
L.

"You speak Engl i sh?"
"Yes ."
"How much?"
"Fif ty  for  a  fuck ,  th i r ty  for  suck ing ."
"How much for  ta lk ing?"
You gr in ,  manifes t ing  your  contempt  a t  the  very  idea  of  ta lk ing wi th  a

customer .
"Same pr ice .  F i f ty  for  f i f teen minutes ."  
I 'm s tanding on the  s idewalk .  You open the  door  to  negot ia te ,  and I  can

take  a  bet ter  look a t  you now.  Black ha i r ,  l i t t l e  nose ,  beauty  spot  on the  le f t
cheek .  You ' re  the  one I  am looking for .  No shade of  doubt .  My baby .  

"You'd  ra ther  suck my d ick  than ta lk  wi th  me,  huh? !"
You laugh a t  that .  A good s ign ,  a  s ign that  you ' l l  respond.  I  smi le  back a t

you.  The g i r l s  in  the  s t reet  are  semi-naked,  but  my babe wears  a  pa i r  of
t rousers  whose  meta l l i c  t in t  g lows in  the  n ight .  My baby has  s ty le ,  a lways
had.  

"Where  are  you from?"
"Czechos lovakia ."  
"Good.  I  th ink I ' l l  buy some of  your  prec ious  t ime."  
You lock the  door  behind me and guide  me in .  I  fo l low you through a

maze of  corr idors  and s ta i rcases .  I t  i s  a  sex  bui ld ing compr ised of  severa l
houses .  Every  inch of  i t  has  been used in  order  to  cram as  many rooms as
poss ib le .  A s t rong smel l  of  sperm and cheap deodorants  invade the  ha l -
lways .

You br ing me to  a  room on the  second or  th i rd  f loor .  The room is  smal l .
There  i s  a  bed next  to  the  r ight  wal l ,  and a  c loset  to  the  le f t .  I  take  off  my
jacket ,  and put  i t  on the  beds ide .  I  s i t  next  to  i t ,  c lose  to  the  door .  There
are  no windows.  I  can a lmost  reach the  wal l  in  f ront  of  me wi th  the  brace
of  my arm.  You have to  hop over  to  reach the  end of  the  bed.  You s i t  on
the matt ress ,  l ean ing your  back aga inst  the  outer  corner .   

"Do you mind i f  I  turn off  the  l ights?"
Did you unders tand?  I  reach out  for  the  swi tch and turn the  l ights  off .

You mumble  something in  Czech,  then you go s i lent .  Our  eyes  soon grow
accustomed to  the  d imness  of  the  room.  There  i s  a  fa int  rad iance  of  neon
l ights  permeat ing  through the  s l i t s  of  the  door .  On the  wal l ,  our  shadows
are  b ig  and dark .  Bigger  and darker  than our  rea l  se lves .
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I  need to  focus .  I  c lose  my eyes ,  begg ing for  s i l ence .  But  there  i s  no
s i lence .  I  can hear  be l t s  be ing undone,  z ippers  f ly ing  open,  pants  dropping ,
penises  erect ing ,  I  swear  I  can hear  the  noise less  penetra t ions .  There  are
moans  and laughs  and cr ies ,  and then there  i s  the  crumpl ing of  bank-notes
and the  ch ink ing of  smal l  money on tea  saucers .  F ina l ly  i t  i s  s i l ent .  The
quietness  I  was  crav ing for .  There  i s  a  hol iness  about  i t .  I  want  i t  to  enfo ld
us  and t rap us  wi th in ,  forever  and ever .  But  I  know th is  i s  not  poss ib le .  So
I  open my eyes  aga in  and s tar t  ta lk ing .

You are  my baby and you d ied a  whi le  ago.  You won' t  remember ,  because
i t  was  me who k i l l ed  you.  For  the  next  quar ter  of  an hour ,  I  wi l l  te l l  you
our  s tory .  You won' t  be l ieve  a  word of  what  I ' l l  say .   You ' l l  th ink I 'm nuts ,
and you may even re jo ice  in  ant ic ipat ion of  how and what  you ' re  go ing to
te l l   your  hooker  f r iends .  After  a  whi le ,  you won' t  even l i s ten to  me,  busy
with the  menta l  s t ructur ing of  your  anecdote .  But  i t  won' t  mat ter ,  because  a
mi l l i second before  my t ime wi l l  run out ,  something wi l l  happen in  your
mind,  something so f ierce  and sway ing that  your  l i fe  wi l l  take  a  new turn .
You wi l l  unders tand my s tory ,  unders tand that  i t  i s  yours  as  wel l .  You wi l l
be  impat ient  to  hear  the  res t .  Your  co ld  hear t  wi l l  swel l  wi th  the  warmth of
love and through me,  you wi l l  embrace  humankind.  I  wi l l  cont inue to  ta lk
uninterruptedly  unt i l  the  ut terance  of  the  las t  word of  our  s tory .  At  that
moment ,  a  new and reconci led  woman wi l l  have  taken possess ion of  your
body .  You ' l l  be  gra tefu l  to  me and I ' l l  be  gra tefu l  to  you,  and we ' l l  ce lebrate
our  renewed union.

I ' l l  s tar t  wi th  a  note  you wrote  on May f i r s t ,  1990.  You taped i t  to  the
entrance of  our  f la t  to  ensure  I  wouldn ' t  miss  i t  when I  re turned.  Here ' s
what  you wrote .

