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			For Claudio Labarca, the Bear,

			who had a cousin who told movies

		

	
		
			

			 

			 

			 

			 

			“We are such stuff as dreams are made on.”

			 

			The Tempest, William Shakespeare

			 

			 

			 

			“We are such stuff as movies are made of.”

			 

			Hada Delcine (the Cinema Fairy)
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			About the Author and Translator
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			In our house, money rode on horseback while we went on foot, so, whenever a movie was announced at the Oficina,* my father – his choice of movie depending solely on which actor or actress was in the starring role – would somehow scrape together enough money to buy just one ticket and then send me off to the cinema.

			Later, when I got back, I had to tell the movie to the rest of the family, gathered together in the living room.

			

			
				
					* The Oficina – the Office – was the name given to the saltpetre works and to the adjoining settlement or camp.
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			After seeing the movie, it was great to come home and find my father and my brothers – with hair neatly combed and in their best clothes – all waiting for me and sitting in a row as if they really were at the cinema.

			My father would sit in our only armchair with a Bolivian blanket over his knees, and that was our equivalent of the stalls. Beside him, on the floor, were his bottle of red wine and the household’s one remaining glass. The gallery was the long wooden bench where my brothers sat ranked by age, from youngest to oldest. Later, some of their friends started dropping by to watch through the window, and that became the balcony.

			I would get back from the cinema, drink a quick cup of tea (which they had prepared in readiness for me) and begin my performance. Standing before them, with my back to the wall – white like the cinema screen – I would start “telling” them the movie de pe a pa, as my father used to say, from start to finish, trying not to forget a single detail of the plot, the dialogues or the characters.

			I should perhaps explain that I wasn’t sent to the cinema because I was the only girl in the family and they – my father and my brothers – were simply being gentlemen. No way. They sent me because I was the best at telling movies. That’s right: the best movie teller in the family. Later on, I became the best in our row of houses and, very soon, the best in the whole camp. As far as I’m aware, there was no-one to beat me at telling movies. And it didn’t matter what kind they were either: Westerns, horror movies, war movies, movies about Martians, love stories. And, of course, Mexican movies, which my papa, like a good southerner, liked best of all.

			In fact, it was a Mexican movie – all-singing, all-crying – that won me the title. Because the title had to be won. 

			Or did you think they chose me for my good looks?
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			There were five of us children. Four boys and me. We formed a perfect scale in size and age. I was the youngest. Can you imagine what it’s like growing up in a household of brothers? I never played with dolls. On the other hand, I was a champion at marbles and skittles. And no-one could beat me when it came to killing lizards out on the saltpetre beds. I just had to see one and, paf, one dead lizard.

			I went about barefoot all day, smoked cigarettes on the sly, wore a baseball cap and had even learned to pee standing up.

			You pee standing up, you urinate crouching down.

			And I did it anywhere on the pampa, just like my brothers. And in contests to see who could pee furthest, I sometimes won by a few inches. Even into the wind.

			When I turned seven, I went to school. Apart from the sacrifice of having to wear skirts, I found it really hard to get used to urinating like a young lady.

			Much harder than learning to read.
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			When my papa had the idea of holding a competition, I was ten years old and in my third year at school. His idea was to send each of us to the cinema, one by one, and then make us “tell” the movie to the rest of the family. The one who told the movie best would be sent to the cinema whenever they were showing something good. Or a Mexican movie. A Mexican movie could be good or bad, my father didn’t care. And always assuming, of course, that there was enough money to pay for the ticket.

			The others would have to make do with hearing the movie told to them afterwards at home.

			We all liked the idea and were all equally confident that we could win. And not without reason, because like every other kid in the mining camp, whenever we went to the cinema, we would all leave imitating the “young stars” in their best scenes. My brothers did brilliant imitations of John Wayne’s swaying walk and oblique gaze, Humphrey Bogart’s scornful smile and Jerry Lewis’s vacant stares. And they would fall about laughing when I tried to bat my eyelids like Marilyn Monroe or imitate the voluptuously innocent, little-girl poutings of Brigitte Bardot.
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			You may wonder why my father didn’t go to the cinema himself, at least when they were showing a Mexican movie. Well, my father couldn’t walk. He’d had an accident at work that left him paralysed from the waist down. He no longer worked, and received a miserable little disability pension, which was barely enough to buy food.

			We couldn’t even afford a wheelchair. In order to be able to move him from the dining room to the bedroom or from the dining room to the front door – where he liked to sit drinking his bottle of red wine and watching the evening and his friends pass by – my brothers had fitted the wheels of an old tricycle to his armchair. The tricycle had been my oldest brother’s first Christmas present and its wheels soon warped beneath my father’s weight and were always having to be repaired.

			And my mother? Well, after the accident, my mother left my father. She left him and us, her five children. Just like that. That’s why my father had forbidden us to talk about her at home, about “that floozie” as he disdainfully referred to her.

			“Don’t mention that floozie,” he would say, when one of us inadvertently let slip the word “Mama”.

			Then he would fall into a deep silence and it took us hours to pry him out of it.
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			I remember, when my mother was still with us – before the accident – and we were a proper family and my father was working (and not drinking so much), and she used to welcome him with a kiss when he came home from work, I remember how the seven of us would go to the cinema together.

			I just loved the whole ritual of getting ready to go to the cinema!

			“They’re showing an Audie Murphy movie tonight,” my father would say when he got home (at the time, you went to see a movie because of who was in it). Then we would put on our best clothes. Shoes as well. My mother would comb my brothers’ hair using lemon juice instead of brilliantine, and give them a parting so straight it looked as if it had been drawn with a ruler. Apart, that is, from Marcelino, brother number four; his hair was as coarse as horsehair, and however much she combed it, it always stood up on his head like the pages of an open book. She would make me a ponytail, my hair tied back so tightly with black elastic bands that my eyes would almost bulge.



OEBPS/image/9781780870533_The_Movie_Teller_-_2nd_proofs.png
Herndn Rivera Letelier
THE MOVIE TELLER

Translated from the Spanish by
Margaret Jull Costa

D

MACLEHOSE PRESS
QUERCUS - LONDON





OEBPS/font/MinionPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/font/MinionPro-It.otf


OEBPS/image/9781780870540.jpg
THE
MOVIE TELLER

Hernan Rivera Letelier

NOW
A MAJOR
FILM





