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PUBLI SHER S NOTE

These handwitten notes were found in room 273 of La Residenza
Hotel in Venice by police called to investigate the

di sappearance of an Anerican tourist, Eliot Ens, a professor
at Yale University. After a thorough search for the building
described in these pages, traces of illegal habitation were
found in several abandoned pal azzos. Police clainmed that the
honel ess often use enpty prem ses as shelter fromi ncl enent
weat her. Nonet hel ess, the identities of the people appearing
in these notes have been confirned, and—the nost unsettling

fact--each of themdid di sappear in unexpl ained circunstances.

Hopi ng that the publication of these notes will help
acconplish what the police could not, or would not, do, we
have reproduced the text inits entirety, including

specul ations of a scientific nature. W have followed the
original formof the professor’s witings, parts of which are
reversed to read fromright to left. Those readers who do not
wi sh to becone enbroiled in scientific specul ations or

mat hemati cal synbols may easily omit them while those who

wish to study it all must armthenselves with a mrror.



| know that sone indescribable punishnment awaits nme for
breaki ng the seal of silence, but I have to put ny life in
order and finally wite down what ny nenory dictates. \Wen
cane here on Monday, | got off a water bus on San Zaccaria and
set off along the bank of the Riva degli Schiavoni. Dawn was
graying over Venice, and in the depths of the |agoon, the San
G orgi o Maggi ore church sailed out of the fog. I sat with ny
eyes shut along the whole of the G and Canal, and soneone nmay
have thought | was sleeping off a night spent on a plane. On
the contrary, | was unusually awake and fishing for every
sound with nmy ears: the low, rattling engine vibrations of the
wast e di sposal barge, the high-pitched whine of the water taxi
pi cking up the last of the ganblers fromthe casino, and the

| appi ng of the oars deftly noving and steering the

asymmetrical gondola. | absorbed those sounds, recognising
themas | had when | |ived here behind seal ed wi ndows t hat
admtted only strands of light. | felt pain and relief that

now | was master of ny own eyes and could readily open themto

check on the source of the sounds. Before, | could only guess.

| turned onto the narrow Calle del Dose and out onto the Canpo

Bandi era e Moro. The Hotel La Residenza, the old Badoer



pal azzo, had small roons except for a huge hall on the first
floor--what Venetians call the piano nobile--dripping with
tapestries and gothic furniture. The sl eepy receptionist found
the reservation on an equally sl eepy conputer screen that

flickered off whenever the list of guests appeared.

| took a roomto the left of the hall and | ocked the door. As
| unpacked, | noticed that | was unconsciously (or

deli berately) arranging the roomlike that other one. | even
sl ammed cl osed the shutters, so in the dimess | could hear
and register sounds | knew only too well. Chairs being flung
and heavy barefooted steps-—that’s Hette; the nervous coughs
are Cerard’s. Al that was missing was the sobbing that

penetrated the thick walls every day at dawn...

| don’t know when | fell asleep. The phone woke ne. It was

al ready after one when soneone, in broken English, tried to
talk me into noving to a different room-a nicer and nore
expensive one, for the sane price. | refused. The receptioni st
i nsisted, claimng they had nade a m stake, and tried to bribe
me with a free trip to the cathedral on Torcello, but | turned
it down. |I’'d never survive settling into another room-getting

nyself into this one had been achi evenent enough.



| took lunch in a trattoria by the hotel and reluctantly set

of f around the town. Every step hurt. | gripped the railings
on the bridges—a man suddenly taken ill, grown old and
hunched. | didn't dare sit on benches or church steps; from

sone dark corner, through the crack between shutters, his eyes

coul d be watching ne.

For several days | wandered the streets of Venice, putting off
t he nonent when | would confront the past, but ny tired | egs
|l ed me ever closer to the bridge by the Acadeny. Twice | was
just about to step onto it but changed nmy m nd at the |ast
nonent and took the nuch | onger route round Canpo San Angel o
and the Rialto to cross over--avoiding the Ponte Accadem a is

a maj or conplication for anyone wal ki ng t hrough Veni ce.

Finally | gave up and stood on the bridge. The old pal azzo

| ooked just as |1’'d renenbered it—dark green shutters cl osed
with catches, the white facade of Istrian marble exuding a
cold calm The laced tracery of the loggia crowned with
gquatrefoils was architectural poetry, but in the interior

| urked sonet hing that blew an icy draft through ne. Yes, |
renenbered the | ayout of each storey and room the stairs in
the depths of the building and the little garden protected by
a high wall. The snmell of the danp walls and nol dering gate
above the Grand Canal filled ny nostrils. Eaten from bel ow by

algae, it admtted the daily tides—a cycle of | apping,



spitting and slurping that evoked i mages of an old woman

gargling and swal |l ow ng gal |l ons of greenish water.

After a few m nutes of watching the palazzo, | felt ny knees
give way. | summoned the last of nmy strength to turn and run
through the side streets, bouncing off walls and people, able
to cal mdown only when | slanmed ny hotel room door and hid
nyself in a corner. On the floor, in the dark, | finally
managed to steady ny breathing, to smle. Despite ny cowardly
runni ng, ny marathon of fear through the passageways, squares
and bridges of Venice, | felt like a hero. I'd finally nmade it

onto the bridge and | ooked straight at the house...

And | was also smling because |I’'d envisioned the fanobus
private detective (who never actually showed up) step onto the
bridge and | ook at the house hinself. He was amazed for sure
that none of us managed to escape; his gaze didn’'t judge the
facade as the nmusic of architecture but as a training wall for
nmount ai neers, who woul d scanper down the cornices, archivolts
and pilasters. O maybe he suspected sone subtle alarm system—
-the windows wired; or vicious dogs and armed guards. O maybe
he cal cul ated the possibility of swi mrming out under the noldy
teeth of the gate. Watever he thought, this super-sleuth who
never showed up, he didn’t begin to contenplate a force that
needed no physical security nmeasures. And nmaybe, if he stood

t here | ong enough, suspecting nothing, sinply observing one of



the many pal azzos in Venice, he suddenly encountered eyes that
| ooked right through his brain, into the back of his head
where the fear lies hidden. In which case he ended up as we
did, waiting powerlessly until someone he knew renenbered his

exi stence and cane to free him

The warm April evening franed the rooftops of Copenhagen in

t hi ckening dusk. Ula Sjegstromleft the dyptotek and

qui ckened her pace as she crossed Dantes Pl ads. She was unsure
whet her she had set the VCR to record the BBC programe about
Hol bei n’ s “ Anbassadors,” so she headed for the taxi rank. She
was just about to get in when she changed her m nd. What did
she want with Hol bein, the BBC, the VCR and the extra expense
of a taxi, when she had the refreshing twilight? The cries of
the seagulls filled the square with nostalgia and the snell of

the sea. She decided to wal k, enjoy the evening.

