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MÁRIO DE SÁ-CARNEIRO

				Portuguese writer and poet, born in Lisbon on 19th May, 1890, Sá-Carneiro lived his youth and adolescence in deep solitude. He left to Paris in 1912 in order to pursue his studies in the fields of Law. However, he did not finish his college degree. Instead, he dove into a bohemian lifestyle frequenting cafés, theatres and cabarets, which triggered a love affair with a prostitute.

				In 1912 he started to write letters to Fernando Pessoa. In those letters he opened up about the worsening of his emotional issues and recurrent ideas of suicide. Two years later he published his literary works “Dispersão” and “Lucio’s Confession” and in 1915, alongside with Fernando Pessoa and Almada Negreiros, he joined the first Portuguese modernist assemble, inspired by the European avant-garde whose main aim was to shake both the urban and bourgeois Portuguese societies; still in 1915 he, supported by his father, sponsored the only two editions of the literary periodic publication “Orpheu”, causing a commotion among the most traditional Portuguese authors. He made his way back to Paris where his financial woes took a toll on his growing depression.

				On 26th April, 1915 he committed suicide by drinking five bottles of strychnine inside a room at the Nice Hotel, in Paris. 

				Overpowered by delusion, Sá-Carneiro personified the frustrations and the ordeals of his motherland like no one else did — a place divided between the nostalgia of glories of the past and the allure of European modernity. Mario de Sá-Carneiro’s  work, intrinsically linked to his personal experiences, is still able to unfold his inaptability to the world he live in and his constant quest of his inner self.

			

			
				



			

	


MÁRIO DE SÁ-CARNEIRO

				Escritor e poeta português, nascido em Lisboa em 19 de maio de 1890, de infância e adolescência marcadas pela solidão, Sá-Carneiro partiu em 1912 para Paris para estudar Direito, porém não chegou a concluir os seus estudos superiores: lançou-se a uma vida boémia pelos cafés, pelos cabarés e pelas salas de espetáculo, o que culminou na sua ligação emocional com uma prostituta. 

				Em 1912, começou a se corresponder com Fernando Pessoa, onde, em suas missivas, pode-se verificar o agravamento dos seus problemas emocionais e as ideias recorrentes de suicídio. Dois anos mais tarde, publicou as obras “Dispersão” e “A confissão de Lúcio” e, em 1915, em conjunto com Fernando Pessoa e Almada Negreiros, integrou o primeiro grupo modernista português, inspirado pelas vanguardas europeias e que pretendia escandalizar a sociedade burguesa e urbana portuguesa; no mesmo ano, ele, com o auxílio financeiro do seu pai, financiou as duas edições da revista literária “Orpheu”, que provocou impacto e polémicas nos meios literários portugueses. Regressou à Paris, onde as suas crises de depressões foram agravadas pelas suas dificuldades financeiras. 

				Em 26 de abril de 1915, num quarto do Hôtel Nice, em Paris, cometeu suicídio tomando cinco frascos de estricnina. 

				Corroído pela neurose, Sá-Carneiro personificou como ninguém as frustrações e os pesadelos da sua terra — um lugar dividido entre a nostalgia das glórias do passado e a atração pela modernidade europeia. A obra de Mário de Sá-Carneiro, intrinsecamente relacionada à vivência pessoal, ainda hoje é capaz de revelar toda a inadaptação com relação ao mundo e a constante busca pelo seu próprio eu.

			

			
				



			

	


I am neither myself nor anyone else

				I am something in between.

				Pillar of a boredom bridge

				That links me to the Other.


				MÁRIO DE SÁ-CARNEIRO

			

			
				



			

	


Eu não sou eu nem sou o outro, 

				Sou qualquer coisa de intermédio: 

				Pilar da ponte de tédio 

				Que vai de mim para o Outro. 

				MÁRIO DE SÁ-CARNEIRO

			

			
				



			

	


To

				António Ponce de Leão


			

			
				



			

	


A

				António Ponce de Leão


			

			
				



			

	


… so obscurely we were two, neither one of us aware of the other’s true identity, if the questionable other would live…

				FERNANDO PESSOA

				“In the Forest of Alienation”


				


			

			
				



			

	


…assim éramos nós obscuramente dois, nenhum de nós sabendo bem se o outro não era ele-próprio, se o incerto outro viveria…

				FERNANDO PESSOA

				“Na Floresta do Alheamento”

			

			
				



			

	


Having been sentenced to ten years in prison for a crime I did not commit and to which, however, I never pleaded guilty; now dead to life and to all my dreams and having nothing more to long for — I have finally come to terms with my own confession: namely, to tell you why I am not guilty.

