
THE HERMAPHRODITES 

 

“Sex is an accident - what we get from it is 

momentary and casual: we aim at something 

more secret and mysterious in which sex it's 

just a sign, a symbol.” 

(Cesareo Pavese). 

 

“Women have sex for many reasons. 

Pleasure is the least of them.” 

(Ediel )

 

In São Paulo, I hadn't seen Joaquim for 

about two years. 

He  became  accustomed  to  “cherchez  la femme”  as  a  chronic  habit,  like  an  incurable disease, considering it indispensable to his way of  tolerating  life  with  less  burden  of  the existential anguish that haunted him. 

As  soon  as  I  saw  him,  we  sat  down  on  a bench in  Largo do  Arouche. I wanted to invite him  for  a  beer  at  La  Casserole  restaurant,  but he  was  averse  to  any  useless  consumerism. Economical and tight-fisted, he never indulged in unnecessary spending. 

He  avoided  prostitutes,  plays,  and  movies at  the  cinema.  He  enjoyed  beaches  because  he appreciated  the  feminine  aesthetic  and  rarely went  to  restaurants.  He  limited  his  cell  phone use  for  phone  calls,  discriminated  against WhatsApp  users,  and  hated  Instagram  and Facebook.  However,  on  his  laptop,  he  listened to  YouTube  for  research  on  literature, philosophy,  history,  and  technology.  He  had  a special  interest  in  the  cosmology  of  Stephen Hawking  and  Mikio  Khaku  and  was  fond  of international  news,  preferring  RT  (Russia Today)  and  Sputnik  ...  He  still  clung  to  books from  his  library  and  the  Encyclopedia Brittanica  or  Barsa.  He  subscribed  to  VEJA magazine,  but  wasn't  satisfied  and  bought ISTOÉ magazine  from  newsstands.  He wandered    through    his    World    Heritage collection.  He  devoted  himself  to  reading modernist  poets:  Pablo  Neruda,  Drummond  de Andrade,  Manuel  Bandeira,  and  others.  So moved  by  the  rhetoric  of  the  poet  Fernando Pessoa,  he  memorized  the  poem  "Tobacco Shop."  He  considered  the  poem  the  most powerful literary  voice of  all time, denouncing the emptiness of  the  human  soul.  Sometimes  I heard  him  soliloquize:  "I  am  nothing.  I  will never be anything..." He quoted the philosopher Byung-Chul  Han  from  his  book  "Agony  of Eros"  and  used  it  as  a  justification  for  his sexual  behavior  with  his  partners.  These behaviors  were  driven  by  supposed  amorous sensitivity,  albeit  disguised  as  erotic  fetish.  He commented  that,  following  the  philosopher's thinking,  he  was  not  a  slave  to  the  unlimited temptations  of  the  internet,  nor  a  fan  of pornography,     through     any     medium. Pornography  had  no  place  in  his  conduct.  He remained faithful to his ideas, according to that book: by preventing the feeling of love and the compulsion  for  sex  from  being  consumed.  To me, he repeated: "The libido and the desire for love  would  never  perish  due  to  their  modern obstacles."  And  that,  according  to  the philosopher,  he  cultivated  an  awareness  of  his ego,  as  well  as  the  notion  of  discernment  of others in social interaction. He continued: 

–The  biggest  obstacle  to  communication and romantic perception today was the impasse of  the  much-exploited  (meme) #MeToo  cliché, an  Anglo-Saxon  term  with  a  'sexist-feminist' domain.  A  cliché  that  became  a  fad,  or  rather, an  idiom  in  our  language.  And  this  trend  will continue and is here to stay.  Even in France— just  imagine:  in  France?  A  traditionally  liberal country  where #MeToo  is  called #Balance  ton Porc: a call for female 'defense' that insinuates the 'scarecrow pig,' implying Muslim behavior. In  fact,  "intelligent  women  don't  appeal  to  the Maria  da  Penha  law,  only  stupid  ones,"  as commentator  Arnaldo Jabor said.  And so, only the  ugly  and  needy  will  try  to  overcome  their low  self-esteem  by  resorting  to  the  #MeToo keyword.  Catherine  Deneuve,  Brigitte  Bardot, beautiful women who were harassed, didn't feel like victims, but rather powerful beauties. They were  joined  by  other  protesters,  respectable women  and  men,  in  their  condemnation  of these  poor,  repressed  women.  The  only  thing missing  was  Jane  Fonda.  These  three  were praised  by  Roger  Vadin  for  their  beauty  and dignity  in  his  film  scripts,  in  which  feminine beauty was the primary focus.  