Her eyes and back hurt after poring over the restoration of
tapestries from Rouger, yet she |oved her work—patiently
joining her hands with the fingertips and thunbs of those

ot her hands that had patiently woven the tapestries three
hundred years before. They had bel onged to a man. She knew his

name. Johann. Johann of Rouger. And he canme to her in her



sl eep. He sat on the bed, slowly lifted the quilt and touched
her stomach. Wth a skilled delicate hand. That norning, on
waki ng up, on the bus and still later at work, she had felt
his touch, and as she repaired the broken threads of the
tapestry, she was bridging the gap of Johann’s three-hundred-
year absence. She knew that this was the way she could really
| ove. Love soneone who did not exist and could not marry her—

who could not betray, humliate and abuse her for six years.

Ula inhaled the clean sea air and smled. Soneone wal ked past
her and | ooked her in the eye, deeply and obstinately. Her
sm | e vani shed. The stranger had driven a knife into her soul,
probi ng for sonething she had buried deep beneath her nenory.
She had passed the second bus stop and deci ded she woul d get
on at the third, at the University. She knew Copenhagen by
heart; she wal ked instinctively. She felt she was being

foll owed but did not turn round. She just strode faster and
turned into Frederi kberggade, practically running inside her

favorite delicatessen

The flood of lights, the snells of the neats and cheeses, and

the friendly faces of the staff in their white cooks’ outfits

cal mred her down. She waved, returned their greetings rather

hel pl essly, not know ng why she had conme in or what she wanted
to buy. She could only feel her silver earrings becom ng

heavi er and heavier, slowy starting to tear her earl obes



apart. The pain got worse. She dropped her bag and cl utched
her ears. She wanted to scream but conposed herself wth her

| ast drop of consciousness.

Fi ngers shaking, she attenpted to pull out her earrings, which
strangely resisted. She was about to burst into tears when she
heard a polite inquiry whether she was all right. Her nouth
said fine, but inside, in the depths of her throat and in her
stomach, she felt something unusual. Sone enornous force was
filling her fromw thin and taking away her control over her

own body.

She took a few faltering steps, sweated and swayed. The
strong hairy armof the G eek shop assistant saved her from
coll apsing. A new smle on her lips, unshed tears hiding above
her cheekbones, a strange silence perneating the delicatessen,
one deep breath, then another, then a third, and the faintness
receded. Munbling sonething about being tired, Ula did her
shoppi ng: Swedi sh bread with sesane seeds, G uyere, arugul a,
hal f a dozen oranges. She wanted to get sonething el se,

sonet hing she fanci ed, but was once nore aware that she
couldn’t concentrate, couldn’t speak to reassure the sal esgirl
giving her a quizzical |ook. Odinary consciousness seened to
be | ost as an unknown force told her to turn around, |ook out

t he wi ndow, and notice the man she saw pass her on the street.



She spotted himas he was turning his back, disappearing into
the twilight. Ula reached into her handbag and paid
automatically but didn't notice the bag the salesgirl offered.
Her | egs were taking her to the door, out into the dusk of the
street, toward the corner where the man had vani shed. The

G eek chased after her, baring his teeth behind the straight

| ine of his noustache, asking pointless questions and
thrusting the bag at her. Ul a pushed himaway and ran into

t he darkness and the crowd.

A group of young Rastas were drinking coffee from paper cups
outside a bar on the corner. Ula plunged into them bursting
blindly through the cups and dreadl ocks, deaf to the cries of
the tall youth who spilled hot coffee over

her—accidentally on purpose--and nunb to the pain in her

scal ded hand. She ran on, following a nman she couldn’t see
but snelled as precisely as a she-wolf with her nose to the
ground. She caught his trace on the fresh air and knew she

must track himdown; nothing could hold her back.

Her cashnere Loro Piana scarf cane unwound from around her
neck and slipped from her shoul der, but she didn't try to
catch it. She let it fall to the sidewal k, her favorite scarf.
Its warm hair and plant pattern had given her pleasure since
she st opped dreanming of a |lover who would give it to her as a

present, instead buying it for herself on her thirty-seventh



bi rthday. A woman’s voice called to her, a hand picked up the
scarf and held it out to her, but she didn't react, didn't

even sl ow down, she scarcely glanced at the bird-like face of
t he wonan--just anot her obstacle to her finding the source of

the ani mati ng power.

Long m nutes passed, and she realized she was no |longer in the
center of Copenhagen, she had run past the Sortedans Sg canal
and now was sl owi ng down, wal king al ong Strandboul evarden and
getting closer to honme. She recogni zed | andmarks fam liar from
t he bus wi ndow and was aware of the stupefyingly sinple fact
that she never before canme this way on foot. Neither to nor
fromher hone. She always cane by car, until she totalled it
in an accident, then by bus, nore rarely by taxi. She passed

t he new houses, looking into the well-lit hones and spying on
young wonen pottering about in kitchens, their menfol k surfing
through satellite channels. She even thought she glinpsed
“Anmbassadors,” and this reassured her. Yes, she definitely had
set the VCR She no |onger ran headl ong, no | onger feared

| osing the scent. She nerely slowed down in the increasing
certainty that her confrontation with the unknown was ensur ed.
Her dread mi xed with growing curiosity, even excitenent. As
she | ooked through the wi ndows of the houses she passed, she
had t he sensation of gazing through a train window as it

finally approached its destination.



Her steps crunched on the gravel of an alleyway. She spotted
hi m near the entrance. The stranger |ooked not at her but at
the treetops or perhaps at the noon rising above @terbro.
Ula tapped the code into the entry system stepped inside and
hel d the door open. He didn’t hurry, making her wait a while
before follow ng her in. She took the elevator; he clinbed the
stairs. He was there first. He stood by the door w thout

| ooking at her. Ula felt that sonewhere al ong the way she had
| ost her body, gradually and painlessly, and now t he door was
opening by itself. She dared not | ook himin the eye. She knew
what he was going to do; she leaned in the doorway breathing

slowy, deeply.

He shut and chai ned the door behind them Calmy and

nmet hodically. He glimered for a nonent in the hall mrror,
and it was only now, via his reflection, that she could really
make himout. Slim in a hat and |ong coat, rem niscent of a
character from sone black and white novie. Hi s face was
absorbed in thought, sickly pale, a stranger to the sun.

