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1. 
 

Out moves Bob and I with him to Vanløse, our home was there above the petrol 
station, and we got stave parquet. Up and down the stairs we went, Bob carried 
nearly the lot. Packing boxes, bags and binliners. Constantly, one of us would 

say: How lucky can you get? It was a one-room flat with a balcony. 
 
Plantwise we possessed a yucca, a mind-your-own-business, a cactus, a weeping 

fig. The mind-your-own-business grew in half a coconut, a going-away present 
from Bob’s little brother. The furnishings were folding table with chairs, one-and-

a-half bed. Chest of drawers and standard lamp, and so on. Nothing for the walls. 
Bob wanted to hang a towel up, a particular purple one with twirls of a tapestry-
like character. Legs to be screwed onto tables and feet onto beds. 

 
But we left it all to its own devices and sat ourselves out in the late afternoon 
sun. We sat on the same chair. Bob may have seen a tern, Damhus Pond was 

just round the back. He balanced his beer on the back of his hand, catching it 
just in time. The balcony resounded, it was the eighteenth of August. Bob loved 

yellow brickwork. 
 
And we’d nothing in for dinner, so we went walkabout. At a Chinese takeaway we 

ordered two lots of noodles with egg, we pronounced it newdles. They came in 
cardboard boxes, we sat on a step and by way of experiment consumed the 

lukewarm mass with chopsticks. People went past. The sun went down behind a 
big garage. 
  



2. 
 

Bob slept with his right arm over his head, or rather he didn’t sleep, he had to 
collect points, he needed a job and preferably one relevant to his studies, only he 
didn’t know what to study, if anything at all. He’d saved nineteen thousand 

kroner up from the ferries, hadn’t touched them yet, and then there was the blue 
Daihatsu he still had for sale back home in the field. He didn’t fancy agronomist, 
and he didn’t fancy forester, and he definitely didn’t fancy engineer, or teacher 

either, or rather he sort of did, only he couldn’t see what his main subjects would 
be. And at the same time it was just the opposite, he quite saw himself as an 

agronomist, forester, engineer, he could see himself teaching German or PE, even 
physics, all of course providing he could get in. But he didn’t really feel anything 
for any of it. Cautiously, he turned onto his other side, reached his hand to the 

floor and moved it about, little noiseless sweeps, until he felt the glass of water. 
He picked it up, drank a sip, put it back on the floor, quietly. 
 

The next morning he was the first to wake. The sky was bright blue. Car doors 
slammed on the little car park below the balcony, the opposite side from the 

petrol station. Bob emitted his morning noise and climbed out, a jump towards 
the bathroom. Ended up having a shower too. The water was boiling hot, hard to 
adjust, hard to leave again once it was adjusted. He stood and thought about 

nothing, turned the water off, turned it on again, then finally turned it off, dried 
himself and went in and slung his towel over the eternal dining chair. We brewed 

coffee in a saucepan, he insisted on going over to the baker’s across the road and 
fetching some bread. But it was Monday and they were closed on Mondays. So he 
pulled a pastry out of the dispenser, carried it back on his outstretched hand. 

Diesel was down to 3.74. 
  



3. 
 

Three days later he signed on at the employment allocation in Tøndergade. He 
was sent in to a man with a beard and a thunderous turn in laughter, it even 
transpired he was from Rødby Mark. He asked a lot of questions, though mostly 

about New Day, for whom he’d once been a paper lad. Then at once he lowered 
both his beard and his voice, he was sorry to have to say that at the present time 
there was no employment to be allocated, no matter how much he’d like to. But 

just as Bob shook his half-hearted hand, they rang from the hydrofoils in 
Havnegade, the new relief man had stood them up. Rødby Mark thundered into 

the telephone, a spray of spittle: 
 ‘I’ve just the man for you!’ 
 That’s how Bob related it over a mug of coffee on the balcony later that 

afternoon. Inside on the folding table was a freshly purchased white shirt for his 
trial shift and a piece of paper with the address. He hadn’t envisaged going to 
Sweden four times a day, but on the other hand he hadn’t really envisaged 

anything. Now he was going to celebrate with steak au poivre, he wrote a list that 
also included red wine, only to remember the Faustino in the chest of drawers 

and cross it out again. 
 We walked together up Jernbane Allé and parted outside the Co-op, Bob 
went back to the greengrocer’s. He stood on the pavement looking at broccoli, 

redcurrants, melons. Potatoes and mushrooms were inside the shop. He got both, 
and two samosas besides, he ate his outside the Co-op while talking to a dog: 

