
Thieves Like Us 
 

 
 Fred and Claudinho lived a comfortable life. They didn’t ask for much and 
occasionally got slightly more, which they considered a bonus. Their life and livelihood 
was based around the more exclusive Rio de Janeiro beaches, not that they were 
generally allowed in on spec, rather that they worked their way in through the back 
door, so to speak.  Their work was simple, they were young, lithe, good-looking and 
well-versed Brazilian males, they flirted with rich single women and then dedicated their 
time to entertaining these ladies until the end of the ladies’ stay.  
 
 The Brazilian economy didn’t offer them much more, there were jobs available 
but these were low-paid and hard to find. They didn’t see what they were doing as 
anything linked to crime, quite the opposite, most of the women knew what they were 
doing, and what they were getting. They weren’t cheated, anything they gave to the 
chaps was given freely and willingly. Crime against the tourists was too risky, the 
economy needed the dollars and took a firm stance against those who made the 
visitor’s stay less than welcome, if they caught them.  
 
 Fred and Clau always managed to remain on the right side of the law, they were 
getting some money together and caused no problems for the law-breakers that 
roamed the beaches, and, in that way they had a comfortable life. They knew their 
resource was finite, they were both twenty-six and this work would become more 
difficult as they hit thirty. Not so much that the work would become difficult, rather they 
would have to be less fussy about the type of clients they chose. For the time being 
their work was littered with the top end level of attractiveness of the emotionally 
unstable single, breaking-up, broken up, divorcee or difficult to categorise.  
 
 The boys did have a long term plan though. They were saving up enough 
money open a shop and live a more honest life. Fred was a reasonably talented 
chappie and they planned to design and sell T-shirts and other items. They needed ten 
thousand dollars to start everything up, and were not that far away, maybe a year more 
trawling the beaches and they would be able to wave goodbye to the life. Both of them 
were becoming irked with the gigolo lifestyle, it seemed like a laugh at eighteen, but as 
the years wore on, it became too commonplace, too routine, it was work. Neither had 
had a girlfriend, a proper girlfriend that is, though they had bedded more women they 
could count. It was a lonely existence, they had each other, but that was really only 
scant reward.  
 
 When true love had appeared it had always had to play second fiddle to work. A 
girlfriend meant no income and increased expenses, plus it was highly unlikely that the 
girl in question would be overly enamoured with the boys work ethic. Once Fred had 
come close to giving up everything for a woman, he wanted to come clean and make a 
fresh start, he knew that Caludinho could always play solo, or find another partner, so 
when he said to her that if he told her what he did maybe she would change her mind, 
and when she responded that nothing could make her change her mind, he told her 
what he did, and she gave an outburst of choice Brazilian slang as she changed her 
mind. The way they felt now though, was that love could wait, first it was the shop.  
 
 The boys’ modus operandi was quite simple. They knew the signs well enough 
to spot those who were on Rio’s beaches to bury the past and those who would just 
waste a night of their valuable time. Their favourite client was on holiday alone, 
confident enough to do this, and well dressed enough to demonstrate that she had the 
coffers. Pairs didn’t interest them too much, if there were more people in the equation 
then there was more room for doubt, plus if she has a friend in tow it means that 



neither of the boys can have exclusive rights to the purse strings, plus the embittered 
friend normally becomes sanctimonious following her rejection and tries to dissuade 
the other one away from the charms of our heroes, whilst rebuffing the advances of 
pasty tourists.  
  
 Quality could not always be the primordial factor. The women had to have 
money and look like they were prepared to splash a bit about, preferably a big bit. The 
glances that came over from lithe twenty-somethings across the dance-floor could not 
be accepted, these girls were probably on their gap year and counting every penny, 
they would end up expecting the boys to pay for their drinks, and that is bad business. 
What Fred and Cluadinho liked more than anything was a divorcée, recently so, with 
the cheque just cleared, with only fun in the sun on her mind, coupled with the attention 
of a well-toned local lover-boy and some strong Caiparinhas.     
 
