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To Aurora.

[...]

So we shall be companions,

By uniting our loneliness.

I would lend to you my eyes that would invade

And you would lend to me your anger for my dive,

And we would satiate ourselves like in heat and pure sex, 

Like in an escape to an eternal future,

Like a wedding until north would separate us,

Until death would tie us down,

Until the world would understand us and shelter us;

[...]

(From the poem “Maritime”, by Léo de Carvalho)
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Finally, the Diary Book, where we find the author’s everyday life, his particularities and reflections that colours the happenings of his daily life.

What to say about this writing that many times seems to be unreal for the reader, but that in João Rosa de Castro’s experience appears to have much meaning?

The reader is not up to decipher the enigmas nor understand them, but enjoy the words of the writer’s intimacy that lead us to seversal situations lived by him and that he wished to share. Like the writing in which he reveals to be the best hour, the best day, the best month and the best year of his life, or when he discusses the matter drugs based on the discussion held by Maria Rita Kehl in the “Philosophical Café”, or even the confession that he doesn’t know how to console when the matter is death, when he knew of the death of the dog of his Januário’s muse.

At last, getting into this book means allowing to open oneself to the perceptions, reflections of its author and enjoy his words.

Maria Alice Paes

Everything that happens to us is good,

And what we do of what happens to us is much better.

Reencarnados, Schopenhauer Family 16, 120. 

I need a space to write freely, even that it’s on the computer or even by hand. It’s usual that I have something to say, but I don’t want to versify it. I just want to say it in a space without commitment with anything. Nothing previous, nor further. Some passage of my small story that doesn’t connect to anything. It wouldn’t be such a serious diary, that, perhaps, would force me to write on a daily basis. Nor anything of metre, correctness, no review or systematisation. A channel that allows me saying things for the pleasure of saying. As if I talked before the looking glass.

Now I hear the philosophical café on TV Cultura. I like André Martins. There had been weeks that the two interpreters, Maria Helena Guerra and Carlos Byngton, spoke largely about the chosen films. I don’t like cinema as much it would be expected me to like. But the interpretation of both psychoanalysts is, at least, interesting. Unfortunately, or fortunately, I’m not quite certain, my life doesn’t fit into such interpretations. They speak of love, of passion of love, of relationships and it seems to me that this doesn’t matter to me anymore. Now, more than ever, I’m mostly bound to the ways in which I will stand my loneliness. But I was saying. André speaks. It’s so interesting the way he gets lost in speech. He stutters, makes mistake in the structures of Portuguese, twists – but says. He says much more than Luiz Felipe Pondé, who makes no mistake in syntax, but he’s an idiot. How come saying! Saying that “God” doesn’t die?! No! Long life to André! But it’s so funny. He often speaks of good and evil. The best and the worst. It seems he still speaks to people who are under good and evil: at last, the civilized world needs that. We, the clandestines per excellence, don’t attain anymore with these good and bad things. We’re so connected to “things” mostly as they are, that it would be an absurd to limit them to good or bad things. Or let’s see, “good” means “white”, “clean”, “pure” and bad means “what is not white, nor clean nor pure”. If things are so, we make no distinction, we like both what is white and what is not. It seems to us that what’s not white may also be great. Oh. Oh, my lord. Now he speaks of limits. He says we find evil as we enjoy good. That’s not fair. I love good and evil. It sounds like that song by Nando Reis, that says: “I admire what is not worthy, I enslave whom I love, I don’t understand, I bring the rubish inside.”. My limits are more delayed by my desire. The moral control is a repression of desire. But then. Finally. Now he’s said everything he could in the café tonight. I put Björk to play. A new CD of hers: Volta. That is, new to me, because I bought it a few days ago. I love it. I’m enjoying it. Long life to Björk! But above her a dreadful silence lays down. The silence of the thieves.

It had been too long since I had read the printed paper. So taken by the cybernetic space, I would only read some news or other by the Internet. But today, I bought the Vasto Interior. I browsed it, I cherrypicked what to read and what I read, I read with gloves. An absurd! An aplomb! How come a person, in a Helen day, can read 240 pages of a newspaper? How could I let to talk to Chiquinha? Change a good Helen day talk to keep reading the paper? Only in the head of Vasto Interior! Even if I lived alone. If that was the case, I would call Chiquinha, Núbia, Matheus, causin Larissa, cousin Ampliato, etc. The Helen day was made for the family living together. There no getting around of anyone! Living! Living together! Joy! Helen day is Helen day! But I didn’t fail to read João, nor Verissimo. They are actually relatives to everyone. They both write on the Helen day. It’s worth reading them. I had read in Dangling Man that Joseph read the full paper and still returned to reread the comics. How come? All the writers create characters that are more stupid than themselves. I doubt that Bellow would do it! When the character is higher than the author, it’s because the author is Shakespeare. But I, inspired in Joseph, resolved to purchase the newspaper today. Because the newspaper represents the world, and I was fully out of the world. I felt less negligible, after browsing the pages of the world. Obama! This is the world today. The world today is Obama and Obama today is the world.  

