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The Lonely German |

| sit here watching you like a stranger. But | kngeu. | may never tell you, but | know
you, | know you well. It was a few years ago. Aaratty ago. Long enough for you not
to recognize me now. But in any case you don't labkie, you never look at anyone
directly. You're that important doctor from far ayviam Germany. And what am 1? The
errand boy you don’t need, who is only a nuisaoncgou. If you looked at me, however,
you'd know me again immediately. We were once asehs two terrified dogs shut up
together, we had the same dirt in our mouths, antthat cold night long ago our fear was
one and the same, we were a frightened animaltwithheads. We saw Death in person
striding over the muddy earth. His dirty boots dgoed on the damp ground. He was
thin, small of stature, he had a large head whiigh forehead. He spoke your language. |
am sure you haven't forgotten him, no one could. Baybe it’s just that you never want
to meet him again, not at any price, even if onlynemory, in the face of a survivor from
that time. | understand you, important man that @) | understand you very well.

And yet, for God moves in mysterious ways, you haw@e here. You could have
gone anywhere after the war. But no, here you eferé my eyes, and the mere sight of
you brings back the old fear that once held us botits grip like an iron fist.

| shift position on the wooden chair that the dod&tched for me that first day. Without
a word, no greeting or any other sign of emotibe,tall, wiry man did it himself. He just

left me, the errand-boy, standing in the middi¢hef hospital ward, and came back after a



little while with the chair. He put it down besittee window. As he passed me again, he
briefly pointed behind him.

| watched him go when he disappeared from the WwAieglhadn’t exchanged a
word, although we would have understood one anotldethought that Dr. Stein was
familiar with the customs of this country. The matwauthority with which he moved and
issued brief instructions in English, the calm wayraised his hands, waiting like an
orchestral conductor frozen in mid-movement for ohthe staff to remove his rubber
gloves, none of that would ever have left me in doybt of the doctor's competence.
But this man didn’t understand anything. Insteadesfding me off with the note on
which he had listed the items he needed, he wehetbazaar himself. | was astonished
when he came back with the little packets, cargfaiproached me, and held them out to
me like presents. But | was only to look after themtil the doctor went home early that
evening.

It wasn't right. It was an insult. | watched him.gwell, after all, the man was a
foreigner. He couldn’t know that every foreignet, dlone one as important as he was,
had a right to have someone making purchasesrardallecting his letters or taking
them to be posted, escorting him to the peopledmed to visit. He could have found
that out if he had asked. But then, | thought, stgakny head, he might have found out
more than he bargained for, and everything we bad s/ould have been present in his
eyes, filling the space between us.

As it was | sat day in, day out, on my chair by Wiedow, staring at the ward or
out at the hospital yard, and waited. Every timeedbctor appeared, | rose and stood to
attention, expecting to be needed for some purpase every time it was another little
disappointment when nothing of the kind happened.

On those long afternoons | sometimes wondered &hétlvas wrong after all.
Was it simply that | wanted to recognize the mandw from the old days in this
European doctor? | had talked to very few peoptaainy experiences. When | came
back, my ability to give a consecutive accountetirany tale at all was non-existent. And
to whom would | have told the tale of a world cpBang in ruins while here, in my own
country, everything was the same as before? Th#idastreets and alleys, the usual
heat and lethargic pace, nothing had changed. Mavanild have believed what | had
seen. | knew that as soon as | set foot on my aat. Although | could still feel the

heat of the fire on my cheeks and forehead, whesnuld finally speak my own language



again something leapt at my throat — that was éxadtat it felt like. Whatever it was, it
choked me when | wanted to talk. But no one fejt tae worse for not hearing my
words. They would have been only the words of tinenel-boy Anwar, who could add
nothing to the apparent certainties, no doubtsmpmrtant information, nothing.

When | understood that | no longer needed to a¢énmumy new role, but could
sustain it effortlessly even if | spoke, | wasegkd. During the war | had thought one
reason why | would travel endless distances ans ghasugh ruined cities was so that |
could tell someone in my own country about it. B¥eing in me, | thought, was ready
for that encounter. But then, when the time canmaydlly said anything.

It's as if you were looking for someone to whom yaan pour out your heart, but
in reality you are waiting for God. What are a ferards linked in a sentence, what can
they mean to a stranger? No, what | needed was@smnstimate with me, someone who
not only understood the words but could pick thgnand bring them to life. Who
listened to a humming sound but heard the music @nly an intimate acquaintance like
that would have enabled me to speak at last. Peihagd secretly expected that | might
yet meet one. And now he seemed to be there i Gfame.

