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Audio Walk – Modos de Ver – Sintra (Portugal)                                                                                                                                                
(July 2016)                                                                                                                                      

Audiowalk conceived for the secret paths of a city, that was first performed in Sintra 
during the months of July and August 2016. With an original soundtrack produced by 
the company, this innovative and unusual idea explores the secret paths of a city, in 

which each spectator assumes the role of a contemporary flâneur.                                           
Production and Direction – teatromosca: Pedro Alves, Bruno Béu, Maria Carneiro, 

Catarina Lobo, Inês Oliveira, Pedro Silva, Ricardo Reis and Tiago Patrício 
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Audio Walk – Modos de Ver – Órleans (France)                                   
(Project for July 2017)                                                                                            

Production and Direction – teatromosca: Pedro Alves, Bruno Béu, Maria Carneiro, 
Catarina Lobo, Inês Oliveira, Pedro Silva, Ricardo Reis and Tiago Patrício 
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Minotaur and the labyrinth (2016)                                                                      
Theatre play with disable people                                                                                          

from the CECD Center – Mira Sintra                                                                            
Directed by Tiago Patrício and Inês Oliveira                                                                                                                                                                     
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Barcelona “L’obrador d’estiu” – Theatre festival 

   Performance of the play “The Right to Revolution”, Tiago Patrício, July 2013 
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Ledig House Residence (Omi, NY, USA)          

Readings and Performances at Helsinki Club, Hudson, September 2012  
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Herbal Poetry – The Tea bag’s poems 

Aizpute – Latvia, June 2012 

 

  

 

 



 

8 

Emergency INDEX:2 
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Lack of love 
 
Give flowers to people you like 
but do not expect an immediate effect 
wait until these flowers dry in a vase 
and sunlight transmit a vibration 
to release the essences of love 
 
If it is summer time  
 
you would have more chances 
but if the weather is wet and very cold 
it is possible that this person 
wants to make a tea 
with the flowers you offered 
 
In any case do not use this technique  
with several people at once 
 
Tiago Patrício, 2012 
 
 
 
Headache 
 
Collect the flowers of Linden  
at the time of flowering 
Dry them in a cool place for few days 
Then inhale three times  
and prepare an infusion 
sit by the fireplace or in the garden  
if you have one nearby 
 
If you continue to think of the headache 
try closing your eyes  
and if you start to get sleepy 
do not resist to take a nap 
 
Tiago Patrício, 2012 
 
 
 
Lack of Money and Bad Luck 
 
Pick a flower of the fern in the Summer Solstice 
take it on your chest along the fires during the fest 
When you get home put the flower within a check book and wait 
It may take few days or several years to take effect 
the best is to continue to seek other ways to get lucky and seduce money 
Find a four leaf clover is another possibility 
just do not give up at first 
 
Tiago Patrício, 2012 
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Herbal Poetry – The reading 
Project “Herbal Poetry” with the ceramist 

and transdisciplinary artist Gwenn-Ael Lynn 

 
 

 
 
 
Flavor itself 
 
Hold the cup in your hands 
As the beginning of a friendship 
Notice how smooth 
It is between you and the infusion 
 
Water at appropriate temperature  
Seduces the secret parts of the plant  
Sharing color and knowledge 
Joyful starts in warmth 
 
You are faced with a guaranteed pleasure  
A cup taken to your lips 
 
And gives you access to content 
The shape with the  avoura itself 
 
Tiago Patrício, 2012 
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“Bilingual Houses” 

In partnership with Simon-Perret Joanes (France), Latvia 2012 
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Bilingual Houses – Detail 
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Bilingual Houses – With LED’s 

In partnership with Simon-Perret Joanes (France) 
and Niklas Roy (Germany), Latvia 2012 
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Radio Performances with Radio Zero, Lisbon 2012 

Art’s birthday party 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

http://www.rtp.pt/icmblogs/rtp/doisaoquadrado/?k=Dois-ao-Quadrado-29072012-e-

11082012.rtp&post=40994 

http://www.rtp.pt/play/p430/e89077/dois-ao-quadrado 

http://www.rtp.pt/icmblogs/rtp/doisaoquadrado/?k=Dois-ao-Quadrado-29072012-e-11082012.rtp&post=40994
http://www.rtp.pt/icmblogs/rtp/doisaoquadrado/?k=Dois-ao-Quadrado-29072012-e-11082012.rtp&post=40994
http://www.rtp.pt/play/p430/e89077/dois-ao-quadrado
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Palavras ao Vento 

(Project with the Japanese singer Hana Kogure) 

