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Eqrem Basha

by Vasil Tuchkov
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On The Fly

Poetry
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Dimension
Flora Brovina
With the tape it measures,
And with the tape it measures
My waist and right arm,
With the tape it measures,
Crawling up my spine,
Rib for rib
As I stand erect,
And with the tape it measures
My long hair and bare shoulders,
Taking a furtive glance of toes
On naked feet,
With the tape it measures
Droplets slithering down my body,
Down my brow and down my cheeks,
I stay put
I don’t go out, I don’t go in,
I don’t go out, I don’t go in,
And with the tape it measures
My bare physique,
My stubby limbs,
No, please, not the head,
And with the tape it measures,
Overlooking nothing,
Missing not a hair,
It puts a noose around my neck
To fashion me a collar
And makes me clothes to its dimensions,
Soaking wet I shiver,
With the tape it measures,
And with the tape it measures,
Nothing can I conceal from it
Neither brow, nor curves, nor belly,
Neither fever, nor blood, nor sweat,
To swat a Fly can be a lesson in futility... The fly’s Head controls its muscles in precision flight at speeds faster than the blink of a human eye, let alone the swoosh of a swatter...

It sees it all,
My whole physique, oh,
But not the tears
Below the lashes, no,
For these there is no tape,
And so the clothes will not be fashioned
To its own dimensions.

[Përmasë, from the volume Mat e çmat, Prishtina: Rilindja 1995, p. 79, translated from the
Albanian by Robert Elsie and first published in English in Flora Brovina, Call me by my
name, Poetry from Kosova in a bilingual Albanian-English edition, New York: Gjonlekaj 2001]
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Untitled

Untitled

Milan Petkovich
I met her for the first time at the bus station
Two traveling bags
And a little bit of music during the journey
Drivers are not men of good taste
We agreed only on this
She was so sweet and warm
I forgot it was winter
But then she ran
And the more I try
To bring her back from the old records
The more it snows
And I will never
Forgive the clouds for that

Milan Petkovich
For me, there is always a warm smile
And the same old half-pint
You bring it and leave
Only past the ashtray
Do I manage to steal
A glimpse
I walk a verse from my heart to the hands
But the thoughts are chained
They cannot cope
And then you come again
Wipe the table of the lost souls
You smile and leave
I don’t have a heart of a soldier
But one day I will be a poet
Maybe you will notice me then
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Legato

On You There’s Salt
Polina Slavcheva

Anton Baev
How all things here fall in their place
And image truly corresponds to essence;
The furrow follows a preceding trace,
Just like in grammar future follows present.
Eternity and rain become allies
In rainbow’s momentary ignis fatuus,
And gravitation in my body lies
Upon the gentle glide of the legatos.
There’s dust upon my soul—I brush it down
And let the light into its murky closet
Where spiders spin and weave and the topping crown
Over every sunrise
And every
Sunset.

On you there’s salt and spume,
Sand and water
Where have you dwelt?
I kiss you -Splash
You try to syllable my name when naked
But you cannot, then silently spit out every letter
Puddle remnants of my mud and sand
Remain uncaught
Windows sing silent.
Morning thickens wet and curls in pools.
The clocks are dripping.
Light thickens into hoops, ray by ray
And swathes around you deadly -Daggers of unwanted love
Your soul’s now flapping dry and tortured
Under questions
Deep-sea current
Underwater rock
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...retatws a fo hsoows eht enola tel ,eye namuh a fo knilb eht naht retsaf sdeeps ta thgilf noisicerp ni selcsum sti slortnoc daeH s’ylf ehT ...ytilituf ni nossel a eb nac ylF a taws oT

8

Man Ray

Nikita Nankov
“Looking back at your life, what would you say satisfied you most?”
“I think women.”
~ From an interview with Man Ray
paint pain
love’s over
he’s not over
lovely Lee’s lips of lost lust
lover over
observant observatory
pain peint
19-20 June 2002
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Exhausted Confession
Venera Fileva

I arrange the words
on the sheet of paper
with the faded thrill of a butterfly
two hours before it dies,
burned from the caress
of the lanterns
I hang out the words
like washed out clothes –
clean from all emotions,
smelling sweet and fresh,
but being all worn out
and patched…
On the small squares
of the paper,
I arrange the words like the picture
of a jigsaw puzzle
But the pieces are too small
and look too much alike;
I confuse their places / word order /
and all I get
are some hazy declarations…
At last I arrange them like…
…like autumn leaves,
because it’s not important
which one will be put first
So now I’m staring at the paper
where some “I love you” stands quite
prominently / out of place /
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Adrian Nicolae

Photography
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Elisaveta Gecheva
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Adrian Nicolae

Elisaveta Gecheva
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So-called Best Friends
Viktorija Butlevska

Prose
To swat a Fly can be a lesson in futility... The fly’s Head controls its muscles in precision flight at speeds faster than the blink of a human eye, let alone the swoosh of a swatter...

Her hands were cold. She used to say her feet were cold but never said anything about
her hands. Her mother and I gave her a bath. Emma was my best friend but that was
the very first time I saw her naked. I never understood why, but her mother insisted on
washing her with hot water. I thought Emma would not feel the difference even if we
gave her a bath in ice-cold water. My job was to keep Emma still in the tub while her
mother washed her not only with water but with numerous kisses as well. After all she
was her only child and she loved her. Emma’s father was waiting on us impatiently so
he can brush her long brown hair for the last time.
We dressed her in the most stunning dress. White as the snow that started falling that
same day, ornamented with pads from real roses. I think that was the only time I was
jealous of Emma, she had all the attention, like she was a bride and that was her wedding day. As soon as we put Emma in the center of the room, like she would want, to
be center of everything, people started coming to see her. Dressed in black, holding
flowers and candles, some kissed her, others hugged her, but I could not. I just stood
in the corner of the room and stared at her. Emma was not a bride nor was she getting
married. At one point I got the urge to walk up to my best friend and scream at her for
not telling me her secret, but her mother said “it’s time.”
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Vasil Tuchkov

Floating notes carried the sounds of the bossa nova throughout the main saloon, the
corridors, and up to the ladies room. The gentlemen’s toilet was silent. It had always
been like that; foundation walls traced its limits, and kept it safe from all noise.
He had been thinking of the toilet and its silence for the last half an hour on their way
to the restaurant, “excuse’ moi,” the “Cabaret & Dining Saloon,” as she insisted on
calling it. After all, they weren’t just some locals. Maybe she was right but he still craved
for that desperate suck on the cigar.
As they took their seats, he felt the eye-pin of the seated ones all over him, and caught
their tittle-tattle buzzing under the melody. Undoubtedly only at his expense. He was
the appetizing one, for she had backbone; the weak are easy to scent. Maybe they were
also right, maybe he liked being dominated - he didn’t really mind, or care.
Finally here. Just in time for our favorite song. Destiny favors us; wouldn’t you
say so, my dear? – Smiled the man, as he pictured the solitude of the lavatory.
Would you like a menu, sir?
He looked up at the waitress. She had a blank expression over the harelip, hands on
waist, menu under arm, and still, except for the toecap of her tinsel-dancing slipper,
tapping on the parquet pattern. She was white, though most of the staff was black.
-    
Oh, my, no need for that. We’re regulars. Just tell Sebastian to prepare the
usual. We’ll be having red tonight, right, dear?  
The waitress narrowed eyes:
That all?
Certainly seems enough for now.
No ashtray?
Ah… Certainly not. No smokers at this table, thank you.
The woman arched back as she walked, chattering hoofs sturdily, and fluttering arms
like a crabbed kid, doing the impossible to radiate her resentment.
Did you see that? How rude! I absolutely agree on this one with you, darling.
She must be new. Won’t stay long with that attitude, service is everything here, as
you said, Mon Cherie. And, you know what I call her type… She’s getting a tag, any
moment now… Nothing but Royalty in exile. Banished out of her reigns, forced to
do what she does now. Ah, indeed, such unfairness… A persona like her, much too
superior to us peasants, she’s sentenced to serve. A goddess among heretics. So cruel,
destiny could be…. “…When a love affair is over…”

Laughter erupted at their table as he accompanied the end of the song in a dramatic
voice. The curtain trembled impatiently; someone behind it was preparing for performance. He had little time before the next ebony queen dethrones her predecessor, and
gives voice to the band; when the new song starts he would be anchored to his seat by
her majesty, Love.
Who’s the funniest husband in the world, eh! I got a lot more where this came
from but first… The little boy’s room calls for me. If you’ll excuse me, my love…
The second he left, his smile died. He felt uncomfortable here, in general, and even
more out of place when she wasn’t around him.
Just a taste of the cigar - that would do the trick; it always did. No longer than ten
minutes – it was enough, and it was all he could steal for himself; just the pre-taste.
Anyway, he was to smoke it for a week before stubbing out the butt for good. His life
allowed him only this much; short portions of pleasure, made more enjoyable through
secrecy… It was enough, he was thankful. Most husbands are caught cheating because
of their voracity.
The only thing he liked in this place was the music and the toilet. A quick glance at the
“elite” guests always left little choice besides the two; unless you were from the breed,
of course, or craved to submit to it. Wannabe puppies, he hated those most.
Knives and forks danced over plates in a jangling rhythm, which even the samba
couldn’t silence. They ate, and devoured - cormorants, dead-focused on prey, trying
to swallow the maximum before a pair of jaws decides to join in. Drolly, the bonnets,
the silk, the feathers and leathers, the gold grinning from vests, knuckles, and ears
– so glamorous, yet so insufficient to cover rot. Carrion pigs – he never got used to
them; maybe it had to do with him being “too down to earth for the requirements of
such society circles,” as his Madame would say. She shared his opinion, and they both
mocked them, however, she also insisted on sharing events with the swine, pretending
to enjoy their company, as they pretended to enjoy their own piggy selves, or everything else for that matter.
The snobbish Brazilian club was one example of diversity; it was the only one in town,
with such music, interior, menu, and clientele, composing a rattling symphony, when
compared to reality; he always went for “local” but this import of culture was her
favorite choice, and eventually had to become his, as well. He had to bear the consequences of marrying a Prima like her. If you want big, you gotta be ready to handle it
– it was his motto. Or excuse.
The corridor was endless. People pushed him on their way back from the toilet; luckily
they were all women, he really didn’t want company. He imagined the silent room, his
escape to a different universe, empty. The Churchill rustled under his fingers as he felt
it through his coat. His mouth dry and ready, he swallowed moisture for the hundredth
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time and slightly cracked lips, just enough for the right ventilation. Soon…
The easiest thing was to pull the cigar out and wait no more. He wanted it more than
all but even more he wanted her happy. And she was strongly against him smoking
“that toxic excrement, locals fold with their filthy fingers.” She made him promise. So
now he only did it in the toilet of the saloon. She never slept; there wasn’t any other
way. The only place she couldn’t see him was this small, isolated room. After all, it was
a place for relieving pressure. “Mon Cherie” was well aware of his constant attempts
to violate his promise, and always kept an eye on him. It was a child’s play for her. She
was everywhere.
Magnificent photograph! Magnificent woman! Just magnificent! – An old dame
cried out in joy as they passed by, hypnotized by the many-faced walls.
Yep, Beatrice was all over. Posters placed in frames hung along the entire corridor.
Sometimes she was with the company, sometimes in a duo, but mostly solo, frozen in
a pirouette like the porcelain statue on a music box. Looking at the poster again made
him give up any thoughts about violating his promise. He couldn’t do it before her
picture - that would be so… insensitive. Besides, her stare was so blaming and full of
contempt; a harsh warden, she was. No, he just couldn’t drop ash before her eyes. Not
now. Not ever.
Our song… “What can one say, when she told me so sincerely.” “How… Was
I to…” Hey! – He bellowed, ready to give the “pig” a headache, when he recognized
who had pushed him.
Martin? – Exclaimed the woman.
Still him. Samantha, what a pleasant surprise.
Wow, it’s really you. It’s been an eternity…
Yeah, long time no see. You look good, though. Your hair is longer. You never
let it grow when we were together…
Well, you know, my career… They gave me lots of male roles because of my
height…
Yes, your career… How is it turning out? Haven’t read reviews lately. After the
Depression people must be crying for entertainment.  
Oh, I gave it up last Christmas. I’m a married woman now, Martin. – She
flashed the gem on her finger under his nose, as if she had forgotten whom she’s
talking to, and was just showing off again to her girlfriends; a moment later she hid it
behind her back, and even blushed.
I never pictured you as the committing type.
Well, we all change. Anyway, how are you doing lately? Sorry I didn’t call, I was
out of the country for the honey… - she stopped, and tried to fix the situation, her
voice was full of feeling – I’m sorry… Are you all right?