 ‘Sit, there’s a good dog.’ 
 The S-train came rumbling from Jyllingevej, the paper samosa bag was 
getting greasy. His trainers were blue suede, there was something exactly right 

and something else that wasn’t, not the greasy bag, not the hydrofoils, not the 
dog that kept standing up. He sucked his fingers, he’d been in contact with 
something bitter before the samosa, he should have bought plums, he needed to 

make a note of the phone boxes in the area. We held hands on the way home, 
crossed over and went the back way, over the yellow parking space after the 

butcher’s, now he knew what it was. He put it out of his mind on Kastanie Allé, it 
was Thursday, the wind gentle and warm, the leaves rustled. Kastanie Allé would 
come in many versions, and he wouldn’t walk there alone. 

  



4. 
 

The sun kept shining. At the weekend, a so-called freshers’ trip had been laid on, 
so Bob was all on his own. He was going to paint the cupboard doors in the 
kitchen steel grey by mutual agreement, they were red to begin with. There were 

four in all, he unhinged them and carried them out onto the balcony, sanded 
them down with three descending grades of sandpaper, 60, 120, 240. He masked 
off the balcony with newspaper, took our complete stock of books out and 

stacked them side by side and two deep so they formed a little plateau, and 
masked that off too. The cupboard doors could rest there then with their edges 

free, he gave them a priming, waited, sanded down again, and applied the paint. 
 For lunch he had four half-slices of rye bread with pickled herring. 
 He went out and dabbed a finger on the cupboard doors, but it’d be a while 

yet. 
 He did the cleaning in the bathroom. Removed a calcium rim around the tap 
with cotton wool soaked in vinegar. 

 He ate a small portion of cornflakes. 
 Gave them a second coat. 

 Despite the sunshine he began to shiver, he got under the duvet, but 
couldn’t fall asleep. 
 He decided to go over to the park and read. But the book he was reading was 

under the cupboard doors. 
 He went there anyway. The park was no more than a band of grass and an 

enormous copper beech. Ivy so old it was in flower. There was a rusty fence 
around and a lot of cigarette ends. He lay down in the grass on a slope and 
soaked up some warmth, fell asleep and woke up more than an hour later. 

 
When the cupboard doors were touch-dry he leaned them up against the side of 
the balcony with the unpainted sides facing out. He removed the newspaper 

masking and crumpled it up. The books he took in, putting them down on the 
folding table and looking at them one by one. He found the book he was reading 

and read for a bit. Looked up some concepts in our Focus. Marketing, drift net, 
freshers’ trip. The last one wasn’t in. He discovered a loose recipe for sponge 
cake. He baked the sponge cake using what we had and put it on the balcony for 

the day after, when we drank coffee late. We were careful with the as-yet not 
quite hard-dry doors. It was a rather stodgy sponge cake, pound-to-pound, we 

laughed with every slice, and it turned out to be our evening meal. 
  



5. 
 

At night in the darkness, which never got properly dark, not that anyone gave it a 
thought, no one bothered about curtains, the sound of the petrol pump came to 
the fore from below at regular intervals. Bob lay imagining what cars they were. 

They turned in from Linde Allé and left again onto Grøndals Parkvej after filling 
up. In wet weather, the usual tyre sound. 
 Bob couldn’t help dwelling on street names, Langdraget, Arnestedet. He had 

to say them out loud to himself in several versions and got a fly in his mouth on 
Apollovej. It was a habit that started at the breakfast table back home, hunched 

over his oats, OTA, O TA TA, and later Kellogg’s, Neeeesquick, no one took any 
notice eventually, not his milky little brother, his dad with his coffee and ciggie, 
skates on and out the door again. Clouds like dogs. They’d walk up to the main 

road together, his little brother’s yellow raincoat and dangling reflector tab, and 
in the bus maybe a couple of times more, quiet as can be into his roll-neck, Viet, 
Vi-et-et. 

 
Three sets of high cheekbones in honest, rectangular faces. His dad was 

inundated before he was fifteen, the girls were lined up on the pavement with 
fancy handbags, ballerina shoes. That was on Vestergade, his dad breezed 
through the gateway in his own thoughts, straight into a floating skirt and a 

smell of shampooed hair: 
 ‘What you waiting for?’ he said. 

