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INTRODUCTION

––––––––

I read in Nietzsche’s Human, All Too Human that, to be a writer, one has to “let a person make a hundred or more drafts of short stories, none longer than two pages, yet each of a clarity such that each word in it is necessary; let him write down anecdotes each day until he learns how to find their most concise, effective form; let him be inexhaustible in collecting and depicting human types and characters; let him above all tell tales as often as possible, and listen to tales, with a sharp eye and ear for the effect on the audience; let him travel like a landscape painter and costume designer; let him excerpt from the various sciences everything that has an artistic effect if well portrayed; finally, let him contemplate the motives for human behavior, and disdain no hint of information about them, and be a collector of such things day and night. In this diverse exercise, let some ten years pass: and then what is created in the workshop may also be brought before the public eye.” (Nietzsche, F., Human, All Too Human, aphorism 163, Penguin Classics.)

At that time, I was in a state of excitement about reading Machado de Assis and Eça de Queiroz, so I decided to distribute these tasks assigned by Nietzsche among the seven days of the week, and, in fact, I produced some texts throughout six years. I even started a novel from one of the outlines within these pages, and, as promised in the opuscule Santa Maria D’Oeste, it may be developed in a thousand different ways, as long as this unpretending study on fiction is read by a thousand interested readers. 

São Paulo, 22nd November, 2016.

The author

I

OUTLINE OF A NOVEL

A Pink Dream

(32.000 words – divided in 15 chapters of approximately 2.133 words each)

––––––––

Little is considered when the concept of homoaffectivity is discussed, in contrast to homosexuality. Homoaffectivity is inscribed in the fact that men are, amongst themselves, more loving than women; we are endued with visual desire, which is not limited to desiring a woman’s body as an object. The so-called homosexuality is related to aggressiveness, to competition or to promiscuity? Is it, since immemorial times, a means of relieving ephemeral desires, which should not be accounted for? Or does the desire for same sex dissipate in the face of homoaffectivity brought about by conviviality? Another point of interest is the relationship between out-of-the-closet homosexuals and women. Do they share loving affection or sexual desire? Questions are also raised in reference to activists who, even when desiring the opposite sex, declare themselves homosexuals in order to seek reassurance or to benefit from legal rights offered to this particular group. Ultimately, does homosexuality exist as both an affliction and a lifestyle? Is each individual unique? Would this superfluous commitment not constitute a refined compassion for the group marginalized by society, an opposing impulse or a defense of homophobia? It is as legitimate as heterophobia, since aversion can result from a neurosis – which does not justify murder, as in any other circumstance.

It is necessary to expose such considerations in an incredibly soft and jocund novel, and to deviate from any threat of discouragement, as if it were a depiction of heaven, perfectly pleasant.

Two young men (Frederic and Dominic) meet and fall in love “at first sight”, for they find themselves lonely and hopeless after having been through frustrating relationships with their former girlfriends. However, despite the love he bestows upon Frederic, Dominic flirts with Joyce, with whom he begins a relationship. He maintains both relationships simultaneously; the fact is discovered and he is eventually murdered by homophobic antagonists with ties to Joyce. 

Several examples are provided, by means of actions and words, in order to disclose some aspects of the matter: the theory of homoaffectivity; the hypothesis of that, regardless of how effeminate he can be, a man rarely resists the allure of a woman who is really interesting, interested or merely sexually desirous; and also that, although activist movements include “all” the so-called “homosexuals” in one group, there are significant differences between two individuals who are generally “classified” as being the same, which is demonstrated in the differences between Frederic and Dominic. 

Introduction 


1)  brief introduction to Frederic; 

2)  brief introduction to Dominic; 

3)  their meeting; 

4)  Shahrazad’s party; 

5)  Dominic and Joyce’s romance.






Complication


6)  pregnancy and marriage;

7)  the parallel relationship between Dominic and Frederic. 






Development 


8)  account of resulting events, with examples of homoaffectivity; 

9)  account of resulting events, with examples of the incidental relationship between the aforementioned out-of-the-closet homosexuals and women; 

10)  account of resulting events, with examples of significant differences between two individuals, regardless of their being considered part of the same sociosexual group.





Climax 


11)  account of resulting events, with evidence of how “the homosexual” relationship is discovered; 

12)  account of events, casting doubts and adding suspense in regards to the antagonists, including the discovery of the aforementioned relationship and the consequent persecution of Dominic; 

13)  resolution of the suspense raised in the two previous chapters.





Conclusion 


14)  account of events, with hints as to how the romance will end; 

15)  account of events, casting doubts and adding suspense to the outcome; 

16)  account of events and resolution of the suspense raised in the two previous chapters;

17)  the conclusion.



Shahrazad is vain. The way she talks, the way she dresses, the way she acts and lives – everything is extreme, unequivocal and intense with her. 

