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NOVEL 

There was anxiety in Susano. He was going to start a profession that he knew wasn't easy. However, another perspective of life could be outlined, and professional achievement could be achieved.

He went down the mountain range of Sintra on his blue motorbike, with his bag of clothes and small other possessions, and headed to Old Vila. Behind was the Civil Construction and all the troubles suffered there. Not that the work was hard for him, it was not, but at the age of 24, spending the days squalid, amongst companions mostly obtuse, left him depressed, and especially dissatisfied when he saw girls.

Nervous entered the pastry shop White Gold and greeted bosses and colleagues. His voice didn't come out naturally. It was a new and enigmatic world.

The Missus-old lady (the boss's mother), with her gold-ringed glasses, watched him starkly. Asked:

Where are you from, boy?

—I'm from Ribatejo, from a village called Long Owl.

—Ah, Long Owl, this is Alentejo, I've had boys from Alentejo when I had the grocery store! They told me not to want them, that they didn't work, but I was never right about them.

—Oh, that's a popular saying. It is not true; and Long Owl is not in Alentejo, it is in Ribatejo, in the south of Ribatejo.

He's boss added:  

—Oh, is it? I also thought it was in Alentejo, normally I go through that village when I go hunting with my son.

Susano seemed to relax. Told:

—There are those who geographically connect Long Owl to Alentejo, but perhaps for political reasons.

—Oh, it's okay! Long Owl is red, it's a red zone! – retorted Tavares, Susano's boss.

At that moment the new waiter saw that he had touched on an undue matter. However, he agreed:

—It is, and it is an area with little development, only has the marshlands, the crop, so young people like me have to migrate and look for other sectors – here the maid his colleague, coming three years ago from Malveira to work there, looked at it with admiration.

Tavares fought back:

—Yes, it's the remote inside and its problems. Then people don't learn. Well, let's leave that, boy, you're going to know the room, you're going with my mom.

Susano left with the suitcase in his hand, stepping on the unknown. In the street he looked down and up, and among passers-by could not see the old lady. He felt insecure. He walked a little up and, when a truck began marching, he then spotted the old lady on the sidewalk, who limped slightly from her left leg. He's come closer.

Finally, the Missus-old indicated to him the room. It was an old building in the back of the yard, with a false roof. The bunk beds were six. In the background was an old wardrobe with several hangers. On the left side was an equally old dresser also to store clothes. Yet the environment was clean and minimally human.

—Here you will be ―pointed the old lady to the second bunk of the bottom ―in the bottom is Caesar, when he wants to sleep here; next to his, the other employee that will come.

Susano unpacked and hung his clothes. When he stood alone, he stretched out on the bed and took a mental balance of the day. He felt constrained because of the transition period in which he was, and at the same time dismayed with that little world and that environment. He was also expectant, for it was day zero of his new and unknown profession. However, he was willing to win, for already so troubled had his life been that he thought about the difficulties of travel, whatever their magnitudes.

1/06/88

Susano went to work. Although nervous I was happy to go into a house that was a world. But a difficulty was faced at first: out of ignorance he did not present himself with the usual uniform of the profession, because in addition to not knowing if it was mandatory in the house, he had a remote idea that it would be the boss to offer it.

—What about the uniform? Don't you have a uniform to work with? – asked Tavares austerely.

Susano felt compressed, besides being somewhat embarrassed. Told:

—No, I thought it wasn't mandatory.

—But yes, you must get a suit, a white shirt and the black pants.

—All right, Mr. Tavares, I'll buy it.

—Well, you have to buy it. ... But, okay, now you work like this until you buy a suit.

On the other side of the counter Caesar, the effective employee, smiled enjoying the situation.

Susano, shy, felt like the ground running away from under his feet. Then, gradually, he recomposes himself. As in June the clientele still did not tighten, he set out to look at the large blackboard with white embossed letters indicating the prices. "So much..." he thought.

Tavares saw him looking at the prices and applauded:

—It's good, it's good, when we start working hard you have to be ready. And you, Caesar, go over there and explain how the cash register works so he can get the tickets out.