"I  f in i shed a l l  the  chocola te .  P lease  don ' t  be  mad at  me.  I ' l l  br ing  some
more when I  get  back .  Promise .  Love .  L ."

Now,  you aren ' t  f rom Czechos lovakia .  You were  born in  Marse i l l es ,
France ,  in  1964.  In  1974,  your  fami ly  moved to  Brusse ls .  You were  hav ing
trouble  to  adapt .  Kids  were  laughing a t  your  southern accent ,  but  you soon
picked up the  proper  pronuncia t ion .  You made f r iends  and you got  good
grades  a t  school .  Your  fami ly  was  pr iv i leged ,  you a lways  got  what  you nee-
ded and more .  In  1985 you went  to  the  Art  academy.  The next  three  years
you s tudied drawing .  We met  in  1986 and soon fe l l  madly  in  love  wi th  each
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other .  In  1988,  my job brought  me to Amsterdam.  A year  la ter ,  I  found a
p lace  and I  proposed you jo in  and l ive  wi th  me.  

You were  enthus ias t ic  about  that  prospect .  You brought  a  t ruck load of
s tuff  and moved in .  The f la t  was  t iny ,  but  wel l  located :  c lose  to  the  centre ,
in  a  n ice  ne ighborhood.

Our fourth year  together  passed l ike  a  breeze .  Amsterdam he ld  i t s  pro-
mises .  The c i ty  was  romant ic  and fu l l  of  myster ies .  There  was  water
everywhere ,  br ing ing a  breath of  the  ocean a long the  s t reets  border ing the
cana ls .  The wind was  forcefu l ,  but  i t  was  a l so  rev i ta l iz ing .  I t  was  carv ing
l ines  in  our  faces .  We l iked them bet ter  now.  

Things  were  jus t  f ine  in  Water land t i l l  I  not iced that  they  were  not .
Later ,  I  would medi ta te  on s igns  that  I  had le t  s l ip  away .  Omens that ,  a t  the
t ime,  I  d id  not  reg is ter .  I  was  busy  wi th  my work and I 'd  come home la te .
I 'd  fa l l  as leep wi th in  minutes ,  too exhausted to  pay  a t tent ion to  you.  I t  may
sound s t range to  you now,  but  that  l i fe  su i ted me.  

I  cheated on you in  the  course  of  a  t r ip  to  Barce lona ,  dur ing the  winter
of  1990.  You remember  my Spanish f r iend,  don ' t  you?  That  guy you used to
ca l l  Mr .  Government .  Anyway ,  when I  came he had l i t t l e  t ime for  me.  He
expla ined to  me that  he  was  l iv ing  a  f iery  love  af fa i r ,  and lef t  me the  keys
to  h is  s tudio .  I  ca l led  a  g i r l  that  I  had met  on the  t ra in ,  and we met  in  a
bar .  That  n ight ,  she  came over  and we fucked madly  unt i l  dawn.  I 'm not
sure  why I  confessed i t  to  you,  but  I  d id .  Your  notes  in  the  entrance  mul t i -
p l ied  and became more de l i r ious .  Here ' s  a  sample :  

 "I ’m s ick
my hear t  i s  ach ing
you ' re  never  there  when I  need you
You're  k i l l ing  yourse l f  in  me,  you ' re  k i l l ing  my fr iend,  my fami ly
you were  home to me
I 'm homeless  now
my accompl ice ,  a  ra t
a l l  los t ,  i t  hur ts
L."

And here ' s  another  one :

"Where  are  the  p i l l s  that  erase  memory?
L."
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Before  I  le f t  for  Barce lona ,  you handed me a  le t ter .  You sa id  I 'd  have
plenty  of  t ime to  read i t  dur ing the  t r ip .  But  in  the  t ra in ,  I  was  s i t t ing  wi th
that  g i r l  and forgot  a l l  about  the  le t ter .  Anyway ,  soon af ter  my re turn ,  you
became ser ious ly  i l l .  Your  appet i te  vanished and your  hea l th  dec l ined .  Your
fami ly  brought  you back to  Brusse ls  and put  you in  a  c l in ic .  According to
them,  I  was  the  source  of  a l l  ev i l .  Vis i t s  were  denied me.  Eventua l ly ,  you
rega ined some s t rength and moved to  an apar tment  in  Brusse ls .  The p lace
be longed to  your  fa ther ,  but  I 'd  sneak in  secret ly  and regular ly  unt i l  January
27th ,  1991,  the  n ight  when I  put  an end to  your  suffer ings .  

After  I  k i l l ed  you,  I  dec ided to  get  away wi th  i t .  I  never   be l ieved in  the
just ice  of  men.  I t  was  not  hard to  crack the  safe  in  your  apar tment :  the
code cons is ted of  the  d ig i t s  of  your  b i r thday .  I  p icked up a  substant ia l
amount  of  cash and menta l ly  thanked your  fami ly .  With the  money ,  I  could
have f led  to  many exot ic  locat ions ,  but  I  hated the  idea  of  a  se l f - imposed
exi le .  Dur ing two days ,  I  s tayed in  the  apar tment  next  to  your  corpse ,  th in-
k ing of  a  so lut ion .  Your  mother  s tar ted looking for  you,  leav ing worr ied
messages  on the  answer ing machine .  Time was  press ing .  F ina l ly  I  ca l led  Mr.
Government  and to ld  h im what  had happened.  He sa id  he  knew someone
who might  he lp  me and gave me a  te lephone number .  The country  code was
49.  Germany.  I  ca l led .  Introduced h imse l f  as  Mr .  Recker .   We agreed to
meet  in  Frankfurt .  

