is dead.  There is only Alexander, his brother, to mourn him and two little girls  

that will grow up not remembering that Wallace, their brother,  begged for milk for them 

so they would not go to bed hungry.  Who will remember that Wallace went to Church 

daily and prayed that his mother was safely in heaven?  Who will remember that he 

painted beautiful little birds on his miniature match boxes – boxes that he hoped would 

help propel his little family out of poverty?  

 

        



 

                                                              Thiago 

 This is Thiago.  He spends his days roaming the city of Rio in search of food and money.  

Thiago cannot read and he can barely write his name.  On this day, I was surprised to see 

him searching through a trash can in Copacabana.  Recently, I have seen Thiago carrying 

a government issued shoe shine box around.  These boxes are given to hundreds of 

homeless boys like Thiago to provide them with a chance to make a living.  At best, it is 

a pathetic practice to put a band-aid on a festering wound, a wound that has encased 

thousands of Brazilian young people into a maze of poverty, helplessness, and despair.  

With no shelter, no education, and no money what would you expect them to do but 

escape their misery by using drugs?  Thiago´s fifteen year old brother died of a drug 

overdose last year and Thiago misses him terribly and tries to stay away from the drugs 

that are everywhere in the favela where his mother and younger sister live.   

 

Most often I see Thiago in Leme, sitting on the sidewalk, spinning one of his sandals in 

his hands.  Thiago escapes by sleeping and even when it is raining he is asleep under a 

thin piece of plastic or dirty blanket.  He goes back to his mother every few weeks for a 

change of clothing.  I have taken Thiago a number of times to eat at a seaside restaurant 

and he is always quiet and respectful. 

 



                       
                                                               Joaõ 

 

This is Joao, Thiago´s half brother.  Joaõ has a friendly smile for everyone.  Unlike 

Thiago, he is outgoing and always trying to find an odd job to do, to earn money.  Joaõ 

delivers groceries and washes cars but the competition is stiff amongst the men for car 

washing jobs so Joaõ has spent the past year mostly in his favela home.  He is such a kind 

and bright little boy and one wishes that his future would hold more promise but here are 

thousands of such boys and girls in Rio who have little hope of emerging from their bleak 

lives and finding engaging and meaningful work. 

 

Joel Rufino dos Santos in the book, “Lost Arguments says Brazilian society fights 

against an implacable destiny, which is the extermination of young people in Rio de 

Janeiro.  “But it is worthwhile fighting even it there is no chance of victory because it is 

by means of this fight that we humanize ourselves.”  Perhaps that is all that I strive  

to do – to remain human and by presenting these images I remind myself and others not 

to forget what it means, “to be human.” 

                                      



 

 

 
                                                                Moses 

 

Moses had a mind that refused to allow the tragedy of homelessness to keep him from 

having some joy in his childhood.  When I first met him he was always busy selling 

candies from sun up to sundown.  Sometimes he would hide his candies and for a few 

moments Moses would play volleyball with a tourist on the volleyball courts on the sand 

or he would wrangle a ride on someone’s skateboard on the spacious walkway alongside 

the beach in Leme.   

 

He was always neat and tidy with an ironed shirt, and normally he had on rubber sandals.  

Then, something happened in his life and I saw him very early one morning sleeping on 

the street.  It was about six thirty on a misty morning and I spoke to him gently.  Moses 

opened his eyes and when he recognized me, a look of embarrassment flashed over his 

face and he covered his head with his jacket.    Finally, he told me that his large family 



had broken up because something had happened to his mother.  I never learned the details 

because when questioned Moses would always get upset and begin to cry. 

 

Moses began appearing with a shoe shine box and it was an odd sight as Moses now 

always seemed to be barefoot.  He still possessed his winning smile and mop of curly hair 

and he carried a daily newspaper that he offered to a prospective customer to read while 

he shined their shoes.  Not only did the customer get to read the paper while Moses 

shined their shoes but Moses gave them a wrapped mint as well.   

 

One day, I observed a man having his shoes shined before he went into the popular and 
expensive “Shirley’s” restaurant to eat.  The man beamed at Moses and said to me when I 
stopped to speak to Moses, “This young man would own every business in this 
neighborhood if given a chance; he has the brains to do it.” I replied, “Perhaps you will 
be the one to give him that chance.”  The man’s smile faded and he said, “You have to 
take care when you deal with one of these people because you never know what they are 
up to.”  I remarked, “They are up to nothing more than trying to get a decent meal and 
perhaps a pair of shoes to wear.” The man insisted upon warning me of the dangers 
involved in helping a homeless person.  I could not help but think of the comment by 
Joel Rufino dos Santos who said "because they have nothing, they threaten those who do."