–Vadin,  Joaquim  added,  had  difficulty converting  Fonda's  subconscious:  her  culture and  traditions  were  different  from  those  of Europe. So  much so that, on their honeymoon, only after three attempts did he find the sexual opening  to  possess  her.  So  averse  was  she  to the  behavioral  dialectic  between  the  sexes:  the attractive female to the action of the possessive male.  This  unnatural  fad  of  'gender'  culture (between  the  sexes)  will  be  a  malignant  virus infecting  the  already  sickened  planet,  plagued by wars between ethnic groups and geopolitical and  economic  interests.  Humanity,  belligerent as  it  is,  is  worthy  of  an  extraterrestrial intervention  to  domesticate  it,  or  of  receiving an asteroid impact to sterilize the planet of this current  civilization.                                                  

–––                   

–There  is  no  need  to  wait  for  cosmic action,  just  the  explosions  of  all  the  atomic bombs stored on Earth, I commented. 

– Absolutely right... 

He then told me that one day, in Recife, on his  nightly  patrols,  he  pursued  a  solitary woman  who,  seen  from  behind,  set  his eroticism ablaze. He crossed the avenue, drawn by  the  shape  of  that  body  with  its  unusual feminine  aesthetic.  She  sensed  Joaquim's intentions.  She  held  her  cell  phone  as  if carrying on a conversation. Suddenly, she took refuge,  disguised  in  the  dim  light,  under  a  tree on  the  avenue,  on  the  banks  of  the  Capibaribe River; and, blending into the trunk, she waited for  him  there.  Joaquim,  thrilled,  conceived himself  victorious.  But  as  soon  as  he  saw  her face  to  face,  that  aesthetic  vision  of  her  body vanished.  A  shiver  ran  down  his  spine,  as  if confronting  a  diabolical  witch,  or  a  ghost,  so ugly  was  the  visage.  The  woman  presented herself  to  him  with  a  deformed  face.  Her  flat saddle    nose,    embedded    between    her cheekbones, was typical of leprosy or syphilis. The  huge,  black,  bulging  eyes  formed  a  mask of evil. 

–What  do  you  want?  Who  are  you?  The hoarse, gruff voice confirmed that from another world,  in  that  dark,  hidden  shadow,  there,  a vision appeared before him. Luckily, in a panic, he found  himself rescued before he could flee. For in that very moment of distress, a police car pulled up alongside. 

–Get  in  the  car,  citizen!  And  Joaquim, handcuffed,  shoved  into  the  backseat.  After rounding  the  corner,  the  officers  confessed  to him: 

–  It's  just  an  act,  my  friend.  You've  been the  victim  of  yet  another  'sexual  harassment' complaint. 

–I'm  not  from  here,  officer...  As  they removed  his  handcuffs,  Joaquim  suspected  a bribe was being paid. But a police officer soon confessed: 

–We noticed that. Cautious Recife residents don't  usually  go  around  these  parts  at  night. The  woman  tricked  us,  this  time  with  a different  phone  number.  She's  used  to  making this  complaint,  and  in  the  end,  we  stopped paying attention to her calls. She's a poor thing, rejected  woman.  And  to  compensate,  she resorts  to  convincing  herself  that  she's  being persecuted  by  sexists,  following  the  #MeToo principle.  Among  our  group,  we've  already nicknamed  it:    “#Me  and  You”...  Welcome  to our  capital.  And  Joaquim,  indignant,  told  me lamentingly: 

–Sexual  harassment  is  not  discussed among  women  by  women,  so  intrinsic  among them. A girlfriend of mine revealed to me how uncomfortable she felt when a lesbian suddenly attacked  her  with  an  impetuous  kiss  on  the mouth,  in  her  college  class.  She  felt  disarmed and  powerless  to  react,  as  the  unexpected assault  had  already  occurred.  In  this  case,  a man  would be seen as a pervert in front of the entire  class,  which  simply  reacted  to  the incident as ridiculous. 

