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I write with my hands tied. In the stationary solidity of my room, which I haven’t 

left for the longest time. I write without being able to write and, for this, I write. 

At any rate, I wouldn’t know what to do with this body that has been unable to 

move ever since it came into the world. Because I was born old, in a wheelchair, 

with wizened legs, withered arms. I was born smelling of damp earth, the stale 

gust of ancient times at my back. I am speaking of a weight that bears down on 

me, a weight that gives me stiff shoulders and a crooked neck, that holds my 

head in the same position for days on end, sometimes a month or two. A weight 

that isn’t entirely mine, since I was born with it, so it’s as if every time I say “me” 

I am actually saying “us.” I always speak in the company of this ancient air that 

has accompanied me from the outset.  

Air that paralyzes me. A kind of burden. Weighty. More than that: brutal, 

cement-like, capable of arresting all movement, binding one joint to another, 

fusing my body’s empty spaces. Not that I am sad. It’s not a matter of being 

happy or not, but of a legacy I’d like to be rid of. Even if it means I have to take 
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inordinate risks, even if it means giving up everything I’ve achieved until now, 

everything I’ve believed to be my life. I’ve reached a point where I must change 

tack or be caught in Medusa’s gaze and turned to stone, cast into the sea.  

 Yet words still evade me, the story isn’t here yet. As long as my muscles 

remain heavy and static, meaning slips away. Perhaps, little by little, when I 

manage to take my first steps, when I am able to free myself of this burden, I’ll be 

able to name things. And for this I write.  
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You can’t imagine how relieved I feel. How long have you been lying on this bed, 

unbudging? How long have I been asking you to get up? I don’t know. I don’t know 

the answer. It could be a week, a month, a year, or even a lifetime. At times I feel 

like a block of concrete, others a hazy cloud. I can’t feel my shape, my contours. I 

want to move from here, but I still wonder if it’s the right choice. Don’t lose heart. 

When you are setting out, there are no right or wrong choices, just choices. It’s too early 

to judge. But what if I make a mistake? What if I sink even deeper into this 

quagmire of imprecision and uncertainty? What guarantee do I have that I won’t 

trip myself up? There are no guarantees. I can only promise you one thing: take risks, 

and I will always be ready to give you my hand. 
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To write this story, I must leave here and go on a long journey to places I don’t 

know, lands I have never set foot in. A journey back, even though I’ve never left 

anywhere. I don’t know if I’ll be able to, if one day I’ll leave my own room, but 

the urgency exists. My body can’t bear the weight anymore, I’ve become a 

petrified cocoon. My face is haggard. The circles under my eyes are older than 

me. My cheeks sag, hearing the call of the earth. My teeth can barely chew. It is 

as if gravity acted more intensely on me, tugging down twice as hard.  

 I have no idea what awaits me on this path I have chosen. Nor do I know 

if I’m doing the right thing. Much less if there is any logic in the undertaking, an 

acceptable explanation for it. But I am looking for a purpose, a name, a body. 

And for this reason I’ll make the journey back, to see if I haven’t lost them 

somewhere, some place I have yet to know.  

 Without getting up, I take the little box from the nightstand. In it, amidst 

dust, old tickets, coins and earrings, lies the key that my grandfather gave me. 

Here, he said, this is the key to my old house in Turkey. I gave him a puzzled 

look. Now, lying here alone with the key in my hand, I still don’t understand. 

What am I supposed to do with it? It’s up to you, he said, as if it had nothing to 

do with him. People grow old and, afraid of death, pass on to others the things 

they should have done.  

 And now it is up to me to invent a destiny for this key, if I don’t want to 

pass it on myself.  
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You hid it as best you could, avoided the word as long as possible. You promised 

me that you wouldn’t die of an illness. That you wouldn’t die. You promised 

yourself, clinging to the certainty you’d created. I believed it, you wouldn’t die. It 

meant we could live in peace: we created our world, our world without death, 

and in it we lived. It meant we didn’t have to worry about things: we created our 

own certainties, and we lived without doubt. I joined you in your fantasy, went 

along with your game. We avoided the word and on we went.  

