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o moleque 
 
 

When her mother and her father led her onto the pátio to 
proclaim the news that her aunt was dead, strangely, all 
Sylmara could think about was the moleque. Memory of the 
espalhafato—the fuss—the boy had caused, having been 
found inside Vila Condesa, her parents’ insistence he be 
removed, their rebuke of the council (“Look what you’ve 
exposed our daughter to!”), kept her from fully realizing the 
news her parents had just formally given her. Six years had 
passed since the affront, something Sylmara would hardly 
have remembered were it not for her parents’ apprehension 
that merely seeing the child would cause her irreversible harm. 
And now her parents were before her, her father having left 
work and still wearing his tie, her mother having collected her 
from class just before her afternoon cafezinho, and Sylmara 
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felt absent from herself, as if she were above, dangling like a 
chandelier somewhere between the sky and this solemn 
moment.  

Sylmara’s second reaction was anger, directed at her aunt. 
Why would she leave Beverly Hills? You’d have to be insane. 
Aunt Adriana, like so many others, had repeatedly warned 
Sylmara about the dangers of the world beyond—chief of 
which were the favelas just outside the gates of the city, where 
hungry human rodents lay waiting for defenseless prey, where 
she had indeed been found dead. And Aunt Adriana had just 
landed a lead role in a sexy new drama slated for prime-time 
release in next season’s Wednesday lineup and, despite Uncle 
Valdemar’s having divorced her for a much younger woman 
and moving to the SOHO bairro of Beverly Hills, she’d been 
enjoying a four-month romance with Nando, her 25-year-old 
professor at the Maxiforma gym on Rua Jardim da Boa 
Vontade, who, after having been her personal trainer for the 
past year and helping her fight through some troublesome 
skin excesses in her upper arms, became her lover, and now 
the 46-year-old woman seemed to be in full vigor, the last 
candidate for leaving the safe confines of Beverly Hills on 
what appeared to be a whim.  

Why would someone do exactly what she forewarned 
against? Sylmara had asked her mother this question a tedious 
number of times, and the answer always remained some 
variation on her first answer—“We don’t know. We caught 
your uncle Rigoberto smoking and he’d spent years trying to 
get Aunt Monika to quit. Your aunt Lida used to advise 
everyone to wear plenty of sunscreen and to never bronze. 
Now where do you find her every summer? In Vila Condesa, 
her ass pointing up at the sky.” 

No, Sylmara reasoned, moments later from her room, a 
room that had been modeled after the Johnsons’ daughter’s 
bedroom on the American television series Mind Men, a show 
that followed the careers of two neurosurgeons in 
Hollywood—it didn’t make sense; in fact, Aunt Adriana was 
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due for a visit to the Centro da Restauração Estética for a 
breast update, a necessary procedure for someone her age. 
The family had for years been trying to get Adriana to have 
her breasts updated with the new (and natural) stem cell 
technology that had been so successful for Sylmara; Adriana’s 
older sister, Monika; and Sylmara’s mother, Wanessa, in that it 
accelerated the growth process to under three months. But 
Adriana was content with the resoftening every few years, she 
loved her Ermelindo Boss breasts, an award-winning design, a 
design that had made her famous nearly overnight, even 
before Beverly Hills, Brazil, had been founded—besides, she 
didn’t want to bother having to go through the process of 
growing breasts all over again. The only time she’d attempted 
that before had been poorly timed, as she’d found herself 
pregnant days later, and the pains during the first several 
weeks after giving birth to Sanfanna were unbearable, as the 
intensity of childbirth acted as a catalyst for the re-growth, and 
the process was sped up all too quickly. Adriana would 
certainly have wanted to have this restoration performed 
before going anywhere, especially had she really wanted to 
disappear forever from Beverly Hills, a community that 
boasted the best restoration artists in the world. 

Sylmara was thinking about the moleque again. She’d never 
seen anything like him before—his skin darker than dark, his 
hair spongy and light-brown, his nipples sucked in, his 
stomach bloated. He looked more like an animal than a 
human, so much that it surprised her when he spoke to her in 
Portuguese.  

“Does the lady have any money to offer me?” he’d said. “I 
haven’t eaten in several days, and I’m starving.” 