I played again the track Wanderlust of the Björk’s CD. And it’s great! I’ve heard this track a million times and I never get enough. Perhaps because I also have this wanderlust to conquest the world, but I feel stuck to this city that corrodes me and builds me at the same time. At last, I was speaking of Obama. Of the paper, of the world. I feel that the “true” black race today is happier; I, for instance, feel very well. I’m a son of slavery and miscegenation. They say officially that I’m white, but I feel black enough to make the world yellow. For I think badly although I act well. Black man was born to act. That’s why I consider Obama’s victory a victory of the active humanity. I feel the same discomfort when I see a white man dancing that I feel when I see a black man thinking. Only art itself to explain this inversion of roles. Art and what it brings below it: technique. Black hands, today, undertake nature with a hundred times more authority than the hands of other races. And they undertake the drums with more naturality. They worship ancestry like no other race. There’s sensuality and joy in their cults; there are less pain in a black chest. The world speaks of religion... The papers too. I was thinking that rastafarianism was structured in Chistianism. Finally, as well as wine, marijuana is also too Christian an element. Long life to Dionysus! Long life to Xangô! They don’t understand me. But how can someone out of himself or herself make a cult worthy? And if a person doesn’t become out of himself or herself after drinking wine or smoking a joint – why not drinking water or even why not simply smoke tobacco, cigar, pipe, etc.? I had told Matheus: there’s a crisis in the demand. A crisis in the search. The offer is always right in the country of the “primacy of work”. Thus, I justified the drugdealers, whose sole mistake is undertake the nature to manufacture the drugs... As for the rest, for me they would be all freed. And would be all free, occupied with their important distribution. Offer is offer. Offer is not discussed, especially when it forecasts a demand: and the demand is a fact, while the offer is only a hypothesis, to be or not confirmed with the demand. Therefore, I convict the users. A hundred times more guilty are the pseudoinnocent users. I believe the use of drugs is related to the fear of loneliness. As well as the tatoo and the piercing, the soap-operas, etc., the use of drugs maintain commerce with the will to be together. Will to belong. Will to be popular. Will to equality, liberty, fraternity [lol]. It’s the new French Revolution, that in the place of kings has put parentes in big trouble. A herd spirit. A pseudoliberty concerning the world, and, especially, concerning oneself, since the very psychic apparatus punishes and isolates. Thus, it’s important that culture becomes transformed, that the expectations don’t become tormentors of anyone. The excess of intelligence, the excess of consumption, the excess of desire of respect, glory, love. Excess of passion of love. A too Christian world, for it doesn’t obey the law, no law – and lives in the “grace”. It finds grace in everything, is always laughing in vain, eats excrements and fucks once a year, like hyenas. A world of hyenas, that’s what everyday we want to become.

Now I was talking to Chiquinha. I was telling her that I desired the death of all the TV owners, but the State. She said I should “refrain from feeling so”. I said I deserved to have my say in my defense. It’s an absurd that I’m in my bedroom and suddenly I hear the voice of such invaders. I hate Abravanel for longer than many started loving him. And to be patent how everything becomes linked, people from TV contribute for the getting around of many people who start using drugs. It’s an absurd that so many people get together in such audiences like those of Abravanel, Jô Soares, Nico, Luciana Gimenez and many etceteras. The subterfuge of many people who see in these names the denial of humanity is to use drugs – whether because they wished they were there in their places and cannot, because they wanted to be there being interviewed by them and they cannot, or because they wanted to be in the audience playing hyenas, and they cannot. That is to say, television is the precursor of all of our mismatches. Although I don’t use drug either, I close the door of my bedroom and read a good book and listen to a good music. A white book and a music also white or a black book and a music also black. And I think of the architecture of my own house. Damn! A winter garden. In the future, I will receive my friends in my winter garden. My sleep is almost coming. The people of the house have already gone to bed. And I’m hitting the keyboard. Making the boring noise for the ears of those who sleep. Perhaps this little noise interferes with their dreams. I can’t hear them snore – they only sleep. I remain here smoking and imagining odd things I could dream of. I don’t want to dream. I mean, I want to dream. But I don’t want to remember what I dream nor do I want to dream that I’m being hurt or outraged to get to the morning and forget about everything. Now I ask my father that he gives me a normal night and guide me through a normal week. What I cannot is writing anymore; because the night exists for us to sleep. So that I shall get some sleep.