 Some jobs had been big, bigger than expected, Fred once got hold of an ex-
wife of a stockbroker, she had been playing the little woman in NYC for too long and 
when she got to the beaches of Rio she went wild. She was only supposed to stay for 
two weeks but ending renting a luxury place for two months and insisting that Fred live 
there too, he asked what he would do about the rent on his place and she said that she 
would take care of that too. Every day she would furnish him with lavish gifts, watches, 
jewellery, expensive clothes, she had tons of her old man’s money and didn’t care how 
much of it Fred took. She was so generous that Fred actually had a moment of 
sincerity and told her what he was really up to, she said that she knew that from the 
start and that when the two months were up they would say their goodbyes. Fred liked 
that plan so helped himself to the cash lying around her purse on a daily basis. As she 
gave him a new present he was down the market selling it before it had even been 
taken out of the bag. When she went, she left him a thousand dollars tip and the pair 
took a well deserved holiday.  
 
 You may think that a holiday for this pair would involve a riotous time with a 
bevy of beauties, but the reality is that their work tended to remove the need for extra-
amorous encounters, and any free time that was to be enjoyed would be done so in a 
leisure based arena. It makes sense if you consider it, a prostitute or a porn star gets 
their fortnight off, what are they going to want to do? Have sex? Very unlikely, more 
probably a good book and a sun lounger. So it was with F&C, they spent two weeks 
fishing in La Gauira Bank in Venezuela spending all day on yachts surrounding by fat 
American fishermen without a woman in sight. They loved it, they caught hardly 
anything and blew a fortune, but for that brief period they felt like everything would 
come together. That is when they had the idea for the shop.  
 
 Sometimes things didn’t go according to plan, and there was the odd hiccup, 
but that wasn’t their fault, if their clients were not able to cope emotionally with the 
situation then they shouldn’t get involved. One girl got too attached to Claudinho, 
threatened to kill herself if he didn’t go back to America with her. He told her that that 
was an impossible situation as he couldn’t leave Fred. She didn’t really need to hear 
those words and was soon indulging in far too many Prozac. Claudinho went to see her 
in the hospital and promised to keep in touch. Six weeks later he received an e-mail 
from her lawyer which said that she had committed suicide and left him two thousand 
dollars. Claudinho’s first thought was that that amount was a little bit tight considering 
her wealth and that he was the last person to make her happy, then he reconsidered 
the situation and thought it was quite sweet.  
 
 It has been commented upon that the boys’ work had been allowed to continue 
without raising too many eyebrows in the local crime sphere. Their work was a world 
away from the thefts on the beach and the other crimes that caused people to think 



twice about Rio. Maybe their actions could have continued undetected forever had a 
certain Hugo not started to think about the potential that Fred and Claudinho could offer 
to his business. Hugo’s business was not one that even flirted with legality, he was 
involved in almost anything that was going in the Rio area and knew that there was 
money to be made from these two. First, he had to get them on his side. That didn’t 
prove too hard as he knew about the shop idea.  
 
 Hugo waited for them one day as they prepared to scout a bar for potential 
clients. It was May, a period when their workload should be greater than it was, 
something that was causing them a modicum of concern. What if they had both lost 
their mojo? What if the last one was the very last one? What if someone had seen 
through their ulterior motives and informed the rest of the female world? This caused a 
sweat, would they have to get proper jobs? Would they have to drop a scale on the 
quality factor? Would they have to try the men? Both fiddled with a cup of coffee and 
pondered this potential disaster. Hugo slid over to them and introduced himself. They 
knew who he was. A bad day was just about to get worse. Hugo made you offers, but 
you did things for him, and despite him paying you well, you got into his debt, leaving 
his debt was uncommon.  
 
 “I have been thinking about your situation. You are not getting any younger, if 
you want that shop you will have to move fast. How short are you? Five grand?” Hugo 
smiled and was brought a very milky coffee.  
 
 “We are almost there, actually.” Fred didn’t want this conversation to continue, 
he would rather endure violence.  
 
 “Of course you are. So you don’t want a simple job for me that will net you five 
grand cash. Well within your capacities, All I need are a couple of young, healthy, non-
smoking, relatively alcohol free, but within reason, pair of young girls delivered to a 
hotel on the outskirts of town. You’re right. You are close, someone else will have more 
need of five grand. I’ll see you later.” Hugo left the table though managed to leave his 
calling card next to the coffee, and seeds of doubt in the mind of our two stars.  
 
 They knew this was not a good plan. Then again, it was five grand for doing 
something simple, probably hideous and immoral from the poor girls’ point of view, but 
still five grand. Fred said no. Claudinho said yes. Claudinho knew it was trouble but it 
meant the shop. They were only two grand short, the extra money could be used for 
stock, they could take things to the next level. By the time the beers came and they 
were beginning sentences  with “Imagine if, though” it wasn’t long before they were on 
the phone to Hugo and in possession of a plan.  
 
