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She laughed and the laugh squeezed it way past her 150
pounds.

“Where are we heading, Henry

‘““My name’s not Henry, doll.”

““‘Look, you changed my name, so I’'m changing yours.”

‘““Henry’s okay. I never met anybody by that name, except in
schoolbooks. There was always a Henry, remember? But to
answer your question, the beetle will decide where we go.”

The fat girl is on the quiet side. She adjusted herself into the
seat, completely at ease, her mouth half open. She lifts her fanny
because she’s sitting on something — the newspaper.

“Would you like to know who the Sniper is too, Henry?”’

She took the paper, folded it, and tired to read it. Just for
laughs I took a sharp curve, throwing her off balance. She fell on
top of me, laughing, and gave up on reading. I feel her hair
against my face, but she goes back to her spot. This is one crazy
chick, real laid back, her own boss, and she can probably stay out
as long as she likes.

““What are you in that house, Marianna?”’

“I’'m spending a few months with my aunt and uncle. I’'m
from the country, you know? But they’re good people and don’t
mind if I go out.”

‘““What’s my name again?”’

“Henry.”

I drove for ten minutes or so in silence, taking my eyes off
the road only to look at her large thighs beside me. Fat girls are
peaceful, and she was one of them that floated. I must have seen
her on a billboard advertising health tonic, with roses in her
cheeks and holding a tablespoon of syrup. I went all the way
down Pacaembu, took Palmeiras, and headed back downtown,
weaving in and out of traffic with my God-given skill. She isn’t
scared by my swerves and just smiles at my boldness, without
looking at me.

“Like to meet Aunt Itdlia?’’ I ask. “Let’s go there and have
some cherry liqueur. Don’t say no, Marianna.”

I didn’t wait for an answer before taking the route, and now
I’'m near the boardinghouse without the decision provoking the
slightest reaction from the girl. She sits there fanning herself with
the newspaper and playing with one of her curls.
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When I stopped in front of the boardinghouse, she looked at
the two-story building like she lived there with me. I thought it
was funny, but without knowing what I was laughing at, she goes
inside with me. The Wolfman is still in the solarium and gets a
surprise: in less than an hour I leave and show up back here with
a chick. The old reject is probably jealous. We head for the
kitchen.

“‘Is this where Dona Itélia lives?”’

The landlady, who’s drying dishes, tums around, sees me
with the girl, and gives us a huge smile. What a smile that woman
has!

‘““Who’s the beauty?”’

“This is Marianna. I found her on an exit ramp.”

The two of them hit it off instantly, just the way my beetle
tears off. They hugged, and Dona Itilia started trotting out the
string of good things she always says about me, not forgetting to
mention that I’'m kinda sloppy. She says I throw wet towels on
the floor and go through shirts faster than anybody in the world.
In spite of everything (she says) I could make any decent girl
happy.

Cary Grant sticks his head in the kitchen. You all know
what Cary is like. He’s the one who did such a good job of acting
in To Catch a Thief and who laughs ‘cause his contract calls for
it.

““Your night’s off to a good start.”

*“This is the oldest guest here.”’

Marianna reaches out her soft, friendly hand.

‘‘Pleased to meet you, sir.”’

Cary says he had a girlfriend just like her when he was
young. Fooling around, he invites Marianna to run away with
him. She laughs so hard that her rolls of flesh shake.

Bette Davis appears at the kitchen door. Her husband,
unflappable, introduces her as just a friend, getting a laugh from
all of us.

“Young lady, he’s a married man”, the older woman says,
picking up on the joke. ‘““‘And I know his wife as well as I know
myself. If you want to do her a favor, run away with him. But
you’ll be getting a rotten deal!”

Dona Itdlia, who’s always serving one thing or another,
served the juice. She was moved by my success and liked the
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doll. It’s better like that, when everybody agrees. Even the
Wolfman, wearing his red robe, came in, still harping on the same
subject:

““The paper says the guy works from a car. That’s why they
haven’t caught him.”

““A motorized sniper?”’

‘“‘Shoot-and-run.”’

“What’s the make of the car?”’

I put my arm around Marianna and show her the house, all
except my room so they won’t get the wrong idea about the girl. I
go in just to get my scrapbook, which I show her in the solarium.
I read her some of the ads, like the announcers on TV. She asks
me to read some of them a second time. She’s sitting next to me
with her thick thigh pressing against me and her face a couple of
inches from mine.

“You read so well, Henry!”’

“I never saw a bad beetle ad. I really like that one where
they stuff all those wrestlers into the van.”

“Well done, isn’t it? I used to have a boyfriend who worked
in an ad agency. He was a groovy guy.”

Dona Itélia appears in the solarium.

‘““Have you two set the date yet?”’

For the first time I feel embarrassed and look toward
Marianna, blushing I think.

‘““Whenever he wants to”’, the girl answers.

I’'m skinny myself, but I love the calmness of fat people. No
thin girl would talk like that, right away on the first date.

‘““And what do you say?’’ Itdlia asks me.

“The same. I'll get married right away, if you’ll give us a
reduction on the rent.”’

““Of course I will! I’ll just double the charge for meals.”

“It’s a deal.”

I was the first to get up, since Marianna seems willing to
stay there, everybody’s friend but the Wolfman’s. I told her he
had killed his fiancée and buried her in the back yard and that
sooner or later the police would come around and take him away.

The doll kissed Dona Itdlia four times, kissed Bette Davis,
planted a big hug on Cary Grant, who repeats his invitation to run
away with him. The boardinghouse is nice, but it’s even better in
the beetle, driving around the city.

66












































































































































































































NOS PROXIMOS NUMEROS

FORTHCOMING

ENSAIOS

® Of charters, paradigms and spawning fish: a look
at Brazilian literary periodization and canon-formation
Bobby J. Chamberlain

® O Uraguai: a epopéia da conquista do Sul
Donaldo Schiiler

® Os paradoxos do vazio e da auséncia em

Grande sertdo: veredas
Idelber Avelar

® Common roots in Mdrio de Andrade’s Macunatma and
Alfred Doblin’s Amazonas
George Bernard Sperber

LITERATURA

@ A hora do sétimo anjo (fragmento)
Erico Verissimo

® Eduarda’s story
Rachel Jardim

ENTREVISTA

[SSN 0103—751X
® Luis Fernando Verissimo: a créonica como
um jazz improviso
Cida Golim
9 "770103"751000