Nowadays,  women  complain  about  a simple,  insinuating  glance,  or  the  startling gesture of an admirer. They are scandalized (or imitate  the  commotion)  by  a  flashy  whistle, attention  directed  by  a  complimentary  word,  a flirtatious  wink,  a  gentle  touch  as  a  means  of communication,  or  a  chivalrous  act.  The  male feels deprived of his natural instinct toward the female.  However,  what  comes  with  the deliberate  brushing  of  an  erect  penis  against  a female body on public transportation should be investigated  for  possible  interactive  collusion between  the  alleged  victim  and  the  perceived aggressor.  I  have  personal  experience.  And therefore, I speak from experience. When, as a student,  I  noticed  a  passive  reception  of  my actions on these buses, I continued recklessly in my behavior, certain that I was benefiting both parties.  In  the  disgusting  crush  of  people packed  together  after  a  tiring  day's  work,  this harassing    adventure    should    have    been considered rewarding for both. Years ago, as a university  student,  inside  a  bus  crammed among the rabble like sardines in a can, I curled up against the firm, plump buttocks of a young beauty. And in that back and forth, my erection exposed  itself.  I  sensed  her  reciprocal sensations.  That  was  when  dense  ejaculatory sperm poured down her legs and onto her shoe. She  turned  and  said,  "What  a  waste!"  While giving me a mischievous smile of joy. 

–So, I asked him:  –  Was there no  meeting afterwards to recover the profit? 

–No. She said she was  married... We have to respect certain principles. I'll tell you what a friend  confessed  to  me:  "On  the  bus,  I  felt something  persistently  brushing  against  my bottom.  I  accepted  it,  preconceived  that  it  was inevitable in that jolting  motion of the  vehicle. However, in a crescendo, I was overcome by an excitement  that  led  me  to  the  unexpected orgasmic  outcome.  So,  I  accepted  it  with pleasant  surprise.  Which  came  later  with indignation  and  even  greater  disgust  when  I realized  I'd  been  stimulated,  of  all  places,  by the  bulging  paunch  of  a  short,  bald  old  man. What a wretch!" And Joaquim discerned: 

–My  friend,  now  the  more  astute transvestites,  who  present  themselves  with insinuating  femininity,  will  fill  the  void  as  a surrogate  for  the  male's  testosterone-fueled action.  The  capricious  transvestite  hopes  for more  opportunities  to  be  pursued  by  a  partner of  a  similar  gender/sex.  It's  also  the  lesbians' turn.  A  lesbian  at  the  gym  told  me  that,  after receiving  monthly  androgenic  injections  of Sustanon "250," she began to notice aggressive tendencies  toward  other  females.  And  that  she understood  why  men  are  so  harassing.  So,  by domesticating the male, space is made available for  lesbians.  From  now  on,  with  this  #MeToo refrain; there will be an obligatory regression to female  sexual  liberation.  And  the  moral principles  lost  in  the  1960s  will  be  rescued. This  liberation,  now  rendered  useless  by  male oppression,  shrinks  in  on  itself.  Thus,  easy women  are  restricted  from  the  streets,  and  we will  rebuild  brothels.  They  are  the  safeguards of  family  morality,  according  to  Bertrand Russell.  The  family  will  be  protected,  once again,  as  something  puritanical  until  the pendulum  of  this  fad  swings  back  in  a  new cycle,  obeying  the  social  and  behavioral phenomena  of  human  beings.  Everything  is cyclical,  my  friend;  what  rises,  falls;  what endures,  withers;  what  prevails  declines,  only to be reborn later, still within cyclical fatalism. 

Times  have  changed;  now  "the  egg  is smarter  than  the  chicken."  In  this  new  era,  the only  men  left  to  choose  are  the  "gays."  They will  become  more  capricious  and  feminine  to fill the empty space offered by #MeToo. There will then be a divide between male and female. Transvestites  enter  the  scene  as  an  inevitable option  for  the  flirt.  Here,  Joaquim  defended himself:  –  I  will  not  embark  on  this  trend unless  I  make  a  mistake,  which  will  be immediately  rejected.  My  erotic  perception  is prejudiced, unshakable. It doesn't matter who it hurts... 