Sometimes the doctor came into the ward and glaacee, as if he were about
to give me a job to do after all, but wasn’t yeitgsure of himself. | always raised my
head slightly and waited. Once, the window behirdwas open. The hot wind was
blowing in sand and blades of dry grass. There Weee beds in the ward, but they were
empty, unoccupied, the white curtains around thesawd back. The wind made the
curtains shake slightly, like the doctor’s whiteatand the pile of towels on the metal
table beside him. The wind even ruffled the fuadafat that had suddenly slipped in from
the corridor, and now stopped and drew back itslhesiif it had lost its way and arrived
here accidentally. It was carrying the remains plagenta from the delivery room in its
mouth.

A warm breeze made me take a deep breath. Yadhiin, | thought at once, no
illusion could deceive me like that. He has margydrairs now, and stoops slightly as he
walks. His face does not look old, but grave anfdiihcoming. All the same, it’'s him.
And he himself, | suddenly thought | knew, hasfooind any intimate acquaintance
since then. He hasn't talked about it either.

The doctor came over to me, walked carefully araimedchair, reached up, with a

slight groan, and closed the window. | did not mawél he had done it. | would have



helped him if I'd known what he wanted to do. Sedtched the cat, which ran away with
its find, and brushed the dust off my shoulders$,sooe what to do next.

When evening came | stood up and stretched as dagis work was done. |
would have liked to tell the doctor that | hadeave now, but | dared not go looking for
him. Instead | stole out of the room, went along dlark corridor, passed the stained
walls to the glazed porch, and went out throughetiiteance doors into the wide yard.
The hospital was a new building, but its walls brdady darkened, and everything that

they surrounded appeared to be ancient.

No one had seen me leave. Very likely the docts aually relieved to see the empty
chair late that evening. | put my hands in the ptelof my jacket and went downhill
along the street leading into the city. | wondendgbther I, too, was relieved to get away
from the man | had recognized. | must be, | thougtet | had to flee from him as
animals flee from fire. | stopped when | came teeap of rubble overgrown by dry
bushes.

It was a clear, starlit night. The street aheaohefvanished in a dark dip and did
not reappear until it reached the few lights stillin the city, a narrow, empty street. It
belongs, | thought, with everything that | wanteddrget.

I went on. Who knows, | reflected, perhaps simtifeoughts are going through his
head. At least | know that about him: in no circtemses would he show that he was
perplexed. That's the difference between a clevan and a simple one like me.

As usual, | was walking almost furtively down therklalleys. It's part of my job
to be unobtrusive. An errand boy is a means ofpart. What he offers is reliability.
Even when | am not on duty, just walking along ldteyone else, | act like an errand boy,
| move fast, | appear conscientious and yet resleits pathetic to be proud of a thing
like that.

I hurried through the darkness. | was annoyedagatn, by the doctor’s
ignorance that kept me sitting on that chair inltbspital. Anyone coming into the ward
was bound to look at me, a mere errand boy, awéré someone important, or at least a
patient, until he noticed who | really was and tlsardiously ignored me.

Light fell into the alleyways from a few houseseached the great square where
the administration buildings stood, went a littleyafurther in the light of the street lamps

erected only recently, and finally reached theyalhewhich the house where I lived



stood. The central vegetable market was oppodite.|dcal farmers arrived here early in
the morning to unload their carts. Now the placs alanost uncannily quiet. Piles of
empty sacks lay around in the darkness like dealais.

The square hadn’'t been there very long. As it degger and larger, the bazaar
was beginning to close in on my once isolated ho#sérst only traders and visitors had
populated the alley by daytime. But then the shHigggmn to spread. Nearby buildings
were converted for other purposes or simply derhetlsand more and more corrugated
metal roofing was built, shading the streets wileegy used to stand. | tried to see this as
a good sign. The war in Europe — and its effectslbeen felt as far away as Baghdad —
was over long ago, the situation had calmed dowad,people were trading briskly. But
in reality it was the poor who came streaming thi city, more of them all the time,
changing it so fast that | could hardly keep ughvdévelopments.

