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This writing is in honor to all those who adventure 

themselves  

in the pursuit of a better life, in making their dreams 

come true  

or even for fun.  

 

In the same way, I dedicate  this book to my family  

and to my friends , since they are the base and the 

support  

of each one of my steps.  

 

To all my teachers , especially those of Portuguese  

and English, the gratitude from this eternal learner.  

 

I also want to dedicate this piece of w ork to  

the new generations  ï as an example to Julia, my 

Goddaughter,  

who is learning her first steps at present ï, with  

the wish that they learn to speak, to listen, to run 

around  

the world and to share.  

 

 

ñTraveling is a way to get to know the world,  

lif e, other people and yourself better.  

It's a funny, fast and effective way  

to improve the world, because the learner traveler  

returns with new ideas and energy  

to the place from where he started.  

Set your feet and mind on the road! ò 

 

Vicente Zancan Frantz  
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WHEN YOU KNOW THE  
MOMENT...  

 

* Who amongst us wouldnôt like to travel, freely around the world, making 

the most of its beauties, enjoying its surprises, facing its challenges, and 

also, add up situations, share experiences, touch what was just imagined 

before...?  

* How many of us have spent life dreaming of taking THAT trip, always 

postponed, until the moment when, at last, we do not have physical, 

material,  psychological conditions to do it anymore...  

* How many times we let the train of history  pass by for not knowing how to 

spot, at the right moment, the only opportunity that was waving at us...  

* How many times don´t we keep waiting for others to take the initiative for 

us, to take all the measures and to present us with things which are 

ready...  

* How many times don´t we end up leaving our projects behind, not living 

new experien ces, because we believe we do not have the ideal 

conditions...  

* How many of us give up our dreams because we don´t believe in them 

enough, or because we don´t have the guts to make them come true...  

* How many times do we get unmotivated at the first diff iculty and use this 

as an excuse to be accommodated in our comfort zone ...  

* How many times the fear of the unknown was greater than the wish to 

face it...  

Thinking of all these, we give a round of applause to what Vicente did, 

since he believed in and was  able to accomplish his project, for long dreamed 

of and firmly planned in every single detail. The obstacles were being 

overcome one by one. The fears courageously released. And the dreams 

persistently came true.  
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We know it was an enriching experience, no t only with happy 

moments. For an experience like this one to take place utterly, it was 

necessary to be with open arms and heart, willing to face all the challenges, 

accepting conditions never thought of before.  

The important thing was to always believe,  never giving in when 

facing difficulties, and to endeavor all the possible efforts for succeeding in 

his project.  

 The trip represented, at the same time, a dive within himself and out 

of himself, initiating, as a rite of passage, a new time of his life.  

Not only did he learn a lot with this experience, but all of us learnt a 

lot with him. For the family, it was thrilling to follow his efforts, his 

determination, and his courage to carry out  this well succeeded ñadventureò. 

Now, he wants more. He wants to share with his friends and all 

those who care about him a little of the emotions and the pleasure he 

had. A lonely traveler, he did not have anyone to talk to about his 

impressions and emotions. And we all know that when we go through 

something very good a nd thrilling , it does not fit into just one heart. We 

need to lend these emotions to other hearts and leave a little bit of what 

we felt inside each one of them. Therefore, in this register, the young 

author does what we wished to do throughout his trip: h e shares joys as 

well as emotions and tells, as to a bunch of friends, the most interesting 

things about this great adventure, encouraging others to also have their 

own.  

  Maria Helena Zancan Frantz  
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FIRST  
WORDS  

 

The aim at organizing this book is to share a life experience . If you, 

reader, reflect and have fun with this reading, I will be pleased. The 

expectation is to instigate the creation of similar opportunities to all 

those who are interested  in situations of the same kind, as well as to 

make each and every reader to enjoy some part of this great and thrilling  

adventure. The intention never was to describe in detail each place visited, 

since this information are to be appropriately found in guide books.  

We were taught that a writer rarely creates. He us ually captures 

information and conveys it to society, introducing such ideas in a different 

way, intending to convey messages till then not captured in the afore 

proposed ways. In this sense, the originality of the author is necessary, that 

is connected to  his sensitivity, observation and reflection. This determines 

his creation, which, in the end, makes his success possible (or not). Perhaps, 

something similar should be recommended to the reader. So, please, so as 

to perfume these simple writings, give win gs to your imagination!  

I have always dreamed of having experiences of this kind. I believe 

there are opportunities for all, nevertheless with different easiness or 

difficulties for each one. Due to cultural, financial, physical, educational  

background, pe rsonality differences etc., everyone has individual reasons 

and explanations for having different attitudes facing ordinary facts that 

challenge us every day.  

I have always dreamed of traveling. I used to imagine there would not 

be a greater joy and fulfil lment than knowing as much as possible of the so 

many beauties as of this wide world. Some feeling that life is short, heaven 

is a promise, and thus, knowing and savoring the infinite God feats 

throughout this planet would be heaven itself.  

Hence, I waited  for the opportunity to come, also helping to create it, 

I ventured myself  at the moment I believed to be the right one. We know 
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that the human being was made to live close to those he/she loves . 

Therefore, I never intended to travel all by myself. As I di d not find any 

known companion to share the emotions of a great adventure, I had to leave 

unaccompanied.  

It is true though that in London I met some Brazilian friends I had 

known in Brazil. But, because of different itineraries, unfortunately none of 

them was a constant company. For this reason, I soon looked for alternatives 

so that the so feared lowliness would not knock me down . 

Firstly, I had the full support of my family. Acknowledging the 

importance of such an experience, my parents have always provid ed all the 

support possible. Likewise, I have got motivated by my friends. Everybody 

has contributed for me, even though alone, not to feel lonely. An example of 

that were the countless comments posted in a blog, created during the trip, 

as well as the e -mails constantly exchanged. Surely, considering the long 

distance and the endless difficulties, I missed every one so much. However, 

the terror of solitude has never got to an unbearable point.  

The positive aspect of it was that, without having someone to t alk to 

as much, Iôve ended up writing some thoughts so as to have the impression 

that I was somehow communicating. And that is how these writings came 

about.  

In order to facilitate trips overseas, it is essential to travel around with 

legal age of majority . In relation to my life in Brazil, Iôve always known I 

belong to a privileged minority. Moreover, having had conditions of living 

well and close to my family and friends, I would never have found a better 

place to spend most of my days. Thatôs why, since the beginning, the 

intention was solely to spy through the lock of the Planet, briefly 

experimenting whatôs different. The way back home shouldôve been as fast 

as possible. Actually, Iôve imagined the length of the journey would be 

enough to reach my goals , not mattering much how many times the Big Ben  

would go round during this break of lifeôs duties. 
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Knowing the English language has been consolidated as the most 

efficient communication method when one aims at going beyond the borders 

of his own country. Thus, before traveling I have taken English classes for 5 

years, studying as much as my patience allowed me. Even so, as soon as I 

got there, I faced  the accent of a British officer, less kind than a watch dog;  I 

immediately started missing my English much  more!  

When I turned 18, and I noticed that I could already articulate basic 

phrases in English, I felt that the time to venture myself was coming. As I 

was  born in 1983, I got to age of majority  in 2001. In the same year, I had 

entered university to take Law. I got to the conclusion the best moment to 

travel (for a long time) would be the middle of the graduate course , as I 

wouldôve already been familiarized with my future professional area, being 

able to observe it in other countries as well. Still, after  the necessary leave 

to travel, I would have a reasonable time to recover the ñforgottenò content, 

avoiding greater deficits until the graduation ceremony (and the professional 

opportunities that come with it...). And the doors would be open to future 

expe riences after college.  

The initial destination of the trip was London , capital of England. Iôve 

chosen this metropolis considering especially the vast culture that Iôd find 

there. We know London  is a cosmopolitan city, where we find mostly all the  

nations of this Planet. Moreover, its official local language is English (the one 

I wanted to learn). As if it werenôt enough, the British currency is the English 

Pound, the strongest among the greatest economies, what would enable me 

to work and save the necessar y money to travel to other places as well. 

Mainly across the European continent, the only one that, until the moment, 

facilitates a lot the lives of those who want to know its several countries . 

All in all, the vast culture, the English practice and the po wer of the currency 

have determined my choice.  

And that was it. Iôve taken 5 semesters of university, required a leave  

of my course and started the so awaited trip. After enrolling in a school on 

the internet, I got to London. I was very nervous about the famous rejection 

to the entrance of foreigners into the European Union in British soil. 
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Notwithstanding this fact, in case I didnôt get the visa to enter in that 

country, Australia or New Zealand had already been chosen as alternatives 

to the initial idea.  

The state of mind that dominated me as soon as I got to London  

might be understood through a simple poem that I wrote:  

Literal  Landscape, Portraying a Thought  

 

These days  
I live dreams  
Which require  
Other days.  

 
The world that here I find  
There I would ne ver find  

Experiences without words  
Depression and euphoria.  

 
A lot in life has its time  

I believe now is the time  
To know and to find out  

The ñother timeò would be never. 
 

I feel it, I miss it so much  
But the dream is even greater  

If any day I regret it  
It  will not be for having sought the best.  

 
Differences, new and old.  

Qualities and flaws  
Another planet, other ideas  

Values and prejudice are washed away.  
 

My life maze is bigger  
Strange ways I had never considered  

This finite experience is fascinating  
Towa rds the way out, here I shall pass.  
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Not all, I know, are flowers  
More loved ones, fewer thorns  
Itôs the ambition that causes pain 

But energizes my way.  
 