Lesbians  will  prevail  with  the  prerogative  of victors.  Imagine  how  much  work  a  man  must do  to  win  the  heart  of  a  woman  he  finds attractive?  Even  convince  her  to  consider  a romantic  adventure.  But  for  a  lesbian,  my friend—don't  be  surprised—a  first  friendly gesture  of  a  discreet  (not  accidental)  subtle touch is enough, which can happen in a public restroom, in an elevator, in subway traffic, or at work. This is not considered harassment by the radicalized  ideology  of  #MeToo.  And  then, rape is already being predicted, but secretly and among  women.  And  this  so-called  harassment by  men  doesn't  fit  in.  Will  any  lesbian accusations  be  reported  in  the  media?  Will there be any police report? We are experiencing difficult  social  times,  a  perversion  of  the (ideological)    theory    of     “gender,”    not coordinated  by  the  Creator.  The  orders  of diabolical,  unnatural  behavior  are  now  in effect. 

 

In  Joaquim's  case,  he  practiced  vandalism at  the  core  of  women's  feelings,  exploiting  the fetish,  there,  imprinted  in  their  subconscious. It's  all  executed  hermetically  and  subjectively. And  in  this  way,  #MeToo  reverses  itself, ricocheting  within  the  victim's  own  erotic drive,  when  it  would  be  ineffective  if  his behavior  were  interpreted  as  harassment.  And he said: 

–By  my  intentionally  exposed  attitude,  I would be the inducer of attraction, but without harassment. They are the same with their flesh-exposing  clothing,  their  insinuating  gestures, their  treacherous  makeup  of  calculating sensuality,  their  sweet  intonation,  their  affable language  exerting  blackmailing  seduction.  My mother  used  to  say:  ––The  heart  is  land  where no one treads.  “No man's land," as they say in English.  So,  with  my  traps,  they  become victims  of  themselves,  thus,  without  the opportunity to find reasons to include me in the explicit accusation in the #MeToo hashtag.

In  his  youth,  Joaquim  professed  to  be  an unconditional  fan  of  Fidel  Castro  and  even admitted he would submit even his father to the "Paredon"  if  he  deserved  it.  Times  have changed.  Today,  he  claims  to  be  a  profound admirer  of  the  doctrines  of  Confucius, Hinduism,  and  Taoism.  He  introduced  me  to the books of  Dale Carnegie and the spiritualist Huberto  Rhode.  He  confessed  to  being  an enthusiastic     admirer     of     the     stubborn experimental  aims  of  Bernard  Palissy,  Nicola Tesla,  and  Elon  Musk.  I  never  detected  any religious sentiment in his experiential inquiries, despite  having  attended  a  Baptist  church  for  a time. 

He  used  to  enjoy  the  weekend  routine  of walking  around shopping  malls:  a loner,  a Sunday  slacker, browsing the  stores,  checking prices,  and  memorizing  them  for  a  timely  sale of  the  merchandise.  He  also  engaged  in charitable  acts,  visiting  acquaintances  who were  incarcerated,  or  friends  in  hospitals,  or chatting with needy and lonely people... 

He  was  not  comfortable  spending  money on  a  sexual  act  of  one-sided  erotic  attraction with  a  prostitute.  That  money  would  cost  him an  absurd  amount.  Therefore,  it  was  more convenient  for  him  to  make  her  the  victim:  to cheat  her.  One  day,  he  received  information about  an  exceptionally  beautiful  woman  at  a nightclub,  and  the  powerful  information convinced  him  so  deeply  that  he  reluctantly decided to show up and check out the beauty. I happened  to  show  up  at  the  venue,  and  I  also happened to run into the guitarist I knew there. I  climbed  onto  the  band's  stage  to  meet  him, who  had  an  uncanny  ability  to  handle  the instrument  with  automatic  skill  and  engage  in any  conversation  with  anyone.  He  complained about the band's newly acquired drummer: 

– He thinks he's the best, but he's shit... So, I asked him: 

–Who  is  that  woman  all  in  white?  How beautiful is she? He told me: 

–She's  new  here.  Ask  that  guy  with  the bow  tie.  He  was  talking  to  her  a  little  while ago...  It  was  Joaquim.  That's  how  I  met  him. Then Joaquim asked me: 

–Do  you  like  her?  He  looked  up  over  the dancing  heads  in  the  hall  and  signaled  for  the girl to come closer. 