 ‘For you!’ 
 But he made it to the bus in time, and later to Lungholm, and one day Bob’s 
mum was sitting with her legs crossed up on the square, on the fountain, after a 

sewing lesson. They took on the little farm after her parents. Bob was born in the 
double bed, he’d shown it off on a pair of occasions when he’d brought a girl 
home with him. 

 
Bob in the night in his eighteenth-year bedroom, beneath the skylight. The 

wallpaper’s whirls and swirls. Hands on chest, his breathing could take care of 
itself. Dark, heavy night-clouds. He counted down from twenty, thought about 
wheel ruts, hayboxes. He tried to fill his thoughts, the way you filled duvets and 

shoes, the straw-burner. A blue sweater, the staircase leading down. His mum 
coughed in the front room, sometimes she’d be sitting reading in the night when 

he gave up and crept down for a glass of water, and would whisper: 
 ‘Bob, is that you awake?’ 
 Onto his stomach. His heart facing down and thumping. Don’t mention the 

heart, don’t think about the thoughts. The clock on the shelf ticking. Heart, 
thoughts, clock, he wanted to think up other words, a word for clock, he said: 
 ‘Sod it!’ 

 Back on his back, backwards from twenty. And then, four years later in 
Vanløse, all those street names, Buskager and Havekrogen, Stilledal. 

  



6. 
 

One of the first weeks there we went over to the laundrette, we’d moved in with 
our dirty washing, two bags full. We had a dispute about fabric softener, Bob 
ended up with it all on his own. He studied everything on the noticeboard, read a 

weekly. He knew he wasn’t the great launderer, but still he wouldn’t look out of 
the window. Hyltebjerg Allé ran behind his back, he sat tipping on a worn-out 
chair. The back door opened, an elderly woman in thermal workwear came in. 

She filled an empty pickled-herring tub with water and detergent, began wiping 
the machines. Bob thought he’d start a conversation, he wanted to say something 

friendly, about the weather at least, the continuing sunshine, but he didn’t get 
the chance, the woman turned and looked at him: 
 ‘Will you be using the mangle?’ 

 She stood with the pickled-herring tub, a bit of foam dripping, and wiped her 
forehead with her free hand: 
 ‘Because if you are, it won’t take less than three goes. Just so as you know.’ 

 ‘Thanks, I’ll remember that,’ said Bob. 
 ‘So it’ll be six kroner in all for fifteen minutes.’ 

 ‘Thanks for your help,’ said Bob, unable to find a way of continuing the 
conversation, the woman was in full swing with the sweeping now, flocks of floor 
fluff and lint whirled in the air. Afterwards, she left through the back door again 

with dustpan and brush, the pickled-herring tub abandoned in the stainless steel 
sink. 

 
The cycle came to an end. We’d selected colours, 60 degrees for the lot. He got it 
all out of the machine and put it in the spinner, trundled it over to the tumble 

dryer, gave it twenty minutes. The bedclothes were still damp when he got them 
out, he was folding them together in the air when the woman in the thermal 
workwear came back with a floor cloth, and although all she was interested in 

was wiping under the sink, he went over to the mangle and put some coins in. 
And so there he stood facing the window, operating the foot pedal, gripping two 

corners of a pillowcase. Drifting clouds over Gennemløbet as he pulled, folded, 
smoothed. From Hyltebjerg Allé this was how he was seen, in deep concentration 
at the mangle with a growing pile of linen, and he was seen to look up, and look 

out. 
  



7. 
 

And we biked to the pictures one early evening, in the centre of town by the 
Lakes. The air was muggy, the bike lanes dusty. Bob wanted to take up the rear, 
side by side at a push. Gammel Kongevej seemed endless, the blacktop full of 

potholes, he wasn’t sure whether not wanting to go first was a sign of weakness 
or the opposite. Our sweat poured, we’d got going too late. He’d seen it was 
getting on, but for some reason he hadn’t connected it with the pictures, he’d 

been thinking about nutmeg. He’d grated some over the potatoes as if in a daze, 
there was nothing in his head but his blue sleeping bag. It had got left behind on 

the freshers’ trip, in a big cabin near Faxe Ladeplads, and it was the only time 
he’d lent it out. He pictured bunk beds, budding adults with syllabuses and 
bread rolls for breakfast. The sleeping bag was a Caravan, bought with his first 

pay packet at the end of eighth year. He’d got a job after school cleaning at Hotel 
Fugleflugten, there were four of them in all who found each other work. They 
were saving up to go to Norway, it was a camp, they wouldn’t forget the word 