––––––––
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Reencarnados, Schopenhouer Family 17, 120.

I have just woken up. Energetig. I mean, without sleep. It had been a good idea not to work in the weekend. And this week will be short. We’ll have a holyday on the 20: Black consciousness. I don’t remember my dream. Or rather, I dreamt of my first girlfriend and a dead friend of mine. We said things in the cinema. It seems that we faught, shouted with each other. An incomplete dream. Now I have two works to carry on: the two last files of the magazine and a legal document. I’ve already decided that I will start by the magazine. An unfriendly subject that adresses researches made with patients in hospitals across the country. I don’t understand how they approved of my English for this work that is so wide, while a small text of another cliente, that I translated some days ago, returned full of corrections to my English, my poor English without father, nor mother. When I think of my English, I have the image of Guilherme in my mind. How long without talking yet. Twenty years of an entire friendship, without interruptions, and now he doesn’t call me and doesn’t answer to my calls. But, at last, if we were speaking I wouldn’t be writing these pages. Now it’s become more difficult to trust anyone. If he started thinking that living together with me was like becoming corrupted; he, that wanted to purify himself so much, making catharsis all the time even for himself, whom else would I trust? In these twenty years, he looked after himself so much, that he mightn’t have paid any attention to me. Damn it! How come I didn’t think he would hurt me now? Relief! I don’t need to be listening to a person all the time conscious and alerting me about the dangers of happiness – it seems to me that I always forget about them. A person who doesn’t trust not even on his own shadow. A person who spends the whole day watching television not to feel alone. Who, instead of constituting a Family, has spent his whole life refraining himself from home to save from his presence his father family. A person who inspects himself as if he perverted himself even by thinking. A thought fully impaired with the idea of “God”. Treason! I’m disappointed! But finally: Independence! I hope he lives many years yet, without my helpless company. Only now, after my forty years I decided to get my soul armed. I want distance. My soul, my goal. Well then, I spoke of my English without father and mother. It was inspired in a scene of Guilherme listening to the Long Plays of the Practical Way to English, with the headphone, that my English started the first steps. Now I’m going to say what’s is not me myself who’s saying. It was the work that I chose, the only one I can do with good consciousness. With despise. I feel invisible, I feel comfortable. It would be ungratefulness of mine, both for me and for Guilherme. Since I know myself he’s been motivating me, putting me up. Sometimes he has some relapses and humiliates me, as he does systematically to everyone. So that I want to make clear that I’m getting freed from an illuminated man, from an almost-overman. Were not for his kindness with “God”, and he would be a complete overman, a philosopher. But now, he sleeps with “God” and who knows what he dreams. That my first friend remains with “God”: they desserve each other.  I don’t intend to mention this subject  anymore. I don’t talk of “God” nor of my first friend. Who knows of a second one or of a third one.

––––––––
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Reencarnados, Schopenhauer Family 18, 120.

