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It's very early for me, | went to bed at day-break, can't make out that

fellow through the spy-hole. 1'm dizzy, can't understand the fellow

standing Lhere in a suit and tie, with his face swollen by the lemse. It

must be something important, I beard the bell ring several times, once

on my way to the door and at least three times in my sleep. My eyes are

focussing now and I'm starting to think I knew that face in a distant,

hazy past, Ur was | asleep when I got to the spy-hole, do I know that

face from when it was still pari ol my dreams. It's got a beard., Perhaps
Jotyd

1 bave seen that face before without a beard, but the beard's so thick

£xact _
and disciplined as if it came before Lhe face. The suit and tie alsa [t fovond

unsetile me. I don't know many people who wear suits and ties, much less vﬁl&;{

= J
with hair strg&%;ﬂ?ggn io their shoulders. The suit— and-tie J ffﬁ'{f?i”!_

individuale | lknow live behind desks and ticket windows, they're mnot

ingividuals who come hammering on my door. ! try to imagine the man

clean—-shaven and in shirt-sleeves, allow for the distortions of the spy-

hole, but bLe's sLill someone | koow and can'ti put a name to. And the

static close-ups of the fellow's face coniuse my judgement even more. ,ﬂdefuﬁr'?
I

lt's not exactly a face, more thE(EEE;)Df a face that gets farther from
For ma
the reality the better you know the individual. Lt
: b i)
that immobility is bhg'best disguise, fad .
WOVih g
I retreat cautiously across my flat as if I'm wading through water.

1'1l slip back into bed, I Lhkipk the fellow will give up in the end, now
he's sure nobody is at home. But 1'm just crossing the imaginary lime -
between my bedroom and living room when the bell rings again. I can't

tleep with the image of thai men attached to my door. I go back to the
spy-bole. | must catch owe careless, impatient movement that will give

1

bim Bpwav, enabie me tad}de ithe pesture Lo gose person. But the-moment I
n

_jfﬁt bjh;l ];N




* Impressive...a fast-forward trip across the almast mediaeval divide between the rich
and poor in Brazil. i-0 magazine —

Set in a city that can only be Rio, Turbulence evokes the sumeal quality of urban Brazilian life
through the comically hyperactive consciousness of the unnamed namator, for the disturbing
events of the novel occur as much in the country of the mind as in Brazil

Haunted by nostalgia for the places of his childhood, the narrator inhabits a nightmare pre-
sent constantly threatened by wiolence. A drop-out from the privileged world of lusury beach
apartments and extravagant sybaritic obsessions, he has entered by chance - or perhaps by
choice - the ‘other” Brazil of wretched poverty and petty cnime . > .

“An undentably haunting read” Dady Telegraph

‘The staccato quality of the prose_ effectively conveys the disorientation of a society
poised on the abyss of anarchy’ The Times

‘An intriguing cross-fertilisation of creative technique in a narrative as unpredictable as
2 sustained passage of jazz improvisation® lndependent

L}
—— ulence

Brazil that is shot through with crime, corruption and dislocation’ Financial Times GhIGU Buarque

“An unmistakably Brazilian text. A Ettle like Ulysses turned inside out’ New Statesman

Transiated by Peter Bush.

anhieng 09149

‘A nightmarish tour de force’ Independent
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mAacHADO DE ASSIS
PHILOSOPHER OR DOG?

(WITH A NEW INTRODUCTION BY LOUIS de BERNIERES)

“Fantasfic...strange and wonderful.” New York Times

“A highly personal brew of compassion, pessimism ond devastafing psychological insight.”
New York Times.
£6.99 MAY 288pp 198x129 mm XCUSA 0 7475 3354 7 FICTION

EPITAPH OF A SMALL WINNER

(WITH A NEW INTRODUCTION BY LOUIS de BERNIERES)

“One of the masterpieces of Brozilion lterature.” Salman Rushdie

“Machado de Assis was o lilerary force, tronscending nationolity ond language, comporable
certainly o Flaubert, Hordy or Jomes....Epitaph of o Smoll Winner is dlearlty ane of those books
which we coll definitive.” New York Times

Machoda de Assis was born in Rio de Janeiro in 1839 and died in 1908. The outhor of numerous
noveks, induding Don Casmurra, Philasopher or Dog? and Epitaph of a Small Winner, he is ane of
Lotin America’s greatest writers.

£6.99 MAY 244pp 198x129 mm XCUSA 0 7475 3355 5 FICTION

cHico BUARQUE
TURBULEH(E (TRANSLATED BY PETER BUSH)

“A nightmarish tour de force.” Independent

“Employing o foul, nervy prose ond o telling eye for detail, Buarque expertly depicts o Brazil
i shot through with crime, carruption ond dislocation.” Financial Times

*A fast-forword trip across the almost medieval divide between the rich and poor in
Brozil..Impressive.” i-0

Borm in Rio in 1944, Chico Buorque is o singes, o dromafist, @ compaser and o poet. Turbulence is AN
his first novel. A
£6.99 JUNE 178pp 198x129 mm XCUSA 0 7475 3357 1 FICTION

THE DIARY OF HELENA MORLEY

TRANSLATED BY ELIZABETH BISHOP

“When | first come 1o Brozil in 1952 | asked my Brazilian friends which Brozilion books | should
begin reading. After naming some of Mochado de Assis’s novels or short stories, or Eudlides do
Cunha's O Sertoes, they frequently recommended this little book, Minfia Vida de Menini. My Lite
us a Little Girl..the diory actually kept by a little girl between the ages of twelve ond fifteen, in
the for-off town of Diomanfina...The scenes and events it described were odd, remote ond long
ogo, ond yel fresh, sod, funny and eternolly true.’

"Heleno Morkey” wos the pseudonym of Senhora Augusto Mario Coldeira Brant whose diory was
first published in 1942,

Elizabeth Bishop (1928-79) wos ane of the greatest and best loved poets of the twentieth century
£6.99 JUNE 320pp 198x129pp XCUSA 0 7475 3356 3 BIOGRAPHY & MEMOIRS
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