saxifrage. Floor wash took place kneeling. Big racks of upturned dirty beer 
glasses in the hotel kitchen. You picked up one in each hand and dipped them 

quickly up and down in soapy water. In the pantry were the trays of fried bacon, 
they found out dust had a taste too. Then biking home after work, the feeling of 
being free, whizzing along past Langs Vejlevej and the canal, the wheat glistening 

green, a tingling under the chestbone, gone with the wind via Gerringe. He 
wondered if a person could become a rock, thrust up out of the black earth like a 

pale beet, their own little iceberg. He wanted to be equanimity itself, that was how 
he imagined it on his bike, that was how he biked. 
  



8. 
 

On the morning of his trial shift on the hydrofoils it rained. He walked with his 
hood up along Kastanie Allé, Bogholder Allé, Jernbane Allé, down behind the 
station to catch the number 29 to Kongens Nytorv. He found himself a good seat 

in the middle and gazed out at detached homes and blocks of flats, the 
pavements were actually rather neglected in Frederiksberg. In many places the 
weeds were growing high along the kerb. A group of nursery-school children were 

waiting to cross the road at some traffic lights, the teachers formed a barrier. His 
white shirt was damp at the neck. He hadn’t had his hair cut since February and 

noted a couple of salons on the way, She & He. An elderly man took the seat next 
to him with some effort, delivered a few comments about this and that. Bob 
nodded and smiled, even asked a question in return, though received no reply. He 

went back to his window, for a minute his bearings were gone, but then it was 
the agricultural college. 
 

He got off at the Royal Theatre and put his hood up, stood for a moment and 
looked out over the square. He wasn’t due for twenty-five minutes and it wasn’t 

far to walk. So he crossed the road and ambled under the elm trees. He’d always 
thought they were lime trees, but they were elm. His watch said a quarter to nine 
after that, so he made his way over to Nyhavn, walked along the quayside on the 

opposite side from the as-yet unopened restaurants and cafés. But Nyhavn was 
rather longer than he’d anticipated. His heart jumped, a loose cobblestone. 

Bending down to tie his shoelace, he heard a voice behind him: 
 ‘Excuse me.’ 
 It belonged to a little woman with a travel bag, she’d got off a bus and got 

lost, was meant to be visiting her father in his new flat behind Sankt Annæ Plads. 
She’d got Nyhavn the wrong way round, you wouldn’t think it possible. 
 ‘After all, there’s only a harbour at one end,’ she said, and they both looked 

in the direction of the hydrofoils, then at the big anchor at the end of the canal, a 
flock of black birds taking to the wing, pigeons against the light of the sky. The 

sun was just behind the grey ceiling of cloud. 
 ‘I’m afraid I don’t know where Sankt Annæ Plads is,’ said Bob. 
 ‘That’s a shame,’ the woman said. 

 The door of a hotel opened next to where they stood. Two English-speaking 
men came out with suitcases and strode away in the direction of Kongens Nytorv 

in ongoing conversation. Bob glanced at his watch and said: 
 ‘I’m sure they’ll know in there.’ 
 He pulled the door open for her, but she gestured for him to go with her, and 

because of that he went up the steps inside the door and then through a second 
door into the foyer of the Seaman’s Home. A powerful smell of coffee greeted 
them. The receptionist was busy with an elderly couple and a telephone call, at 

the same time as she was signing for the day’s parcel post. But still she gave 
them a friendly smile and covered the receiver with her hand: 

 ‘You’re welcome to take a cup of coffee while you’re waiting.’ 
 Bob shook his head and leaned towards the woman: 
 ‘I’ve got to be going.’ 



 ‘Oh, of course, thanks for your help. I’ll have a cup myself, then, cheerio,’ 
she said and put her travel bag down. Bob turned towards the door, but before he 

even opened it a commotion was heard, the woman had fallen over the door sill 
into the breakfast room, she was lying face-down on the lino, the receptionist was 
dashing across. 

 They got her onto a dining chair. Apart from a red mark on her forehead 
there was no sign of injury. She sat there and kept throwing her hands up: 
 ‘Sorry, sorry. I haven’t had my coffee today, that’s all.’ 