I wanted to be able to enjoy it all  

To have the world in my hand  
Happy with what I already have  
It wou ld be the exact perfection.  

 
Who left will never be back  
Having a less narrow mind  

Far beyond left or right  
With new wings the world will fly.  

 
I move on realizing  

There are more dreams and ambitions  
I never want to settle down  

In challenges, find solution s.  
 

May this be the first one  
Of these wanderings and realizations  

Broken and (re)created laws  
They are ideals that move lungs.  

 
Hard, but not impossible  

Discovering that I know nothing  
In the game of life, I will make the dreams come true  

And, citizen of the world, I will pursue.  

Furthermore, roughly speaking, the will to travel has beaten my fears 

and increased my  courage whereas Iôve overcome the limitations, and have 

pursued my dreams. Naturally, as time went by, I noticed my fears had 

actually been sub stituted, the limitations altered, my dreams partly modified 

and the courage redirected...  

At last, as it was expected, I feel Iôve had a great adventure, part of 

which Iôm reckoning only now. Nothing abnormal, since we know human 

beings take long to diges t the information they acquire, isnôt it so? Besides 

that, the time I spent traveling wasnôt that short. Even though itôs been mere 

16 months of a life that belongs to a generation whose life expectancy 

already estimated at more than 130 years (optimistic prediction, I know. 

Laughter...), what matters is not the time spent traveling, but the way 

the trip was enjoyed . The thrilling accomplishments and the fascinating 

experiences of this 1 year and 4 months ñdriftingò abroad (the opposition 
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would claim!) have  certainly made other decades of my life special, since Iôm 

always reflecting, enjoying and learning from the knowledge acquired at this 

time.  

As a matter of fact, the number of strikes of a clock during any 

adventure is one of the most relative things, be cause it depends on oneôs 

commitment and capacities, which are very variable factors. A proof of that 

is that there are people who have always lived in the same place and who 

donôt know it well, while there are others who, in a few weeks, already know 

a wh ole region pretty well. Not to mention those who live abroad, learn to 

have a critical and curious view, and soon after they go back to their 

hometowns and live there as tourists and qualified learners, and just then 

they get to know it well.  

Itôs obvious that the dream of going round the world hasnôt been 

totally fulfilled (and I suspect it will never be!). Quite on the contrary, I hope 

several other adventurous opportunities are yet to come. Even if time 

doesnôt stop, responsibilities increase and age limitations become inevitable, 

I believe planning , creativity and improvisation  may overcome the 

variable obstacles of each one of the years to come.  

Closely knowing the oriental culture, the African continent and all Latin 

America are future destinations to be pursued. Even more difficult, but not 

impossible, is the dream of traveling the seven seas by boat, anchoring for a 

while in Oceania. And there we go, since, at least we don´t pay any taxes for 

dreaming in Brazil!  

Itôs always fun to enjoy the touristic  attractions  of each place, 

getting to know the good things that are displayed to travelers. But we 

mustnôt please ourselves with so little. Comparing the peculiarities of each 

people, of each mind, of each idea, as well as exhaustively reflecting so as to 

contribute for the construction of a better world is a duty of ach one of us, 

citizens of the world. Although everybody should have the right to travel to 

and to know places, unfortunately, just a few have the  opportunity to unfold 

the realities that, some times, only books bring to us. And none of the gifted 

ones with such a privilege has the right of offloading their responsibility of 

http://www.pelapaz.com/ENGLISH
http://www.amazon.com/


 

  www.PELAPAZ.com/ENGLISH   -   www.amazon.com  -  Any Bookstore!   13 

 

sharing these experiences. Thatôs another reason why I write this report. 

As for the authorship of these writings, thereôs something interesting 

to be clarified from a psychological point of view. My name is Vicente and my 

nickname is Tião. Observing the occasions in which one or another was used, 

I started distinguishing them. Soon I captured the inner characteristics of 

each  one, defining them more or less with two personalities belonging to the 

same person. It doesnôt mean itôs a bipolar disorder; rather, itôs a mere 

division and classification of behaviors of the same being. I believe you must 

have a nickname, also sharing their attitudes. So here goes the suggestion 

for us to get to know each other better, alright? Thatôs why in February 

2004, inspired by the Carnival atmosphere, I jotted down the following lines.  

Tião Vicente  

 

Tião Titó of the Rum Distillery  
Right away I i ntroduce myself  
The origin and the name itself  

Come from friends, without prejudice.  
 

I have my own personality  
However, I share with another the body  

I celebrate the mundane beauties  
Smiling, singing, living, dizzy.  

 
Adolescence, eternally  

In many aspect s I oppose to the other  
We criticize each other, book and bottle  

I will always be young, emotional and hasty.  

 
Fortunately, we complement each other  
As he takes responsibility of our deeds  
Although to the world we are just one  

We have two personalities, m ore than rare.  
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He is mature and rational  
I will always be an adolescent  

I am abrupt and impulsive  
Filled up with Brazilian rum.  

 

When he is tired  
I enter the scene  

I always call him after I make some trouble  
And his prestige is my salvation.  

 

He is the he ad, I am the heart  
One is the refuge and the escape of the other  

From stress he runs away not to go insane  
Adventurer, I look for emotion.  

 

I donôt walk around with bad company 
I hardly follow those I walk with  

Barbecue, cards, booze and party  
From time to  time, a soccer match when I am drunk.  

 

I am always by the bar  
Essential is the booze, after the girls  
ñI only drink because it is liquid 
If it were solid, Iôd eat it.ò 

 

After all, of the road, he is the way  
Alcohol of wine, Iôm the wrong way 
He says: ñMy name is Vicente Z. F.ò 

And I, ñAround here, people call me Ti«oéò 

 

As for the structure and the organization of this book , I adopted a 

chronological order. Initially, WHEN YOU KNOW THE MOMENT... is a doting 

and affectionate introduction made by mother. Nex t, FIRST WORDS must 

locate the reader in relation to the reasons not only for these trips but also 

for these writings. After that, the report of the impressions of the EIGHT 

FIRST MONTHS AWAY FROM HOME was written about 6 months after my 

return to Brazil. In the first 180 days of my return to the green and yellow 

country, I tried to go on living as a tourist  (visiting, observing, enjoying, 

comparing, registering), even considering them as a continuation of the 16 

months being abroad. Finally, VIRTUAL SCRIBB LES ON THE BLOG describes 

the following months and are based on the referred virtual site written while 

I was still traveling.  
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These four parts of the book were decorated with ph otos , qualifying 

and complementing the messages of the text. Key - words were 

hi ghlighted , facilitating the readerôs life who, besides having fun throughout 

the report, wants to find some tips , references of the cities, countries,  or 

suggestions  of reflection. To make your reading even richer and more fun, 

get informed on the internet  about the places, things and facts that were 

mentioned here. If your search is successful, youôll take a ride with me on 

this trip!  

Out of curiosity, more than 1500 of the taken photos were printed and 

only some remained digital. As I was alone most of t he time, Iôve asked 

strangers to do the favor of taking pictures with my camera many times. 

Who should I entitle such task? The choice was simple: either I asked 

someone with the looks of a good photographer, or Iôd take the risk of 

handing the camera to a  ñchubbyò person who could be easily reached in 

case of a chase to recover it... Hahaha...  

I donôt know precisely what to call this material. Itôs not exactly a 

diary. To call it ñwritings about the day by day in which the routine is 

constant changesò would also be complicated. Itôs essentially writings 

about  a search for peace, inner as well as exterior.  Thus, traveling to 

find peace, I think the naming ñwriting travel thoughts of peaceò would be 

truthful and meaningful. However, as itôs too long, itôd be inconvenient. So, 

thinking of a simpler and more attractive title, although not as rich as the 

aforementioned option, Iôve created the current ñMochileiro Aprendiz 

Aventureiro ï Adventurer Learner Backpacker ò, meaning the manner, 

the goal and the spirit of  the trip. Itôs a summary of the method that I 

believe to be the most accessible, enjoyable and interesting one to know the 

world. What did you think of it? You will notice that the whole book is a tip  

for people to travel like that.  

Iôve thought about the writing style used in this piece of writing. Iôve 

decided to use commas as little as possible in order to try to provide a light, 

extroverted and informal way.  We aim at making this report a pleasant chat, 

as well as a way not to twist the tongue and to f acilitate the functioning of 
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the reader´s lungs. This writing was perfumed with poems as well as with an 

artistic perspective to see the world, life, other backpackers and myself.  

Well then. An even bigger dream is that other conclusions, reflections, 

assu mptions and learning moments that rise from this great journey be 

shared in other novel s. All this hoping that this  report gets to be light and fun. 

So, with no further ado, I wish each and every reader make the most of and 

have lots of fun with this fasci nating adventure ð at least to the one who´s 

writing to you! lol...  
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THE E IGHT FIRST MONTH S AWAY FROM 
HOME  

 

When I arrived in LONDON , the capital of England, on 23 rd  September 

2003, I lived in a Braziliansô home. There were 2 rooms and a living  room, 

in which 17 people lived. The house was located in southern London (ñthe 

least richò area, since the north of this British megacity was even better 

structured), at 559 -A Garratt Lane . There was no room for everyone to sit 

down or to sleep at the sam e time. We had to improvise. Two of these 

people I had already met: Jerônimo B. Pinto and Bianca Botteselle. Both 

Brazilian, gauchos  (in this case, people from Rio Grande do Sul ï Brazil), 

friends I had made in Ijuí, where the three of us lived during many  years, 

and where I am ñstillò living. The others were acquaintances of one, who had 

met the other and so on and so forth, all helping each other in the 

experience of living away from home. On the first day out with this fine 

group of friends, I was guided  to the main touristic attractions of the city. Of 

course that the English Parliament was among them :  
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I have made other good friends. This house was fun and it will be 

unforgettable. But, unfortunately, after I moved from that typical hostel, I 

could not k eep in touch with all the friends who used to live there. They were 

college students here in Brazil, so some of them came back to pursue their 

studies. Others traveled to different places, trying to unveil a little more the 

mysteries of human life, on such  an enigmatic planet.  

