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To Bárbara.


To Benjamim.


Because everything.




A Note to the Reader


With more than 1.3 million followers, Pedro Chagas Freitas is something of a Facebook sensation. One day, he asked his fans to suggest sentences to him, and in return pledged to use those sentences to create a story. It was through this challenge that The Day I Found You came into being – an unforgettable book that promises fundamentally to change the way we write and read about love.


It is not just the story behind the book that is original; The Day I Found You also has a unique and experimental style. The author chose not to follow grammatical rules, as he is a keen inventor of new things, whether it be unusual sentence structures or the radical use of a punctuation mark in a text, a new children’s game or a concept for a television programme. In fact, Pedro Chagas Freitas truly believes that a life without creation would not be a life worth living. And so for him, every day is about discovering something new; a value that shines through very clearly in this remarkable book.




I started loving you the day I left you.


Those were his words, ten years later, when he happened to bump into her in the café. She smiled, she said ‘hello, I love you’ to him but her lips said only ‘hi, you OK?’ They talked for hours, until he, for it was always him who became shameless however ashamed he was for what he had done (how could I have left you? how could I have been such an idiot not to realise you were everything I wanted?), until he told her just as natural as anything that he wanted to take her to bed. She first considered slapping him and then loving him all evening and all night long, and then she considered running away from that place and then loving him all evening and all night long, and finally she decided to say nothing at all and, slowly, keeping her tears hidden in her eyes, she walked away from him just as a decade earlier he had walked away from her. It was not a revenge, nor even a punishment – she merely understood that she was so lost in what she felt that she needed to go far away in order to come back into herself. She thought this was probably what had happened to him on that distant day when he had left her, alone and flooded with pain, on the floor, never to return.


Of all the things I love it’s you I fall in love with most.


Those were her words, a few minutes later, when he followed her, stubbornly, down to the bottom of the road during rush hour. They were standing facing each other, with everybody walking past not realising that in this very place the future of the world was being decided. He said: ‘I married another woman so that I could love you in peace.’ She said: ‘I married another man so there would be a noise to silence you in me.’ In truth neither one of them said any of these things because neither one was a poet. But this was what his words (‘I love you like a madman’) and her words (‘I love you like a madwoman’) were really saying. The road stopped, then, confronted with their embrace. There is no memory for anyone, on any day, who thought that their embrace was an embrace of betrayal between two married people. Everyone understood, right there, that the only betrayal would be not embracing that embrace, however much there may have been documents proving the contrary. They never married, never divorced. They didn’t want to waste time on unnecessary papers. The only papers they signed, every day, were the ones with the poems that they left for each other, religiously, in the most secluded and secret places in the house. They were not great works, and they always ended without any possible variation, always in the same way: ‘I love you’. They never received the praise of a literary critic, at which they were distinctly irritated. They learned, years later, that the whole of society had renounced them. They called them the runaways, even. And they, at that moment, agreed entirely. Both knew that they had run away for ten years. And it had been too long.


I do.


Those were his words when she, at the registry office as it needed to be, asked him if he agreed to never marry him.


I used to be nearly a millionaire, did you know that?,


when I had your grandmother in my life,


the most beautiful woman in the world, no one should doubt that, did I ever tell you I’m certain God only took her away because He was jealous?,


and our house, a whole life ahead of us, so many dreams


and I believed one day I’d get to the Moon, mind you, and I wasn’t far off, if you want to know the truth, but I’ll tell you that story tomorrow, not today,


and I worked in the finance department and people needed me, they came knocking on my door, they asked me to bring the tax form, such and such a document, and sometimes I’d bring it, and sometimes I wouldn’t, I never crossed a line,


except at the wheel, I’ll admit, I got up to 120 on that straight stretch of road with the petrol pump on, in my Mini, don’t tell your father as I drummed it into his head to go slowly, it’s our secret, OK?, cross your fingers and promise, go on,


then Afonso was born, a gorgeous young lad, my boy, when I first held him in my arms I believed in eternal life, mind you, I thought something like that could never end, and perhaps it never did end, it’s the things all around that changed,


fifty years working, I was never late once, I was the first in and the last to leave, if you could check with one of those computing things you’d see that I missed work twice in two years, one time when I had a car accident, no big deal, a scratch, the other because I forgot to change my watch to summertime and then I was too ashamed to arrive late,


where’s shame to be found nowadays?, we’ve gained so much, cell phones, the internet, and we’ve lost shame, but who is it that has won?,


my father died on me,


death enters our eyes like an invisible powder, you can understand that already, a person has someone else and then he doesn’t, the drama of life is having lives installed in ours, we’re a merging of various pieces and losing someone is like an amputation, can you imagine finding yourself suddenly missing a hand?, it hurts more than being left suddenly without your Chocapic cereal, just to give you an idea,


and even then I didn’t stop going in to work, I buried my father and went back to finance, I believed in the richness of service, in responsibility, I was an exemplary professional, an exemplary head of the family,


when your father was born I felt like a king, and isn’t that how all fathers should feel?,


and this house so full of life, the sounds, the smells,


your grandmother was the best cook in the world, no one should doubt that, did I ever tell you I’m certain God only took her away so He could eat well?,


and you see that chest of drawers next to you?, I bought it for her as a surprise, I’d just received my holiday bonus and I wanted to be happy,


and I still do, you know?, the worst thing of all is that we never stop wanting to be happy and there are more and more things we find ourselves without, but I’m not going to talk about sad things, if you want sad you’ve only got to look at the face on that teacher of yours, to hell with any woman who doesn’t laugh, isn’t that right?, but don’t go telling your father I said that, OK?, there’s that pedagogy thing nowadays says you can’t say things like that, what do they know about bringing up children anyway?,