The market place lay deserted. | went along thealley to the front door of the
house, or what was left of it. Flies settled onfamge, a particularly unpleasant sensation
in the dark. And yet, as | often thought when | edtris way, it was a good idea to vacate
the buildings that used to cover so much of theididor the people in charge of this
caravanserai. They had built stables for the fashmaules opposite the new garden wall.
There were no animals there now, by night, onlystimell told you that they spent early
morning until evening there while the farmers wee#ing their wares.

I unlocked the high, narrow gate, walked along sspge that had been a corridor
before the place was converted, and entered thlikeigarhe leaves of the fig tree rustled
mysteriously. | stopped for a moment and took gpdweath. Only here, cut off from the
outside world, did | notice what a beautiful nightvas, and how the wind, if it did not
cool me, at least passed over my skin. It evenaltbg flies away. | looked at the house.
All the windows were dark.

| climbed the narrow outside staircase and weut tiéé apartment. And although
the garden and the fig tree had already suggestédite place was quiet, only now did |
really feel | was in my own place, a state of mihat | always longed for and yet feared.

[ lit the oil lamp, carried it over to the upholstd bench, sat down and took my
shoes off. | was home. The lamp not only lit themdout warmed it with its flickering
light. My secret lover, the widow, had probably besleep for hours. She had left my
meal ready for me in the kitchen. | took the cloththe top of the pan, dug into it a few

times, ate standing up. After that | went into littee annexe beside the kitchen to wash.



All the time that | was scooping up water from tiig cask in a bowl and pouring it over
myself, | was looking forward to getting into bedmwthe widow.

The moments just before | did so heightened mysaiosometimes | came home
late on purpose to feel as | did now: first therstle, the deserted atmosphere of the
building, then the woman close to me.

Wet as | was, a towel slung around my waist, | ek to the pan in the kitchen
and ate a little more. It was a warm night, butred same | felt cool air on my skin. |
glanced at the living-room, homely in the flickegitamplight, and realized that
something else was mingled with my arousal. | kméwat it was, but | didn’t want to
think about that. | was in turmoil, something sfgrant had happened to me, a meeting
that was more than | could deal with. | took thetlelright off the pan and put its lid on.

Extinguishing the lamp in the living-room, | sta@&ng the dark, narrow corridor
to the bedroom. It was exactly as | had expecteelw&as fast asleep when | lay down
beside her, with the sheet wound around her sdyithat it was quite difficult to get it
off. She woke up, and the more | tugged at thetskiee=more firmly she pulled it around
her again. | pushed back her dark hair and kidsedack of her neck. | managed to
uncover the skin of her back only inch by inch heseashe kept hauling the sheet back. |
knew what she wanted, | was well acquainted withpnevocative prudishness. She still
went into hiding when | wanted her, as she haduwrficst night together. By now it had
become a ritual, and the thin cover under whichcshe/lled gave me the time | needed.
She wasn't retreating from me; the soles of herdégen stroked mine as if by chance.
But she wanted to be taken forcibly. Sometimesshed it wasn't like that, but it excited
me. Finally | pulled away the sheet from under k&posing her, and then came into her
from behind. She lay flat and groaned as quietly bsr children were in the room. | just
had time to stroke her hair back from her face. Stegched my hand and licked my
fingertips, and then it was over.

| liked to lie beside her for a while before | wéatmy own room. | stared up at
the ceiling, breathing heavily, and sensed thateipgmsive feeling again. As if someone
close to me had died, | thought. The widow turreethe and put her forehead against my
shoulder.

“You have a new neighbour,” she said abruptly.

It took me a moment to come back out of my thoughi#o is it?” | asked.

She yawned. “That doctor from Europe, the one yotkvor.”



| was wide awake at once. “What did you say?” ll@xeed.

“They brought his furniture today. | saw it fronethoof. He’s living in the house
beside the stables. Not particularly elegant, pat®us.”

| couldn’t stay in bed. | forced myself to keepmnand walk quietly as | made my
way barefoot into the corridor and went throughdhek living-room to the front door.
For a moment | wondered whether to put my shoedun, was too impatient even for
that.

In the cool night air, | hurried along the balud&do the wooden ladder leading
to the roof. Once up there | realized that fromwhest up | was naked, and |
instinctively hunched my shoulders. But then | shevlarge, brightly lit window in the
house on the other side of the alley. | recogntheddoctor, whom | thought | had left
behind me for that day. There he was; it had olshpbeen another long evening at the
hospital. He was standing in the middle of his figimg-room, hands on hips, looking
around as if in search of something.

| crouched down on the metal roof and folded mysammrfront of my chest. Now,
alone with him again so unexpectedly, | realizeat ttwasn’t going to shake this man
off, that he and everything he had brought with hiculd pursue me.

