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SYNOPSIS


"Miss Dollar", a short story by Machado de Assis, tells the story of a lost dog and the events that unfold around it. The plot revolves around the search for the dog, revealing the complexities of human relationships and the irony of circumstances. The tale highlights themes of love, loss and chance, weaving a subtle critique of the social conventions of the time. 


Palavras-chave

Love, Society, Irony




Notice


This text is a work in the public domain and reflects the norms, values and perspectives of its time. Some readers may find parts of this content offensive or disturbing, given evolving social norms and our collective understanding of issues of equality, human rights and mutual respect. We ask readers to approach this material with an understanding of the historical era in which it was written, recognizing that it may contain language, ideas or descriptions that are incompatible with today's ethical and moral standards.


Foreign language names will be preserved in their original form, without translation.


 




Chapter I



  


It
suited the novel if the reader didn't know who Miss Dollar was for a long time.
But on the other hand, without introducing Miss Dollar, the author would be
forced into long digressions, which would fill the paper without advancing the
action. There can be no hesitation: I'm going to introduce you to Miss Dollar. 


 
If the reader is a young man of a melancholic disposition, he will imagine Miss
Dollar to be a pale, slender English woman, scant of flesh and blood, with two
large blue eyes in her face and long blonde tresses blowing in the wind. The
girl in question must be as vapid and ideal as a Shakespearean creation; she
must be the contrast to the British roastbeef on which the freedom of the
United Kingdom is nourished. Such a Miss Dollar should have the poet Tennyson
by heart and read Lamartine in the original; if she knows Portuguese, she
should delight in reading the sonnets of Camões or the Cantos of Gonçalves
Dias. Tea and milk should be the diet of such a creature, with some
confectionery and cookies added to satisfy the stomach's urgencies. His speech
should be the murmur of an Aeolian harp; his love a swoon, his life a
contemplation, his death a sigh. 


 
The figure is poetic, but it's not the heroine of the novel. 


 
Suppose the reader is not given to such reveries and melancholy, in which case
he imagines a totally different Miss Dollar. This time she'll be a robust
American, with blood running down her cheeks, rounded shapes, lively and
burning eyes, a woman made, remade and perfect. A friend of a good table and a
good drink, this Miss Dollar will prefer a quarter of lamb to a page of
Longfellow, a very natural thing when the stomach is crying out for it, and she
will never understand the poetry of the sunset. She will be a good mother of
the family according to the doctrine of some of the masters of civilization,
that is to say, fertile and ignorant. 


 
The reader who has passed their second youth and sees before them an old age
with no recourse will no longer feel the same way. For them, the Miss Dollar
truly worthy of being told in a few pages would be a good Englishwoman in her
fifties, endowed with a few thousand pounds sterling, who, arriving in Brazil
in search of a subject to write a novel about, made a real novel by marrying
the aforementioned reader. Such a Miss Dollar would be incomplete if she didn't
have green glasses and a large curl of gray hair at each end. White lace gloves
and a linen hat in the shape of a gourd would be the last coat of this
magnificent overseas type. 


One
reader, smarter than the others, came up with the fact that the heroine of the
novel is not and was not English, but Brazilian, and that the name Miss Dollar
simply means that the girl is rich. 


This
discovery would be excellent if it were accurate; unfortunately, neither it nor
the others are accurate. The Miss Dollar of the novel is not the romantic girl,
nor the robust woman, nor the old literary woman, nor the rich Brazilian. This
time the readers' proverbial wits fail them; Miss Dollar is a little bitch. 


For
some people, the quality of the heroine will make them lose interest in the
novel. Clear mistake. Miss Dollar, despite being nothing more than a greyhound,
had the honor of seeing her name in the public papers before she entered this
book. The Jornal do Comércio and Correio Mercantil published the following
reverberating lines of promise in their advertising columns: 


A
little greyhound dog went astray last night, the 30th. It goes by the name of
Miss Dollar. Anyone who has found her and wants to take her to Rua de
Mata-cavalos no... will receive a reward of two hundred thousand réis. Miss
Dollar has a collar around her neck with a padlock that reads: De tout mon
coeur. 