 You hid it as best you could, until the day you could no longer. At first, 

we simply turned our eyes from your bulging midriff, your swelling throat, but 

with time we were forced to see what we didn’t want to. You had the belly of a 

pregnant woman, but there was no baby. Swollen lymph nodes on your neck, 

under your arms, in your groin. You tired easily. You felt queasy. You vomited 

blood. It was reality trying to defeat our fantasy: we couldn’t live in our world 

anymore. The word we didn’t want to say demanded to be said, pronounced 

slowly and clearly. Our pact was crumbling.  

 You were sitting on the sofa looking defeated when I came over and 

whispered in your ear: don’t worry. If we have to change worlds, we’ll go 

together. It doesn’t matter where, we’ll make another pact and, if necessary, 

another, and then another and another and another. We’ll make as many pacts as 

we need to, we’ll change worlds as many times as we have to, but one thing is 

certain: my hands will always be clasped to yours.  
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I don’t do anything but examine, touch, gaze at the key. I know its details by 

heart, the exact size of its curves and notches, its weight, its spent color. I doubt a 

key this size can open a door. Surely they’ve changed the lock by now, if not the 

door itself. It’d be foolish to believe it would be the same after so long. I’m sure 

even my grandfather is aware of this, but I also imagine he must be curious to 

know if what he left behind is still there. How strange, how bizarre it must be to 

leave your country, your language, your family, to go somewhere completely 

new and uncertain.  

He told me that the ship he traveled on was colossal, his first and only 

ship. It was crammed with people, all with the same hope as him: to make better 

lives for themselves in a different country. He was the first of his siblings to 

come, with just two suitcases and a few contacts in Brazil. He was no more than 

twenty years old when he left Turkey. Sometime later his younger brother would 

join him. His twin sister would die of tuberculosis. His older brother would 

marry and remain in Smyrna. He would only see his mother again many years 

later, when, widowed, she decided to move to Brazil.  

 How many times have I heard this same story? The pain of never seeing 

his father and sister again, of never setting foot again in the land that was first 

his. Of only bringing his mother out in time to lose her. Of having seen so much 

poverty on the ship and in the land he’d left behind. 

 So what does he want now? For me to reclaim his history, retrieve his 

past? Why this key, this crazy mission?  
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The story isn’t his alone. Life never belongs to just one person. If he gave you the key, it’s 

because he believes it is part of your story. You know my father: he never does anything 

without a reason. He could have given the key to me or one of my brothers, but he never 

did. I never did go to Turkey and now I can’t. I only heard his stories about coming here a 

few times. I’m not saying there’s a destiny, a mission that only you can fulfill. As you 

know, few people are as skeptical as I. But I don’t necessarily think we should refuse what 

is given to us. How long have you been lying there in that bed? Maybe it’s a good excuse 

to do something, to leave the incarceration of this room and visit a country you’ve never 

been to. Believe in this story that your grandfather is offering you: go find his house and 

try to open the door. Retell his story, retell mine too. Take it as an opportunity to dig 

yourself out of the hole you are in, even if it leads nowhere, even if you don’t find the 

house or the family that stayed behind. It doesn’t matter. At least the scenery will be new 

— and so ancient.  
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She looked like a black bundle when she came to see her son off. Veil, dress, 

shoes, circles under her eyes, mouth, everything so black it was blue. She was 

dressed as if she were going to a funeral. His father looked more relaxed. He was 

wearing everyday clothes: a linen shirt buttoned all the way up and tucked into 

his pants. His red belt didn’t match his brown shoes. The expression on his face 

said that this was just a day like any other, although he knew in his heart it was 

different. It was as if the whole house knew it, but didn’t say so: not only his 

parents and siblings, but also the ceiling, the walls, the unwashed dishes, the tidy 

living room, the orange cushions in their exact places on the sofa, one on each 

seat, the lit lamp, the still-dark bedrooms. On this day everything and everyone 

harbored an unspoken pain, an unspoken fear, an unspoken apprehension. The 

silence weighed heavily, asking the one who was leaving to please stay. They 

stood in a line in order of size: first his little brother, then his twin sister, then his 

older brother, then, breaking the order, his father, the tallest of them all, and, 

finally, his mother. The door was still closed and the house was dark. There was 

just the light from the lamp and a subtle yellow glow coming through the kitchen 

window. They must have been standing there waiting for him for a few minutes. 

They didn’t look at one another or speak. They stood there stiffly, staring straight 

ahead at the living room wall.  

