
1894

At Boa Vista
Sunday, January 7th
We went with mama to call on the teacher at Bom Sucesso. Boa
Vista has no school; the children from here have to go to Bom
Sucesso, almost a mile away. Every time Júlia meets mama she
tells her: ‘I’m saving the school for Helena. I want to get away
from here and go some place more up-to-date.’ I could see my
future clearly: papa would keep on mining; the house would be
sold and the money put into business for Nhonhô here; Renato,
when he got his certificate, would go away to teach school,
because he’s a man; mama and Luizinha would keep house and
raise hens, and I’d have the school.

Today when we got to Júlia’s house, she said to mama,
‘Helena’s plans have all vanished like a dream, Dona Carolina.
Have you heard that I’m going to get married very soon now?
I’ve already made arrangements for a substitute. Now it will be
harder for Helena.’ I told her, ‘I haven’t any hope of getting my
certificate so soon, Júlia. If I failed the first year, imagine the
others. And we can’t see the future. Who knows? Perhaps
when I grow up I’ll meet a boy I like, like you, and I won’t
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called us to their father’s, next door, where there was a piano. I
remember until today how he liked to entertain us with cakes
and candy, but could never give them to all of us because of the
eagerness of the greedy ones. I remember how sorry I was about
some raisins he had made at his father’s house. He dried the
grapes and made raisins. One Saturday he told us, ‘I’m going to
get you some raisins I made. They aren’t as good as those that
come from Portugal, but they’re good enough to eat.’ He went to
get them and brought a tray to pass around, a bunch apiece. The
girls rushed forward and he could barely hold onto the tray. The
floor was spattered with raisins and they were stepping on them
and picking them up. I couldn’t get a single one and I was sorry,
not only because I like raisins so much, but because I wanted to
try them because he’d made them. There were all sorts of girls in
the group, even soldiers’ daughters and Negroes. But Father
Neves enjoyed everything like that.

Sunday, November 25th
Since I’ve formed this habit of writing everything down, I have
to do it, even if I don’t prepare my lessons. Today I’m going to
tell something here that I don’t want to write for Seu Sebastião.
I can keep it a secret for a few days and then mama will have to
know. It’s just before examinations and I’ve said to mama over
and over again that I can’t present myself for the exams with my
uniform all faded, and mended at the elbows, and she hasn’t paid
any attention. Mama’s very good, of course I know that. I swear
I wouldn’t exchange her for any other mother in the world. But
the life she leads, never going out of the house except to go to
grandma’s, does me a great deal of harm and embarrasses me. I
know that if she compared me with the other girls and saw how
different my uniform is, she’d do something about it. But she
never sees anyone except grandma, the aunts, and the Negroes at
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the chácara. I have absolute faith in my prayers to Our Lady.
Whenever I’m in trouble I say the rosary and some powerful
prayers I’ve just learned and I can be sure that she will certainly
help me. I’m convinced that the idea that came into my head
yesterday was from Our Lady. She didn’t have any other way of
helping me and so she gave me this inspiration. How could I
have thought of such a thing myself? Particularly since the idea
came to me after I’d begged her very contritely yesterday, to find
me some way of getting a dress for the examinations.

In her drawer mama has a gold brooch that papa always says is
going to be mine. I don’t think much of this brooch since papa
sold the diamond out of it. I don’t like false stones and it doesn’t
even have a false one. I’ve already told him that he can give it to
Luizinha. How can you explain that yesterday, just as I finished
praying, such an idea came into my head? Mama says that this
month there isn’t any money to give me for a new uniform for
the exams. Next month will be vacation and I won’t need it any
more. If I should speak to her about selling the brooch to a gold-
smith I know she wouldn’t agree and would hide it from me. I’ve
pondered over this a lot since yesterday and I see that the only
way to get a dress is to sell the brooch. I’m going to sleep on it
tonight and I’m going to talk about it to Our Lady quite frankly.
If she doesn’t take the idea out of my head, it’s certain that I
should have the dress for the exams. Everyone in the house is
asleep and I’m the only one awake now, at eleven o’clock.

