first heard about it, I felt as if [ had been attacked by an
overwhelming concern that made me search the internet
desperately for more details. But that first story was all |
could find. For several days, I searched the principal ora-
cles of our times, such as cNN, the BBC and Sky News, but
it was all in vain. The only thing that is known is that after
twenty-five years, this Haifa woman’s husband acknowl-
edged that he had been living with someone who was un-
able to hear any noise, not even the smallest, because the
mailman had absentmindedly given him a letter addressed
to his wife that was from a hearing-aid manufacturer. The
husband’s response remains unknown. Could it be that
when he opened this curious letter to his wife that he fell
to the ground, as if struck by lightning? Would he have
fled their house, to be lost forever in the desert, fearing
that his wife, at the end of the day, knew all about his
hairy secrets that he thought he had concealed from her
for the last twenty-five years? Or did he take his scimitar
from the trunk where he had kept it for so many years, to
polish it particularly carefully, while waiting for his wife
with a peculiar quietness to his gestures and his eyes as
blue as the Haifa sky, as if he had always imagined such a
situation? Nobody knows. I have begun to believe that one
of the most complex problems facing humankind today is
the entropy of communication.

The author is forced to acknowledge his own frustra-
tion because, after all this, he knows nothing about this
case of the woman who concealed her deafness from her
own husband for twenty-five years. | do not even know
why this story captured my attention in the first place. Pos-
sibly because it occurred in Haifa, a remote and foreign
city, where [ have never been, as [ mentioned earlier, and
for which reason I am running the risk of being force-
fully withdrawn from the select (or, better said, selected)
pantheon of national authors. To save my own skin, [ only
have one solution: to telephone the woman in Haifa.

—And what do you, a simple Angolan writer, have to do
with my life? replies a voice from the other side of the world.

—Translated from the Portuguese by
Luisa Venturini and revised by Lara Pawson

In “O dia em que o Pato Donald comeu pela primeira
vez a Margarida” (The day Donald Duck tasted Daisy
for the first time). Lisbon: Caminho, 2006.
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