 

 

The poor in Brazil are disqualified as human beings.  In order for this man to maintain his 

domination over a poor homeless boy he had to repeat to me his ill gotten prejudice, that 

young Moses was somehow dangerous.  Moses had nothing, no home, no money, and he 

was a beautiful example of human eloquence in all of its misery but he was cause enough 

for this man to worry that he might be dangerous.  Moses fight was worthy of praise, the 

man’s fear deserved scorn – but such hateful and damaging remarks are common 

utterances made by affluent Brazilians.  Moses and people like him have historically been 

excluded from the whole political and social system and there are too many who want the 

system to remain the same. 

 

“The perversity of power has changed very little from the abolition of slavery to the 

present time, states Sergio Verani, and I have to agree. The modern day poor are a carry 
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over of the abused and overworked slave, remaining victimized by the cruel and degraded 

punishment inflicted upon them by today’s society.  Though the poor are homeless and 

free – they are only free to remain without food or shelter or protection from their 

government.  

 

It should be no wonder after hearing the man’s remarks about Moses obvious intelligence 

but his negative view about rendering any help that I would find out that Moses life had 

progressed in a downward spiral.  I last encountered him in Copacabana but he barely 

looked human.  There was a little heap piled upon a grate on the sidewalk.  People were 

stepping over and moving around this tattered and dirty heap.  Upon closer inspection I 

was startled to realize that the pile of rags was a young boy – so filthy, so tattered, so 

bruised that he looked inhuman.  His hair was practically non existent, as if it had been 

torn away, and his feet were blackened with weeks of dirt.  

 

I bent down to touch the boy’s shoulder and the body turned and the eyes opened. The 

shock of seeing Moses’ face staring into my eyes was one that I cannot describe in words.  

It took my breath away.  Moses recognized me, mumbled “Leme” and turned over again 

to escape into sleep or unconsciousness.  I tucked a five real note into his hand and 

stumbled across the street to look for a bus to take me home.  Though I repeatedly 

searched for Moses after that, I never saw him again.  

 

I’ve often thought of Don McCullin when thinking about Moses.  McCullin was a war 

photographer who spent year’s shooting war scenes.  When he shot the war in Biafra and 

saw the thousands of suffering children he wanted others to see what he saw – his eyes 
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were his voice.  But after awhile, McCullin wanted desperately to get away from shooting 

“war.”  The material in all of those war files began to haunt him, “and something rough 

and rumbling” was beginning to take place in his mind.  McCullin had to get away.  That 

is how I feel.  I want to get away. I want to remember the hope, the light, the promise of 

the future that I first saw in the eyes of Renan and Moses.  I can only do that at the 

moment by leaving the darkness within myself, behind…. It is time to call up the good 

memories from these lives that held such promise.  

 

I don’t want to forget them. My son, who has been very ill, wrote a beautiful melody, “I 

Have Travelled Such A Long, Long Time.”  I put words to it and these words tell of the 

homeless teens travels.  Certainly, they tell of my travels, and I would be surprised if they 

did not tell of some of your travels as well.  We are all, at some point in our life, portraits 

of hope and despair.  We must move from wretchedness and ugliness to brightness and 

hope.  We must embrace our fantasies and turn them into realities.  “I Have Travelled 

Such A Long, Long Time” allows the discoloration of the heart to dissolve away and 

again – we can imagine a journey that offers gentleness and caring and rest.  

“I Have Travelled Such A Long, Long Time” 

Long roads, many stops, little time to rest 

I have travelled such a long, long time 

With a heart that just could not accept 

That my feet could be so out of step. 

 

Tears flowed and my passions disappeared 



I retreated to places unkind 

Places that no one should ever find 

Down the sad roads, in the dark of night, but then I found light 

 

It did calm my heart and stayed the night 

I knew at last I would be all right 

To weather the storms that come my way 

With the candles that flicker brightly, and return with a much stronger flame 

 

That comes from never giving up 

Of understanding what this life is 

Long roads, many stops  

Little time to rest, new journeys begin. 