Link – http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wWCbBLbOibI 

 

http://www/
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Poetry Performances Ensemble, Lisbon 2012 
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Published Books 

 

Those yellow-foot Seagulls above Lisbon 

 
Those yellow-foot Seagulls above Lisbon 
choose the most  avourable flight path 
to respond to the tides’ movements 
and to over-swim the spaces filled 
with the liturgical echoes of labour 
 
They treat the places like equinoxes 
as they wait on the quay for the columns 
and for the mullets jumping from the boats 
that break out from the wind ballast 
 
And by night, the yellow-foot seagulls 
are royally free 
seducing the hills with their beaks 
and transgressing the clean name of the city 
 
They quack and confront the nasal sounding places 
and ask awkward questions 
exceeding all permitted areas 
and insulting the stone’s immobility 
 
They discourse on dodgy roofs 
and throw laughter like hisses 
confounding the streets’ features while 
accepting enticement likes promises 
 
And the city takes time to recover 
as it seeks sensible answers 
for the swift devastation lying underneath 
the uncompromised seagulls’ feet 
 
in “O Livro das Aves”, 2009 
© Translated by Ana Hudson, 2012 
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The abolition of frontiers 
 
The frontiers were beautiful full of women in uniform 
with vivid colouring and imperious heads of hair 
longing to be crossed 
Solemn frontiers when covered in cold 
in the press of the crowd 
like trenches lined with papers in triplicate 
and sown with lives in transit 
 
They were factories of nationalities 
with rubber stamps scattered along the periphery 
in rough lines between the mountains 
They were the maximum decentralisation of a state 
the outside stretched to the seams 
to contain the implosion of the territory 
And these women unravelling a glass smile 
and ordering an impure love for the exiles 
 
 
in “Letters From Prague/Cartas de Praga”, 2010 
© Translated by Patricia Odber de Baubeta, 2009 
 
 
 
 
 

Reading at the Globe bookstore 
Pstrossova 6, Prague 1 
24th August, 2010 
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Theatre Play – Checoslováquia 
 
Reading at the National Theatre – D. Maria II 
Lisbon, September 2011 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 

 

 

“The State of New York” 
 
Travel and aphorisms 
Written in the Ledig House 
Writers residence, New York 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A Memória das Aves (Memory of Birds) 
(Poetry) 
 
First Prize – Natércia Freire, 2011 
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NOTAbook, published in Alexandria in 2011 

With Abdel Azzawi (Syria), Niky D’Attoma (Itália), Omar Hazek (Egypt) and Tiago Patrício (Portugal) 
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Arriscar a Pele (2011) 
Project EVA (Exclusão Valor Acrescentado/Exclusion Added Value) 

Performance at the Central Prision – Linhó (Sintra), directed by Tiago Patrício  
(ilustration by Constança Saraiva) 
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Trás-os-Montes 
(Novel) 
Literary Revelation Prize  
Agustina Bessa-Luís  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
This is not an autobiographical novel yet Tiago Patrício knows Trás-os-Montes well, having spent 
the first 19 years of his life in the region. He describes with frankness the lives of four children 
during a period of discovery and learning in a small rural village. Teodoro’s parents have emigrated 
and he lives with his grandparents in the old home of his great-grandmother; Edgar lives alone with 
his father since his mother left, taking his younger brother with her; Oscar and his sister Raquel live 
on a small farm with their mother and have a car, which has already travelled through various cities 
in other countries. They have a lot of time on their hands and, on the village streets and 
surrounding countryside, among non-comprehending adults and animals which they tease 
mercilessly, they attempt to find their way in a constant manipulation of power and allegiances, in 
which boundaries are continually tested. Raquel unsettles and allows herself to be unsettled by 
Teodoro and Edgar in turn, conscious of the power she holds over them. Transgression and fear, 
cruelty and mischief, are present throughout this novel, and are taken to the limit in the final scene 
which will divide them. 
 