 All they had to do was to deliver two early twenties females to a place of Hugo’s 
out of town. Neither knew what would happen to the girls, nor did they allow it to take 
up too much of their attention. Justification was simple, this was a cruel world, the 
world had been cruel to them, they grew up in the favelas of Rio, they never had a 
chance, they watched in awe as the rich tourists helped themselves to their country, a 
country where they think everyone is a footballer or a dancer, how were they going to 
be noticed? Life is about chances, you get a few in the west, here you are lucky to get 
one, if one comes along, the last thing you should do is allow something like a 
conscience cloud your judgment.  
 
 The boys’ hit the disco quite early. Most of the people were already full of 
cocktails. Living out the image of Rio of beaches and cocktails and dancing that most 
residents of the city never tasted due to their being busy staying alive. There were 
plenty of candidates, Hugo’s comments about not being drunk stuck in their heads. 



They decided to be patient and hang back at the bar. A pair of drunk peasants from an 
English speaking nation covered their faces with their hideous breath, but the two were 
well versed in dealing with such things and brushed them off with ease. As they 
finished off their beers they caught sight of two Scandinavian looking girls, dancing 
together but with the attention of most of the slobbering tongues of the males in the 
place. They didn’t seem too interested in any of the males on view so Fred and 
Claudinho took up the gauntlet, especially as they had cans of Diet Coke in their 
hands.  
 
 Fred made the move over to them and flashed them a smile. This incurred the 
wrath of the other less than Alpha males. These elbowed and pushed the Brazilian pair 
for a moment but as they saw that the hands placed on the girls hips were being 
reciprocated that respect was due and they backed off. What could have been a 
potentially worrying scene soon dissipated, what would have been the point of starting 
on the good looking, young Brazilians? What would that prove? The girls wouldn’t 
suddenly change their minds if the lads took a pasting. There were moments in which 
you just had to walk away gracefully. Fred whispered that “we simply had to save you 
from those horrible men” and laughed. He offered one a cigarette and she said they 
didn’t smoke. This was looking like a result. One of the girls asked if they weren’t 
simply exchanging one lot of horrible men for another. Claudinho gave a look that 
suggested they might just be right there, and that was them hooked.   
 
 The night went on in a predictable fashion, Fred and Claudinho went about their 
task in workmanlike fashion, avoiding the troublesome thoughts about just might what 
happen to the girls once they had been deposited with Hugo. This was easily justified 
in their minds, they had never done anything particularly bad in their lives and this one 
bad action would permit them to realise their dream and leave the life that had taken up 
so much of their time. The world was a cruel place, it had been cruel to them when it 
decided they would be born in the poorest part of Rio de Janeiro, it was a case of one 
cruel act to make their dream come true, they felt, at least at the time, that they could 
live with that, even if the girls didn't.  
 
 After some dancing it was mentioned that the beach bars were a little crowded, 
the girls conceded that this was indeed a truism and gladly accepted the offer of a 
nightcap in Claudinho’s apartment. As the battered old vehicle chugged and puffed its 
way up the hill to a more luxurious part of Rio, neither of the girls contemplated why the 
owners of a luxury pad would slum it so with a Lada, smitten as they were by their new 
beaus. Eventually they made it to the top of the hill and found the address without 
excessive difficulties, not knowing how to get there might have been just that thing to 
make them think once. They pulled into the drive and struggled to exit the vehicle with 
slightly more haste than when they entered it as both parties were keen to enter the 
next phase of the night. One party was under the misapprehension that a night of 
hitherto unforeseen passion awaited them and the other eagerly felt the envelope full of 
cash in their pockets.  
 
 Once inside the villa on the hill the girls showed their appreciation for the good 
taste of the décor and general layout of the place, Fred made good work at the bar 
preparing the delicious Caiparinha's he considered himself famous for whilst Claudinho 
made sure the girls were comfortable in the spacious living room, albeit temporarily. 
Claudinho toyed aimlessly with the ice for a drink he was never going to prepare until, 
as promised, a door opened to the side of the living room and Hugo gave him the nod. 
Once the nod had been received, Fred's help was suddenly required in the kitchen and 
he made his excuses to join his friend, closing and locking the door as he left. Hugo 
congratulated them on their work and handed them a plain brown envelope with ten 



thousand US dollar in cash inside. Two minutes later they were driving down the hill to 
their new lives and promising never to mention the two girls again.  
 