And this is the life of the great majority of Brazilian students abroad : 

work hard, live as if you were camping for a few months, improvise, study 

the foreign language, miss your loved ones, meet different people and know 

different pl aces . It is paramount to have an adventurous spir it, an open mind 

to new ideas, new thoughts, new attitudes and behaviors, new personalities, 

and new ways of interpreting life, age, friendship, family, work, the 

government, society etc.  

The good travelers  are the ones who use new information available to 

them to reflect about the world, the others, life and themselves. They 

constantly search for an improvement of our way of life, in a less ignorant 

way, so as to find happiness. They end up believing that, if each person had 

the opportunity to travel enough, the world would be a better place for 

everybody. As when we travel, we learn to be thoughtful of others, to share 

and we fight for the end of frontiers. We search for knowledge in a more 

relaxed way. The  good travelers are good learners . We do much more 

than going around: we read the world. We realize that reading, writing 

and traveling are just one thing . To read is to travel around the 

world, to travel is to read the Planet and to write is to share all of the 

above.  

Well, on the first days  I was there, I was literally scared. Almost 

everything was different from here. Things were not exactly as I had read 

about or had heard of. Although the will to make things work out was huge, I 

felt the difficulties on my own skin. The disproportion between the two 

currencies made it impossible to support life  in London with Reais. Jobs there 

were tough and hard to find. The sad differences between Brazil and the 

United Kingdom were more and more blatant.  Not only bec ause it was 
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always  drizzling there, without any sun, but mainly because the development 

of the economic and social areas contrasted two very different worlds. The 

misspending of the English wealth hurt because of the Brazilian misery and 

of the other  

count ries ñin 

eternal 

developmentò. The 

comparison with 

the beloved 

homeland was 

always inevitable 

and extremely 

painful. Dear God: 

why such an 

unequal, unfair 

and ignorant 

world?  

In that 

house, I spent 

approximately two 

months. A total 

insanity. The jobs  

for  Latin -

Americans, 

everyone knows, are those that the English do not want. Hence, we worked 

as waiters, cleaners, baby sitters, leaflet distributors, attendants in bars, 

restaurants, hotels etc. We used to work as ñhandymanò, ñgeneral services 

assistantò. There werenËt any freelance carriersô spots just because of the 

cold (the human and the climatic one) and of the police. We all tried the job 

of mason, which salary was higher. The schedules of our jobs were quite 

varied.  
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During 24 hours a day, seven days a  week, there were people arriving 

and leaving the house (a dwelling with the highest demographic density that 

I have ever heard of, lol...).  

At this time, I was working at night, as a cleaner, in an office in 

downtown London. It was my first job.  

By the wa y, it was the first year that I did cleaning services,  even on 

Christmas and New Year´s Eve. After, to make matters worse, I did not get 

any pence from my English boss. The guy deceived me: as he discovered 

that my visa  was the tourist one, and not the stu dent one,  what prevented 

me from working, he let me clean for two and a half months, without paying 

me, until I decided to abandon the gig . And , in this case, I couldn´t even 

think about suing him!  

It was Christmas time. The city was taken by  a more peacef ul feeling 

than the normal one. Remarkably,  even without money and feeling a mixture 

of sadness and rebellion due to the prejudicial dirty trick that Tony, my 

English boss, had done, I ended up being taken by the Christmas spirit. I´ve 

always thought that,  at Christmas, people get slightly less selfish and 

intolerant, opening a slot in the heart for love and for solidarity. And then, 

inspired by Santa, I´ve overcome the trauma of being psychologically 

abused by someone who thought that his country was to ex ploit, in a 

legitimate way, other nations. Ironically, at this troubled time I wrote about 

love, as you can see in the poem below. I define it as tacky, broadly known 

and  profound. What are the changes that you (also driven by it) would do in 

it? Notice th at I wrote about love, but without using this magic word . 
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Replace and Irreplaceable  

Quite simple  
Complicated topic  

Written by a beginner  
Eternally unfinished.  

 

Supreme feeling  
It explains why we are here  

Where we come from  
Towards where we head.  

 

Thereôs no word to explain it 
Itôs the essence of every one and all 
Only those who live it understand it  

Here is its enchantment, great mystery.  

 

Humane purpose  
Translated by life  

A few know it for real  
It teaches you to live, no one doubts that.  

 

Also expr essed by a kiss  
By the look, by a book  

For going, staying, dreaming, realizing  
Being, smiling, a friend.  

 
It conquers weak and strong  

A good guide on any road  
Eternally unforgettable  
It rules the great stay.  

 
Existing in several shapes  

 Each one practices  it in a way  
Beginning of happiness  

Itôs a highlight in the perfect world. 

 

Everyone gets drunk with it  
Itôs beyond good or evil 

In the hilarious circus of life  
Itôs the enlightenment of carnival. 
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Surrounded in certain ways  
These are called imperfection  

Shield, barrier or refuge  
Suppress the heart.  

 

Reason to live  
Letters will not explain it  

There is life only when something is loved  
Its reason is simply to love ...  

 

And this was the end of 2003 for me. Up to that moment, I could 

communicate with my famil y and with my friends in Brazil through the 

telephone. There was a way to call to other countries for a price that was 

quite reasonable, even for Latin -Americans students, but only on Sundays. 

Thus, observing the difference in the time zones so as to call in appropriate 

times, as far as possible, I would miss them a little less.  

I remember clearly that on a relatively sunny Sunday I discovered the 

influence of the  sun  for the human mind (as well as the consequence of its 

lack, as it happens in many European  countries). It had been about six 

weeks that I had arrived in the English capital. I was already cleaning that 

office at night, but up to that moment I hadn´t received any pence of a 

pound. In my mind, the deception for not having the student visa with a 

work permit, but only the tourist one. And it was rather unfair since I was a 

student indeed! The initial shock concerning the differences between a rich 

country such as one in the United Kingdom and the Brazilian misery still 

prevented me from thinking of  other things. Feelings such as sadness, revolt 

and insurgence  dominated my spirit. Finding myself helpless, hurt, I´ve 

realized that I was a little depressed. Body and mind were getting 

acquainted with tiredness, which was unknown until then. During three  or 

four weeks, I slept for about 12 hours per day, waking up unbelievably tired.  

So, I decided to sleep early on a Saturday night, and, on a Sunday, a 

little before midday, I was woken up by sun light that came through by the 

wholes on the curtain. I got surprised once I was taken by this well -being 

and happiness. I didn´t have breakfast. I didn´t make lunch. I had some 

glasses of water, then elongated, put on appropriate pants to exercise and 
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went out to go running.  I left home and, already on my first st eps outside, I 

realized a common feeling in other people as well. It was the sun!!! The 

energy of the sun. In a city like London, where the drizzle is constant, 

especially in the winter, sunny days are rare. And most of the times, not 

better than partly su nny.  

I don´t have the exact data, but I suppose that the rainy climate and 

the cloudy sky characterized not less than three hundred days a year. 

Considering the bad weather, the working hours and the study load of a 

foreign student coming from a poor count ry, the possibility of enjoying the 

sun is almost like winning the lottery. Conversely, students from rich 

countries, in their free time, are more like tourists than workers. Good for 

them. A curious fact: it is almost always cloudy or rainy, but most of t he 

times the main conversation topic is the weather and its forecast. Would it 

be a lack of subject?  

Anyway... It was on this Sunday, in the end of 2003, that I realized 

how much the sun influences our humor, happiness, willingness, joy, well -

being etc. I realized the sun meant quality of life, much more important than 

only transmitting vitamin D. On the buses and underground trains, people 

seemed more willing, slept less, smiled more, looked at each other joyfully, 

transmitting to one another a positive en ergy. The euphoria was such that I 

thought that those who were not happy at that moment wouldn´t be so in 

any other opportunity.  

Going on with our report, some days after that, I managed to enroll in 

a public library , in Kentish Town , a borough close to Camden Town . From 

there I could borrow some books, among those two or three by Charles 

Dickens, and some others of law. I used to read English papers available to 

the library users and, mainly, I used the internet (so that I wouldn´t have to 

pay a cyber cafe ). The limit for surfing on the web was of one hour daily. But 

I did not access the World Wide Web more than twice a week, obviously due 

to a matter of time, so precious then. Also in this library, I spent hours and 

hours finding shelter from the intense c old. As I lived in place where the 

heating was controlled by  stingy old folks ï described further ahead ï, who 
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preferred to wear a coat inside the house rather than spend some pence of 

pounds to pay the gas of the heating, the library was pretty warm and i t was 

a divine refuge  to read and escape from the cold.  

One thing I couldn´t do in this public and silent place was to read out 

loud (what I used to do back home, in order to acquire fluency and to lose 

the  Brazilian accent ). Sometimes I would write whole  texts using solely the 

signs of the pronunciation table from the dictionary. It is the most efficient 

method for any Foreign Language student. I also wrote a glossary (and read 

it over again a dozen of times), with more than a 1000 words and their 

meaning s, so as to improve my vocabulary  (for knowledge) and to obtain a 

University of Cambridge  certificate  (for my CV).  