He stretched his lips back as much as he could, then barely opened, and gave her a grey
lattice, interrupted by one golden lath; the smile didn’t reach the eyes:
I’m fine, girl! Where’s the Fu-Ne-Ral? You sound awful! Don’t scare me now,
gal!
  Don’t be like that. It’s A-L-R-I-G-H-T, Martin. Grief is something normal...
My husband says…
Your husband! Is he here?
… Uh, yes, but…
Excellent! Magnificent! Since we’re both committed now, we might just as well
introduce our better halves to one another! I know Beatrice would love it! You should
go and sit at our table. I’ll be back in a…
What in the name of God are you talking about, Martin?!
His enthusiasms slowed pace:
What do you mean? Is it so strange for two former lovers to sit at one table as
friends, alongside their partners in life?
Alongside our partners? Me, you, Max, and… Beatrice? Martin? You sure
you’re all right?
Ah, I get it now. I should have guessed it in the first place. Silly me. You’ll never
change, Sam, no matter how much time goes by.
What!
You’ve never liked her! You’ve always envied her success, her popularity! And
then she “catches me in her web?” Your man, in her web! That’s what you used to say,
isn’t it, pumpkin? How insensitive! A woman of your caliber just doesn’t take a punch
like that! Especially not from one of her kind…
Martin… Oh, my… I would never…
Never what! If you’re so changed all of a sudden why not go and tell it to her
face? You never had the guts; it’s always behind people’s backs that you rattle.
Then it’s true. – She mumbled in a trance – I heard rumors but thought… You
really brought her here? Is she here now?
Of course she’s here, did you lose your hearing along with your brain? Or is it
just too fancy of a place for her? Is that it? She comes from a small family, used to be
poor? Yes, poor, as in not Elite! Didn’t play as a child with Chinese porcelain dolls and
her Maman’s stage corset! But guess what? She also didn’t have to bend over to superior and usually settled gents from Carnegie to Tropicana, just to become a second rate
worm-upper. She is the best without the heritage!    
Martin… I’m…
Oh, forget it. You’re not worth it. And if she sees me talking to you… She…  
She might… Au’revoir, Samantis! – He showed her his back without waiting for a re-
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sponse.
He almost ran the last few meters to the toilet; he needed to smoke more than ever.
Going inside shut all noise out; it was now deaf quiet. Bossa Nova still floated in his
head. He was alone.
- Here we go… - he murmured while cutting the bottom of the Churchill - not too
much, not too little, precisely three millimeters; thank god, it was still oily, despite
leaving its humidor bed hours ago; finally, he gently squeezed the coffee colored body
along its length.
Pulling out the matchstick made for the worst experience of the week. One stick left.
As he dragged it alongside the black stripe, trembling in anticipation, he already knew
it was going to snap. It was one of those disturbing itches you get on the back of your
spine before something bad happens. And you know it’s going to happen, nevertheless
you still do it. The universal laws of shit – your dropped butter toast always lands facedown; the single best cigar inside your coat breaks in half; you toy with women, until
inevitably you become the toy; and the freaking last stick betrays you at the pinnacle
of accumulated stress; a long awaited betrayal, too. And it’s always only you, the lucky
bastard, to whom these laws apply.    
He charged through the corridor in a frenzy, knocking people in his way. Making it to
the main saloon, he felt the Churchill, squeezed between his teeth. Darn too late. He
would have swallowed it had it been but an inch shorter. The attempt to hide it was
most unsuccessfully, forcing him to spit the cigar over the table dishes, still attached to
his mouth via strings of saliva.
Tissue, sir? – Offered the waitress, desperately trying to remain polite, as her
supervisors were now examining her from behind the bar.  
He took it but didn’t manage to put it in use, still waving spit-strings like an abominable puppeteer.
- Where’s my wife! – He honked in horror, and used his sleeve instead of the tissue
– Did you see where she went? Did you!  
You’re hurting me, sir! – He noticed the woman’s wrist, clutched in his grip and
let go, leaving ruddy finger marks.
Please! Help me! My wife was just here! She sat here, at this table, in this chair!
Didn’t you see her leave? She couldn’t have… She wouldn’t…
I’m sorry, sir, there was no one in this chair. Maybe my colleagues would
know…
Ask them!
She ran up to the closest member of the staff, and started talking hastily; next to him
was an elder, penguin-like toff, who she kept calling “Masseur Papa,” as he fumed at
her like a plant chimney.

The man sat on the chair, broken and lost, and while he waited thought it might all be
the cigar. Maybe she saw him in the toilet. Worse, maybe she saw him with Samantha.
He searched for his ex to find her at one of the further tables. She was wording in the
ear of bald man, sad-looking, and middle aged, pretending not to be looking in his
direction, which made both of them only more conspicuous. She probably had said
something to Beatrice, there wasn’t another… Ah! That vicious mantis! Gets rid of
males after sucking them dry! The gold digging slapper! The old tags still fit her well!
B. was right about her all along; she was always right! Now, Samantis had to break His
peace, denied the opportunity to have one herself.
Sir? – He was on his feet.
Sir, I asked about your wife. – Continued the waitress, trying to maintain some
distance between them, suddenly it was less of an effort being polite.  
Yes? Anyone seen her?
They all saw the same. There was nobody in your chair. Nothing, except for
your urn, one of the boys just put it away for you. Only for your comfort, they thought
you might be waiting for someone… And it occupied the chair… Some customers
complained it’s depressing, even… To have someone’s… Don’t worry! It’s, it’s over
there by the bar...
His face illuminated. He ran over the woman, knocked a table down, along with its occupants, tripped twice, and finally reached the bar.
To hell with cigars! He had to stop testing her temper.
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Heavy Pants On A Sad Ass
Andrei Rusanovschi

Aeol woke up in a sudden wave of amusement. The drop crawled down the plastic
bottle of some brand-less, no-name shampoo in similarly amused waves, and, giving
up, hit the tiles. Aeol got amused even more and turned his head to the right. Now he
could see his body.
A sac of soaked, soapy garments, laying upside-down on the grid of the squeaky faïence floor. It looked like a floor. Weird… the baggy silhouette hung upside-down, like
a stenciled masterpiece of street-art...
Ah… He knew that last load of suspiciously smelling concoction Jona made him drink
was too much. “Jona? Why was she fixing me drinks?”
Aeol could barely remember anything else from that morning. “And why the hell was I
drinking in the morning…?”
He decided to pull himself together but his baggy pants wouldn’t let him move the
legs. Strange. It felt as if the pants were all soaked in something much heavier than water. Lead? “What a stupid idea, dear, lead is SOLID.” Aeol tried to think of something
else. He soon gave up, as his pose left him little room for deep contemplations.
It smelled funny. Aeol thought it was a familiar smell. He turned his head back down,
as far as he could, and discovered the smell got stronger. “Oooh…. that’s why it’s so
familiar.”
It smelled of faeces. Others called it shit.
Now Aeol felt even more confused. He never thought a man of his respectable age
could shit in his pants. But that explained, to a certain extent, the heaviness of his poor
pants.
At a long last he managed to free his legs from the heavy-loaded and heavy-smelling
piece of cloth. A short cold shower hardly washed out the smell, but it helped with
getting rid of the filth. It was just on time.
His plywood door creaked in bemusement and threw wide open. For a woman’s Jona’s
strike felt pretty strong.
Aeol knew it could only be Jona. He started remembering why she was pouring him
spirit on yesterday’s early morning. And a chilly lingering slug went from his large intestine and crept up higher and a bit to the right into his stomach…
“Aeol. We must do something.” He liked the way Jona pronounced his name. “Eyoowl”
It sounded to him somewhat Greek, although his only connection to his potential
Greek ancestors would be his nose. “Straight and juicy,” Jona sometimes teased him.
To swat a Fly can be a lesson in futility... The fly’s Head controls its muscles in precision flight at speeds faster than the blink of a human eye, let alone the swoosh of a swatter...
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“I know, dear.” He was desperately trying to find a plausible answer to what he had
already figured out for himself to have no answer.
“You don’t. You don’t seem to know.” She hesitated… She hesitated a bit longer…
“And I don’t know either.”
Aeol knew now. He now knew why his pants were full of shit.
It felt the same way on that early morning. Smelly and warm…
Something was wrong when he woke up in their van, parked somewhere in the outskirts of Verona. Nothing really wrong, but it felt out of place. The morning wasn’t
chilly, it actually was warm all right. It’s exactly this warmth that gave Aeol no comfort.
He fixed himself a coffee in the small kitchen, conveniently cuddled at the back of
his van; mostly out of habit, and to give himself some time to adjust. Mornings have
always been tricky on him.
“Jona. Wake up…” Little reaction. “Wake up, something is just not right.”
Jona’s response was short and clear... She had a grip for exhaustive answers.
“Jona, I am serious. It’s too warm in here.”
Hesitation in the silky layers of their bed lingerie, and finally a slight sign of movement. Jona stirred the bed sheets, hardly noticing Aeol’s concerned attention.   
“It is Verona, darling. And it’s August.”
“But it’s 5am… Too early even for coffee.” Aeol colored his coffee with some milk
from the tetrapak they had bought back in Locarno two days ago. “I hope this milk is
still drinkable.”
Jona felt little compassion for him. She also agreed 5am was rather early for anything
but the very activity she was currently engaged in.
“Cabron… I can’t drink this without sugar…” He returned to the front seats and
reached for the glove box. “We had some leftover brown sugar from that… café … in
Ticino… Jona, where did you put it?” He looked through the pile of maps, documents,
postcards… Documents?
“Jona, where are they?”
“Oh, leave me fucking alone. You were terrible last night, and now you don’t let me at
least get my eight hours of sleep! I have no freaking idea where is your damn sugar. It’s
you who spoils the taste of coffee with sugar, remember?”
“Jona, WHERE ARE THE DOCUMENTS?”
Silence. Another one. And another one.
“Aeol. Cut it out. You know I am not up to jokes now.”
“You cut it out! I don’t see the damn documents. I just don’t see them. Do you see
them? Tell me you put them in your purse. You always put stuff in your purse. It’s like
an abyss!” Aeol’s face turned red. His Greek nose turned white.
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“You left the documents in the glove box yesterday. And stop shouting Aeol, please.”
Jona was awake all right now.
He did leave them there. He remembered the police officer asking for his ID in the
middle of what Jona had called “terrible.”
He put them back into the glove box, together with all their money, traveler’s cheques,
recipe of Ticino’s raspberry wine, and a spare condom. Jona didn’t have to know about
that one.
No documents meant the end of their travel. It meant being late for the Euskal Herria
in Bilbao, where Uxue and Amaia booked the entire (and only) floor of their favorite
four-room hotel. It meant spending wrecked time on empty and so necessary talks with
Polizia. It meant tightening up their waists and a drooling and exhaustedly silent trip
back to Spain.
It meant a great ending to a summer that had already proven a good candidate for their
shitiest summer together …
Then it had little to no importance. The early morning made its way threw Aeol’s
minced brains. He thought that at that exact very moment the best thing he could do
was…
… “Jona. When was the last time we had ‘Elena Glinskaya’?”
She had already forgotten that Russian-Tzar’s-wife-sounding combination of two
ounces of peppermint liquore, three ounces of beer, six ounces of honey, all cooled
down to a thin, shiny crust, and served with extreme bitterness.
‘Elena Glinskaya’ was the perfect concoction to give Aeol the maximum of stench,
moisture, viscosity, and relief…
Now, in the smelly ambience of shite-knows-what apartment in the shite-knows what
dark corner of Verona, Aeol’s heavy pants owed their heavy authority to that exact one
‘Glinskaya’’s miraculous abilities. Relief.
Its aftertaste came in handy just on time.
“Aeol? You know I am not gonna take it much longer, don’t you?”
‘Glinskaya’ turned his stiff and cold desire to bang his upper end against the wall into a
smelly, but warm decision to unload the trouble.
He told Jona to fuck off.
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And No Roses for Ivana
Anton Baev

