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Simple past tense 

The ability to remember our next of kin is clear as glass. They are gone, but we feel they remain 

close and visible. We can no longer reach each other; meeting or speaking is impossible, so only 

silence remains. Time makes sadness more transparent, seemingly a little thinner. With each new 

sunrise as soon as the dawn breaks.

As if a stormy night is over. After which nature, everyone and everything around us celebrates life. 

Even if it's battered and looks different than you'd like. You're gone and yet closer than ever, Senn. 

On this thirteenth day of remembrance. A stanza that struck me on your birth- and passing-away-

anniversary. I have forgotten where I found that wisdom and who wrote it down.

Today is the day, it will only come once, because tomorrow is no longer today.

Apart from this sigh - even in our rational world - absurdities suddenly arise. Like a bounty from the 

gods of chance. Lost in thought, I routinely round the bends. In the cut-off route on the N125-3 

from Boliqueime to Olhos de Água. Turning right just past the station, you call at me, Senn. By your 

name on the wall to been seen from the corner of my left eye. 

Is it really true, maybe not, flashes through my mind. Don't forget to check on the way back, I 

promise myself. Particular, because no matter how many times I took this road, we never met in this 
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Is it really true, maybe not, flashes through my mind. Don't forget to check on the way back, I 

promise myself. Particular, because no matter how many times I took this road, we never met in this 

curve before, Senn. Happiness is a verb, a blogger wrote about the thirteenth with a special 

meaning. 

Thirteen is also the title of a song sung by the Dutch band BLØF. About experiencing feelings of 

fortune and the alleged unlucky number. Each individual is born with an average of fifty to one 

hundred gene mutations. A mismatch of them usually has no consequences, but you will just be 

unlucky.

I see, I see happiness as a thing. A prospect or memories, deep within me. And also, even when 

things don't go well. When the days seem lonely. It will pass. Thirteen is a black side but luck 

nonetheless. Thirteen is a new day that I color. Quote: BLØF.

Thoughts on a simple word like happiness, with a different meaning for everyone. Luck in life is all 

too often frantically pursued. Quite ironic because if so you're fishing behind the net. After all, 

misery, anger and sadness are equally at home in everyday reality.

It's not a swing song. Also not a song that makes you completely happy. It is a song about luck, 

things that have to do with it and about the superstition with the number 13. Quote: Geluk is 

een werkwoord

On the way back I park at the 'station square' of Boliqueime. Although, too much credit for this 

barren God-forsaken dirt terrain. Under the dappled shade of a thick olive tree to descend to the 

road over a stone staircase with uneven steps. Not without risk given some Portuguese drivers. 

Under the spell of the qualifying race for Formula 1 and today of all days.

No matter the busy traffic sometimes, I cross the completely deserted turn in amazement. To shoot 

the photo that struck me like lightning while driving by. Not in a comfortable position, anyway as 

long as no one tears around the winding and scoops me. Made it and back in one piece - thankful 

for the safe crossing - as if you stopped all the cars, Senn.

Adversity and evolutionary coincidence play a major role in the fragile human life. Like a 

spontaneous genetic change that didn't occur in your healthy parents. A fatal DNA error Senn, 

appeared in one of your thousands of genes.

Fundamental for the predisposition and vital functioning of your body. A spontaneous mutation, 

which has ended up in a wrong place in your cellular material due to sheer breakdown. As 

unfinished as that mural of your name with only a single 'N'. 
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unfinished as that mural of your name with only a single 'N'. 

The grafitti artist apparently lacked the time or opportunity to write that last essential letter for 

which the primer has already been applied. I pause in amazement at our meeting, Senn.

Humanity may be inclined to hold a sacred belief in unflappable happiness. At the same time 

realizing that it is simply impossible to determine what will come our way. On the other hand, blood 

relatives can decide for themselves how to deal with adversity and grief.

Thinking of you today, dear Senn, I found an encouraging statement. From Kahlil Gibran, a 

Lebanese-American writer and painter.

When you are sorrowful look again in your heart, and you shall see that in truth you are weeping 

for that which has been your delight.

Death is as final as the extinguishing of a candle. But the dawn of each new morning comforts me. 

Because every day, behind my tears of sorrow hides a smile of memory. Sprouted from the simple 

past tense.
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