–  This  boy  is  interested  in  having  you tonight. So, I paid the room fee required by the management  in  advance.  The  cost  of  sexual rent  would  be  covered  by  the  woman.  Indeed, the woman had a structure as physically perfect as  one  could  imagine;  and  she  was  worthy  of possession,  and  unworthy  of  being  there.  And so beautiful, distracting me from the thought of HIV.  Just  as  my  brain  grasped  the  wonders  of that  orgasm,  imbued  with  a  beautiful  woman, and as I tried to bring my sensations to mind in eternal memories, I heard an unwelcome knock on  the  door.  And  I  was  surprised  that  it  had happened  simultaneously  with  my  thoughts.  – It's  me!...  Your  friend!...  I  dressed  to  attend  to him.  Joaquim  quickly  entered.  Eagerly,  he interposed  between  me  and  the  woman.  With his hand on my shoulder, he said: 

–Come down, boy, I'll pay the bill. Go to a table downstairs, order a shot of whiskey... It's your birthday... I'll pay for everything. All your expenses are on me. The surprise left me inert. However,  dominated  by  his  persuasive, authoritative  command,  and  with  the  woman's connivance,  I  mechanically  went  down  to  the second floor and sat at the table, as I had been told.  I  asked  the  waiter  for  a  beer  and  waited for  Joaquim.  He  never  showed  up.  I  gave  up waiting  for  him  and  paid  the  bill.  Already,  on the  other  side  of  the  street,  opening  my  car door,  I  saw  Joaquim  descending  the  stairs  of the  nightclub,  hurriedly  buttoning  his  jacket, with  the  quick  steps  of  a  fugitive,  and  almost running  he  turned  the  corner.  I  followed  him, but lost sight of him as soon as he rounded the next  block.  Days  later,  I  returned  to  the nightclub.  By  a  strange  coincidence,  Joaquim was  there.  I  approached,  and  before  we  could engage in any dialogue beyond the prosaic 'hi!', suddenly,  stealthily,  the  woman  appeared.  She pointed  her  index  finger  at  Joaquim  and impetuously stated: 

– You! You deadbeat! 

–  Me?...  Listen,  my  princess.  There's someone  out  there,  my  look-alike,  who's  been doing this, and I've already contacted the Public Security Department about it. 

– No!... It's you. 

– How are you sure? 

–The  waiter  confirmed  it  was  you,  she said, implying that she had trouble memorizing so many customer faces. 

–Where's the waiter? The woman waved to the  waiter,  who,  out  of  habit  of  being  asked, approached  and  without  much  action  acted neutral,  furtive,  as  if  he  were  absent.  He  fell silent. 

–I'm  a  detective,  ma'am.  I'll  see  to  your rights. The woman grumbled and walked away. Joaquim threatened the waiter: 

–  You  snitch,  son  of  a  bitch  (not  to mention  a  whore)!...  The  poor  guy  remained silent and left. 

Once  again,  Joaquim,  receiving  information from  a  privileged  beautiful  woman,  went  to visit  her  at  another  nightclub.  Beforehand,  he had acquired a typical package from a friend, a saleswoman at a certain perfumery. They filled it  with  small  white  pebbles,  and  after decorating  it,  they  arranged  a  prank  to  give  to her.  They  placed  the  package  inside  a kraft paper  bag, advertising  the  perfumery.  The name DÉSIRÉE was printed in bold red letters and  surrounded  by  several  words:” DESIRE" and  be  HAPPY”  diffused  among  themselves with  brown,  red  and  greenish-yellow  colors, tending  to  whitish.  Narrow-sided  bag,  one  and a  half  palms  high,  another  palm  wide  with braided  handles,  pink  in  color,  made  of synthetic fibers. Inside the bedroom, he warned the    woman    that    their    contact    would unfortunately have to be brief due to a friend's birthday  party.  And  he  carried  the  very expensive perfume, her favorite, in that bag. 

– What's its name? 

– 'La Vie Est Belle'. 

–It's  new  to  me,  the  woman  said.  Joaquim placed  the  bag  on  the  nightstand  next  to  the lamp. The woman, curious, checked the weight of the contents and said:    

–Heavy!  How  luxurious!  It  must  be  very good! 

He even told her he'd arranged to pick him up  by  car  at  10  p.m.  After  the  orgasm  he'd contemplated  and  undone,  Joaquim  hoisted  his victorious  banner  over  his  mischievous  soul. Euphorically, he dialed some fictitious number on  his  cell  phone:  "Are  you  down  there  yet?" He went to the window, waved from the second floor  to  the  street,  and  signaled  "hold  on,  I'm coming." He began to dress in a noisy rush. He went  back  to  the  window,  adjusting  his  belt, and  repeated,  "I'm  coming."  Then,  still  busy tying his tie, he opened the door and said: "My dear,  tchau!"  And  hurriedly  went  downstairs. The woman suddenly thought of the expensive perfume  he'd  forgotten,  and  stunned,  couldn't bring  herself  to  charge  him  for  the  expense, having  thought  herself  rewarded  in  advance. Which  had  become  gratuitous,  with  so  much falsehood deadbeat. 