This autumn Ivana felt the fear of death for the first time.
She was 33, without a child or a husband, and with no current boyfriend. She had
changed twenty something men, but only two hung about her for a little longer.
Ivana could hardly stand the weaknesses of the stronger sex. It wasn’t like she was that
fussy, she was just independent. Since the time she was a high school student in Stara
Zagora, she was used to taking care of herself and in the university in Sofia her stereotype of a vulturous young woman was even strengthened.
Men feared her because they considered her stronger than themselves. Those who actually dared to make the first step, found themselves out of her life on the second one.
Ivana chose her lovers without putting too much passion in it. She believed that men
are for use, most of them – only once. She wasn’t offended when some of them
looked upon her in the same way. She had long ago parted with the illusions of a
wretched country girl.
“A woman needs sex as much as a man does,” she used to say in times of boredom,
“and she does not need to play emotions when there are none.”
Instead of making it easier to contact her, this philosophy made her an unconquerable
fortress in the eyes of her colleagues from the architect office. None of them dared to
climb the fortress because he didn’t want to feel like a used condom, thrown off her
towers.
Ivana obtained boyfriends in all kinds of ways and places: in day bars, summer cinemas, trips abroad, swimming pools, fitness centers, even in car washes. First, they had
to be clean, second – attractive, and third – not too tedious. She was rarely wrong in
her estimations because she never expected too much. Least of all, to promise her the
moon.
She never cared how she looked in the eyes of men. Except, perhaps, in the supreme
moment in sex. She would then open widely her eyes and if the man under her was
with closed eyes – he was used for the last time.
Her two longer relations were with men who often traveled. They themselves never
wanted commitment, but sex and a partner to talk to at ease, without fear of screwing
up. Ivana wanted the same, and that’s what made these relationships complete. For a
while.
She broke with the first one after about a year, catching him in a lie. He was supposed
to be abroad, but happened to be in one of the night clubs, holding a blonde. Ivana
...retatws a fo hsoows eht enola tel ,eye namuh a fo knilb eht naht retsaf sdeeps ta thgilf noisicerp ni selcsum sti slortnoc daeH s’ylf ehT ...ytilituf ni nossel a eb nac ylF a taws oT

30

31

wasn’t against the change, but she was against being lied to. She threw him out of her
life, regardless of the “sweety” and “never again.” She didn’t even admit feeling sour
because he was a decent man. Decent for more than a year!
Things were different with the second one. Everything was on schedule at first: robust
sex, eyes opened on time, no fake moans, moving and sweating, a reasonable conversation without the usual pointless explanations, bye, don’t call me till Thursday, I’m busy
at the moment, bye, and don’t you come to me with roses!
But instead of roses, after several months, he popped up with a brunette. He offered
her a threesome without ado. Ivana accepted both because of curiosity and because
she didn’t want to discredit him in front of the other. He was a nice guy – didn’t try to
lie to her.
After they finished and sent off the brunette (nobody remembered her name anyways),
under the shower, Ivana told him that next Thursday she would arrange the threesome.
Bye. Bye. And no roses!
On Thursday, when he rang the doorbell, a long-haired, smoothly-shaved young man,
at least ten years younger than him, opened.
“Do you like my choice” – called Ivana from the bedroom.
She heard the front door shut and she got it that this relationship was over.
She was without a man for some time. She didn’t feel like having sex. For the first time,
she was feeling odd. She didn’t know exactly how, but she felt something was missing.
After a few weeks the emptiness grew deeper and deeper. She tried with one or two,
but it didn’t lead to anything. For the first time it didn’t work out in the bed. She just
didn’t like it. She couldn’t turn herself on. She was annoyed and asked herself whether
she wasn’t becoming frigid. She waved away with hand, wrapped her housecoat close
about her and poured herself a good deal of bourbon.
After a few more weeks she saw that she couldn’t concentrate. Small things made her
nervous. A pencil dropped by a colleague. The blunt jokes of one of the many taxi
drivers. The queues in the shop. She started forgetting the dates which she was supposed to pay her bills: electricity, water, phone, mobile phone, cable, Internet.
She was 33, a long way off from the warm and cold waves, the cool streams of life.
But for the first time she was out of control and she couldn’t answer why.
Ivana who had a ready answer to everything understood that there are questions without an answer. Was this the middle-age?
It was then when Ivan appeared.
He was past the forties, but looked 30-35. Ivana was wrong about a man’s age for the
first time. But recently there were too many things happened to her for the first time.
She asked herself whether she was not turning back into that childish country girl who
was raped the very first time she went to a disco. She had erased that from her memo-

ries, but there it came out, suddenly.
She saw him on the street: short hair, slightly streaked with gray, warm eyes with only
just noticeable veinlets around them, a straight nose, thick lips and tight, prolonged
thighs. Ivana dropped the portfolio with projects which she carried under her armpit
and when she bent to pick it up, she was overwhelmed by his hands. She had dreamed
of such hands: strong, with long, straight fingers and nicely shaped fingernails. Ivana
desired these hands.
But when Ivan handed her the portfolio, she felt, for the first time, she didn’t know
what to say to him, her mouth locked with nine keys, all of which were thrown into the
bottom of her damn fortress. She was ready to bash the towers of this fortress with
her head, to knit a rope out of her hairs and to let herself down to him, to hug him
in front of all the people on this small street and to tell him how long she had waited,
how much she had dreamed this Ivan, how much she wants, really wants him to be the
father of her children…
But when she looked up, he was gone. The September wind was chasing her projects
on the sidewalk and they were blending in with the weary yellow leaves of the trees,
with the dust, with the fags and with the pieces of tin-foil from the chocolates of the
kids playing in the park across the street.
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The Snail’s March Towards The
Light Of The Sun
Eqrem Basha

From half a metre away, everything on the dingy whitewash of the damp wall - all the
stains, the finger prints, the droppings left over by the flies and the cobwebs, - resembled a grandiose painting which evoked a myriad of associations - new and repeating
forms as well as amazing ghostlike shapes. Was it the murky drops of water trickling
downwards, was it the dampness of the wall itself, or was it rust from the reinforced
steel which had made its way to the surface? It could also be mildew, moss or lichens,
which would thrive under the favourable conditions offered by such a tiny room. It
was, at any rate, a strange and enticing world which enabled him to forget the shooting pain in his ribs. His heavy, weary eyes seemed to be searching in the filth for the
reason, or one of the reasons for his presence there. There must certainly be a reason
somewhere in that sombre and airless hole.
There seemed to be no one else present in the room, but he had been given orders not
to turn around, and he followed them strictly.
At one point, he heard the door creak open. A slight breeze wafted over his body.
Someone had entered. One, two or several people. He could hear steps of varying
intensity and felt for a moment that someone, one, two or several people, were standing right behind him. He heard someone, one, two or several people, breathing and
then the steps fading away. They wandered off in the space he imagined to be behind
his back. Somewhere not far away from him a light flashed. Tobacco smoke then
spread through the room, a smell which seemed to revive him somewhat. He raised
his head to catch a whiff of the smoke, his eyes followed the trickle of water in the
corner of the room up to where the wall met the sloping ceiling. The more he looked
upwards, the less prints of bare feet could be seen on the dingy whitewashed surface.
He stretched his neck a little as if to open the pores of his weakened body to the fresh
air which had entered the room through the open door. But this time, all he got was
thicker smoke which smothered him like a fist of cotton wool. He took a deep breath,
inhaling smoke into the depths of his lungs, and now felt the shooting pain all the
more.
The person who entered the room, or one of them, then departed. The door closed
and the fresh air was gone. But the tobacco smoke became more and more intense. He
could hear various steps in the distance once again, way behind his back. There were
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two of them, or perhaps three. Yet, no one spoke a word and, although it was not absolutely still in the room, silence reigned heavily, as if beside a pond of stagnant water.
The tobacco smoke brushed against his eyelashes. It singed them ever so slightly, calling for tears that had long gone dry. One of his fingers moved. He cast his eyes down
at the bruised and blackened hands which were folded over his tightly pressed together
knees. He endeavoured to move his fingers, but to no avail. They remained flat and
unmoveable, like pieces of meat glued to his naked knees. Further down towards his
bare feet, he saw his toenails, discoloured and far too long. Under the little toe of his
left foot was a pool of dried blood which had formed around him. Its dark ruddy hue,
now with a tinge of pale yellow, made him quiver and struck a nerve on the ridge of
his foot. The involuntary movement broke the crust on the recently coagulated blood,
causing it to move - the snail which had taken refuge in the slimy shadow of his battered body. It moved.
“We always lean them against the wall. Why did we leave this one on the floor here
turned over?” someone asked. Was it the one who had remained in the room, or the
echo of the other one who had just gone out? “Why don’t we just get rid of him?”
intoned the voice with the sentence he had heard so often recently. So there were two
of them, or perhaps three or more. The cigarette smoke became thicker and filled his
lungs.
“Let him shit his pants first,” said one of them. The first, second or third of them.
In fact he had just pissed his pants full and the sentence suddenly made him aware of
the strong burning sensation he had felt between his thighs, drenched with the sticky,
salty urine. Perhaps he could move a little, just raise himself up enough to unstick the
material from his bruised thighs. No, he wasn’t allowed to. All movements were strictly
watched, or to put it more exactly, forbidden. And thus he lay, cramped in the position
he was in. Not daring to move his eyes from the pool of blood, he stared at a drop
of urine which glided down his shinbone until it came to rest. The footstool with its
wicker seat, crooked and shaky as it was, would betray any movement, so he had to
keep his balance, remain immobile. But this presented no great difficulty because his
body was stiff now anyway.
The door opened again and someone entered the room. Or someone left. He couldn’t
tell the difference. At a distance behind his back he could hear whispering but could
not distinguish what was being said. They seemed to have reached an agreement.
Perhaps something was going to happen. He listened attentively and endeavoured to
understand what had taken place. He heard paper and something like the scratching of
a pencil. It sounded as if someone was signing a document, a signature at the end of a
decree. An order had possibly come and they had to fill out forms or sign declarations.
A badly worded sentence had been crossed out or a new one had to be added. They
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had reconsidered the matter.
He seemed to hear someone say: “Why don’t we chain him to the wall?”
The glistening snail bathed in its slime had advanced somewhat. It had now reached
the corner of the room, near the lower, dark-coloured part of the wall where the
footprints were the clearest. It was the only point which shone in the dark. Its shell
rose like a Tower of Babel over the rotten floorboards which held back some of the
moisture oozing down the wall through the mildew. It advanced slowly, shining like a
glowworm under a spiral vault and without paying the slightest attention to what was
happening around it. It was a volute among a thousand scarabs from some distant
sphere, slithering forth in the ubiquitous mould and dampness, the sweat of the world,
through nettles and over cold stones. But what was this gastropodous hermaphrodite
doing here in front of his aching eyes? From what dark hole had it emerged? And in
what filthy corner of the wall did it intend to lay its eggs, only to become the ancestor to generations of such beings slithering about in the very same filth, with the very
same persistence and eternal patience, leaving behind them glowing trails, rays of slime
betraying the paths taken, constantly inseminating, fertilizing itself and then depositing
in the wall, from out of the right side of its head, the fruit of its hope?
In the slanting ceiling above him, right over the scarlet wounds on his now shaven
skull, there was a tiny window which was never opened. The angle at which the rays
of light fell upon the wall enabled him to tell the time of day, even to the exact hour
on occasion. Now in the late afternoon, the rays fell obliquely through the window so
that the light was at the very level of his eyes. It was like a shining white rectangle in
which all the filth, stains and streaks on the damp wall had miraculously vanished. This
surface of light which stemmed from and seemed to belong to another world was like
a fairy tale garden with terrifying decorations and ornaments made of peeling whitewash, filth, fingerprints and footprints, remnants of thousands of other lives right in
front of him, constantly changing. There was almost no movement on the white surface. It was pure magic, a surrealist world of dreams and illusions, pure and unadorned,
but containing all the hidden structures and impressions of a white painting in a frame.
There, he could see his own little world, and projected all of his dreams into it. There
he called to mind everything real which he had not believed, or everything believed
which had not been real. He could cast flashes of light, bolts of lightning, magic
sparkles at it, transforming it into a thousand hues even more resplendent, otherwise
hidden from his sombre world.
The officer then entered the room, accompanied perhaps by someone else. One of
them, at any rate, held a higher rank because he could sense the unease and hear the
shifting movements in the little room. There was a clack of heels and then silence,
broken at last by the officer with his rough and ominous voice