your father was taught by me and just look at the man he became, nothing but mumbo-jumbo all this pedagogy, what’s important is to love, and I love you very much, Dioguinho, have just one more little spoonful and I’ll tell you some more stuff, OK?,


and so I brought the chest of drawers and the whole house was full and she was pleased with me, Afonso and your father helped me to set it up, three really wonderful hours, make the most of them whenever you can, you promise?,


which is all just to say that I used to be nearly a millionaire, all you need is a full house for you to want for nothing, that’s just what a millionaire is,


a millionaire’s someone who has everything he wants, isn’t that right?,


and I did have, when I close my eyes I still do, but sometimes we do have to open them, like now,


my job, my wife,


the best wife in the world, no one should doubt that, did I ever tell you I’m certain God only took her away so He’d have somebody to marry?,


your father’s arrived, and I was just about to tell you about what came after I was nearly a millionaire and now you’re already going, there’s some meeting and he’s got to go, I understand, but it’s not easy, don’t tell him, there’s a meeting at seven and he’s still going to leave you at some friend’s place on the way,


I never left him with anyone, there were so many times I took him with me to the department and he adored it, he’d play around with the computer, he asked me what money was and what was it for, between you and me I’d have liked him still to have those doubts today, maybe staying here with us a little longer, me, you and him at this table, the hearth lit, it would be good to ask him about life, what he does, what he feels, what he dreams of,


but I know nothing about what your father wants, I even suspect I don’t know anything about what he is, so many years have passed since I last told him I love him,


I love you, son, do you love me back?,


and he’s gone now and you’ve gone now, and the whole house, so quiet, the chest of drawers gathering dust, even the chest of drawers misses you, my princess, my queen, where did we go wrong to end up like this?, you dead and me alone, so which of us died first then?,


and I just keep going, I have Dioguinho here sometimes, did you see him leaving a moment ago, he’s a man now, isn’t he?, Carlinha hasn’t been in weeks, she’s already in third grade, can you believe it?, but time doesn’t exist, they tell me, and I believe it, I have to believe it to keep on going, you know that,


you were the best person in the world, no one should doubt that, did I ever tell you I’m certain God only took you away in order that He might be a better creature?,


I used to be nearly a millionaire and time began to take it all from me, first you,


I love you, my wife, do you love me back?,


then the boys, their time, at least, then they reformed me and killed me a little, and mind you, they’re now taking a few euro from me at the end of the month, I don’t know if I’m going to be able to pay for the medication,


you never got to end up as an old woman, such luck, life isn’t measured in days, I know that now, life is measured in chemists’ shops,


there’s a government that wants to lower the deficit,


and you don’t want to know what that means and nor do I, it basically means taking from the poor to give to the rich, and this coming from me who doesn’t understand anything and who’s just an old reactionary, bad people don’t change, do they?,


and so lowering this deficit they take what I had left, I don’t want to ask Afonso for money, or Carlos, God preserve me with some dignity yet, I’ll figure things out as best I can, if there isn’t enough for me to eat steak I’ll eat soup, as I heard a lady say the other day on TV, I don’t even like steak all that much, except yours, of course,


I used to be nearly a millionaire and now I’m nearly dead, it hurts a lot but it’s bearable,


what scares me most are the secrets in the darkness, which is why I go out to put an end to the silence,


out on the street there’s noise enough to cry without anybody noticing, will you come walk with me?,


you are the best companion in the world, no one should doubt that, did I ever tell you I’m certain God only took you away in order to have somebody to walk with?


Why should I love you,


you ask,


and I speak to you in the noise of the wind in the window when you hold me tight, your head in the mystery that is between arms and shoulders, I hide my fingers in your hair and I hear you breathing, people like us don’t look for explanations but survivals.


We should learn to love slowly,


you venture,


and yet I have already placed my lips on yours, your scent is unbearable if I cannot touch you, we would be whole if there were only words, and the most absurd thing is that we don’t even need to talk, people like us don’t look for eternity but for feelings,


Every moment deserves an orgasm,


I make this up,


trying to prove to you that poems are made of flesh, never of lines of verse, strangely you do not reply and you allow yourself to be looked at, I spend more than an hour just seeing you and it’s everything, I ask you to assume every kind of position, there must be some angle or other that isn’t entirely yours and your almost-heaven smile, but I don’t find it, people like us don’t look for skin but the knife,


There’s a certain dignity in the way we abandon ourselves,


I say goodbye,


I dress slowly while I love you at last, life doesn’t feel sorry for any more than we have, we could try the possibility of a routine, and who knows, perhaps the calm adrenaline of a family, a morning kiss and another at night, a bed not only for sex, even talking that has some objective that isn’t pure pleasure, but I don’t know if it’s love that turns me on, people like us don’t look for peace but for fear,


Tomorrow or some other day or how about never,


you declare,


and I understand then that you have given me the most profound declaration of love, tomorrow or some other day or never, and I consent with no hesitation, people like us don’t look for promises but still they never fail each other.