 “I don’t have any money with me,” she said. “My parents 
keep all of it with them. I’m sorry.” She was lying on the sand, 
her back to the sun. She got up on her forearms. “I’ll go ask 
my parents. They’ve got money but, if you’re starving, we 
have plenty of food. Did you run away from home?” 
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The boy laughed, and then she could see that his teeth 
weren’t straight and one of his front incisors was missing. “I 
don’t have a home,” he said. “The only place for me to live is 
here,” he said, pointing to his body, his ribcage pressed tightly 
against his skin. She looked to see if she could distinguish his 
heart, wondering if it beat closer to the skin. She thought to 
ask him where he got his food on a regular basis. Instead she 
asked him, “How old are you?”  

“I don’t know,” he said. 
“But when were you born?” 
He shook his head. “Nem isso eu sei,” he said—I don’t 

even know that. 
It was eventually determined that he had arrived by water, 

but how? The perimeter was patrolled carefully, painstakingly; 
boats of any size would set off multiple alarms. It was as if the 
child had come from nowhere rather than somewhere, as if he 
had emerged rather from the sand. Sylmara and her family 
were quarantined for three days by the disease control center 
run by her Uncle Valdemar and, even though those days had 
been almost like a special vacation itself—Sylmara and her 
parents spent most of their time popping out and enjoying the 
safe confines of the virtual realities of the mapped cities of the 
world—Sylmara could never understand how a small boy 
could cause such an incredible stir, how he could threaten 
system-wide contamination. The local council apologized, 
however, explaining that such an incident, without any 
physical consequences, would only serve to improve security 
at Vila Condesa. Everyone on Vila Condesa had been 
questioned, and Sylmara was the only person to have had 
contact with the boy. They could promise, they said, with 
confidence, that something like this would never occur again. 

It never did. 
If events like this had been common, it may have settled 

more gracefully into her memory. One service of the human 
mind is its capacity to categorize and compress information. 
Rather than remember each football game that someone 
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attends or the various cinema screens and arcade theaters 
visited over the span of a lifetime, they all are crushed 
together into one. If she had seen moleques at the beach every 
time she went there, she might have processed such events as 
typical, consigned them to the sort of background existence 
reserved for parasols and breakwater, perhaps even adopting 
her parent’s disdain for them. But she hadn’t. And every time 
she’d thought about the moleque since, he would flicker 
through her thoughts for days. He belonged to the world she 
had never seen—a place her family had escaped, and this 
flight from everything they’d known had been the thing they’d 
held most sacred because it had been the result of a choice, 
one that had meant rescinding all communication with friends 
and family in Rio de Janeiro for the benefit of safety, luxury 
and bringing their children up in a wholesome, safe 
environment. Her parents and relatives had told her stories 
about what the outside world had been like—the horror, the 
constant fear of being mugged, the incivility with which 
people treated one another, the unhealthy people spreading 
viruses and diseases, funguses and infections, all of which 
these days, to them, seemed like a nightmare long since slept 
through. “The greatest thing that has ever happened to us was 
our acceptance into Beverly Hills,” her father constantly 
orated—and in the first phase!—the founding group, which 
had always enjoyed a sense of pride and hierarchical edge over 
those that would immigrate into the community thereafter, 
especially since they were the ones who had taken the risk and 
bought into a place where application fees and property values 
in a place that did not as yet exist were as high as in the most 
chique bairros—the most chic neighborhoods—of São Paulo.  

But rather than feel relief, Sylmara felt as if she were a 
painting that had been hanging for several centuries and had 
suddenly become aware of its frame. And it was her aunt’s 
death, a crack in the glass (behind which one sees a smudge—
not an error, but a smudge of color never seen before…) that 
had caused her to suddenly imagine it for the first time the 
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other way around: What if they were the diseased people in 
quarantine, living a theme park life that was purely 
fabricated—what if they were the ones who had been shut out? 
As she lay in bed that night, trying to fall asleep, instead she 
was taken over first by a strange feeling of distress, and then 
of anger—and anger never sleeps. 

 
he service for Aunt Adriana began at noon. Sanfanna 
and Nando wept from the first row of the church, a 
miniature skyscraper punctuated by a slick silver needle 

that soared above the high-rise commercial buildings standing 
sentry around it downtown. Uncle Valdemar sat beside them 
with his fiancée, who was wearing a sparkling new diamond 
that looked almost as if it had been polished for the occasion. 
Sylmara’s mother, Wanessa, and her sisters occupied the row 
to the right, and Sylmara and her father and a few of the 
sisters’ longer-term boyfriends were only a few rows behind, 
followed by rows and rows of bodies in black, hushed in stoic 
deference, mixing awkwardly, sharing remembered anecdotes, 
reproducing clichés readymade for the occasion, like their 
dark dresses and veils. 

