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1. Translator Note 
The main challenge, when translating Brazilian writer Luisa  short story 
O Vinco ,2 was the element of word play. There are only a few instances of 

wordplay in the text, but they play a significant role the closing words of the story, 
indeed, rely upon  final play on words.  

Our aim was to find wordplays in English that retained something of the sense 
of the originals, while also preserving the playful element itself. We gave priority 
to the latter, since a play on words whose semantic meaning deviates somewhat 
from that of the original is vastly preferable to one that falls flat, or fails to register 
as wordplay at all. 

The first instance of wordplay in the story reads: 
 
Odeio a palavra  porque eu sempre vejo  no meio. 
[I hate the word  because I always see  in the middle.] 

 
The sentence, inscribed inside of one of  paper tsurus, harks back to an 
earlier reference to tooth-brushing, and the  or  conjures the image of a 
cavity, or dental caries. After conceding that no sentence in English could retain all 
of the elements that make the original so clever, the solution we decided on was:  
hate the word engrave because I always see a grave in the  The word  
is unsettling enough to justify  reaction (later, she confesses:   like 
the sentence about grave and  and we liked that the word  
conjures images of inscription, messages, and artisanship, all of which relate (if only 
obliquely) to Rodrigo and his tsurus.  

The second instance of wordplay reads: 
 
 

                                                           
1 Translated by Lorrayne Caetano Mayer and Alice Whitmore, Deakin University with a translator 
note by Alice Whitmore 
2 Originally published in  collection Contos de Mentira (Record 2011). 
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Todo...  tem um  
[Every  has an  

 
We were able to find a fairly straightforward solution for this one, replacing  
with the tsuru, after all, is a gift from Rodrigo to Isabela, and contains within 
it (symbolically, and perhaps even literally) both his feelings and his hopes, his 

  
The third and final instance of wordplay reads: 
 

  tem uma  
[Every  has its  

 
This was a tricky one, since our translation for  [maybe] needed to emerge 
at other points in the text; most crucially, it would reappear as the final word of the 
story. We eventually settled on  as the word contained within it

seemed to be our best option for conveying the sense of possibility 
conjured in the original phrase. Thankfully, Rodrigo comes across as a bit of a 
bookish character, so his use of a somewhat unusual word like  is 
believable (at least, this was our justification!)  

Like Rodrigo and Isabela, we tested out our plays on words and bounced our 
ideas off one another, growing more competent as we progressed. Nevertheless, 
there are clearly countless other possibilities for each of the three examples cited 
above those we discarded, of course, but also those that never even occurred to us. 
Perhaps you, reader, will devise something better? 

 
2.    
She passes her fingers over the origami paper on the desk. She looks at the square 
of paper. 
 
Everyone ends up the villain of someone  story.  

 
When they first enter the Universidade de São Paulo, students of the Politécnica 
School of Engineering must choose two of the following options, at the expense of 
the third: adequate sleep, good grades, and an active social life. The bedrooms of 
their sharehouses generally stink of mould, sweat and leftovers.  
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Rodrigo Haruo Kawasaki, however, was as averse to the perfume of a new book as 
he was to the smell of mould. His room consisted of a bed, a wardrobe, a window 
and a desk. The sounds of conversations, footsteps and laughter regularly invaded 
the silence of his room. Rodrigo tolerated his  excessive noise and 
euphoria, just as they tolerated his desire for privacy. Rodrigo liked having a room 
all to himself. A private room was a rarity in student houses. Rodrigo was a civil 
engineering student who had chosen good grades and adequate sleep. He spoke to 
his parents twice a month on the telephone. 
 
The only meal Rodrigo ate was lunch, in the university cafeteria. The rest of the day 
he snacked on water crackers. He never felt hungry. He was 160 centimetres tall 
with oriental eyes.  
 
Every night before going to bed Rodrigo would set aside his clothes for the next 
morning, brush his teeth, and floss with mint-flavoured dental floss. He would pile 
his engineering books on top of his desk, the big ones at the bottom and the lighter 
ones on top. He would arrange his pens and mechanical pencils in a neat line and 
place his laptop inside its case. He would sit on the bed, reach for his  Cube, 
mess up the colours, then solve it. He would ignore the movements of his hands and 
keep his feet firmly planted on the floor. He knew by heart the sequence of 
movements that would allow him to solve the puzzle. He would finish it in two and 
a half minutes, then place the cube beside his bed. He would set his alarm clock. He 
would take a Ritalin pill that he bought on the internet. He would fall asleep 15 
minutes later.  
 

 only hobby was origami. On his  birthdays he would give them 
tsurus, paper cranes. He liked the affection implicit in gifting something handmade, 
something people considered difficult to create.  
 
