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Fascinate 

An incomprehensible Babylonian confusion of tongues, I assumed thoughtfully.  In the meantime 

completely lost the thread.  Distraught while listening to an interview.  Coincidentally, it came by on 

Radio 1. 

To summarize aptly, I think.  In a simply formulated Cruijffian saying.

You will only see it when you get it.

What is that man talking about.  Came to my mind quite desperately.  Consistent use of words, 

immediately admitted.

Vision

Particularly the only correct and no other word.  For what you see and hear.  Right around you.  In 

your environment or in the news.  As if it never ends.  You don't hear much more about China.  

Where the misery began, has since been crushed.  Through strict supervision and government 

control.  

On everyone's comings and goings, on the rigid.  A brave new world.  Created after George 
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control.  

On everyone's comings and goings, on the rigid.  A brave new world.  Created after George 

Orwell's fantasy, in optima forma.  A cold snap (Vaga de Frio) in Portugal.  He raged unprecedented 

and mercilessly. Only at the beginning of 2021. Spain was also introduced to it.  

The hardest winter in three years.  Large parts of the country covered with a thick layer of snow.  

The so-called "Beast from the East" propelled extreme cold to the Iberian Peninsula. On top of the 

corona fatigue.  Yes, yes, yet another new word.  Just thrown into the air.  

A tidal wave of new expressions.  Amazed by words that are suddenly common.  Frank and quite 

they engulf society.  Just like the damned virus.  Thoughts fly around, unbound and loose.  

Emerging averse to restriction.  Which the present time imposes on us.

Rendezvous 

A nagging memory.  During the walk along deserted fields.  Warmed up by a jolly spring sun.  

Awakened too early from hibernation.  Grateful for this unexpected spring messenger.  The icy wind 

skates on imperturbably.  On the frozen water that catches my eye.  

Framed by a typically Dutch winter landscape.  As depicted in a portrait of Old Masters.  Appeared 

to my mind's eye.  Chilled by iced ditches and flooded pools. With a trail in their slipstream.  Of 

silver hoarfrost left on the grassland.
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Framed by a typically Dutch winter landscape.  As depicted in a portrait of Old Masters.  Appeared 

to my mind's eye.  Chilled by iced ditches and flooded pools. With a trail in their slipstream.  Of 

silver hoarfrost left on the grassland.

It seems like a mirage.  Orange, lemon, grapefruit and tangerine trees.  Planted in endless rows. 

Citrus groves packed with creamy white trusses in early spring.  Numerous flowers that spread a 

sweet scent.  Of which there is a permanent cast in the air. From autumn to the following spring.  

The aroma of ripening citrus fruit can be recognized from afar.  Making the environment smell like 

perfumed.  It does not happen very often.  But sometimes you are lucky.  If you can record a 

meeting.  With one and the same plant.  In an exceptional appearance.  Fruit-bearing and profuse 

flowering at the same time.

Throwback 

The plantations yield a fruit harvest.  Which turns out to be far too much for personal consumption.  

Sometimes even difficult to harvest.  The soil is covered with an abundance of fallen fruit.  Overripe 

and miserably prey to the birds.  Unsuitable for human consumption. Weak, gray winter daylight 

squeaks through the curtains in the morning.  

It could just be anywhere.  Waking up in a room that takes me in a critical eye.  Like I'm a displaced 

soul.  At least that's how it seems to me.  On endless bleak days.  Under a depressing cloud 

covered, ashen and sunless sky. As if it were yesterday, I see them before me.  
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It could just be anywhere.  Waking up in a room that takes me in a critical eye.  Like I'm a displaced 

soul.  At least that's how it seems to me.  On endless bleak days.  Under a depressing cloud 

covered, ashen and sunless sky. As if it were yesterday, I see them before me.  

Here and there almost door to door.  Displays sat along the roads.  To seduce you, because there 

are plenty of options.  To score a net of vitamins for a bargain price.  Offered as an extra income to 

supplement the meager budget.  For some Portuguese barely enough to live on.

Charm

A morning wake full of bird sounds.  And the distant irregular heartbeat.  From highway traffic.  

Carried by the east wind.  With my eyes narrowed.  Against the metallic morning light.  Watery 

covered with a silvery shine. 

Longing for that familiar environment.  Spring-like after the departure of King Winter.  Grabbed by it 

when showing up unexpectedly.  Taken that photo years ago.  From the fishing boat.  At the time 

still in full glory.  Meanwhile half gone.  Tarnished by the ravages of time.  

There in the bend of the road where the shortcut is.  To the viewpoint on top of the cliff.  With that 

unforgettable look over Praia da Falésia. The eye guided along the red cliffs.  Marking the coastline.  

Far into the distance.  With Vilamoura on the horizon.  

It comes to mind.  The solution to the riddle.  Revealed at the end of the interview.  Gradually 

forgotten as soon as my attention wandered.  A current topic.  Talking about whether or not to 

vaccinate.
4



It comes to mind.  The solution to the riddle.  Revealed at the end of the interview.  Gradually 

forgotten as soon as my attention wandered.  A current topic.  Talking about whether or not to 

vaccinate.

A word that is difficult to pronounce.  For the man who was asked about it.  Apparently yes, after all 

systematically pronounced by him as: fascinate.
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