As we know, the European winter is absolutely freezing. On the 

streets, even with appropriate clothes, we felt very cold. The advantage in 

re lation to the pampa gaucho  (where the winter also has low temperatures) 

is that in Europe closed places have heating  and windows with double 

glazing or thick glasses . Thus, inside the houses people wear short -

sleeved t -shirts and shorts, but on the street,  they wear heavy clothes as 

much as they can. It is fun to see when foreigners, who are not used to this 

situation, like me, forget about the difference of temperature between 

indoors and outdoors.  The first time I went outdoors wearing a short -

sleeved t -shirt and a pair of shorts, fooled by the internal heating of the 

building, I was almost sold as an  ice bar! Oh dear! I spent about three days 

rolled up in a blanket, not feeling my body... Hahaha...  

Then, I moved from that house of Brazilians to one close  to the school 

I was going to at that time, in Camden Town  (a borough located in the 

North, the richest region of the city). Those who have already been there 

know that it is certainly one of the places with the greatest diversity of 

human beings on the en tire Planet! In the beginning, I even got startled, 

because almost everything and everyone were new to me, as someone 

coming from Ijuí , a small town in the northwest of Rio Grande do Sul. But, 

little by little, I started getting used to and interacting wit h the differences. 

In a few days, I noticed how much my existence was being enriched by a 

http://www.pelapaz.com/ENGLISH
http://www.amazon.com/


 

  www.PELAPAZ.com/ENGLISH   -   www.amazon.com  -  Any Bookstore!   25 

 

cosmopolitan social contact. And I searched for new experiences as much as 

I could. I starved and felt cold, got unemployed, completely broke, and sick, 

I thought I w ould die missing my beloved ones. But I handled it. I´ve never 

doubted it was a necessary learning process  for someone who aimed at 

knowing the world the way it really is (quite different from the shielded one 

in a nice and protective way by our parents... ). To be able to go back home 

any time I wanted was the biggest assurance that I had, guaranteed by a 

return air ticket already bought here in Brazil even before I had boarded.  

Every minute that went by I felt I was living a kind of 

metamorphoses . Not tha t I was a narcissist, but I was loving to get to 

know myself better, by observing my attitudes towards the new and different 

facts that were taking place every day. I was fully aware and intended to go 

to extremes, always seeking a less ignorant and happie r balance.  When I 

shaved my head, convinced that the hair, beard and clothes were some sort 

of disguise adopted by each one of us, I had no more doubts of how much I 

was already integrated into the new cosmopolitan atmosphere... Hahaha ... 

One of the styles  that were tried was the Mohican one:  

This so 

called second 

refuge of mine was 

a little bedroom, in 

Camden Town , in 

an apartment of an 

English couple, 

Jack and 

Margareth, each 

one with 75 years 

of life experience 

(150 years of 

learning). I confess that I l earned a lot living with this  foreign family , 

even though it was not always in a pleasant way.  
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I found the place through Alexandra, the secretary of the school 

where I used to study English. She was Argentinean and we treated each 

other as hermanos . This S outh -American lady knew that I was so much in 

trouble, needing a place to live cheap enough and close to the school (so 

that I wouldn´t spend money commuting and would have more time to 

work), although the educational establishment was located in Camden , i n an 

expensive area for Brazilian students. One morning, Alexandra gave me a 

note, saying that she had found a place that seemed to be the one I was 

looking for. Nevertheless, tilting her head, raising her eyebrows and with a 

suspicious look on her face, s he made an observation that the price of the 

rent was exactly half of what they would usually charge for in that area. 

Even so, she advised me: ñGo check what it is like, as you wonËt have to 

pay just to take a look at it!ò And I surely did. I even intended to ask for a 

discount...  Hahaha...  

Apparently, it seemed to me that it was the ideal place. A room just 

for myself, having the opportunity to practice the English languageé quite 

the opposite of what was happening in that house full of Brazilian friends.  It 

was next to the school I was going to, in a neighborhood where everybody 

wanted to live, for half of the price of the market.  

Well thené Slowly, things were becoming quite different: the old Jack 

waking me up in the middle of the night saying that I sh ould evict the room 

the morning after as I hadn´t paid him the rent, but he would always 

apologize and wish me a good night after I reminded him I´d already paid 

and showed him the receipt. Even worse, there were rats in my room. Up 

until then, I was compl etely disgusted by those animals, but little by little, I 

had to put up with them, having to sleep not minding if they were right next 

to me. Later on, I managed to take a picture of them! And I could only use 

the kitchen and the bathroom when the dear old  landlord couple was home, 

considering that they used to be away daily for hours!   

Besides, there were several times when I arrived home and saw Jack 

meddling with  my things ï he also had the key of my bedroom! ï, I believe 

he was checking whether I was a terrorist or something like that. But it is all 
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right. To get to 75 years of age and have to rent a room of your own house 

to an unknown student mustn´t be something so easy...  

The low price and the good location of the place made me stay there 

for approxi mately three months. Jack and Margareth were ñmoodyò, but they 

usually liked to talk.  They would tell me things about England, about the 

history of London, about what life was like there etc. I´ve heard quite 

interesting stories of two people who lived ami d World War II. And imagine 

the situation; with my two surnames: Zancan Frantz, the first Italian and the 

second German. It wouldn´t be a surprise if the two old folks did not keep a 

profound resentment towards Nazi fascists!  

As they only found out my full  name after I was already living there 

with them, they suspected that, with those European surnames, I could 

perhaps not even be Brazilian. I tried to explain it to them, but I´m sure that 

they also suspected that I could be an enemy spy, all those decades  

afterwards... Hahaha ... And I had fun with all that. After all, these are things 

that we don´t see here, in our dearest Brazil. With the spirit relatively light, I 

was seeking for strength  in my belief that, if we let stress, problems, 

excessive work, exp ectations etc. to take hold of our time and of our 

mind, we will allow adverse possession  to be done of our life ...  

It is also interesting to mention the worry that Jack and Margareth 

had with their health . It impressed me, because they looked around 10 

years younger than they claimed to be. They had healthy habits. They would 

eat every two hours, just a little bit each time. Their ñmenuò was filled with 

pulses, non - transgenic vegetables, fruits, and fish. And they didn´t eat 

anything frozen. That´s why the y would often repeat: ñWe donËt have a 

freezer at homeò. 

Both would fast for a day every month. As soon as I got to know that, 

I waited for the ñspecialò date and played a trick on them. I cooked their 

favorite dish, roasted fish fillet, filling the whole house with its delicious 

aroma. On that day, they were around my roast meal. They would repeat 

several times that to feast was something healthy, maybe to convince 

themselves about that. But they did not ask me for a small bite at all. And 
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they only had wa ter during that whole day. All I wanted was for them to 

yield and to ask me for some food. But  they did not. Perhaps because the 

English pride wouldnËt let them ask ña poor Latin-Americanò for help. And I 

won´t lie: Jack rejected my help even to carry thin gs, justifying that the 

remains  of my energy should be used for me to try to keep up with  an 

English man, what I would hardly achieve.  

So as to make myself clear in this paragraph, I need to anticipate the 

narrative and mention my most daring and most fun deed in London. To cut 

the story short, I played the saxophone on the streets and tube stations of 

the English capital. Going on with our text, Jack was a retired trumpet player  

and loved talking about music. It was such fun to see him beat around the 

bush  until he finally asked me how much money I had made playing on the 

street that day. The old man was feeling jealous and would always point out 

that, if he were my age, he would´ve played better and would´ve got more. 

And I amused myself with it.  

Then, I s tarted working through a job agency . I would work mainly 

as a waiter in banquets in hotels, and also, after, as a bartender serving and 

preparing drinks behind counters (on the opposite side of the one I had 

always been!) of several bars, as you can see on  the next photo.  
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Differently from the work of a cleaner, in these jobs I was paid 

relatively on time. That was when I started making ends meet in London, 

after the poorest 75 days of my life.  

At that time, I would count every penny to pay my weekly bills.  I had 

never eaten so much pasta, potato and rice (cheaper foods). The cold, the 

rain and the snow would prevent me from doing exercises on the streets and 

parks, as the other options were too expensive for me. Hence, I soon noticed 

the growing prominence and the inevitable deposit of carbohydrates in my 

abdomen... Hahaha...  Then, I got astonished and started going jogging even 

if it were cold or in the rain. I enrolled in a school where the annual 

installment was the same of the monthly one of the school I  was going to 

until then. I kept on going to classes in the morning, and working in the 

afternoon and at night, and sometimes in the morning as well.  

But the work at the agency was uncertain and unpredictable. For 

instance, in a week I´d work more than eig hty hours, while in the following 

ones I wouldn´t work not even for an hour . I had to find a better alternative. 

Therefore, now I´m going to tell you one of the best stories of this trip , 

about playing on the streets, as I had just anticipated a while ago.  The fact 
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is that, on the second fortnight of November 2003, I had 240 pounds. I 

needed 180 to pay the monthly rent, in the middle of December. And I had 

no job. My expenses with food and transportation would cost me 15 pounds 

a week. That is, in 4 weeks, all my money would be gone.  

In order to explain this tale better, I have to mention that, in Brazil, 

before I traveled, I was studying music and I could play the saxophone a little 

bit. When I took off to England, the weight limit for baggage was solely 25  kilos. 