Aunt Adriana’s family of five siblings had been one of the 
largest single-family units to immigrate into Beverly Hills. 
They were rich, gorgeous and, except for Sylmara’s mother, 
Wanessa, at this point all unmarried, and the family name, 
Fontanella, which boasted a long line of excessively glamorous 
heirs, enjoyed an unparalleled repute in the city, thus making 
the open-casket funeral one of the most talked-about events 
of the year.  

Eventually, lines formed and people waited in silence for 
their chance to have a final moment with Adriana Fontanella 
before the casket would be buried on the edge of the city far 
from the downtown and the Central Shopping and the 
residential areas, in an area to which Sylmara had never been 
before.   

T 
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She waited her turn and then, once at the front of the line, 
walked to where her aunt lay enclosed by the voluminous, 
gilded box. There her body was, her hair perfectly flowing in 
bountiful gushing waves in a style she had worn for a hair-
product commercial she’d filmed a few months before, just 
before her career had begun to resurge, her eyes closed, her 
lips sealed almost as if in reverence for herself, too. Sylmara 
studied her aunt’s body, stilled by death, comparing the details 
of her face and her body to the version of her that she saw 
when she closed her eyes, trying to determine what precisely 
had happened to her, looking for some secret to her final 
hours in the mask of death that had turned her face to clay. 
And she heard voices behind her growing louder but did not 
register them, until a hand came to nudge her along the circuit 
back to her pew. What was the rush? Sylmara wondered how a 
culture obsessed with saving everything as mementos would 
be so quick to discard something that had held life for more 
than 46 years.   

The rest of the day passed slowly. Hours were spent 
standing as religious rites poured into their ears and out of 
their mouths, the casket was eased by pulley into the ground 
and each member of the family added a clump of hardened 
dirt that plunked like concrete bricks upon the casket like 
thunder for a lightning provided by the flash photography of 
the still press. 

Sylmara waited with her parents in a long line composed of 
the closest family members, foremost of them Sanfanna and 
the Fontanella sisters, but also Uncle Valdemar and her father. 
Each member of the audience made their way down the line, 
offering condolences to each of them, murmuring regurgitated 
phrases that Sylmara, never having been to a funeral, 
recognized from television. 

The death ceremony, no one wanted to rewrite it, and so it 
was ensconced in a time chest dug up every time someone 
died—everyone opened these books, these Bibles, and they 
read words aloud in a Portuguese centuries old, and they knew 
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what these words were supposed to sound like because 
someone had died before, too, and people would keep dying. 
No, no one wanted to re-write the ritual, no one wanted to 
change these circuitous routes: the one in front of the casket, 
the condolence line...The ritual itself—stand here, walk here, 
turn here—was just another way to dissemble what had 
happened, to place it already into the past by disappearing the 
body immediately, anointing it with words in a language no 
longer spoken, giving everyone a sense of importance through 
endless, consecrated roles. In the end, this was a social event, 
and the buzz was in the air, the excitement of something 
terrible having happened to someone no one had expected it 
to happen to (and people felt less guilty for not grieving when 
they learned this was Adriana’s own fault—why would anyone 
leave Beverly Hills?); those important because of their 
closeness to her were given attention and pity they rose to the 
occasion to receive. The event held the gleam of newness, the 
patina of the rites of the past, and only the future was more 
exciting.   

It wasn’t until she was on the way home that Sylmara 
realized why this seemed even more familiar than the expected 
familiarity, the déjà vu of everything: this wasn’t the first time 
Aunt Adriana had been dead—it had happened once before 
on screen.   

 
t night, there was nothing more spectacular. The 
metropolis of Beverly Hills, looked down upon from 
the hilltops of the favela Jaceguai, sparkled like a 

lagoon under the full moon. It is night that turns a city into a 
teenager with a wallet-full of bills, ready to tease the most 
provocative moral temptations for a small tickle of delight. It 
is night when not a window looks dusty, not a street dirty, 
when cars rushing down the street fulfill the promises of their 
advertising campaigns, as if they were brand-new, and 
appearance deficits dissolve into shadows.  