There was once a boy who dreamed too much, and one day he dreamed there was a special sheet of paper, so special that it made everything that was written on it come to life and be real, the boy loved the idea and went off to tell his parents


‘you’re crazy’


but the boy was a boy who dreamed too much and he didn’t give up on dreaming, and instead of giving up on the idea he made the idea grow, that’s the advantage of being a boy and dreaming, when if you’re a boy who dreams and instead of stopping at the dream you make the dream expand, you dream even bigger, bigger still


‘and what if instead of a sheet of paper it was a whole notebook?’


and the boy ran off to the bookstore, asked for two sheets of the cheapest paper they had, dreams don’t need to be expensive and the boy knew it, after all the best toys he had weren’t toys at all, a ball made of rags, a screw that to him is the Eiffel Tower, a block of wood that he’s transformed into a car


‘vroooom’


him and the blank page, that first experience of magic, here he can invent anything he wants because he has invented the magic sheet of paper, just write it down and it happens, he doesn’t know many letters or many words, he’s only lately started school, he writes what he knows and what it is he wants deep down


‘dad’


then he looks at it and likes it, he rubs out one mark or another, he makes it just right so it all works out perfectly, so the magic happens the way it should, he looks again, it’s perfect now, just one word and maybe the magic will happen


‘mum’


now tear out the page and the magic will happen, now is when he’s going to test out his invention


‘dad’


‘mum’


and they arrived, the boy tore out the sheet, he read the words several times, and they appeared, perhaps concerned about him, perhaps not knowing what has happened, but the truth is that it happened, the boy explains to his parents once again that he’d invented the magic sheet of paper first and then the magic notebook after that, his parents take a deep breath first and then reprimand him


‘don’t scare us like that again’


the boy didn’t understand, what’s wrong with dreaming?, and he went on with his invention that would change the world, simply write and the world would change, imagine what could be done with that, he thought of a thousand and one things to write, a thousand and one things to invent, but he understood then that he didn’t know how to write and he needed to know how to write for the sheet of paper to do its job, he could cry and be like all those other boys who don’t get what they want and they cry and then stop, but this boy was different like that and when he had a dream he didn’t cry but did


‘please teach me writing till the cartoons start’


his older sister laughed but she didn’t refuse, and at the end of the day, when they returned from school, off the two of them went to the bedroom, nobody knew what they were up to, they said they had work to do and they did, but the boy alone was fighting for his dream, his sister liked playing teacher and taught him everything, all the letters, and twenty or thirty days later the boy who just wanted to dream already had all the tools to create his dream


‘there was once’


that’s how it started because it seemed to him that was how dreams always started, and he went on writing, line by line, invention by invention, and bit by bit he began to understand that his notebook was even more magical than the one he had invented, you didn’t even need to tear the sheet out for it to exist, he went on writing and as he wrote he felt everything happening, the prince who wanted to fly, the princess who wanted to be saved, the boy wrote and all of it happened, he saw it right there, in front of him, inside him, even inside him, every emotion, he laughed, smiled, even cried, would you believe it


‘how can you say it doesn’t exist if it makes me cry?’


and many years later when there were hundreds of adults and children from a primary school sitting in front of him, he was introducing one more of his books, and he decided to offer each of them a special gift


‘it’s a notebook with superpowers’


and he handed them a heap of blank sheets of paper just like the one that changed his life


‘whatever you write on it really happens’


and everybody laughed except the children, who started trying it out at once.


You are in apartment 4B and I don’t know what I’m doing with these nerves,


to hell with love, dammit,


it’s so much easier not loving but what the hell are we doing here if we don’t love?,


I brought my best shirt, I asked my mother to iron it, I really do like my mother so much, that might be the first secret I tell you, keep it well, and we haven’t even spoken for more than two minutes yet, would you believe it, and the second secret is that I love you, or something of that kind,


and I don’t yet know what love is really, I’m quite sure that nobody knows, but this seems like the thing we see in books, it really does,


and I ring the doorbell and there’s your voice, oh hell, how can a voice mess with so many different parts of your body?,


come up, and I come up, there’s an elevator on the left but I’ve got more than enough suffocation on the inside already, I take the stairs and that way I have time to think about you,


and I’m not even with you yet and already we’re alone together,


and I count the steps and my hands sweat,


you promise that when I kiss you you’ll show me what to do with my tongue?,


in English class the teacher saw me looking at you and she smiled, I hope she didn’t say anything to you, I want you to learn that I love you from my own mouth,


I’m a serious kind of man, take note of that,


and I arrive up here, I give my hair a quick tidy, I hope you like the Ronaldo style I did just for you, the gel’s only the Miniprice own brand but it’s the thought that counts, I’ve brought you a photo of you that I’ve printed off your Facebook profile,


who’s that dude who’s always around drooling over you anyway?,


and I look at my reflection in the glass and I prepare myself for the most important moment in my life,


every time I meet you it’s the most important moment in my life, did you know that?,


you left the door ajar and that might be a sign, I read somewhere yesterday that to love is to keep a door always ajar, now we’ll find out if that’s true, literature has a solution for everything, I know that line is nothing special but at least it’s mine,


do what you like with it, but with me just put your arms round me, please,


and I go in and you aren’t there to receive me, you must be in the living room, most likely, I look around and search for signs of your existence, I would have bet that painting was done by you, only yesterday your mother told me you’re very talented, and she’s right,


and I swear even if you told me Sporting was your favourite team I’d say you’re still perfect,


the living room is large and you’re on the sofa, I can tell by your hair resting on the cushion, and the television is on,


do you want to watch that movie with me for the rest of your life?,


and I’m already standing in front of you and I see you’re sleeping, I love your hair but right now you might move it aside a little so I can see your face, just a minute ago you spoke to me and now you’re asleep already, or did the stairs take longer than they seemed to?, I don’t know what to do, I stand there looking at you and loving you all alone,


standing there looking at you and loving you even all alone is always the right decision,


I still entertain the possibility of saying something but I give up, I’ll let you sleep and come back later, I’ll write you a note,


I was here and I’ll be here always, how does that sound?,


and I sneak out, I look back at you one last time over my shoulder, you’re still on the sofa,


you’re as beautiful as a title-winning goal, how’s that for a declaration of love?,


and you don’t even know that I existed here, that I consumed you here, me and you in the intimate moment of your sleep,


we still haven’t even kissed and we’ve already slept together, would you believe it,


and I close the door gently so as not to wake you, down I go in the elevator, despite everything I’m already breathing easier,


a second looking at you and my lungs open up completely,


I press zero and when I look at your door I see a number and a letter that get me thinking,


apartment 3B,


and maybe there’s still time to go back up, you’re in apartment 4B and with all these nerves I don’t know what I’m doing,


to hell with love, dammit.