Since my father’s advice about only talking to my notebook,
my life has grown worse and I think I’m getting even thinner.
The girls at School all talk about my thinness and I wish they
had all the chores I have, to see if they wouldn’t be thin, too. If
I could only sleep well, and eat peacefully, I know I’d get fatter.
But for a long time I haven’t even had half an hour for lunch.

Now I’m going to stop here, kneel, and speak to Our Lady
again about my life. Only she can help me. Tomorrow I’ll tell
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here, in my dear diary, what I’ve decided to do about the brooch
with a hole, without any diamond in it.

Tuesday, November 27th
I finally carried out my plan of taking the brooch and selling it.
Could it be called stealing? I don’t think so, since the idea was
given to me by Our Lady.

But I must admit that I was very brave. The idea stuck fast in
my head for two days in a row. Today I got up early and the first
thought that came to me was that wretched brooch. And every-
thing conspired to help me. Papa has a drawer with a bell where
he keeps everything and it was in the drawer. I took the oppor-
tunity of their all being in the kitchen and turned the key very
slowly, so as not to make a noise, and took the brooch. I took it
to Seu Mendes. He weighed it and gave me thirty mil reis. I think
he cheated me, I’m sure it’s worth more, but I was so pleased at
the sight of the money that I didn’t complain. From the shop I
went to the dressmaker and handed over the money for her to
make me the dress.

I’m overjoyed with my idea; I’m going to make a blue wool
dress with a jacket and a white vest; which will look like a uni-
form but also be good enough to go out in. I’m already dreaming
of how elegant I’m going to be! Mama will only learn about my
selling the brooch when the dress comes. I’m so happy that I even
know what I’m going to say. When the dress comes I’ll show it to
mama and say, ‘This was bought with the money from the brooch
that papa said was for me when I grew up. When I’m grown up I’ll
have my teacher’s job or a husband, and I won’t need a brooch
with a hole in it. Now is when it can be useful to me.’ I know that
mama’s going to ask me why I didn’t speak to her before taking
this step. I’ll answer, ‘Because I knew that the Senhora wouldn’t
let me, and I had to have the dress for the examinations.’
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Saturday, December 1st
My dress came today. I like it so much and I’m so happy!

Everything turned out the way I’d hoped. When mama and
my sister and brothers saw it arrive, they rushed to see it, without
understanding anything. I immediately told mama what I’d done
and I was surprised at her not saying anything to me, and even
more amazed when she went to her room, got thirty mil reis, gave
them to my brother, and told him, ‘Go to the goldsmith’s shop
and tell him I’m sorry I sent the brooch to be sold and that I want
it back.’ Renato went and came back saying that the goldsmith
said he’d already melted it down and couldn’t return it. I know
Seu Mendes is lying. He wouldn’t be so foolish as to melt down
such a well-made piece of jewelry as that. I know he put a dia-
mond in it and sold it, or he’s going to sell it. But I don’t care
what happened to it. I’m so pleased with my dress and the success
I’m going to have at School. Sooner or later things come true.
My father is perfectly right when he says, ‘The unlucky don’t cry
forever.’ The remorse I might have felt disappeared when mama
produced the thirty mil reis to get the brooch back. I’m very
pleased with myself. I know I’m going to manage my life better.
I’m smarter.

Monday, December 3rd
Today I wore my dress to School. I know that it’s pretty because
of the envy it aroused. The girls all said immediately, ‘There
never was such a uniform, here or in China. The principal ought
to see it and forbid it. After this they’re going to have silk uni-
forms at School. Haven’t you already made one of wool with a
piqué vest?’ I swear I was afraid they were going to complain to
the principal and he’d even forbid me to wear it.

Sometimes I’m amazed to see how intelligent I am about cer-
tain things. But it was all Our Lady. She saw I needed a dress and
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