A 
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The Theatro do Mundo on Rua Sonia Braga, erected 
during Beverly Hills’ second phase, squeezed in seventy-five-
hundred people comfortably and an extra fifty could stand at 
the back of the theater when a performance was sold out, as 
was the case this evening. Beverly Hills prided itself on its live 
theater—it was possible to see nearly all of one’s favorite local 
actors in the course of a single season; the secondary school 
performances privileged Beverly Hills denizens with special 
previews of who would surely be christened the next stars, 
where someone could go straight from colégio or drama 
school into the national and panamerican novelas, the most 
coveted roles because they were the shows that friends and 
family would see, while the international programs were all 
imported and rarely viewed within Brazil. And because so 
much was on the line and harsh criticism and unfavorable 
responses were considered unfair so long as teenagers were 
the actors, the claque knew the importance of their role, and 
reaction prompters had been installed so that they knew when 
to react and in what fashion: Applause. Laughter. Surprise…  

This evening, Sylmara, in her final semester at the Colégio 
São Pedro, was starring as the role of Paula, in a two-hour 
adaptation of the popular novela Janela para o Encantamento—
Window to Enchantment. In the first scene, Sylmara shared the 
stage with an actor who was playing her lover. Her lover had 
just had an altercation with his mother over his mother’s new 
husband, who had allegedly been spending time outside of 
work with a female coworker of his. It was insinuated by 
Sylmara’s character’s lover that his mother’s new husband was 
having an affair. His mother denied the possibility of this, 
even despite the fact that she knew about his having cheated 
on his first ex-wife with a coworker—with her. Sylmara’s 
character was consoling her own boyfriend, explaining to him 
that just because his mother’s new husband spent time with a 
coworker did not mean he was having an affair. After all, she 
pointed out, he had a very close female coworker with whom 
he spent a lot of time, and he wasn’t cheating on Sylmara’s 
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character with her. The boyfriend was silent. The audience 
burst out laughing. Sylmara looked up, checked her dress, 
even turned for the smallest instant and looked in the 
direction of the audience members’ faces to see what they 
were laughing at (but she couldn’t see past the blinding stage 
lights). Then, when she saw that they were once again quiet 
and focused on the scene underway, she returned to face her 
character’s boyfriend—“How could you!” she screamed. The 
audience was laughing again. Sylmara looked off-stage and 
saw her director signaling her to go on with the scene.  

“You’re having an affair with Daniela, aren’t you?” she 
said. She improvised: “Well, I’m glad it’s with Daniela. She’s 
been around the block a few times”—the audience began 
clapping uproariously.  

The reaction prompter continued to go haywire, but a 
number of the audience members eventually caught on to 
what was happening, and so the reactions were mixed. As the 
play went on, Sylmara found that she was completely out of 
character—she’d been trying to cover up for her earlier gaffe, 
when she’d looked directly into the audience to see what had 
elicited their laughter. And so her character suddenly took on 
a slightly paranoid vibe that had not been written into the 
script and, she felt, may be calling more attention to herself 
than necessary. Worse, she couldn’t tell how the audience was 
actually responding to this rarefied version of the girl, a 
character she had practiced in dress rehearsal twice and whose 
lines she had repeated more than a hundred times. As the first 
act carried on, her director, attending to the technician who 
was working on the reaction prompter, was unavailable to 
direct her. When the prompter was finally repaired, the 
audience was so afraid of reacting incongruously that many 
abstained from taking part, and the performance fell flat. 

Sylmara emerged from backstage a half hour after the play 
had ended to an empty theater. She was embarrassed by her 
performance and angry that the reaction prompters had 
spoiled the evening, and she was waiting for everyone to go 
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home before leaving the dressing room. Eventually she heard 
a light tapping on the door of the stage room, and she opened 
it to discover, there looking at her with a hesitant smile, her 
father. 

The man stood there across from her, his long blond hair 
pushed straight back (though several strands hung down in 
front of him), his long, narrow nose, his azure eyes. He was 
waiting for her to speak.  

“I thought you were going to send the car.” 
“I thought you might need some company,” he said.  
“I don’t feel like talking to anyone,” she said. 
“I understand…but I just wanted to tell you: You were 

incredible. Everyone’s said so.” 
She looked at him for a moment in disbelief. “I messed up. 

As soon as the reaction prompter malfunctioned, I started 
exaggerating the character, turning her into some paranoid 
doida.” 