Just because I’m vaccinated against dengue doesn’t mean I’m going to offer myself up to the mosquitoes,


you say so many things that are entirely your own and it’s just my fucking luck to have you here, I’ve loved you even before knowing how and maybe that’s the only way to love, I don’t know, I’m just saying, before you I thought about the impossibility of a mouth like that,


the first time we slept together we forgot to sleep,


the door to the veranda of my minuscule apartment open, and hellish winter out there and a happy hell in here,


you had a laughing skull printed on your knickers, either that or it was my happy body that was laughing and the skull was as dead as any other,


we were forbidden but we loved each other like God, till death do us part, it’s quite clear, the problem is that there were several deaths to experience and that’s why here we are,


how many times is it possible to love you for the first time?,


because I want one more, just this one, today we came to a hotel to die better,


I want one of these beds at home,


and you lie down,


and I like it when you play at being grown-ups with me, you invent expressions nobody really says, talk to me about the most trivial things in the world, how that girl with a blog has gone to Brazil, there’s a sale at Zara,


and the poem is in the voice, not the verse,


we hugged for a time on the escalator, I can assure you there was an adolescent couple who envied our irresponsibility,


when I embrace you I hope for an embrace, and for it to be you,


our boredom thrills me, your hands on the hair of my chest,


being happy is so simple, isn’t it?,


I’m looking at you as I see you, your lips are like clouds when I look at you over my glasses and over a handful of words,


this morning I remembered the times I made you cry, and I cried,


I’m so little for your size, I write some crap that only I understand, and it’s inexplicable that you should be mine,


one day I will be a candidate for the Nobel with your skin,


touching you made me a writer, and oh man how lucky,


I write in order to love you better, I think I’ve already written that before but here it is again, the most ironic thing is that while I’m writing you miss me,


maybe you also write in order to know that you love me, who knows?, but it’s truer than true that I mostly write to take you to bed, or didn’t you think so?,


I could invent a Bible just for my faith in you, but you don’t deliver me from evil, amen,


just because I’m vaccinated against dengue doesn’t mean I’m going to offer myself up to the mosquitoes,


you say again,


have I told you I know your crooked teeth by heart when you smile?,


we have only this night for loving each other tonight,


why did I need you in order to be able to live like this?,


we need to make a choice between loving and writing, and I choose you,


perhaps one day I’ll know which side you’re on.





You’re wearing the blue watch I gave you for your birthday and the promise of a kiss, it’s all I need to do to open up your arms and invite you under the sheets,


there’s such cold in me when you’re not around,


I’ve closed the windows and my eyes and there’s no way of getting to sleep, hearing the whole city filled with people and none of them is you,


God happens through difference,


and through the way when you arrive you smile at me and apologise for being late again, with the office and those meetings, it’s nearly ten seconds before I wordlessly say come over here and embrace you inside,


there is one life only and you are so unending in me.


We meet as ever in the centre of the abyss, your thick veins, I call you to that space in me where even the skin dares not reach, and love happens,


and I really do feel like just staying still, just listening to our breathing as it calms, my mouth dry but I can’t risk missing a second too far from your lips, I have to preserve the moment, each one, whisper in your ear just how deeply I love you, rest my head on your chest and hope that there is never again an afterwards,


but in a few moments you’re already gone, you realise the time and the bed is empty again, you say sorry, you slip your body, how I need your body, beneath your clothes, you kiss me gently without telling me you love me, and you leave the bedroom, your phone already in your hand and you answering,


I am, yes,


and by the way you talk it might be your wife asking if you’re running late.





and I love you so much but today I’ve got to take the car to the mechanic, the wheels are making a funny noise, it’s probably nothing but it’s best just to check, tomorrow I promise we’ll see, how about if we eat at that new restaurant by the roundabout, and then I’ll take you to the movies, oh boy won’t I take you there,


and I love you so much but today I’ve got to watch the kid doing his practice, the coach called and told me we’ve got a real ace, our boy’s playing like a grown-up, would you believe it, when I arrive back with him see if you can have that food he loves ready, the little bastard deserves it, oh boy does he deserve it,


and I love you so much but today I’ve got to work late at the office, there’s that foreign guy’s project to complete, everything here is desperately stressed, I don’t know if I can take it, I’ll call soon to find out how you’re doing, with the kid and everything at home, right now I’ve got to go show these people what hard work looks like, oh boy do I have to show them,


and I love you so much but tonight I’ve got to get to bed early, tomorrow’s that important meeting I told you about, if we manage to hook this client we’ll be so pleased, that house, the new car, who knows?, I just have to try and persuade him, I’ve got everything all ready in my head and nothing can go wrong, we’re going to be rich, mark my words, oh boy won’t we be,


and I love you so much but you’re not there today, I arrived at the time we’d arranged to take you to dinner but you weren’t there, and the kid wasn’t either, he must be at practice, OK let me just call, no one’s answering, neither you nor him, you’re probably planning something, you’ve always been like that, full of surprises, any second now you’ll come through that door and tell me you love me, oh boy won’t you tell me,


and I love you so much but today I’ve got to sign this piece of paper, I look at you and say sorry, I promise there will be no more mechanics or practices or foreign clients or meetings coming between us, I assure you that I want you above anything, I look you in the eye one more time and I try to soothe what is hurting in you, but you just tell me to sign and I sign, hands trembling and I’ve even shed a tear on them, when our son learns about it he is going to cry like a little kid all over again, our ace, you could at least stay for our ace, or at least for me, to keep me alive, God protect me from not having you with me, I’m an impossibility if I don’t have you to like, oh boy aren’t I,


and I love you so much but today I’ve got nothing to do, the house is dark, an empty silence and nothing to do, just wait for you to forget me and go back to loving me, and I love you so much, oh boy don’t I love you?