Yet  another  of  Joaquim's  ruse  occurred when  he  promised  to  sleep  all  night  with  a woman.  After  the  sexual  exchanges,  he commented: "My dear, I need to wake up very early  in  the  morning.  However,  I  have  a problem:  I  only  wake  up  with  a  loud  alarm clock. I'm a very deep sleeper, so you'll have to stimulate  me,  and  if  necessary,  slap  me  in  the face,  because  I'm  difficult  to  wake  up.  Look here!...  Huh!...  I  trust  you;  I  can't  be  late  for work." The very careful woman, with previous experience  with  deadbeats,  closed  the  door. And  Joaquim,  cleverly  pretending  to  be drowsy, witnessed the place where the key was kept. And in the meantime, the woman was the one  who  slept  soundly,  deeply,  and  more peacefully.  He  stealthily  opened  the  door  and escaped  the  action  of  another  of  his  many "deadbeat prostitutes."

Meanwhile, Joaquim's most infallible habit would be his practice of wandering at night on adventures  of  unpredictable  emotions.  Seeking to  encounter  a  woman  with  a  psychological disorder,  lured  by  a  hidden  'fetish,'  or 'sexual/amorous'     fantasies,     which     he deliberately  tried  to  instill  in  her,  like  a  trap, using his image. Or to  make her  captive to the wiles  of  the  flirtations  of  an  experienced conqueror.  Then  he  would  resort  to  random artificial means to fish for a possible paraphilia in  the  intended  woman:  dangling  an  (empty) pipe  under  his  chin,  a  false  goatee,  an  (unlit) cigar  between  exposed  fingers,  a  coat  resting on  his  left  forearm  or  an  umbrella,  mimicking caution  regarding  the  changing  weather.  He would  park  himself  among  passersby  on  a bright    street    corner,    feigning    confident happiness,  and  in  a  relaxed  posture,  he  would sometimes softly hum a romantic, but popular, song. He took great care in intermittent changes of  attire,  wearing  stylized  outfits  with  a  flashy tie and a handkerchief hanging loosely from the left  breast  pocket  of  his  jacket,  reminiscent  of vintage Playboy  magazines.  Sometimes  he dressed  exotically  in  a  black  uniform,  brown shirt,  white  tie,  and  patent  leather  shoes.  Or, when dressed elegantly, he added charm with a hat (a Brooklyn Pork Pie Hat) in the style of the late  singer  Nat  King  Cole.  In  the  colder weather,  he  styled  himself  with  a  trench  coat, unattached,  in  the  style  of  the famous actor Humphrey Bogart, but with another fedora. He also  adopted  some  soft  styles,  informally reminiscent of astronomer Carl Sagan or singer Perry  Como.  He  adorned  himself  in  Islamic costume, with the taquiyah hat, and went so far as to add to his face not only a goatee, but also a long, shaggy, false  beard. From time to time, he would reveal himself in a disguised military-style  cargo  uniform.  Also  in  the  opposite direction,  a  dress  to androgyny for  those women  with  dubious  sexual  fantasies.  It  was also common to see him strolling elegantly in a men's  Lacoste  shirt  with  jeans  for  a  leisurely yet  elegant  day  in  the  gardens,  holding  a borrowed pet dog on a leash, and chatting with owners  of  other  dogs  while  walking  in  the square.  He  became  infallible  in  his  pursuit  of women:  he  always  ended  up  with  someone  at his  apartment.  An  insatiable  sexual  hunger, however,  he  never  dabbled  in  pornography  or homosexuality.  His  sexuality  was  limited  by certain  moral  precepts:  an  idiosyncrasy  of  his own, albeit flamboyant. 

Joaquim was a treasure trove of  unique habits. He  always  kept  a  bottle  of  mineral  water nearby, sipping it gradually throughout the day. He  claimed,  as  an  excuse  for  this  habit,  that 66%  to  80%  of  the  body  is  made  up  of  water, and that it provides the benefits of maintaining healthy-looking     skin     and     preventing dehydration    and    early-onset    Alzheimer's disease  in  the  brain.  And  that  water,  besides serving as a vehicle for eliminating nitrogenous waste  products  from  protein  metabolism  by increasing urine volume, also contributes to the body's youthful health. 