What?  No,  I 'm not  f in ished.  I  know a  quar ter  of  an hour  has  passed .
Yeah,  and?  Money?  Ok,  I  unders tand.  I ' l l  pay  the  pr ice ,  but  p lease  don ' t
interrupt  me anymore .  You ' re  jeopard iz ing  the  process  wi th  these  wor ld ly
worr ies  of  yours .  Agreed?  Now le t  me proceed wi th  res t  of  our  s tory .  

I t  was  co ld  in  the  a i rport .  I  bought  a  sweater  in  a  duty  f ree  shop.  I  le t
people  pass  by  me,  wa lk ing g iant  s teps  on the  moving p la t form.  I  watched
the jungle  of  p lanes  f rom a  d is tance ,  wings  and t runks  l ike  so  many carcas-
ses  in  an e lephant  cemetery .  I  took a  cab and checked into a  nearby hote l .
The room was  br ight  and c lear .  There  was  a  p la te  wi th  chocola tes  on a  tab le
near  the  bed.  I  checked the  bathroom.  The towels  were  proper ly  fo lded ,
d isp lay ing the  logo of  the  hote l .  A s t rong smel l  of  d is infectant ,  not  d iss imi-
lar  to  the  one I 'm inha l ing  r ight  now.  Then I  took a  nap.  

I  woke up a t  19 :00 ,  dazed and hungry .  I  went  down to the  d in ing room.
Most  tab les  were  empty .  I  sa t  a t  a  tab le  near  the  window.  I  could  see  the
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s t reet  f rom above :  cars  and people .  There  was  a  man eat ing  by  h imse l f ,  and
there  was  a  couple ,  s i t t ing  c lose  to  each other ,  a  few tab les  away .  I  looked
at  the  man,  then a t  the  couple ,  then a t  the  man aga in .  I t  could  have been
e i ther  of  them.  I  wa i ted for  a  s ign .  

The man who sat  by  h imse l f  l e t  h is  napkin drop.  He d idn ' t  reach for  i t .  I
approached h im.  He inv i ted me to  s i t .  

"Mr.  Recker?"
He nodded swif t ly ,  then asked ,  "have you brought  wi th  you what  I

asked?"
I  gave  h im an enve lope which he  opened prompt ly ,  ver i f ied  i t s  content ,

and put  away in  h is  j acket .  I t  conta ined the  keys  of  your  apar tment  and ha l f
of  the  money I  had col lected f rom the safe .  He smi led approving ly .   He
wore a  b lue  su i t ,  a  dark  green t ie  on a  b lue  sh i r t ,  b luer  than the  su i t .  His
ha i r  was  whi te .  A hea l thy  man in  h is  ear ly  f i f t ies .  

I  fo l lowed h im out ,  in to  the  c i ty .  He was  walk ing fas t .  I  wished I  had
t ime to  scan and memorize  l andmarks ,  so  as  to  be  ab le  to  or ientate  myse l f
in  case  of  necess i ty ,  but  he  was  too quick .  He s topped in  f ront  of  a  s tore-
house .  Ins ide ,  we went  past  an a te l ie r ,  in to  a  yard ,  unt i l  we got  to  a  second
house  in  the  rear .  He rang twice  on i t s  doorbe l l .  A woman opened up.  She
led us  to  a  wa i t ing  room.  A bot t le  of  brandy and two g lasses  were  d isposed
on a  wooden tab le .  She le f t  us  a lone .  

"So" ,  he  sa id ,  "when d id  i t  happen?"
"Last  Monday ."
"Where  i s  she  now?"
"I  le f t  her  in  the  apar tment ."
"Where  exact ly?"
"In the  bathroom."
He nodded in  d isapprova l .
"Look" ,  I  sa id ,  "I 'm not  ask ing for  your  apprec ia t ion ."
"I  unders tand.  I t ' s  not  that  bad .  You ' l l  s tay  here  for  a  couple  of  days ,  I ' l l

do the  res t .  In  the  meant ime,  Mrs .  Recker  wi l l  look af ter  you.  Don' t  worry
about  the  hote l ,  i t  has  been taken care  of ."

He lef t  me in  the  wai t ing  room.  I  poured myse l f  a  g lass  of  brandy and l i t
a  c igaret te .  I  was  nervous .  I  wa i ted about  a  quar ter  of  an hour ,  then the
woman came in .  Sa id  she  was  Mr .  Recker ' s  wife .  About  for ty ,  harmonious
tra i t s ,  sh iny  ha i r  which she  wore  in  a  bun.  Qui te  a t t ract ive .  

"I  don ' t  know how to thank you and your  husband" ,  I  sa id .
"Don' t .  I t ' s  our  job" ,  but  she  sa id  i t  gent ly .
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She gu ided me through the  house ,  then showed me my room.  Handed me
fresh ly  i roned towels .  Then we went  to  the  l iv ing  room,  served us  tea .     

"You don ' t  have  to  ta lk  i f  you don ' t  want  to" ,  she  sa id .
"Ok."  I  d idn ' t  want  to  ta lk .  Not  now.  But  something was  bugging me.  
"Is  Mr .  Recker  f ly ing  to  Brusse ls  in  person?"
"Yes .  He ' l l  be  back by  tomorrow evening .  He 's  used to  i t . "
"But  what  i f  the  pol ice  get  there  f i r s t?"
"What  d i f ference  does  i t  make?  As long as  you s tay  wi th  us ,  you ' l l  be

safe .  Now why won' t  you re lax .  I t ' s  a l ready la te  and tomorrow is  a  long day .
I  made an appointment  for  you wi th  Dr .  Kuste l  a t  ten ."

