


this story is mere fiction. it 
doesn’t portray with any form 
of fidelity the life or actions of 
virgulino ferreira, aka “lampião” 
or his famous “cabras”.

“MANY PURSUED LAMPIÃO, BUT FEW KNOW OF 
THE she-devil, WHO LIVED IN THE DRY LANDS 
AND WAS ON THE TRAIL OF THE FEARED 
CAPTAIN!”

“INside their KNAPSACK, A SECRET, THAT WHEN IN DE-
SPAIR, WITH their CHEST BURSTING OF HATE, CALLED OUT 
TO THE VAGABOND: IF YOU ARE AS BRAVE AS YOU SAY, I’LL 
GIVE YOU THE PLEASURE OF MY FLESH, AND IN EXCHANGE, 
YOU’LL GRANT ME ALL MY DESIRES!”

PROLOGUE

THE DONKEY IS LOADED! 
WILL THIS BE A LONG TRIP?

hm... eh! his knapsack 
looks so good it 

shines!

pard, who is that 
coming over there? 

friend or foe? 

AH’M ON MAH WAY 
TO YER MOTHER’S 
HOUSE TO MAKE 

SOME BOYS, BRAVE 
CABRAS WHO YA FAMILY 

SO SORELY LACKS!

friend, mean cabras are 
aplenty here. what we 

need is someone to take 
care of the group!

“the demon granted the request 
and once there, saw the beau-
tiful brunette lying on the dry 

lands, nacked as the day she was 
born, trying to draw the “mean 
one”, into the joyous journey.”



she’s a feisty one! what 
else do you have in 
them breeches?

you’re through travelling alone! 
now you’ll be my companion, and will 
serve me! if you dare complain, 

you’ll bleed!

my man, that’s sure a tempting 
offer. i would accept it in 
order to get to captain 

virgulino. you sure you don’t 
remember me? 

yes. you ran away from a 
throwdown in 

pernambuco! but you 
look different, not a 

lady anymore!

my fat?

i didn’t need help to keep up 
with your trail! your fat is 
too special to me!

yes, mean thing fat, the one 
you bleed out but don’t eat. 

it’s only good to light 
my torch!

sorry i’m late, 
cafuné. there pigs 

close by.

need help? if they’re onto us, then yeah! 
i want to get this little devil 

down to size!

ha! ha! ha! “the mean one thought: today is holy friday! 
i’ll enjoy it the fullest! 
fill stick my fork in this juicy meat, 
which doesn’t seem to come from these parts! 
i’ll leave no stone unturned!



“but she was sneaky as a dog, that gal! grew some 
horns and tore through that wreched land. the demon 
farted, cursed and thundered! he had nowhere 
to go.”

you bitch! holy smokes! by holy virgin mary! 
that dog wants to make me bleed 
and damn my soul to eternity!

what you yell in hell 
won’t be heard in heaven! 
i don’t want your fat, you 
idiot, you’re not worth 

burying!

once you’re done 
shittin’ yourself, dig 
two graves, zé!

and one for my 
pard!

kill me, zé! the 
vultures want to eat 

me alive!

if you do that, 
it’ll be you 

in his place! 
now dig those 

graves and 
git!

not for him! the vultures 
are also hungry. and 

don’t you dare look 
between my legs, or 
it’ll be the end of 
you as well!
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“inside the knapsack, the dog settled. he 
said: take my lamp. it’ll keep you whole 
and light the darkness. now hush, we’re 
through.”

“huffing in rage, the dog replied: here, listen 
to my curse: before you get to angico, you’ll 
know damnation!”

“i have work to do!”, the devil said, “and i have 
far from few clients in these dry lands!”

jesus christ! jesus christ! 
in these dry lands, who 

doesn’t kill me, dies! be it by 
bullets, blade, hunger or 

thirst! take me to the depths 
of hell, i’ll be home there, 
but end my suffering!

light the darkness, my lamp. show 
me the way to my vengeance and 

to lampião’s path!

they’re on their way to 
serra da cruz! curses! 
i’m way too far 

away!

how can you 
tell? I can’t 
see a thing!

“when this place gets dark, 
it’s more beautiful than 

the sea... like our heart 
beats, at night the 

moonlight glows!”*
he’ll only leave my lamp once i’m done 
with my revenge, when the ones that 
ordered it, the cabras and lampião 

are through.
be sure not 

to fall in tempta-
tion, josé, or you go 

in there as 
well!

*old folk song.
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