 

Life is forever changing.  We have all learned that.  As I sit here typing these 

remembrances, I am reminded how we all stirive to make meaning of our experiences. I 

document these experiences because they have value for me.  I want to be a part of 

making this a better world and I imagine that by reaching out into the Universe with my 

son ´s music, with my music, with the children’s yearnings and photographs that it all 

will somehow touch chords that will resonate and create wider and deeper meaning, in 

hearts, in minds, in a world that we must all try to survive in with some measure of grace.   

 



Not only do we each have to define our inner character, we must as nations define our 

national character.  I grew up in racist America, and settled for the past few years in 

Brazil that has a history of even worse crimes against humanity than America had during 

its years of slavery, in my opinion.  

 

The slaying of homeless children in Candelaria in Rio de Janeiro in the nineties shocked 

the world but many human rights activists believe those slayings are still taking place.  

Esther Arantes, a human rights activist in Rio says that we must not succumb to 

melancholy and remain alone.  “We must build ourselves up as fellows and increase the 

number of the fellows we have.”  

 

If there were huge numbers of these fellows working diligently, little Moses would not 

have lain bruised and broken on a sidewalk at noon in Copacabana with the world 

stepping over his body.  Friar Walter dos Santos in Rio says “We can never lose hope in 

fighting, even though we can’t envisage the results of our fight, but they will come about, 

in the future, so we pass on to others the need to fight for the dignity of the human 

person.” 

 

I consider myself a citizen of the world.  And as such, I care about each human life being 

given the validation that it deserves.  Today, I realize that the work I have done with the 

homeless teens in Rio has had poor results and though my intentions were good it is not 

enough to work alone.  We must work as fellows as Friar dos Santos recommends.   I sit 

with thoughts of the many tragic lives I have encountered and try to remember that 



though I did not see them all the way through their journey that I did   help them along 

part of the road.  I still want to help them but I need a way to do it. 

 

I shall always worry about those that I have come to care about in Brazil in the same 

ways I worried and worked to help dozens of “At Risk” teens in Harlem.  I can’t think of 

these lives as a mass of humanity; I think of them individually as it should be.  And the 

music I create does help me to see where the bridges (the chords) can take me from one 

society to the next, from one country to the other.  I want us all to break into song, to sing 

Charlotte Forten´s favorite song, “Roll Jordan, Roll.”4 In excerpts from her diaries she 

wrote of slaves running away to freedom in St. Helena’s Island during the civil war in 

America, of other slaves freed but with no where to go and still having to be afraid of 

being recaptured. Forten spoke of her poignant journey across the water on a narrow row 

boat and hearing the rich sonorous tones of the boatmen singing Roll Jordan, Roll - and 

having her feelings bolstered while she was making this dangerous and uncertain passage 

to her new job to teach the slaves how to read and write.  

 

In my mind, Roll Jordan, Roll is a song of power, the power to move, to change, to heave 

away the past and to propel one into the future. If only we could achieve that through 

music, to just start singing and make change happen.  If only one chord could touch all of 

mankind, just imagine the good that could come of it.  There is still a war raging in Brazil 

but it is the war that no one talks about, the war of the homeless.  That battle is a 

despairing and dirty one that the homeless must fight day and night. They have no where 

to go where they have the hope of finding freedom.  They have no fear of being 



recaptured because they have never been able to throw off the shackles from the past.  

The homeless children like Thiago and Rafael can only dream of a teacher like Charlotte 

Forten to teach them to read and write for it is all that they can do to just stay alive.  

 

 

 

Rafael has been on the street since he was thrown out by a drunken mother when he was 

four. It is unconceivable that a society would allow a four year old to sleep on the street 

but Rafael is a testament to that truth.  He had a strong belief in God and accepted the fact 

that the street was his home.  I find it distressing to have to speak about him in the past 

but I have not seen Rafael in a year and have no way to find out if he is still alive.  I have 

gone to the places where I used to see him sleeping in Leme and in Ipanema but have had 

no luck in locating him.  Rafael was a brave little nomad who shared everything with his 



dog.  He was gifted in sculpting and I will always remember the beautiful clay angel that 

he made. 

 

In the film clip, there is a song that I wrote that speaks to the weariness that I feel about 

the lives of so many children in this world.  It is called “Things Can´t Stay This Way.” 

                                              

Things Can´t Stay This Way 

I am so weary of this mysterious place 

Day and night so many sad thought come to haunt my space 

Things can´t stay this way 

 

I am so weary of our impossible madness 

Where the children must play and linger in sadness 

Things can´t stay this way 

 

I am so weary that we´ve stolen their lives 

Even with a band and flags they look at us with old dry eyes 

Things can´t stay this way 

 

I am so weary of disaster on the brink 

In each and every tongue we should be quiet and think 

Things can´t stay this way. 