A day that had started sunny. I was feeling cold inside. I coughed. It seemed that my lungs didn’t stand nicotine anymore, although my destructive metabolism made me desire it. I didn’t read Saul Bellow in the first half. At the smoking stops, I laid down in the living room sofa and remained staring at the pictures. I had to deliver the work at two and had started it at nine in the morning. A well written agreement – that is, I returned the file at one. Today it was a day for eating cattle meat; which I finished tonight. It was past two o’clock when I had lunch. I called the psy-muse to rearrange the session. She had arranged it for 21st of Schopenhauer Family. I thought they wouldn’t open the clinic on this day between the holiday of 20 and the weekend. And I was right. She had actually made a mistake at the time of writing down the date on my return card. They wouldn’t work on the 21st and we arranged for the very Clarice’s day. Alas. Eleven years and I still go there to talk of myself. How I am interested in speaking of myself! I should be tired of it all, of my insights, of my greed for novelty. I went back to my small corner. Then I called the accountant’s and informed them of the receipts’ amounts. It’s time to pay taxes, before the holiday finishes the money that I still have available and I get butchered. The company. Oh, the company. How come I hadn’t thought of that before? I was born to be an entrepreneur. It’s so nice to make my own schedule, stand up in favor of an undertaking that elects me. I need to seize the chance that I don’t have employees. After the company expands, I won’t be entitled to lay down in the sofa between a production and another. Let alone divide the day into two halves separeted by a gap in the afternoon. We are only three so far: me, myself and I – id, ego and superego, I-father, I-son, I-holy Spirit, I-father, I-mother and I-child, etc. The company works well. Everything paid until three months from now. Well. Different from many, the company is not the red. I hope it remains so for many many years and that the angels say amen. I had lunch and rested. I woke up at seven for the second half. Thanks be to my father that I don’t remember what I dreamt of. O consider the journey of one day more than enough to do everything I have to do. In the second half, after I received the tax slips, I paid all and got free. Free and out of money. But I woke up better. I didn’t cough anymore, I din’t feel a weak body with a supposed flu. I began to translate the last file of the Medical Journal. Finally. They were more than 30 thousand words and now there are still two thousand and so to finish the project of Schopenhauer Family. After the tomorrow production we shall only retake it on Voltaire Family. And I expect the long holiday. I much rather do not work. If I spend a weekend working, I become deprived of inspiration and I feel poor, enslaved by my own rigour. I began with the file and the work flew well. At the stops, I read Nietzsche, went to the bakery, remained a little at the gate observing the cold drizzle and kept company with Chiquinha. I thought a bit of the debate in Roda Viva [Lively Wheel] last night.  They interviewed the prince of Brazil, Don João de Orleans e Bragança. The gentleman is cool, and you will forgive me for the expression. Entrepreneur and photographer. He doesn’t adhere neither to the right wing nor to any political party. He speaks of tradition with property. Seems optimistic. His nobility remains in his ideas and gestures. He defends parliamentarianism. And one thing he said was remarkable with the appraisal of Don Pedro I: “While, when, at the age of 23, he took serious diplomatic efforts, the 23-year-old guys nowadays are playing videogame”. What happened in Brazil? The youngsters play videogame, and, sometimes, spend hours smoking at the bars smoking shisha, marijuana or cocaine. No cinema anymore, let alone theatre. DVD with popcorn and guaraná are more accessible, for the more discreet ones and who knows how much one drinks of alcoholic to convict my cigarettes. And, at last, the silence covering our wider and wider ignorance.

––––––––
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Reencarnados, 19 de Família Schopenhauer de 120.