“No,” her father said. “I’ve never seen anyone so riveting 
on stage. And even if it had been the worst performance in 
the world—which it wasn’t—you looked like a star. No one 
could argue with that. And that’s all that really matters in this 
business.” 

“But that has nothing to do with me.” 
“I don’t understand. That wasn’t you up there? Then who 

was it? Your cousin?”  
“Pai,” she said, as he passed her some tissues he took from 

inside his coat. “I need to ask you a question. Why were you 
all so alarmed about the moleque?” 

“The moleque?” 
“In Vila Condesa. Mãe yelled at him when she saw us. She 

called him ‘moleque!’—not ‘menino de rua’ or ‘street kid’—
but moleque! It was the first time I heard that word, and it 
never left my memory. I’ll never forget the way she said it: the 
way she snarled it at him, like he should have known better.” 
She paused, walking over to her mirror and picking up a brush 
to wipe makeup off her face.  
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Her father looked in the direction of the wall. “I don’t 
know what to say.” He turned to face her, blankly, as if 
nothing would follow this, but several moments later 
continued. “I feel the same way. But you’ve got to understand. 
These moleques are part of another universe. If we started to 
let them in, then everything we worked for would disappear.” 

“He was nice.” 
“He was. Maybe. Not all of them are.” 
“But I could have been him, couldn’t I? So could you. No 

one chooses in what body to be born into.” 
“Listen here, menina. We are the lucky ones. And how 

ungrateful would we be if we were to turn down our gift? 
Other people wouldn’t know what to do if they had this 
opportunity. They’d gamble it away. Or they’d want more, so 
they would steal. You should be happy about what you have. 
Don’t shoot down the plane that’s come to rescue you.” 

“You’re right,” she said, having considered his argument. 
“I’m sorry. I just don’t understand why Aunt Adriana went 
embora. She was happy here.” 

“She was. Or so it appeared. She certainly never liked it 
embora.” 

“Then why?” 
“Well, people do crazy things.” 
“That’s not good enough, not to explain this.” 
“But how did she leave? She had to have been formally 

checked out. Has anyone looked into that?” 
“It’s all been confirmed. They have the exact hour and 

minute she left. Her signature and fingerprints confirm that it 
was she.” 

“But they didn’t even ask why?” 
“It’s not their job to. One of the great things about Beverly 

Hills has always been that it was a choice. And if anybody 
wants to leave, they’re welcome to at any time without giving 
any reason. This is not a concentration camp.” 
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“Sometimes it feels like one.” She shot a glance at her 
father—“I’m sorry,” she said, seeing that she’d caused 
offense. 

“Forget about it. We’re all on edge because of what 
happened to your aunt. But now’s a time for celebration. 
You’re going to be a star.” 

 
hen Sylmara returned home later that night, she 
went straight to her room. Rather than go directly 
to sleep, she decided she would rather go online 

and do some shopping, so she turned on her screen and went 
to the catalogue, selecting calças—jeans—from the menu. She 
selected “catwalk,” then watched as ten different models 
paraded her room—she slowed the dial to focus on one she 
liked, then decided to try it on, pulling the imaginary pants 
over her form, adjusting the size tighter, until it was snug. She 
checked herself out in the mirror, frowned, stood there for a 
moment, looking into her eyes, the last traces of makeup 
washed away moments before in her bathroom, assaying 
herself at the one time a day she actually looked eighteen. She 
turned the screen off, and there she was, standing in her 
underwear.  

“But I don’t care what I look like,” she said, and she heard 
her voice, and she thought—that sound is mine. That’s the 
real Sylmara.  

Where were all of these thoughts coming from? She 
wondered if her aunt had triggered them, if maybe her aunt 
were trying to communicate with her. She hadn’t exactly had 
an intimate relationship with her—they were together often 
but never spoke at any length about their connection—but for 
some reason, and perhaps because her family had always 
likened Sylmara to her aunt and viewed Sylmara as her 
successor—ever since Sylmara had begun at six and seven 
years old to achieve the highest marks in her phonetics classes 
and then again at thirteen and fourteen when she became 
popular in Russian and Chinese circuits for an identical role 

W
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she had played in both languages—it was understood that 
Sylmara and her aunt were connected in some elemental way, 
so her death signified a certain type of death for Sylmara, too, 
one that read like a warning or a premonition; Sylmara felt a 
sudden compelling urge to discover why her aunt had decided 
to leave Beverly Hills so that she could discover what destiny 
lay in store for her in a future that was beginning to look more 
and more like that of Adriana’s much-celebrated past.  