 



Eduardo has found peace in a favela home that he shares with his girlfriend.  He travels 

about each day, doing odd jobs and has put in the past the ghosts of his father being slain 

when he was a toddler, his new stepfather not wanting him in his home, his unhappy 

years sleeping on the sidewalk.  Eduardo no longer has the big dreams that used to 

consume him, of wanting a very special life, of being able to eat “rich men’s food.”  He 

said to me one day while he was eating beans and rice, “One day I will be able to add big 

chunks of steak to this, rich men’s food.”   He has let all of that wishful thinking go and 

he contents himself with a normal daily existence.  I can´t help but feel that society stole 

Eduardo´s dream, made it so impossible for him to go to school and live that he just 

acquiesced and said okay, “I will be just like everybody else.  I won´t try too hard. I 

won´t threaten you.”  If anyone of the teens could have made it in this tough world, I 

would have put my money on Eduardo. He had the most enterprising spirit.  When the 

Leme teens were first selling their artwork, Eduardo organized them into shifts, making 

sure that all bases were covered.  But the constant police interference of confiscating their 

art goods wore Eduardo´s spirit down.  I am happy that Eduardo is safe in his favela 

home but I will never forget the proud smile on his face when he displayed the goods he 

had worked so hard to assemble and his vow to someday own a big business that 

everyone would come to. 

 



This young couple in love are Rodrigo and Andreia.  He is sixteen; she is nineteen.  At age thirteen, 
Andreia´s father died and she  ended up on the street after her mother´s new husband did not want 
Andreia  living with them.  Andreia found a job for a moment but then lost it.  Andreia is attracted to 
Rodrigo because he is gentle and has fetching “whimsical” ways -  unlike  the others she encounters in 
the harsh circumstance in which she must live. 

Rodrigo´s mother was an alcoholic and he was sent to live with his two uncles at age three.  When they 
both died in his early teens, he went back to his mother whose alcoholism had steadily gotten worse - 
and before long she was dead.  Unable to care for himself by selling ice cream, he ended up on the 
streets.  He and Andreia are expecting a child, and Andreia is very worried about where their baby will 
sleep.  Although she visits her mother every day, she knows that she cannot bring the baby there.  I 
asked her if she is not worried that Rodrigo is too young to accept the responsibilities of fatherhood.  
She said that Rodrigo, because he has had such a hard time, will make sure that he does everything 
humanely possible to provide a decent life for their baby.  She is certain that his persistence in looking 
for work will pay o� and that God will protect them…I could not resist telling the dream part of Rodrigo 
and Andreia’s story.  The ending was sad.  A baby girl was born healthy and both teens took their baby 
to a small room in the favela.  Rodrigo “bagged and delivered groceries”but when his job was ended to 
give another homeless teen a chance to work for awhile, Rodrigo became despondent and began using 
drugs.  Andreia kicked him out because she didn’t want any drugs around their baby.  Rodrigo has 
never been heard from since. Andreia has found work delivering newspapers from 5 a.m. until noon 
when she picks up her little daughter.



  

 

Maryanna has gone far away to her grandmother´s home, and though she does not sleep 

or beg any longer on the Leme streets, she is not able to attend school.   She can´t change 

her environment, create another whole reality for herself, and the moral question haunts 

me – why can´t society intervene so that this gentle girl´s life can have promise? 

 

 

                                                                Maryanna 

 



Rather than waiting to see the wreckage that well emerge, can´t we come up with some 

little thing we can do that will give this beautiful young spirit a fighting chance? 

 

I am going to end with photographs of those that I do not know.  I saw these young 

people living on the streets of Rio and I asked for permission to photograph them holding 

a flower.  I would like to send these photographs to President Lula and ask him to look 

closely at them and realize they are human beings and deserving to grow up as mature 

people- just as a flower grows first as a bud and then grows into full bloom before it 

withers and dies.  Surely there is a better way to combat homelessness than by killing the 

children or watching thousands starve inhumanely on the streets while the world passes 

by - uncaring about their fate. 

 

 



                                                 Raphael, Copacabana 

This young Copacabana boy when I first saw him was trying desperately to crack a 

coconut against the pavement so he would have something to eat.  He chose this pink 

bloom and asked if he might keep it.  He paused a long time, lost in his own thoughts.  

 

 

This homeless Copacabana girl above said she was happy to think that someone in the 

world would have a photograph of her holding a yellow rose.  

