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Staring

I see, I see, what you don't see.  When I look into the future.  Walking on an undiscovered path.  

Expecting where it will lead.

Excellent

Between two high peaks.  In a majestic landscape.  That is called Serra de Monchique.  Filled with a 

rich flora and fauna.  Viewed through the Foia (905 meters) and Picota (775 meters).  Monchique, a 

lovely mountain town.  Appropriate in a beautiful natural environment.

From fertile valleys and green terraces.  To rocky gorges and splashing waterfalls.  They are called 

architecturally typical.  The houses of the residents.  Algarve-like, with traditional white walls, 

colored doors and windows.  But with chimneys in a different look.
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colored doors and windows.  But with chimneys in a different look.

Their "skirt shape" is very different from the usual type.  Common in the Algarve landscape.  Climb 

the steep, narrow streets.  Each step offers a different view.  On the surrounding green mountains.  

With an exotic look.  Because of the hydrangeas, cinnamon and fruit trees that grow here.

Tone art

Planted elsewhere in gardens and orchards.  Curious about the photogenic narrow streets.  With 

centuries-old white houses.  The village square has a relaxed atmosphere.  A singing voice can be 

heard at the fountain.  A wailing voice in the background.  With an American accent.  Accompanied 

by continuous strumming.

Coming from a guy with a rather strange look.  With a shadowed gaze and graying temples, 

seemingly on guard.  Breathing in thoughtfully as if valuing the sky.  That smells like churned earth. 

Hair tied together, striking.  With an elastic band in a greasy string.  

Two earrings in and a set of tattoos.  Which seem to crawl up over his neck.  Muscular legs like 

strings of spaghetti over cooked.  Wrinkly flesh bulges from his shirt sleeves. He bluntly makes 

silence.  His lips pressed together.  As if the words clashed in his mouth.

Gosh, maybe a victim.  From the face masks madness.  As if the plague has returned.  Teleported 

from 1947 in a time machine.  The year in which the celebrated novel was published.  From the 

French writer Albert Camus.  Humanity gagged with a similar scenario.  For crying out loud spring 
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Gosh, maybe a victim.  From the face masks madness.  As if the plague has returned.  Teleported 

from 1947 in a time machine.  The year in which the celebrated novel was published.  From the 

French writer Albert Camus.  Humanity gagged with a similar scenario.  For crying out loud spring 

2020 of the twenty-first century.

Shadows 

Once a passionate banjo player.  Not very skilled anymore.  The words he sings are unintelligible.  

Where his song is about remains a mystery.  Even the melody is unknown.  Perhaps he sings about 

times long past.  Or is it about future music.  Who will say what he babbles about.  About hopeful, 

but (for the time being) unrealistic expectations, unfeasible plans or dream worlds.

Zukunftsmusik as they say in High German.  A word with a figurative meaning in the Dutch 

language.  Quite vague, so.  As something that could happen in the future.  But unfortunately it is 

not at all certain.  Castles in the air, hence.  Not for me.  A view at the horizon.  Looking between 

the houses.  I see all exciting picturesque corners to discover.

By the way, wish everyone an eager-to-read-New Year.  Credited to Portugal Portal.  Appeared in a 

brand new jacket.  Looks also count.  In terms of content, just as familiar as before.  That labyrinth 

of Portuguese stories that live on digitally.  Collected in a special treasure chest.  In which visitors 

can easily find their way to experience Portugal.  Via every conceivable access point that gives you 

admission within seconds.
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can easily find their way to experience Portugal.  Via every conceivable access point that gives you 

admission within seconds.

Daybreak

Caught by the diffused light of the dawn.  At Praia da Falésia, painted in cloud veils.  At the 

waterline where the foam edge breaks the tide.  Meanwhile, a clean morning breeze sweeps the 

sky.  A glance fixed in a frozen moment.  That looks sharp and shimmery.  In the rising sun rays that 

dot the ocean coast.

Far away a story emerges.  Caught almost immobile along the coastline.  As if posing in a 

photographic scene.  Printed on long forgotten wrinkled and yellowed photo paper.

I read somewhere you can learn from a plague.  Namely that there is more to admire in people than 

to despise.  Quite an encouraging conclusion.  In the reality of the present.  Against the 

background of the past.  Constantly navigating between our imagination and our memory.  In the 

lengthening shadows of the day.  As if water and air change places. 

Curious about the variety of articles this new year brings us.  Staring.
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