‘A tightrope is the only thing that ties you to life.’


‘But it hurts. It trembles.’


‘And yet hold on. And yet cling on. Make yourself want more of that thing for ever. It’s only what slips through your fingers that really proves that you have fingers at all. Only when you’re facing near-death that you value life.’


‘Do you like trembling?’


‘I need to tremble. I need to feel the tightrope wobbling, my legs wobbling, my body wobbling. It’s only what takes me out of myself that feeds me. An orgasm makes me tremble, a euphoria makes me tremble.’


‘A pain, too.’


‘I need to understand what I am, even if it hurts. Only someone who trembles can understand what he is. Other people aren’t really able to be: they just are. And they never tremble. I feel so sorry for anybody who’s never trembled. What are they doing here? Only things that have made me tremble have ever been unforgettable.’


‘Life is there to have unforgettable moments.’


‘Never forget that. Life’s only there if something in you is trembling. It’s only what makes you tremble that stops you forgetting.’


‘I make you tremble.’


‘Always.’


‘And when I stop?’


‘We’ll have to find other paths. Other ways.’


‘Other people?’


‘If we must. People keep you attentive, keep you alert, keep you connected. When a person you love makes you disconnect, they’re no longer a person you should love. Love demands maximum vigilance, you must be a soldier on the battlefield, your whole body awaiting an attack, a stray bullet. And if there’s one area in which love is unbeatable it’s in the quantity of stray bullets it releases. Sometimes you get hit and you don’t even notice. And then love no longer exists, just a pain spreading through the middle of your chest, a pain that consumes you, tears you to pieces, brings you down. You think it’s love and it’s nothing but a wound. There are wounds that resemble love.’


‘A moment of distraction and love is over.’


‘A moment of distraction and life is over.’


‘That’s what I said.’


What changed without you was mostly the size of things,


of this bed, for example, which was ridiculously small when we loved each other,


how many times did we decide to buy a bigger one, we’d open some catalogue or other, but then we’d forget about it because there was this one and our bodies right here and maybe that was enough for us to be happy, wasn’t it?,


the sweat and the tumbles, the whispered words, our breathing lost but not as lost as the rest of us,


I’m not wearing any panties today,


remember when you used to say that to me, your total smile and me at your feet, a bed isn’t enough space when you want somebody like that, and now it’s so big it’s unbearable,


did I ever tell you that when your well-bred father admitted to me that you were the result of a quickie that I replied he had to be entirely mistaken because, like they say, haste is the enemy of perfection?, I’m such a fool, aren’t I?, I was just lucky you still loved me all that time,


houses aren’t measured in metres, but in silences,


the huge living room, the same four or five pieces of furniture, the TV, the sofa, and so much space to fill, not to mention the size of the pain I’m feeling, of course,


you made me addicted to violence, that’s what it is,


and now everything’s too calm, and all I wanted was a banal story, the family everybody wants and a more-or-less life to be getting on with, but you showed me where orgasm starts and now we see how little are the banal things I can manage without you,


looking is the beginning of terror, I know that now,


even your cruelty fascinates me, the way you slyly show me your body and you thrill me, what would I have gained in peace and lost in life if it hadn’t been for that street on that day?,


you were in the most beautiful dress in the history of fashion and I’m telling you this as someone who didn’t even see what you were wearing, because above it your eyes and face were happening and one really must prioritise and I did,


faces exist for hands,


or at least yours did for mine, I barely knew you and I was already risking everything with my right hand fitting perfectly on to your skin, thumb touching your lips, closed eyes seeing live for the first time which part of me happiness comes from,


if butterflies live such a short time why is it that the one that flies in you is still holding out?,


to hell with the Animal Protection Society and all the other associations, I’m going to stop feeding it and let it end up however it may, between awareness and madness I prefer whichever one brings you back, or rather the one that doesn’t bring you back at all, and until then I’ll wear a shawl or two and a piece of cloth over my chest,


I’ve always heard you have to cover the dead as a matter of respect.





You’re the woman of my life but the body has needs, you know?,


time exists, and the skin sags, and excitement must be fed with whatever escapes from my love for you, I don’t tell you because I know you’d be hurt,


somebody invented exclusivity in love,


and when I seek out other bodies maybe I’m even paying tribute to you and maybe I’m even being a son-of-a-bitch traitor, just another husband being unfaithful to his wife, or to be more accurate I’m being both at the same time, as I love you like a madman and I also betray you like a madman,


whoever said that liking someone this much had to make sense was a fool,


I’m as perfect as I am imperfect when I don’t stop belonging to you when I belong to other women,


but I swear to God I love you to the very depths of my days.


You are the woman of my life but you are too beautiful for me to be able to confess to you,


you stroke my hair when I lie with you on the sofa, run your hand through it,


have I already said that God invented your hand to use as a mould for making all the others?,


and over my skin and the world calms, there isn’t work happening, or meetings, or even guilt, just look, even that stops happening when you touch me like that,


you’re so beautiful that it’s you who calms the betrayal that pains me in you,


no truth has the right to end with a moment like that, I tell you that I am crazying you, I invent the verb to crazy so as to love you better and so for a few seconds, with that smile you give me, you grant my conscience a little reprieve,


but I swear to God I love you to the very depths of my days.