"Dr.  Kuste l?"
"Yes ,  I 'm afra id  i t ' s  mandatory .  He 's  carry ing the  eva luat ions .  We want  to

mainta in  a  cer ta in  leve l  in  Haupthof" .
"Haupthof?"
"That ' s  our  res idence .  You ' l l  be  put  there  -  i f  you pass  the  tes ts .  180

ki lometers  f rom Frankfurt .  You are  now at  our  pr ivate  house .  I t ' s  a  tempo-
rary  arrangement ,  but  i t ' s  par t  of  the  procedure ."

She accompanied me to  the  f i r s t  f loor .  Before  re t reat ing ,  she  sa id ,  "Don' t
worry  too much about  tomorrow.  In  twenty  f ive  years ,  only  two candidates
have fa i led .  And I  d idn ' t  need Dr .  Kuste l  to  see  that  they  were  d is turbed.
As for  you,  I  can see  you ' re  a  f ine  man.  I 'm qui te  cer ta in  you ' l l  make i t . "

The room had a  bed,  a  wa l l  c loset  and two more furn i ture  i tems.  I  ope-
ned the  window so as  to  get  r id  of  the  smel l  of  wood.  Outs ide ,  the  s t reet
was  s i l ent ,  offer ing  noth ing to  soothe the  empt iness  of  the  n ight .  I  watched
the parked cars  and a l l  these  t iny  b lack holes  in  the  concrete  houses .  I  had
never  seen that  s t reet  before ,  ye t  i t  fe l t  l ike  I 'd  seen i t  a  mi l l ion t imes
before .  

 I  had a lmost  forgot ten why I  was  here .  I  had k i l l ed  you three  days
before ,  but  my percept ion of  t ime was  get t ing  mixed up.  My menta l  impr int
of  you was  a l ready subject  to  t ransformat ions .   There  was  th is  image in  my
mind,  haunt ing :  a  b lue  tongue hanging out  of  a  mouth .  I t  was  huge ,  d ispro-
port ionate ,  swol len .  That  image was  an intruder ,  i t  d idn ' t  be long to  me.  I t
be longed to  a  s tory  wi thout  a  name,  b lended wi th  scraped memories  of  o ld
movies  and point less  f l ashes .  Junk.  

I  heard a  crack on the  ce i l ing .  Mrs .  Recker ,  probably .  I  could  k i l l  her  too
i f  I  wanted .  The thought  of  go ing upsta i rs  and doing her  in ,  surpr i sed me.
I t  was  absurd .  They were  t reat ing  me l ike  a  pat ient ,  or  a  refugee ,  someone
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with problems that  ca l led  for  so l ic i tude ,  i f  proper ly  rewarded,  that  i s .
Without  a  second thought ,  Mr .  Recker  had le f t  h is  wife  wi th  a  s t ranger  who
had k i l l ed  h is .  I t  had noth ing to  do wi th  conf idence ,  or  goodwi l l .  He jus t
knew the  sor t  of  person I  was .

Ki l l ing  Mrs .  Recker  was  a  s i l l y  idea  that  would prove noth ing except  that
he  was  wrong af ter  a l l .  I  t r ied  to  imagine  myse l f  in  a  ce l l .  The prospect  of
shar ing a  room with  people  was  not  that  du l l .  I t  could  be  redempt ive .  But
then,  I  could  a lways  do that :  hop to  a  pol ice  s ta t ion ,  g ive  myse l f  in  and
rock the  ja i lhouse  rock .  Instead ,  I  dec ided to  g ive  the  Reckers  a  chance .  

When I  undressed for  s leep ,  a  sheet  of  paper  fe l l  out  of  my t rousers .  I t
was  your  pre-Barce lona le t ter ,  a  message  f rom beyond.   

"Brother  in  Love ,

Yesterday  I  dec ided to  wr i te  you a  le t ter .  Too many of  my thou-
ghts  get  los t  in  the  vacuum of  day  to  day  l i fe .  I  fee l  a  need to  t rap
some,  and,  whi le  I  can ,  ins tant ia te  them in  ink .  

In  our  face  to  face  conversat ions ,  interferences  d is t ract  me from
the essent ia l .  Later ,  when I 'm a lone aga in ,  I  fee l  horr ib ly  gu i l ty .
The essent ia l  i s  l ike  a  snake ,  when you th ink you have a  gr ip  on i t ,
you see  that  a l l  you got  i s  dead sk in .  And then i t  comes back ,
unexpected ly ,  for  ins tance  when I  r ide  the  bus ,  or  wai t  for  you in
the  coffee  shop. . .  

In  f ront  of  you,  I  tend to  forget  the  meaning of  words .  I 'm busy
with  the  l i s ten ing and the  represent ing ,  t rans la t ing  your  language
into mine .  My mind g ives  me a  hard t ime wi th  memories ,  v i s ions ,
f ragments  of  dreams,  th ings  I  have to  do. . .  Enemies  of  the  essen-
t ia l .  But  what  e l se  matters?  