“Pomozhbog.”
“Pomozhbog!”
Silence once more, and then the officer spoke out again:
“Has he moved?”
“No,” was the reply.
“Is he still holding out?” he asked again.
“Yes,” came the answer.
“Has he been groaning?” he asked.
“Yes,” they responded.
“Doesn’t matter.”
He could hear footsteps. Probably an inspection. The crack which accompanied the
footsteps probably stemmed from the whip which the officer was wont to beat in the
palm of his hand all day long.
“It stinks in here,” he said.
“Let’s set him against the other wall,” someone proposed.
“He’s not allowed to,” was the frigid and sullen reply.
“He can’t see much.”
“Why do we lean all of them against the wall and this one with his face to it?”
“That’s what the order says.”
“Yes, sir.”
The officer left the room, beating the whip in the palm of his hand as usual. The steps
echoed behind him in the little room. Perhaps the others had left the room, too. One
of them, two or three.
For a long while he could hear only his own light breathing. He felt the biting pain in
his ribs. Neither the big maps and pictures he had observed on the wall in front of
him, nor the footprints, nor the traces left by the raindrops trickling in through the
window down the wall through the mildew and the mould would be able to help him.
It was evening now. His bones were awake and his wounds had opened. Only the trail
left by the snail glistened now on the sombre surface of the wall. The shell carried on
upwards towards the ceiling, towards the shining window which had now grown dark,
and towards the sun which had most certainly gone down by now.
In the shadow of his bare right foot, a little spider was silently weaving a web by attaching colourless strands between his foot and the wall. The web stretched to the leg
of the stool. But he was too weary to watch it. His neck had become a rusty, ungreased
axle. He watched the last drops of urine trickling down his thighs, causing the dry skin
to itch. He saw the spider from the corner of his eye as it, unconcerned, continued to
spin its web, a home built to last a thousand years. Given the state his body was in, it
would at least be able to enjoy part of its retirement there.
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The shining patch on the wall had vanished. There was darkness everywhere. Behind
his back he heard a slight cough, enough to remind him of the presence of the night
watchman.
Night had fallen, just as it had so often before. The shining patch on the wall was gone
and forgotten, and all the stains had vanished. No footprints could be seen and no
noise was to be heard. The pain in his ribs had returned with a vengeance, as had the
burning sensation in his chest, the ache in his back and the numb feeling in his legs.
The wall had closed in upon him, like the curtain at the end of a play before the lights
in the theatre went on. The glistening snail had probably retreated into its shell or continued to march up the infinitely long wall in search of the sun.
Another day rose behind his back. The curtain opened and the performance began
anew. The maps, the trickling water, the stains, the footprints, the lines and traces left
over in the peeling whitewash appeared once again. The number of footprints had
increased, or his eyesight, which had been weakened by the long night, could only see
the part of the wall where they were most prevalent. What was definitely new was the
network of slimy trails which the snail had left behind it during the night. And it was
quite substantial. The wall now looked like the roof of a tent made of coarsely woven
silk. Perhaps the poor snail had lost its way in the moonless night, or the setting of the
sun had confused its sense of orientation. But nothing seemed to have stopped it. It
covered the whole surface of the wall and was now stationary in the middle, unmoved,
right at the level of his eyes. It was exhausted or was perhaps stopping momentarily to
gather strength.
The shining rectangle was now somewhere behind his back. The light would later fall
obliquely over his body and cast the shadow of his torso down towards his feet, reminding him of the paintings of Francis Bacon. Later, the rays would fall on his knees
and on the lower, filthiest part of the wall, before they gradually rose towards the top
and brought another day to its inevitable conclusion. But today, there was something
new: the network of trails which the snail had left behind glistening in the sun’s rays
like filigree, had almost blinded his sight. It was so beautiful that it made him forget
the shooting pain in his ribs and the wounds which covered his body. He could hardly
hear the noise and the shuffling of feet behind his back. The breeze which wafted over
him every time someone entered or left the room, the tobacco smoke, and the noise
of papers and documents were all now insignificant, were no longer part of his world.
The rectangle of light, now right in front of his eyes, sparkled like a waterfall of emeralds and diamonds. The light fractured into a whole spectrum and created one picture
after another. In the corner, the snail, now revived, set forth on its definitive, straight
and unimpeded course towards the sunlight. The rays of light wandered upwards and
forced him to raise his head a little. All the while, the usual words were being ex-

changed behind his back:
“Is he holding out?”
“Yes.”
“Has he moved?”
“No.”
“Any groaning?”
“Yes.”
“No matter...”
Behind him, too, were footsteps shuffling back and forth, the beating of a whip in the
palm of the officer’s hand, the draught when the door opened, the smell of tobacco,
a coming and going. Back and forth, paper and the scratching noise of a pencil. Steps,
more steps. Someone came into the room, then another, a third. One of them went
out and one came back in.
“Why do we lean all the others against the wall and this one with his face to it?” another one asked.
“Why don’t we put him out of his misery?”
“I want him to shit his pants in horror first,”
The usual, insignificant conversation. The drops of urine had dried up. No more followed. His breathing slowed down. He lay unmoved. The crooked and shaky footstool
with its wicker seat and no back made no more noise, and the white rectangle with
the bedazzling, glistening trails left behind by the snail filled him with new joy. He did
not know when he had last eaten. Sure that he would hold out, he became awesomely
courageous as he lay in front of the eternal wall.
“Kill me! What are you waiting for?” he might have said, had he had the strength. But
it was of no importance. Beyond the glistening trails there was no more wall left. He
felt something glide over his neck, something which gave him new strength and energy.
He plunged into the silken cords, into the blinding light, and sank. Further and further
he fell. What floor was he on now? From what heaven had he come? He could feel no
ground under him.
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The Vicious Circle

Good Times Are Coming

Herbert did not take his eyes off the ground as he crossed the street. The prospect
of him getting run over by a car did not worry him as much as the prospect of meeting someone he knew and having to talk to them, or even worse, having to talk to
someone he didn’t know. He preferred to go unnoticed, to blend in the crowd, never
to attract any attention to himself. Of course, it was next to impossible to blend in
the crowd with his favorite light-green checkered shirt. It was not his favorite though.
A few weeks ago, he had entered a store where a sweet young woman had gone out
of her way to try to find something that he would like. By the time Herbert had realized there was nothing in that store for him, he had wasted so much of the woman’s
time that he felt compelled to repay her in some way. A hundred and fifty dollars was
a small price to pay for not feeling awkward in her presence. He did, however, end up
feeling uncomfortable and ashamed that he had spent all this money on something that
he did not like. It worried him. Therefore he had made it a point to wear the shirt and
to make it his favorite, even though he hated it because it reminded him of his anxiety.
Then again, he had to remind himself of his anxiety if he was to overcome it. All in
all, it was not all that bad. Somehow he had managed to find someone to love him.
Marla would patiently wait for him at home, ready to comfort him. She made him feel
insecure and afraid, though. But he loved her. He shared all his feelings with her. Still,
that made him feel more insecure. One day she would surely get tired of absorbing
all his emotional burdens, she would leave him, he was sure of it. He even shared that
thought with her, which made him even more apprehensive and insecure around her.  
He had thought about it. It was impossible to share all his vulnerabilities with her and
then feel comfortable around her. But still he did it anyway. The more he shared, the
more awkward and insecure he felt and the more they grew apart. He knew that too,
but he tried not to think about that. If he thought about it, surely he would share it
with her and make things even worse.

One of the things I really want to see, once I get old and senile, and the shadows from
the Valley of Death begin creeping into my dreams, is the mummy of Georgi Dimitrov
floating up the basement staircase, and into my living room, past the bronze statue of
Shiva and the wooden carving of Oshun—I say floating, for Georgi D. is very light,
just skin, some hollow bones, and lots of cotton. He will lower himself on the couch
next to me, and pick up the book I am reading, perhaps Emile Cioran’s The Trouble
With Being Born, or The Temptation to Exist. Savoring the comforting smell of camphor oil, balsamic herbs and embalming wax oozing out of his pores, I will pet Georgi
D. on the shoulder and recall the good old days when I used to visit him every week
at his tomb in the center of town, first with my daycare teacher, and later, with all my
teachers from grade one and throughout high school.
Was I the first dead man you ever saw?, he will inquire warmly, being a great lover of
kids, just like his buddy Stalin, and before that Lenin, and I will nod, with a certain sadness, for meeting death for the first time is incredibly special, in some way even more
special than losing your virginity, particularly when you are four years old and you visit
the tomb of the former Secretary General of the Party in the off hours, when they
do some maintenance on the Body, like pulling cotton out of the stomach, waxing the
cheeks and combing the mustache, that great mustache that scared the Germans shitless.
Dude, man, I can’t believe you pulled that thing in Berlin, learning German in six
months in prison, and representing yourself in a Nazi court, I will tell Georgi D., partly
to show him that people still care. You stood up to fucking Herr Goering, man, that
takes guts!
Georgi D. will smile a modest smile and apply some rouge to his otherwise pale cheeks.
Fucking Germans, he will say, snickering under his gigantic mustache. Let’s have some
boza.
When I am old, I am going to have huge barrels of boza fermenting in my basement.
Boza is a Turkish drink made from ground chickpea, cinnamon, and sugar. Being a
peaceful Muslim tribe preoccupied predominantly with spiritual matters, the Turks
didn’t leave a lot of things standing erect after five centuries of occupation of the Balkans, but they did leave the recipe for making boza, as well as some rather large ossuaries, filled with the bones of Bulgarian and Serb infidels.
I bring two mugs with boza and offer Georgi D. a cigar. He appreciates the gesture, but
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declines politely, citing health reasons.
So did you really burn the Reichstag?, I ask him lighting a cigar.
Hell yes, Georgi D. answers, proud of the fact. The Weimar Republic’s parliament,
man. I burned the Hohenzollerns on the Lustergarten too. I wish I burned the whole
of Berlin. Fucking Germans, man. They killed eight million Jews, and they are still doing well.
Dude, I object, trying not to sound reproachful. You guys killed altogether about fourty million people, and now you share ranks with Tutankhamen and the entire Egyptian
aristocracy.
Well, he sighs heavily, sipping from his boza. I’ve been dead now for what…
Half a century?, I offer.
Right. And you know, when you are dead for that long, your perspective of things
undergoes a lot of changes.
Come on, man, don’t tell me you now believe in reincarnation.
As a matter of fact, I do, Georgi D. consents.
Good bye empirical materialism, then?, I suggest. So what is your standing on Das
Capital now?
Well, Georgi D. begins with a devious smile, I would still fuck Engels, given the opportunity. But Marx’s writing doesn’t interest me anymore. You know, we were young back
then.
Right. You want to go out in my backyard to get some fresh air and play some sickle
pitching?
Georgi D. is delighted. He pulls a ball of cotton out of his left ear, wipes his forehead,
and floats in the direction of the back door, a boza mug in hand.
Sickle pitching is no different than horseshoe pitching, only it’s done with sickles.
When I am old and senile I am going to have lots of sickles and hammers lying around
the house—just for the hell of it—and I am going to play lots of sickle pitching.
Man, Georgi D. exclaims as he rings the pin on his first try, I remember the time I used
to sit around and play chess with that occult guy with the beard, you know who I’m
talking about.
Peter Dunov?, I offer. I know you guys used to live together before the Second World
War.
That’s right, Georgi D. confirms ringing a second sickle. Opulchenska St., 63.
I always wondered how you two reconciled your views, you being a communist, and
Peter Dunov being a mystic, talking about reincarnation and the universal soul and
Love.
Yeah, the guy was loony, no doubt about it. I hear now he is driving a cab in Dhaka,
and has fifteen children, all daughters I am told, which is not good news in that part of