 When he walked into the room from his bedroom, he wasn’t surprised to 

see his family by the door and merely understood that it was time. He had a 

suitcase in each hand and an overcoat over his right arm. He looked around 

attentively, as if he wanted to record in memory the whole composition of the 

house, the place of every object. He was afraid of forgetting them. After all, he 

didn’t really want to leave, but he needed to try a new life somewhere he could 

flourish. There was also the army: if he didn’t leave Turkey, he’d have to serve, 
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like his older brother. So he was bound for Brazil, where he had cousins and 

friends. Come, things are good here, there are lots of ways to make a decent 

living, they all said. Come, they need able-bodied young people like you. Yes, 

wait for me, I’m coming. I’m going to try my luck in Brazil, he told his parents. 

His mother looked mortified. From that moment on, she didn’t speak another 

word to her son, or to her husband, as if he were the guilty one. She barely ate, 

barely slept. But it didn’t stop him. He knew his mother and hadn’t expected a 

milder reaction. And here he was now, suitcases in hand, ready to say goodbye.  

 He walked over to his little brother and, setting down his suitcases, lifted 

him into the air. The words he spoke to him were sweet, as an older brother’s 

words should be. With his sister it was no different, except the tears on her face 

made him cry too. He just couldn’t break down and give in to the pain or he 

wouldn’t be able to continue. Tears were part of the choice. Then he hugged his 

older brother and it was his turn to hear some advice. His father gave him some 

too, but in a stricter tone of voice. He told him to be good, to resist the sins of the 

flesh and drink, to work like a good member of the family and, above all, to 

remember to write.  

 Last of all, the moment everyone feared. His mother was barely visible, 

blackened as she was by her mourning before the fact. His heart was filled with 

guilt, and he would carry it with him for the rest of the voyage, for the rest of his 

life. She was holding a package, supplies for the journey. When he approached 

her, she held it out. And that was all. She didn’t look at him, open her mouth or 

gesticulate. As if to say: take this and go, I don’t want to prolong this moment. 

He understood. In silence, he took the package and opened the door. He could 

no longer look back, his body urging him forward. He left, behind him the still-

open door, the still-silent house.  
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His mother placed her hand on the knob, gently closed the door and 

turned the key in the lock. The moment was disconcerting. Everyone was 

waiting for her reaction, certain they’d find an expression of suffering on her 

face. But she closed the door and was suddenly gripped by a kind of hesitant 

certainty. Instead of crying, she smiled: maybe we’ll see him again one day! 
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Nothing distresses me as much as saying goodbye to someone: goodbye, 

farewell, au revoir, see you soon, see you never again. When I was little, when I 

could barely put a name to what I felt, you would leave every morning. As 

everyone does, early in the morning, after breakfast. I knew you’d come back in 

the evening, but what if you didn’t? Every morning, the same pain, the same 

tears: please, don’t go, don’t leave me alone, stay with me, spend the day with 

me, come to school with me, to the park with me, watch TV with me, read comics 

with me, have lunch with me. I have to go, you’d say, but I’ll be back this 

evening. Don’t worry, everything’s fine. You came back, you always came back, 

you kept your word, but the next morning the pain was the same: me, at the 

door, blocking your way. I didn’t want you to go, sensing that something bad 

was going to happen. It didn’t happen, it never happened. The pain was mine, 

mine alone. My fear was my pain. I was just going to work. I wasn’t going to 

abandon you. Where did you get this fear of separation? Why this pain before the fact? I 

didn’t know how to react in the face of your desperate, disproportionate crying. With 

time, I understood that you really did have to go, but I never stopped feeling 

afraid. I just learned to control myself. Certain kinds of behavior were no longer 

befitting of my age. On the inside, I felt exactly the same. When you left, I’d go 

into my room and cry quietly, alone, hiding my tears even from myself. I just 

couldn’t shut my eyes, or I’d start imagining tragedy after tragedy. So I’d turn 

the music up full bore and dance. I’d dance and dance and dance until I was 

certain the fear had gone.  
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I remember it so well: you were carrying some books under your arm, a light 

leather briefcase in your hand. We passed one another in the corridor on the 

sixth floor, looked each other in the eye and glanced away sheepishly. But we 

were already captured, prisoners of what was to come. I don’t know if you 

looked over your shoulder after we left the same horizon. I was overcome by a 

tingling sensation and only kept walking because my body was carrying me, but 

the truth is that I was paralyzed, gripped by a feeling that, no matter how hard I 

try, I can’t name. It was a while before we ran into one another again. I don’t 

know exactly how long, but at any rate not long enough for the tingling to leave 

my body, the itch that we only feel a few times in life, that takes us by surprise 

but always gives us the impression that it was lurking nearby.  