				Maybe you do not believe me. You will certainly not believe me. But that does not matter at all. My interest today in letting everyone know I did not murder Ricardo de Loureiro is naught. I do not have a family; I do not need to be rehabilitated. For even those who have been in prison for ten years never feel fully reinserted. This is the naked truth.

				And to those who, by reading what is now disclosed, ask me: “— But why did you not make it right while there was still time? Why did you not plead not guilty before the judge?” — to those ones I will reply: — My defence was insurmountable. No one would believe me. And it was useless to pretend to be a deceiver or a madman… It would be too much, I must confess, after the events in which I had become involved at that time, for I had been so shattered prison seemed like a haven to me. It meant forgetfulness, tranquillity, and sleep. It meant an end like any other — a term for my devastated life. All my anxiety would come to a screeching halt when the whole process was finally finished and I would begin to serve my sentence.

				Besides, my trial went on quickly. Oh! The case seemed very clear… I neither denied nor confessed to anything. But silence implies consent… And all sympathies were on my side. 

				The crime was, as the newspapers of the day must have reported, a “crime of passion”. Cherchez la femme. In addition, the victim was a poet — an artist. There was also an enigmatic atmosphere around since the woman had disappeared. I was a hero, after all. And a hero with some lavish secrets which had lent me a certain prestige. For all that, regardless of the splendid defence put forth, the jury agreed on mitigating circumstances. Therefore, my sentence was short.

				Ah! It was really short, especially for me… Those ten years fluttered like ten months. It is that, as a matter of fact, the hours can no longer take action on those who have lived an instant on which all his life was focused. Once one has felt the deepest distress, nothing else can hurt as much. Once one has experienced every sensation there is, he does not waver. Rarely do men get to live such moment. The ones who have either feel like me, undead, or become sombre creatures flirting with suicide.

			

			
				However, I do not know if greater happiness comes down to the realisation there is no such thing as an instant. Those who do not live it have found peace — it may well be so. Yet, I would not know for sure. And the truth is that everyone looks forward to such incandescent moment. Thereupon everyone is miserable. This is why, despite everything, I am proud to have gone through it.

				Enough of reverie. I am not writing a novel. I just want to clarify the facts. And just so everyone knows, I am going down a bad path — at least that’s what it seems to me. Indeed, however lucid I may be, my confession will certainly yield the most incoherent, disturbing and last, the least lucid results.

				Nonetheless, what I can assure is that I will not skip any details, irrespective of how microscopic or uncharacteristic they might be. In cases like this, elucidation comes when all facts are put together. And it is only facts that I will report. The audience is left to draw conclusions. For my part, I declare that I have never experienced such moment. I would go mad, certainly.

				Once again, I must state that I will only give you the honest truth. I do not care whether you believe me or not. I will give it to you however doubtful it might sound. 

				My confession is a mere testimony of the facts.

				


			

			
				



			

	


Cumpridos dez anos de prisão por um crime que não pratiquei e do qual, entanto, nunca me defendi; morto para a vida e para os sonhos; nada podendo já esperar e coisa alguma desejando — eu venho fazer enfim a minha confissão: isto é: demonstrar a minha inocência.

				Talvez não me acreditem. Decerto que não me acreditam. Mas pouco importa. O meu interesse hoje em gritar que não assassinei Ricardo de Loureiro, é nulo. Não tenho família; não preciso que me reabilitem. Mesmo, quem esteve dez anos preso, nunca se reabilita. A verdade simples, é esta.

				E àqueles que, lendo o que fica exposto, me perguntarem: “— Mas porque não fez a sua confissão quando era tempo? Porque não demonstrou a sua inocência ao tribunal?” — a esses responderei: — A minha defesa era impossível. Ninguém me acreditaria. E fora inútil fazer-me passar por um embusteiro ou por um doido… Demais, devo confessar, após os acontecimentos em que me vira envolvido nessa época, ficara tão despedaçado que a prisão se me afigurava uma coisa sorridente. Era o esquecimento, a tranquilidade, o sono. Era um fim como qualquer outro — um termo para a minha vida devastada. Toda a minha ânsia foi pois de ver o processo terminado e começar cumprindo a minha sentença.

				De resto, o meu processo foi rápido. Oh! O caso parecia bem claro… Eu nem negava nem confessava. Mas quem cala consente… E todas as simpatias estavam do meu lado.

