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Welcome to

The Living, Loving, Longing, Wonderful World of Lisbon


Welcome to this anthology of short stories set in Lisbon. I’ve lived in Lisbon twice, for four years in the ‘90s and I’m now entering the third year of my return. In between, I visited regularly. So you could say I have an ongoing love affair with the city. 
Over that time, Lisbon’s outward appearance has hardly changed. It’s a beautiful city with glorious light that attracts tourists and artists alike. Technology, though, has changed the way people work, live, and play, as much in Lisbon as everywhere else. 
It was technology that drove the Lisbon Writing group online during the Covid lockdown. Until then, our lovely hosts used to organise in person meetings. Because the group was on Meetup, many travelling writers dropped in on those in-person meetings when they were visiting the city.
When the meetings went online due to Covid restrictions, the regular locals were joined, and often rejoined, by travellers who could once again connect with fellow writers through the magic of the internet.
Over the last nearly two years, I have loved meeting the wide diversity of writers of all backgrounds, countries, ages, languages, and levels of ability. There is something special about hanging out with people who want to create. We all learn so much from each other. We’ve shared poems and short stories, extracts from novels and biographies, and a stunning variety of creative works generated by writing prompts. It was my fascination with the way people could all start with the same prompt and produce such wildly different tales that inspired this anthology. We took a city we all know and love as our starting point and then wrote whatever we wanted. 
I’m thrilled with the result. I hope readers will enjoy these short tales that shine a disco ball of wildly different lights on Lisbon.
Marina Pacheco
Lisbon 7th October 2021