You are the woman of my life but I am weak in all my life,


and I know that deep down you don’t deserve a man like this, those other women,


how many were there after all?,


in between us and you believing in a perfect love, you may not believe it but I do, I love you with all the innocence in the world and the treacherous body isn’t what’s going to change that,


where have you ever known the concrete to have anything to say about the divine?,


and I continue to respect you more than myself,


morals were invented by somebody who didn’t know the dimensions of love,


I make you happy and that’s enough for me,


but I swear to God I love you to the very depths of my days.


You are the woman of my life and you had no right to mess with my things,


we always respect privacy and that was the only reason I was careless, the cell phone put down and forgotten about, and your curiosity, all that’s left are the tears that stop me from breathing,


I ask your forgiveness, I kneel just like in the movies, but you don’t address a single word to me, you gather up half a dozen things and you leave,


your eyes on the floor and a pain interrupting my life,


and I sit at the window to smoke my first cigarette without you, I see you leave,


so many minutes in the stationary car,


you’re trying to find the strength that I didn’t have to confess my humanity to you,


but I swear to God I love you to the very depths of my days.





So many homeless people,


and yet the deficit is down and the economy’s growing,


today I fell asleep thinking about a new book, a novel with people who don’t exist and who are already beginning to populate me, it may well be a pathology but I make art of it,


we have to make the most of what we’ve got, right?,


but I ended up falling asleep thinking about the good fortune of being able to fall asleep thinking about a book and not about being hungry, or about how I’m going to eat the next day, or even my kids’ torn clothes and worn-out shoes,


what the hell is the point of a book if you haven’t got a piece of bread?,


and literature isn’t much when faced with life, I do very little to change the world, I just sit in this comfortable chair, facing the sea,


you have to look at reality from a distance for it not to hurt, isn’t that right?,


and I write words that sometimes I don’t know where they’re heading, like these, for example, where deep down all I want to do is clear my conscience of not doing more for those who are worth as much as I am but who haven’t found the same space, the same path,


sometimes a comma is enough to change a life, isn’t it?,


people write because they’re cowards, there are so many useful things to be doing out there, help a little old man over the crossing,


yesterday this brat wanted to give up his seat for me on the bus and I told him to go to hell and I wasn’t far from giving him a smack across the gob,


where have you ever seen a child giving up his seat for another, right?,


or cleaning the beaches, or the ocean, working like billy-o, as my grandfather used to say,


how many houses did you help to be born?, and myself none at all,


I’m so useless, I should be helping the world to grow, I dunno, but I’m a coward and I write some bits of rubbish or other, I came to believe that I was making a difference, I imagined a woman on the edge of the abyss and a few words from me pulling her back up,


the best literature is the kind that saves lives but it’s only the stuff that kills that wins prizes, have you thought about that?,


and I’m so incapable of having courage, of yelling out, of devoting myself to activities that are happy, dancing, singing, telling jokes, even making a child,


I’ll always be the son, never the father, isn’t that so?,


and the worst is that I never stop writing the same book, one comma more or less, one pronoun more or less, with more or less style, I hang around writing only one book and it’s the only thing that satisfies me,


how do you fall asleep with a whole book to write and only one life to live?,


and in spite of it all how do they do it, those people out there?,


my God, living is so badly paid,


we need to turn soup into a banquet, perhaps, how I’d like to be out there, yelling at the bastards that there was no way, that there’s no country without people, or numbers without anyone to count them, but instead I write and that’s where I get my satisfaction,


I’m weak and I hope my weakness makes someone else strong, isn’t that right?,


there’s a woman in trouble down there and it’s time to take off my glasses, what you don’t see you only feel, I’m really sorry,


there are more and more people wrecked on the streets,


and yet the deficit is down and the economy’s growing.





He came down the bannister so as to love more quickly,


will you play with me, will you please?, the whole nursery available and his eyes on the way she picked up the Lego, he wanted to play with her, he doesn’t know why, he can’t guess why, but something draws the little boy to the little girl,


there’s always something that draws us towards the smallest things in the world, and they are the things that make us great, isn’t that right?,


the teacher smiles, she would quite like never to forget this image, his tenderness as he takes her hand, love is beautiful from the moment it begins, a vast house to be built in blocks of every colour, every size, she looks at him fearfully, then gives a little smile, hands him another piece,


here, it’s for you,


and manages to produce the purest declaration of love a human being is capable of,


here, it’s for you,


he accepts and builds, even if the two of them are building already,


will you play with me, will you please?,


and she said no, and she did.


He came down the bannister so as to love more quickly,


read with me, will you please?, a desperate happy request, only a child can manage a state of happy desperation, they’re the first letters they write and they should be, if they knew how to draw an ‘l’, for example, I love you, but they aren’t, they still aren’t, soon enough perhaps, for now they are simpler words, him beside her, he doesn’t grab her hand and doesn’t show her the path of the ‘a’ because he can’t do it, the teacher says he can’t, but they’ve already looked at each other seven or eight times in the last few minutes, nothing was left unsaid, it never is,


do you want to come with me to the end of the ABC?,


read with me, will you please?,


and she said no, and she did.


He came down the bannister so as to love more quickly,


discover with me, will you please?, they touched gently in the hallway, her left arm against his right arm, or maybe it was the other way around, his left arm against her right arm, no one knows who touched whom, only that the two of them felt the touch as though they were suddenly discovering the beginning of their skin, two or three millimetres, half a second, no more, and the veins dilated more than ever, the high school can’t imagine it but two people have just been born here, there are parts of the body that appear from nothing, absurd mental stimuli, a philosophical conclusion only within the reach of geniuses, or of fools,


the direction life travels is from me to you,


nobody says it but they both hear it, many people spend years waiting for a revelation like it, the hallway is full, the groups, pimples, nerves, panics, inventions, distresses, the absurd fear of a life ahead,


discover with me, will you please?,


and she said no, and she did.


