
VRIJDAG 25 DEC. 2020 10:30 AM • CASTELO DE FARO, FARO

Seasoned

My eye is affected.  As soon as my gaze shifts.  Continuing to the right across the sun-drenched 

square in Faro.  Stared at by that bare wall.  Graffitied beautifully in a rosy handwriting.  A morning 

greeting, artfully applied by a diligent paint sprayer.

Routine

The standard morning ritual that is common in Portugal.  Adressed to each other several times daily, 

because Portuguese are friendly and polite.  Greetings back in similar terms.  That soon turns out to 

be an ingrained habit.  Now that I bring it up.  It happens to you without thinking.

After the arrival of the greeting.  On command, the very same words escape from your mouth.  

Consciously or unconsciously.  Whether you like it or not.  Almost as a second nature.  The autopilot 

asserts itself over and over again.  Echoing back in a reflex.  Dictated by a conditioned brain.

Rituals, you’ve got them and know them all too well.  Of course, the social environment plays a role 

in its creation.  Habitual behavior that requires little effort.  Very handy for an efficient use of your 

brain.  A trick that makes Portuguese life pleasant, simple, sympathetic and tolerant.
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brain.  A trick that makes Portuguese life pleasant, simple, sympathetic and tolerant.

Chilly

Some types of learned behavior are not pleasant.  You'd rather lose ‘m than be rich.  Too little 

exercise, unhealthy food, smoking, arriving late, biting your nails, filling words and so on.  Oh yes, 

everyday habits. Everyone is struggling with it.  The Portuguese are also suffering. Nothing human 

is alien to them.  Plenty of idiosyncrasies, but that doesn't make Portugal any less popular.

Often because of the nice weather.  Not too hot, preferably around twenty-five degrees.  That's 

right, exceptions aside.  Also praised for the mild winter conditions.  Spending the winter 

recommended as an attractive alternative.  But don't believe they never get cold in Portugal.  

During winters of rains and gray days. Central heating is unaffordable for many residents.  Most of 

them heat their homes sparsely.

With electric radiators or a wood-burning stove in a single room.  Appliances with limited heating 

capacity.  Some houses even have no heating at all.  No fun when high pressure areas fail 

completely.  When - like this autumn - a mild temperature is missing.

When instead storm, rain and chilly gusts predominate.  Sometimes even extreme weather for the 

Iberian Peninsula.  "Heavy rain showers.  Things are going unprecedented here”, a whatspp-

message from grandma Rita.  "The power and the pellet stove have also already failed."  Oops, not 

a pleasant weather type.  After the appearance of ocean depression after ocean depression.  Very 

exceptional for Southern European standards.
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message from grandma Rita.  "The power and the pellet stove have also already failed."  Oops, not 

a pleasant weather type.  After the appearance of ocean depression after ocean depression.  Very 

exceptional for Southern European standards.

Flirt

Christmas time enveloped in diffused winter light.  Suffused by a depressed atmosphere of magic 

and mystery.  Leaving behind a fleeting perfume.  Of truthfulness in a shaky world.  Full of disbelief 

about holidays that are completely out of order.  Longing for the old familiar Christmas tableau in 

the company of loved ones.  Now as time has no mercy and the memory burns. Like a thought that 

fits closely.  With the quote that comes to mind.

And while the plague mustered all its strength to launch a decisive attack on the city ...

Albert Camus. The Plague. 

The smell lifted with a breeze.  Of hillsides full of pine trees.  Here and there sprinkled with scented 

gorse in full bloom. Quite a different story when a cloudburst lashes the roof.  As soon as wind and 

humidity make fun of houses that can hardly withstand them.  When the chill creeps in.  Through 

drafty cracks.  Cold gusts of wind screeching against the thin single-glazed windows.  

Not insulated thick walls.  They keep out the summer heat like the best.  But retain moisture in the 

house.  As soon as the elements play furiously. In that case it will soon be warmer outside than 
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Not insulated thick walls.  They keep out the summer heat like the best.  But retain moisture in the 

house.  As soon as the elements play furiously. In that case it will soon be warmer outside than 

indoors.

Well, the downside of hibernating as a dreamed ideal image.  You never read about it in slick travel 

brochures, on promotional websites.  How different, as soon as the winter sun shines and you can 

enjoy it outside on a windless terrace.

On to a new year.  Longing for a new spring.  Until then no more frost, snow or sleet.  Let alone 

heavy downpours from huge thunderstorms. Looking forward to be embraced by the 

Mediterranean sunshine.  If you ask me, because I am already sufficiently seasoned.
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