So, I only took the essential, leaving my sax here in Brazil. I decided that I´d 

buy another instrument there. And that is what I did. After looking for a 

saxophone with a reasonable price on every corner of London, I found one in a 

store in Baker Street . The salesman described the instrument like this: ñWe 

bought this used sax for 200 pounds. It is in a dreadful state. We will fix this old 

stuff and will sell it for about 800 pounds .ò Indeed, the ñproduct of my dreamsò 

was in a terrible condition. But, despite these facts, it produced a sound that 

could be recognized as one coming from a sax. And it was the only one I could 

afford!  

What did I do? I came to the conclusion that I had two options. The 

first one was to spend my money to pay the rent, tr ansportation and food, 

probably having to go back to Brazil in the following month, because I would 

run out of money. The second alternative was quite risky: buying the sax 

with that money  and playing it on the street, as many artists would do. 

Perhaps I w ould get enough to breathe the London air for a little longer. Or 

maybe I´d run out  beforehand or I could even be deported, as playing on 

the street without an authorization  implied a police intervention.  Taken by 

the adventurous spirit that dominated me s ince the beginning of my journey, 

I ended up buying the aforementioned sax. I paid 200 pounds for the 

instrument which was in a  ñdreadful state ò, after two hours in the store 

ñtailoringò the business. The salesman said he didnËt profit anything, in a 

tone of ñsorrow and solidarityò. I thanked him for his ñhelpò. Thus, as I said 

before, not to be penniless  and to have to go back to Brazil in the following 

month, I needed to recover the ñinvestmentò in four weeks. 
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Believe it or not, I left the music store ha ppy and anxious. Without 

rehearsing once, I went up to Oxford Street , the main street in London, and 

started to play in front of Selfridges , one of the most expensive stores of the 

city. I knew that the people who were coming out from the store had money, 

as well as it was expressly prohibited  to play in that place. Even so, I took 

the risk of playing some keys. I was laughing because I was doing such a 

risky thing, fearing that the police would arrest me. I wished no musician 

passed by the place at that mo ment, not to hear something so out of tune!  

And there I was, making noise during a whole hour.  After sixty minutes, my 

lips couldn´t take any longer, and the fear of the probable police intervention 

made me tremble. So I stopped. I quickly put away the ins trument and the 

coins I had got inside a case I had left on the floor. In a few  seconds, I was 

inside the bus, going home, no believing in the insanity I had done. You can 

check it out !  

When I arrived in my bedroom, I was still trembling due to my 

nervousn ess; I opened the case of the instrument and counted the coins. 

Surprisingly, I had made 35 pounds!!! In order to locate the reader, this 

value corresponded to the wages of at least eight hours of work as a 

waiter, the activity that I was doing till then. In other words, playing on 
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the street during one hour meant serving drinks and cleaning tables for 

eight hours. It could´ve been beginner´s luck.  But I had no doubt that 

having risked the money of the rent, food and transportation in the 

purchase of the al most dead sax had been a great business.  

The repertoire was not vast, but restlessly repeated. Pixinguinha and 

Tom Jobim were my saviors, as well as the Pink Panther´s song. Generally 

speaking, Brazil was fashionable abroad .  Brazilian music, football and  

carnival are very well -known by foreigners. All of them like the yellow and 

green informality, enjoy the Latin human warmth and admire the beauties of 

our country. People are curious to know how come we´re so joyful and party 

lovers even though we have 

so many problems. By the 

way, take a look at this fair 

in downtown London in 

honor to Brazil. During 4 

weeks, this Christ of 

Redemption of 15 meters of 

height blessed the 

ñgringosò. 

Going on with the 

story of the sax, I started 

rehearsing at home from the 

day after the first time 

onwards and improved my 

performance on the streets, 

always at the same place. In 

a month, the instrument had 

already paid itself and it was 

also paying my expenses. 

The problem was that, after a few days, the police already knew me. The rule 

was that musicians should obey the order to stop playing in forbidden places, 

otherwise they´d be arrested. And, as they were telling me to stop every day, 
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the police officers lost their patience with me. One day, when I had been playing 

for a few  weeks, just stopping with a police order, I was surrounded by the cops. 

They told me to stop immediately and to never play on the street again. If they 

caught me one more time, just once, I´d be arrested. And I believed them. 

Because of that, my job as a street musician ended at that moment. In all 

modesty, isn´t it an amazing story? Today, similar to several other things I´ve 

also done, I felt shivers down my spine just thinking about the risks that I took 

(being arrested there does not mean getting free,  as it happens in Brazil...).  

The first weeks of 2004 were passing by. A very harsh winter in 

Europe. My head would spin round and round and around the world, and my 

mood would go from moments of depression to other of euphoria. I would 

usually have a pen and some paper with me, always trying to write what I 

was feeling. As a result, I jotted down some poems. ñThe Meaning of 

Reasonò was one of them:  

The Meaning of Reason  

As we think and reflect  
We discover new paths  

Of the fascinating maze of life  
In which we seek flowers, not thorns.  

 

To doubt brings pure thoughts  
Although perfection  

Foundation of wisdom  
Never is the constant reflection.  

 
Fly around the world  

Even when the body is in one place only  
Imagining the practice of different wings  

We suppose whe re we would land.  

 
When we come back from each flight  

We are not as we used to be any longer  
Since each thought  

Brings the man new dreams.  
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I guess life is nothing  
More than the eternal reflection  
Part of it, the Earthy adventure  

Is the experiment of imper fection.  

 

If man were perfect  
His maker wouldnôt be so 

As the reflective doubt  
Generates pleasure and wisdom.  

 

Perfection differs from happiness  
Complete order of the paradox of life  

Thinking is the source of eternal pleasure  
In the maze, it leads to the w ay out.  

 

Thereôs no life without thinking 
Thereôs no choice without freedom 

Only the one who thinks can choose  
Free thinking gives birth to opportunity.  

 

Imagining the appearance of the Being  
The one who flies in time lives longer  

If reflecting is existenc e itself  
It only becomes eternal through thought.  

 

I wish to think, to discover and to know  
Doubt, question, research and learn  

And relating theory and practice  
To eternalize myself through eternal living.  

 

Hail to Rational Immunization!  
 

In Brazil, due to  the ñlife fit for a kingò that I had in my splendid 

cradle of a middle class, I had never worked, cooked, washed the dishes, 

done the laundry, cleaned the house and had never done the other countless 

things that are not so pleasant to be done. In London, I confess, I developed 

the taste for cooking sporadically, nothing else (Hahaha...).  

Before I forget to point out, immensely grateful, I have to tell that as 

soon as I got to England I met with some Spanish friends , who had lived in 

Brazil during some year s. I mean the siblings Paco and Monica. Justice be 

done, together with Amy, Pacoôs English girlfriend, they were the ones who 

gave me an extremely important moral and psychological support. Among 
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others, they would listen to me every now and again, giving me advice, 

helping me, distracting me and inviting me for quite interesting outings. 

They turned out to be great friends, for whom I will eternally be grateful, 

hoping that one day I may pay back their thoughtful solidarity . Actually, 

during all the time t hat I was in the English capital, my friends Paco and Amy 

were essential. It was a pity that Monica soon went back to live in Spain. I 

hope it was not because I had gone to London! (Laughter...)  

In February 2004, an incredible coincidence happened. In this  

megacity, with millions inhabitants, I was half asleep, sitting in bus, coming 

back from work, when, suddenly, I ran into a compatriot called Cristina 

Sanfelici, with whom I had talked to as soon as she had arrived there. I 

recognized a young lady sitting  on a close by seat and startled her by 

greeting her. We talked for  a couple of minutes, exchanged phone numbers, 

addresses and, after a few days, I moved to her apartment as a subtenant 

(the most common contractual relationship to foreigners). The tenants  were 

a family from Malaysia, the couple had English names: Richard and Linda. 

Their daughter, who was seven years old, was called Ing Yee.  

Living with this Malaysian family, with a Chinese culture, I also 

learned a lot. They had already been in London for  about five years. Richard 

was taking his master degree in business administration and used to sell 

hats in a fair in Camden  on weekends. When he finished the course, he got a 

job as a supervisor in a big supermarket network. Linda worked as a cook in 

a Ch inese restaurant. He worked from early in the morning till the end of the 

afternoon . She worked from the beginning of the afternoon till around 

midnight. Both  only had one day off a week, which rarely coincided.  

Little Ing Yee, besides studying in the morn ing and in the afternoon in 

a school for children in that neighborhood, would get home, in the end of the 

afternoon or in the evening (depending on the time of the year), and would 

do exercises that her demanding parents had prepared for her ñto occupy 

her  time wellò. The seven-year old child almost didn´t play, and was 

subjected to a study disciplinary regime more rigid than the one of a 

Brazilian adult who intends to pass in a tough contest. And it seems to me 
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that, generally, ñeducatedò Orientals have this way of thinking.  

Cristina and I didn´t see each other so often either, we used to work, 

study and sleep at different times. That is, the busy lives we had wouldn´t 

let us sit and talk in that house. Our relationship was limited to exchanging a 

few words  when we used the kitchen quickly and simultaneously. Or we´d 

repeat the greetings ñHiò, ñByeò, ñSee youò, ñHow are you?ò, when we got or 

left home. Still, our interaction would be completed every time we had to 

pay the weekly rent  and did it together ,  alw ays in advance (in general, 

payments are done weekly). In other words, life  was so busy  that we didn´t 

have time even to talk to the people who were our flat mates.  

This was my third and last home in London. It was quite close to the 

second dwelling, both in Camden Town . When you are away from home , 

family and friends , it is common to feel quite lost, mainly when we are 

Latin -American students in a rich country such as England, working in every 

possible way to pay the rent of a room, food, studies, transpor tation. And all 

these items in a quite simple way, always creating and innovating so as to 

save...  