Man wants  man.  Man needs  man.  Man searches  for  man in
between the  legs .  That  quest ,  that  hunt ,  i s  what  keeps  us  a l ive .  A
man a lone i s  noth ing ,  meaning less  as  a  s tar  that  could  not  ref lec t
l ight .  Before  I  met  you,  I  fe l t  use less ,  superf luous ,  and I  was
a lways  g loomy.  At  the  age  of  n ineteen ,  I  d id  something s i l l y .  I
c l imbed to  the  roof  of  one of  my parent ' s  f l a ts  in  Brusse ls .  For  two
hours ,  I  was  s i t t ing  on the  edge of  that  roof ,  prepar ing to  throw my
body into the  void .  But  someone not iced me and ca l led  the  f i re -
men.  My parents  pa id  the  b i l l .  

Do you see  now why they ' re  so  protect ive?  
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Late ly ,  I  haven ' t  been wel l .  I t ' s  been tough for  me,  everyth ing ' s
so new.  I  los t  a l l  my vantage  points .  

I  got  the  resu l t s  yes terday ,  and the  doctors  sa id  they  were  con-
c lus ive .  I t ' s  mal ign .  Somehow I  don ' t  be l ieve  them.  I 'm rega in ing
strength and conf idence .  I  assure  you.  Today ,  I  love  myse l f ,  my
body.  I  owe that  in  par t  to  you.  You in i t i a ted me to  cer ta in  th ings  I
wasn ' t  aware  of .  I  want  to  thank you for  that .  My t rust  in  you i s
boundless .

I 'm not  ashamed anymore of  my des i re ,  my animal i ty .  I  long for
you.  I 'm a  she-wolf ,  and I  want  to  rove wi th  you in  the  pra i r ie .  But
there ' s  got  to  be  a  herd around us .  Otherwise  i t  would be  meanin-
g less .  We wouldn ' t  l as t  long .  Women between 30 and 35 are  r ipe
for  ch i ldren .  My female  body ,  my female  wisdom urge  me to  g ive
bi r th  to  a  ch i ld .  I  want  you to  know th is  fact  and g ive  i t  the  a t ten-
t ion i t  deserves .  I  don ' t  want  to  put  any pressure  on you.  I 'm
conf ident  that  someday ,  you ' l l  fee l  ready .  

I t ' s  summer now,  and i t ' s  easy  to  wake up in  the  morning .  The
sun i s  sh in ing ,  and the  body s t re tches  smoothly .  Nicot ine  and cof-
fee  he lp  us  dur ing the  day ,   mus ic  and wine dur ing the  n ight ,  but  I
fear  winter t ime.  Those  long and dark  days .  How wi l l  the  s tove
comfort  us  then?  

 
L ."

I  had breakfas t  in  the  k i tchen.  Mrs .  Recker  came in  wi th  some papers ,
sa id  i t  was  a  contract ,  asked me to  read and s ign la ter .  Then she asked me
to fo l low her  and took me to  a  room in  the  rear ,  a  p lace  I  hadn ' t  v i s i ted  the
day  before .  A middle-aged man sat  behind a  desk .  "Doctor  Kuste l" ,  she  sa id
before  re t i r ing .  

The doctor  was  a  b ig  man wi th  a  beard and spectac les .
 "Please  take  a  seat ."
His  voice  d idn ' t  f i t  h i s  looks ,  i t  was  way too p i tched for  h is  s ize .  He

asked me about  you and about  what  I  had done to  you.  I  answered h is
quest ions  ca lmly .  I  to ld  h im the  t ruth .  After  I  had to ld  h im the  facts ,  he
asked me the  reasons .  The why was  much harder  to  expla in .  There  was  no
s ing le  t ruth .  There  were  many of  them,  and each one def ied the  others .  I
to ld  h im I  couldn ' t  f ind a  reason,  that  i t  was  too ear ly  to  answer  that  ques-
t ion .  
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Then he asked me about  my hea l th ,  i f  I  was  tak ing medicat ion .  I  sa id  no,
not  anyth ing l ike  that .  After  a  whi le ,  he  sa id ,  "as  far  as  I 'm concerned,
you ' re  f i t  for  the  res idence .  I 'm sure  you ' l l  l ike  i t  there .  How could  you
compla in?  You 've  been for tunate  enough to  avoid  pr i son.  Which i s  not  to
say  you ' l l  avoid  the  consequences  of  your  act .  A great  dea l  of  suffer ing
awai ts  you.  You wi l l  have  t ime ga lore  to  medi ta te  on the  deed you have
done,  and measure  i t s  devasta t ing  ef fect  on your  psyche ."

When I  le f t  the  doctor ' s  off ice ,  I  saw Mr.  Recker  in  the  ha l lway .  He sa id
that  everyth ing went  smoothly  in  Brusse ls .  He asked me i f  I  had read the
contract .  I  sa id  that  i t  looked f ine  to  me.  Then he asked me to  pack my
stuff  and wai t  in  my room for  a  s ign .     