He came down the bannister so as to love more quickly,


live with me, will you please?, they’re grown-ups and they want to be big, to love like grown-ups, a house, just a room for starters, it could even be in a university hall of residence, the parents won’t find out, and to hell with it if they do, they’ve spent their whole lives waiting to wake up together and fall asleep together and it’s time, no one’s going to stop them, he’ll get himself a job, something part time at McDonald’s or whatever’s suitable, she’s already asked the friend of a friend of the owner of a perfume store to arrange a shift for her, soon they’ll be together whenever they are at home,


when you wake up wake me up so I can watch you waking up, OK?,


they know that living like this is transient, that feeling like this is transient, but they also know that living like this is eternal, that feeling like this is eternal, they are young and irresponsible and they don’t know what the future has in store for them, no one does, but each has the other in store for them and after all that’s a good start,


live with me, will you please?,


and she said no, and she did.


He came down the bannister so as to love more quickly,


marry me, will you please?, it wasn’t the most romantic setting, an office in the centre of town, and her not knowing how to answer, a government secretary can’t simply embrace one of the heads of the creative department just like that, there are already colleagues with sidelong glances, she has to disguise her happiness, and he who will once again forego the elevator so as to reach her more quickly felt a tightening in his chest, the sweat running but that didn’t matter, he looked at her lips waiting for them to move, an inexplicable tension in the air, someone has already got a coffee and sat down, all they need is the popcorn or with a bit of luck not even that because the new machine is ready to use now,


all you have to do is sign and love me for ever, it’s only the signing bit that’s new, right?,


two or three people cover their mouths so their laughter can’t be heard, their jealousy, she doesn’t cover anything but nor does she answer, she smiles like she can’t stop smiling when he says these things, and the truth is he’s the only person who says these things, or it’s only him from whom she can hear these things, which might seem the same but it isn’t,


marry me, will you please?,


and she said no, and she did.


He came down the bannister so as to love more quickly,


die with me, will you please?, the hospital elevator smells of loss, he rejected it as he has always rejected elevators, even the stairs, he had to reach her more quickly and his old age would not prevent his courage,


before you were ill my back was giving me pain and now it’s only you who’s giving me pain, thank you,


the white bed, white skin, some white liquid going into her veins, such big tears to cry and a smile coming out,


you have all the episodes of the soap recorded for you to watch, when will you drop everything and come away?,


she stretches out her lips as best she can, she still can, when she sees him she really can, she even says a few words, she still believes in the possibility of for ever, he closes his eyes to swallow his tears, takes a deep breath, thinks she can’t see but she sees everything, an insoluble knife piercing the breast, to love is to have the certainty of one day taking an insoluble knife to the breast, and not much more, and yet everything,


die with me, will you please?,


and she said no, and she did.


He came down the bannister so as to love more quickly,


(…)


but there was no bannister.





‘I like your clothes. But I’m sure I’m going to like your skin even more.’


She had just seen him for the first time and already she had loved him for ever. Love is so easy when nobody complicates it.


‘Give me five minutes to have known you for years.’


The problem with people is that they think that for something to have meaning it has to be difficult, that to be true it has to be protracted, and that was probably how he looked at her, his eyes moving in search of the world, an inveterate worldomaniac, incapable of being alive without loving.


‘I don’t know you from anywhere but I’m yours for ever.’


All declarations of love are premature, and this was no exception, he still wasn’t talking but there was the body, the gestures, the way he moved while waiting for afterwards to happen, you don’t need a name to love someone.


‘I’d like to get to know you better and I can’t think of a better place to do that than my body.’


A lot might have been lacking from what they said but there was no lack of urgency, they didn’t have time to know who they were but they had time to know what they wanted, around them people danced, people drank, people sang, lights flashing, the music loud, heavy beats, her looking at him and him looking at her, there are too many meanings when you look in that way.


‘I’ve travelled the world but I’ve never seen anywhere more beautiful than the coastline of your shoulders.’


The bathrooms were also made for loving, the washbasin is the right height, the wall is comfortable, the graffiti might even be exciting, all you need is people who love each other for a space to be made for loving.


‘I want to marry you and maybe this is the moment for you to tell me your name.’


Two strangers joined together in matrimony, there will be difficult discoveries, there are so many things he won’t like about her, there are so many things she won’t like about him, there will be arguments, difficulties, bills to pay, frequent tears, but they will always return to the territory of those shoulders, names will be forgotten, papers torn while the bodies last, love requires two strangers united by what makes them love, and courage.


‘We were so happy that night, and we still are.’


Love is so easy to understand.


And so I started loving you for your feet, I was working in the shoe shop in the shopping centre,


or the mall, I dunno what the right term is for it,


and you arrived, your smile, you were in a hurry but you wanted the perfect shoe, I immediately liked that way you had of showing that you were demanding but doing it with the least possible effort,


life is too small for us to waste energy on something that doesn’t involve love,


you had the most beautiful feet in the world and I felt like a king serving you, a shoe shop really can be a kingdom when I’m at your feet,


it didn’t take long for you to find what you wanted, some green shoes that weren’t too flashy and which only served to make you more impossible, and you left,


were you aware that I felt the space between me and the world growing as you went?,