Fernando is also vain; the difference between his extravagance and Shahrazad’s lies in the fact that he is a man and she is a woman. He likes ramshackle places, where he can meet “inferior” people, so that he can maintain his self-impression of being better than everyone else. His actions are also motivated by extremes. 

Dominic is narrow-minded; his actions and words are triggered by fear. He has heard that a child raised in a traumatic environment is likely to become a subversive adult. Therefore, he feels he is substandard, since his father used to hit him as a child before abandoning the family altogether. 

Joyce is very similar to Dominic, which is why they have a connection. Her parents are extremely religious and, even though she claims she is not, she behaves in a very Christian manner. She is all about punishment, judgement, fear of hell and false modesty when sex is concerned. In order to reaffirm herself, she flaunts her pleasure in ephemeral country music, in living to bear the chances of fortune, in trying to please Greek and Trojans. 

Frederic is mediocre; his behavior and actions, when not intended to please his friends, are in accordance with the costumes of the place and age; he pretends to think and act like everybody else, to be versed on the rules imposed by society – he impersonates balance and moderation. However, it is mainly by means of his moral and intellectual mobility that the three subjects are introduced. None of the other characters is so dedicated to improve upon their destinies. 

Fernando and Shahrazad struggle to bask in fleeting glory. The former has already reached his forty years of age and given up fighting too hard; the latter belongs to a wealthy family and is surrounded by flatterers. Dominic and Joyce are not looking to find meaning for their lives; they evade books and knowledge; they do not study; they do not spend their time in anything special. They turn any insignificant thing into a commitment; they live by chance and for “opportunities”. Contrastingly, the blessedness of the other three should be conclusively proved. Fernando is a former radio broadcaster. He is retired but sees himself as successful. Frederic, regardless of having dropped out of his Geography major, is happily in love until the climax. As for Shahrazad, she is an English teacher in a large school and she is majoring in Geology. The importance of education should be assessed. 

The story is set in the early 2000s and takes approximately one year to reach its completion. The action takes places in bars, offices and workplaces, university classrooms, a radio studio and at the characters’ homes. The scenario is the city of Reencarnados. 

Technological devices and appliances, such as computers, videogames and televisions, are abundant in the story. It is important, however, that they are despised, as substantiated by Valdemar Setzer’s Computers in Education. 

The supporting characters are a means of putting the events into motion, although they cannot interfere directly in the plot development, which will be divided in chapters: the first will fixate on Frederic and Shahrazad; the second will focus on Frederic and Fernando, and the third chapter will involve Frederic and Dominic. 

The author should make use of narrative obscurity. The narration, not the dialogue, must provide examples for the most important plot points. 
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II

ANECDOTE 

––––––––

A baiano[i] was lying in a hammock. His mother was slowly removing clothes from a bucket and hanging them to bleach. The baiano made an effort to speak.

“Oh, mama, where’s that remedy for snake bite?”

“Oomph, boy. It’s in the house, in the cabinet. Why d’you wannit?”

“There’s a dangersome rattlesnake catching up. Go away, you bother.”

11/10/118

III

ANECDOTE 

––––––––

A paulista[ii] has been fishing for two hours. Meanwhile, a mineiro[iii] only observes silently. 

Surprised at the mineiro’s patience, the paulista asks, “Hey, mineiro. Aren’t you going to fish?”

The mineiro’s answer is somewhat apathetic. 

“Ah, considering what I’ve seen so far, I don’t think I’ve the patience to do that.”

11/10/118

––––––––

IV

ANECDOTE 

A Portuguese[iv] man was walking along the street when he noticed a banana peel a few feet ahead. His immediate thought was: “Damn. Here I am about to fall face first again!”

11/10/118

––––––––

IV

OF TRAITS AND CHARACTERS

––––––––

Rodrigo had introduced Daniela to Lia and Valery. He wouldn’t be content, however, if he didn’t show her off to Elcio, who now lived very far away, and, most importantly, to Jose, who lived close by and who was of his best friends.

It was early evening. The windows were closed when Rodrigo rang the bell. From somewhere inside, Jose shouted back:

“Who is it? I’m coming!” 

Jose came outside wearing an unwelcoming smile. He was not in the mood for visitors, especially now that he had seen they were Rodrigo and his beloved. Rodrigo, who was usually a very good friend, had been dismissive on account of his relationship. He was usually like that. As soon as Rodrigo began a new relationship, the long nights of drunkenness and Homeric fights ceased due to his absence. Jose was the one who suffered the most because of it, since his other friends tended to exclude him and laugh at the most trivial things. Whenever Rodrigo was around, Jose could enjoy better conversation and deeper discussions. 

“How are you?” Jose greeted, glancing at Daniela. 

“Finally, we meet in person,” she said. “Rodrigo talks so much about you that I think I know you very well by now.”

“I hope he has told you only good things.”

