memmao. journal

The Edge of the World

Sagres, the Ocean and the feeling of
being exactly where you should be

When you arrive in Sagres along the road descending from
the Serra do Espinhago, the |anc|scape seems to have
nothing more to offer — and then, sudden|y, the sea
appears. Not just any sea, but an entire ocean. The Atlantic
in its most honest form: vast, with no opposite shore in
sight, its colour shifting throughout the day between deep

indigo and an impossible shade of green.

Sagres is an ending. The southwestern tip of Portugal, the
most exposed corner of western Europe, a p|ace where the
land comes to an end with the quiet certainty of
somewhere that has nothing left to prove. The wind arrives,
stays, and becomes part of the place. The cliffs rise seventy
metres above the sea and the sound of the ocean is
constant. Not aggressive, but ever-present, ke a

conversation that never ends.
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Infante D. Henrique chose this headland to imagine routes
that did not yet exist. It is a choice that makes sense to
anyone who spends time here. There is something about
this place that brings clarity. Perhaps it is the absence of
distractions, perhaps it is the horizon that forces the eyes
to focus on a fixed point and the mind to follow. The
Fortaleza de Sagres, built at the top of the cliffs, is one of
Portugars quietest and most powencu| Spaces — not
because of the monuments it contains, but because of the

emptiness it offers.

The navigators who departed from here to discover the
world had no maps of what they would find. They had
instruments, studied winds, and a way of reading the ocean
that has now been almost entirely lost. What remains is
the awareness that this p|ace was, for a time, the centre of
the known world — and the irony is that it was precisely its

edge.

In Sagres, the landscape is more than a backdrop; it is the
main character. In October, the waves arriving from the

western coast carry enough energy to attract surfers from
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around the world. Praia do Tonel and Praia da Mareta
become, at that time, stages where a sport is played
against gravity and wind. But even outside the surf season,
the ocean here has a unique quality: a light that changes
every hour, a water temperature that demands respect,

and a sense of peace that is not indifference, but presence.

Afternoons in Sagres follow a well-established ritual
among those who spend time here. At six o'clock, as the
sun begins to fall towards Ponta de Sagres, peop|e gather.
Not in an organised way — they simply appear, with a drink
in hand or without one, and stay to watch. The Atlantic
sunset, seen from this height and at this ang|e, is one of the
world’s most democratic spectacles. It requires no ticket

and no explanation.

The village of Sagres is honest in its own way. An honesty
that busier tourist destinations have lost. The houses are
low, whitewashed, without unnecessary decoration.
Restaurants serve fish that arrived that very day, and bars
close ear|y because most peop|e would rather spend the

evening outdoors.
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Memmo Baleeira is built beside the harbour that
fishermen have used for generations. lts location is a
deliberate choice. Not on an isolated cliff, not on a private
beach, but within Sagres itself — with the scent of salt
entering through the windows and boats just a few metres

from the poo| that extends towards the Atlantic.

There is a reason why people who visit memmo Baleeira
once tend to return. It is the feeling that, here, unlike so
many other p|aces, the surroundings are not decorative, but
real. The ocean seen from the window is the same ocean
that Ferdinand Magellan crossed — and that is not
marketing. It is simply magnificent geography.

Goncalo Camara

Co|unista memmo Journa|
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