Unf at homabl e eyes with translucent pupils reinforced the
colorless inpression. The subtlety of his features seened the

antithesis of the power radiating fromhim

The stranger sat on a chair in the dining roomand crossed his
|l egs. He was waiting. Ula threw off her coat and quietly

noaned with pleasure. She had never done this before--nen



terrified her, they tornented and enbarrassed her. And now she
was rubbing herself against the doorframe, worthy of the porno
filmshe had once found anong her dead father’s bel ongi ngs and

very occasionally watched when unable to sl eep.

Her skirt and sweater renoved thensel ves. The heel of her shoe
br oke, because she had wanted to break it and hear the quiet
cracking as she noved forward. She touched her breasts, belly
and hips, then in one novenent tore off her half-slip. Her
broken heel squeaking, she took a few steps, fell to her knees

and crawl ed over to the stranger.

He took her from behind, on the floor. She screaned and
covered her nouth with her head janmed between the chair and
the sofa, not knowi ng how | ong she would be lifted into the
br eat h- denyi ng oblivion. She was swinmmng in boiling, algae-
i nfested water; craw ing through danp fire until she finally
found her way back to her flat, onto the carpet, under the
chair where he was stroking her hair, kissing her neck. Then

he stood, slipped back the chain on the door and left.

Cowering, her hair matted with sweat and saliva and her eyes

hal f-shut, U la did not nove. She could not. She crouched I|ike
that until the norning, alternately crying and smling, and it
was only when she heard the neighbor’s footsteps on the stairs

that she realized her door was open. She got up and slamred it



shut. She didn’'t go into work that day; she didn't eat or
wash. The tel ephone rang, but she didn't answer it. The
foll owi ng day was the same. On the third day she finally awoke
fromher torpor, had a bath and a neal, then hurriedly packed

sone essential itens.

Nobody coul d explain to the police why the door to her flat
was open, what a shoe with a broken heel was doing in the

bl ood- st ai ned sink, or why she had been scream ng so |oudly
one night. The trail went cold. She had been sel f-possessed
and calm always punctual at work. A notebook with the name
Johann of Rouger witten seven tinmes was of no help to the
police; the dyptotek staff pointed out to the young
lieutenant that Ula S gstromcouldn’t have had any connection
wi th Johan of Rouger, since the man of that nane was a weaver

dead for over three hundred years.

Hette awoke on the floor, or rather on the stairs. H's head
ached horribly, and he and couldn’t renenber how he had got

her e—wherever here was. He spent sonme tinme trying to gather
his thoughts, wi thout success. Finally he heaved his body

over, lay on his stomach and, gasping, coughi ng and groani ng,



haul ed hinself up to the first floor. Wien he switched on the
l'ight, he was horrified to see a splatter of blood on the
wal | . The pillow he had been sl eeping on was soaked in
somet hi ng greasy and congeal i ng. He touched his head and felt
matted hair beneath his fingers. He began to flatten it out
and groomit, as if that was what mattered nost right now He
wal ked downstairs, holding onto the banister. On the stone

fl oor below, a puddle glistened. More blood. He sniffed it,
touched it to nmake sure, then ran into the kitchen for a
cloth. He rubbed away at the blood but nerely spread it
further. He swore, tossed the cloth into the mddle of the

mess and ran to the bathroom | ocking hinself in.

He didn't dare look in the mrror. He threw off his bathrobe
and stepped under the shower. The water that flowed fromhis
tw sted hair was pink. He thought it was the |ast of the old
bl ood washi ng out, but he was wong—its color intensified.
Now he coul d nake out the bunp on the back of his head. It
didn't hurt. The probabl e sequence of events slowy dawned on
him Probable, since the al cohol he had bought a week before
in the Tirana bar had knocked himout in the first round. He
had | eft a bottle downstairs in the kitchen, and during the
ni ght had gone to finish it off and slipped. The sharp edge of
the stairs had done its worst and now his whol e bachel or pad

| ooked |i ke an abattoir.



Pouring icy water over hinself, he began to wail and sl ap

hi nsel f about the face, scratch and batter his head agai nst
the tiles. He had had enough. O hinmself and his |onely,

|l oser’s life, of his corpulence and stuffing his face alone in
front of the TV, of boozing and snoking three packs a day; of
t he wonen he | oved so nuch that they imediately left him of
the prostitutes who disgusted him which he found exciting; of
bad investnents; of false friends and even of the fact that in
ni ghts of surfing TV channels he found nothing that interested
hi m except pornography. He wanted to die with his inflatable
dolls, piles of dirty magazi nes and irrel evant know edge of
chem stry and bi ol ogy, thanks to which he had |ost the gane

called Iife when the cards were dealt out after graduation.

He sank down against the wall and lay tangled in hinself, the
shower battering himwth its nerciless streans. He woul d nost
i kely have bled away with his massive hangover, were it not
for a Protestant sense of duty that his sybarite appearance
belied. Duty propelled himfromhis hone to the paranedics,
who gave himtwenty-seven stitches and three rolls of
bandages. Wl ki ng al ong Prinsengracht, he was Appolinaire
returning fromthe war—until he saw hinself in a shop-front
wi ndow. He burst out |aughing at the graying beard and bushy
eyebrows that appeared to have been stuck onto a huge rag-

dol |’ s head.



“Now ny | ooks would turn any girl’s head,” he said under his
breath, then took out his cell phone and called the chem cal
plant to take tinme off fromwork. The secretary feigned
surprise on hearing that he’d had an accident and been in the
hospital, since everybody knew perfectly well what kind of
life he | ed and exactly why he was absent. He would | ong ago
have been fired fromany | aboratory, were he not a true genius
of biochem stry, constantly receiving offers fromaround the
worl d. But Hette stayed put in Ansterdam saying he had been

born there and woul d di e there.

He returned honme and fell asleep. That evening, after cleaning
up the last of the blood, he jogged to choir practice. H's
constant al cohol intake produced an extraordi nary basso
profundo, and singing was his third source of entertainnent,
after chem stry and biology. Unlike al cohol and wonen, which
he took deadly seriously. On his way to the rehearsal, he
decided to end his al coholic experinments in the Tirana bar, so
he went into a shop he knew and stocked up on the | argest

bottle of Smirnoff avail able over the counter. Just in case.

The sight of himtook their breath away. The Canti cum Novum
choir menbers were accustoned to his various excesses, but
this was the first tine he had appeared before themas a
bandaged nelon with a stuck-on beard. He told themthe truth

that he had fallen down the stairs, but lied that it had been



in the lab; the truth that he had twenty-seven stitches, the
lie that he had been sober; the truth that he had | ost

consci ousness, and the lie that in broad daylight.