 ‘Then you must have a cup,’ the receptionist said, drawing herself upright 
from her crouching position, only then the bell rang in reception, someone with a 

loud complaint. The receptionist peered and called out: 
 ‘I’ll be right there!’ 
 And then a second later, to Bob and the woman, still with her friendly smile: 

 ‘Just a moment.’ 
 The breakfast room was almost deserted. A clock above the buffet said four 
minutes to nine. Bob darted to the coffee maker, they had two jugs in all, but one 

was empty and the other had just been picked up by the last of the breakfasters, 
an elderly man whose movements were feeble, he wanted some cream in too and 

stood there with the coffee jug in his hand as he scanned the room: 
 ‘Where’s the, where’s the cream got to?’ he said, and Bob reached over the 
white tablecloth, picked up the cream jug and sloshed a drop into the man’s 

coffee. 
 ‘That was milk, wasn’t it?’ the man said. Bob shook his head, it did appear 

to be milk, though, the man’s coffee now looked weak. At last the man put the 
coffee jug down and Bob could pour a cup. He carried it across the floor, put it 
down in front of the woman and said: 

 ‘I hope you didn’t hurt yourself, I’m afraid I must be off.’ 
 And he rushed out and ran the last hundred metres along Nyhavn and 
round the corner into Havnegade, just in time to see, and so on. 

 
Bob on the quayside, deflated under his hood. A butty in his inside pocket, liver 

paste and cucumber. Nineteen thousand in the bank at eight per cent interest. 
Glittering waves, cracks in the cloud above the Sound. A new hydrofoil already on 
its way in. He munched, whistling spontaneously between mouthfuls. Come to 

think of it, he was supposed to have been there three quarters of an hour before 
departure. Nine o’clock had just kept flashing in him. 

 At least now it wasn’t raining. In theory he could still go over to the hydrofoil 
office and tell it like it was, only something inside him didn’t want to, so instead 
he strolled into a corner shop across the street and took an age to pick out a 

packet of chewing gum. The shopkeeper kept clearing his throat, a drawn-out 
growl. 
 

Outside the Seaman’s Home the receptionist was standing in the road behind a 
van, struggling with a big cardboard box. She smiled over the top of it as she 

recognised him: 
 ‘Hello, there,’ she said. 
 ‘Need a hand?’ said Bob. 



 ‘Thanks ever so much,’ she said, and together they went up the steps into 
the now empty reception where a transistor quietly played. 

 ‘It’ll do on the floor here for a minute,’ she said. ‘It’s biscuits.’ 
 ‘Oh, I see,’ said Bob. 
 ‘Normally they deliver round the back, only they’re digging it up.’ 

 ‘It has to be done, I suppose.’ 
 ‘Do you want one?’ the receptionist said, and pulled a bag out of the box, 
opened it and held it out towards him. 

 ‘Our odd-job man walked her to Sankt Annæ Plads, by the way. He was 
going to the dentist’s anyway,’ she said. 

 ‘That was good of him,’ said Bob, and took a vanilla crunch. 
 ‘I was just thinking,’ said the receptionist, crouching down in front of the 
cardboard box. She took a deep breath and straightened up with it in her arms: 

 ‘We could really do with someone part-time. Do you mind opening that 
door?’ 

 
And so it was that Bob walked back along Nyhavn towards Kongens Nytorv half 
an hour later with a provisional duty roster in his pocket, introductory training 

the day after tomorrow from ten till two, he’d noted down the times repeatedly on 
the back. He was to come in a dark shirt, for which reason he turned left past the 

Royal Theatre and crossed over to Magasin du Nord. The sun had come out and a 
minimal queue stood waiting outside the still locked doors. An elderly couple with 
a shopping trolley and a man whose sandal had come apart, he stood scraping 

the toe across the flags, flapping the sole. At last they opened the doors and the 
little party traipsed in and peeled away in their different directions. Bob went to 
the escalators and studied the floor guide, went up to first and immediately 

noticed a table of marine blue shirts on offer. He bought two, barely believing his 
luck. He went up to the ladies’ department thinking he’d buy a present to take 

back, to celebrate the fortunate turn the day had taken. But after a single rack he 
gave up, went down again and found Elizabeth Arden. He ended up with a tube of 
Eight Hour Cream, mostly because of the name. 

 
The sky got bluer and bluer on the bus back. He peered down the streets of 
detached residences in Frederiksberg, one great big box after another with red 

tiled roofing. He’d seen an ordinary mousy-grey bungalow with a garden the size 
of a postage stamp on offer for just short of a million, it was beyond him how 

anyone could pay such a sum. Then came Tesdorpfsvej and the house with the 
copper roof, and he turned his head. The bus negotiated the roundabout and a 
bit further on he got up and stood ready at the door the rest of the way to Vanløse 

Station. He lifted two fingers to his forehead at the driver in the mirror: 
 ‘Cheerio!’ 