What a nonsense! A work waiting for me to be finished today and I sleeping! But what can I do? The antipsychotic makes me faint. Long time ago, when I didn’t take this blessed medicine, I also slept too much. So that I don’t know whether I sleep until five o’clock p.m. for the same or for the new reason. I even had woken up at a half past seven a.m. But I felt a little cold so nice to keep me in bed, smoking and thinking. I slept again. I remained so. Could only stand up decided at five o’clock. Fortunatelly I finished the work tonight and sent it at ten p.m. I seemed to have guessed there was an email of a boring man complaining of a work I had delivered some days before. He should be from Preciosos to pay for a work and to keep on complaining later that the work was badly done. I proved that he was uninformed. How come a Brazilian translator not aware of the International Dictionary? As well as hunger, ignorance is something sad. After I had read the email quickly and spent the whole afternoon and the night thinking the consumer was right, that my work was unsuitable. When I reviewed the complaints of that citizen attentively, I noticed that what he considered to be an error was actually confusion of his, lack of care with the language, lack of information, being stuck with prejudiced and narrow-minded translation. How hateful! I have just sent him an email that I wrote transpiring. And they say the computer doesn’t make us sweat. When I have to defend my precious work by writing, I sweat while I’m writing; it’s the slave side of my mind. I became so upset with the situation that, as soon as I sent him the email, I turned the computer off. Then I soon recalled I still had this to write. Moreover, for someone who stood up at five p.m., the night is a child. But what do I have to say? I want to be rich like Nietzsche calls the influencers. He calls rich the influencers and the idlers. For him, the artists are poor parrots that keep on repeating what the rich ones – the influencers and the idlers – say. When I read this, I reminded what I was writing yesterday about the prince. I felt one more parrot repeating what the “rich” and “idler” prince was saying. So that now I want to say how I’ve lived my idleness today. A little after I woke up, I went to buy cigarettes. At the little stops, I didn’t read Bellow again. I read the Gay Science. I’m getting stuck by Nietzsche. But were not for him, I wouldn’t have found my place at the sun as I feel I have found today. I spend the days here, without driving, without taking the bus, without taking the metro. Only going to the bakery, the supermarket, the drugstore, to the gate to smoke and see people pass by. I’m growing old here. Next to my people. Without a car or a mobile phone. I have to think quite well before leaving home. I like to go to Inhapupês. I also enjoyed when I had to go to the General Hospital to take medicines to Chiquinha. Sometimes, I left there and went straight to Culture in Books. But now, not even this. I purchase my books by the Internet. The motorcycle courier are very angry that they have to depart from Interiorana or the Downtown Mall and come up to here to bring me books and CDs. Next time they frown, I will send an email complaining. I don’t consider the despise to be fair. So many times I had to go there. Why can’t they come here now? Today was the day for feijoada. Chiquinha said it was an exaggeration to eat feijoada every Minerva’s day. Asked about what we would eat instead, she said: “Oh, some pork ribs, chicken...” I replied: So what! We’ve already eaten chicken with pasta on Mary’s day. Please, let’s not forget our agreement. We ate very badly when we didn’t have the day dish. So she said: “No one has died for this reason”. Chiquinha only thinks about death. When I think of her death or of my own death, I usually bring to mind the memory of some child I know and who’s very young. Me and my eagerness for symmetry. Chiquinha speaks of death so much that I started doing the same. This is awful. When one dies, one died, Lord. What shall we do? No one, not even the orisha has won death. But if Chiquinha had written more, before losing more than fifty percent of her sight, perhaps she could win it somehow. Although my father left only one record, even though I dream of him alive, speaking, advising, smiling. If Chiquinha dies before me, I intend to dream of her likewise. The idea of becoming orphan of father and mother annihilates me and consumes me. I have the feeling of loss of meaning. When I was a teenager, I would always say that I’d look after my parents until they had their hair white. And who would look after me? This is not only a hypothesis. Today I’m here, a hundred percent dedication to Chiquinha. How about after that? What if she departs? I won’t have anyone to share my life like she and I have done. Perhaps this is why I save my soul at most. My strengths are being stored somewherre inside of me. Because I might soon be without Chiquinha, and nobody will have patience with my rushed old age. For I’m boring at the forties, let alone after my fifties, sixties! Maybe, when I said that, I was justifying myself and defending myself from myself. I already thought I would be a very demanding man and that no woman would want me. I’m like that Lígia, who never dreamt of no one, never went to the cinema, doesn’t like samba, doesn’t go to Ipanema, doesn’t like rain and doesn’t like the sun. But I wanted to be the contrary of Lígia. Of so much enjoying everything, I got without anything. As drummond used to say: “I have my soul and the feeling of the world”. Stoic soul. Ostrich stomach. However, today I don’t want anything. I remain stopped here, between my table and the tableware room, between the gate and the street, smoking and looking at the passersby. They don’t call me with the same frequency than that of when I was twenty years old or so.  But today, I always tell them: if they look for me they give me an honour, if they don’t look for me, they give me a pleasure. As far as going “to meet someone” is concerned, I always go, as reasonable as possible, to meet Chiquinha and the entire Family of my father, Naím, Guilherme and my muses. That’s because of them that I still survive, I work to give presents and sometimes I give gift and get without money to have fun. Or rather. I always buy my books, my CDs and my pictures. They are still my fun. I don’t need all that adrenalin I used to need in the past. I’m a grown up man and, as all the rare grown up men, I remember, read, interpret, scribble, digit, print, copy, register, publish and dedicate not to lose track of myself. 

––––––––
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Reencarnados, Schopenhauer Family 20, 120.

Black consciousness day. How come the post-prejudiced, in a passing government of Caboclos, change the names of the city streets like this? What an outrage! Where, but in Brazil, is it possible to change the name of Shango Street to Saint Luke Street? Oxumaré Street to Rosa de Saron Street? There was no black man to fight for the African Brazilian causes. As if a black man was weak.

Reencarnados, Schopenhauer Family 21, 120.