An hour  la ter ,  I  sa t  in  the  back of  a  b lue  Mercedes ,  r id ing  to  the  u l t i -
mate  dest inat ion .  Mr .  Recker  took the  A4 d i rect ion Bad Hersfe ld ,  then
Eisenach.  I  watched the  German countrys ide  through the  window.  I  wanted
to ask  Mr.  Recker  i f  he  could  see  i t  cheat ing  us ,  making us  be l ieve  that  we
were  cru is ing  through i t ,  whi le  i t  rea l ly  was  revolv ing ,  c i rc l ing  around us
wi th  the  p lac id i ty  of  a  vu l ture .  But  he  seemed concentra ted on h is  dr iv ing ,
and I  d idn ' t  say  anyth ing .  We ex i ted the  h ighway a t  Her leshausen,  drove
through Wi ldeck-Obersuhl  and into a   fores t .  We had been dr iv ing an hour
and a  ha l f  when Mr.  Recker  engaged into a  pr ivate  property .  The entrance
s ign read :  

"Haupthof  -  Pr ivé  Cl in ic"
"Wi l lkommen"

It  was  an e ighteenth century  chateau shrouded in  a  b ig  property .  Dr .
Kuste l  was  wai t ing  for  us  in  the  yard .  I  d idn ' t  see  h im leav ing Frankfurt ,  so
I  wondered how he got  there  before  us .  He took me to  the  garden,  an I ta-
l i an  abbey courtyard awash wi th  f lora l  compos i t ions .  The doctor  expla ined
to me that  the  property  used to  be  a  hote l .  When Mr.  Recker  inher i ted i t ,  i t
was  dere l ic t  and c lose  to  bankruptcy .  The convers ion to  a  spec ia l ized c l in ic
had g iven a  new l i fe  to  the  p lace .  And Dr .  Kuste l  pointed a t  the  anc ient
s tucco she l ters  in  f ront  of  us ,  wi th pol i shed bas-re l ie f  i l lus t ra t ing  b ib l ica l
scenes ,  as  i f  making a  point .  

  I  was  int roduced to  my fe l low res idents  in  a  spac ious  lounge wi th  ebony
pane l l ing  and a  crys ta l  chandel ier  hung low onto the  ce i l ing .  Twelve  men
were  seated in  four  couches  arranged in  a  square .  Mr .  Recker  sa id ,  'p lease
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welcome our  new guest" .  One by one they  approached me and shook my
hand.  This  was  my f i r s t  day  a t  Haupthof .  There  would be  many more .  

Three  years  have passed .  What?  F i f teen minutes?  I  thought  we had an
agreement ,  you wouldn ' t  interrupt .  Be quie t .  S i lenz io !  Or whatever  i t ' s  ca l -
led  in  Czech.  What  are  you t ry ing to  te l l  me?  Lis ten ,  jus t  l i s ten ,  ok?  I t ' s  our
s tory .  We' re  a lmost  through.  Ca lm down.  Let  me te l l  you how I  came to
f ind you here  in  th is  t iny  sex  room of  yours .  

 
L ike  I  sa id ,  Haupthof  was  three  years  of  voluntary  conf inement  in  a  go l -

den pr i son.  L i fe  was  a  rout ine  of  extraord inary  numbness .  I  s lept ,  a te  and
defecated .  On sunny days ,  I  wa lked in  the  garden,  on ra iny  ones ,  I  s tayed in
the  lounge or  read poetry  in  the  l ibrary .  As  t ime went  by ,  my memories
were  decomposing .  I  fe l t  l ike  I  was  leak ing  f rom a l l  over .  I  had a lmost
forgot ten you.  Al l  I  remembered was  a  co l l i s ion in  the  vastness  of  my past .
A se l f -conta ined nexus ,  unf in ished bus iness . . .  

Dr .  Kuste l  was  see ing each of  us  regular ly  in  those  purported therapy
sess ions .  Dur ing our  f i r s t  encounter ,  he  had sa id ,  "You ' re  in  good company
here .  Al l  our  pat ients  have commit ted the  same s in .  They know the  to l l  i t
takes  on a  man 's  l i fe .  They are  go ing to  he lp  you s tand upr ight  and over-
come the  obvious  obstac les .  Many people  k i l l  the i r  wives ,  but ,  as  we see  i t ,
on ly  the  fool i sh  ones  surrender  the i r  fa te  to  jus t ice .  Only  the  coward de le-
gates  punishment  to  others .  Only  the  fa inthear ted needs  the  author i ty  of  a
court  to  see  h is  deed concret ized .  A sentence  to  asser t  the  grav i ty  of  h is
cr ime.  Bars  to  ep i tomize  the  ine luctab i l i ty  of  h is  damnat ion.  

Pet ty  murderers .
I  do not  be l ieve  b l ind ly  in  soc ie ty ,  nor  do I  be l ieve  b l ind ly  in  jus t ice .  We

at  Haupthof  do not  subscr ibe  to  any k ind of  ideolog ies ,  doctr ines  or  e th ics .
You are  here  among twelve  ind iv idua ls  wi th  no interes t  in  consensus .
Twelve  men who share  noth ing in  common except  the  b iographica l  cur ios i ty
of  hav ing k i l l ed  the i r  next  of  k in .  P lus ,  admit ted ly ,  the  fact  that  they   were
resourcefu l  enough to  f inance the i r  ear ly  re t reat  f rom soc ie ty .  

These  people  were  not  born to  k i l l .  I f  they  are  cr imina ls ,  then i t  must  be
of  a  spec ia l  k ind .  Vict ims of  the i r  own fantas ies  and i l lus ions ,  they  are
foremost  refugees  of  love .  You see ,  women are  our  deares t  possess ions .  Al l
cu l tures  are  based on the i r  c i rcu la t ion between groups .  They are  the  u l t i -
mate  g i f t .  Ask any fa ther .  S ince  the  dawn of  t imes ,  women were  t raded in
di f ferent  se ts  of  ru les  so  as  to  ensure  cont inui ty  in  our  ex is tence .  We
depend on them.  You k i l l ed  one ,  and th is  i s  why soc ie ty  i s  a f ter  you.  
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Should your  a l leged offence  be  decr imina l ized?  I  cannot  speak on beha l f
of  soc ie ty .  I ,  for  one ,  be l ieve  i t  i s  a  d i f f icu l t  mat ter .  But  I  cons ider  i t  my
duty  to  watch af ter  your  sor t .  And so do Mr.  Recker  and h is  wife .  We put
ourse lves  a t  r i sk  so  as  to  g ive  people  l ike  you a  decent  l iv ing ,  a  second
chance .  