Sara, a sixty-year-old widowwith a thin face but thick hands
and feet, massaged his head. He hissed with pain and turned
round. Once he had taken her hone for the weekend because her
fat fingers had excited himat a rehearsal--being drunk, and

t hus brave, he had gone up to her and uncerenoni ously offered
her a Saturday and Sunday of fiery sex. He had actually been
waiting for Sara to slap his face as she was nore like a

not her than a lover, but it was not to be. She took hi munder
her armand threw himinto her car; during the ride her hands
hel d nore than the steering wheel. They did not neet again,
and the only |l egacy of their weekend was Sara’s behavi or at
rehearsals. She did indeed treat himlike a son—ai ping the
sweat fromhis brow, fixing his hair, picking threads fromhis
j acket. And he could not bear this. Maybe there woul d have
been ot her weekends, but Sara’s maternal gestures extingui shed

even drunken fire.

Maestro Don Cassiano entered the hall. He was an Al bani an and
was not born Don Cassiano, but when sonebody had once
attenpted and failed to read out his real nanme, it energed so
tw sted and wong that Don Cassiano corrected himw th insane
obstinacy, becoming really furious. Particularly since that

sonebody taught Dutch in a school for refugees. The situation



was hopeless. If even a teacher in this weird country (where
nobody had w ndow curtains and bureaucrats snoked marijuana in
public and lived in conmunes) was unable to pronounce his

nane, then that was it. “There’s nothing we can call our own,
which lives on after us, except our name,” he used to say. So
he packed, and was just about to | eave when a fortune-teller
told himthat if he took on the nane Don Cassiano a real

career woul d open up before him He agreed, unpacked, adopted
his nom de guerre and becane director of an amateur choir, now

wavi ng his baton over Hette' s sick head.

The space inside the Engel se Kerk, an old presbyterian church
besi de t he Begui ne Assenbly, was filled by the sounds of a
Mozart Requiem Hette forgot about his painful and ridicul ous
physicality and becane just a voice; he felt airy, floaty. He
| ooked up at the bright vaults and |lofty w ndows and thought
it strange that light, which he considered king of all life,
did not fill up the church’s space as well as sound did. Here
and there shadows of pillars and beans were visible, where
light did not reach, confirm ng his idea; but sound, their
shared song, caused the air to vibrate and penetrated every
corner to forma three-di nensi onal negative, a transparency
cast fromthe stone nold of the church. H's pure scientific
m nd knew exactly the reactions of the air nol ecul es bouncing
off the walls, pews, crucifix, hinmself, Don Cassiano and the

strange person sitting at the end of the nave, on the | ast



pew. The notionl ess presence of the man who kept his hat on in
church and sat there in his coat, listening to their

rehearsal, becane ever nore a burden on his vision, crushing
himlike stone on glass. Once or twi ce he even stopped
singing. The deal was quite clear: when nenbers of the choir
brought a guest al ong, even their own child, they asked the

rest for perm ssion. This tinme nobody had asked anyone.

Don Cassi ano sensed his vexation and gl anced over at him
eyebrows raised. Hette pointed with his eyes at the man. Don
Cassi ano stopped the rehearsal, |ooked around and asked hal f
aloud if anybody had brought a friend to the rehearsal. His
gquestion nmet with silence, so he asked once agai n. Nobody
owned up.

“Did you conme to listen to us practice?” asked the conductor

| oudl y.

Hi s question echoed back; the man in the hat did not even
twitch. Don Cassiano decided to ignore the stranger and raised

hi s bat on.

The singing was clearly not holding together. The choir | ooked
at one another and Hette cursed and nuttered under his breath,
“Let’s kick that bastard out.”

“Yes!” added Sara, “He didn’t even take off his hat in the

Lord’ s House.”



Don Cassi ano tapped the pulpit with his baton and gestured
for silence.

“Let’s sing, please!”

It got even worse. The stranger’s presence had distracted the
choir conpletely. The conductor gave up, flushed and threw his
baton to the floor. In his sudden rage, his ears turned red,
his Dutch syntax failed and he swore venonously in Al bani an.
The choir nmenbers ere enchanted by his swearing, it seened to
have so many voi ced consonants that the pronunciation al one
was enough to let off steam Not |ike dry-soundi ng Dutch

swearwor ds, which lacked this flow ng juice.

Don Cassi ano nade for the stranger and irritably asked if he
had heard what he had said. The stranger did not react, did
not even | ook at the conductor. This was definitely enough—Bon
Cassiano went right up to himand in a resoundi ng voice
demanded an answer. After another silence, he asked if the

I ntruder were nmute. The situation was beconm ng ever nore
ridiculous. Don had no idea what to do with the stranger and

| oudly began to denmand respect.

“Respect is what matters nost!” he cried. “Respect for Cod,
your fellow man, work and concentration. Wthout respect, a
person becones an aninmal!” he screaned.

The spring of aggression in himhad been wound up so tightly

that he could have gone for the stranger’s throat, but the man



rai sed his eyes to Don Cassiano and pinned himw th a pair of

gray, penetrating pupils.

The director stood in an odd pose, impbile for at |east a

m nute, then neekly sank onto a pew, curled up and covered his
face. The choir did not understand what coul d have happened.
After all, the stranger had not touched the conductor or done
anything, really. Maybe the classically apoplectic Don had had
a fit, but this did not ook to be the case. Don was qui et as
a nouse, and seened to be crying. Meanwhile, the stranger had

wal ked out through a side door that someone forgot to | ock

Hette felt unwell as he took in the scene. H's stitches,
squeezed by bandages, were tearing at his scal p. He swayed and
woul d al nost certainly have fallen had it not been for Sara.
He asked her to take himhone, and she was happy. On the way,
she constantly asked himhow he felt, but her concern had no
altruistic notives. At a corner, she put her hand on his knee
| i ke a boy touching a girl, but this was in a country where
girls often carry their boyfriends on bicycles. There was no

mention of the incident in the church.

Hette barely managed to crawl into bed. He coll apsed and asked
Sara to fix hima stiff drink. She refused, but his begging
convinced her. She found the bloody cloth in the kitchen sink,

stains on the table and floor. Hette had not cl eaned themtoo



t horoughly. In horror, she began to follow the trail, w ping
it away until she reached the bed. Hette was asl eep. She was
pl eased to be freed fromthe duty of seeing to his vodka, and
she undressed to |ie down beside his huge, heavy body. She
caressed him Ever since their shared weekend, she had
tormented herself by replaying the details before falling

asl eep. Now she slipped out frombeneath the quilt, sat in an
arnchair and | ooked Hette over. There was nothing attractive
about hi m—a sweaty, snoring, fat guy with the Cv of a | oser—
and that was exactly what got to her. Got to her and excited
her. She touched herself with nore and nore ardor, and her
nmuf f| ed groan awoke him He observed her pleasure for a nonent

before raising the quilt and inviting her in.