I woke up one hour ago, eager for good music. And the newest CD around is Volta, by Björk. Before turning on the radio on Lumiarpe to sleep, I had heard Dead Can Dance, The Serpent’s Egg, with my favourite Ulysses, sung by Brandon Parry. Now, I’m intrigued with the track which has this title. She only used the verb or the substantive that must be in Portuguese. The track that touches me the most is the second one: Wanderlust. I even printed this state-of-the-art, whose nuances are so intense that I felt like registering them the most: “I’m leaving this harbour, giving urban a farewell. Its inhabitants seem too keen on “God”. I cannot stomach their rights and wrongs.” Right in this first “stanza”, and considering that the lyrics for the piece of music are pure poetry, I recalled Nietzsche’s book, Beyond good and evil, a book I also read and reread. Whenever someone try to convince me of something by saying “it’s right!” and “it’s wrong” I remind the ideas of the philosopher in this book, in which he addresses the several morales and, especially, the two main ones, which would be the lord morale and the slave morale. If we took both into account, we’d fall, already, even before Einstein’s relativity, on the tale that “everything is relative”! How come! This sentence was so used, and every now and then it’s in fashion again that it’s now worn. But Nietzsche would say in this book that if we asked a person, who was impregnate of the lords morale, what he or she thought of a man, he/she would answer: “this man is good”, and it would be very likely that regarding the same man, a person using the slaves morale would say “this man is bad”. Therefore, when the persona says that she cannot stomach “the rights and wrongs of the inhabitants of the city”, she also indicates that she’s beyond good and evil. Undoubtedly, Björk is, was or will be a reader of Friedrich Nietzsche, whose philosophy is my parameter to almost everything that I live; my sunglasses against the excesses of the sun of the excessive reality. And she goes on, in the second stanza: “I have lost my origin and I don’t want to find it again, rather sailing in nature’s laws.” The risk of the origins, the peripeteias in the middle of the way to the origins perhaps are not worthy so much compared to the peripeteias of going ahead without thinking of what’s been through, what was, what I was. My future is worthier and the future is not necessarily linked to my origins. I might meet them, or follow their track, if this is my fortune, but I may also betray them without feeling a betrayer, when, above it all, I consider my perspectives. As Marcelo Tápia says, in his course: “things don’t exclude one another.” And she says: “...I don’t want to find it and be held by the ocean’s paws.”. Rather going ahead. Rather, as she says in the next stanza (the refrain): “Wanderlust! Relentlessly craving! Wanderlust. Peel off the layers until you get to the core.” This removal of layers seems to introduce the paradox of the music – the Björkian baroque. The wanderlust inspires a state of openess, of breath, of unreachable spaces and, in the other hand, the removal of layers would take us inside, closing us in ourselves. The paradox for me is something aggressive; it’s the sexual getting in and out love and hate of passion. And the use of this simulacrum exactly in the refrain makes the music sound misleading, inebriating, intense; like the ordeals of Tantalus. A wealth we do not reach. “Did I imagine it would be like this? Was it something like this I wished for or will I want more?” Such three questions seem to suggest the absurd of going so deep that even the core here wants to be penetrated. This is the opposite way of the travel, the way to the origins, the Socratian “know thyself”. Then, she says: “lust for comfort suffocates the soul, this relentless restlessness liberates me (sets me free). I feel home whenever the unknown surrounds me; I receive its embrace aboard my floating house”. Here the appraisal to alchemy, the witchery, the empirism, science, the Gay Science. And everything repeats, but the last refrain, that concludes: “Wanderlust! From island. To island. Wanderlust” United in movement. Wonderful! I enjoy it with you. Wanderlust! Can you spot a pattern? (Unrelenting and with impatience).” It’s only clear that it’s about a love song in this second refrain, that adresses love like something more serious than we see in many other artists.

––––––––
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Reencarnados, Schopenhauer 22, 120.

I woke up at midnight. Slept again. I woke up again at two a.m. Total silence. On TV there was still Radiola on. It was past a half past three. I need to leave my bedroom’s door closed. The others sleep a light sleep. Any noise and I receive a warning. I remain here, like a thief of light steps and quiet movements, stealing the thoughts that would be dreams in other minds. On Radiola, they showed some passages of Ensaio [Rehearsal] of the nineties, with Ney Matogrosso. He said that the drugs could be used in psychoanalysis. Actually my unconsciousness got upon my skin the few times I smoked marijuana. But I would feel a guinea pig if I remained unconscious before my psychoanalist. My major fear, the danger that touches me the most, is the risk of becoming unconscious. Sometimes I recall certain things that I’d do when I was less conscious and I feel ashamed of only remembering. For instance, once I bought a horrible pair os trousers to teach lessons. Thanks be to my father no one took a picture of me dressing like that – or did someone do it? And to make matters worse, I used a “luxurious” t-shirt inside the trousers and a sandal of false leather. I didn’t think well, I didn’t observe the fashion nor the seasons, which influenced the models, the colors, the sizes, etc. Or rather, I mixed the expensive with the cheap and somehow I do it even today, but still in an unconscious way. I started my high and low fashion unconsciously. But no way! Long live to my consciousness of nowadays and for ever! Awareness of everything: what I shall wear, what I shall eat, how I shall have fun, where I shall live, which car I shall buy, which book I shall read, which music I shall listen to, which pictures shall be on my walls. No surprises for me anymore! No fate anymore! Forture for the unequal and virtù for my equal ones.