 And received the same gesture in return, just like home. 
  



9. 
 

Bob’s little brother wanted to take on the farm, he said so at the age of only eight 
while they were out in the fields. They were inspecting fence poles and wires one 
early day in spring, the elderflower in the hedgerow stood white as bone. Bob was 

fifteen and well on his way to gymnasium school, he tipped his head back and 
closed his eyes. A girl from eighth year lowered her raquet with a smile. The sun 
already had some warmth in it. But his little brother’s voice was bubbling over, 

and then that annoying guitar riff came barging in as usual, Sultans of Swing, if 
it wasn’t one thing, it was another. 

 They broke dead branches off and lunged at each other, a fencing match in a 
furrow, the fat soil yellowed by iron compounds. That was another of his little 
brother’s interests, chemistry and metals, apart from that flying pigeons and 

tagging along on the heels of their dad or Bob himself, both would halt abruptly 
now and then, and he would walk headlong into them, the toes of his clogs 
against the heels of theirs. 

 She was tall, slender, sporty, not his type at all. But that smile never left her 
face. He first noticed her at Bredfjed the summer before, a ponytail in slow 

motion. His little brother had brought peas in a lunch box, and a tepid bottle of 
pop. Insisted he could open it with his teeth as well, and cut the corner of his 

mouth open. He’d cried, Bob pressed a corner of the towel against the wound. 
That was when she turned round the first time with her smile. And all winter he 
couldn’t keep his eyes off her in the sports hall. But then came Janne Poulsen, 

who he kissed round the back of the school building between lessons, later at 
home in her room. There hung a smell of apples about Janne, his thigh muscle 
quivered too. He thought he’d become familiar with that thigh muscle, but then 

there she was sitting on the knee of a big hunk down at the youth club. Bob had 
gone over and bought cigarettes with a taste of menthol, Rocky Mountains, biked 

home smoking. 
 His good friend Vålse said: 
 ‘The ladies fall at your feet.’ 

 Which was right enough, but it didn’t mean they stayed there. Frankly 
speaking, he’d hadn’t been looking for any lasting connection until then, to go out 
with someone, but that girl’s smile had him wondering. Even if he did know that 

gymnasium school would erase her, she was only just starting ninth. 
 

The evening before Great Prayer Day, his class met up at the home of one of the 
boys to plan the last day of school, they ate warm wheat buns, heaps of butter on 
little dishes. The boy’s sister had a friend round, it was the badminton girl. She 

stood smiling with a teatowel over her shoulder. Bob contrived to slip away at the 
same time as she was leaving, together they walked up to Havnegade and past 

the hotel, they kissed even before the old station building. She said later she’d 
swallowed her chewing gum in panic. She wasn’t timid, had once frightened a 
burglar off. She’d been in on her own one night in summer and heard him 

fiddling at the half-open window, jumped up from her bed and shouted: 
 ‘What do you think you’re doing?’ 
 Another time, she’d eaten a whole loaf. 



 The relationship lasted two months and seven days, they were on a day trip 
to Lübeck too, bickered happily over a Black Forest gateau. Every time she leaned 

her head towards his, a current went all the way up from the soles of his feet. He 
met her parents, even her father’s sister who wanted to see the giraffe. She was 
on a visit from Copenhagen and sat on the sofa knitting leg warmers. An eternal 

bond was tied between loss of love and the word giraffe. For it was the same 
evening she broke up with him, they both stood sobbing soundlessly on the 
landing, neither could utter the final farewell. But it had to be done. It would be 

too difficult once gymnasium school was a reality, as she said. Which was only 
what he’d thought from the start, she just stole a march on him that was all. 

 
An untouched cup of cocoa on his desk through long nights of summer. A 
yearning back to March or the summer before. Pea pods, a scalp full of sand. It 

took four months to find himself again, it was like his mother said: 
 ‘It takes twice as long to get over illness and love as the illness itself lasts.’ 
 The only thing to do was wait. All that waiting. Bob could hold his breath a 

whole weekend. The days deflated, they fell down on him like tent canvas. Just 
the thought of her little noises, her split ends. After a while he didn’t know what 

hurt most. Losing her or losing all that time. And then that time was gone. 
 