the world. I always said to him, though: no matter which way you take, you always end
up in the same place.
Feeling the heat of the early August sun, Georgi D. pulls his shriveled heart out of
a small opening in his stomach, wraps it up in an old New York Times, and places it
under the doorsteps, in the shade.
I told them I wanted to keep it, Georgi D. confides, ringing a third consecutive sickle.
A man’s got to have his heart.
Chopin, for one, wanted his out, I note. They have it on display in Warsaw. You can go
and see it.
Exactly what I’m saying. Chopin isn’t a man. The guy is a romantic pussy.
I beg your pardon!, I object indignantly.
Georgi D. waves his hands and goes to the basement to fetch some boza. Half an hour
later we run out of sickles and begin pitching hammers. At dusk we’ve run out of boza
and Georgi D. has thrown all the hammers in my neighbor’s backyard. At midnight, as
we finish our hamburgers, which we’ve grilled on the barbeque, Georgi D. steps into
the house, presumably to get some beer, and comes out with an evil look in his eyes.
Don’t fucking tell me you did again!, I scream at him, but I know that it’s already too
late—the house is smoking, and seconds later the tongues of a thousand flames puncture through the roof and soon merge into a gigantic fireball.
I shouldn’t have invited you again, I tell Georgi D, as we both jump the fence. All my
stuff is in there!
Oh, stuff, Georgi D, scoffs. When are you going to grow up? Fire is the only way. Fire
shall set you free.
We’ll see about that, I answer, by way of saying goodbye, and head toward the house
of my sixth consecutive ex-wife, who lives conveniently near-by. I climb the stairs, ring
the doorbell, and immediately burst into uncontrollable laughter. I know what they are
going to say, my ex-wife, her new husband, and my two daughters, when they see me
all ragged, with smoke coming out of my hair. That’s not why I’m laughing, though.
I’m laughing because the fucker forgot his heart under my doorsteps.
I’ll sure as hell remind him of Chopin next time I see him!, I tell my ex-wife as I walk
into the hallway—which is what I tell the paramedics ten minutes later as well, and one
of them can’t help it and starts laughing with me. All wrapped up in an old issue of the
New York Times, man. Is that a way to part with your heart or what? Who is a pussy
now, you know what I’m saying—making fun of Chopin like that. The guy was living
with a lesbian, for crissake! If I were living with a lesbian, I’d want my heart taken out
too.
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reacted swiftly every time.
She placed the plate and cup in front of him with precise professional movements. She
always felt that impressed him, as he observed it attentively every time.
“Here you go. Will that be all, sir?”
“Yes, thank you very much.”
She couldn’t help but smile. It was always “very much.” Not just a plain “thank you.”
“Very much.” “Veeeeeery much.” Her mind repeated that line like a broken record
every time. He liked her. It was obvious. No, no… he liked her “very much.”
She always went behind the bar and acted busy, washing and drying cups and saucers,
polishing spoons and analyzing how huge her nose looked reflected on their surface.
The cafeteria was quiet most of the time. It had a very relaxing, cozy atmosphere. To
her surprise, though, the place never became popular amongst the locals. Probably for
the better – she could give her undivided attention to him. She often stopped to stare
at him as he continued writing, pausing every once in a while to gaze at the crowd, bite
into his sandwich, and have a sip of coffee. He looked so absorbed in his book. She
must be truly inspiring to him. She liked his game – never talking or looking at her,
hiding his fondness. But she had already figured him out. And she played his game,
knowing she would make him even fonder if she never tried to start a conversation.
She wanted to drive him crazy by acting cool and indifferent. And she could feel it
working.
He always finished his entire sandwich and his coffee, leaving the napkin folded in a
triangle and tucked under the cutlery on the empty plate. As if he wanted to show her
how much he enjoyed his lunch.
At around 1 o’clock, he always got up, folded his notebook in two, and shoved it back
into his pocket. He left a € 5 note every time; 75 cents tip. He pulled the coat’s collar
up, and marched out of the cafeteria, his eyes fixed on his shoes, never looking at her.
“Have a nice day, sir.”
“Thank you very much.”
She had already figured him out.
~~~

As If

She watched him enter the cafeteria every day at around 12:30. As if he knew she
always had her shift then. He sat at the same table every time – the small one opposite
the bar, and always picked the same chair – the one facing the window, looking out on
the street and the busy crowd. As if he wanted to sit in her range of vision, but had his
back towards her not to make his interest too blatant. She brought him the menu every
time and every time he scrutinized it for a while. The order, however, was always the
same:
“Black coffee, no sugar, and a cheese sandwich, please.”
“Would you like fries with your sandwich, sir?”
“Yes, please.”
And he passed the menu always staring out the window, never looking at her, never
smiling. She knew he was hiding his attraction, it was obvious. Or maybe he was shy.
But she could definitely sense how nervous he got around her.
He then pulled out his notebook, folded in two and stuffed into the right pocket of his
coat, and scribbled something in it. He had to be a writer. She knew he was a writer.
She always watched him from behind the bar writing something, then crossing it out,
looking at the crowd outside, and writing again. As the coffee trickled into the cup and
she waited for it to fill, she stared at his back and his navy blue coat. How come he
never took his coat off ? He was probably hiding his unironed shirt from her. As if he
was embarrassed she might think him messy or shabby. But she found it attractive.
When taking the order from the kitchen, she always noticed how small the portion of
fries on his plate was. Offensively small. She only noticed portion sizes when she was
serving him. Other customers were merely work. He was a thrill. She felt uncomfortable having to serve him such a tiny portion, but she was even more uncomfortable
complaining to the chef. A Russian guy, Sergey. Butch. Strong. Brutal. He sliced the
bread with a machete. She was very sure he would slice her, dice her, and store her in
the freezer next to the pork chops, should she decide to argue.
While bringing the order to her writer, she was always trying to glance over his notebook and read something. But he always closed it and pulled it away. As if he didn’t
want her to see what he had written. Or maybe he wrote about her. Maybe his entire
book was about her and he came here every day to observe her. She had always dreamt
of being a writer’s inspiration. No matter how quietly she approached his table, she
could never catch a glimpse of his writing. As if he could feel her moving closer and
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He entered the cafeteria every day at precisely 12:32. His lunch break started at 12:30
and it took him exactly two minutes to walk to it from work. He always sat at the same
table – the small one facing the window, the only well-lit spot in that dump, where he
could sit down and write. He always used his lunch break to catch up on work. He
wrote the horoscopes for The Tittletattler – a good-quality daily newspaper, which
to his surprise never became popular amongst local readers. He always looked at the
menu before ordering, but could never find something in it convincing enough for him
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to experiment. So it was always the same:
“Black coffee, no sugar, and a cheese sandwich, please.”
It’s not that he liked the cheese sandwich – he was certain the soles of his shoes tasted
better, but he really didn’t want to ask the waitress about anything else on the menu.
Waitresses were so annoying and were definitely the reason he hated eating out. They
always tried to talk to him, get friendly, and get a larger tip. But he had figured them
all out. Waitresses were the reason he stopped visiting the other cafeterias around the
editorial office. One spilt coffee on his notebook, another wouldn’t stop talking to
him and he couldn’t get his work done, and the last one wanted to read her horoscope
before it was published. They ruined his pleasure of spending lunch breaks away from
the office. The editorial office was too loud and he couldn’t concentrate to write there.
So he used the 30-minute break to find a place, where he could have his coffee, eat
a sandwich, and get some work done. He loved doing that, getting away from all the
hassle, spending time alone with his horoscopes. There were only four suitable places
around and the waitresses at three of them put him off ever going there again. This
cafeteria was his last option to enjoy the lunch break away from his annoying colleagues. He knew it was about time this waitress tried talking to him, he could sense it,
but he acted cool and indifferent to discourage her. And it worked, miraculously.
After ordering, he started writing. He never took his coat off, since one of the waitresses at the previous cafeterias spilt coffee on his shirt and he hated working with a
stained shirt. He absolutely hated looking messy.
As she brought his order, he could see her reflection in the window, always giving him
enough time to pull the notebook away and protect his work from coffee spills. She
tried every time to act like a professional waitress, using moves she had probably seen
on TV. So far she’d never flipped the sandwich on his lap, but he knew it was bound to
happen and he cautiously observed her every time.
“Here you go. Will that be all, sir?”
Cunning, very cunning. But it never worked with him. He always wanted to tell her to
sod off, but he just couldn’t be rude to people. No matter how annoyed or distressed
he was, he could never say what he truly wanted. As if he had a filter that removed foul
words from his language and substituted them with polite ones.
So he thanked her and went back to his work. “Gemini: this is the best day to work
on yourself and realize you are not alone on this planet, you egoistic bitch…” No, no,
Betty, the columnist that took his stapler and never returned it, would realize he was
referring to her. He took a bite of the sandwich and diluted the taste of cheap rubber
with a sip of coffee. He was always glad to find how small the portion of fries was, as
they reminded him of chips of wood dipped in oil rather than fried potatoes. “Cancer:
do not trust all the friendly individuals around you – their intentions might not be as

benign as you think.” He never believed in horoscopes, but he enjoyed the thought
that there were people out there who read them with their morning coffee and planed
their day according to his predictions. Astrology was a mystery to him. But he always
thought of his job as a stepping stone on his way to the editor’s position. “Leo: this
might be the day you have been waiting for a long time now – your hard work will
finally move you closer to your goal. Success is near.”
He always finished his sandwich, because otherwise he would give her a reason to ask
him if he didn’t like his meal. Then he would have to explain he hated it, as he was
never good at lying. And that would mean having a conversation with the waitress. No,
no, he couldn’t allow that to happen. This cafeteria, as repulsive as it was, was his last
lunch break option and he intended to do his best to keep it.
At exactly two minutes to 1 o’clock, he got up and tucked the notebook in his pocket.
He always left € 5 with some tip – just enough to keep her from trying harder and not
too much to discourage her from thanking and bootlicking.
“Have a nice day, sir.”
Nice try. But he was always cool and indifferent. Cool and indifferent.
“Thank you very much.”
He had already figured her out.
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But when exactly?
There’s no such thing as an exact time. There are only intervals. No clock is
precisely accurate! It’s impossible to know if it’s falling behind, or jumping ahead; it has
been corrected by another clock, which was corrected by another one before it, and so
on. Right, but there’s the city clock, huge and placed in the middle of the square, which
regulates all the other ones – you’ll probably say – it surely must be accurate. And
I’ll ask you if this clock has been synchronized by itself, or according to some other
clock outside of town, or maybe even abroad. And we could mark time over and over
but the truth is every clock is being set to the correct time using another clock, until
it comes back to the same clock – thus they’re all In-Corr-Ect. It’s an axiom, and you
can’t argue with axioms. – Spades made a dramatic pause - So, instead, you say, I’ll meet
you between 17:58 and 18:01. That is, if you want to be in time for the real 6 o’clock
meeting, this way, you’ll most definitely snipe it. And you always leave two minutes
for the lower border cause you’d rather be early than late, eh? Again, we meet during
the 17:12 – 17:16 interval, understood? Or just – the fifteen past three interval. That’s
when he’s gone, if we are to trust Queen.
But if you’re right it means no one really knows what time it is!
Exactly!
But that’s… horrible!
And why would you suggest such a thing? If no one knows what time it REALY is, then you shouldn’t worry about being late. As long as you manage to stay in
your intervals everything is going good.
But what about the sun? What about Greenwich?
What about it? I still haven’t seen, nor heard of a machine that calculates
seconds and hundredths according to the sun’s position. And “Greenwich”? Come on!
That’s what they want you to believe!
Who does?
Switzerland! Clock manufacturers! Someone’s gotta believe in time. Otherwise,
the clock prices would go down, won’t they, now? Just drop it; the sun is enough of a
misleading guide to even use it as a day-to-night reference. It fools the eyes, dangling
mirages, twisting light and… shadow. Shadow’s the worst, you never know what dwells

inside it, prowling for nearby pedestrians like you and me. There are other senses besides vision; one should trust those more, although in most cases a man believes what
his eyes tell him. That’s our universal weakness.
Gee, Ace, sometimes you’re so wise that you’re nuts. Has anybody told you
that?
Not yet. But thanks for the compliment, Aardvark.
Why do you keep on calling me that, stop it.
Cause you’re an Aardvark.
No, I ain’t.
Ah, yes you are. An Aardvark, or its epitome, at least.  
What in the world would that be? Is it some foreign swearing cause you know
I don’t like them foreign languages, and I most definitely don’t like fancy swearing, at
least not on my account. No, sir, no foreign language lover here. Just as you say, they’re
nothing but code encryptions, full of blasphemy and traitors’ reports.
It is how they… communicate. Never mind that now. See, an Aardvark is the
most absurd joke of momma nature; it’s so pathetic and meaningless that killing it
would be a waste of energy.
Gee, thanks, Ace. And what’s it look like; I bet its power lies in its speed. Like
with me.
Yeah, well, it reminds of a dog’s penis. Pink and slimy, bald critter, pretending to be an ant-bear; it has the head of a kangaroo, and the feet of a mole – only,
half made for digging, half for running – resulting in a low performance at both; his
teeth are as soft as gummy bears, and loses them daily when decided to bite something
harder than an ant. The only thing it does well is to smell like a curbed fart, and build
huge underground mansions, bathrooms and bedrooms included.
So, I am good at something.
Sorry. That was the only difference between the two of you. And worst of all,
the poor moron’s born an African. How crappy can it get? To make the sap even more
miserable, someone up there decided to give him the habit of doing 7 mile nocturnal