Sylmara put on her nightgown and readied herself for bed. 
As she washed her face again, she pondered her nose, the one 
they always compared to a button, one of the few parts of her 
body that had never been restored, and Sylmara remembered 
that she could leave at any time she wanted: a reassuring 
thought. She remembered her parents telling her once before 
that, if at any point during their first year there they had not 
liked it, they could have left and all of their money would have 
been returned to them to the centavo. And both her mom and 
dad could have returned to the Rio de Janeiro they hailed 
from, which had once been, she was told, a picturesque place, 
one of the few places on earth with rainforest, beaches, 
lagoons, mountains and millions of people all sharing one 
bejeweled landscape. But as time traipsed along, especially 
since the time that her family had migrated to Beverly Hills, 
the favelas had grown increasingly intermixed with the rest of 
the population, violence erupted in the bars and restaurants, 
urban sprawl pushed São Paulo and Rio closer together, 
threatening the creation of the largest and most tenebrous 
megalopolis in the world. A night out in Rio meant being 
alert, dressing conservatively and leaving home with a credit 
card, ID and still enough money to satisfy the street bandits 
who would knife you in anger if you neglected to carry their 
toll. These are things she’d never had to worry about before, 
so she didn’t know what Rio had in reality been like for her 
father. 

But there it was again, as she lay down onto her bed—a 
terrible, toxic feeling. The time following Adriana’s death had 
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lasted exactly three days, the same amount of time her parents 
and she had been in quarantine after she came in contact with 
the moleque. And in both instances, the passage of three days 
was all it took for life to begin to regain its normalcy and 
routine. As Sylmara sank into the sheets near the edge of her 
dreams, she realized where this terrible feeling came from. It 
was a feeling that once again something monumental had 
disrupted the pattern of life and that, even though there was 
possibly nothing to be done, even though the old time-
honored traditions may very well have been in accord with life 
as it was meant to be regarded, there was need for a pause 
longer than the time one is permitted to stand at the foot of a 
casket to mourn—there was a need for reflection, extended 
thought, deeper consideration.  

Sylmara followed these thoughts directly into her dreams, 
and they closed in around her, and everything that had 
happened and everything that hadn’t but that was connected 
began to play out deeper in her subconscious, her closed eyes 
serving as the darkness necessary to project images upon the 
eternal screens of the brain, and Sylmara finally slept. 
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At first, the notion of the city was greeted with much skepticism. Who 
would buy into a place where application fees and property values in a 
place that did not as yet exist were already as high as in the most chique 
bairros of São Paulo, traffic in and out would be controlled by a council 
that kept close tabs on its citizens, and a certain physical standard needed 
to be met prior to entrance? But after no more than six months of 
campaigning, the news media reported that the enrollment figures were 
growing, and what had once been only a fantasy was now becoming 
something real, and soon some of the richer families in the country had 
secured spots in the first phase, which would implant 50,000 residents 
into this periurban esplanade half the distance between São Paulo and 
Rio de Janeiro. Duplicating the turn-of-the-century success of Orange 
County, China, sixty miles outside of Beijing, Beverly Hills, too, would 
be built and designed by architects and interior designers from the Los 
Angeles metropolitan area—all of the houses, gardens and exterior 
landscaping would be modeled after television show sets in L.A. and 
houses in the Pacific Palisades, Malibu, Beverly Hills and environs.  

By the time the first citizens arrived, the palm trees had already 
grown, lakes were already implanted in ravines between rows of houses 
and living rooms had already been furnished with American items such 
as hardcovers by mass-market superstars, coffee-table books and board 
games such as Monopoly and Scrabble (in English). The furniture and 
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interior design was complete before the home was sold. Even the street 
signs and traffic lights of America’s most celebrated zip code were 
duplicated to a T and re-erected. 

In Beverly Hills, Brazilians could live like their American neighbors 
to the north without leaving this precious country, with its thousands of 
endless resources and culture of fashion and moda, nor abandoning its 
language and gastronomy. The largest Shopping in Latin America was 
created near the center of town and today still features the best stores from 
all over the world—Paris, Milan, Hong Kong, Dubai, New York, etc. 
And unlike in the violent megacities of Rio and São Paulo, the only 
barriers constructed were those separating Beverly Hills from the rest of 
the world, meaning no gates leading to one’s own home.  