However, after experiencing general weakness, his  confused  doctor  ordered  a  battery  of  tests. After debating  various causes, he only reached the  diagnostic  conclusion  of  hyponatremia (meaning  low  blood  sodium)  when,  by  pure luck,  Joaquim's  random  chatter  happened  to mention  empirical  self-medication  with  water. Only  then  did  the  doctor  receive  a  glimpse  of the intriguing diagnosis: 

"You  have  dipsomania,  my  friend.  You've become  intoxicated  by  drinking  too  much water. You must  be consuming about six liters of  liquid  a  day.  If  you  want  to  prevent  any harm,  limit  yourself  to  three  liters  maximum. Unless  you're  doing  weight  training  or  any other sport." 

He  was  accustomed  to  various  tics,  with  the advantage of being able to consciously restrain them  whenever  he  wanted:  he  would  perform sequential dry spits; quick twists of the neck as if  defending  himself  from  an  opponent  in  a boxing  match;  and  scratch  the  back  of  his  left thumb.  Or  he  would  resort  to  keeping  one  eye half-open  while  trying  to  tell  a  little  lie,  also when  he  was  similarly  suspicious  of  someone. If winning a woman required  greater effort, he would knead with his fingers a small wart next to  his  Adam’s  apple,  which  was  already  thick and dark from being twisted so much. 

However,  he  never  tended  to  maintain  a steady  relationship,  even  if  the  woman  had some  exceptional  quality  in  sex  or  beauty. Being a flirt par excellence was his hobby. One day  he'd  say,  "I'm  finally  trying  out  chubby women."  Another  day,  "Now  I'm  looking  for blondes."  Other  times  he'd  comment,  "My weakness  right  now  is  dark-skinned  women." Then  he'd  say,  "Now  I  only  want  tall,  thin women."  But  these  comments  were  laden  with pure  irony  for  his  adventures,  which  didn't depend on any choice: "If you fall into the net, you're  a  fish."  And  in  this  endeavor,  he  dated women  regardless  of  their  Body  Mass  Index, race, height, social status, or culture... 

However,  if  he  intended  to  expand  a supposedly  friendly  relationship,  he  would have to pass the etiquette test at the table. This was when he would become a gentleman when choosing  a  high-class  restaurant,  and,  beyond his  inherent  tightwadism,  he  would  be  lavish. And  there,  in  the  act  of  eating,  he  observed certain  subtleties  of  his  companion's  mouth muscles as she chewed and swallowed. And her posture in front of the plate. He checked to see if she kept her head bent too far over the table, or if she used the table as support for her body instead  of  her  spine  supported  by  the  back  of the  seat...  And,  worst  of  all,  if  she  used  the knife in her left hand to cut the meat, or to help the  food  onto  the  fork.  He  had  in  mind  the elegance  of  the  giraffe,  as  a  quadruped  in grasping  foliage  (yet  rejecting  its  clumsy chewing),  the  feeding  technique  of  elephants, anthropoids,  and  the  like,  the  solemn  grace  of parrots  and  pariformes.  To  complement  his idiosyncrasies, he didn't forget that Gideon was warned  by  God  when  choosing  his  warriors: "Everyone who laps the water with his tongue, as  a  dog  does,  you  shall  set  aside  by  yourself, and everyone who kneels down to drink."  

Joaquim  was  uncompromising  to  himself. He  rested  his  left  arm  on  his  side  and  wiped himself  with  a  napkin,  sophisticatedly,  with intermittent  light  touches  to  his  lips.  If  his companion  allowed  him  casual  intimacy,  he would  express  discreet  criticism,  avoiding  any discomfort.  Otherwise,  he  would  completely disinterested  in  another  encounter.  What  was bound  to  happen  between  them  had  already happened...  Unless  other  unusual  sensual attractions  overcame  his  disenchantment  at  the table.  He  didn't  forgive  manners  that  didn't align with the feminine. 