strolls, just to find on his way back that someone – a python, hyena, or even a squirrel
- has overtaken his cozy home. Unable to do jack, the landlord buries himself in the
ground as an act of protest, and stays like that until his air runs out. Then the intruders
eat him.  
Nice. It sounds like Stalin reincarnated, redeeming his former actions. And I
still don’t see the connection with me…
Besides the dog-penis complexion? Don’t play stupid. You know what I mean.
How could you let the bitch kick you out, keep the pre-rented apartment, and even
your bicycle?! At least it happens for the first time!
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Hey, wait. Mona was different. She was my Queen…
The difference was you were married to her, and she took your family apartment, and your car. Heck, her new boyfriend even kicked your ass when you tried to
reach her.
I paid the Gypsy to put a curse on him, if you should know!
And what Queen? The Joker has no Queen; he’s just a low-paid gigolo, doing
both the King and Queen.
I’ll leave, Ace!
A sorry excuse for a man, you are, Aardvark. I wonder if I’m not praising you,
the poor animal at least tries to regain its property. And you can’t dig a hole, except one
inside the ruins of teeth, you have there… Remember, during the 17:12 – 17:16 interval! You’ll be my eyes, the second pair, on my back.
I hope you catch cancer, instead of the Man in Black Suit.
He is cancer. And quit drilling your turnip before you scratch your brain, fiend!
It’s not getting wrinkled.
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Marius Benta
I’m waiting.
She’s a bit plump.
Two minutes to go. You only have two minutes.
But her teasing smile makes her rather sexy.
To grab that phone and call. A minute and fifty seconds. It’s an easy word. You just
pick up those letters: C, E, R, and so on, six letters altogether, and just mix them up. I
want a different word. The name of a sign.
She’s comfortable in front of the camera.
A constellation. And you win five hundred bucks. Is this a difficult question for five
hundred bucks? It’s super easy, I tell you. Come on. I’m waiting. One minute to go
now. Think. What’s the sign? Is it the Capricorn? Is it the Crawfish? It might be your
own sign, you know? Or my own sign. You just need to grasp that phone and dial nine
two, seven five, nine five, six five, and tell me that six-letter word. Come on. A six-letter
word. For five hundred bucks. Look. Before time runs out, I have a surprise for you.
I know you’re there, I’m absolutely certain that you’re there and you hear me. And I
want to offer you something really special tonight. Pick up that phone, dial nine two,
seven five, nine five, six five, and tell me the answer to this anagram. Tell me the name
of the sign you get if you mix up the letters on the screen. The name of the sign. And
you get, well, you get a very special gift tonight. It’s a chance you’ve never had before.
And you’ll never have again if you miss it this time. A very special gift. Worth more
than five hundred bucks. Have no doubt about that. Dial nine two, seven five, nine
five, six five. Now. And I’m going to dance for you. That’s right. I want to dance for
you tonight. You only have to call. And tell me a word. Just a word. A six-letter-word.
A sign. A constellation. What does it look like, this constellation? A human being? An
animal? Look, I’ll give you a hint. It’s an animal. It’s the sign of an animal. A creature.
Do you think it’s a fish? A shellfish? A mammal? Think. Look, I’m going to tell you
another secret. It’s my own sign. It’s indeed the sign I was born under. I know you’re
there, watching me. I want to dance for you tonight. Not tomorrow, not the day after
tomorrow. Now. Here. Tonight. This is your only chance to see me dancing. You just
need to answer the quiz. I’m waiting for a call from you. A call. I want you to call.
Now. Grab that phone and call. Nine two, seven five, nine five, six five. I’m waiting.
Nine two, seven five, nine five, six five. I’m waiting. It’s not like I’m going to wait an
eternity here, you know? You need to call now. I know you’re there. I know you’re
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watching me. I know you’re there. Nine two, seven five, nine five, six five. All right, the
five-hundred-bucks thing was dumb, okay? Not that I couldn’t give you five hundred
bucks. I do have five hundred bucks. But really, I wish I offered you something special.
Isn’t it special enough the gift I’m offering you here? I’ve never danced for you, you
know that. Dancing is kind of mystical, isn’t it? There’s something, there’s a sort of
intimacy when you dance for someone, don’t you think? You give them more than just
the beauty of your body. You kind of give yourself altogether, don’t you? And it’s different from when you make love, isn’t it? It’s different.
Her accusatory eyes are mute.
How many times have I asked you anything? I can count it on my fingers. Well, this
time I really need it. I really need to talk to you, don’t you get it? This is important. I
have to know what you want from me. How can I make you call?
She’s smoking now. Is her cigarette trembling?
I don’t deserve this, you know? After all you’ve done to me, your silence is the last
thing I deserve. All right, it’s not like you’ve dumped loads of shit on me. You’ve only
done one thing. But whoa, that was enough, believe me. And you know, this isn’t even
about pain. I don’t give a shit that it hurts. It’s that I don’t understand why you did it to
me. I don’t understand what you want from me. Your silence hurts more. I’m waiting
for a call now. For an explanation. Before it’s too late. I know you’re there.
She’s going to dance soon.
I want to hear that phone ringing.
She will stop crying.
I want to hear that phone ringing.
She will regain her composure.
I want to hear that phone ringing!
She will keep silent for a moment.
I want to hear that phone ringing!
Then she will dance. A passionate, violent, disordered, and jerky dance.
See, this whole thing was not supposed to sound like this. It was supposed to be a
prayer. That’s right, I wanted this to be a kind of a genuine prayer. But look where I
am now. God.
Yes.
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Fireflies

Tzvetanka Malinova
I remember the night when the eleven-o’clock train ran over Mr. Foster I am not sure
what there is to say about the whole thing, except that it was no accident, as everybody
thought. Mr. Foster had spent the night at the local pub, where he was said to have
drank a whole bottle of whiskey, something he was known for doing only one time
prior to his death, namely when his wife passed away three years ago, and something
which, although I did not realize it back then, was highly unlikely for a man of his
experience with alcohol. The next day the constable said that Mr. Foster had wanted
to cross the rails, and thought that either the train would stop in time or that he would
manage to cross fast enough. Neither happened and, blinded by the alcohol and the
lights of the oncoming train, he tripped over the rails and everything was over in a
matter of seconds. A lot of people heard the train whistle. So did I, but I was the only
one who also saw what happened.
I was 12 at the time, and my world confined to the village I was born and raised in. It
was summertime, and the air was thick with dust and scent of roses. The dust gathered in the unpaved roads, so soft and powdery, that if you tried to imprint your hands
into it, it would simply rise in the air and hang there - a translucent cloud of beige. In
the last three years rain had been scarce and, as it seemed, this summer would not be
different. My friends and I were aware of the drought all right, but it did not hit us as
badly as it did our parents; what it actually meant for us was less work - after all the
crops were dead for the most part. And the crops in my village, more or less, meant
tobacco. Everybody subsisted on it, and most of the men smoked. Every morning
I could hear my grandpa coughing, before heading up for the fields. I didn’t like it, I
mean working, you know, it was tough and dirty work: waking up before dawn, working for hours on end, drinking but warm water, eating warm tomatoes with warm
cheese and dry bread; then, back home, stringing up the crushed leaves, and hanging
them to dry. By the end of the day clothes and hands were covered with a thick layer
of sticky black pitch, tobacco tar, which could never be fully removed and whose smell
clung for the rest of the day. The next morning, before dawn, the whole process would
start all over again.
Our village was actually a rather small one. I would say that no more than 200 people
lived there, with a few kids coming from town for the summer, which meant that
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everybody knew everybody else and that whatever happened, was common knowledge
by the end of the day. Yes, it was a small community, but we had everything any other
community had: we had a mayor whose wife was the chair of the local women’s club,
or in other words: the spring of all gossip; we had a store, The Store, where the most
necessary products could be found, and most importantly vanilla-ice cream and cold
lemonade for us during the summer; and, of course, we had a pub, where the men
used to gather after a hard day’s work in the fields, their coarse hands black with the
pitch from the tobacco, and their backs burnt in the sun. In the coolness of the pub
they would play a game of bridge, down a few beers, and curse the sun and drought;
what they all needed was rain.

morning, the little bugs flashing throughout the night. It was a beautiful thing to watch
while falling asleep.

The only thing that seemed to never be affected by the draught were the roses in the
garden of the Fosters.
I had known Mr. Foster my whole life. He was a cousin of my mother’s; a handsome
man in his mid-30s, and always had this convivial air about him, as if merry things
were happening to him all the time and he could not help smiling. Every time there
was a holiday or a birthday in our family, he was present. And so was his wife. They
would bring us the best presents: things that they bought from town, which was where
Mrs. Foster came from. She was a fine lady, very charming too, with impeccable manners and dresses that every woman and girl in town envied her for.
Mr. Foster met his future wife in town. He was there on business, along with a couple
of friends, trying to make new connections and find new markets for the tobacco that
came from the village. She was the secretary of one of the party leaders they had to
meet. Needless to say, they established a partnership with the man right away. What
is more, he managed to establish a friendship with the girl, then of 22, and somehow,
within six months, convinced her to marry a peasant with but a primary education.
When she first came to the village, she was scared like a dove, everything was new to
her; she did the few things she could, since shorthand was obviously absolutely useless
in the place she had come to, and since field work was beyond her feeble strength and
delicate nature.
The summer she came, came the fireflies. I mean, they did not come or anything, cause
we had always had some, but I had never seen so many of them, thousands of little
jewels twinkling in the grass, in the flowers, flickering starlets filling the air. We used to
run after them for hours on end, and then we would put them in jars, in which we had
put some grass for them to eat, make a few holes in the lid and keep the jar until the
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Some time after she came to town, she engaged into a new hobby - gardening. One
day, over dinner, she asked my mother whether she would like to help her out with that
new engagement. Of course, mom gladly agreed and the next day she showed at the
Fosters’ door with a rose bush in her hands - the first one Mrs. Foster ever had. She
had a gift, for within a couple of years her roses were the most beautiful roses anyone
had ever seen, with a scent that reached over the fence and spread throughout the
streets, tickling the senses and sweetening the kisses of the lovers that passed by. Roses
were not the only flower she had in the garden, but they were by far the most beautiful and admired, and her and her husband’s favorite. They would sit at night among
the bushes, in the gazebo that Mr. Foster built for their second anniversary, and people
could hear them talking and laughing well into the night.
Some of these nights, usually at dusk, they would have me and my friends over, they
would just call us from the streets, where we drove our bikes or chased each other, or
chased fireflies; they would call us and, among the flowers and coolness of the garden,
treat us cold lemonade and sweets, a secret that remained solemnly kept, for sweets
were, sure enough, forbidden before dinner. At moments like this, Mr. Foster used
to tell us stories about his past or stories about the village and its residents, who were
often times our own relatives. He was the grown-up whom we all trusted, and whom
we went to whenever we had an argument, or a problem, which we could not confide
to our parents.  
Their happiness among the scent of the blossoming roses, the quiet nights in the firefly garden did not last long. I have no recollections whatsoever of Mrs. Foster’s death.
My mother said she had some problem with her heart, and that this was the reason
she never worked and also why she was always so white and gaunt, she must have had
something, mother said, but the doctor who came from town could not say what it
was, so poor Mrs. Foster was left to lay in bed, and after a month, she passed away.
Not for a moment did Mr. Foster leave the bedside. He held her hand throughout her
illness, and never failed to comfort her with a word or a sweetened cup of tea, or whatever her humble wishes were, mother said.
After the death of Mrs. Foster, her husband changed. He shut the doors to his house
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ade, sweets and funny stories. Never again did he visit my parents or any other family
in the village, and whenever somebody dared a knock on his door, he pretended he was
sick, or busy, or that he was not there. One time he told my mother that he simply did
not want to talk to anybody, so, please, get the hell out! Mom knew it was grief speaking, but she never went to see him again.

The engineer could not possibly have seen the fireflies, for as many as they were, their
twinkle was drowned in the train lights. What he saw last night, was a toper trying to
cross the rails and who failed to do so. What I saw were the fireflies.

There was only one thing that Mr. Foster persisted in doing: namely taking care of the
garden. Whether out of remorse or out of habit, he maintained her garden so that it
looked as it always did - full of life.
I would not exaggerate, if I say that with time, he went from weird to stark raving mad.
He abandoned work, almost never changed his clothes, and all he did was stay locked
up all day, look through the window onto the street and just watch people. His nights,
however, he spent in the garden; sometimes he would roam the village, rambling to
himself or as if to the fireflies which flickered in the hot summer nights. Although
what he was saying we never understood, we could read his emotions, for at times he
would cry and fall on the ground, or he would shout and curse and fling his hands in
the air, or laugh wholeheartedly, just like in the old days, as if he had just heard a good
joke.
Why Mr. Foster had gone to the pub on this particular night, I am not aware; mother
said he had arranged to meet a woman from the village, the first time after his wife’s
death that he had sought somebody’s company. The gossip had it that they had a date
(some men in the pub had seen them together, although this did not necessarily mean
that they were on a date) but that same woman never confirmed such a rumor. She
never declined it either. Mother said that it was a good thing for him to have tried to
