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the reflection. As far as my memory goes (which means 
nowhere), no cousin of mine ever lifted her skirt or asked 
my opinion on the knickers that she was wearing on that 
extraordinary day.

Moreover, I can assure you that I cannot recall hav-
ing ever tasted (I won’t use another, more literal verb, be-
cause current times are less and less favorable for freedom, 
even useless freedoms such as the literary type) a single 
housemaid. Someone told me that I don’t know what I’m 
missing, but please consider such a statement as merely an 
innocent fait divers.

Regarding those possible spinsters who supposedly 
visited my home regularly, I must be suffering from some 
kind of trauma in relation to them, because the truth is 
that I only remember them in a vague and distorted way 
in my nightmares. They appear as indistinct, ambiguous, 
and volatile shadows, never becoming clearly visible. I’m 
convinced, therefore, that in my past, no sexual adventures 
took place between myself and any of them.

The fact is, to my knowledge, I’ve never had a sex life.
I have never masturbated; therefore, I don’t know, to 

this day, the sweet agony of feeling one’s penis shivering 
out of control like a moribund bird before suddenly spill-
ing in successive spasms a thick and slimy jet spraying 
freely across every surface and object within reach, like 
a wild and furious waterfall or an obscenely joyful laugh. 
May my critics forgive me once again for this second in-
trusion of poetry, but what do you expect from me—a raw 
pornographic description? Do me a favor: don’t create 
complications with the moralizing squad.

If, in my material on sex, I don’t refer to any foreplay, 
I refer even less to the concluding phase. Believe it or not, 
I have never known a woman in the sense in which the 
Bible itself recommends. To put it another way, I have 
never plunged into a woman’s body. I don’t know what it 
is like to be burned in the fire that, so they say, all women 
conceal in a secret location within them; nor have I ever 
gotten lost inside a single one of them. To be blunt: I have 
never fucked anyone.

It is true that words are symbolic and, once they 
have been launched into the air, they become not only 
the author’s property but, principally, that of the recipi-
ent. So, before you start to speculate and throw suspicion 
at me, I must add that, in all my life, I have never had 

any homosexual encounters either—not that I remember, 
anyway. Yes, I know that nowadays this means that I am 
going against the mainstream to some extent, but it is pre-
cisely because of this and other things that my history is 
so incredible.

All that remains to say is that, apparently having not 
had a past of my own, the future neither thrills nor worries 
me. I don’t make plans or have any causes, nor do I belong 
to any organization. I don’t even defend my own cause.

As a result, I don’t quarrel with anyone—not at home, 
not in the street, not at work.

I don’t blame my family for my miseries.
I don’t speak ill of the government or the opposition.
If, for me, the past is a huge black hole, my future is 

a plain white canvas upon which it is not possible to fix a 
projection.

I am an anodyne being.
You really do need to know my history right to the end.
Do you think a writer will be able to write it down?

—Translated from the Portuguese  
by Luísa Alvim and revised by Lara Pawson
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