				O crime era, como devem ter dito os jornais do tempo, um “crime passional”. Cherchez la femme. Depois, a vítima um poeta — um artista. A mulher romantizara-se desaparecendo. Eu era um herói, no fim de contas. E um herói com seus laivos de mistério, o que mais me aureolava. Por tudo isso, independentemente do belo discurso de defesa, o júri concedeu-me circunstâncias atenuantes. E a minha pena foi curta.

				Ah! foi bem curta, sobretudo para mim… Esses dez anos esvoaçaram-se-me como dez meses. É que, em realidade, as horas não podem mais ter acção sobre aqueles que viveram um instante que focou toda a sua vida. Atingido o sofrimento máximo, nada já nos faz sofrer. Vibradas as sensações máximas, nada já nos fará oscilar. Simplesmente, este momento culminante raras são as criaturas que o vivem. As que o viveram ou são, como eu, os mortos-vivos, ou — apenas — os desencantados que, muita vez, acabam no suicídio.

			

			
				Contudo, ignoro se é felicidade maior não se existir tamanho instante. Os que o não vivem, têm a paz — pode ser. Entretanto não sei. E a verdade é que todos esperam esse momento luminoso. Logo, todos são infelizes. Eis pelo que, apesar de tudo, eu me orgulho de o ter vivido.

				Mas ponhamos termo aos devaneios. Não estou escrevendo uma novela. Apenas desejo fazer uma exposição clara de factos. E para a clareza, vou-me lançando em mau caminho — parece-me. Aliás, por muito lúcido que queira ser, a minha confissão resultará — estou certo — a mais incoerente, a mais perturbadora, a menos lúcida.

				Uma coisa garanto porém: Durante ela não deixarei escapar um pormenor, por mínimo que seja, ou aparentemente incaracterístico. Em casos como o que tento explanar, a luz só pode nascer de uma grande soma de factos. E são apenas factos que eu relatarei. Desses factos, quem quiser, que tire as conclusões. Por mim, declaro que nunca o experimentei. Endoideceria, seguramente.

				Mas o que ainda uma vez, sob minha palavra de honra, afirmo é que só digo a verdade. Não me importa que me acreditem, mas só digo a verdade — mesmo quando ela é inverosímil.

				A minha confissão é um mero documento.

			

			
				



			

	


I

				Around 1895, unbeknownst to me, I found myself studying Law at the University of Paris, or better yet, not really studying. Drifting around in my own youth, after having unsuccessfully tried to do something useful with my life — thirsting for Europe, I had decided to explore the great capital. No sooner had I made my way into somewhat artistic environments than Gervasio Vila-Nova, whom I hardly knew way back from Lisbon, became my constant companion. Such an intriguing personality is that of a great artist albeit destitute, or should I say, destined to financial failures.

				There was something off about his physical appearance, slender and wrinkled, displaying an unsettling resemblance to femininity at times — or a pasty blandness at others. His long hair when off his wide and hardened forehead, evoked some sort of spiked belt, some sort of purple self-restraint; if his wavy hair concealed his forehead they would mirror sheer tenderness, a troublesome goodness of golden spasms, and subtle kisses. He would always wear oversized black suits, somewhat cleric, revealed by a low, close-fitting collar. His face was not enigmatic — quite the contrary, provided that his forehead was properly covered by his hair or hat. However oddly, his body would showcase a mysterious figure — a sphinx alikeness perhaps, in moonlit nights. That creature was not engraved in one’s memory by his physique, but rather his outlandish profile. He would stand out regardless of the crowd he found himself in. He was stared at, talked about even though at a second glance, there was absolutely nothing unusual or extraordinary about his demeanour: the black, overly tailored suit, his long and well-groomed hair, the farmer hat — eccentric for sure despite the fact that most artists would sport an almost identical one.

				Truth be told, he had a halo. Gervasio Vila-Nova was someone who would not be unnoticed among bystanders in any given street.

			

			
				He  totally cast a spell on women. There were so many young ladies who followed him with fascinated eyes when the artist, tall and slender, passed through the cafés... but such glance, honestly, was the look women give one another, when they realise their competition is dressed up to the nines...

				— You know, my dear Lucio — the sculptor told me once — I do not ever own my lovers; it is quite the opposite… they are the ones who own me...

				When he talked to us, his light would glow even brighter. Such an admirable conversationalist, charming when he made mistakes, when he portrayed ignorance — he knew how to stand his ground in arguments despite having some rather intriguing and why not say alluring opinions, in his paradoxes, his jokes. Oh! Indeed a superior being, unequivocally. Such a disturbing and obsessive deity would never fall into oblivion. He was all fire! All fire!