Reencarnados, Schopenhauer Family 23, 120. 

The Helen’s day is going away, taking with it the entire long holiday. Between Mary’s day and some time from now, many restaurants will have been crowded, beaches full of people who want to have a “tanned” skin; the traffic in the roads unbearable. Tomorrow the offices expect the faces expired by the pleasure and by displeasure, four days and four nights older – in a bad mood. The long holiday makes us more tired than work itself. It’s like vacations. The vacations make us tired. Our minds become rushed. The thinking during the trip become misled, it seems that who is thinking is not you. It sounds like I’ve borrowed my consciousness to someone else, who sees a world fully diferente from that of the routine. Unseen faces, dangerously more beautiful. Better shaped legs, potentially attractive. Everything a distance illusion. I feel like coming back. Fear of love at first sight at each small corner. Oh! How long! In Bell’s Family it will be three years since I last travelled. Only now, after three years, I realize the real importance of keeping a travel diary. How much thing I had written, how little I remembered. If I had taken pictures, the images wouldn’t have helped me remember not even a third of what I remind by reading what I wrote at the end of the nights in the trip. Not to mention the nuances of the looks when I walked through the streets, which may not be photographed. I remember Miguel Tavares de Sousa’s mother, who’d adviced him not to take picture in trips. “Traveling is looking”, she would wisely say. Oh my! Traveling! Now, very close to the new year, my muses plan to go to Tubarões. I don’t know whether I’m going.  Matheus says he intends to go and take Chiquinha. But I think she’s not going to go. Then I don’t go, nor him. Then, in addition to not to travel, we shall not have the party we have every year between our house and theirs. Today, the Helen’s day is long. I woke up and saw the skaters competting for a prize, in the Água Clara sambadrome. Something very seldom for me is watching television during the day, there’s nothing I hate more; but I heard it coming from Matheus room and became interested. I like skate because I enjoy surf and I think they are related sports. Most competitors were North-Americans. There was only one Brazilian in the competition. I thought it interesting to see them jump from that height and pass from a ramp and another without failing, although many failed and slid frustrated. As soon as they started to anounce the victory of one of them, I turned the TV off – bored with the number ones. I remained between my room and the tableware room. Read Saul Bellow describing a party. When I read the details of the party, I told Chiquinha it’s a silliness to spend hours and hours in an airplane, in a travel, to Europe, for example, to find people so similar to ours; not to mention all the other risks of a long trip, despite the countless pleasures it must provide. And what’s more importante than people in a travel? We, the ones who live in a tropical country, don’t get surprised with any “attraction” of the nature. Those who stop to appreciate a sunset can only do it after having seen too much art, which is human and is, therefore, a product by the peoples. This explains my appreciating the fine arts foolishly and as much as possible. Nature is subordinated to humanity. As Wilde would say in an essay: “nature is so boring, so predictable, without the artistic effect”. It’s very interesting the way the main character of Dangling Man describes the previews (and their confirmations) of the party in Chicago – exactly like those my muses often give here two steps from home, in Reencarnados, without a need for airplanes. We spent the afternoon. I was reading, listening to Björk and Madredeus, at the tableware room, and Chiquinha was between the sink and the stove in the kitchen cooking lunch. I had no contact with anyone who was not from my father’s Family. Except when I went to the gate to smoke a cigarette and at his gate I also met my dear Corinthians’ supporter, Aarão, mocking a Palmeiras’ supporter boy newly arrived to our street of many Corinthians’. I had been to the bakery. Supermarket, drugstore and fruits and vegetables stand closed. The açaí maniacs, as usually, with their sound-system-cars playing this artless music we hear everywhere and their youngsters smoking shisha, flirting, dating, etc. Finally, I had lunch and slept. Chiquinha becomes upset with the “poor” who cannot eat, as we can now, during the week, and she buys for the weekend the middle-class and more modest meat. Chiquinha takes seriously the absurd Christian litany that says “it’s easier for a camel to go through the eye of a needle than for a rich man to enter into the kingdom of God”. Chiquinha is so funny, she has a deep and old fear of the ancient hell; perhaps the fear that mostly induces so many people for this depleting and weakening belief. I ate the knickle with rice, beans and potato.  It was as good as the filet mignon she had cooked and we had eaten on Clarice’s day. Before having lunch, however, I had spent some hours struggling with my antivirus provider against an shameful virus  that had invaded my email and started spreading a message to all of my contacts. Some hours lost between the computer and the phone with the provider. Finally, it was, actually after that that I had lunch and slept. They laugh of my siesta. They say the siesta is about “one hour” after lunch. But I sustain my four or five-hour siestas because the siesta is the period of rest after lunch. The duration is chosen by those who can and those who cannot should tremble. I sleep deeply. And if I hadn’t slept well like this, I wouldn’t have dreamt of my great father, glad, satisfied – alive as never and much moneyed too, counting a lot of money bills, like my Portuguese boss would do to try and convince us of his “leadership”. After I woke up, about eight at night, I went to the bakery to buy cigarettes and breads for the next day. This was my single walk during the week. Going up the steep street where I live and crossing the main avenue to go to the bakery, the supermarket, the drugstore, the stand, the old Leonardo’s Fruits and Vegetables, the butcher’s, the hairdrasser, etc. When it was ten p.m., in the middle of this text, the philosophical cafe began on TV Cultura. André Martins, who’s the curator of the cafes of these days, received a guest to talk about tragedy versus violence: Daniely Mendonça. She began by speaking beautifully and cariocally about Nietzsche’s first book: The Origin of Tragedy. But she spoke tough against the press, in favor of Dionysus and against Socrates and his theoretical nature. Thus, she opposed the theorization of life concerning tragedy. The valuation of tragedy against the attempt to solve the problems of violence, fed by the entire press. The tragedy set aside because of the eagerness for the truth at any price of the press. For the subtleness of her speech, we may say that now we have one more philosopher to keep company with Márcia Tiburi, Olgária Matos, Viviane Mosé and many others.