But  the  res t  i s  up to  you.  Your  task  i s  heavy :  specula te  on the  h idden
mot ivat ions  of  your  deeds ,  invent  punishment ,  seek sa lvat ion .  As  you wi l l
see ,  you wi l l  get  a  t remendous amount of  support .  Think how to dea l  wi th
the  horrendous fee l ings  of  gu i l t  assa i l ing  you.  Share  your  exper ience  wi th
others ,  l earn f rom the i r  own.   

Fee l  f ree  to  par take  in  the  workshops .  You wi l l  f ind the  schedule  of  the
act iv i t ies  on the  announcement  board ,  near  the  entrance .  I t  i s  updated on a
weekly  bas i s .  As  for  me,  I ' l l  be  see ing you once in  a  whi le .  I f  you need any-
th ing ,  le t  me know.  I 'm at  your  serv ice .  Good luck ."  

I  d idn ' t  go to  the  workshops ,  nor  d id  I  open my hear t  to  Dr .  Kuste l .  I
had done my th ink ing ,  there  was  noth ing to  say .  No use  for  peer  support ,  I
deemed myse l f  indulgent  enough.  I  had loved you for  a l l  the  wrong reasons .
I  d idn ' t  want  to  betray  you over  and over  aga in .  

What  Dr .  Kuste l  had sa id  was  t rue .  I  found myse l f  among twelve  ghosts
wi th  very  s imi lar  s tor ies ,  coping wi th  a  murderous  past  in  the i r  own way .
But ,  un l ike  he  had s ta ted ,  I  d idn ' t  see  courageous  ind iv idua ls  who had cho-
sen the  path of  redempt ion by  the i r  own means .  True ,  we were  eschewing
the author i t ies ,  but  only  to  secure  the  remnants  of  a  supposed d igni ty .  We
were  cowards ,  that ' s  what .  Champions  of  screwed love formulas .  Masters  in
love going amiss ,  love  that  turns  into hatred and murder .  How could anyone
be of  any  use  to  another?  

We thought  we fe l t  gu i l ty ,  but  we were  only  be ing g loomy.  Greet ing each
other  pol i te ly  in  the  morning ;  shar ing  our  mea ls  in  an ova l -shaped d in ing
room;  ce lebrat ing  morbid  anniversar ies ,  not  be ing sure  i f  we were  the  actors
or  the  subjects  of  our  endless  mourning .  

 We were  worshippers  of  ye l lowing photographs .  Twelve  portra i t s  of
s laughtered women ra i sed as  so  many icons .  With features  screening more
character  and l ive l iness  than the i r  husbands  ever  would .  Beyond the  postu-
res ,  one could  see  the  unpreparedness ,  the  f rag i l i ty  and the  tenderness .  And
the men,  hyster ica l ,  whin ing about  these  th ings ,  the  th ings  they  have done -
th ings  that  cannot  be  reversed ,  nor  repa i red .  
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Expectably ,  dur ing these  three  years ,  the  s tor ies  came,  one by  one .  At  the
t ime I  wished them to be  s imi lar  to  ours ,  a t  l eas t  remote ly  re levant .  But
they  le f t  me puzz led .  Twelve  s tor ies ,  d i f ferent ,  but  the  same.  Twelve  croo-
ked ways  lead ing to  an u l t imate  mess .  

Some had loved the i r  women,  and some had hated them.  Some had k i l l ed
them fas t ,  and some had k i l l ed  them s low.  And then,  there  were  those  who
genuine ly  fe l t  remorse ,  and those  who were  pretending .  

Haupthof  was  forever .  L iv ing in  the  past ,  we a l l  had our  fe t i shes .  Some
rooms were  s tacked wi th  souvenirs  and persona l  be longings  of  the  la te  wife ,
some others ,  l ike  mine ,  depr ived f rom trophees  but  haunted by  thwarted
vis ions  and spectra l   memor ies . . .  

We had rampaged magica l  cont inents ,  and then s tudied our  booty .  We
tr ied to  so lve  the  r idd les  of  the  p i l l aged ar t i facts ,  but  they  were  jus t  s tar ing
back a t  us  wi th  empty  orbs ,  say ing noth ing a t  a l l .  Somet imes ,  I  had the
premoni t ion that  t ime would come to  pursue the i r  promises ,  make the i r
h idden prophec ies  come t rue . . .  But  in  the  meant ime we a l l  were  equa l ly
dy ing f rom s low decay  in  a  luxur ious  se t t ing  indeed.  With l i t t l e  to  hold  on
to .

Every  now and then,  prost i tutes  were  brought  to  Haupthof  so as  to  d is -
t ract  us  f rom our  so l i tude .  Last  December ,  you were  here ,  but  a t  the  t ime I
d idn ' t  know i t  was  you.  After  d inner ,  we sa t  in  the  lounge .  Beer  and cock-
ta i l s  f lowing incessant ly ,  the  a tmosphere  heat ing  up,  urg ing for  sex .  