				Nevertheless, if analysed factually rather than abstractly, one would soon realise that everything would be dependent on that halo, which is his high intellect — it may consume itself for being way too bright instead of yielding any masterpiece — disperse, broken, blazing. That was the exact outcome. He was not considered a failure because he was brave enough to deconstruct himself.

				One could not feel any affection toward him even though he was an excellent person. I still cherish the lectures we attended together, our evenings sipping coffee — and I am convinced that Gervasio Vila-Nova was the most personable, ingenious artist, though.

				*** *** ***

				My friend had many acquaintances in the artistic realm. Scholars, painters, musicians from all over the world. One morning, as I entered my bedroom, he said arrogantly:

			

			
				— You know, my dear Lucio, I was introduced to a dazzling North American woman yesterday. She is beyond wealthy, living in a palace where two buildings used to stand  — she had them brought down. A palace on Boulevard Bois de Boulogne, mind you! She is gorgeous, you see. Do you remember that North American painter wearing blue glasses? He was the one introducing us. I cannot bring myself to remember his name… but I know she has afternoon tea on a regular basis at Pavillon d’Armenonville. You need to meet her. She is most fascinating, I assure you!

				The next day — a delightful lukewarm winter afternoon, sun shining on the bluest sky — we embarked on a fiacre[1]  heading to that great restaurant. We sat down and ordered some tea... Less than ten minutes had gone by when Gervasio nudged me in the arm. A party of eight people made its way into the tea-room — three women and five men. The female company was composed of two short, sun-kissed skin, curvy and voluptuous blondes, so delightful as the petals of roses and similar to so many lovely British girls. The other one, however, was an alluring dream of mysterious and enigmatic beauty. Tall, svelte, golden-tanned skin and sculptured face — the burning-reddest and hallucinatory hair I had ever seen. Her prettiness was one of these beauties that inspires fear. Indeed, having just seen her for the first time, I felt afraid — the apprehension one shows when face-to-face with a brutal and despicable individual.

				She sat down carelessly and having seen us, she soon came over shaking hands with the sculptor:

				— Nice to see you again. I heard wonders about you last night… from a fellow countryman of yours… a poet… M. de Loureiro, I presume...

				It was difficult to guess the Portuguese surname over somewhat mixed pronunciation.

				— I did not know he was in Paris.  —  Gervasio confessed. 

				And towards me, after having quickly introduced me to the foreigner:

			

			
				— Have you met him? Ricardo de Loureiro, the poet of  “Brasas”?

				I replied I had never spoken to him. I had just seen him around but I was in fact a great admirer of his work.

				— Yes... I will not argue that. You see, this sort of art has had its moment. It is not appealing to me any longer... Come on now, you should read the savages!

				It was a marked characteristic of Gervasio Vila-Nova: praise a recent literary-school — the Savageness, whose core feature would be its books being printed using different kinds of paper and multicoloured ink in a bizarre typographic layout. Furthermore — what excited my friend the most — the poets and savage prose writers, abolishing the idea, “this spittle”, would translate their emotions into unique syllabic play, through grotesque onomatopoeia: creating meaningless neologisms which, according to them, were beautiful because they had no meaning… Thus, one book from that school of thought was, as far as we know, published. The author was a Russian poet whose name seemed backwards. That is one book Gervasio had not read even though he would pay endless compliments, astonishing and ingenious...

				The strange woman invited us to her table and introduced us to her company we had yet to meet: Jean Lamy, a journalist from Le Figaro, van Derk, a Dutch painter, and Thomas Westwood, a British sculptor. The remaining two were that North American painter with the blue glasses and the intriguing blond, pale, make-up wearer Viscount of Naudières.

				She callously introduced the other two young women:

				— Jenny and Dora.

				We soon engaged in civil and rather mundane conversation touching on fashion, theatre and music, all very artsy. The one standing out the most — basically dominating the talk — was Gervasio. The others — what was usual to happen while he intensively lectured — were silent interlocutors who were allowed to, at times, disagree. That is, granting him the opportunity to shine...

			

			
				— You know, my dear Lucio — the sculptor had once told me pretentiously — Fonseca says it is a tough job to follow me. It is a strenuous task. I am quite garrulous and my interlocutor cannot rest. He must be just as intense, keep up… Yes, I agree that being around me is exhausting, and I will give you that.

				By “you” — it is necessary to clarify — he meant everyone, but himself. And Fonseca, a worthless painter from Madeira, who lived on government grant, sporting a little pointed beard, lavallière[2] , a pipe — always silent and hollow, kept looking nostalgically at a blank space in search of, perhaps, his long lost island… a harmless man!