I waited for you to come back another day but it took you four or five weeks, your feet once again, my happiness once again, but it wasn’t long before I understood that your feet were no longer enough for me, I wanted more of you, to climb up you,


how do we invite God to be our lover?,


I could even have asked you out, for a drink, talked to you about myself and about loving you already, but I preferred to change stores and in less than a week I was already at Andreia’s boutique ready to wait for you,


there were no clothes that weren’t made with your body in mind, you came at least once a week, here you opened up more and I was now allowed to look at your body,


not that I wasn’t still in love with your feet, you do understand, don’t you?,


you particularly liked short dresses, not too short,


I’m young enough to be beautiful but not to be a hooker, you said many times to Andreia and such envy I felt towards her,


one day I’m going to have my own store just to be able to call you by your first name,


I was addicted to you, to your feet, to the way the clothes touched and loved your body, but I only started loving your face slowly, I was moving up your outside and I just needed to improve what was seeing you,


I could even have asked you out, for a drink, talked to you about myself and about loving you already, but I preferred to change stores and in less than a week I was already at the make-up store on the first floor ready to wait for you,


as you can imagine it was no picnic, far from it, a man doing make-up isn’t easy to take even nowadays, but a quick course at the job centre, a couple of friendly words here and there, and I’d done it,


and your face was a kind of eternity, and I only say a kind because I don’t believe eternity is really that unending,


you would come on special occasions,


I only don’t do my own make-up when there’s an important event, a party or something, you’d explain, which meant you did exactly the opposite to everyone else, you put on your make-up to go to the bathroom, to your parents’ house, but never for a party,


it was here that I really started to touch you, look at the goosebumps I’m getting just from the memory, see?,


your skin didn’t exist however much I touched it, if I had any doubts that you came from a cloud they’d be finished here, at the moment when for the first time your cheekbones, your forehead, an unforgivable light filling the store, not to mention your lips, you always chose the most discreet lipstick, and when you left I’m sure even the food court stopped to look at you, it was my good fortune to be able to appreciate your lips from the outside but there was an urgency in me to know them from within,


it was a complicated mission but I got there, people saw me as the crazy employee and they were right, I was well aware of how hard it would be to move again to some other store but I had to try, I convinced Dona Laura that I was an expert in candies and actually I was,


I knew exactly the curve of your lower lip, the precise angle at which the upper one met it, if that isn’t understanding candies I don’t know what is,


you went to the store whenever you wanted to spoil yourself, and therefore every day, you liked those cola bottle candies, before you’d even paid for them you already had two or three in your mouth, it wasn’t elegant but it was you,


elegance is the moment when you happen, that’s all,


and I felt an unacceptable covetousness and slowly I did feel that the inside of your mouth is the best thing in the world but maybe the inside of your clothes is the best best thing in the world,


I’m sorry about the repetitive nature of the phrases I use but writing a state that surpasses happiness is difficult because of seeming like nobody has never felt it before me,


as I was telling you I wanted more than the inside of your mouth, I wanted the inside of your clothes and I had to take some steps towards that,


I could even have asked you out, for a drink, talked to you about myself and about loving you already, but I preferred to change job and in less than a week I was already at the health club in the centre of town ready to wait for you,


I don’t believe anyone has ever got through the massage course as quickly as I did it, they were two intense weeks but I made it to the end, I took the tests in a single day, I got home and didn’t know where to put my arms,


or maybe I really did, I just had to put them on you and I would be ready for another three or four more of the same courses in a row,


more than anything you liked to have happiness across your back, you’d been faithful to Marisa for more than five years, every week there you were for her to free you from the weight of the days,


a successful executive like you finds it so hard to impose your authority, don’t you?,


I’m really not sure how I managed to persuade her to take the day off on the day you were coming, I probably even had to go out with her just to be able to touch you, but when at last the skin of your lower back was in my hands I felt ready to die right there,


I don’t know if I really did die, honestly, maybe it’s from heaven or hell that I’m talking to you now,


at last I had the inside of your clothes, your feet, all of your outside, your face, your lips, the inside of your lips, I couldn’t ask life for any more and yet I couldn’t stop asking, I’m human and I wanted more,


that was when I decided to ask you out, for a drink, talked to you about myself and about loving you already, I could even change stores


but don’t think for a moment I was going to work in a sex shop.





Death is behind your kiss,


and I’m not interested in anything that can’t kill me.


I don’t want paths without stones, people without problems, let alone glory without tears. I don’t want the tedium of just keeping on going, the obligation to bear up, to maintain a routine just for the sake of it. I don’t want the on we go, the that’s life, the it’s got to be, nothing that doesn’t make me moan. I don’t want a dish that’s always healthy, the pristine salad, the chaste bed, the virgin sex. I don’t want sun all day long, straight lines without a single curve, I don’t want smooth black or immaculate white, I don’t want a perfect poem or undamaged spelling. I don’t want to learn only from a teacher, the little pat on the back, the come on it’ll pass soon enough, the micro-satisfactions, the tiny euphorias. I don’t want lips without a tongue, a tongue without pleasure, running away from whatever provokes fear, even growing accustomed to whatever causes me pain. I want what doesn’t fit into the usual, what isn’t understood in manuals, what doesn’t happen in screenplays. I want the exquisite wrinkle, the untended hand, the risky road, the rain, the wind, the ingrown nail, the animal in the moment. I even want to try what no one else has done before, to look at the unforgivable, spend the possibilities like a madman. Above all I want you to frighten me, the secret abyss, the inside of your legs, how the sweat runs down the middle of your chest, and the impossible way you express yourself when you come.


They told me your kiss killed and I paid no notice,


is there any way to get out of you alive?


Three years have gone by and I’m fed up with you,


with the way you exempt yourself from being romantic, with how you give up on an I love you when you go to bed, even the empty contents of our conversations when we sit down at the table and share the silence,


when love is born it is for everyone and you should know that.
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