Another  peculiar  requirement  of  his:  he couldn't tolerate women with deep voices. That deep,  masculine  voice  inhibited  his  eroticism. Once,  he  happened  to  bring  to  his  apartment  a beautiful  woman  with  perfect  curves,  smooth skin,  a  soft  texture—a  body  worthy  of  a professional  model.  The  young  woman's psychological intuition was entirely feminine ... But  her  voice  was  deep,  echoing  insults, lacking in politeness. Joaquim wouldn't tolerate it,  wouldn't  forgive  that  tone,  bordering  on masculine. So, he said to her: 

–My  dear,  listen!  It's  my  habit  to  make love  without  words,  in  a  completely  silent environment,  with  the  lights  dimmed  to  allow for  the  concentration  of  our  feelings.  Is  that okay?  Without  waiting  for  an  answer  and avoiding  the  loud  voice,  he  repeated:  “Silent like two lovers who remain silent only for love. Okay?” As soon as he unplugged the plug, the girl, untimely at that same moment, retorted: 

–What a darkness!... The tone of the voice echoed in Joaquim's ears with the resonance of thunder.  Startled,  he  turned  on  the  lamps.  He sat up in bed, absorbed, inventing some subject to  entertain  her,  but  trying  to  disguise  his deception. Then he repeated:  

–My dear, listen!... Have you forgotten our agreement?  Again,  everything  will  be  in silence, right?" Without waiting for an answer, he continued once  more: "Used to silence, you spoke  so  loudly  that  you  stunned  me...  Now let's  go!  Can  I  turn  it  off?"  She,  already suspicious,  apprehensive,  and  shy,  nodded  her agreement  with  a  few  words  that  came  out softly,  with  a  sensual  huskiness.  Joaquim accepted,  surprised  to  have  stimulated  a  new, greater  eroticism  in  him.  And  he  felt  himself victorious.  He  was  renewed  with  enthusiasm and,  at  the  height  of  excitement,  began  his long-awaited  act.  Right  at  the  height  of  the height  of  best  sensations,  she  couldn't  contain herself, and hugging him tightly in time with an intense orgasm, she exclaimed: 

–Hottie! My love! Joaquim shuddered: he'd relapsed  into  erectile  dysfunction.  He  quickly turned on the lights and commented: 

– My sweetheart, you broke our silence! 

–  Hottie!  My  love!...  He,  disappointed, considered  himself  defeated.  His  night  turned into a failure from that moment on. 

His  brother  told  me  about  this  incident, which I didn't believe, perhaps because it was a jocular  joke  within  the  plot  of  his  adventures. One     day,     Joaquim     confessed     this disappointment  to  me,  deeply  saddened  at  not having  had  the  opportunity  to  enjoy  so  much wasted  beauty,  and  only  because  she  didn't know  how  to  modulate  her  vocal  cords  for  a voice  privileged  with  sensuality.  And  he commented  on  the  vocal  tones  of  Marília Gabriela  and  Leda  Nagle  from  the  TV  Brasil program  "Sem  Censura"  (Uncensored),  and even singer Alcione.  

I  thought  perhaps  he  would  surrender  to the  beauty,  charm,  intelligence,  and  sensual choreography  of  singer  Amanda  Lear;  perhaps he could tolerate that deep voice disguised as a macho  voice.  But  for  Joaquim,  there  was  no such  thing  as  a  'maybe':  he  was  intransigent. His  mind  was  fatally  blocked  to  any  company that  hinted  at  maleness;  and  that  was  that.  He then commented:  

–That  woman  was  a  procuress,  a  lure  for Gala, Salvador Dali's wife. Whose husband, in his  nymphomania,  used  the  singer's  charm  to recruit accomplices for the painter's calculating masturbation  and  voyeurism.  Amanda  Lear would  fail  me:  I'm  hampered  by  sexual dysfunction by anything that isn't authentically feminine.  For  me,  it  would  be  like  having  the drag queen Alaska Thunderfuck in bed. 

– And Elza Soares? I asked him. 

–Ah!  Elza  has  a  sweet  voice.  It  sounds deep,  but  it  alternates  with  pure,  tuneful  high notes  that  leave  no  room  for  monotony.  Her distorted  vocal  cords  gave  her  that  intrusive hoarseness;  however,  her  voice  has  a  rich timbre  due  to  the  resonance  of  her  uncommon sinuses. Furthermore, her deep voice permeated with  those  falsetto  notes  lends  her  a  delicate charm in speech. Both Garrincha  and Elza had their  unsurpassed  successes,  due  to  vocal  cord distortion  for  her  and  valgus  and  varus  leg defects  for  Garrincha.  Thanks  to  divine  grace, being  born  the  way  they  were,  and




















































































































