				Subsequent to a long conversation about theatre, and Gervasio daringly stating that dignified actors such as the great Sara[3] and Novelli[4] were mere itinerant actors, mere academics who would learn their lines and ensure — “believe me when I say this” — that real art would prevail only among street performers; these street performers consisted of one of his riffs, and one evening when we first met in Paris, he had confided a gloomy story to me: he had been kidnapped by a gang of magicians when he was just a toddler; and how his parents had barbarously sent him to a mistress from the Serra da Estrela, a woman married to a potter from whom he had learned the craft of sculpting and from whom, in fact, due to a switch at birth, it was even possible to have fathered him. The conversation went on and the next thing I knew, we were talking about voluptuousness in art.

				The ludicrous North American objected:

				— I don’t believe we should discuss the role of voluptuousness in art because voluptuousness is art in itself, my dear friends — and, maybe the most magnificent of them all. However, not many have regarded art in such fashion, so far. Please tell me, roaring before the pleasure of the flesh, in the blaze of ecstasy, the howl of desire — isn’t it all a more concrete, intense pleasure if compared to the brisk shiver a fascinating painting or a bronze poem might foster? Yes, it is, trust me. It is of paramount importance to know how to bring about these spasms. No one thinks about it, no one knows it. So, everyone understands pleasure as lust, summarized in hostile embraces, moist kisses and disgusting, repulsive caresses. Ah! but one who was a great artist and who took voluptuousness as his raw material, how surreal and admirable works of art would he not accomplish? Fire, light, air, water, sounds, colours, scents, narcotics and silk — so much voluptuousness yet to be explored… how proud would I feel if I could be this artist!... And I dream of a lavish soirée in my enchanted palace where I would cover you in euphoria… where multicoloured fire and the mysterious shivers light can offer would be shed on you, where your flesh would experience fire and light, scents and sounds and would be penetrated, emancipated, exhausted and lastly killed all of you!… Have you never endured the unknown lust of fire, the slender perversity of water or the vicious refinements of light? I must confess I feel overwhelmingly aroused — aroused by such beauty — as if I was dipping my bare legs into a stream of a brooklet, as if I was contemplating a glowing brazier, as if my body was being lit by a downpour of luminous electric lights… my friends, believe me when I say you are nothing but barbarians, regardless of how polished, complex and artsy you think you come across as!

			

			
				Gervasio strongly objected: “No, voluptuousness is not art!” It would be easier to convince him self-restraint or abnegation were considered as such. Voluptuousness? Art? Nonsense… Many people would openly agree… or at least think likewise.

				And just because everyone would seemingly openly agree, he would vehemently repudiate it.

				Throughout all that talk, the lovely British girls — Jenny and Dora — were the only souls not to utter a tweet even though they could not get their piercing blue and dull eyes off Gervasio.


			

			
				Nonetheless, following some seat changes, the sculptor would now find himself closer to the North American. What a stunning assembly! Two contrasting profiles adjacent to each other, two love beasts, unique, disquieting, giving off suggestive scents, as enigmatic as a sphinx, yellow moons, and purple twilights. Grace, perversity, addiction, malady…

				But night was before them. Two lovers from the great world came in searching for refuge in the distinguished establishment, almost deserted in the winter.

				The exquisite North American hinted at her departure. As she stood up I could not help but notice she was wearing a quite odd pair of sandals… gold nail polish covered her toe nails…

				*** *** ***

				At Porte Maillot, we were to take the tramway to Montparnasse. Gervasio broke the silence:

				— So Lucio, what do you make of my American friend?

				— She is most interesting.

				— Really? I believe you were not fond of that posse. I understand. You prefer the simple life and that is why…

				— Quite the contrary — I stubbornly protested — I admire them. I find them utterly fascinating. And my simplicity…

				— Ah, as for me, I must admit I adore them... I hold them in high regard... I share so many affinities with these individuals... the same way I feel about the lewd... and the prostitutes… Oh! this is awful my friend, just awful...

				I could only smile over such remarks. I had grown used to his routine. I knew what that was all about: Art!

			

			
				Gervasio had take for granted an artist was not all about his work but solely his personality instead. What I am trying to verbalize is according to the sculptor, any body of work did not account for much. Notwithstanding, what would stand out was his genius, his physique, his demeanour, in a nutshell: his outer self:

				— This is why, my dear friend, labelling as an artist, as a high intellect, a grumpy, obese, hunch-backed vulgar conversationalist such as Balzac, it is not right; and it is just not fair nor admissible.

				— Come on now... — I protested, offering an array of true artists, not so great looking, though.

				And then again Gervasio Vila-Nova had unimaginable comebacks.