The draw for a number of applicants into Beverly Hills was freedom 
from the fear of contracting sexually transmitted diseases, as all admitted 
had to undergo thorough medical examinations prior to entry. And then, 
if anyone hadn’t liked it during the first year, all they had to do was 
leave. The few who did had their money returned to them without a 
centavo taken away, though their regrets later, upon returning whence they 
had come, were widely publicized in national media. 

But, in the end, very few people did leave. Beverly Hills was like 
living a dream. Within ten years, every major novela was produced in the 
city, using exclusively local actors. Even international soap operas and 
soap opera films were produced in Beverly Hills and exported to external 
markets. The English school became top-ranked, as did the School of 
Drama, which dealt entirely in novelas. The School of Phonetics, which 
taught its students to master the sounds and symbols of the world’s ten 
most spoken languages—Mandarin, Spanish, English, Arabic, 
Japanese, Portuguese, Hindi, Bengali, Russian and French—became the 
model for elementary and secondary education in countries all over the 
world, thus providing the world with unparalleled access to Beverly Hills 
and Beverly Hills culture and entertainment in host languages in over 
100 countries.  

The second phase, three years after the first one, drew an application 
pool of 700,000 people for only 50,000 spots, and the city expanded to 
three times its size once again over a three-year period.  
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Each of the individual landowners was given a share of the total value 
of Beverly Hills, and all of the shareholders’ stock in the city together 
combined to equal almost half of its net worth, a growing figure that alone 
would suffice for a family of four to live on for several years, even despite 
the exorbitant cost of living within the city gates. As the years went on, 
the city became the most coveted place in all of Brazil, and these wealthy 
landowners’ stock doubled and tripled multiple times. The only real way 
anyone would ever leave would be if they sold out their piece of the 
property, but no was crazy enough to do so because this would mean a 
return to the world outside, and then no one could ignore the daily news 
reports that gave accounts of the increasing danger and problems of the 
world beyond, most specifically those in the favelas of São Paulo and Rio 
de Janeiro, in addition to crime in all over the other megalopolises of the 
world—Delhi, México City, Washington, etc. 

Children born completely within the gates of the community were still 
able to travel and “know” other places. Beverly Hills now had several 
fully developed satellite sites in other parts of Brazil, some in the 
Northeast, others in the South and another large one in Goiânia, in 
addition to multitudinous beach properties. And then, Beverly Hills had 
the largest collection of pop out cities in the world.  

Despite all of these wonders, during its initial periods, Beverly Hills 
did receive criticism for its elitism—why couldn’t the rest of the world 
enjoy the same privileges of freedom, financial prosperity, cutting-edge 
amenities and incomparable glamour? Beverly Hills’ officials always 
countered this criticism with the statistic that no one in Brazil donated 
more money to social work and non-profit organizations than Beverly 
Hills itself. A dismantling of Beverly Hills would mean cutting off all of 
these programs that were working toward the common good.  

In the end, there are few places on the world as enchanting and 
prosperous as Beverly Hills and, even though there has been in our 
records the occasional bickering among the different classes that entered 
into the community, everyone, for the most part, gets along. No one wants 
to leave, because Beverly Hills is the center of the universe and leaving 
would mean leaving permanently, and no one wants to miss anything. 
Where else do celebrities walk the streets, eat in local restaurants, walk 
their dogs and wear fashions purchased or sent away for from boutiques 
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down the block or at the downtown screens? Where else is it possible to 
watch the shows that appear on television as members of the live studio 
audience? You can walk late at night and never feel the fear of being 
harassed, and the city is full of attractive people at all hours of the day—
even the non-celebrities look like celebrities.  

And to refute any outsider who is hostile to the idea that everyone in 
Beverly Hills has had multiple restorations over the years, in the words of 
Beverly Hills’ great poet, Onilson Wandevild, whose words were said to 
call to mind Carlos Drummond de Andrade (in a television interview 
just months after entering Beverly Hills, in the first phase), “I used to 
think it somewhat mad when people complimented each other on their 
looks because one’s attractiveness is something entirely accidental, a 
product of genes and hormones. But now, you can choose what you look 
like. The human form has become the ultimate canvas for expression, and 
the artists of Beverly Hill are the world’s best. Beverly Hills is a place 
with walking and breathing paintings and sculptures, where no one has to 
look up to Apollo or Aphrodite because they exist everywhere.” 

