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Sometimes we can feel its weight for hours. And neither of us
likes it. If’s too much. But my mother loves it. It’s as though she
believes it reveals our love for each other.

"The love which is maybe already there, I don’t know. Probably.
A certain kind of love. I don't know.

Sometimes I think I should give my mother a dog. But she
doesnit want one because of the rain and because it might make
her fall over.

1 found myseif a small room in my mother’s big apart- ment
whete I could write with the door closed. The bedroom is full of
rubbish. But I don' really mind. 1 like it.

T have a refuge where I can write and smoke with the

window open.

My sister said that she mustn’t smell the smoke because.it will
tempt her and with my mother’s weak heart it would be the end.

Today my sister drove her to the hairdresser. It was her first out-
ing after leaving hospital, her first outing was to the hairdresser.
She said she could no longer bear to see herself looking so
shabby. 2

Yes, just a few hairs left standing on the head of this woman
who was once so beautiful. She finds it hard not to be so beau-
tiful anymore. I can understand that. I can understand almost
everything even though sometimes I don’t want to.

That's why T always feel sick to my stomach.

And then it’s back to the kitchen table.
1ts lunchtime.
And even before she sits down to eat she asks loudly,
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Now; after rereading all the emails she sent me over that period
and all the others too, I regret it. Not our break up, no. But the
fact that I didn’t say what I really felt.

All] feel is regret and Id like to teHl her so. But I know it’s too
late and that it’s probably better for me to leave it unsaid and
that this time I should bear her feelings in mind, not just mine.
All feel is regret but only about the emails; ot the rest. That
was the first time we broke up and I should have

held out.

Theld out for a little while but then she knocked on my door
and I hadn't expected her so I couldn't bring myself to tell her
go away. I just said, what are you doing here. 1 wasn't happy. But
she acted like nothing was the matter and came in.

I should never have opened the door.

My mothier appears at the door to the small bedroom.

Won't you talk to me for a minute, please. Am I annoy-

ing you? 3

No, if’s not that, I just have things on my mind. Well, you should
work those things out.

Yes, Ill work them out.

Then I go to'bed.

1 hide in ane room or another, then I feel ashamed for

having hidden.

Ireturn to the room where she sits. I try to think of something
to say. Have you finished your book, I ask.

No, I can't, my eyes hurt. The words are all blurty.

T should never have asked her if shed finished her book.

I should have known I'd get an answer like that.

1 stay there for a moment and then I go and hide again,
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and what will we eat tomorrow. What she means is when my
sister is gone. But that’s not what she says
She wants to believe that I won't know how to cook for

her.

I tell her that of course I know how, so she says that usually
‘when I come to stay it's her who ends up cooking and then she
tries to kiss me again and 1 wriggle out from her embrace and
straightaway I feel cruel and even stupid. What would it cost
me, I could just let myself be kissed, shed be so pleased.

But it’s hard to see why I've remained an old child in black and
white like that.

‘The reason I never knew how to make a life for myself.

‘The only thing that can save me is writing. And even then.

And even when I write it’s about her and so it doesn't give me
the sort of release that people who dont write might imagine.
No, it's not a release. Not a real one.

At the table her eyes start to close.
Yes, the hairdresser tired her out.
Straight after eating she went to bed on the sofa. Now

1feel depressed. But itl pass. Tomorrow. And even if 1 stil feel
depressed I won't reply to C’s emails. That makes me feel strong,
And [ tell myself nothing can be done. But when there are no
emails I spend my time waiting for them and I don't think about
what C. must feel when she in the same position, I think only
of myself and how strong I am for being able to resist.

But even when I'm hidden I can feel her presence, so I tell my-
self there’s no point hiding. I might as well return to the room
where she spends all day asleep, or half asleep. But just thinking
about it makes my heart sink.

My heart sinks and a few tears follow. I wipe them away.

I return to her room as if to a funeral. And then the shame
comes back.

T try to let myself get swept up by my mother’s impetcable
organisation. After two or three days I realise that it does me
good.

‘There’s always something to eat in the fridge. We eat in a dlean
kitchen at the same times every day.

Not like in Cls apartment where theres never anything in the
fridge except when she suddenly decides she should get her life
together.

But that’s rare and even when she sets her mind to it she
doesn't always manage the necessary steps.

Going downstairs and walking to the supermarket feel like
insurmountable tasks, and so does returning a phone call or
spending the evening with friends.

Often she will have arranged to go out but when it gets to the
afternoon she says, [ won't go. I can't go. I wasn't that invested
in going anyway. She ends up phoning the person and making
something up and saying, but let’s do something next week,
without being sure that she'li man- age that either.

Sometimes it seems easy and she goes, especially if some- one
comes to pick her up.