After organising his pens and laptop, Rodrigo sat down at his desk. He took a pencil 
and a square sheet of origami paper. A pink sheet with blue, orange and purple 
cherry blossoms. The pencil was black, hexagonal, with a metal point. 
For Rodrigo, the best part of gifting origami was the surprise. The surprise he always 
left inside them. He knew no one would ever open  never ruin  a piece of origami. 
Inside them he wrote messages, secrets. 
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  I pretend my medicine is a placebo, and that I fall asleep  
  only giving you this tsuru because no one is going to remember your birthday 

 
 

 often wonder if people were planned babies or  
 

 parents did a terrible job of raising you. Congratulations on making it through 
one more  
 

 warning me about the dangers of drugs make me want to try  
 

 never found a place that feels like  
 

  follow formulas. Their randomness annoys me like a  
 
He  expect them to be opened and read. He liked the feeling of delivering 
secrets. The hypothesis  the perchance  of being read. He wanted them to be read, 
but didn't expect them to be. Hopeless. Not in a despairing sense; he simply had no 
expectations.  
 
He rolled the pencil with his fingers, listening to the sound it made against the desk. 
He stared at the paper. He wrote: 
 

 never told you this, but  a shortcut to the bus stop. It would be ten 
minutes   
 
He folded the paper in half and folded it in half again. He undid the second fold and 
bent the upper corners of the paper towards the central crease.  
 
The tsurus were for Isabela. Isabela was a friend of  and studied 
environmental engineering. Her birthday was tomorrow morning.  
 
As he folded the wings of the first tsuru he heard footsteps outside. He folded the 
head of the tsuru. He took another sheet of floral paper. With his pencil he wrote: 
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 hate the word engrave because I always see a grave in the  
 
He wondered if he liked what  written. He finished making the second tsuru. In 
perfecting the final folds, he forgot his doubts about the message. He began the third 
origami with the phrase: 
 

 you and your boyfriend would have a better relationship if your boyfriend 
was  
 
He began to fold.  
 
It  so much that he wanted to be  boyfriend, but more that he 
considered her boyfriend an unpleasant person. 180 centimetres of unpleasantness, 
with his VIP party invites, his way of laughing during conversations, his rowing 
classes. It  so much that Rodrigo liked Isabela, but more that he  see 
any other girls at the Politécnica. Rodrigo and Isabela walked to the bus stop 
together.  like to walk and talk with her,   He liked how she always kept 
her feet on the ground when she was sitting, just like he did. He liked how she would 
tie her hair up at the beginning of class. Her brown hair, always freshly washed. Her 
clean skin.    he told himself.  
 
Nossa!  said  classmate. Is it your birthday today? Congratulations!  

They hugged.  
 
Rodrigo looked at the origamis  made. He went to  classroom. She was 
surrounded by people. He congratulated her, tried to smile, looked at the floor, gave 
her the paper cranes.  
 
So pretty!  She played with the wing of one of the tsurus. Did you make it?  

 
Yeah.  

 
Maybe in the break you could teach me how to make one?  

 
But  no  



mTm. Minor Translating Major-Major Translating Minor-Minor Translating Minor. Vol. 10 

 

  we make some ugly ones with notebook paper?  
 Ok, sure.  
 
  buy some origami paper and make proper ones at home,  she said. I just want 
to learn, is all. Would you teach me during the break?  
 
Sure.  

 
She thanked him with a smile. Rodrigo dedicated the first half of the class to making 
squares out of notebook paper. When the professor left the room, Rodrigo already 
had a few sheets prepared. 
 
Isabela sat next to him, asking questions and telling jokes. She talked more than she 
listened. When they got to the final stage, Rodrigo was talking and laughing so much 
that he forgot a step.  
 
He only forgot one fold. The final result was still a tsuru. But one of its wings was 
different. It was wider, floppier.  like in real life, one little misstep makes all 
the   father would have said. Isabela looked at the tsuru  
made, and looked at the one  received.  
 
I think the paper is different, right? Origami paper and notebook paper, just like 

you  Her voice died a little. 
 
Rodrigo took the tsuru from her hands. Without unfolding it, he checked all the 
visible folds.  
 
No, but you did everything right,  he said. He picked up the tsuru  given her 

and examined it. Oh! Here is it, we forgot something.  
 