He was passionate despite his headache, or perhaps because of
it. Sara asked himto say sonmething; his deep voice excited
her. So Hette started to talk about what he really | oved--
about chem cal conpounds and how our nose does not snel
snells when it sniffs a flower, it just reacts to the
particul ar geonetry of the flower’s nol ecul ar construction.
And about how flowers are sexual organs, the only ones which
grow upwards, pulling, drawing the plant towards the |ight,
whereas the organs of aninmals and humans grow downwar ds,

sinking their energy into the earth.



“But a flower yearns to fly, levitate, rise into the air, and
this is why it invites anything with wings into its stately
Venereal tenple. For insects, these are the kind of
ostent ati ous shapes and colors that painters break their
brushes over. Sone orchids have shanel essly grown to resenble
femal e bees, and nales copulate with them going in up to
their knees in sticky pollen. Yes!” he cried in excitenent.

“Pl ants have wings and they fly, rising up to tease space, a
head of ivy rotates like a drill, turning a full circle every
si xty seven m nutes, shivering and |ooking for a support. Wen
it finds one, it only takes a mnute for it to start tw sting
around it.” Listening to his droning voice, Sara unconsciously
illustrated the story with her hands and tongue. “Wthin an
hour, it’s twisted round the support and the feeler is pulling
the rest of the plant up after it. How cone? \Wat’'s happeni ng?
Can plants see? Do they have eyes? How does it know about this
support sticking out? It obviously feels its presence, since
it avoids enpty spaces and unnecessary novenent, and heads

straight for its goal!”

Hette coll apsed on the pillowwith a roar of fulfilnment. Sara
was crying wth happi ness. Wien she fell asleep, Hette went to
t he bat hroom Not satisfied with thoroughly cl eaning up, Sara
had sprayed the tiles with Issey Myake cologne. He felt sick.
He quickly opened the wi ndow and breathed in Ansterdam s col d,

danp air. He |looked at hinself in the mrror. On the bandage



over his right tenple there was a red stain, though it was not
bl ood but Sara's lipstick. Hette renoved the dressing, bent
back the wing of the mrror and reviewed the shaven back of
his head with its twenty-seven stitches. He did not understand
how a stupid stair could have cut himso deeply. Actually, he
| i ked the wound--it did not look Iike a flower, rather a
reproductive organ on his head. Such a big one that sonebody

had to sew it up.

He dug his father’s sailing cap out of the drawer of the hal
closet and tried it on. It fit. He had never worn it before.
He wondered why not, and as he shaved he cane to the
conclusion that it was because until now he had been unwort hy
of it. Bur now everything had changed. He had fallen down the
stairs and the evil spirit had flown out of his open skull. He
coul d not renenber which of the gods’ heads Pall as At hena had
fl owmn out of. Probably Zeus’ s-—he was in charge of his own and

ot hers’ generative matters.

He took a shower, scrupulously towelled hinself down and
wondered what next. It was the m ddle of the night, but he did
not want to go back to bed. He felt fresh and rested. He
opened the closet and pulled out a suitcase. He did not pack
much--a few shirts, a sweater, thick socks and the usual hip-
flask of spirit. He left w thout waking Sara. No, he was not

running away fromher, he sinply did not know what to tel



her. And anyway, Sara would not have allowed himto go
anywhere, she would have seen to everything for him putting
himto bed and wapping himin a diaper (on his head), and

then at night waking himagain with her stifled cry.

The taxi took himto the airport. He sat on a bench for
several hours waiting for the ticket desks to open. It anused
hi mt hat choosing a random destination, as he had pl anned, he
chose Veni ce. Probably because, he thought, he had been in a
si ngl es bar, shouting drunkenly into his cell phone that he
woul d not be in Monte Carlo tonorrow, because he had to
supervi se the renovation of his palazzo in Venice. He hadn’t
shouted to be heard over the nusic (a slow, sad song had cone
on to help the singles feel mserable) as much as to inpress a
knock-out bl onde, hair teased |ike some 80s Anerican soap
star, heavy eyelids, shoulder pads and all. H s nonol ogue was
supposed to nake her faint in his arns. The cell phone wasn’t

even on.

| don’t remenber how long I stood in front of the gate. Maybe
all day, maybe a night. | lost track of time. All | knowis
that when | finally heard the netallic clank of the key, and

the gate gave way, it was dark. | entered the dark thicket of



t he garden and wal ked al ong an overgrown path; branches hit ny
face and scratched ny clothes, spikes of holly slashed the top
of ny right hand. I was |led by a cl osely-cropped youth, who
didn't say a word and didn’t help ne with nmy bags or even
offer a hand in greeting. | didn't see himuntil we got to the
t hreshol d of the pal azzo--he was blond with regul ar features,
the kind of banal face you don’t renenber even when you're

| ooking at it. He shut the gate of the pal azzo behind nme and
showed me up the marble stairs that grew out of the greenish
wat er separated fromthe G and Canal by ornanental fencing.

They led up to the open space of the piano nobile.

The pal azzo appeared abandoned. A d furniture propping up the
wal I's here and there only increased the inpression of

uni nhabi ted enptiness. Looking at the faded frescoes with
their unclear notifs, | wondered whether I was in a nuseum |
clinmbed the side stairs to the second floor, but heard no
sounds of |ife other than those, which made their nmuffled way
in fromthe G and Canal. The youth led ne into a spaci ous room
with closed shutters, put the Iight on and | eft wthout
speaking. A snell of danp irritated ny nostrils. | wanted to
open the w ndow, but the shutters wouldn’t budge--soneone had

killed themw th nails.

| unpacked. | got an apple out of the side pocket of ny bag,

and it alnost disintegrated in my hand. 1'd taken it fromthe



pl ane so |I’'d have sonething for breakfast, and now | was
wonderi ng whether airlines fed passengers apples that rotted
t he next day, or whether.... No, inpossible, | couldn’t have
stood at that gate for |onger than two days. For the first
tinme, | was perplexed: sonething was happening to ny nenory,
sonet hi ng unpredi ctabl e and bad, as though sonebody had been
censoring it. | sat down on the bed to try to take this in,
but sighed in resignation. After all, nenory is hardly a
regul ar phenonenon |ike a mathematical grid. If we drewit as
one, sone fields would be enornobus and sone so small they’ d be
practically non-existent. | |eaned over and sank into the
liquid pillow | fell asleep imediately, with ny clothes on.