.  



                                         This is Je�erson.  He has the kindest eyes.

I was in Lapa around ten o´clock in the evening when I saw Je�erson looking through one 
trash can after another for food.  I gave him, at �rst, two bananas.  He gave me such a 
huge smile that I wanted to do something more.  After a bit of searching, I found several 
“two real bills” at the bottom of my purse and gave him those as well. Je�erson chose a 
red rose to hold for his photograph.  After leaving him, I realized that Je�erson was the 
fourteen year old I had read about on the Internet, in an article written by Tom Phillips 
and Thais Viallela, entitled “Rio desperate street kids fear annihilation.”   

The writers wrote, “Je�erson can´t remember exactly how his mother died.  Homeless on 
the streets of Rio de Janeiro, he spends his time sni�ng cocaine and trying to forget.  On 
his 13th birthday he was locked up in Padre Severino, a notorious Young o�enders’ insti-
tute.  When he escaped, weeks later, he headed back to the city centre, where he now 
lives, scavenging leftovers from local restrestaurants and trying to avoid the police.
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Leandro	  won	  my	  heart	  in	  a	  big	  way.	  	  I	  found	  him	  sitting	  on	  this	  stone	  wall	  just	  as	  he	  
is	  late	  one	  evening.	  He	  had	  gotten	  lost	  from	  his	  mother	  who	  sold	  water	  on	  the	  beach	  
and	  he	  did	  not	  know	  his	  way	  home,	  which	  was	  many	  long	  miles	  away.	  	  I	  took	  him	  to	  
my	  home	  and	  he	  spent	  the	  evening	  in	  my	  guest	  room.	  	  Leandro	  has	  since	  come	  to	  
visit	  me,	  with	  his	  mother	  and	  his	  three	  younger	  siblings.	  He	  cried	  when	  he	  had	  to	  
leave	  though	  he	  dearly	  loves	  his	  family.	  Leandro	  is	  a	  beautiful	  child,	  athletic	  and	  
intelligent,	  but	  he	  cannot	  cope	  with	  the	  neighborhood	  he	  lives	  in	  where	  there	  is	  
plentiful	  rubbish	  covering	  the	  dirt	  field	  where	  his	  battered,	  broken,	  and	  abandoned	  
building	  sits.	  	  His	  mother	  has	  tried	  hard	  to	  fashion	  out	  a	  living	  in	  the	  one	  room	  she	  
and	  her	  fisherman	  husband	  and	  the	  children	  occupy	  -‐	  off	  of	  a	  long	  and	  dark	  corridor	  
that	  has	  numerous	  families	  living	  in	  much	  worse	  conditions.	  	  Leandro’s	  home	  is	  
painfully	  clean,	  a	  testament	  to	  his	  mother’s	  diligent	  efforts	  for	  dignity	  –	  but	  the	  
home	  is	  also	  painfully	  bare	  of	  essential	  things	  needed	  to	  care	  for	  the	  family.	  	  There	  
are	  few	  clothes	  hanging	  on	  the	  nails,	  there	  is	  no	  toilet,	  and	  there	  is	  no	  refrigerator.	  	  
There	  is	  a	  scrub	  board	  that	  suffices	  for	  the	  washing	  machine,	  and	  a	  big	  skillet	  on	  the	  
burner	  awaiting	  the	  fish	  that	  Leandro’s	  father	  is	  able	  to	  “sometimes”	  bring	  home.	  	  
There	  is	  much	  crime	  and	  drug	  trafficking	  in	  this	  little	  boy’s	  environment,	  Benfica,	  
and	  he	  often	  runs	  away	  to	  be	  near	  green	  trees	  and	  the	  ocean.	  	  He	  runs	  away	  to	  find	  a	  
fragment	  of	  tranquility	  –	  runs	  away	  to	  keep	  his	  “tender	  hope	  alive.”	  	  I	  shall	  do	  all	  
that	  I	  can	  to	  help	  this	  child	  and	  yet	  I	  cannot	  control	  his	  destiny.	  	  So	  much	  depends	  on	  
the	  Brazilian	  government	  doing	  the	  work	  it	  needs	  to	  do	  to	  ensure	  that	  Leandro	  and	  



all	  of	  the	  children	  like	  him	  will	  have	  a	  fit	  society	  to	  live	  in.	  	  We	  must	  take	  our	  roles	  as	  
citizens	  seriously	  –	  and	  help	  whenever	  we	  can.	  