Reencarnados, Schopenhauer Family 26, 120.

Yesterday, in the psychoanalysis session, I happened to analyze the determining factors for me to be since the middle of Ptolemy Family, 119, without freaking. Since 109, I had never crossed a whole period of more than 10 months without entering a crisis. The factors that propitiated the crisis last year may have what I list here as well as more internal, more organic and unsearchable things. From the consciousness point of view, I had been collecting some information and dates that might be involved in the “palpable” factors of the crisis. The first of them was having abandoned, on Schopenhauer Family 05, 118, my old friend computer that had kept me company since 108. This generated a feeling of loss; the possibility of losing important information that was stored in the old computer. In addition to this, with the purchase of the new computer, I felt the weight of the price of the equipment above my salary in my pocket. The first loss mentioned regards the internal persecution. I being persecuted by myself. My poetry. After I bitterly regretted having undone the poetry of my firstfruits (seven years of poetry diluted in water, as a consequence of the platonic weight of the “civilization” and “sanity”), I resolved to dedicate the maximum care to my further creation. First, feeling persecuted by the platonic-socratic-christian world for having written, I tore and diluted in water all of the poems; then I started to persecute myself for having done that. And there was a parallel thought that questioned: “What else will I undo tragically so because of errors of philosophy?” Therefore, this care with the old computer leads to that fact - persecuting myself. Absurd of absurds! The feeling of external persecution is unconscious and unintentional, but that of self-persecution is part of my rigour, my exaggerated religiosity - perhaps atavism. I didn’t trust myself anymore; because with this I proved having been able to undo poetry fearing to be “twisted” by the age or “captured” by the inhuman tentacles of the “success at any price”. It was an exaggeration of the feeling of defense. Fortunately I’ve been getting free from this persecution little by little. Little by little, I’ve been accepting more naturally the silence about my work. A paradoxical silence that pleases me and makes me peaceful, by making me anonymous, and, at the same time, corrodes me for making me feel despised, despicable, anxious; fortunately, I’ve been learning how to despise to be despised. The old love and hate relationship, which, finally, deserves to be studied deeply. Having explained the internal persecution, I start to speak a little about the external persecution. This one is simpler: with the help of the press, by making themselves victims, the guys who thought high at the age of dictatorship, and who were arrested, tortured and exiled, have exaggerated the desire to be commiserated and even indemnified. This exaggeration has brought to us, who lived the twenty something after this, a feeling of compassion, for them, and rebelliousness. A rebelliousness for what has already elapsed and whose cultivation leads many to a severe disease: resentment. Rebelliousness without a cause, for today the sketch of democracy allows us speaking, doing, twisting and showing our arse in the palaces and even dancing in CPIs, if we wish. Another factor in the persecution was the fact of having bought the PC on forward purchase and become unemployed without being able to pay, or, even, being paying and have the computer damaged, with all my poetry. As far as persecution is concerned, I consider these factors important for the freak of 119.
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