Maybe | really hadn't slept for a week

When | awoke the next day (or after a few days?), a tray sat
on the table with coffee, a jug of mlk, cornflakes, jam and
cold toast. | cast an eye around ne as | ate. The room was
enornmous, its high ceiling adorned with Mauritani an-style
stuccoes. Although the recently painted walls were run with
greeni sh patches of danp, it was clean, alnpbst ascetic. The

ef fect was heightened by the sparse furniture: a table, a
chair, a bed, a closet--sinple, but crafted as neticul ously as
only those unaware of technical refinenments could create them
The bare essentials. Apart fromthe dinensions, it mght have

been a nonastery cell. The bathroomwi th its porcelain tiles



and brass fittings wasn’t quite in keeping with this notif,

t hough.

| shaved and paced around the room again, not quite sure what
to do with nyself. | was about to go back to sleep when I was
overwhel ned by a feeling that | should go out. | was surprised
to di scover the door was open. Rows of identical doors
stretched along either side of the enpty corridor, their |ocks
slightly too high up. Wal king alnost on tiptoe, | reached a

staircase and went down to the floor bel ow

Yes, they were waiting for nme there, on the piano nobile.
Gnawed by centuries of bugs, wooden chairs as unconfortable as
they were beautiful, formed a circle on the marble floor. From
sone of them people were watching ne. | saw their eyes

gl eaming white, and after a nmonent | could nake out their
faces in the dark. | sat down, and |like the others remained
silent, uncertain and intimdated. The only woman present was

sitting with her back to us. She was crying soundl essly.

The fat guy on the right | ooked ne up and down, then | ost

i nterest and shut his eyes. H's hair, thick, dark and
unwilling to grow where it ought to, had fled to his nose,
ears and hands. The faint glow oozing through the cracks in
the shutters reflected in his tw sting, shinmering outgrow hs.

The man to ny left blinked as he | ooked at ne | onger than the



others. Every now and then he w ped his bottle-thick gl asses
and cl asped his hands behind his head. | wondered why | hadn’t
said hello and introduced nyself when | came in. Nobody said
anything, as if it were nornmal that we were here, doing
not hi ng. And indeed, for a long tinme nothing happened. There
must have been a vaporetto stop sonewhere nearby--its
characteristic dull thud resounded as it pulled up to the

steel noorings.

Suddenly, straightening up in her chair, the wonman turned to
face us, and in cane the servant who had led nme to the

pal azzo. This tinme he was hol ding the hand of an eight or

ni ne-year old boy wth fair, shoulder-length curls and a bl ue
sailor’s outfit. His features were so delicate that for a
nonent | thought he was a girl, but his novenents—deci sive,
slightly angul ar-—gave himaway. The servant left himwth us
and wordl essly di sappeared up the marble stairs. The boy ran
round the circle of chairs, high-fiving each of us with an
outstretched hand Iike an athlete entering the arena, then sat
on the chair between ne and the guy in the glasses. He | ooked

at ne too.

Now t hey were all |ooking, even fatty had awoken fromhis
| et har gy.

“Well, say sonmething, we're waiting,” urged four-eyes.



He addressed ne in English, with a strong German or
Scandi navi an accent.

“What am | to tal k about?”

“You nmean you don’t know?”

“No. "

“Don’t make fun of us.”

“This is far fromfun.”

“Stop pretending.”

“Pretending what?” | felt stupid.

“You know perfectly well why you are here.”

“What? |’ ve no idea.”

Fatty croaked and sl apped his knee with his hand. They
obvi ously found nme entertaining.

“He doesn’t know, Ula,” he said in a warm deep voi ce,
| ooki ng at the woman.

“l can understand that, Hette,” she replied. “It took a

while for ne too.”

“What are you tal king about?!” 1’d had enough, and raised ny
Voi ce.
“Please don't get upset.” The boy laid a fragile hand on ny

cl enched fi st.
“Yes,” said the man in glasses, “lI do wish you would cal m

down. Fretting won't help.”



Ula leaned forward in her chair with a caring smle, “Wy

not close your eyes? It hel ps you concentrate. It’ Il cone back
to you.”

Her tenderness soothed ne. | foll owed her suggestion and,
sitting with ny eyes shut, |I felt a pair of translucent pupils

probing straight into ny brain. They read words fromit as if
froman open book, making ne speak. | was giving exactly the
sane | ecture that had taken ne out onto the football field, to
be confronted by the stranger in the gray coat with the
seizing, drilling gaze. But this time, rather than [imting
nmyself to the hydrogen atom | was tal king about all matter.
“The volunme of matter used to build a man is too small to be
seen under a microscope, “ | said. “Solid bodies are so enpty
that the whole Earth could be squeezed down to the size of a

pearl. Then it would becone a black hole.”

At this point the boy junped fromhis chair and stanped his
f oot .

“So what’s that?” he asked. “Does the floor not exist?”
He drew hinself up to his full height, raising his chin, and
gave ne an aggressive look. His English was faultless, a
definite Eton case.

“The hardness of a stone is an electrical illusion,” |
replied, amused by his tenperament. “Negatively charged

el ectron clouds nutually repel each other with such force that



we can't wal k through it, or poke a finger or even a pin into
it. And if we fire a machine gun at it, those forces wll
flatten the bullets.”

“So why can thought pass through a wall, but | can’t?” The
boy was still standing but no | onger stretched.

“l don’t know. | don’t know what thoughts are, or what their
physi cal properties are. Science has no answer to that
guestion.”

“Because science is deaf and blind,” said Ul a.

“That depends,” said the man in the gl asses.

“On what ?” she asked nocki ngly.

“On how conpetent the brain is.”

“The brain is stupid, it can’t take anything in. You have to
feel things, feel themwth your heart and soul. The heart,

and not the brain.”

She stood up and nmade for the door, but froze just before
reaching the stairs, struck notionless by the bespectacl ed
man’ s words.

“You don’t know what you’' re tal king about!” he shouted in
irritation. “The brain is a very conplicated thing, the nost
conpl ex piece of matter in the Universe, in fact. Nothing,
absol utely nothing, can even begin to conpare with it, and |I'm
speaking froma purely scientific viewpoint. It’'s a nysterious
parcel, packed beautifully and tightly inside a bone safe, the

ball of bones we call the skull, and even today we don’'t know



how this parcel functions. And nost likely we'll never know,
since we use only two percent of its capacity. The brain,
madam is a litre and a half of the nost highly organi sed

bi ol ogi cal structure in the cosnbs. The world s entire phone
network woul d barely take up a space inside it the size of a
sunfl ower seed. What do you say to that? Even your standing
still without turning round is the work of your brain--every
second, mllions of nerve signals co-ordinate over six hundred
nmuscles in your body. Your brain is the Universe and

infinity!”

The bespect acl ed nan spoke passionately, shaking his head and
nervously running his fingers through his hair. He shouted
data at the worman, who still had her back to us.