“Keep dreaming, Jose,” Rodrigo said, forcing a laugh to hide his embarrassment. “I painted her a dreadful picture of you.” 

“Let’s go inside, Rodrigo. Or do you prefer to stay there? You know me and you know I don’t stand on ceremony. Forgive us, Daniela. Please come in.”

“It’s been a long time since I was here,” Rodrigo murmured.

They went inside. Rodrigo was soon sprawling on a couch, making himself comfortable amidst many fluffy pillows, while Daniela sat quietly beside him. 

Jose, feeling awkward, preferred to get a chair from the dining room table and sit in front of his guests, wondering what they could talk about.

“So,” he started. “How are you doing, Rodrigo? Tell me, tell me.” 

“Oh, we are fine. I spend two days in Bixiga with Daniela, two days in Jardim Januario with my parents. We go out every weekend. We go to the movies, to the theatre, to the park. We eat out like a pair of starving dogs.” 

At that, Jose glanced at a plate of biscuits on his coffee table, failing to notice Daniela’s blushing. She took Rodrigo’s hand and brought it onto her lap.

It was just that Rodrigo was a skinny sort of fella, considerably attractive, whereas Daniela’s understated beauty was outshined by her unhidden chubbiness. Her eyes were brown and large. Some might say they resembled Capitu’s hangover eyes. Others supposed their daughters would be incredibly beautiful, seeing as Rodrigo’s eyes were also his best feature. Daniela flaunted her breasts and freckled shoulders, which excited Rodrigo to no end, proudly. Her skin was white, but not too pale. The sun in Arpoadores brought out all the faint color her skin could produce. Her thin long nose suited her equally thin lips, and they knew Rodrigo’s thick ones intimately. In fact, her only flaw was the gap between her incisive teeth, which, as Valery had covertly whispered to Rodrigo once, revealed a duplicitous character. Still, despite their wide-set eyes, they were a good-looking couple – a fact that worried Jose. Observing them uninhibitedly, he wondered whether he would lose his friend to matrimony and, if so, anarchy would prevail.

12/10/118

VI

OF STORIES TOLD

––––––––

Today, too early in the morning, at half-past five, the phone rang relentlessly and woke me up. It was Nubia, worried about Igor. I told her he had been here, yes, but he had left to Marlon’s at about 10pm. He probably decided to spend the night there. I had passed on her message to him, but he disregarded any thought of calling and letting her know he was still alive. She was worried, and she had reasons to be. She called Zoelia afterwards and found the reassurance she needed. I managed to impart what I knew about her son, even though I stammered and left some gaps blank – I had just woken up after all, and she kept interrupting me to ask questions.

Later, at about seven-thirty, while I translated Clarice, I turned on the TV and half-listened to reports about attacks being launched on the city’s public transportation by a criminal organization. Images showed a bus stopping traffic in a busy street in Jardim Amelia, the passengers getting off quickly. The driver must have perceived a threat of some sort, a reporter in a helicopter was saying, unable to explain what was actually happening. They also showed a series of interviews with presidential candidates, Cristovam Buarque and Heloisa Helena among them. I can’t recall any details about what they said about their plans concerning public safety, for I must have placed all their provocative words in the same basket I kept all and every promise made by any insipid politician. Considering the way things are in Brazil, there is no other adjective to describe them, including the well-disposed few. 

By 9am, the bell rang; it was Igor, curious about his mother’s jitters. It seemed to me that he had finally realized there was someone waiting for him at the end of the day. So I told him, rather exasperatedly, how his laziness had me being woken up at five-thirty in the morning for nothing, except to inform Nubia he had been there the night before. He spoke about the attacks. I was already aware of them.

Roberta woke up and came into the living room to watch TV and to distract me from working on the second chapter, which had been flooding my mind. Then, Chelidon and Chiquinha got up and started walking around the house. I despondently related Igor’s story to Chiquinha. I suppose he and Marlon act stupidly just so that our energy is used up in the retelling of their unthoughtful and unpredictable actions, as though they were competing for attention. As I narrated the events, Chiquinha’s expression got gloomier and gloomier. I felt it necessary to let her know that the whole thing had worried me. Still, she picked up the phone and called Nubia, who had to take the subway to work in spite of the attacks, and was already in her office. 

I explained to Chiquinha that I would not be able to go to INCOR[v] to pick up her medication, as I had been doing for months. After thinking on the subject, she proposed that Levi could drive me to the nearest subway station. I argued that I didn’t want to put myself at risk, due to both the chaotic situation the city was in and to not knowing how I would make it back later on. Then, I added that I would have a shower and call INCOR afterwards to ask whether I could collect the medication the following day. When I did call, I was told it was not possible. I had to go there and collect the medication today, or go on the following day to reschedule, since they could not simply “transfer the two thousand patients expected today for tomorrow”. It was necessary to reschedule. I informed Chiquinha, who thought and thought and thought about it, until she decided to ask Matthew to get his car and go to INCOR. He volunteered to come to our place and get the prescription, and then go to the hospital in the afternoon. That was good, one less problem for me to handle. Had he refused, apart from running the risk of taking a bus under attack, I’d have to put up with the hostile environment of the crowded pharmacy or jeopardize Chiquinha’s treatment by rescheduling.

