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What I tell today are stories that I waited to hear from someone.
What I tell is only a part of what I have not seen.
 Had I seen, I wouldn’t have told.
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We leave to distance ourselves from our birthplace and to see the other 
side of dawn. We leave to look for our improbable births. To complete 
our alphabets. To load our farewell with promises. To go as far away as the
horizon, tearing apart our destinies and scattering their pages before 
finding, sometimes, our own life story in other books. 

We leave to unknown destinies. To tell those we have met that we will 
return to resume our relationship. We leave to learn the language of the 
trees which never leave. To polish the jingling bells in the sacred valleys. 
To search for more merciful gods. To remove the mask of exile from
foreigners. To confide to passers-by that, like them, we are also passers-by, 
and that our permanence in memory and oblivion is ephemeral, far away 
from mothers who light candles of absence and shorten the span of time 
every time they raise their hands to heaven.

We leave to avoid seeing our parents grow old, to avoid reading their days 
on their faces. We leave in anticipation of distracted and wasted lives. We 
leave to reassure those whom we love that we will always love them, that 
our admiration is stronger than distance, and that exile can be as sweet 
and fresh as our own homeland. We leave so that, when we return home 
one day, we will realize that we are bound to be exiles wherever we are. 

We leave to eliminate the difference between air and air, water and water, 
heaven and hell. Making fun of Time, we contemplate the immensity of 
space. In front of us, the waves jump like children, while the sea flows 
between two ships. One of them departs and the other, made of paper, is 
held in the hands of a child.

We leave like the clown who moves from village to village with his 
animals, teaching children their first lesson in boredom. We leave to 

We Leave
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deceive death, letting it follow us from place to place. We continue to 
leave until we are lost, until we can no longer find ourselves in the places 
we went, until we are lost and no one can find us anymore.
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