 On the ground floor, heading for the bus stop, my gait was lilting, as if I 

was dancing to nursery rhymes, light on my feet. I hadn’t felt so porous for a 

long time. I didn’t need anything else, I didn’t need to know who you were, what 

you did, where you were from, if you were in a relationship. I had your gaze 

trailing through mine before I even knew your name, and that was enough.  
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I was born in exile: in Portugal, the country my family had been forced to leave 

centuries earlier because they were Jews. In Portugal, which granted my parents 

asylum when they were expelled from Brazil because they were communists. We 

had returned to where we had started, we had come full circle: from Portugal to 

Turkey, from Turkey to Brazil, from Brazil back to Portugal. Wouldn’t it have 

been less arduous, less bitter, if we hadn’t been forced to make such a long 

journey? Why did we have to leave somewhere to return to it?  

 I was born in exile, outside my own country, on a cold, gray winter’s day. 

Two hours of contractions without result, because I still hadn’t turned and the 

anesthetist wasn’t there. My mother suffered giving birth to me. And when I 

came into the world, she couldn’t hold me in her arms because they’d given her a 

general anesthetic. Worse: when she woke up, she realized they’d cut her open 

up and down. She would bear the scar of my birth forever, a straight line, in 

relief, from the space between her breasts to her pubis.  

 I was born in exile: and that’s why I am the way I am, without a 

homeland, without a name. I was born away from myself, away from my land — 

but, at the end of the day, who am I? What land is mine?  
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There you go again, narrating through pain. That isn’t what I told you. Exile isn’t 

necessarily full of suffering. In our case it wasn’t. I worked as a correspondent for a 

magazine in Brazil. Your father remained in the party. We were in Portugal, eating well, 

speaking our own language, meeting people, working, having fun. Your grandparents 

came to visit us, lots of people came to stay. We were always traveling: Paris, Florence, 

Madrid, Athens, Kiev. Yes, it is true, sometimes the uncertainty of our future weighed 

heavily: would we ever go home? But tell me, what future is certain? And deep down we 

knew things would change in Brazil, we just didn’t know when. No, dear girl, things 

weren’t the way you describe them. When you were born, it wasn’t cold or gray. I didn’t 

suffer giving birth to you. They didn’t give me an anesthesia nor do I have a scar. I gave 

birth to you naturally. I held you immediately. You were loved and wanted, the result of 

a painless exile. When amnesty was declared, I didn’t want to come back. You were very 

young and I would have preferred to stay on a few more years. But your father still 

believed in the party, he believed change was possible. So we returned, to make the 

revolution. There wasn’t all this suffering that you speak of. On the contrary, there was 

much positivity and an enormous will to live.  
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I already had my ticket and only a few days to pack. First I was going to Turkey, 

then on to Portugal. Because it was summer, I didn’t need to worry about cold-

weather clothes. Nevertheless, packing is always a mixture of elation and worry. 

Great, I’m going to travel, I said to myself. Then I immediately started fretting 

that it would all go wrong. Then the elation of leaving came back. I spent the 

days packing and unpacking my suitcase, as my emotions swung back and forth. 

Sometimes I thought I might stay longer than planned and would stuff in all 

manner of clothes. Then I’d think I wouldn’t even last five days and out they’d 

come again.  

 I had never traveled like this before, with an objective to fulfill, but after 

listening to my grandfather and giving it some thought, I decided to accept the 

challenge. At the very least, I might find some meaning for my pain and a maybe 

even a way to free myself of it. I wanted to walk again, find my path. And it 

struck me as logical that if I retraced, in reverse, the path my forebears had taken, 

I would be free to find my own.  

 The day I left I had to get help to close my suitcase. Even though I’d rolled 

up my t-shirts and jammed my pants in, it was stuffed to bursting with clothes. 