 That night was a strange and subdued affair for the pair, they had never really 
been drinkers, but felt the need to imbibe some of those famous liquids in a hope to 
forget about what they had just done. With every sip and every feel of the hundred ten 
dollar bills this became easier, until they reached the point that the alcohol refused to 
accept their reasoning in favour of reality. It is a curious thing with drink that when you 
want to see things clearer fantasy takes you so far south of reality you barely recognise 
your own self, yet should you wish to blot reality out fantasy seems to have never been 
so far away.  
 
 Inevitably they scoured the newspapers in the following days but there was no 
news of the missing pair. Time being a great healer meant that they were soon 
formulating a variety of off-the-cuff affirmations that what they did was not exactly 
wrong and enormously justifiable in the light of the current economic climate. Besides, 
they now had a shop. They found the premises in no time at all, and despite having 
other places to see, made the decision to take the place there and then. They paid six 
months up front as Hugo’s payment meant they were flusher than they had ever known 
in their lives. They bought a machine to print the T-shirts, they decided to make do with 
Fred’s old lap top for a while as it was still capable of doing the work required of it. 
They got some stock in, took an a charming young thing to smile people into the shop 
and they were ready. A month had passed since that fateful night, they had been too 
busy even to think about had they not been desperately trying not too, maybe one day 
they would have to pay a higher price for what they had done but in the meantime the 
shop was going well and whilst they weren't making any money, the initial losses were 
less than had been projected, add that to the fact that they would have five months 
more before the issue of rent raised its head meant that things were looking quite rosy 
for the pair.  
 
 Neither had they heard from Hugo since that night. They had done the job for 
him and he was pleased with their work. They had agreed on a fee and it had been 
paid. Why would they need to see each other again? From Fred and Claudinho’s point 
of view the Hugo chapter was closed. They were soon to find out that this feeling was 
not reciprocated. Hugo had been watching the pair as they worked away at their shop, 
for Hugo the money was not payment, it was a loan. Of course, he forgot to mention 
that, but that was not his problem, he knew full well whose problem it was. So, he gave 
them five weeks and sent someone in to pose as a customer. This guy wasn’t the sort 
of chap you would like to meet in a well-lit populated alley, and his mere presence in 
the shop caused concern for proprietors and customers alike. When the customers 
exercised their power and left the shop, Fred and Claudinho were left to deal with this 
monster. He began in a soft voice unbecoming of his frame.  
 
 “Good afternoon. I have been sent here by Hugo. Your first repayment on the 
loan is overdue by a week. I have come to collect the two and a half thousand dollars. 
Cash is acceptable. " 
 
 This utterance was wholly unexpected on the part of Fred and Claudinho who 
suggested some form of mistake had been made. Whilst still maintaining his smile, 
Hugo‘s employee reiterated his request, holding Fred in a rather unfriendly way by the 
neck. Claudinho explained that they simply didn’t have two and a half grand and that if 
they had to repay that amount for four months then they would go bankrupt. It was then 
explained that four payments were not expected of them that would only cover the 
loan, with seventy-five percent interest levied by Hugo on such transactions they would 
need to make these payments for seven months. At that moment it was difficult to tell 



which of the two felt more pain in their necks, Fred with the goon’s clumsy paw 
squeezing into his or Claudinho who had jest felt all the moisture leave the area and 
dryness convert the area into a sandpaper covered region.  The goon left saying that 
Hugo would be paying them a visit after they closed up for the night.  
 
 The rest of the day was spent with constant hot flushes and cold sweats 
consuming the pair’s bodies as they awaited their meeting with Hugo. They knew that 
they were in it now. They discussed the possibility, and indeed the wisdom of arguing 
their point and soon realised that if Hugo wanted them in his debt, then there they 
would be, even if they came up with seventeen and a half grand tomorrow, he was not 
the type of businessman to hand out receipts, whatever he said went, they knew no 
mention of a loan was made, yet that didn't matter now. Their dream had lasted five 
weeks and they were certain now that the good times were over.  
 