—João Jobim, Curador,  
Museu da Cidade de Beverly Hills 
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the pop outs 

Except for the obvious similarities in skin tone, nose contour 
and shape, breast and cup size, the specifications and style of 
her lip, shape of her bunda (or derriere) and her hairstyle and 
color, Sanfanna looked little like her deceased mother. Or, 
rather, she could have been anyone in Beverly Hills’ child. 
Their resemblance was rather much easier to compute when 
one took into account other, non-physical traits, such as their 
dramatic reactions to situations containing little or no drama, 
their nearly identical voices (high-pitched, seraphic) and their 
affinity for affinities. For example, it was not uncommon for 
either of them to say, “That’s my new thing, you know—
sunglasses.” And for a year they would collect sunglasses, 
become regulars at sunglass lojas, learn their history and the 
different styles over the past fifty years, send away for pairs in 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

acknowledgments and notes 
 
My second novel, this one completed six years ago, I began 
writing in Rio de Janeiro during the summer of ’05. My 
apartment was in Leblon, on Rua Rainha Guilhermina 
(number 187, apt. 105), and is the basis for the Jucélia scenes. 
I spent quite a lot of time in two bookstores just outside my 
door on Rua Dias Ferreira, Argumento and Letras e 
Expressões (their names alone were reason enough to 
frequent them), the latter open 24 hours a day and in the 
middle of the night a bustling place of music, social browsing 
and bate-papo…I went there to look at books and magazines 
and discover music, and many times it was listening to the 
CDs on offer that this book received a jolt of energy inspired 
by this other form of art, this other, kindred soul. 
 
I returned to New York after the summer and managed to 
save up enough money to take the book to finish it in Paris in 
March of ’07. There, at 5 Boulevard Henri IV, the windows 
thrown open (and through those windows, the Seine!), I wrote 
in the mornings, attended French class in the afternoons, and 
the evenings belonged to a nightlife of innumerable parties 
and dinners, many of them hosted chez nous. In the faint 
trickle of sound that remains I can hear the chatter of voices, 
the melodies of the métro, the smashing of a glass of wine. It’s 
funny…I don’t have a single memory of sitting down writing 
this book, imagining its characters, turning pages, finishing up 
work for the day; these books, they slip into being…in the 



 

 

meantime, there is coffee with Kendall, Wilson and Olya; 
there is Sara, dear heart and now indelible fixture in my life; 
Julien, who taught me that nothing should be taken too 
seriously (and that all such seriousness should be introduced 
by the phrase en fait); Eloá, who came later and most magically 
and importantly (and whom I thank for rescuing me from a 
number of crimes against the Portuguese language here); and 
my beautiful mother, who, scarved and armed with an 
inconceivably unimpeachable French accent, turned a week’s 
worth of her vacation into a lifetime of memories, for both of 
us.    
 
Professor Henry Hager deserves his own paragraph of 
gratitude. He taught me about Madison Avenue, neoliberalism 
and America, and turned the study of advertising into the 
study of culture. It was in his class that I first came upon the 
question, Does advertising mirror, or shape, man? The 
example of Henry alone would suffice to answer this question, 
in that at least he was cast in the mold of no other. 
 
This novel is dedicated to Carey Harrison. (…but now where 
to begin?) Tuesdays with Carey, nearly every Tuesday (I wrote 
this particular line several years ago, and it remains perfectly 
accurate) are of my greatest and most prized worldly 
possessions. The word “mentor” (which I have used before to 
describe you) ill-encapsulates the depth of your care, 
comprehension, friendship, wisdom and empathy. I wouldn’t 
part with a moment of any of this in exchange for the counsel 
of any of the (other) literary immortals. I cannot wait to read 
Who Was That Lady?, the book closest to my heart, in print. I’ll 
see you Tuesday. 
 

—Brooklyn, 2013 
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To the memory of my beloved mentor, 
the distinguished Brazilian educator, Dr. 
Emanuel Cicero, born in 1907 in Ubatuba, 
São Paulo. Rector of the College of Rio 
Grande do Sul from 1943 to 1978, he died 
in 1988 in Lisbon. 
 

 
–Maximiliano Reyes, publisher 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

-FIM- 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