				If — this hardly ever happened — the artist in question was one whose work he had some appreciation for, he would turn to me and say:

				— I regret to say this is nonsensical, my friend. This one you speak of, albeit mediocre, was full of hot air. Do you not know that when he…

				He then would come up with an intense, alluring, entertaining antic related to the person in question.

				And I would dry up…

				Nonetheless, this was another remarkable trait of Gervasio’s personality: build up idiosyncrasies at his whims, contrary to facts. When he learned about someone he felt a certain empathy for — he would quickly paint a fabulous portrait when in fact the subject was the perfect antithesis of all that. Needless to say disappointment would not take long. However, he would enjoy that painting for as long as he could…

				As we headed towards our destination, I could not help but comment:

				— Have you realised she was wearing sandals, she had gold polish on her toe nails?

			

			
				—  Really? I have not…

				*** *** ***

				The recently-introduced woman had made quite an impression on me and before falling asleep I took a long time summoning everyone I had met onto my mind.

				Ah! Gervasio was accurate when he said I abominated that kind of people — the artists. Better yet, deceitful artists whose work would go as far as their attitudes; artists who are petulant, complex in their feelings and desires; shallow, annoying, intolerable. By any means, artists who are the exploiters of art only in what it has of false and superficial.

				As I dwelled on my incoherent thoughts, another one sprang up: — Was my contempt a product of the jealousy I felt for not being one of them?

				Anyway, despite my loathe, I still felt attracted to them like a moth to a flame.

				*** *** ***

				I hadn’t seen Gervasio for a week — utterly unusual fact.

				In the end of that week Gervasio showed up and shared the latest developments:

				— You know, I and the North American have grown closer and closer. She is such a delightful creature, such an artist… those two girls are in fact her lovers. Such a great sadistic.

				— No…

				— I am telling you…

			

			
				The conversation halted right there.

				*** *** ***

				A month had gone by. I had forgotten all about the red-haired woman when one night the sculptor broke the news:

				— It’s true: that North American girl will throw a colossal soirée tomorrow. You are invited.

				— I am!?...

				— Yes, she asked to bring some friends. She asked about you. She fancies you… that gathering must be something… there is a performance in the end — a production, a dance… you name it. If this is going to be a nuisance, you do not have to come. I think these events might be bothersome to you… 

				As usual and quite stupidly, I confronted him. I said that, on the contrary, I would do my best to accompany him and we agreed to a rendez-vous the following night at the Café Closerie, 10 pm, on the dot.

				The next day I regretted having said yes. Night life was not my cup of tea... And going to so much trouble as wearing a tuxedo, waste one night…

				Oh well… oh well…

				When I got to the café — oddly enough — Gervasio was already there and told me:

				— Ah... do you know? We should wait for Ricardo de Loureiro. He was also invited. He is supposed to meet me here… look, here he comes.

				And then he introduced us:

				— Lucio Vaz, the writer.

				— Ricardo de Loureiro, the poet.

			

			
				And we said to one another:

				— Nice to meet you.

				Along the way, we engaged in rather alluring conversation, and surprisingly I realised I had hit it off with Ricardo de Loureiro immediately. It was clear his Arab-sculptured face would display an honest and open spirit — lit up by his pitch-black eyes.

				I said I was an admirer of his work and in return he told me he had read my books and that he had been particularly interested in the short story named “João Tortura”. Not only was I flattered by his opinion but I also felt more drawn to the poet, contemplating the thought that he would understand my soul a little. As a matter of fact, that short story was my favourite by far and was also the only one critics did not care for — and my real friends, even without telling me, regarded it as their least preferred.


				Ricardo’s conversation was intriguing and dazzling and for the first time I witnessed Gervasio quiet — he would only listen, a different role from the one he was used to.

				Finally our coupé stopped at a magnificent palace on Boulevard Bois de Boulogne, lights fabulously shining through silk red curtains. Carriages, many of them parked at the door – a miscellany of fiacres displaying some wear and tear with other brand-new private equipage.

				We got out.

				At the main entrance, as in the foyer of a theatre, there was a man to collect our invitations. Another one showed us the way to the elevator which stopped on the first floor. As the doors opened we witnessed the most bizarre scene.

				An oval-shaped ballroom topped by a glistening dome backed by multicoloured spiralled stilts. In the back, a stage placed over copper-coloured sphinxes from which — through pink-marbled steps — one could walk down to a semi-circled pool, filled with the most transparent water. Three galleries, with different architectural orders, would shape the great ballroom into an opulent and ostentatious theatre.