break away from the vicious circle he had fallen into. But I guess he never really managed to get out of it.
I saw him just as he was crossing the rails. I saw Mr. Foster and I saw the train. Mr.
Foster  was waving his hands in the air, and he was shouting too, but I had seen him
do that on numerous occasions, so I did not pay attention and drove on. Only... that
was when I saw the glow. Hundreds of fireflies hovered around him. He seemed to
be following them, flinging his hands among them as if in a field of tobacco; I could
not tell whether he urged them to fly on or if they propelled him to walk forward.
They seemed to be one whole glowing mass, floating slowly toward the rails. That was
exactly when the eleven-o’clock train ran over Mr. Foster.
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Rayna Angelova
It was one of those sunny Sunday afternoons when Mrs. Rachel’s cat was basking on
the window bar in apartment D, second floor to the right; the couple in apartment
C, third floor to the left, was having a fight, which was always followed by great sex;
the guy in apartment F, fourth floor to the right, was masturbating under the shower.
Gunter, who occupied apartment E, fifth floor to the right, was getting ready for his
usual visit to the grocery store.
He was a small man, almost bald, always formally dressed, though his suits, no matter
how elegant, were from some certain time back when he was still in his early thirties.
At forty-seven, he didn’t believe in politics, religion or statistics. He believed that a
hard-boiled egg in the morning is good for his health, that everything should be kept
clean and in perfect order and that one glass of red wine after dinner would guarantee
him a good sleep.
Among all his peculiarities he had one particular obsession; more than anything else in
the world he cherished his watch, a gift from his mother when he was eighteen. Gunter
kept the watch deep in his pocket and always carried it with him. At night he liked
listening to the soft ticking of the watch in the darkness.
Gunter opened the front door and stepped outside his apartment. Mrs. Rachel’s cat
greeted him with a lazy yawn. The cat disliked the strong smell of lavender soap that
floated around Gunter. That is why she peed in front of his door any time she had
the opportunity, making Gunter clean three or four times per day with lavender soap,
which outraged Mrs. Rachel’s cat even more. As a result she increased the number of
her pee visits.
Gunter closed the door of his apartment and locked it twice. He gave Mrs. Rachel’s
cat a look convincing enough to make her go seek the warm lap of her owner. Gunter
made two steps and turned back to check whether he had locked the door. When he
was on the stairs he was already afraid that he had forgotten to lock the door, so he
went back once more to check. After he made sure that he had locked the door twice,
he was ready for his usual Sunday visit to the grocery store.
He went on the street, which was jammed with people heading in different directions.
He thrust his hand deep in his pocket. The cold touch of metal on his skin gave him
comfort. He had fifty minutes to go to the grocery store and come back at five thirty,
just on time for dinner.
Every time Grunter went out he kept a firm hold on his watch. At night he kept it on

the night table next to his favorite book, a manual on how to grow flowers and arrange
the perfect garden. Although he didn’t have a garden, he liked looking at the pictures
of exotic flowers. Their exquisiteness reminded him of his mother, a small woman
with pale soft skin and big violet eyes.
Gunter had calculated that if he read ten pages of his book before sleep, he would
need exactly forty- five minutes. At ten every night he put his watch on the night table
and began reading. From time to time he moved his eyes from the book to the watch.
By 10:45 he had already finished his ten pages, which meant that by 11 o’clock he was
already sleeping, which gave him exactly 9 hours good sleep. When he woke up in the
morning the first thing to do was to look at his watch to find that it is exactly 8 o’clock.
At 5:30 Gunter inserted the key in the lock and turned it once, then paused for a
second and turned it again. The second turn gave him the sweet relief that he hadn’t
forgotten to lock the door twice on his way to the grocery store.
He had stewed vegetables, a slice of ham, two slices of bread and a small piece of cake
for dinner accompanied by his usual glass of red wine. He spent forty-five minutes
contemplating the beauty of a rare flower, which could be found only in central Africa.
At 11 o’clock he was already in bed lulled by the ticks of his watch.
It was one of those mornings when Mrs. Rachel’s cat was licking off the last drops of
milk in her bowl; the couple in apartment C was still cuddling in bed; and the guy in
apartment F was reading the morning paper after taking a long, hot shower.
Grunter woke up and looked at his watch. Its hands were frozen at exactly 3:25a.m.
He took it in his hand and dashed into the living room. The wall clock showed 9:30.
Blood rushed into his brain, his body was paralyzed. After a minute of blackness, the
first thing that came to his mind was that he had missed his breakfast. Not having his
hard-boiled egg in the morning raised the probability that he might die of cancer at the
age of fifty-five, 75 percent. Having this unpleasant prediction of the future in mind,
Grunter dressed in a hurry and ran to the nearest watchmaker, only to find out that his
watch had passed away peacefully in its sleep. Something broke deep inside Grunter.
The mechanism that propelled his body refused to operate.
Grunter went on the street and started walking without any direction. He ended up in
places he had never been before. He reached the part of town where young girls and
boys offered their bodies for an hour of extreme bliss. Under other circumstances
Gunter would have been disgusted by the sight of this rotting flesh. Now, he could
only feel the cold touch of his watch in his hand. At about 9:15 he was climbing the
stairs to his apartment. It was way past his dinnertime. He bumped into the guy from
apartment F. Grunter knew exactly what the guy was doing thirty minutes ago while
taking a shower. He could hear the muffled groans easily transmitted through the holes
around the pipes every time his neighbor was having a shower. The thought of it made
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Grunter almost vomit on the stairs.
One, two… Grunter opened the front door and stepped inside. He leaned towards the
wall, took his shoes off and dropped them on the floor. He felt his feet heavy from too
much walking. He made his way to the living room and crashed on the sofa. He felt
empty, as empty as the empty glass on the table in front of him. He poured red wine in
it and took a big sip.
A red drop blossomed on the top of the bottle, then started rolling slowly towards the
polished surface of the table, promising to leave a permanent mark. If this had happened a few hours ago Gunter would immediately jump to get some paper tower to
clean it. Instead he took another sip of wine, kept it in his mouth for a while and then
swallowed it. He felt it bitter on his tongue. He stared at the drop of wine approaching
the table with a dull, empty look.
The couple in apartment C, third floor to the left, was having a furious fight.
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Poor Slug

Andrei Rusanovschi
The room seemed square. Ricardo could look at it only from the upper left corner. He
was a butterfly who lived in this square room since he remembered it. Well, maybe he
had lived in some other rooms, maybe spherical, or negatively spaced. The only thing
Ricardo could remember, though, was the square room.
“I am throwing a party tonight,” Willy announced his square-room-mates. He was the
big-skulled, bully, wobbly shaped fellow. “Just letting you know,” he said.
Ricardo liked Willy. He was all pink and fluffy, just like Ricardo himself. (He never saw
himself from the outside. They didn’t have a mirror in the square room, and if he did
see himself in some other rooms, he wouldn’t remember it, because he didn’t remember living in other rooms. But he liked to think of himself as a pink and fluffy little
fellow. “Little fellow,” Willy used to call his other square-room-mate.)
After all, the room wasn’t exactly square. It was PARALLELEPIPEDIC. Ricardo
learned the word from a book. Although his vision was all pixilated, he could see far
away. Willy, or, the others, couldn’t possibly know he could see that far. So they left the
book on the table.
The down-right-to-the-other-right table.
The room seemed square. Ricardo knew he was a butterfly. And he knew the room was
square. But he also knew there was something wrong with the square room. He figured
out a square had two sides that when multiplied by each other gave the whole surface.
But a surface wasn’t something Ricardo was living on. He lived in a corner. So the
room couldn’t have possible had only two sides. To form a corner one needs at least 3
sides. Ricardo didn’t know it, he felt it. Intuition. Then he saw something in the downright-to-the-other-right corner. On the table in the leftward mentioned corner laid a
book. He could see that far. He saw something that looked like his room, sketched on
one of the open pages, but it didn’t have SQUARE underneath. It had written a longer
word. PARA… LEPI… PED.
Oh, right. The room was PARALLELEPIPEDIC. Ricardo felt he had known that
before. He used to forget things. Now he knew why the room wasn’t square.
He lived quietly. He didn’t fly. He let the other butterflies give the impression of stupid
blown-away creatures. He lived quietly in his upper left corner.
“What is this? Look, I thought it’s another mold-fucking-spot on the wall. But, dammit, it’s a bug.” It was Willy, he was preparing for the party.
“It’s not a bug, mate,” said one of Willy’s other parallelepipedic-room-mates. “It’s a
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butterfleoj.” He was Scottish, that’s why he pronounced the word in such a queer manner.
“No, it is not. It’s a slug, or something.”
“Whatever it is, you better get rid of it, before your guests come, mate.”
“Yeaah, yeah. It’s disgusting.”
Ricardo listened to the two clever guys in the room with an astonishing image in his
mind. He imagined a slug, in the corner of a parallelepipedic room, spread evenly, in
thin layers on the three sides of Ricardo’s corner. Disgusting it looked. If he ever had
to be a father he would have probably felt in a similar way. “I would have probably felt
like this if I ever was a father,” he thought. He didn’t know what a father was. They
didn’t really have father in butterflies’ kind. He’d never known his father. Maybe he did,
but he’d forgotten it.
Yet, what looked even more disgusting than a smashed slug was a butterfly, hanging
by a weirdly shaped butterfly leg, from the upper left corner, in an aureole of redish
substance.
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Untitled
Anna Stoeva

1 2 They do not have what they call “emotional oxygen.” 7 The only thing they have
is tension, 13 14 straining their nerves and making them shiver to the bone. The only
way to fight this is to count. 19 And she always does 20 - counts the steps to work, the
1012 stages with only one that matters. 30 She counts them every day. 43 45 the damn
board sticking up from the staircase 54 55 56 The woman at the corner. She is now
maroon and wrinkled, just like her chestnuts after you peel them. 67 68 The poplar
alley. 79 The duck lake. She’s never seen any. 101 102 103 The bus stop with the piano
player. There is always a melody streaming while she’s waiting, but the music stops and
a stubborn kid starts punching his scales into the piano. 525 526 A man with a freckled
bald spot reading about another heating price raise. 557 Two dull young women talking
about soup recipes. And she’s like them, buttoned-up, – she doesn’t even remember
since when she doesn’t care anymore. 712 713 The toaster which Mark shows her
every Saturday on their way to the movie theater. 839 840 Almost there, the concrete
building at the corner. 859 Crossing the street, 860 two steps before the revolving door
861 861 And there it is, as always - the red balloon, with the shabby gold letters “The
Flying Circus.”  Right there, on the other side of the river, with the old theater and wry
houses. It would take her two minutes to get to the ferry, another five to step on the
other bank, and she is gone, losing herself in the crooked streets, running to the red
balloon, cutting the ropes and floating, floating away with the flying circus.
The rest she counts without even thinking. She reaches her chair and resets the counter. She will get up and stumble over the board again. Again not hear the end of the
pianist’s song. And again slow down at the corner, once again. 861 86-
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At The Foot Of Iceland’s Mount
Vesuvius Or The Moments Before
Life Ends
Sarah Wischmann

He was writing and writing. The scratching sound of his filler on the paper was his
only connection to the world around him. The few interruptions were his hand reaching for a cigarette or for the glass of whiskey.
Then he took a moment, stared out of the window in the cold. He didn’t see the
people passing by. Instead of Mount Hekla there were the Alps. He was hiking, fighting a snowstorm, hungry and thirsty, exhausted.  His feet hurt but he kept walking. He
had to reach the base camp. His breath was short and the cold air felt like tiny needles
piercing every millimeter of his throat. He shivered and stopped writing.
The writer went out of the café; he turned left and bumped into a young lady.
She tumbled and found hold at the street lantern. He didn’t react; with his mind still
deep in the Alps. “Hey!” She straightened her red coat, and threw an irritated look at
him. The writer turned, stared at her for a second, confusion in his eyes. He frowned.
She shook her head wondering how he could be so impolite. Never mind. Why let such
a small thing bother her. She smiled again, thinking about how she would spend her
night with her boyfriend.   
She went in the building and sprinted up to the third floor taking two stairs at a time.
She unlocked her apartment. She entered, her smile left. She saw her boyfriend with
the waitress from the bar down the street.
She was screaming and screaming.  She was afraid her vocal chords might rip. She
threw her red coat on the floor, pushed him and started hammering her fists in his
stomach.  He tried to grab her hands to stop her. “I hate you, I hate you!” Her world
was built around him and he made it stumble. Collapse. He didn’t have the right to
do that. He tried to say something but her voice was like an explosion swallowing his
attempts to cut his losses. She broke out in tears. She hated the waitress. She couldn’t
understand him. Pain built a lump in her throat, which wouldn’t let her swallow anymore. Blank.
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She grabbed her coat and ran out of the building. She stopped at the corner to catch
her breath. A young man passed her. “Are you all right Miss,” he asked. “I’m fine.”
For the last time the lady in the red coat looked at the young man. His eyes seemed
familiar. She frowned. He took a deep breath. She turned and walked away.
He was already forgotten. He went into the pub around the corner and went down the
stairs.
He took a deep drag and inhaled until he felt it reached the bottom of his lungs. His
throat became a little dry, his head foggy. He leaned back and closed his eyes. He felt
the smoke going through his body, relaxing his mind and muscles. Another drag. Time
was passing but not for him. This was the only time when he could relax. In the small
room away from his family where his dad has affairs and his mum drowned herself in
Martinis every night. Where his brother is unemployed because there is not much to
catch in the over-fished waters.