It’s always best to err on the side of excess. I sat on my suitcase while a friend 

helped me lock it. Are you going for good? he joked. You never know, I replied. 
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When the doctor came into the room, he was holding a jar with a weird, squishy 

object in it, almost as big as a melon. We stared at it, waiting for him to say 

something. He smiled, a smile that wavered between sarcasm and contentment, 

and announced: this is your spleen. That thing? And what makes you think I’d 

like to see it? you asked. Because it’s your spleen, he said, disappointed. I 

couldn’t pry my eyes off the jar, in a mixture of disgust and fascination. I was 

looking at an organ. A sick organ. It was your spleen. And yet, when I looked, 

you were still there, alive. You didn’t need it to carry on. Look how big it was! 

Normally a spleen is about twelve centimeters long. Yours was thirty. Your eyes 

bulged. Really? The doctor came closer with the jar, but you looked away. That’s 

enough, you said, please don’t insist. He told us about the surgery and post-

operative procedures. I couldn’t take my eyes off the spleen. It looked soft and 

slimy.  

A month earlier, the doctor had given you the news: you would need an 

operation. Your spleen is very swollen, the malignant cells are proliferating. But 

how will I live without a spleen, doctor? Well, anyone can live without it. It’s a 

useless organ. If it’s useless, why do we have it? you asked like a curious little 

girl. The doctor didn’t answer. He just noted down the hospital and date of the 

operation in his agenda. We left feeling cold. I’ve never had an operation, you 

said, I’m afraid. Relax, I said. Didn’t you hear him? Everything indicates that it’ll 

be simple, without any risks. As I spoke, I stared at your belly, an enormous ball. 

You’ll feel a lot better afterwards. I know, but I’m scared anyway, you said. 

You’ll have time to get used to the idea, to prepare yourself. But don’t blow 

things out of proportion. Trust the doctor, he knows what he’s doing. If he said 

you can live without your spleen, and that the operation is simple and for the 
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best, then believe it. When we got to the car, you were sweating. Do you want 

me to drive? I asked. 

It was a long month. Every day we thought about it, talked about it. Fear 

was smeared across the walls of the apartment. Every morning the same anxiety, 

wishing that time would pass quickly, that time wouldn’t pass at all. What day is 

it today? you’d ask me first thing each morning. Stop worrying so much, Mother, 

relax, you’ll be fine, you’ll be fine, I’d say. And you’d answer like an echo: yeah, 

I’ll be fine. In all honesty, it hadn’t passed through my mind that the operation 

wouldn’t go well. The doctor had been very optimistic and had explained how 

simple the procedure was, and I’d believed him. If it weren’t for the fear stamped 

across your face, I wouldn’t even have thought about it until the day you were 

admitted to hospital. I dreamed every night of the scalpel cutting into me. They were 

going to take out a piece of my body, and I was afraid I wouldn’t be able to live without it. 

I was afraid they might cut me in the wrong place, that they wouldn’t find my spleen, 

that they’d cut out another organ, that they wouldn’t be able to close me up again.  

 It was very early, still dark out, when we left the apartment. You had to 

check in ahead of time so they could start you on medications and make sure you 

were fasting. The minute we walked into the corridor, we were struck by the 

smell: of refrigerators, of hospitals. Your hand was sweaty, but anyone looking at 

you would have thought you were calm. Aunty and Dad arrived a short while 

later. First, two nurses came in and put you on a drip. We sat there chatting, 

trying to lighten the atmosphere, to give the day some semblance of normality. 

Aunty talked about work, Dad talked about things in the news, and the two of us 

listened more than we talked. An hour and a half later, the doctor arrived, with 

the same smile that he gave us every other time we met him. He greeted you and 

explained that in fifteen minutes you’d be taken into the operating theater. All 

up, the surgery shouldn’t take more than an hour, two at the most. You barely 
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took in what he was saying, as the sedative was already beginning to take effect. 

First, we’re going to give you a general anesthetic, then we’re going to open you 

up and remove your spleen. It’s all very simple.  

When you were wheeled into the operating theater, lying on the stretcher, 

you were mumbling things that hardly made sense, like someone talking in their 

sleep. I held your hand until we got to the door and I had to let go. It hurt to 

have to leave you on your own, but I continued trusting in the doctor’s calm 

words. I went back to the room, where Dad and Aunty were. We all wore serious 

expressions. Let’s go downstairs and get something to eat, said Dad. We spent 

more than an hour in a restaurant on the same street as the hospital, talking 

about anything but you, while the doctor took out your spleen. We thought 

about it the whole time, but we didn’t say anything. I think we’d best get back, I 

said. They might have finished. When we got to the hospital, it was a while 

before we were given an update. Everything was going well, but the operation 

was taking take a little longer than expected.  