			

			
				The ubiquitous sound of an orchestra playing waltz could be heard everywhere.

				As we made our entrance, it was conspicuously evident that Gervasio Vila-Nova had all eyes on himself, hieratic, sumptuously wearing his black tailor-made coat. The North American promptly asked our opinion on the room. The architects had effectively turned her ideas into reality in just two weeks. The deluxe function marked its inauguration.

				We said we were in absolute awe and she portrayed a mysterious smirk as she replied.

				— I just wanted to know what you thought of the place… more importantly, what you think of the lighting…

				The North-American’s outfit was alluring. The fabric covering her up was strikingly unique, quite difficult to describe. A thin layer of cloth made up of a variety of metals welded in a blooming fuchsia shine; each colour seemingly clashed against each other, at times intertwining as if they were screaming, other times flowing harmonically, in reflex resulting from ethereal discord. All colours seemed to move wildly inside her gown.

				If you looked into it, you would realise the fabric was somehow see-through; one perky nipple would suggestively stand out.

				Her reddish-brown hair was now disorderly curly and some sparkling beads hanging on it would constellate those flames with rays of outdated light. Emerald snakes would coil up her arms. She sported a jewellery-free deep cleavage. She was the perfect representation of suffocated desire, of platinum vice... Her flesh, in the blue gloom, gave off the scent of transgression.

				After some time she swiftly headed towards the others guests in order to welcome them.

				The room was crowded with extravagant and freakish folks. Nearly naked women with contemptuous outfits would blend with men wearing their jet-black tuxedos. One would witness reddish-brown, long-haired Russians, strawberry-blond Scandinavians, curly and thick inhabitants of the South, one Chinese and one Native. In a nutshell, cosmopolitan melting pot Paris, brilliant and rastaquouère.

			

			
				There were dancing and chatter up to midnight. Up in the galleries, gambling galore. But in the mid-night hour supper was called and we all proceeded to the dining room — another remarkable place.

				Minutes before that announcement, the North American let us in on a secret:

				— Following supper, the phenomenal performance — my Triumph! I want it to illustrate all my personal ideas on voluptuousness in art. Lights, bodies, scents, fire and water — they will all come together in a golden-spirited orgy of the flesh!

				*** *** ***

				As we went back into the ballroom, I must confess, I shivered... I cringed...

				The setting had completely changed — as though we were in a different locale. The room was filled with an eerie scent, a dense perfume, chilling with ecstasy, a mysterious breeze whistled; a yellow-glittered grey breeze was also present — I cannot tell you why, but this is how it looked like — a breeze that made our flesh tremble. However, what struck me as most ghastly was the lighting. I am unable, helpless, inadequate to describe it. Trying my best I will be able to offer a hint of its singularity.

				That lighting — obviously electricity-powered — comprised over abundant weird-looking multicoloured globes with various illustrations and transparencies — more importantly, blasting light beams springing from light projectors hidden in the galleries. Now such luminous torrents, all aiming at the same chimerical target, converged into a whirlwind — and, from this meteoric whirlwind, they really, in an enclaved backlash, were actually projected on the walls and columns, all around the room, in a great glorification.

			

			
				The whole ambience was a projection of the light itself — in another light, surely, but the truth is what we marvelled at did not resemble luminescence.  It simulated something else — a new fluid. I do not digress; I only describe a real sensation: that light was much more sensed than seen. Moreover, I am not afraid to go as far as saying that it did not make an impression only on our sight, but in fact all our senses. If our eyes were suddenly removed, we would still be able to feel it. Then — this was the most bizarre, the most splendid — we breathed in the strange fluid. It was true the harmonic combination of that air, with its crimson scent, intake and light caused us a radiance of ecstasy, a vertigo in ascension — as if it engulfed us into our lungs, as though it invaded us through our blood, as if covering our whole body. Yes, that magic light resounded in us, widening our senses, spreading vibration, intoxicating us, dazzling us... Underneath it all, our whole flesh was sensitive to convulsions, aromas, melodies!...

				And we, ultra-civilized art virtuosos, were not the sole victims of such ebullient and shining mystery. Soon enough every member in the audience puzzlingly testified, in confused faces and anxious gestures, a magic sortilege coming from that hellish, sexualized beam of light.

				 All of a sudden, all that illumination glared divergently into an arched backslide; and a softer thrill then diluted upon us, and like emerald kisses announcing tooth bites yet to come.

				A pungent music took part in this new act, in this new dawn, blaring unfamiliar rhythms echoing shattering sounds as if crystals were shattered, where swords fought frantically, where moist lists of sounds were subtly vaporized… 

				Nonetheless, we found ourselves on the verge of fading into our last moment of consciousness — we had surrendered to the ultimate pleasure.