 As promised, Hugo appeared just as they were closing up for the day. His offer 
was simple, he didn’t want the money to be paid back, he knew their worth to him as a 
provider of fit, young people. Hugo had outgrown the simple pleasures of being a pimp 
and a dealer, and was now involved in the lucrative world of organ trafficking. The two 
girls who Fred and Clau left in Hugo’s mansion enjoyed their Caiparinha, forced down 
them at gunpoint and laced with Rohypnol, until they were unconscious, after that they 
were taken into a makeshift lab and each had a kidney removed, later they were 
dumped outside a hospital and left to fight for their lives. One picked up a very 
unpleasant renal infection and nearly left this planet, the other was simply left with a 
hideous scar on her left side to accompany the uncountable mental ones that riddled 
her insides.  
 
 Hugo wanted male kidneys this time. Fred and Clau had never entertained the 
idea of pulling blokes and suggested to Hugo that this was not really their area. He said 
that he understood their predicament but begged them to reconsider. As fate would 
have it, a young cousin of Fred’s came by the shop hoping to take with him a t-shirt that 
hadn’t come out the way that he wanted. Despite the boy being less than ten years old, 
Hugo grabbed him and snapped his arm in front to Fred and Claudinho, that  was the 
period of reconsideration over with. With the boy screaming and onlookers looking 
anywhere but at Hugo, Hugo left stating the characteristics of the next victims.  
 
 The next victims had to be delivered by midnight, this meant a reduced 
timeframe. Hugo told them that they would need less time to work with as queers 
couldn’t say no, homophobia being the latest addition to Hugo’s hideous CV. They 
weren’t even sure where to go, but made their way to a place down by the beach, this 
time feeling the beady eyes of Hugo’s cohorts on them as they selected their prey. It 
wasn’t difficult to entice two athletic, young things away from the bar and towards the 
idea of a private party, this time the drive up to the flat was not even necessary, as 
soon as they turned the corner a pair of heavy handed employees of Hugo made good 
the theory that lead piping is of a harder substance than the human cranium. Hugo 
congratulated Fred and Clau on their work and said he would see them soon. Both 
went home and repeated the ritual of showering, vomiting and crying until the visions 
that haunted them as they lay awake were replaced something much more horrific as 
they slept.  
 
 They knew Hugo would not wait a month for the next job. They had technically 
not done anything wrong, they lied to themselves. Their hand was forced, when they 
said it like that it sounded easy. Hugo was pleased with the success of the operation as 
both lads where out of hospital within twenty-four hours, Hugo’s surgeon becoming 
continually more expert in his work. Before the end of the next month Fred and Clau 
had found two more unknowing pairs to go for a walk down the beach with them, sleep 



was almost unheard of between them without the aid of pills, the shop was being left to 
rack and ruin as the young thing on her own was incapable of running it and Fred and 
Clau were absent when they were present. Perhaps in retrospect it seemed like 
tempting fate, but when Fred suggested that things couldn’t get any worse it was 
inevitable that Hugo would have another idea.  
 
 Hugo had one good surgeon, he had learnt from scratch, he was sure that the 
surgeon could train one of Fred and Clau to do the same level of work, or even an 
inferior level, as long as they organs were removed successfully. So, Hugo stood in the 
shop and flipped a coin. He looked up, told Fred that his new job was as a surgeon and 
left Claudinho to run the shop. He also presented him with an up-to-date statement of 
their accounts which read that debt had  been reduced to fourteen-thousand eight 
hundred dollars. Clau didn’t even question this as the most likely outcome would be 
Hugo agreeing that a mistake had been made and added on a couple more zeros.  
 
 From then on Fred and Clau barely saw each other. Fred was continually 
training and living in Hugo's mansion on the hill. He was not allowed to speak to 
anybody outside the group he was working with and every time he tried a cousin felt 
the twang of young, brittle bones. Clau was made to work with another fellow whose 
technique and patter were not what Clau considered to be appropriate. Fred and Clau 
had been raised on a diet of charm, the art of listening without hearing, looking like the 
real thing, now this was as cold and calculated as getting mobile phone clients. Clau 
liked working with Fred, they had a rapport together and knew their modus operandi by 
heart, the new guy was just the opposite of the flair and panache that Fred used. Clau 
thought about Fred's ridiculous training sessions, when they were between jobs but 
Fred would still make sure he wasn't losing his touch. He felt a tinge of nostalgia as he 
realised that those moments were long gone and only misery awaited him now.  
 
