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Perspective 

Hello.  Sit up straight.  Turned off the cell phones or iPads?  Come out, hidden behind that 

newspaper.  Pay attention.  This post is about ...

Ah, thanks for the undivided concentration.  Everyone is alert, very nice.  Stick to it now.

Relaxation

You can drink the best port in Portugal.  And it is predominant.  That infinitely melancholic sounding 

fado.  You will find impressive architecture and culture.  And above all there is a pleasant national 

character.

The ingredients for my writings.  No, no, don't start about it again.  A book is really a bridge too far, 

I know for sure.  But an anthology.  From lesser known pieces that I wrote.  That must be feasible, I 

figured.

Well, where do I find the time for it.  Completely filled with doing nothing.  Except pure enjoyment.  

Of all the Portuguese delights of course.  It sounds ridiculous in my imagination.  After all, 

unexpected time is left. 1



Of all the Portuguese delights of course.  It sounds ridiculous in my imagination.  After all, 

unexpected time is left. 

Then I am hitting a golf ball.  On one of the many, beautifully landscaped campos de golfe. To be 

attempted by everyone, even if you can't play the game at all.  Or, not to miss out.  A wonderful 

walk, lose myself in a book.

Lure

Relaxing in the beautiful, unspoilt nature. Villages for tranquility. Where you can settle down on 

pleasant terraces. Hey, pretty funny, some people recognize? In short, too many activities to list. 

Which allow you to pass time.  Bored, no thinking about it. Usually short of time.  

Nevertheless, I gave up.  From that compilation, then. No Woordenbrei-anthology.  Filled with 

lesser-known pieces. With fragments of dialogues and such.  Culinary experiences, no way.  Which I 

suddenly think of.  Now that it is almost lunch time.  Quickly entering the cool restaurant.  

Welcomed as a lost son. Enchanted by the smells coming from the kitchen. Bleep, bleep announces 

a Whatsapp.  From grandma Rita: "Got a great dourada," she writes.  Curious, I answer: "He 

certainly wasn't knocking on your front door."  

The fish appears to come from a peer.  Joaquim, a fisherman from Porto Covo. Where he lives with 

his wife, mother-in-law and daughter. In the summer he sails back and forth to Ilha do Pessegueiro 
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The fish appears to come from a peer.  Joaquim, a fisherman from Porto Covo. Where he lives with 

his wife, mother-in-law and daughter. In the summer he sails back and forth to Ilha do Pessegueiro 

(island). To guide tourists around there. Joaquim takes dance lessons.  But catches fish faster than 

dance steps, Grandma Rita claims. She tries to move his brain to store the figurations.  He brings 

the fish with him during his dance practice visit.  

Fresher than fresh and pure enjoyment, because very tasty prepared.  By the cook of Pires  the 

village restaurant diagonally opposite. Anyway, no reproduction of this type of Portuguese 

atmospheric drawings.  Written down and bound together in a collector's work.  Such jump of my 

thoughts is usually sufficient.

Damper

To constantly let my virtual mailbox flap.  Maybe someday, if it rattles unexpectedly.  Who knows, so 

I'll just wait and see.  Dried out, and therefore there was a brown haze.  Over the valleys, 

dominating everything. In the main color brown.  

The soil received too little rainwater replenished. Due to extreme drought during the summer of 

2019. Not a single glimmer of green to be seen. Little food to be found. For the sheep that crossed 

the valley.

It all seems to be not going well.  With her health.  Of our beloved Mother Earth.  An essential 
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It all seems to be not going well.  With her health.  Of our beloved Mother Earth.  An essential 

difference.  Compared to spring 2019. An unrequited love.  Devoid of any glimmer of green.

The desolate sight.  From thirsty orange trees busy with survival. The hoarse voice of Brian Adams.  

Out of the speakers of Caffé Creme.  Dying away under proclamation by the radio presenter.

Hopeful

A weavely song text. ‘Have you ever really loved a woman’. You should give her some faith, hold 

her tight.  Surround her with tenderness.  Treat her with care.  Then she is there for you.  She will 

also take good care of you.

That is what this is all about.  Memories of then, autumn 2019. In a completely different era.  

Meanwhile, more than 300 articles. That rolled out of my keyboard. Incredibly, I think of such a 

glimpse.  To this beautiful country. With its hospitable and modest inhabitants.

The spaciousness of the natural environment. So different from the overcrowded Netherlands. 

Portugal must also treat her with care.  Curious about the recovery.  Hopefully she gets enough time 

for it. I wished in silence.  From the bottom of my heart.

Wait until early spring, I thought at that disconsolate sight. Oh yeah, just a minute. About the title 

above this column. Referring to my expanding collection of writings and hopes for natural 
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for it. I wished in silence.  From the bottom of my heart.

Wait until early spring, I thought at that disconsolate sight. Oh yeah, just a minute. About the title 

above this column. Referring to my expanding collection of writings and hopes for natural 

restoration. Pleasantly surprised in the spring of 2020. Fortunately, again greener than green. While 

heaven mourns.  Bins of raindrops fall from howling rain clouds.  A pool full of tears, an ocean full of 

sorrow.  Nature green, greener, greenest.

Keep believing in whatever is desirable.  Don't forget to keep dreaming.  Longing for 2021 and a 

hopeful perspective.

Website | Woordenbrei

Twitter |  Woordenbrei
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