One of the mules must have been left behind som@ahéhe stables opposite; it
was now evidently wandering around, kicking the derowalls. | felt the sweat on my
skin, and shivered. | sat there like an Indian hnin. Meanwhile, the doctor had begun
unpacking crates. He did it quickly, putting akktemall items that he fished out of the
sawdust and removed from their paper wrappings dsmamewhere in the room, many of
them just on the floor.

Now you've arrived, | thought. Now you are settiqghome in a foreign country.
| unfolded my arms. The sight of the man, who weis &s a rake, made me doubt myself
again. He was getting on in years, and he was @xdfsom Europe, but that proved
nothing. Your memories are deceiving you, | toldsedf. Just because it’s so long since
you saw any Europeans, you think this one must Baweething to do with that time in
the past. Suddenly | felt weak and downcast. Adlténsion of the last few hours relaxed.
| stood up and turned away. Half-naked like the iinsew at the window opposite, |

lingered there for a moment, and then climbed dthverladder again.



[The two following chapters of Section 1 describe harrator Anwar still watching the
doctor at work and, from the flat roof, at home gnéha younger woman visits him, but
leaves after a few days. Then the doctor is vidiednother man, a Jew whom Anwar
also recognizes from the past and knows as Ephramchnow he is sure again that the
doctor is the man he once knew. The next sampletehdirst in the second section,
which is entitledThe Beautiful Houses, takes us back to the time before World War 2.)

| remember that | didn’t know what education watbe| met educated people. And |
remember that the city of Baghdad was small in hildbhood. Desert sand covered the
suburbs, with their narrow courtyards and dilapdatlleys that looked as if they had
been scored into a crust. But there was also iee, rand the river seemed to attract
everyone to it: the traders who unloaded their @asdhere, the rich who built their
houses and laid out gardens on its banks. Foreigigo gravitated to the river. The
British built a quarter here, Bataween with itsdmpstraight streets and three large parks,
like the parks in London, and they gave it elediriand genuine postal addresses. But it
was the cafés that fascinated me most. They wenelgrdifferent from anywhere | had
ever known. It wasn’'t only men who patronized thesrthey did the Tawla teahouses,
where they sat smoking their water-pipes. Womentwethe cafés as well, wearing
Western clothing and not tlabaya, talking to the men and laughing with them. They
drank lemonade, they smoked and they looked dineatver calmly flowing along.
Everyone seemed to have plenty of time, and evergeemed to be clever. For these
people talked all the time, they engaged in livdgiBcussion, and then they all laughed
together. Or they played billiards at magnificeaiiles as large as wardrobes, covered
with beautiful green velvet. The sole purpose ekthtables was to pass the time by
playing a game.

| always wanted to go to these places, | was atidato such people. And | wasn’t
the only one. What had we learnt at school? Hi&tdityat was all far away. History was
made in Europe. And here we were lucky enough Ye lkeaded up under the roof of that
mighty edifice the Empire, built in the past bygaten in white wigs. History, said
Ephraim, simply found us and swallowed us up. Thadh, my teachers and all of those

| met later, loved what was very old about thisrdoy things that we had forgotten long



ago. They dug up stone giants, warriors and lionghom they saw themselves. They
called that our culture.

But at the same time as they were digging thesgshiip they were part of their
own world, of the sky that they had stretched ahgeAt heart, they saw us as mere
Bedouin, obliviously wandering over ground crammeith treasures. They had to come,
in order to create the country where we had be@mglifor so long. They gave it a form, a
name and a king. The British mandate in Iraq begémthe king. That was in 1921, the
year when | was born.

It's a strange idea. | have never connected myssifown life, with that
“history”. | took everything that happened to meagsersonal matter. Nor did | ever feel
the strong national pride that was roused in othvs grew up with me. Yet something
of it entered into me and took root.

I can’t help thinking of my father. | see him befany mind’s eye, a small, strong
man with ambitious ideas. For him, too, the 192@$ E930s must have been a time of
upheaval. He worked as an overseer at a date pagkagrks, where he not only
shouted at the labourers and clapped his handsdmtised a stick on them.