Well, hence came the opportunity to  live in the same house as 

someone from the same Brazilian and ñgauchaò town that I had come from. 

On that context of diff erences, it was as if I had found my family. And it was 

no different. Cristina and I became good friends, adventurers, helping each 

other with the  same culture. If I´m not mistaken, I moved there in February 

2004. Owing to that, I want to write with immens e gratitude that the 

familiarity with Cristina as well as her help were fundamental in this 

successful journey as an Adventurer Learner Backpacker.  

Also, very pleased I mention again a bit of the great and fundamental 

support that my family was giving me. They would send me by mail 

newspaper cuts and magazines from Brazil, sugar cane candy, little gifts and 

gaucha yerba mate herb. In  the same way, around March 2004, I got two 

beautiful poems from my parents. Both talked about trips. The one from my 

mother, although it had been dedicated to me, is a great guidance  to all 

travelers. Emotional and proud, I share it with you:  
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Crossing  

My Bonny went to Sea:  
-ñItôs necessary to sail.ò 

 

There are dangers on the way  
My Bonny goes forward  

Its teenage dream  
Is greater  than the Sea itself.  

 

Go ahead Teen -Bonny  
To decipher the mysteries of the Sea!  

 

ñ-  My Bonny, be prudent!  
Donôt take risks in vain.ò 
But, as an adventurer,  

It laughs at my fear, mocks me.  

 

 My Bonny, still so young,  
Does not fear the fury of the Sea!  

 

The Old Sea has its stories  
A thousand stories to tell  

My Bonny goes on attentive  
Collecting stories from the Sea.  

 

Go ahead smart Bonny  
In search for  the transparent Sea!  

 

Citizen of the Sea, fearless  
The Bonny sails, curious,  

In old closed shells  
It hides t he mysterious Sea.  

 

My confident Bonny  
Defies the bold Sea!  

 
A blanket embroidered by stars  

Covers the giant aquarium  

And the Bonny, a dreamer,  
Questions the distant star.  
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And the Bonny goes ahead  
In its unstoppable search!  

 

Go Bonny, but be careful,  
The Sea hides dangers  
Capable of surprising  

Fierce sailors.  

 

The Bonny sets its journey  
It knows well, itôs not alone! 

 

In yarns with silver threads  
It leaves childhood behind  

It makes plans, builds dreams,  
Learner of living it becomes.  

 

And the Bonny does not  give up  
In its persistent voyage!  

 

In the giant crossing  
It dives in its inner Sea  

It penetrates lights and shadows  
In a changing gesture.  

 

It searches for injured birds  
In lost misplacement  

 
When the crossing is complete  
The daring learner will return  

Much bigger and much stronger  
Ready to be happier.  

 

Maria Helena Zancan Frantz.  

 

As for my father´s poem, whose source of inspiration was not me, it 

suits me well. And I am sure that our ancestors would be thrilled with 

such honor, since they really crosse d the seas in search of new hopes. I 

think that the poem captivates the feeling of those who ñgo far wayò, in 

search for better life conditions. It is worth to take a look at it.  
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The Migrant  

When hope dies,  
the secular dreams,  

from the old and sweet homes,  
migrate together through the seas.  

 

Surrounded by moonlight,  
when drifting on brave waters,  

hope resurrects,  
in another place, beyond sea!  

 
Without his loved ones already,  

from old and distant places,  
from them the silent pains  

he has to stand.  
 

However,  when incarnating,  
in renewed dreams,  

the first dawns are born  
from other and new loved ones,  

which make the pains ease.  

 

From old migrated dreams  
and reborn hopes,  
peoples intertwine,  
new lives flourish.  

From the lives as these accomplished  
such flourish ed hopes,  

new homes arise,  
other looks,  

in new places.  

 

Walter Frantz.  

 

In March of the same year, I got a job in a bar in Islington , very close 

to Camden Town . The place was sad and funny. It was sad because, at ten in 

the morning, there was already a lin e of alcoholic clients at the door, waiting 

to begin and to sustain their addiction. And it was funny because the age 

range of the costumers was close to 70 years of age, and all of them would 

get drunk! Their pastime was to find the oldest one of the grou p.  
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One of the best things of these jobs was undoubtedly the friendships 

we make there. We always find different minds, with  whom we can learn and 

have fun, simultaneously. In this pub  where I worked, we were Brazilians, 

Polish, Australians, Irish and Engli sh. Surrounded by cigarette smoke and the 

heavy work, we managed to have fun.  

I went there 3 or 4 times in search of work, always trying to do my 

best in pronouncing the English language, putting a smile on my face and 

trying to pass the confidence  that I would be capable of serving drinks 

behind a bar. By that time, I was already an expert  in looking for a job . 

During the three previous weeks, I would leave home every day of the 

week around seven in the morning. I had got callus on my fingers for having 

to  knock so many times on every door looking for any job. I would always go 

back home after midnight, sad, very sad for not having got a job. I had 

never felt so devastated. But, this time, it had worked out !  

 In order to amuse you, I confess that, even bef ore these three hard 

weeks, during about three months I was the author of the achievement of 

getting nothing less than 15 jobs. And in all of them, I was fired on the same 

day I was hired. In none of them I got to work twice. What happened was 

that all the  employers asked me for experience, even if the jobs were simple, 
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such as waiters, kitchen hands, cleaners, barmen etc. As inexperienced 

people did not have a chance, of course I was obliged to lie.  

And I didn´t feel guilty for doing so, what could be cons idered 

immoral. I needed to work to pay the rent, the food, transportation and 

school, so lying that I had had experiences in those jobs was a matter of 

survival. Moreover, I was in an extremely rich country, which acted in an 

absolute immoral and unethica l way in relation to poor nations, such as the 

Brazilian one, for centuries.  

By the bye, I  can´t help protesting against the revolting and ultra -

brutal difference of conditions among the students and tourists from rich 

countries and the ones from poor ones . The rule was, while they lived well 

and easily, we gave our blood only to survive. Is  it?  

As an afterthought, in the worst case scenario, I was already relating 

my white lie to the criminal attack the United Kingdom was  doing, together 

with the USA, to Iraq. Of course that one thing didn´t have to do with the 

other, but I needed to find a way to excuse my conduct as an unemployed 

man in trouble . If they had a vast experience in exploiting poor peoples, 

why couldn´t I, who was being unfairly jeopardized b y them, disobey their 

rules?  

Thus, even if in Brazil I had only studied, generally denying myself to 

sweep the floor I had dirtied or to do the dishes I had used, I claimed I had 

worked for years and years in such jobs. Hence, I inevitably misused the 

cleaning products, since I didn´t have any idea what each one was used for! 

In the same way, I was very much reprehended for the informal posture with 

which I treated the clients. And the worst of all is that I almost got beaten 

for the incompetence at prepar ing the most different cocktails!!! In a noisy 

place, to understand drunken foreigners, speaking their own language, is not 

easy... (Aaahahaha*_@!#.... Now I have fun and laugh a lot about it...)  

Surely, asking my doubts to the employer wasn´t possible. If  I had 

filmed everything, I could´ve been awarded for a great comedy. The truth is 

that if they had accepted my inexperience  and explained to me the work 
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during only one day, teaching me the way they wanted me to do things; I 

would have managed it for sure , any human being would, but, due to the 

English insensibility, it wasn´t like that. Only experienced people had a 

chance.  

As a result, I heard swearing, complaints, biased offences and the 

order to leave the place. With my head down, I tried to learn with  the 

situation and to get a little less inexperienced for the next attempt. 

Whenever I left the places, on the street already , I usually smiled or cried, 

sometimes the two of them simultane ously. Even so, several times I would 

just go back to looking for a  job on the same day.  

In this search for ña place in the sunò, it was not rebellion that was 

mostly in my mind. I was always daydreaming, thinking about forces, Gods 

or physical energies superior to us and to our humane comprehension. I 

used to keep in min d that my scribbles would become a good book. So I´d 

sell its author rights to some publisher or a rich and good person, in a way 

that, with this money (or donation) I´d be able to live in a simple and calm 

way for the rest of my life, observing the world,  life and writing, besides 

participating of social programs and helping other people as much as I could, 

without having to worry about my own financial support. This fiction 

distracted me and made me strong to face the tough reality.  

When ñthe token fellò that that dream would not come true, I´d keep 

walking around London and observing everything. So I´d go to another 

illusion. I saw so many rich people with no time to spend their money, with 

so much state that their own timing wouldn´t be enough to seize it. I 

identified people who are advancing in age who did not have their life altered 

by money (many of them simply didn´t even know what to do with their own 

fortune, except how to multiply it). Thus, I thought of trying to contact 

millionaires or famous p eople: ñI wondered if I wrote a letter to each of the 

one thousand richest people in London or in the world, would any of them 

help me?ò I came to the conclusion that none would even read my request! 

But I was sure that, whoever helped, he/she would be ete rnally proud for 

his/her attitude, since such would be the good deeds that I would be able to 
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do throughout the world! And my ñhelperò would be the coauthor of all that! 

All of a sudden, before these dreams came true, something happened: I got 

a fine job.. . Hahaha... But I´m still waiting for a good purchase or a 

generous donation!  