All
the people who were in urgent need of two hundred thousand réis, and had the
good fortune to read that advertisement, walked the streets of Rio de Janeiro
that day with extreme caution, to see if they could spot the fugitive Miss
Dollar. Any greyhound that appeared in the distance was pursued with tenacity
until it turned out not to be the animal they were looking for. But all this
hunting for the two hundred thousand-réis was completely useless, since on the
day the ad appeared, Miss Dollar was already holed up in the house of a man who
lived in Cajueiros and collected dogs. 


 







Chapter II



  


No
one could say what induced Dr. Mendonça to collect dogs; some thought it was
simply a passion for this symbol of fidelity or servility; others thought that,
filled with a deep dislike for men, Mendonça thought it was good warfare to
worship dogs. 


Whatever
the reasons, the fact remains that no one had a more beautiful and varied
collection than he did. He had them of all breeds, sizes and colors. He cared
for them as if they were his own children; if one died, he became melancholy.
It could almost be said that, in Mendonça's mind, the dog weighed as much as
love, according to a famous expression: take the dog out of the world, and the
world will be a wasteland. 


The
superficial reader might conclude from this that our Mendonça was an eccentric
man. He wasn't. Mendonça was a man like the others; he liked dogs like others
like flowers. The dogs were his roses and violets; he cultivated them with the
same care. He liked flowers too, but he liked them on the plants on which they
grew: cutting a jasmine or trapping a canary seemed to him to be the same
offense. 


Dr.
Mendonça was a man in his thirties, well-groomed, with frank and distinguished
manners. He had graduated in medicine and had been treating patients for some
time; his practice was already advanced when an epidemic broke out in the
capital; Dr. Mendonça invented an elixir against the disease; and so excellent
was the elixir that the author earned a good couple of contos de réis. Now he
practiced medicine as an amateur. He had enough for himself and his family. The
family consisted of the animals mentioned above. 


On
the memorable night when Miss Dollar went astray, Mendonça was on his way home
when he met the runaway in Rocio. The little dog accompanied him and, noticing
that she was an animal with no visible owner, he took her with him to the
Cajueiros. 


As
soon as he entered the house, he carefully examined the little dog, Miss Dollar
was a real treat; she had the slender, graceful forms of her noble breed; her
velvety brown eyes seemed to express the most complete happiness in this world,
so happy and serene were they. Mendonça gazed at her and examined her
thoroughly. He read the name on the padlock that closed the collar, and was
finally convinced that the little dog was a great pet for whoever owned her. 


“If
the owner doesn't turn up, she'll stay with me," he said, handing Miss
Dollar over to the boy in charge of the dogs. 


The
boy tried to feed Miss Dollar, while Mendonça planned a good future for the new
guest, whose family was to live on in the house. 


Mendonça's
plan lasted as long as dreams last: the space of one night. The next day,
reading the newspapers, he saw the advertisement transcribed above, promising
two hundred thousand réis to whoever handed over the runaway dog. His passion
for dogs gave him a measure of the pain that Miss Dollar's owner must have
suffered, since he even offered two hundred thousand réis as a reward to anyone
who presented the greyhound. As a result, he decided to give her back, with
great sorrow in his heart. He hesitated for a few moments, but in the end the
feelings of probity and compassion that were the hallmark of that soul won out.
And, as it was hard for him to say goodbye to the animal, which was still new
in the house, he decided to take it himself, and prepared himself for this
purpose. He had lunch, and after making sure that Miss Dollar had done the same
thing, they both left the house in the direction of Matacavalos. 


At
that time, the Baron of Amazonas had not yet saved the independence of the
Platine republics through the victory of Riachuelo, the name with which the
town council later christened Rua de Mata-cavalos. The traditional name of the
street, which didn't really mean anything, remained in force. 


The
house with the number indicated in the advertisement was beautiful in
appearance and indicated a certain wealth in the possessions of those who lived
there. Even before Mendonça clapped his hands in the hallway, Miss Dollar,
recognizing her homeland, started jumping up and down with happy, guttural
sounds that, if there
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