But most of the time she stays in bed, takes sleeping pills and
goes to sleep.
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friend in New York and maybe even in the world, said to her
when she told him that shed met someone, that’s brilliant,
you're going to have a new life, you can start over. But she’s so
young. That doesn't tatter. I'd just met her and I didn't dare tell
hinvhow. 1 was embarrassed. I just said, shes beautiful and won-
derful and intelligent; so my friend said, come out with us and
bring her with you. Yes, T saids Pll come'and bring her with me.
She looks like'a wrinkled old prune or a newborn lamb, I can't
decide which. % g

Do you love her? Yes; I think so. Yes, I think I love her.

Maybé.1 doiit know:

She listens to me.

I talk to her all the time. I shouldn't have.

It started at a conference on the speed of light and Hiro- shima.
The physics professor from the University of Nice explained
that the dead bodies had left a lasting shadow and were built
into the city-walls.

And suddenly [ realised that I should be trying to rec- reate
something like that in my work with images. Yes,
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And it could have remained a desire that we could have written
about, with us saying how much we wanted to.sce each other
and why. I was 5o happy and it was probably enough for me but
Ffelt in my body and everywhere else this desire to see her and
she felt the same. We were al- ready telling cach other how wed
kiss and how we could already feel those kisses, and that could
have been enough. I'was starting to live again. T would wake

up excited, full up with what wed said to each other the night
before. 1 would go to bed reading the poems shed sent me, after
sending her anecdotes and songs, and 1 remember think-ing
that sending poems and songs is something you do at fifteen
but till 1 would listen to the songs on repeat and sing along,
especially to ‘My Funny Valentine and ‘Bang Bang, These were
the sad songs.I would sing along to at the top of my voice.

T sang these songs over and over and it could have been enough,
now: that my heart was beating fast and my body had come back
o life. [ was so happy. I wondered if Id ever been so happy in
my life and more and more often one or other of us would say, I
really, really, really want to sce you.

‘Then one day it happened.
She wrote, I'm going to see if I can free myself up for two days
next week to come and see you. I think it would be the best
thing for both of us. Don't chat with any of your new FB friends
or I'll get jealous. No 'm justsaying that to wind you up.

Lots of love.

I should have seen the signs but I thought it was just hier sense
of humour so I laughed. If only Id known.

At the last minute she couldn't come, she wasn't feeling

well. And I felt a vague sense of relief. She had an abscess

that’s what [ should be doing.

‘Then my sister came to meet me from Mexico and per-
suaded me to get a Facebook account.

And thats how it started.

1 saw that people were discussing shadows so I joined in.

When the important professor left the room I'd wanted to

talk to him. But he didn't seem like someone you could just
approach. Maybe if he hadn't seemed like someone you couldn't
just approach it never would have happened. Maybe. I donit
know. Or maybe that was the pretext I used to talk to someone
I didn't know. But I don't think so. The conversation was
interesting so the next day I continued it. Yes, on Facebook. I
tried to find it again but Facebook has made a fool of me. It says
this conversation no longer exists and my memiory is too short
to remember it.

But anyway, after a short time the conversation complete- ly
changed. It was no longer about shadows, shadows had been
replaced with more and more lots.of love and speak to you
soons. What else. Thats it for the moment. For the moment

yes but everything can change inan instant and so I would
write shaking all over, waiting for her to wake up. I would stay
i front of the computer and suddenly I would see a green dot
appear o the left of her name and it would start all over again. It
was exciting and emotion- al and it happened so quickly. And it
went quicker and quicker. And I was happy.

So happy; I couldnit believe it. It could have continued that

way, with us writing to each other. It could have and I would
probably have been happy for the rest of my life, but one day we
talked about our desire to see each other.

that was causing her discomfort. She often got abscesses. I felta
vague sense of relief without knowing why, but
probably because I already knew.

After that she said, you come instead. I said yes and then 1 said
0. I'm not well. You won't like ime-when I'm not well. She said
that she would, that shie was gopd at dealing with things includ-
ing my not being well, she could cope with that and with lots of
other things too. 18hould have known that when'someone puts
your mind at rest so easi- ly they’re not always telling the truth,
as they won't about lots of otfier thingstoo.  ~ g

‘Then someone else told me you should go, whats the worst
that could happen. So I went to England. That was where she
lived. In London’s Zone 2. An area where everything looked
the same.

I shouldn’t have.

Today my mother woke up sobbing, Sobbing'so hard it was
heart-wrenching. Shouting, almost. I thought, this must be
what horses sound like when they neigh. Even though 1 donit
know horses very well. I dont know nature very well in general.
i do know that being in nature is meant to be good for your
breathing and I've often thought, I should go. But I've never

- known where in nature to go.

1 knew that this sobbing was my fault. Even though I have
always felt everything to be my fault even when it isn't. But this
time it was. I couldn’t stand being there and she could feel it, she
knew I was hiding and running away from her.

So I made an effort to be kind and tender and it almost calmed
her down.

Translated by Daniella Shreir and reprinted here with permission by Silver Press (thank youl.