 Almost an hour later, I felt my heart leap when the nurses brought you 

back. I stood quickly, I needed to see you. You were lying on the stretcher with a 

sheet over you. You were awake, but still groggy from the anesthesia. Are you 

OK, Mother? You grunted something I couldn’t understand. Ever since she left 

the theater, she’s been asking for someone by the name of Vivi. Are you Vivi? 

asked one of the nurses. No, I said, worried that you’d gone mad, that you’d 

forgotten my name. And I started repeating like an idiot: Mother, it’s me, don’t 

you recognize me? And you said: Vivi. Who’s Vivi, I asked, convinced by the 

nurse’s certainty that Vivi was a person. You just kept repeating: vi-vi, vi-vi, vi-

vi. Then suddenly I understood. You weren’t calling for someone, you were 

announcing to yourself and the world: Vivi! I’m alive! It was only then that I 

realized your fear was boundless. When I let go of your hand and you were 
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taken into the operating theater, that was what you had felt. I hadn’t understood 

a thing. I hadn’t sensed your fear. It hadn’t passed through my mind that 

something might go wrong. You were just having your spleen out. It was only 

when I realized that Vivi wasn’t a person that I understood — for the first time 

— that your fear wasn’t just any old fear: you were afraid of dying.  
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The first time we went out for a beer, I already knew what awaited me. We were 

in a tavern somewhere in Botafogo. We didn’t know each other very well, but I 

was already entirely taken with you. I couldn’t think about anything else but 

your body, your voice, the way you walked, gestured, dressed. You said you had 

a big crush on me, that there was something about me. You said you hadn’t felt 

this way about someone for a long time, as we drank beer after beer. I listened to 

every word and felt my body quake: with fear, desire, happiness. You spoke 

words of passion, and I believed them. But at the same time I gazed into your 

eyes and knew everything, discovered everything. I gazed into your eyes and 

understood that, even if you came to love me, we’d never love one another in the 

same way. I knew from the start that my love would always be stronger than 

yours and, consequently, I also knew the suffering that awaited me. It was our 

first date, and I was overwhelmed with joy to be sitting beside you. It was an 

immense, gigantic joy that barely fit in my tiny body, although it came mixed 

with a kind of pain in anticipation, as if I were foreseeing our future and divining 

in your eyes all the happiness and all the sadness that were in store for me. 
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He was already on the ship when he felt a tightening in his chest, his stomach 

churning with anxiety: only he knew the real reason for his departure. You can 

always make a better life no matter where you are, but you can’t run away. No, 

to run away you need to board a ship and sail far away, especially if your reason 

is love, an impossibly big love, as his was. He was travelling third-class and his 

bunk was small, among so many others. The air had smelled sour since the start 

of the voyage, and he thought it would be hard to bear the stench, the strangers, 

the screaming children and the drunks, while carrying so much pain. Truth be 

told, he wasn’t motivated to start a new life so far from his roots. What was 

more, he’d heard that the streets of Brazil were teeming with rats, cockroaches 

and wild animals, garbage scattered everywhere, and the air was so hot you 

could barely breathe. But it was where he had cousins, contacts, people who 

could help him. He couldn’t stay in Smyrna. 

An old man deposited his belongings on the bed next to his with a frown, 

as if to say he didn’t feel like chatting. It’s for the best, he thought, since he 

wasn’t really in the mood to get to know other people either. He preferred to 

keep to himself, lying on his bed, thinking his own thoughts. 

Her name was Rosa. When her father had found out that she and one of 

his shop employees were exchanging glances, he hadn’t hesitated to take drastic 

measures. Rosa was only allowed to leave the house in the company of her older 

brother, whose job it was to ensure their father’s orders were obeyed. My 

grandfather was fired. Get out, go get a job somewhere else, preferably far from 

my establishment, my house, my neighborhood, my country. He had been 

looking for another job for a year and it was only now that he was taking his 

former boss’s advice. Only now, on the eve of Rosa’s marriage to the young man 

her father had chosen for her.  
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In his suitcase were the few letters he had exchanged with her on the rare 

occasions that, following her day and night, he had managed to be alone with 

her, even if only for a few quick seconds. When he’d heard of her engagement, 

he’d spent a few days locked in his room until he decided to leave for a distant 

country. Before departing for Brazil, he gave her one last letter full of sweet, 

tender words and swore that his love was eternal. 
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I arrived in Istanbul today. I was holding my Portuguese passport instead of my 

Brazilian one, thinking it would be less of a headache. There was a long queue in 

front of the federal police counter. Turks on one side, foreigners on the other. 