Caesar for a moment abandoned his fake smile and explained to the novice the operation of the machine and how to make the requests.

—Do the math to the espressos you want and register in a parcel, then the coffees, or beers, or sands, all in installments, and in front of each parcel you write down what you want and what you have registered. You never talk about asking for anything, it's all in writing. You're going to keep the money with you in the purse, and at night when Mr. Tavares takes the sum out of your box, you give him the money.

Susano found it strange, because it would function as an intermediary, not guaranteed; because at the counter everything would be guaranteed and then the collection could fail, either by forgetting something or by the simple escape of customers (at that time the payment was after the consumption). However, he thought to move forward, for as has already been said, this was his great commitment.

And the first customers started arriving. Susano, nervous, approached the table then occupied and said:

—Please:

A beautiful young woman with a long curled black air, accompanied by two country ladies, replied:

—Bring me a coffee, please — and for the companions: —And you, what are you going to drink?

—It can also be a coffee — answered the youngest, somewhat obese.

—For me it can be a lemon tea and half toast, please.

—Ok —answered Susano as he sat on his little block.

He went to the cash register and at his number (2) he registered the service. Then he went to the counter to deliver the ticket and collect the drinks.

Tavares while reading lemon tea asked sharply:

—Is it proper tea or a little tea?

Susano was momentarily undecided and confused. He said afterwards:

—Tea, that's what she asked for.

—Go ask, go!

—Look, I'm sorry, do you want a proper tea or a little cup of tea? 

—Look, it could be a little cup of lemon tea.

—Is a little cup of lemon tea, Mr. Tavares.

—Well, there it is, you see? You always must ask.

Susano added shy and obedient:

—Yes, sir.

Already with the coffees and the tea in the tray went to the table. Put them on the customers and went back.

Looking at the door he saw a crowd coming in. It was an excursion. His nervousness has increased. He was afraid to make a bad figure and especially the disapproval of the boss.

English excursionists arrived and many addressed to the counter, others sat around the tables. Susano, block and pen in hand, went to attend.

—Please, sir:

—One coffee, please – answered the first. 

The others ordered several drinks such as orange juice, beer, black coffee, white wine, Porto, Madeira wine, coke, as well toasted sandwich, cheese sandwich, egg cake, etc.

Susano knew a little bit of English and understood the requests.

Tavares, at the counter, asked his son to translate some requests from those who had gone there, and at the same time looked at the employee Susano.

The Ribatejano, before the cash register, looked undecidedly and prolongedly at the blackboard of the price to see the prices of the various products that he was not yet aware of.

Tavares, eager to serve everyone, when he saw the employee stationary said sharply:

—So, you don't know the prices yet? Open your eyes, this is no joke!

The new waiter got more nervous and looked at the boss. The boss added:

—It's like I'm saying!

Talking with himself Susano said, "I should send you to an ugly place right away." Then he pondered and, without saying anything, finished the ticket. He had to win, he had sworn.

At the counter he delivered the ticket with the order (of what he would take to the tables). Tavares, not understanding some words written in the request said, still in the form of admonition:

—Make the letter bigger, and readable!

—OK, I will – replied Susano, with little spirit.

When the first tray was full, the boss's son ordered:

—Go on, then pick up the rest.

Susano followed, carefully and awkwardly, with the tray not only on her fingers, but also on the forearm. Before distributing the drinks, he looked at the block, which served as a guide; and so, distributed them by customers correctly.

On returning to the counter, he heard from Tavares:

―What's this doing here?  ―it was the half toast he had previously ordered and that he no longer remembered.

―What's going on? – asked the new man, somewhat naively.

However, looking at the small dish he soon remembered, and hurriedly went to make the delivery to the customer.

Tavares then shook his head, disapproving.