Cristina, my fellow citizen  and friend who also lived in the apartment 

sublet  from the tenants from Malaysia, had got ñthe bestò job that a Latin -

American could wish for: attenda nt in a small hotel, working in front of a 

computer, with schedule to start and finish the work journey, even knowing 

how many times I´d work each week. The English lottery for Brazilians. And 

the luck she had of getting this ñgigò was transferred to me. Cristina 

intended to go back to Brazil in July 2004, besides that, she´d leave her job 

weeks before going home to travel a little, as almost all foreign students 

wish to. Talking to the owner of the small hotel, Mr. J. Desire, I got to inherit 

Cristina´s lu ck.  

For the first time in my life I quit a job . I was still working at that bar 

in Islington , which was full of alcoholic old folks. Till then, I had only asked 

for a job and had been fired. When I lied about having experience in the field 

of work or did n ot present the passport to prove the work permit, as required 

to foreigners by the English employers, the job would not last more than a 

few hours.  

I had been in London for eight months. Finally, things seemed to 

improve considerably. With a reasonable job , fixed schedule and 

payment  up to date, I started managing to put my plans  into practice . A 

new phase of my learning and adventurous trip began, which had started 

only with a 25 -kg backpack full of clothes and documents, but in which what 

weighed the most  was the dreams I had.  

I used to work from 5 pm to 8 am of the following day. I´d close the 

reception of the hotel at mid -night and stay on call, taking a nap right there, 

at the reception, until 6 in the morning. Then I´d wake up, prepare the 

kitchen for breakfast, eat something and open reception at 7 am sharp. I´d 

work up to 8 o´clock, when the day receptionist arrived. So I´d go to class, 

which ended at 12h00min (always being punctual , as all British timetables 
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are...). I´d arrive home about 30 minutes after that, I´d make lunch and 

then sleep until 3 pm, almost always dreaming that I was sleeping.  I´d wake 

up at this time, shivering of exhaustion and still quite half -asleep. I´d take a 

shower and run to catch the bus, hoping not to have too much traffic . And 

I´d sleep a little more during transportation. Luckily, in an hour and a half 

I´d be working, exactly at 5 pm.  

And this was my routine during months. In the beginning of the job 

as a hotel receptionist, in May, I used to work solely three times a wee k. 

But from July onwards, when Cristina left all the chores of a night 

receptionist to me, I managed to increase my schedule, working six or even 

every day of the week. Once again, thanks a lot Cristina!!! This was the 

reception:  

At this time, I discovere d a great example of a bargain , of a British 

transport  company. For 1 pound ï a fifth of what you get for each worked 

hour, considering the English minimum salary ï, you could travel to any of 

the approximately 40 biggest cities of Great Britain. A round - t rip ticket  cost 

only 2 pounds.  Something like a ticket to go and come back for solely 2 
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Reais! I believe the local government sponsored the tickets which were not 

sold at less busy times. Or perhaps if they used similar strategies to those 

used by air comp anies, which sold tickets to go to European countries for the 

price of about five beers, charging some more as airport charge, the flights 

would get fully -booked and everyone would gain.  

It 

was 

tourists´ 

joy, as well 

as of the 

commerce 

of the cities 

visit ed, 

which 

profited 

with the 

visitors. 

Well, that 

could 

become a 

new trend, 

right? 

Anyway, 

what´s 

important is 

that on my 

days off I 

could seize 

such 

bargain. 

And I 

traveled as much as I could. From April to November 2004 I visited more 

than 20 British citi es, due to the unbeatable bargain of a ticket for 1 pound.  
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The first city visited was Brighton , which was located near London and 

where there was a beach. The main touristic attraction there, a very 

beautiful mosque, was already worth the ticket. See if y ou agree.  

As the reception of this small hotel wasn´t so busy, there would 

always be some spare time to think of other things rather than the job´s 

duties. This way I reflected a lot about how this exchange was coming about, 

digesting part of the experienc e carried out till then. As a result, among 

other things, a simple poem occurred to me again. It summarizes a great 

part of the first eight months of the trips: enormous difficulties, physical and 

mental exhaustion, pressure, injustice, deception, the immi nence of having 

to go back home without carrying out most of the trips I had dreamed of.  

Two Steps Away from Heaven  

Iôve been having the feeling 
That I stopped living.  

Nightmares, for not making dreams come true  

Deceptions, for knowing so little of all.  
The invincible leads to exhaustion  

 The deception that could be predicted is bitter.  
 

Time flies  
I stopped I donôt know where 

I donôt know what Iôm waiting for 
No. Actually I know well  

I only feel this way  
Because there is nothing I can do.  

 
Unable, Iôm still hopeful.  

But when it is over  
In this world Iôll die. 
Iôll be a lamb again 

Of a more than happy flock  
But in a way that I cannot be.  

 
Hence, Iôll have to comfort myself 

On the contrary, depressed Iôll bury myself. 
Condemned to ignorance  
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Aging without exp eriences  
Surviving in the environment  
How miserable, I considered.  

 
 

Hilarious human beings  

Of paradise they made hell.  
In such fascinating world  

They created heaven for demons  
Where wise men are unhappy  

Of ignorant and subordinate ones.  
 

My thoughts have scared me.  
Tiny, but smiles on photographs.  

Of my dream  
This is the essence - ruin.  
Iôm ember, almost ashes 

And I must be fire, with my own actions.  

 
I ask myself whether the best  

Wouldnôt be to be miserable as well. 
But then I realize  

The moment Iôm going through.  
Confusion due to tiredness  

Every hypothesis might be considered.  
 

But even among lightening  
With a terrible cold  
I go ahead in time  

Searching for the sun.  

The dampness of the night is over, I look to the side  
Experiment, rehearsal, mere football?  

 
If soon on my days  
I donôt find shelter  

Beaten, lost  
Head and feet on the ground  

Iôll make the enemy 
of a grave, guardian.  

 
Perhaps not even mine  

But of a lost dream  
That got bigger  

Flew away  
But tried to be king  
And died homeless.  

 
What to do?  
Agony, ir ony  

Iôm happy and I write this down  
Itôs just a game! Fantasy 
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That until yesterday was unknown  
And today I know, it is to live.  

 

Here I perform another important register. Substituting Cristina´s 

vacancy in the apartment, another fellow citizen landed in London as well, 

Sérgio Callai. A student of Engineering in Ijuí, he spent around seven months 

devising cheap alternatives to have fun in London. As most of foreign people, 

Sérgio worked as a waiter. After that, for a few weeks, he occupied my 

vacancy at th e reception of the hotel, initially conquered by Cristina.  

From that moment onwards (working at the hotel), I started saving 

money , traveling outside of England, studying more calmly, even attending 

some courses in London universities. The job at the hotel  was excellent if 

compared to the other ones I had beforehand, even more because I got to 

become friends with Mr. J. Desire, its owner and manager, to whom I´m 

very grateful for the work opportunity that I had. It was he, who allowed me 

to work every day, afterwards, from September on, in two or three weeks of 

the month.  

I also managed to cumulate the shifts of the receptionist who worked 

during the day, on weekends. Thus, on weekdays, I´d work from 5 pm of 

one day up to 8 am of the following day. As for F ridays, I´d start at 5 pm 

and would end at 8 am of the following Monday. Youth, health and mainly 

the will of traveling made me submit to this excess and even ask to work this 

much, aiming at saving to be able to pay for my trips. Surely, some naps, 

taken in the middle of the morning when reception was calm, softened the 

exhaustion.  

Lastly, in this hotel, I made up my real headquarter. There, I used the 

internet to organize and plan all my trips henceforth . I also studied when I 

wasn´t busy and had some fri ends over to talk, combining work and leisure. 

What was equally interesting was that I could talk to guests who  came from 

several corners of our so diverse planet, always learning and trying to 

observe the characteristics of our absolutely fascinating worl d.  

 

http://www.pelapaz.com/ENGLISH
http://www.amazon.com/


 

  www.PELAPAZ.com/ENGLISH   -   www.amazon.com  -  Any Bookstore!   49 

 

Finally, it was there that I started writing a blog , a virtual site to 

communicate with my family and friends. There I described in a simple and 

short way some of the impressions that I had of several of these 

circumstances. From June to November, I wro te at the very computer of the 

hotel where I used to work. The publications in this blog were usually posted 

weekly. As the keyboard used was configured  to the English Language, my 

writings, in Portuguese, did not have diacritical marks. Therefore, I neede d 

to perform a little adaptation to qualify the publication (in this book) of what 

was written in the aforementioned virtual site. I also highlight that the time 

of each posting was determined  by Brazilian time, since, in Europe, even the 

clocks and watche s are a little fast... Hahaha...  

As for the months of December 2004 and January 2005, it was when I 

virtually jotted down my writings in cyber cafés, in the places I was visiting. 

From now on, you will have access to this communication that was primarily  

virtual. Finishing the report of the first eight months of my adventure, let us 

go to the second part of these writings!  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

http://www.pelapaz.com/ENGLISH
http://www.amazon.com/


 

  www.PELAPAZ.com/ENGLISH   -   www.amazon.com  -  Any Bookstore!   50 

 

VIRTUAL JOTTINGS FROM THE BLOG  

 

I´m having so much fun é And much more than that: IËve been 

learning to live  and  to share . It  is wonderful to travel to know as much as 

I can of the world, of life, of others and of myself. I wish to everyone that life 

is a synonym of joy and of happiness! I hope that in this site we may help 

each other through the exchange of  ideas, information a nd 

entertainment .  

Who am I? Among certainties, pretensions, dreams, doubts and gossip 

from the opposition (hahaha...), I´m endeavoring to qualify my living. I´m 

no more than any other being on the same boat, which sails towards 

existential richness. Day by  day, I have progressed in this great challenge, 

even though there´s much difficulty in overcoming the differences between 

dreams and reality. With constant overcoming, what I´ve discovered has 

been more than enough to feed dreams and hopes, the fuel of al l of us . 

