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Departed

A pleasant meeting on my exploration.  Through the narrow streets.  With charming white houses. Up there at the 

hilltop near the church.  You will find a truly pleasure garden.

Verses

With beautiful lines of poetry.  To be read on tile pictures.  Signed by Joaquim da Barrada.  Framed in a beautiful 

panorama.  My disastrous command of Portuguese.  Although, I can live with it.  I'll give it a try.  For those who think 

they know better.

There is a castle in Salir

That says it is most beautiful

Even after the fall

Don't stop being a castle 

Joaquim da Barrada
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Joaquim da Barrada

Search

Anyway, never too old to learn.  On the way to Salir.  A village in the green hills.  So typical of the Algarve.  Away 

from the touristy coastline.  Surprised by a creative navigation application.  That takes unexpected back roads.  

Controlled by a blind satellite.  On the run.  Apparently solving a puzzle tour.

The dimmed autumn light resembles a last exhausting breath.  From the end of summertime.  Melancholy is a mood 

that strikes me every fall.  This time all the more ominous.  Under the threat of a second wave.  Eagerly longing for 

spring light and the return of bright colors in the landscape.

Straight through the hinterland.  Via the N270 and M525.  Using diffuse shortcuts.  Not even visible afterwards.  On 

the digital map.  Note from the omniscient Mr. Google.  A route that leads through lonely hamlets.  Along sleepy 

villages.  In the face of lavishly green meadows and fields.

Decorated with carob, olive and almond trees.  A fairytale world.  What a delight to the eye.  The castle of Salir must 

have been built during the occupation.  By the Almohads.  Sometime in the 12th century, I read.  Risen to protect 

farmers.  Against attacks from the Christian corner.
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have been built during the occupation.  By the Almohads.  Sometime in the 12th century, I read.  Risen to protect 

farmers.  Against attacks from the Christian corner.

Rickety

Am I driving in the right direction.  Asking myself at an exit.  The navigation responds with: 'Drive northwest'.  Well, if 

I only knew.  Left or right, I certainly don't have a compass needle in my head.  Silly, not the slightest idea.  So, 

gamble haphazardly and rely on the GPS.

Welcomed by clucking chickens and cocks crowing. Followed by the ringing.  From the clock tower of Igreja Matriz.  

Where the wind vane hangs halfway.  And the time clock is running behind dramatically.  The last steps uphill are 

quite a sight to see.  While the eye is lured by screaming signs. Shouting out loudly vende, vende ....

Nailed to sagging walls.  Supporting those half-collapsed roofs.  From beautiful authentic buildings.  Now 

unfortunately with bricked up windows.  A disturbing sign.  Worrying, because where is it going in the long run.  

With the liveability of this cultural heritage to be cherished.

Mythical
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Mythical

They used to live in the Algarve.  The Moors from North Africa.  So also in Salir.  Stories from this time have been 

preserved.  Mouras Encantadas in Portuguese.  About enchanting, mythical creatures.  Fossilized, frozen or in 

perpetual dormancy.  Beings that play a leading role in ancient stories from the gray past.

Symbolic keepers of treasures left behind.  After the hasty departure of the Moors.  Fled under the threat of 

approaching Christian crusaders.  A narrition still known today is the fairytale of Salir.  Telling us about a girl.  

Daughter of Aben-Fabilla.  Father and Moorish ruler.

Meanwhile arrived at the museum.  Next to the ruin of the castle.  Built to preserve the archaeological research done 

here.  There is a note on the door.  Closed for the next few days.  Unfortunately without further explanation for this 

setback. Not a disaster, but a bit of bad luck.  In that enchanting period.  Formerly, once, before everything changed.  

Sinister after a thousand summers, winters and springs in succession.  Spread out like a patchwork quilt.  From sweet 

memories of joyful, carefree seasons.

Folktale

Just as if the pandemic intensified melancholic feelings.  Making the autumn seemingly more desolate than in 

previous years.  A thought that appears just as real.  According to the lines of poetry in Voorgoed.  From the pen of 

Jean Pierre Rawie.

There is no consolation in the fall,

the leaves withered in the gutter

and the beloved ones are gone forever.

Poor man, that father.  Kind of savage with a small heart.  Fearful of his daughter's capture.  By the Portuguese 

general Dom Gonçalo Peres.  Because she did not want to leave the Moorish castle under any circumstances.  

Moorish daddy turned his girl into a stone.  After he unleashed his incredible magic on her. After that, his daughter 

survived.  Over the centuries, the event was reported orally.  In the form of a legend about her immortalized statue.  

That one day inexplicably disappeared.

See you soon Salir my ground

My beautiful parish

You Queen of the Serra

From our Algarve province

Joaquim da Barrada
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Forever, because it was never seen again.  An unadulterated saga that unites her name.  To this village, Salir. After 

the Moors had left... departed. 

Website|  Woordenbrei

Twitter |  Woordenbrei

5