But  I  wasn ' t  in  the  mood for  sex ,  and I  jus t  sa t  there ,  dr ink ing .  You were
in  the  couch oppos i te ,  f l i r t ing  wi th  the  doctor .  Then I  not iced the  spot  on
your  le f t  cheek .  I t  was  h idden by make-up,  but  i t  s lowly  emerged af ter  some
kiss ing  and a  cockta i l  sp i l l .  L .  had a  beauty  spot  a t  the  same p lace .   I
couldn ' t  d iver t  my s tare  f rom i t ,  I  was  enthra l led .

Just  above the  couch where  you and the  doctor  were  s i t t ing ,  an Afr ican
mask was  d isp layed .  Some k ind of  t rophy .  I t  was  an inver ted face .  The
cheeks  were  hol low,  and the  mouth was  a  perfect  c i rc le .  I  looked a t  i t ,  and
then at  you,  and I  fe l t  something I  couldn ' t  put  in  words .  

I  went  to  bed,  leav ing you and Dr .  Kuste l  and my fe l low mourners  to  the
joys  of  the  f lesh .  I  d idn ' t  s leep that  n ight  though.  I  had had a  reve la t ion ,
and I  d idn ' t  know how to interpret  i t .  

I t  took some t ime before  I  found the  answer ,  but  I  soon reckoned that
hope was  s t i r r ing  in  me aga in .  At  las t ,  i t  fe l t  good to  be  a l ive .  I  was  drea-
ming of  faces  now.  Every  n ight ,  endless  faces  b lending one into  another .
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The sequence would s tar t  invar iab ly  wi th you as  L . ,  gradua l ly  morphing into
the  face  of  the  hooker ,  the  las t  image be ing a lways  that  hol low Afr ican
mask .  

I  knew there  was  something to  unrave l ,  but  what?  how? The enl ighten-
ment  came yesterday ,  in  the  l ibrary ,  whi le  I  was  read ing the  obscure  verses
of  one L .  Kolway .    

"And your  e terna l  face ;  
resurgent  wi th  h is tory  to  come."

I  sneaked out  f rom the es ta te  and h i tchhiked to  Frankfurt .  I  knew where
to go .  I  cru ised through the  red l ight  d is t r ic t  and here  I  am.  With a  propo-
sa l .  I  want  you to  change mask aga in .  Inver t  i t .  Your  hooker ' s  make-up i s  a
masquerade ,  as  hol low as  the  Afr ican mask that  hung above you that  n ight
back in  Haupthof .  The spot  that  you wanted to  h ide  was  unve i led  af ter  a l l .
Maybe you d idn ' t  not ice ,  maybe you d idn ' t  care ,  but  i t  was  a  s ign .  Masks  are
not  what  they  represent ,  but  what  they  t ransform.  And you are  a  profess io-
na l  t ransformer ,  aren ' t  you?  

S ince  that  l a te  December  n ight ,  you 've  inhabi ted my dreams.  I  need you.
I  have money lef t .  We could s tar t  a  new l i fe .  The hooker  that  you were
guided me to  th is  room with a  mercant i le  s t ra tegy  in  mind,  but  when we ' l l
l eave  th is  room behind,  you ' l l  be  unsul l i ed .  Pure  as  a  newborn,  your  sp i r i t
wi l l  ra i se  and roam free .  You ' l l  be  my muse ,  and I ' l l  be  yours .  

"So?  Do you accept  my proposa l?"

You look a t  me length i ly ,  in  s i l ence ,  and I  d is t inguish mois ture  in  your
eyes .  You are  cry ing of  emot ion!  I  grab your  hand and we take  the  way out .
I t  i s  a l ready dawn.  Two guys  are  posted on the  s idewalk  by  the  entrance  of
the  bui ld ing .  You address  them in  Czech.  You want  to  share  your  joy ,  te l l
them a l l  about  the  t ransformat ion,  the  new l i fe  opening up. . .  As  they  are
approaching me -   I  assume for  shak ing hands  in  congratu la t ion -  I  fee l  a
heavy b low aga inst  my head.  I  fa l l  to  the  ground,  and watch them stomping
me in  the  r ibs .  They k ick  hard and you jo in  them,  s tabbing my face  wi th
your  s t i l e t to  shoes .  When wi l l  th i s  end?  But  then everyth ing goes  b lack .  

I  come to  my senses  on the  other  s ide  of  town.  I  h i t  the  concrete  and I
must  have been ly ing  there  unconsc ious ,  but  how long I  don ' t  know.  I  was
covered wi th  bru ises  and one eye  wouldn ' t  open.  I  l imp to  the  A4,  my body
aching ,  and s tar t  wa lk ing on the  secur i ty  l ane ,  d i rect ion Eisenach.  
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In th is  ear ly  morning ,  cars  are  speeding by  under  a  c louded sky .  I  watch
them with  my good eye .  A weird  s ight :  wi th  each car  the  sensat ion of  an
imminent  co l l i s ion wi th  the  oncoming t raf f ic .  Ins ide  my pa in ,  there  i s
something l ike  a  roar  bui ld ing up.  I  wa lk  fas ter  -  my lef t  l eg  lagg ing behind
-  chas ing af ter  my future  through cars  and c louds  and c lashes . . .  my future ,
s tar ing  a t  me from the hor izon wi th  an eye  too many.
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