			

			
				In the back, the stage backdrop came down on an areolated scenario... The colourful lighting was brought to an end. There was only plain lighting left.

				Three dancers came on stage. They sported loose braids; red blouses were enclosing their bodies, barely leaving covered their jiggly breasts. Ragged and tenuous gauzes covered their bare legs. On their waists, between the blouses and the gauzes, there was an interval – a bare belt of flesh where they had drawn symbolic flowers.

				Off they danced in the most erotic fashion. They had bare legs. The performers would turn round, bounce, come close together, provocatively biting each others’ lips...

				The first dancer had black hair and a splendid sun-tanned skin. Her perfectly sculptured legs reflected a radiant light that seemed to blend with the brown flesh framing her crotch, that made us want to nibble it. However, what made them even more exciting was the nostalgic memory of a great crystal lake under the moonlight, whose water they dove in barefoot and loving.

				The second dancer had the traits of a deviant teenager. She displayed a lean body — very visible breasts — donning dark blond hair, outrageous and condescending face and a snub nose. Her stiff masculine-muscled legs would arouse the most bestial desires.

				Last but not least, the disturbing third one, an ice-cold, pale, lifeless girl, whose ravaged legs evoked mysticism, disease and death.

				The production went on. The movements grew gradually faster until the climax, when their mouths finally met and every veil was torn apart, revealing uncovered breasts, bellies and genitals – bodies tangling, agonizing in painless movements.

				And the curtains closed in the same luminous placidity…

				Then some other admirable presentations followed: naked dancers chasing each other in the pool, pampering in the sexual attraction the water aroused in them, strange dancers scattering scents that darkened the room’s most striking atmosphere, apotheosis of naked bodies, piled up — luxuriant visions of intense colours, whirling spasms, silky and velvet symphonies that turned on naked bodies…

			

			
				Nevertheless all the deviant wonders did not prompt the desire of lascivious kisses. Quite the contrary, it was soul-searching, enraptured and at the same time gentle: extraordinary, delicious.

				We were hit by an impression the whole show was far too exaggerated.

				But the dementia the souls gave us did not evoke only lascivious visions. That was not the case. What made us shift back and forth was a similar feeling to the one we experience when listening to a sublime musical arrangement performed by an orchestra of masters. And the sensual sketches were only worth as any given instrument being played by that orchestra. The other accessories — the lights, the fragrances, the colours — yes, all those elements assembled one admirable set which, seen from a distance, penetrated our soul. We were all one soul. Our carnal desires descended only from our souls.

				But all had no importance in juxtaposition of what was coming up.

				The lights gleamed stronger, sharper and more penetrating from the top of the dome — and the curtains opened revealing a resemblance to an Asian temple… and to a heavy, muffled, distant sound she appeared, the fulvous woman…

				And she started to dance…

				She wore a white and yellow-striped tunic. Her hair was loose, madly. Fantastic jewellery in her hands; and her bare feet adorned with bright stones…

				How can one depict her silent, wet, crystal cold steps; the sizzling of her flesh; the refinement of the alcohol from her lips she had gilded — her harmonic and vanished gestures; the entire diffuse horizon that her swirling brought about, just like a mist… 

				However, far back in a mysterious altar, fire started…

			

			
				Vice to vice, her gown would slide down her body until she sighed and her naked body was in full display. At that moment, contrasting with our utter bewilderment, no one could restrain a cry of astonishment…

				Ludicrously naked, her subtle body stood liturgically among thousands of unreal scintillations. Her lips, her nipples and her vulva were painted gold — in a pale and sickly gold. And she tossed and turned in scarlet mysticisms as if she was drawn to the fire…

				But the fire would keep her away…

				Then, in one last attempt, she dressed up again leaving only her golden genitalia uncovered — a dreadful flower of flesh crunching in deep reddish purple agonies…

				She finally got what she came for…

				And now, bare-naked again, she would savagely and ferociously leap through the flames, ripping them apart, seizing all the drunken fire around her.

				And when finally feeling indulged after strange seizures, skyrocketing like a meteorite — an auburn meteorite — she plunged into the lake lit by a thousand hidden blue lamp bulbs.

				Then the apotheosis:

				All that blue water, the moment she dove in, became red; boiling due to the fire her flesh had previously been penetrated with… And in an eagerness to extinguish such heat, the naked beast plunged… the deeper she dove, the more she burned…


				… Eventually the fire was mysteriously extinguished and her dead body floated heraldically over the placid, golden, dead waters...
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