When it was my turn I heard: You need a visa. What? It’s the law, Portuguese 

citizens need visas. But I’m not Portuguese, I’m Brazilian. No, I’m not Brazilian, 

I’m Turkish. My grandparents came from here, they’re all Turks. So am I. Look, 

don’t I look Turkish? Look at my long nose, my small mouth, my olive eyes. I’m 

Turkish. The officer sniffed: You need a visa. I turned and headed for 

immigration. Peeved, indignant, disappointed. I need a visa to enter my 

grandparents’ country? They were born here, grew up here, doesn’t any of it 

matter? Ten Euros and a stamp in my passport: úç ay süreli müteaddit giriş 

vizesidir. Çalişmahakki vermez. I have a three-month tourist visa, but I can’t work. I 

am definitely not Turkish. 
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You were already blind in one eye when the doctor said: there’s nothing else I 

can do. If you can afford it, your best bet would be to try a hospital in the United 

States. Maybe there they can stop the disease from advancing. 

We didn’t hesitate. We packed our bags and in two days we had moved 

country. 
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The first time I rang your doorbell I knew I was signing a contract without an 

expiry date. If any kind of rescission were possible, it should have been 

established there, at that moment, before walking through your door. But how 

could I not walk through it? Why not walk through it? My body still wasn’t 

paralyzed, I walked to walk, I wanted to find what had caught my attention on 

the corner, discover what was waiting for me on the other side of the road. In 

those early days, my passion manifested as hunger– for novelty, conversation, 

caresses, sex. I wanted to swallow whole everything that was in front of me, 

everything that came from you. And that is what happened. I rang the doorbell, 

perspiring. My t-shirt clung to my torso, lightly outlining my breasts. When you 

opened the door, I couldn’t disguise my desire to jump on you, right there in 

your front hall. You ran your hand across my face, taking your time behind my 

ear, my neck. You tidied my hair with one hand and held the back of my neck 

with the other. You were asking too much of me at that moment, requiring that I 

be patient. I let myself be led, containing my fury and desire to control. And 

therein lay my pleasure, in being surprised, in being guided somewhere 

unexpected. With each touch of yours, each finger, lip, nose, I felt my skin 

quickly unraveling, in contrast to the slowness of your movements. You stared at 

me – eyes, chin, breasts, stomach – as if you wanted to destabilize me, lift my feet 

off the ground. And you did. At that moment, I was already treading on air. My 

feet were no longer in contact with the earth. I didn’t know where I was, but I 

was where I wanted to be. There was no doubt in your mind: I was already 

yours. And, as if wanting to show me that you knew it, you held me firmly, 

squeezed my arms and pressed your mouth to mine, your tongue to mine. You 

ran your hand down my body. The further your fingers probed, the more 

vulnerable I felt. Your tongue found my breasts, one, then the other, slid around 
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my nipples, leaving them almost as wet as I was below, still waiting. Not for 

long, it is true, because I soon felt your hand under my skirt, my legs parting 

slightly, the invitation already made. And, as I was able to testify so many other 

times, few things excited me as much as your fingers pulling aside my panties, 

leaving me exposed. To quickly cover me again with your fingers. Take me to 

bed, I said. You pretended not to hear. With both hands, you lifted up my skirt, 

yanked off my underwear and slowly crouched down. I stood there while you, 

kneeling, implored something between my legs, in a language understood only 

by the two of you, my sex and your mouth. 
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On the walls of the room, just moss. The musty stench of a closed environment. 

Objects green with mold. Everything falling apart, old before its time. In the 

middle of the room, my bed of rotting wood. I don’t even know how it is still 

standing. In the middle of the bed, my body. Dilacerated, covered in open 

wounds, purple and yellow spots, boils. Worm-eaten by the ancestrality of the 

room. Incapable of movement. In the middle of my body, the typewriter. Its 

keyboard almost entirely erased, its ink almost gone. My blood-caked hands type 

these words, one letter at a time. 

 

 


