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Lunchtime

Overwhelmed by the sweet scent of herbs and flowers around me.  Crystal clear water above which 

small insects floating in dense groups over the still water surface.

Just like a gray diffuse cloud each time changing of shape.  A bumblebee flies around buzzing 

swallowed by a bird in nosedive. Meanwhile, the cicadas chirp imperturbably.

Trinket 

“A business lunch in Sintra” borrowed from Grandma Rita.  The thin book has to go back after 

reading, because it is owned by Bert.  Well, attached to this writing from Gerrit Komrij.

The atmosphere is breathtaking impregnated by a spring-like aroma.  Spring, while summer still 

seems far away.  Water ripples playfully through the streams melodic and high-pitched.  In this 

magical landscape decorated with willow, ash, poplar, laurel, oleander, tamarisk and blackberry.

The waves lisp softly in the velvet undertow from the river "Menalva" here and there stopped by 

charmingly clattering waterfalls.  Near the Percurso Pedestre das 7 Fontes plotted a walking route 

near the foot of "Serra do Caldeirão".

Lamentation

A meeting during a detour as if we were old acquaintances. Unfinished for a long time almost 

another ruin shaded by the forest edge.  Where the first hesitant undergrowth begins.  I think the 

activities stopped ten years ago gradually passed by this former new construction project.1



A meeting during a detour as if we were old acquaintances. Unfinished for a long time almost 

another ruin shaded by the forest edge.  Where the first hesitant undergrowth begins.  I think the 

activities stopped ten years ago gradually passed by this former new construction project.

Komrij defines business lunch in Portugal as a daily five-course dinner.  Before an approximately 

identical dinner, from seven to eleven.  The last course has an appeal, he writes.  Namely, that 

thereby completely wiped out of the memory for whatever matters you came together again.

Meanwhile on national television which is always on in every catering establishment.  As soon as I 

look up for a moment endless talks about the European football league.  Maybe Portugal should 

participate, possibly not and whether life still makes sense in the meantime if the madness doesn't 

abate.  A sweet memory that burns on my retina.

Remarkable

He can be found there in the spring and autumn, Bert in Albufeira where he takes up residence.  

Always in the same hotel, preferably in the room with the same number like a  clockwork, year after 

year.  Kept free for him by the hotel management greatly appreciating his arrival.  Eagerly looking 

forward to a reservation  of each regular customer.

An element of a Burgundian lifestyle characterized by good food and drinks during frequent 

restaurant visits.  A second nature for the Portuguese.  Seven guests sitting at a long table.  She 

greets us warmly the waitress who values hospitality as well as a personal approach.  Behavior that 
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An element of a Burgundian lifestyle characterized by good food and drinks during frequent 

restaurant visits.  A second nature for the Portuguese.  Seven guests sitting at a long table.  She 

greets us warmly the waitress who values hospitality as well as a personal approach.  Behavior that 

fits seamlessly with the national character.

Narrow and low, a cozy house without floors ever the intention apparently.  All there is is the four 

walls and a roof here and there already crumbled kept  upright with shelves.  Taken back by nature 

in possession of countless wood-devouring insects apart from the elements, they also have free 

play.

Illusion

Building plans seem to be swallowed up in nothing dreams  shriveled and swallowed up by the 

ravages of time.  Bags of cement are neatly stacked, a holow-ey’d switch box stares at me.  

Unemployed and overgrown with climbing plants that thrive.  Scattered, here and there is a 

remnant of construction rubble.

Streaks of condensation up in the blue sky they chase the tails of planes.  Birds of prey circling lower 

levels, they float down silently through thin clouds that constantly evaporate.  Like a phenomenal 

picture set up with artful brushstrokes, in watercolor paint.

The cloud cover weighs lazily and heavily on the green frolicking hilltops passing stuppy slopes.  

Cleared of eucalyptuses they are shaved bald as been run over by a  trimmer.  Out of bend in bend, 
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The cloud cover weighs lazily and heavily on the green frolicking hilltops passing stuppy slopes.  

Cleared of eucalyptuses they are shaved bald as been run over by a  trimmer.  Out of bend in bend, 

always adjusting just in time. 

Happy

My eyes focused on dozing villages on the way back, a bunch of houses like bored youngsters 

hanging around.  At the intersection of two roads forgotten in the hole of time.  Their facades seem 

to hang in the sky I realize optical deception, a consequence of the phenomenon of mirage.

We receive a radiant smile as if a beam of sunlight appears from a dark thundercloud.  As always 

when she recognizes us as regular customers of O'Paquete.  One of the countless restaurants on 

Ilha de Faro.  We like to come here with our grandsons and their parents.

A Babylonian Confusion of Language in English and Portuguese punctuated with Dutch words.  She 

constantly convinces us that she is language sensitive, has picked up a mouth from far across the 

border.  Our comical, cheerful language stew unwittingly draws attention.  Hopefully the order will 

reach the kitchen undamaged.  A moment of patience, controlled by a delirious craving for 

lunchtime.
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