 Caludinho started drinking. He knew it wasn’t the solution but he couldn’t see 
one coming sober so it was nice during that brief moment when the pain subsided, 
even though that only lasted until that never predictable point in the bottle when the 
demons would be unleashed with the liquid and fall into the glass for their immediate 
consumption. Things went from bad to worse from then on. Hugo didn't care if they 
brought their victims to him via the gift of charm or with a knife at their throat, which 
also caused Claudinho to think that his time on the payroll was limited. That caused the 
alcohol to have even less of an effect, and so his needs soon became greater.  
 

In the mansion things weren’t much happier for Fred, he learnt how to remove 
kidneys without causing too much lasting damage and was exercising this gift on a 
nightly basis. He wasn’t allowed to leave the house, though in his current state of mind 
he had no real desire to, he couldn’t believe how things had turned out in such a short 
space of time, at night he lay in bed and thought about the good times that they had 
had together, but soon became maudlin and blocked his old sparring partner from his 
mind. Fred was interested in how long people had been doing this kind of thing for 
Hugo, and he became truly concerned when he discovered that nobody had been in 
the job for more than a couple of months. He thought about escape, but he knew that 
there was no way out. He had used up all his tears soon after he ran out of ideas.  

 
Hugo decided that the moment had come for Fred and Claudinho to take the 

next step up the ladder. Claudinho was little or no use to him on the ground any more, 
his pale complexion was now riddled with spots and his hair had become greasy, he 
was clearly using heroin, something that Hugo didn’t like, especially as he was trying to 
hide it from him which meant that he was buying it from somebody else. The organs 
had to be transported across the border and into a safe territory where they were later 
sent off to the buyers. It was a complex operation and Hugo had decided that 



Claudinho would work with the logistics people to ensure safe passage. Claudinho 
didn't really know a great deal about such things but promised to learn quickly. He was 
a completely different person from the happy-go-lucky character that once trod the 
beaches of Rio, the charmer and the dreamer had left, now he had no dreams and no-
one to charm. Whatever tasks were asked of him by Hugo were undertaken only with 
the thought of the moment when the needle pierced the vein later on.  

 
Claudinho was little use organising logistics so he began working just as a 

spare hand on the planes that transported the organs into a friendly territory before 
they were shipped for sale. There was so much work to do at times that Fred often 
accompanied people on the plane so that he could do a couple of quick operations in 
the air. The plane was equipped with a portable operating theatre, providing the 
turbulence wasn’t too bad, most operations were a success, though Hugo spent very 
little time worrying about what state the patients arrived in. Hugo had planned a special 
journey for Clau to accompany Fred on. Both entered the plane with little to say to each 
other. Fred was haunted by the demons that followed him every time he opened a 
human body, and Clau was just full of smack. Clau had a feeling that Hugo was going 
to tire of him soon so he had made the bold decision to spend whatever time he had 
left so far detached from reality that the pain was minimised.  

 
Once they were up in the air Fred was taken to one side. Hugo's number two 

was on the plane along with the pilot and the co-pilot. He told Fred that Clau had been 
up to very little good and that Fred’s duty and loyalty was to Hugo now. If Fred did not 
want to end up in the same state as his patients, then he would have to prove his 
loyalty to Hugo. Hugo wanted Claudinho's kidney, left or right, Fred could decide. Hugo 
did not want it to sell it, purely to teach Clau a lesson. And so, in mid-air, Clau was 
forced down onto the table and given a clout on the head so that he could be strapped 
into place. Fred looked at the specimen that his once proud friend had become and 
decided to do him a favour. This operation would not go to plan. Claudinho would feel 
very little, but soon his pain would be over. Hugo’s number two left Fred to work, and 
with tears in his eyes, Fred cut into his ex-best-friend's stomach. He sweated with 
every cut, hearing his friend's groans, hoping that the heroin had a soothing effect as 
he made the vital cuts that would soon end his former colleague's life. He turned round 
to see what the others were up to and realised that how bad he had felt before this was 
nothing in comparison to how bad he felt when he saw that only himself and Claudinho 
were left on the plane. The boxes containing the organs were empty and the 
parachutes had gone. Fred looked over to his friend who was bleeding to death as the 
plane maintained its course on auto-pilot. Fred looked at the controls and wondered if 
he would be capable of landing the thing with the help of a friendly voice at the control 
tower, before he could come to a conclusion a light flashed up that announced that the 
auto-pilot had been disengaged, and the plane started to lose altitude. Fred stumbled 
over to his friend and ended his life there and then. As the plane hurtled towards the 
ground he embraced his dead friend and thought about those happy days on the 
beaches of Rio.  

   
 
  