“... And this ultimate conplexity, this mracle of nature,”
he continued, “who knows if it wasn’'t a present from sone
hi gher civilisation, and you call it stupid? How dare you!
That just shows your ignorance.”

Ula turned around and smled through her tears. “1I’'m
sorry,” she said gently, “I didn’t nmean to offend you.”

“Pl ease, don’t apol ogi se.” The bespectacl ed man was al so

calnmer. “You don’t hurt me with such words, just yourself.”

Silence fell. The boy, who at first listened with interest,
now had his eyes shut. He was smling to hinmself, possibly

| ost in daydreans. | was about to open my nouth when a tapping



of high heels resounded in the depths of the palazzo and the
young servant led in a slimwnman with straight, dark hair.
The wonman stood | ooking round uncertainly at our faces. She
toured the chamber, her light, angular stilletoes |oudly
enphasi sing her gait, and after a while she sat down opposite
me. She anused herself sw nging her shoe, showi ng off the
beauty of her feet, but | knew her actions were a snoke-screen
masking the terror that we all felt on com ng through the

pal azzo gate. Not so nmuch the gate as the little side door
with the rusty lock. Lost tourists wandered past it every day,

not suspecting the strange goi ngs-on behind it.

During the first phase of ny stay in the palazzo, | hardly
left ny room | sat in the chair by the wall or on the bed. |

| ay, slept, woke, ate the breakfast the servant brought and
did nothing that mght distract ne fromlistening intently to
nyself. This went on until the nonent | felt | had to get up
and go down to the piano nobile to take part in another

| ecture. | say lecture, but it was nore of a dispute wtnessed
by the Blue Boy. 1'd called himthis since that first tinme.
Hi s clothes weren’t always blue, but they were always slightly
ol d-fashi oned, resolutely ironed and fastened to the | ast

button. He |ooked i nmacul ate as he was led in by the youth



with the facel ess face who brought each of us our three daily

nmeal s and once in a while changed our towels and sheets.

| couldn’t understand how nobody ever called us, but we all
appeared on the first floor at the sane tinme. Even nore

unf at honmabl e was why | never |left the building, despite the
door being unlocked. |I’'d never even been in the garden.

really wanted to go out to visit the city, especially during
the first few days. Who wouldn’t want to wal k round the pl ace
Hem ngway had described as ‘a good city for wal ki ng. The best,
| think. 1'd like to walk round this town all ny life, danmmt.
All ny life!” | found that quote recently, in *Across the
River and into the Trees,” a book so far renoved fromthe
spirit of Venice that | managed to wade through | ess than half
of it, but that fragment stuck in ny mnd. Ironically, | never
wal ked round Venice and now that I'’mtrying to catch up on the

experience every step hurts.

Several tinmes | got nyself together, ready to |l eave. | |aced
ny shoes, checked | had noney and docunents, and got as far as
t he door before turning back as if |1'd forgotten sonethi ng.
Then 1’d sit down on the bed trying to renenber,

concentrating, but to no avail. After a noment |'d forget what
| was doing and why, ‘dammt’. | was upsetting the peace,
which had filled ne. 1'd forget what | wanted, rather than

wanting nothing since everything | really needed to |ive was



there for nme, for free. Sone force kept nme in the room
magneti zed, tied with an invisible chain Iike the one Dr.

Tol mes had used to hold down the shamani ¢ exorci st.

On the one hand, | was happy, having achi eved sonething | was
unconsci ously craving: peace. On the other hand, | was
i mprisoned, ny free will heavily nuzzled. My nood swung in

constant oscillation between contradictory feelings, even

t hough sone phil osophers cl ai mthey conpl enent one anot her and
only in slavery can a man be truly free. | suspected that the
Bl ue Boy was playing a fundanmental role here, and the rest of
us were nerely planets orbiting his youthful glow. The nobst

i nportant player, whose gray pupils had penetrated the deepest
parts of our mnds, was not present, however. | could feel him
observing us but nobody saw him and nobody had any idea what

hi s name was, and nobody asked.

Ula called him*'eyes’, a word we heard as ‘ice’. None of us
knew t he sound of his voice. Someone clained that he wote his
i nstructions down on pieces of paper, which he inmediately
burned, but that was probably just gossip. Watever, we got to
know very little about the extraordinary situation we’d found
ourselves in. Nobody was particularly bothered, either, and so
we lived like that, sitting in our roons, placid and free of

pain, waiting for the group discussions to enliven us, always

wi th the Blue Boy present.



Personally, | was keen to take part in these sessions, as that
was the only way for me to be close to Anna. | know it’s sick
and puni shable, but | quietly dreaned of having the power Eyes
had, being able to possess Anna just as brutally as he’d taken
Ula. | hear Ula' s voice quavering with fear, but also with
unsuppressed excitenment, when she spoke of that April evening
I n Copenhagen; | was wth her in the deli, walking to the bus
stop, | was in her flat and saw what He did to her. But

al t hough her descriptions were so vividly suggestive, it had

only happened to her, so we listened with a certain disbelief.

29.

One day, when she had shut the door of her room Anna felt
sonet hing soft rub agai nst her ankle. She froze. It was a cat.
She had not noticed it in the corridor, had not seen it before
anywhere. It was ginger like Sis, her favorite cat from
Jesenik, and its purr was |ike clockwork. Touching it was
enough to wind up its spring. Anna was not sure whether it was
permtted to keep a cat in the room so whenever the servant
brought her neals, she hid it in the bathroomjust in case.
She called it Secret, but when she found herself shouting
‘Secret, Secret’ she realized it would not be a secret nuch

| onger. She changed its nane to a tune she had just heard sung



by a tenor on a gondola. She hunmed ‘ Vol are’ and the cat

appeared by her side. It was clearly a nusical cat.

One day Anna heard footsteps in the hall, and tried in vain to
| ocate the cat. And then it happened. Wien the servant |aid
the tray on the table, Volare |leapt fromthe closet straight
at his neck. The servant’s eyes al nost popped out, his face
swelled up, he fell to his knees, rolled over and had a fit of
epi | epsy. Hi s close-cropped head battered agai nst the fl oor,
and Anna barely nmanaged to shove a pillow under it. The fit
was so violent that the servant |ost consciousness and thus
had no recollection of the cause of the attack. So the cat

stayed with Anna.

She spent hours looking into its wde eyes, seeing the dormant
wi |l dness in them Set in the front of the predator’s head to
focus its sights stereoscopically on its prey, Volare s eyes
were as nesnerizing as the pair of gray pupils that had
brought her to the palazzo. Volare was extrenely | azy and
rested for twenty hours a day, the same as a full-grown |ion.
Anna coul d not understand how it could sleep for so | ong.
Thanks to her insomia, she felt an affinity with the
frightened roe, or nore the giraffe, which drops off to sleep
for at nost ten mnutes, head | eaning against the fork of a
branch. Anna tried a simlar way of sleeping, with her chin

resting on a cornice, windowsill or the back of a chair.