Released from such commitment, which I had intended to fulfil after my weekly therapy session, I called Dr. Helena to cancel the appointment. I blamed the attacks for my nonattendance, and she rescheduled our session for half-past noon the following day. She was always brief on the phone. She was a traditionalist. She preferred face to face conversations.

Now that I was free for the rest of the day, I called William to find out whether he would be brave enough to go to Bobó, as he did every Thursday, in view of the attacks. He was showering and, when he eventually answered the phone, I had already hung up, assuming he had already been gone. That being the case, I’d indulge myself and go to bed. Perhaps a pleasant dream would provide me with something interesting to think about. The phone rang before I could fall asleep. It was William, calling me an ass. I had made him leave his shower, all wet, to answer the phone and, when he got there, nothing. He said he was ready. He was going to Bobó anyway. I accused him of being high. He watched so much television and, yet, he was unaware that only two out of the eighteen bus lines were running. Couldn’t he understand what it meant for people like us, who lived far from any subway station? Oh, no. He believed things were better in Bobó. I reminded him he had to cross half the city to get there and, that notwithstanding, the attacks reached all of Reencarnados. I thoroughly recommended that he stayed in. And succeeded. 

An epitome of vanity, I imagine William had moisturized from his toes to his ear. Not wishing to waste his efforts, he invited me to go to a video store to get some movies. I pointed out I didn’t feel like it, since I had caught sight of a dream and did not wish to lose it. I suggested going later in the afternoon, or early evening. He agreed, furious at having to stay at home watching TV after all his efforts in getting ready to go out. We hang up. I went to bed.

I don’t remember the dream I had, however, it was common for me to dream well, and remember them, during the day. I woke up for the first time when Matthew came into my room. I went back to sleep. Later, I was awakened again by the phone ringing. The girls were running around the house arguing against the impatience shown by whoever was calling. I had instructed them not to answer the phone, but to give it to me or to Chiquinha as soon as it rang, since many callers were not patient enough to insist after several rings. And so they did, waking me up in the middle of the afternoon. I assumed it was for me and waited, in the room, by the bed, attentively. And it was. It was Annie, from Brightness. Finally, the drama of a hiring process had ended. She proposed I went to Prima Casa the following day, at 9am – Francisco had a final proposal to discuss with me and, should I accept it, I might be hired... I didn’t think twice. I told her I’d be there. I’d be there at 9am the following day.

I got up from the bed in a state of euphoria. First, I should tell Chiquinha about the phone call, then William and, finally, Nubia. And so I did. Chiquinha, despite cutting off my enthusiastic speech with flashes of impossibilities and hopelessness, seemed happy. Then, William. I told him I had reached the final phase of the laborious hiring process at Bightness. He congratulated me and expected a “thank you”. As I remained silent, he scolded me for not expressing my gratitude. He also said he was happy with my achievement. He sounded as though he was glowing. Maria Deodora, his sister and neighbor, had also achieved some realizations like that. Her daughter, Mariana, had started working in a hotel, after spending a long time seeking a job; Roger, her husband who hadn’t had a steady job in ten years – ever since they’d started dating – had also got a worthy job. William, I thought, seemed happy with the news.

I also told him that, after talking to the woman in charge of copyrights at Rocco, Clarice Lispector’s son was about to get in touch with me. I described everything I had done to get that translation job. Finally, an action of mine was worthy of Nietzsche’s aphorism about glory. He says that “to strive for honor means to make oneself superior and wish that that also be publicly evident. If the first is lacking and the second nevertheless desired, one speaks of vanity. If the latter is lacking, and not missed, one speaks of pride." (Human, All too Human, aphorism 170). 

As I have built a rich portfolio of literary works, without having made it known to the public, I felt, after reading it, as though I were the prideful one. However, William reminded me that it could not be so, since I have several pieces of poetry published by Câmara Poese and two other publishing houses. He added that many people don’t believe in me, in us, because it isn’t rare for us to get confused when talking about ourselves in our own context; a lot of people will have to exercise the patience of Job as far as we are concerned. According to William, our acquaintances have been underestimating us for a long time, since I am “unemployed” and he is a retiree, dependent on the government. Still, they have to understand that this is not the case. Not everything is in black and white. We are both socially serviceable and not only is it showing in public, but it is also becoming unequivocal. In the end, he gave up going to the video store, and we hang up on a positive note. Our stars were shining; so may them shine on. 
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