When he went out of the pub he saw her coming toward the entrance. He rushed,
didn’t feel like talking to the crazy woman. She saw him and was glad he hurried; She
didn’t feel like talking to people. Not yet. First some drinks. Then everything was
easier.
She was swaying her body to the rhythm of the music. The small dance floor was
empty like always and all hers. The Bonnie Ship the Diamond Her closed eyes could
feel the hungry look of the old men sitting at the bar. The cigarette smoke embraced
her body, the Scotch taste laid sleepy on her tongue. She was entranced. She felt young
again. With her eyes closed she couldn’t see her worn out hands. They always seem to
be dirty no matter how often she washed them. She couldn’t see the long scars on her
arms she got when they were out with the boat and got caught in a storm. She almost
died then. She went to the bar and leaned over “I’ll take another one.” The bartender
poured her the drink. His shift was finally over.
The bartender left the pub, walked down the street and entered the bar, which slowly
filled up. Finally he has time to enjoy, to have a drink himself.
He stepped on somebody’s foot.  It was the young lady with the red coat. She was
looking for her friend. Not interested. The writer sat at the bar with another whiskey.
The bartender stopped and started talking to her. She looks nice as well and seems
more open. The writer had left the Alps and came back to reality. Where is her friend?
She just went to the toilet. She looks cute, she is not from here. Hoping the boat goes
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out tomorrow. She is probably drunk again. Maybe a tourist. The bartender tapped her
on the shoulder. I’m stoned. “Do you have problems here?” Why is she so aggressive?
And what is up with all these scars on her arms?  She didn’t know anybody. Hopefully
the waitress won’t show up here. She pressed her sweaty body against his. Her fingers
pierced his shoulders and left red scratches behind. Memories from last night. Maybe
he should die in the Alps. There has to be more tension in the story. She tasted a mixture of whiskey, cigars and menthol. This bitch, there she is. Waiting on the writer. He
bit her ear. What does this guy want now? “Do you want to have a drink at the bar?”
Not you. Her.  “Yes, why not.” No. That was over now. Hallucinations. He tripped. She
was panicking. It was loud in here. So stoned. Too loud. Light. Bourbon. Pain. Laughter.
It happened fast and without warning. The writer froze, the glass of whiskey and the
cigarette in his hands before he could finish his story. The lady with the red coat froze,
sitting at the table with her hands covering her face before she could smile again. The
young man froze reaching out his hands to touch the crying women’s shoulder before
he touched her.  The woman with the scars froze, staring at her dirty hands without
having talked to anyone yet. The bartender froze before he could start enjoying himself.
The only movements were small particles of ashes hovering above them.
The streets at the foot of Hekla were silent. And if it wasn’t for the unfinished stories
still floating in the air, you could call it peaceful.
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Happy

Anna Dushina
They say I’m an idiot.
Hm.
That is not true.
My Daddy always said I was a smart girl. And I haven’t changed.
My Daddy was very very very clever, he could answer any question. I think it’s because
he used to be a pilot…or someone like that. He only needed some small packs to take
off, usually from the kitchen. He told me he could fly high up and see everything from
above. And if I fly right opposite to the sun, will people see the solar eclipse? Eclipse
by me!..interesting…
Daddy said Mommy was also flying. But I remember only that she was curly, like that
lamb in my favorite picture. And her hands: they were always cold, so when she tickled
my neck I couldn’t help laughing. Why don’t people laugh when the wind tickles them
with its fingers? I do.
When I was six, Mommy flew away and didn’t come back. I mean, she was lying as usual: with curly hair and cold hands. Just Daddy said that she had flown away. And since
that time he had never left the ground. I asked him: “Don’t you want to find her and
bring her home?” But he answered that if he found her, he could never come back,
and he didn’t want to leave me alone. So we stayed together.
On my 17th birthday I got a wonderful fluffy pillow. And some woman. Daddy said
she would be my friend, but she wasn’t very friendly. That woman was strange: when
I told her that she reminds me of a horse, she got offended and went away. But everyone looks like some animal! Once I saw a camel-looking guy from the window. He was
walking so slowly and so proudly…and his lower lip was just like the camel’s! And one
shop assistant was a small hippopotamus. No-no, she was very slim! It’s just her cheeks
that reminded me of a hippopotamus. I would never get offended if anyone told me
that I look like an animal.
They are smart. Daddy was sure that he’d seen a crazy pigeon. And if a pigeon could
go crazy, he could think. Probably, he was just thinking too much. I also think too
much and that’s why they call me crazy.
Right before this Christmas Daddy told me that he would try to find Mommy. He flew
away and I was waiting, waiting, waiting…I still think that he is coming back. And if
not, to whom do I say: “Sweet dreams!” every night?
It’s nice here. I like the smell of my sheet and the shadow of the lamp on the opposite
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wall. I like the voice of the nurse and small dents from her heels on the floor. I like
shafts of sunlight on my fluffy pillow in the morning. What a pity they are always cut
into sixteen checks.
I think I’m happy.  
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You, Milana And Herself
Hristo Georgiev

The opening phrase that Milana would use is to ask you for a cigarette. Afterwards, she
would ask for a lighter. Then, she would sit down, putting her glass right next to yours
on the bar and start staring into your eyes before you could answer.
She has long brown-chestnut hair, straight, perfectly straight. Her laugh is like a magnet
for strangers’ eyes. Her smile is part of the mask she will be wearing, this deception
of hers would bother you slightly. Her eyes would be sparkling, as tiny candle flames,
reflecting the dim lights, making her even more tempting.
She would ask how do you do.
And react as if fascinated by your answer.
She would mention to you her best friend, Michael, how he is a famous bodybuilder
now, and gets to be on all those commercials and travels everywhere. Hard to believe
you would think, but wait, he has just called her.
Looking extensively for her cell phone in her bag, she would stop and observe whether
she has still got your attention.
She would excuse herself for a moment and walk away from you, giving you the
chance to observe her physique. You would be fascinated by her body and you would
have already given in to her.
You wonder whether she would come back.
She will be back.
She will drive you mad, smiling again while picking up her drink.
Her cigarette would burn out.
She would ask for another one.
Maybe a few more afterwards.
The first time you are on a date with her, she would describe the history of her sex life.
The numerous encounters with strangers in her past and her thorough descriptions will
astound you.
She would make it clear that for her the very purpose of people’s life on earth is fucking other people. As if giving in to an increasing number of partners is some kind of a
pyramid that you climb, and she would be at the top of this pyramid.
You would be impressed by how straight forward she could be, and wonder whether
tonight you would be her next step up the pyramid.
Milana will be finished with her dry martini before you know it.
It is cold she would say. I feel very cold. Both of you would be standing at the subway
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station waiting for the next train.
She would hug you, hiding away from the snow.
She would taste of dry martini and cigarettes.
Come home with me she would say.
Milana would have a ragged looking parrot at home. She would have hard time feeding
it. You will help her and impress her with how gentle you could be.
She will cover your eyes. You will feel her passion through her deep feminine scent.
Later, while you lie naked on her bed, you will listen to the sounds of the falling water
drops while she is in the shower.
She will join you in bed. Both of you will finish a bottle of wine.
You will whisper nice things into her ear that will make her giggle.
Within a week, Milana will freak out for the first time. You will be visiting the bar, having drinks, after hours, and suddenly she would start crying. You will wonder what the
deal is.
What is wrong? – you will ask.
You do not desire me as much as I do! – She would say on your way home.
You were starring at the other girls in the bar without even noticing my presence!
– crying, she will spit in your face.
Soon both of you will forget about this insignificant quarrel based on a lack of attention.
Milana will keep mentioning Michael in your conversations. Michael will appear to be
her guardian angel and always be the one to give his opinion to her in good and bad
times.
Michael says you are a good guy.
Extraordinary.
Michael says I should take up a sport of some kind.
Splendid.
You will enquire more about Michael and try to research his background.
You will not find a famous bodybuilder by the name of Michael Kan.
This will be after two weeks.
Then, you will discover that she is using contact lenses. You will find them in her bathroom.
I forgot to mention it probably. Milana will say. My real eyes are green.
One day, you will notice how her voice changes while she is speaking with a friend on
the street. It will be harsh and strong. You will ask yourself whether you really know
her.
You will find it strange.
You will try to find a way to end it.
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Every time you do it, she will be sorry, and this will keep it going.
She will tell you about her hard childhood and how it has reflected on her character.
How it made her change her name because she wanted to start all over.
Change names? What do you mean? – you will shout full of surprise.
I forgot to mention it probably. Milana will say. My real name is Vessella.
This conversation will end. There will be silence. There will be whiteness.
Vessella will excuse herself to the bathroom.
You will be full of adrenaline. Your blood will rush through your veins like you had
just hit another empty chamber of the revolver while playing Russian roulette.
You will leave her apartment while she is still away. You will never look back again.
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Dimitar Monev

I opened the sliding door of the iron cell elevator and let her out first. We passed the
doorman and I nodded with a smile to his “good afternoon.” Ira took my hand just as
we stepped out on the street. We turned left and headed for the cinema near the Southbank station.
“Sam Peckinpah is a genius,” I said.
But she had stopped in front of a shop window staring at something. I took another
two steps. Our hands extended as far as they could. Both of us felt the strain but none
let go. I stopped.
“We’ll be late.”
Ira was not looking at the products but at our reflection. She smiled and hugged me. I
removed some of her black hair to kiss her neck and then realized that she was wearing
my favorite white T-shirt. It had four lines saying:
Frisky
Charmer
Understands
Kama Sutra
The different coloring made them stand out, encouraging dyslexic reading.
She winked at me and her full lips stretched into a smile.
“I would like to have sex with myself.”
“I just had sex with yourself.”
“I envy you,” she gave me a moment to reply and then intoned “La-di-da, la-di-da”.
I assure you that I do not resemble Woody Allen, yet Ira claimed I behaved like him.
The la-di-da bit comes from a scene between him and Diane Keaton. There was no
mistake – she was taunting me with it. And just when I needed my wits the most it
abandoned me. In the following three seconds I could not think of a biting remark.
Actually, I could not think of anything to say. On the fourth, I took a cheap shot.
“My ex-girlfriend liked wearing this T-shirt as well.”
This was true. However such a statement should be immediately followed by “but it
suits you much better” or a derivative. And at best, this kind of comparison should
never be made. I was sure she would make a big deal out of it.
As I was finishing my sentence, a man carrying groceries bumped into us. One of his
bags tore open and a bottle of red wine smashed on the pavement. Looking down we
saw a few drops on her sandals and right ankle. There was nothing on me. I took out

my handkerchief and patted the spots.
Did she hear what I just said? When we first met I thought Ira was submissive. Apparently, I had been wrong. She would challenge me at every turn in a conversation. And
now I was at her feet, hoping she had not heard what I had just said. How did I get
myself into this?
“We’ll be late,” I said, standing up.
She knew I hated missing the beginning of a film. We hurried past a dozen shops and
restaurants and a Black & Green organic café which served the best hot chocolate I
had ever tasted.
When we reached the temple-like cinema I inserted my credit card into a ticket machine. Those things always broke down when in a hurry. Not this time. The machine
spewed 2 slips I grabbed them and almost ran down the corridor, Ira in hand. The
Peckinpah film was on one of the smaller screens. By the time we got to our seats it
had already started. I remembered the scene on the screen.
The camera focused on a scrawny young man drinking in a typical Wild West bar. Suddenly there was absolute silence. I moved my hand down Ira’s belly halfway through
the line of her skirt. She parted her legs and my fingers slid a little further. Now I
could feel the warmth through the fabric of her underwear. I thought I might be
touching her there for the last time but did not yet really believe it. At the same moment a brawny, powerful-looking giant of a Mexican with the face of an old Indian
woman had come into the bar. His enormous sombrero and the two pistols on his belt
made him seem even larger than he was. In harsh English he wished all the gringo sons
of bitches drinking in the place a buenas noches. No one took up the gauntlet. Bill
asked who the Mexican was, and someone whispered fearfully that the spic was Belisario Villagran, from Chihuahua. Instantly, a shot rang out. Shielded by the ring of tall
men around him, Bill had shot the intruder. The glass fell from Villagran’s hand; then,
the entire man followed. Without another look, Bill picked up the conversation where
he left off. “Is that so?” he drawled.
“Well, I’m Bill Bonney, from New York,” I said a second before the actor uttered the
exact same words.
We did not talk till the end of the film. Every now and then I would look at her and
quickly avert my gaze as soon as she sensed me. At the very moment when Sheriff Pat
Garrett shot Billy the Kid, I caught her doing the same. I leaned towards her, she bent
her neck slightly and our lips touched. We had kissed many times before, but this was
different. It was a good-bye before the actual good-bye.
Ira had a flight to L.A. on the next day. She was not coming back for many months. As
I hailed a cab for her outside the cinema I was tempted to actually say good-bye. But
doing it was to deny separation; it was to say – today we part, but we’ll see each other
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tomorrow. And we painfully knew that this would not be the case. Instead, I pulled her
closer and kissed her one more time before closing the door.
The cab took her on the bridge over the Thames and for a moment I thought this was
the last time I would see her. As if the river was the mythical Acheron, which no one
may cross twice.
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