And the pleasure of living and sharing the achievements and conquests 

already reached assure me that dreams do come true. In case you´re 

looking for something similar, I hope we can help each other.  

May we learn to be happy!  

A warm friendly hug!  

Peace and love to all of you!  

Tião Vicente.  

01/06/2004  

18h29min  

Welcome everyone!  

From now on, I´ll try to let you know about my main steps on this 

journey. I hope you like it and that we may be able to do it for old timesô 

sake,  even though it´s in a vir tual way. The following descriptions are 
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neither so full of details nor tiring. Rather than that, they will clarify the 

reader concerning the life style of a Brazilian student and tourist abroad, 

initially in London. The objective is to tell some adventure s, in a light, 

interesting and fun way.  

I will post outings, hints, reflections, news, impressions... I will be 

brief in all of it. The first postings will show what the day -by -day of travelers 

abroad is like. The last ones will be a new and intense flight  around some of 

the most sought for destinations on this Planet.  

I arrived here, in London, on the 23 rd  day of September 2003. On the 

first six months, I seized the time to study, work and get to know this 

cosmopolitan capital. Here you find cultures from  all the nations of the world. 

Something fantastic! You can know a little of each region of this so diverse 

planet here. And many things from other planets... Hahaha. .. Experiences of 

a unique life, I have no doubts that everyone should have similar 

opport unities.  

There were so many things already experienced in the last eight 

months that I don´t even know how to start writing. Hum... Ok. I´ll start 

showing what life is like here, after some months away from home, giving 

you some notion  of how millions  of Brazilians live abroad. Then, I´ll talk 

about the trips that IËll take, trying to give a ñride ò to anyone interested on 

these adventures.  

I also highlight that many of the wanderers whose visa expired (who 

remain abroad illegally ) cannot go through border s, but this is not my case. 

Initially, I had a tourist visa, with an express prohibition to work. And, after 

eight months, I got the student one, which said nothing about work.  

I hope you use this site and abuse of it in a relaxed and fruitful way. I 

am g rateful to you for this communication. I hope you like the news that will 

follow and that through them you may notice what the life of a traveler 

abroad is like, either the one that dedicates his/her experience to studying, 

or to working, or to having fun,  or to observation, or to all these possibilities 

together.  Pay attention to the differences between the experience of a 
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tourist  and the one of a learner . Notice how diverse the experiences are of 

those who travel to only one  place  compared to those who ge t to know 

several places . Identify the peculiarities of a trip which takes days, in 

relation to another that takes weeks and those we wander about for 

months... Above all, feel motived to hit the road but focused! It may 

seem futile, but it isn´t: do not f orget to focus. Because if you don´t, you 

might get into trouble.  

All in all, I am having fun and learning as well. I will share whatever I 

can, so that my achieved existential  qualifications  may be collective 

ones . I really hope I can share that with you!  

Hugs to you all, I miss you very much, Tião Vicente.  

05/06/2004  

17h38min  

Good afternoon here and good morning there!  

During this week, I planned the month of June, especially about trips. 

Yesterday, Friday, I went to CANTERBURY , a small city, with 46 thou sand 

inhabitants, known for being the hometown of many English poets and 

writers. As many other towns I´ve already visited, Canterbury  is beautiful 

and organized.  Many parks and gardens provide a romantic and peaceful 

atmosphere to the population. It´d be great if Brazilian rulers had the same 

worries about the quality of life of the inhabitants of our country.  Next week, 

on the 8 th , I am traveling 12 hours by bus to Amsterdam and I´m staying 

there until the 11 th . What an adventure! I´m going to Bristol on the 14 th . 

I´m going to Birmingham  on June 18 th . On the 22 nd  and 23 rd  I´ll be visiting 

Dublin , in Ireland. And, finally, on June 28 th , I´m going to Cambridge. As for 

this one, the contrast and comparison with the already visited and loved 

Oxford are very mu ch expected.  

By the way, I have been using my spare time at the hotel where I 

work, usually at night, when reception is deserted, to write about my 
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impressions and emotions concerning the photos I´ve taken. Much is the 

information entering our minds every day, and it is so risky to leave only 

memory to keep all the remembrances of each photo. Therefore, I´m taking 

notes at the back of each one of them.  

Curiously, I decided to take pictures of some landscapes with two 

fingers of mine making the gesture of ñlove and peaceò. These are supreme 

feelings that are worth to be registered. I imagine that, afterwards, as life 

goes by, I´ll take a look at these photos again and I´ll be taken by such 

feelings once more. An example of that is the afternoon I spent at the  pier in 

BRIGHTON , a beach close to London. The photo that I took there is simple, 

but it gives me an inexplicable well -being. There was a paradisiac view, 

which served as an inspiration to my dreams on the pier itself. I lost the 

notion of space and time when I slept, curled up on a bench, put to sleep by 

the wind and by the singing of several birds. It was a wonderful afternoon:  

 

This morning, I went to the Portobello fair . The biggest antique fair 

of Europe! Similar to the Camden  fair, it is impressive . There, you find the 

most exotic and unexpected products. From samurai swords and magic 

lamps to the famous English magic mushrooms ï which are legal here. By 
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the way, I think that after eating those mushrooms many people have their 

wishes granted by the genie... Hahaha... That is it. Tomorrow is my day off, 

so I´ll spend the day in parks. Luckily ï very luckily! ï, it will be sunny in 

London, allowing some sunbathing and football. Here, for a Brazilian, there´s 

always ñroomò for one more. Even for me, a lousy player !  Hugs, miss you, 

Tião Vicente.  

07/06/2004  

12h36min  

Speak up, ñBrazucaò! Yesterday, in the afternoon, I played football 

with some guys exiled from Tibet. Imagine the spectacle... But the talk about 

the independence of this nation was worth it. A t night, soon after a delicious 

dinner, with beer and wine, I played football (again!) with friends of my 

friend Paco (a Spanish mate who´s lived in Ijuí for years. He was the son of 

dearest Carmen Granell ï my virtual European mother, laughing...). The 

game took place in a field that was under a flyover. Guess who kicked the 

ball twice over the fence??? Yeah... My skills are still the same. Paco, who 

has been away from Brazil for years, is still playing well. He would be a great 

player if he didn´t support  Internacional football team. Such a pity, but 

nobody is perfect, right? Hahaha...  

But speaking of playing with people from Tibet, I´ve found very 

fascinating to know  different minds , with the most diverse styles. And I 

feel that, by knowing the difference s, I start to think differently. For 

example, by observing people in parks, I´ve learned better values, such as 

the ones I´ll mention now. See if you agree.  

I think there are smart, intelligent or genius people, as well as there 

are those who aren´t neith er that smart, nor that intelligent nor that genius. 

There isn´t such a thing as a stupid person, nor perfect. They are all 

ignorant, in a greater or smaller degree. They are all smart, intelligent or 

genius, in a greater or smaller degree.  
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The difference from one to the other might be on the nature or on the 

personality of each one of us, but the education, the opportunities and the 

efforts (that are related to an individual nature) are certainly essential. 

People say men are a product of their genetic bac kground, of their 

environment and of the opportunities they seize.  

In this sense, there is no sad, unhappy and dissatisfied genius. Thus, 

if the nature of men has happiness as a reason, it is illogical and unthinkable 

that knowledge, geniality and wisdom b ecome strongly determining factors 

to suffering. In this case, the problem might be in the processing of the 

acquired data. Except in tragic situations, of course, geniuses never stop 

being humans.  

Therefore, smart and intelligent people only evolve to gen iality when 

they discover happiness, becoming ï not only being ï happy people. And 

most importantly: without taking happiness from others. In this perspective, 

happiness might be protected with a kind of rational immunization. In other 

words, rationalizing  to understand and, thus, suffer less. When there is a 

chance, I´ll develop this idea better.  

Hugs, Tião Vicente.  

14/06/2004  

13h36min  

Hey there... Believe me... AMSTERDAM  is... ...crazy, something you 

can´t miss! Very different from what I had seen till no w. On one  hand, many 

drugs, prostitutes, stores and theaters specialized on the topic of ñsexò. And 

gardens, museums and schools about marijuana as well. On the other hand, 

modern and old buildings amid dozens of canals full of flowers, which give to 

this city full of trees a romantic atmosphere. The main means of transport of 

this  population of very beautiful women are very old bicycles, as for the 

police, they have these vehicles with gears . 
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As if it weren´t enough, the Vincent Van Gogh museum, Anne Frank ´s 

house and Ajax stadium ï forgive me my fellow companions who root for 

Grêmio, but I went to see the competitor of the final of the World Interclub 

Championship  of 1995 ï are among the main touristic attractions that I 

visited.  

The legalization of drugs is an alternative to face one of the biggest 

problems of today. For those who are interested, a marijuana garden in 

Amsterdam:  

 

Adventurous backpacker and almost penniless, I took some apples, 

bananas, oranges and biscuits in my bag. And I spent 4 days li ke this. I did 

not buy a single sandwich or mushroom. I missed my ñglueyò rice, pasta and 

potatoes so much.  

The cheapest hostel that I found was a Christian one, where I justified 

my absence for the discussion of the Bible at 7a.m. On the 10 th , I followed 

the voting for the European Parliament, noticing the great militancy of the 

Green Party. In the United Kingdom, the electors demonstrated in the ballot 

boxes that they do not approve of the alliance between Bush and Blair. 

Fortunately! The European Parliam ent is a little bit more left wing.  
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