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“What  about  love?” I  asked  and  peered  into  the  for t u ne- tel ler’s  eyes. 
They  showed  surpr ise. Unders t a n d ab le,  as  unt i l  then  I  had  asked  
on ly  about  my  hea l t h  and  my  husban d’s, and  about  whethe r  he  
wou l d  shift  his  arse  and  finish  his  medica l  studies  or  be run  over  
and  kil led  by an  ambula n ce,  and  about  the  heal t h  of  ou r  dear  
Ma r i n k a  and  how  she  wou l d  do  in  scho o l.
“Love?”
“Yes, love,” I  said  determined ly.  I’m thi r ty- eight  years  old  al ready  
and  it’s at  least  ten  years  since  any  man  looked  at  me like…  Wel l,  
like  that.  The  for t u ne- tel ler  stared  lon g  and  ha rd  at  the  cards,  
then  said  cauti ou s l y:
“There  are  signs  of  marit a l  problems,  as  we  said,  but  it  seems  they  
are  not  insu rm o u n t ab le.  Here  you  have  an  officia l  person,  but  
here  you’re  going  int o  the  sun,  so  it  looks  pretty  promising …”
“I wasn’t  thin k i n g  of  my  husban d!” I  said  and  looked  closely  at  his  
bowed  head.  Beneat h  his  black  hai r,  stiff  wit h  gel, his  bald  patch  
was  shin i n g.  He  shuff led  the  cards  once  more  and  laid  them  out  
again.  He  exclaimed  with  satisfact i o n:
“Yes, it’s true!  Here  he  is! A  man!  You’ve  al ready  met  a  number  of  
times. You’ve  actua l l y  know n  each  other  for  quite  some  time. He’s 
had  his  eye on  you  for  a  whi le  and  has  been  thi n k i n g  about  you,  
but  daren’t  approac h  you.  Probably  because  you’re  mar r ied.”
“Probably.”
“Here, have  a  look  for  you r sel f!”
He  shoved  towa r d s  me a  card  on  which,  amon g  exotic  vegetat i o n,  
there  was  a  naked  man  wit h  lon g  dark  cur ls,  a  lion  crouc hed  at  
his  feet  and  some  other  wild  anima ls  ro l l i n g  about.  Like Tarza n  
beneat h  the  Tree of  Know ledge.  But  with o u t  a  shad o w  of  a  doubt,  
a  man.
“This  man  is  divo rced  or  is  intendi n g  to  divo rce  soon.  In  any  case, 
he’s very  un h appy  and  you  wou l d  need  to  tread  carefu l l y  because  
women  have  al ready  hu r t  him  terrib ly.”
“But  he’s stil l  thi n k i n g  about  me?”
“Yes. He’s being  draw n  direct ly  towa r ds  you.  See, he’s facing  here. 
That’s  you.”
He  pointed  to  the  card  next  to  Tarza n  on  which  was  an  equa l l y  
naked  woma n  with  heavy  red  tresses  to  her  waist.  Birds  flew  
arou n d  her,  deer  leaned  agains t  her  att r ac t i ve  hips  and  the  sun  
and  the  moo n  were  fla t te r i n g  her.  She  was  not  like  me at  al l.

Then  I  met  Tamar a  for  a  coffee.
“And  you  believe  al l  this  nonsense?”
“I don’t  know.  I’ve been  thin k i n g  about  it. He  said  this  man  was  a  
more  artist ic  type, tha t  he  loved  the  cou n t r ys ide…  I  don’t  know  
anyo ne  like  that.  It’d  suit  me thou g h,” I  replied.



“Don’t  ta lk  crap!  Even  you r  Rudi’s too  much  for  you!  You’re  surely  
not  goin g  to  land  you rsel f  wit h  yet  ano t he r  bloke!” reto r ted  the  
twice-divo rced  Tamara,  ho r r i f ied.
“You  know  what,” I  said  with  a  dramat ic  voice  that  coming  from  
me soun ds  like  a  tremu l o u s  whist le:  “I’ve been  sick  of  everyth i n g  for  
ages! Rudi’s laziness,  Ma r i n k a’s  puberty,  pans,  ho l i d ays  in  the  
carav a n  with  stuffed  peppers  and  tomat o  sauce  the  wh o le  week, 
al l  the  bloody  birth d ays  and  Chr is tmases!  On  every  family  phot o  
on  which  I  appear  I’m car ryi n g  stuff  to  the  table  wit h  a  flus hed  
face. I  feel  as  if  there’s an  enorm o us  emptiness  inside  me. […]  I’m 
tired.  I  was  thi nk i n g  tha t  if  I  was  in  love  my  life  wou l d  at  least  
have  some  meaning.  It  wou l d n’t  be so  confused  and  washed  out.  I’m 
conv i n ced  I’d be ful l  of  energy  again.  I  remember  how  it  was  when  I  
was  sti l l  in  love  wit h  Rudi.  I  cou ld  study,  get  work  th r o u g h  the  
agency,  I  knew  how  to  have  a  good  time. I  did  everyth i n g  wit h  
such  ease and  pleasu re.  I  miss  tha t  feeling.  I’d just  like  to  be in  love  
once  more.  My  life  can’t  be over  al ready!”
I  was  very  worked  up. Tamar a  said:
“You’re  asking  for  troub le!”
And  tha t’s  how  it  al l  began.