Exhaust ed through | sck of sleep, Anna dared to breach the
subject of “El’ during the next lecture. W d called Eyes *EHl
for sone time now. | can’t renmenber who thought up this new
nanme for the Blue Boy's father, but it inmrediately caught on,
al though nostly in our minds. W were afraid to talk about him
al oud, in case our words sunmmoned himinto being. Thanks to
Anna’ s courage, the subject of El brought about an expl osion
of conceal ed enotions |ike never before. W tal ked over each
ot her, confusedly, loudly interrupting with speculations as to
who he was and what awaited us here. Gerard’ s version seened

t he nost believable--he clainmed El had escaped froma
psychiatric hospital in Germany and ki dnapped the child from
his wife. This didn’'t explain the boy’'s cal mess, even

radi ance, but Anna suggested that EIl had w ped all nenories
fromhis mnd. That was possible. W were living proof of the
power of his eyes, mnd or brain (we didn’'t know exactly

what ) .

Ula was certain that the Blue Boy's nother was the key to
under standing El. When we asked her how she knew, she sinply
replied that she could feel it. And where did El get a

pal azzo? We didn’t know this either, since when we weren’t on
the piano nobile, we sat shut away in our roons, shutters
nail ed cl osed. So we knew nothing, and this was all the

specul ati on of our exhausted mnds. El had to be very rich to



have a pal azzo, especially in Venice, right on the G and
Canal . But why kidnap and inprison us? He coul d obviously
afford to enploy a teamof tutors for his son, naybe even

better specialists and teachers than us.

“Any banker |ooking at El would hand over all the noney from
his safe,” declared Hette, “but he doesn’t need noney. Al he
has to do is | ook the palazzo’'s owner in the eye, and the

pal azzo is his.”

Hette had worn his father’s cap since his affair with Ula
had brought sonme life into him Now he pulled it down over his
eyes and pretended to hypnotise us. Ul a | aughed | oudest, but
her | aughter stopped short when the servant silently swept the

Bl ue Boy fromthe roombefore the lecture could finish

W sat in silence, not really know ng what to do. Should we go
straight to our roons, or wait for the boy to conme back? Ul a
was the first to get up, Hette foll owed her. Others gradually
| eft, heavy and dull, with heads bowed. | went out |ast, right
behind Anna. | don’t know how it happened, but on the stairs a

mracle occurred--Anna slipped and fell straight into my arns.

This time, there was nothing that could stop ne. | kissed her.
She responded by enbracing nme and biting ny lower lip. | was
happy. | could feel the warm sweet taste of blood in nmy nouth

and wasn’t even aware that the mracle had conme to an end and

an unknown force separated us. | crept back to ny cell, torn



bet ween feelings of despair and joy. That was our only Kiss,
which | later went over and over in ny mind as | sat alone (in
bet ween counting drips fromthe faucet, and the cosm c baths |
took to observe the Universe). Alone, but still touching ny

| ower Iip and watching Anna on the screen of ny closed

eyel i ds.

30.

Way are you hurting ne, destroying nme with your cruelty? Once
we were together, so close. | used to touch you before falling
asl eep, and when you slept | delicately stroked your forehead
and blew off the hair that tangled over your face. | was with
you ny dearest until you turned your back on ne and condemed
me to a renewed non-existence. Don’t you know that the only
chance to keep ne alive is your thoughts? Have you forgotten
that only the sight of you can save ne from not hi ngness, and
you, oblivious to our shared nonents, betray ne with that

di sgusting Dutchman through the wall....?

Ul a stopped reading and put the letter down on the table.
“That’s absurd!” she said loudly. She | ooked in disbelief at
the yell owi ng sheet of paper covered in faded quill-witten
wor ds. Johann had been dead for three hundred years, and apart
fromthat, how had he got the Venetian address? She read it

repeatedly, crying every tinme he asked her to think about him



nore often. She knew it was inpossible. The dead don't wite

| etters, but Johann had descri bed her nost personal
experiences in such detail that it was difficult to remain

al oof fromit. Maybe El had planted the letter? He was the one

who controlled the thoughts of those inside the palazzo....

She read the letter once nore, and once nore w ped away the
tears. She felt guilty. The m xture of sadness and
enbarrassnment at Johann knowi ng of her strange affair with
Hette suddenly evaporated to be replaced by sheer horror.
Sonmeone knew all her thoughts, even the nost intinmate ones.
Paral ysed wwth fear, she didn't nove fromthe table all night.
In the norning she took a bath. Then, returning to her room
she found a doll on her bed. It had a blue dress and ri bbons
pinned in its platinumcurls. She recognized it inmediately--
it was her favorite childhood doll, the nost beautiful one.
The one she’d wanted to turn into. A gift fromher father for
her fifth birthday. She could even renenber the snmell of his
stiff collar as he kissed her and wi shed her a happy birthday.
The starched collar hurt his delicate skin, so he had stuffed
rolls of col ogne-soaked cotton wool under it. But the doll had
vani shed when they noved to Copenhagen just before her
father’s death. U la had been eighteen then, had gotten a

pl ace at university, and was reading all the nmyths of the

wor | d.



The doll fromher father and the letter from Johann. She
couldn’t understand any of it. Looking over the doll’s angelic
features, she realized she wouldn’t like to be it any nore. It
was hard to explain why, but now the doll rem nded her of
Anna--1like her, it blatantly announced to the world, “Look how
beautiful I am admre and adore nme, or die.” She tossed the
doll onto the bed and lay down to think it all over, but the
dol |l refused to | eave her in peace. She didn’t want it near
her, even under the bed. She’'d put it in her bag and dunp it
sonmewhere on the first floor, or else give it to Anna and tel
her it |ooked like her. Yes, that’'s what she’d do, that would
be the best revenge. But the letter, what should she do about
the letter? She could no | onger make | ove to Hette through the
wal | . She’ d spoiled everything. Wiy had she betrayed Johann?

“Why am | such a whore?” she asked al oud.

A thought crossed her mnd: “Maybe | wote the letter to

nysel f...Wen, though? I would know, wouldn’t I...In ny sleep?
But the quill? No, it nust have been El, that damm rapist.”
She’ d had enough--Johann’s letter, her secret relationship
with Hette being exposed, her darling doll that had becone the
overbearing Anna. No, that was really enough! She turned onto
her stomach and sobbed. She’' d decided. Now she would lie in
bed and suffer. Yes, exactly as she’d done before. Not for

ot hers, though, for herself.