Press quotes 
 
‘This is the drama – or the challenge – of the four characters who populate this tale of discovery 
and revelation. Their origins not quite clear (…) Teodoro, Oscar, Edgar and Raquel must learn the 
adult game. They are still very young, yet the questions they raise demand responses. And each 
response leads to a lesson. And each lesson has its consequences. (…) It is not so much the diffuse 
and fragmented plot that allows us to follow the development of these characters, but rather the 
environments they inhabit (the villages, the churches, the cemeteries, the stations, the schools), 
the hesitations that guide them, the differences which emerge among friends.’  
Luís Ricardo Duarte in Jornal de Letras 
 
‘(…)the economy of style does not detract (quite the contrary) from the portrayal of  
the rural world.’  
Eduardo Pitta in Sábado Magazine 
 

DGLAB - Promotes Portuguese Authors Abroad 
Directorate General for Books, archives and libraries  
/ www.dglb.pt / internacional@dglb.pt 
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Translated poems 
 
 
 
Bird's calligraphy 
 
Birds register the movement of tides 
and the stenography of words  
They swap seasons like they swap languages 
and undulate over the wheat fields’ swaying sands  
 
They emerge from inner comas 
and announce a ripe orthography 
between the lines of continents  
copied in erasable ink 
 
They have an accidental calligraphy at the seafront 
and a nasal way of saying 
my foot, my mother, my bread 
 
They write letters with a farewell accent, 
a question mark on the journey’s prospect 
 
 

in “O Livro das Aves”, 2009 
© Translated by Ana Hudson, 2012 
 



 

24 

The breeders of poets 
 
They gather them at the door 
of leisure centres 
and mark them with numbered bracelets  
and colours matching each berth 
and stand there in contemplation 
filled with tenderness and curiosity 
 
They read them their rights in prose 
and bet on their market value 
after the first winter 
they give them temporary names as pseudonyms 
a nationality and a passport 
 
And when they start to show 
the first inclination towards some literary genre 
they put them on an international plane or train 
which will take them to learn about the art 
and the main printing-shops of the kingdom 
 
The breeders of poets dress 
them early in the morning 
in season-suited clothes  
and buy them safety pins 
and hair slides and ribbons 
 
They change the poets’ nappies and make them laugh 
with funny faces and idiomatic expressions 
till they sketch their first love poem 
and then they carry them off to poets’ meetings 
and offer them sweets when they throw tantrums 
and sing to them during their creativity crises 
as if winding a music box 
 
But they don’t always shear them at the right time 
when they take them on the leash to sacred places 
in nocturnal harbours in overflowing cities 
In the meantime they show them great innovations 
saying – this is science, this is art 
this my boy, is impatience 
 
The breeders introduce the poets 
to the right people and the right places for them to sit 
help them to decipher signposts in other languages 
and to go over roads on zebra-crossings 
 
 
 



 

25 

And as soon as they reach a certain size 
and learn to write poems  
of several pages on their own 
they exchange them for younger poets 
who don’t yet wear specs or annoying beards 
 
Sometimes the poets resist the change 
and feel rejected when told 
- now get on with your life 
 
The breeders of poets however 
go on remembering them 
giving them golden pens 
and printed paper on world poetry day 
and even invite them to say a few words 
at that great religious celebration 
 
But then the poets in residence 
in other fast breeding houses 
with their attention-stuffed bodies 
welling in creative resentment say 
- I don’t know you from adam 
and words are now out of fashion 
 
© Translated by Ana Hudson, 2012 

In - http://www.poemsfromtheportuguese.org/Tiago_Patricio 

http://www.poemsfromtheportuguese.org/Tiago_Patricio
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The light on the car 
 
That car, so beautiful, resting in front of the bridge over the canal, under the streetlamp that’s 
been broken for two weeks with night all around, surrounding it, and a blinking light. The car, 
stopped there, waiting, beneath an indecisive light, a car more than forty years old that has lost its 
way to its own end. And tomorrow and the day after tomorrow and after other cars come to an 
end and next year, it will still be there at night, when work is over and it slowly pulls into the 
pavement in the road diagonal to the railway station, underneath that light that has lost its 
steadiness. 
I bet it was a car full of people traveling around it, a simple car, with straight lines, now shadowy 
with the lamp standing out of the darkness of the car, with a number plate at either end and 
objects that give away the owners and covers for the worn seats and a sticker on the back window, 
saying “I love my car” in a transitional alphabet. 
Everything structured and making sense in that hesitant car, its color matching the night full of a 
recurring light and a tree tied up in front, making the car into a companion to share the snow that 
melts with the rain. 
And the car is also part tree, because it lasts and has an obvious stillness, of faithful matter, that 
guards the house, like a dog that barks keeping close to the gate, that is also a house with the right 
furniture for a house where you are seated and protected from the cold, with windows that are 
pushed up and down, a car that is snug in the memory of winters with roads cut off for months on 
end and the car there, still useful and functional, marking the cosy place in the house beside the 
tree and the tungsten lamp, in that larval sobriety of being there, existing during a whole street, 
like remarkable generations still waiting. 
 
In Letters from Prague, CPAI, 2010 
© Translated by Odber de Baubeta, 2009  
 