“Organization,” he always said, “is the great psshlof this country.” None of
what his son was learning at school seemed impadarim. “All we can learn from the
foreigners is good order. That's the foundatiomstof a modern country. Our own
people are uneducated peasants with no idea ofsag@hg on the world. They learn
nothing, then they’re prepared to do any kind ofkyand that’s all they think of. When |
punish them they seem to grovel and at the sanesthiesy’re full of hatred. | know
exactly what they're feeling. And that’s the whateuntry for you, grovelling and full of
hatred.”

As if to bring his own dissatisfaction home to rhe,took me to certain places
with him. These were not the usual family outindgsew the idea was to find a pretty
place by the river and eat a picnic there, or bayaoot, a Tigris carp, from the
fishermen. My father wanted to teach me something.

We went to the tannersbuk in a remote part of the city. The stench was
unbearable. Barefoot boys worked here, their baalelsclothing covered with dirt and
discoloured by the nameless fluids that they ukedn area surrounded by a crumbling,
almost invisible wall there were pools as blacligsh with animal skins swimming in

them. You might have thought the skins came away fthe rotting corpses only in these
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pools. My father stopped at one place and drewlos=do him. Here, two of the boys
were reaching into encrusted buckets and throwioigpan, muddy substance on to an
animal skin, then rubbing it in. They were workingh human excrement that they had
collected earlier from the latrines.

“In Germany,” said my father, “there’s a man whoubght about time.”

| was on the point of throwing up. | tried to igedhe buckets and the flies
circling over them.

“That’s what the man did,” said my father. “He s#lyat God’s time is not the
same as human time. If we could see it from thsidet it would look like a globe. If you
can think, you can fly a long way without movingrr the spot. Or you can invent
machines that really do fly.”

The boys bent over the buckets again and scoop#ukupicker remains of the
substance from the bottom, just enough for themlan without letting it dry too soon.

We also looked at the rich people’s houses, althauyg father didn’t linger here.
He just made me walk past them, as if he wanteddrnigo feel close to them. And I did,

perhaps | was more strongly aware of it than wasldor me.

Sometimes, when | looked at my father, | saw hima figure from a sinister fairy-tale.
Once, long ago, he had gone along a dark pathhatdought the memory of it back to
my wooden bed, to whisper it into the ear of thg imathe bed, his only son. It ran from
his lips like water. | was still a child at the #and | caught all the drops and made
words out of them.

At times, in a few moments and at a few places,gausee those who are dead
and forgotten, said my father. The Almighty setsdlead free only briefly, and then he
takes them back to him again.

On the road to Aleppo he showed them to my fathieg had left the road itself
and was wandering among bushes and rocks, becadsk &s lonely in the night as the
cold rocks and the straggling bushes. And becaeseals praying for a way through the
darkness, since there was no moon, and the windload the stars out and was
wandering around like my father himself. Father wasvling over the ground.

“Something looked at me, I'm sure of it, it was tltre very close, going ahead
of me, waiting. It was leading me on. It was tdeito be alone like that, but necessary,

for | was to see something.”
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He crawled down into a hollow, the soil betweenfirigers was dry black dust.
The river that ran fast through the little vallejtinothing behind it.

Father lay down on its stony bank and looked upesky, saw moonlight move
behind the clouds, saw it grey and writhing, safrei¢ itself, and then the stakes rose
erect around it. Gradually the darkness spat thetmone after another.

The men were hanging head down, gutted and pievitedarge nails. Cold
campfires stood all around. Father rose to his feéteated, and then saw the women,
impaled and hanging in the air, high above rowshiifiren with their heads buried in the
ground. Their hands had been cut off and lay irphdxeside them.

“Who were they?” | asked.

“People called Armenians, not from here,” whispemgdfather.

“Did a ghoul do it?”

“Yes, it was a ghoul.”

“Because they were foreigners?”

“The ghoul knows only foreigners.”

“It was watching you, but it didn’t do anythingyou.” | was in tears.

“No.”

“It was afraid of you. Say it was afraid of you.”

“Yes.”

| knew Ezra from Rashid Street, and | had avoidedfbr a long time. At first | was
simply scared of him, because he was two years thda me, and seemed very grown
up when he strolled along behind the colonnadeshanfitiends gathered around him.
There was no reason for him to notice the Arabgiegling quietly past him on the way
home from school.