Susano, already somewhat psychologically tired, then took the tray with the rest of the drinks of the English and went to serve them. At that moment he thought about how difficult his task would be there, and at all the problems that the day-to-day would bring him – not only in serving, not only in receiving all the accounts correctly, but also in the balance that he would have to have with his colleagues and, above all, in pleasing the boss. Regarding the big table he had served, he thought: "If each one is going to pay his bill individually, I am screwed, something I will forget, I will pay myself".

And his omen came true. He heard:

―Sir, how much?

Susano, trying to get a whole bill, asked:

―Everything?

―No, my coke.

Nervous, the trainee replied:

―Forty escudos.

However, at that moment he had the enlightened idea of, before receiving, making the total bill and then going down with the parcels of those who were paying. So, with some security, he received the entire account.

Caesar's esplanade was also serving. Knowing almost all the clients, already 4 years working there, he felt completely at ease and familiar. His young acquaintances, when they saw the strange Susano, asked him who he was. He, in his funny way, explained:

―He's from Alentejo. From a remote village. 

Everybody started laughing. Then they started telling anecdotes from Alentejo.

Through the door Susano saw such a fuss and did not fail to associate with himself, for it was in the inside direction that some pointed and looked.

At the end of the day, from his first day as a waiter, the Ribatejano felt like swing. He was learning, step by step. But he was embarrassed by the weak figure he had made sometimes due to lack of experience; but above all, the path was stoically forward.

The next day he finally went to the market (on the indication of the old lady) to buy clothes for work. He bought two white short-sleeved shirts, one long-sleeved one, and two pairs of black trousers. He paid for all 16 thousand escudos. He then rode on his motorbike and went to Colares, the house of people known to make hem in his trousers. The woman who welcomed him, from his village, was supposed to take care of his clothes in exchange for the pay that they agreed.

Back in Old Vila Susano, already auto confident, he was enjoying the beautiful landscape, especially the one that went out to the mountains, so greenish and poetic. He loved that contemplation and opposed it to the monotonousness of his county. In the summer then the fields with the pasture all dry, were ugly. Now there was his new world. It was really the space he'd dreamed of. Sintra, the beautiful Sintra.

By 1:00 p.m., he started the work. He looked at himself, and with his new uniform he could already see a real waiter.

―Oh, that's all right! New suit! The trousers fit well. The shirt is not bad either –said Tavares when he saw it.

Caesar, for his part, looked him up and smiled.

Susano, shy but with friendly air, replied a laconic: "Forward."

Customers began to enter, however. Two guys in their late thirties sat near the door. Susano attended:

―Please, sir:

―Look, we want two gins ―said the taller of the two, somewhat bald.

―Yes, sir.

Susano turned his back and went to the register. He then handed it over to the counter to the austere boss. 

Tavares when looking at the ticket asked:

―But do you want gin from this – he meant the price ― or good quality gin?

Susano:

―So, what's good quality?

Tavares:

―So, you haven't seen it yet? Haven't you seen what drinks there are?

Susano, saddened, answers:

―I'm still not fully aware.

Tavares, severe:

―So, if you're not, open your eyes! ...Go, see if you want a Larios, or a Silver Top, or if you prefer a quality gin, Gordon's, which costs 300 escudos each calyx.

Susano backtracked and confirmed with the customers. They in addition inquired:

―But is it really Gordon's? Look at that! - If it's Gordon’s, bring it. 

―It could be Gordon's, Mr. Tavares.

―Do you see that? Record the difference.

Susano went to the cashier and scored another 300 escudos. He handed the ticket and proceeded with the gins that were already in the tray.  

As there were no more customers in the room Susano stood to look at the two customers who drank the gins Gordon's. They had a somewhat strange appearance. They looked like sassy fishermen, but displaying some golden jewelry. Susano, in the middle of the room, stared at the two customers from time to time. In turn they looked at the new employee suspiciously and generated some bad impression.

Other customers have arrived. Urban youth wanted coffee and cigarettes. Susano made the draft, the registration, and went to the counter in order to provide the request. He waited a while and, when the whole order was already on the tray, he turned back to address the group he had attended. But the two gin
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