Tram 28

Hadar Badt


Nope, I wasn’t having any fun. I stared at the gloomy world outside and inhaled the scent of rain and dust through the slightly open window. The famous 28 tram was packed with people, and there was not enough air to go round. I brought my face closer to the narrow crack of air, the raindrops that splashed inside mixing with my silent tears. We had just passed the iconic Lisbon Cathedral, but I couldn’t have cared less. Not because I wasn’t impressed by the 13 th century Romanesque-style building with its two clock towers, but because I was dumped by my boyfriend on WhatsApp right before exiting Lisbon’s airport two days ago.
I was about to walk through the sliding glass door when I heard an incoming message. After several hours with no Internet connection, I couldn’t resist the urge to check my phone. It was probably Adam checking up on me and verifying I’d arrived safely in Lisbon. I smiled to myself when I thought of him. Although we were only five months together, it felt like we had known each other our entire lives. I had a good feeling about him. He couldn’t join me on my Portugal getaway because of work and urged me to take the trip on my own. I remember thinking how lucky I was to have such a considerate boyfriend. He knew just how much I needed time off after a stressful year. I put the luggage aside and rummaged through my handbag, fishing for my phone. The minute I opened Adam’s message, I heard a deafening thunder. It was so strong that I nearly lost my grip on the phone. The message read: 
“I can’t do this, Daphne; I can’t do us. I’m sorry, but I’m not ready like I had thought. I hope you’ll still enjoy your vacation. You deserve to be happy.”
Just like that, the heavens opened and poured down all the misery they had been storing above in the most biblical of ways. I stood speechless at the entrance, ignoring polite requests to move aside from the passengers who were walking inside with their cumbersome luggage. 
The rain intensified, knocking violently against the glass walls. What in my mind was supposed to be a sunny vacation turned into a rainy disaster, and it wasn’t because of the unexpected rain. I don’t know how long I just stood there, refusing to acknowledge what had just happened. I felt a hand or two tapping my shoulders and concerned voices asking me if I was okay. I couldn’t form words and I might have nodded, as I saw their blurry figures walking away from the corner of my eye.
An elderly couple sat in front of me. The man caressed the woman’s neck as they exchanged their impressions of the moving scenery. I bit my trembling lips, trying to prevent my sorrow from manifesting itself as a scream or miserable sob. That kind of love was a relic of a world long gone, a world to which I didn’t belong. Mine was an Instagram world that only delivered virtual love in the form of likes, emojis, and one too many filters. In my world, people didn’t grow old together but rather grew tired of each other or simply moved on to the next fresh conquest. I was sure that Adam and I were meant to be, and now he was just another ghost from my past.
The tram rattled and screeched as it made its way along the black cobblestones. I clenched my fists and tried to ignore the long ponytail that swooshed into my face with every twist and turn. The long ponytail belonged to a brunette teenage girl. Her parents sat right behind us, imploring her to pay attention to Lisbon’s landmarks through the rain-dotted window. It’s a pity to miss out on Lisbon’s most famous tour after standing in the queue for nearly an hour, they reminded her. The girl preferred to ignore them, moving her head to Britney Spears’ “It’s Britney Bitch” song AKA “Gimme More.” Someone needs to tell her 2007 is long gone…. She was wearing childish pink headphones with matching cat ears. The music was so loud, I could hear everything. 
I was also one of the idiots who stood in the long queue, waiting for my turn to go on a ride that was a must according to every Lisbon travel guide. While the others took refuge under umbrellas, I tested the resistance capabilities of the blue rain poncho I had bought in Peru seven years ago. Surprisingly, despite all the time that had gone by, the poncho passed the test with flying colors. I wasn’t particularly excited about falling willingly into this tourist trap from hell, but it was better than staying all day long in my Airbnb room and crying.
The tram squealed before stopping at the next station: Basílica da Estrela, an 18th century Baroque monument which was built after Queen Maria gave birth. Her son, Jose, was an heir to the Portuguese throne. Sadly, he didn’t live long enough to see his mother’s gift for him; he died of smallpox two years before the construction of the Basílica was completed. Talk about irony. I looked at the marvelous façade, wishing I could have had some of my fellow passengers’ zest in my tired eyes. I cried for two nights in a row and there wasn’t really any point to this vacation, but I was worn out and wasn’t quite ready to go back to the office. The teenage girl with the annoying ponytail got up from her seat after her parents called her name at least ten times. So, she was a Tiffany. The girl frowned and followed her parents out of the tram. Not wanting to form any kind of connection or, God forbid, chit-chat, I glued my eyes to the window, staring blankly at the Basilica. I heard my new bench neighbor sitting down beside me. I couldn’t tell if it was a man or a woman, but it sounded like that person was wearing a plastic cover of some sort. I didn’t have any plan in mind. I could either stay on the tram all day long or get off somewhere and find something to eat. It was a quarter past one in the afternoon and my stomach started growling. Seeing that I felt like an empty zombie for the last two days, I was surprised that I still had my appetite. 
The sky was colored in a dark gray, smothered by thick rain clouds that refused to let any ray of sun make its way down to us. So much for trusting the weather forecast… All the doors closed, and the tram resumed with its jangly ride. I minded my own business, chained to my poisonous thoughts, when my new tram-neighbor asked: “Excuse me? Do you speak English?”
I pretended not to hear him and continued running a million different scenarios in my head, trying to understand what I had done wrong with Adam. Obviously, I knew that wallowing in my misery would bring me nowhere, but I couldn’t help it.
The man cleared his throat and tried again. “Are you okay?”
What was wrong with him? Couldn’t he see that I wasn’t in the mood to talk? I nodded, hoping he would leave me alone.
“It’s just that, um, well—ah, what I mean to say is—”
“What?!” I snapped at him and half-turned only to realize that the man who was looking at me with brown apologetic eyes was damn cute, with his two dimples and his gorgeous shoulder-length brunette hair. He didn’t sound like a native English speaker, but I couldn’t quite place his accent. 
“You’re crying,” he said and lowered his gaze. 
“I’m not crying, these are raindrops.” I gestured at my face, then at the open window. I wiped away the so-called raindrops from my face.
“Okay,” he said, without looking at me.
He probably thought I was the biggest monster in the world. I felt guilty for lashing out at him and added, “I appreciate your concern, though.”
The man nodded without making eye contact. I couldn’t blame him. Like many other people who didn’t know me, he had expected me to act the way I looked: I had the girl-next-door kind of look, meaning people assumed I was polite and flower-gentle. This was mostly true when I was in a good mood. But when I was angry, all hell broke loose. If there was ever a competition for Portugal’s shittiest tourist, I would surely win first place. People were so friendly with me here, but I either ignored their offers to help me or, even worse, demanded from them to leave me alone and mind their business. Who knew that Portuguese were the Canadians of Europe? 
“I’m sorry,” I said under my breath. “I’m having a bad day.”
“Clearly,” he said.
“I’m not as scary as you might think.” I wrapped a group of curls around my finger, one of my many bad habits when I wasn’t at ease.
The man grinned. “You could have fooled me,” he smirked and touched his hair. It was still wet from the rain. “So, how do you like Lisbon so far?”
“It’s been raining for two days straight. Yesterday I spent all day long in a mall, watching five different movies. One of them was Pokemon: Detective Pikachu.”
The man chuckled. The people who sat behind us were clearly eavesdropping on us, as I heard their suppressed laugh. 
“In my defense, I can say that I had intended on only watching The Joker, but the movie made me want to scream and I needed to counter its disturbing effect. It’s because of the stupid rain.”
“It’s just bad luck. You came to Lisbon on the rainiest week of the year.” He smiled and shook his head.
“I’m all about bad luck this week,” I mumbled, the image of Adam’s awful message still lingering in my head. “What is it? Why the headshake?” 
“You’re funny.”
“No, I’m miserable, there’s a difference.” We both laughed. I felt the tension
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