He was tall, and very powerfully built for his adg#is deep black hair was always
a little too long, and untidy; he used it to hide jug ears. For Ezra was vain, everyone
knew that. However, he thought it a very modermdtgie, he always wore shirt and
trousers in the European style, and never had ericayvon his head. His family was rich,
everyone knew that too.

All the same, he hung about in the streets whensyeould. | was surprised,

because you hardly ever saw the rich businessnotiiden around the place. They had
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schools of their own, and they also stuck togeitnéneir free time. But Ezra was
different, and seemed to be both aware and protithof

On the afternoon when | finally got to know him,was sitting on the ground in
one of the narrow alleys off Rashid Street, smokihipoked as if he hidden in order to
smoke, but that didn’t seem like him. More likeky had chosen this retreat, where
remains of vegetables and bits of wood litteredgitweind, in order to be alone. With his
head and back leaning against the wall of the hbakénd him, he slowly turned his eyes
to me as | lingered briefly at the entrance toaley, having recognized him.

Maybe Ezra was tired of being alone, because Beddiis arm and beckoned me
over with one languid hand. Clutching my bag of ksyd went over to him feeling like a
delinquent. There was no reason for me to fear hienglidn’t know one another at all.
None the less, | thought that there had been seoretsconnection between us for quite a
long time. | had expected and even hoped for tlusent.

“What's your name?” asked Ezra, narrowing his eagthe wind blew cigarette
smoke into them. “And what did you learn at schiodiay, Anwar?”

Because | didn’'t know what to say, and also becadssrusted his strange
interest in me, | said nothing.

“A proud boy, aren’t you? Not going to answer evsitly question. Did they tell
you anything about Iraqgi independence and the godde that's ahead for all of us?”

“No,” | said, but I did know what Ezra was talkiagout. The subject was very
much a part of the curriculum.

“Give me that,” he said, raising his arm.

| was still clutching the book bag to me as if fjootection. Reluctantly | relaxed
my grip and obeyed.

Ezra snatched it away from me, took his time alopening it, and shook the
contents out into the dust. He looked at my texitisawmith a wry smile, | felt as if he were
looking at me and not the books. It was an awkve#rdation. | was sure that Ezra was
just getting bored sitting here on his own. Nowhlael found something to do. But then
he surprised me. He carefully picked up the bookkskdew the dust off each of them,
one by one, before putting it back in the bag. Whemanded it back to me, he gave me
a friendly nod.

“Want to see something different some time?” Hendlidiait for an answer. “If

you have a little time to spare, | can show you.”
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Suddenly my uncertainty turned to fright. | clutditee book bag again and
watched Ezra push himself away from the wall oftibase and stand up, with a groan. |
took a step back, and by the time the other boyomdsis feet, dusting down his trouser
legs, | was well on the way to Rashid Street.

Ezra probably watched me go, but he said nothimgd in flight from everything
that was about to happen, | told myself later light back to my childhood, which ended
for me then, in the dirty alley that afternoon. $mme must have been present at the
beginning of the story. Not my father, with all lieas of progress. Not the mullah at the
Quran school or my teachers. Certainly not my motivbom | had never known because
she died when | was born, leaving me behind, somsaperfluous to requirements.
There was no one at all close to me. It had to teamger who took me to a strange place
with him, and Ezra did just that.

On that day | saw my home through different eyebelM got back, one of my
aunts greeted me, as usual, and told me my jolibéarest of the day. She gave me a
shopping list of things to buy. Before my fathet gome, | was to sweep the courtyard
and fix the oven for the flatbread, which was imgler of falling apart. Then there was
my school homework to be done. That kept me bus/late in the evening.

When | closed the gate of the yard behind me ttogoarket, | lingered there for
a moment. Through the bars, | looked at the hofisgyachildhood. | saw the small
courtyard, the cracked flagstones of the floorwiadls with sand clinging to the gaps in
them as if to replace the missing mortar. Thenetiwegre the three stone steps that | had
so often jumped down, taking all three at once, @&mal/e them the kitchen door standing
ajar, with defective mosquito wire netting overaihd the bunch of dried flowers that
someone had hung there. The long stems and therBdwad taken on the colour of the
sand long ago, the wind had blown the bunch oshape; it clung to the door like a
large insect. Beyond it lay the dark rooms of tbade. They seemed to me like drawers
in an old cupboard that you don’t want to open aroye. Suddenly my aunt appeared at
the window, waving to tell me it was time | set.dfbbeyed before | could fit her, too,

into the sobering picture before my eyes.