He showed her the detail. They unfolded the origami until they reached the forgotten 
step, then fixed the fold in the wing. They redid the other folds. 
 
There you go,  he said. 
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I have a feeling  already forgotten everything you did,  Isabela laughed. 
 Try it again at home, and if you have any problems we can redo it,  he said. You 
can use this one as a guide.   

They went back to their respective classes and routines. Rodrigo to his formulas, his 
sharehouse, his bedroom, his flossing, his  Cube and his Ritalin. Isabela to 
her boyfriend, her environmental engineering, the weekend at her  house, 
the apartment she shared with friends, the nightly parties.  

Isabela got home after a trip to Liberdade, the Japanese neighbourhood. She almost 
tripped over her  furry rug in the corridor. She got in to her room, set aside 
the little bag of origami paper  bought, reached for the three cranes  
received on her birthday and the one  made.  

She pulled out a square of paper and started to fold. First in half, then in half again. 
She sharpened the creases. With the paper folded into a small square, she tried to 
pull the corners towards the centre.  

Wait,  not how it went.  
She undid all of the folds. She folded the paper in half, then in half again. She looked 
at the small square of patterned paper. Green with pink, orange and purple flowers. 

She took the tsuru Rodrigo had given her and examined its external folds. She undid 
the head fold, the wings. She looked over at her unfinished origami. She pulled at 
the edges of the paper, her gaze fixed on the creases. She undid one point of the 
tsuru, exposing the other side of the paper. She stopped. She twisted her hair with 
one of her hands and threw it behind her neck. 
She unfolded the tsuru Rodrigo had given her. Then she undid the other two.  

In Spatial Information II, Isabela sits next to Rodrigo. Before class she says to him: 
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In the break, could you help me with the origami again?  having a little 
 She shows him the paper she bought. 

 
Rodrigo agrees, and they hear the professor entering the classroom. They listen to 
him talk about geodetic and topographical positioning. In the break, Isabela has the 
origami paper on her desk.  
 
So,  doing the origamis and I think  doing them wrong, look.  She folds the 

paper in half.  how it starts, right?  
 
Yeah.  

 
Ok, but after that  not sure,  she says. If I want to write something inside it, 

and I  want anyone to see it, should I just write it and keep on folding?  Isabela 
smiles. Does it change anything, technically?  
 
Rodrigo analyses the air in silence. He says: 
 
It depends who the tsuru is for.  

 
 for my boyfriend.  

 
Why would you keep secrets from your boyfriend?  

 
It s just a little love letter, you  

 
And why would you want to hide it?  

 
 difference does it make? No one can honestly say they  hide things from 

people. A stupid paper bird  going to change that.   
 
Rodrigo focuses on the air in front of him. 
 
Look,  he says.  just writing and folding. It  change anything.  
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Isabela folds and unfolds the paper randomly. She folds it in half, then makes the 
beginnings of a paper boat.  
 
You agree that lying and trickery are important for evolution, right?  she says.  

 
What?  

 
Secrets. Like squirrels. Squirrels hide nuts from other squirrels. And  this 

bug that looks just like a twig.  She worries the corner of the paper with her fingers. 
Or think of carnivorous plants!  

 
Rodrigo lets out a laugh. Smiling, he says: 
 
Darwin must like villains, or something.   

 
She passes her fingers over the origami paper on the desk. She looks at the square 
of paper. 
 
Everybody ends up the villain of someone  story.   

 
Rodrigo silently breathes the chalk dust from the blackboard and scratches his nose. 
He sniffs. He checks the time on his watch. When he looks away, he realises he has 
forgotten the time.  least the teacher hasn t arrived  he thinks. Isabela 
straightens the edges of the paper. 
 
I  like the sentence about grave and engrave.  

 
Why not?  

 
The words became weird, I don't know. Grave, engrave, I  like it.  
Yeah. We  always know why we like or  like certain things. But it s not 

as easy as it looks, you know. Try to make up a different one.  
 
Isabela pauses. 
 



mTm. Minor Translating Major-Major Translating Minor-Minor Translating Minor. Vol. 10 

 

Every gift has an if.  She pauses. Ha! Cool!  
 
Not so much,  Rodrigo says. But at least  true.  

 
Whatever. Compared to yours,  great.  

 
 do another one, then.   

 
He stops and thinks. 
 
He breathes, sniffs. The scent of yellow chalk. 
 

 he begins. Every perchance has a chance.  
 
Yeah,  she laughs. Perchance.  
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