ething lead her

envelope “whi 1€ ys carried around

with hersel-i“ %

er husband that were in
her posession. She lost herself in them, look-
ing at them one by one, as if she were breath-
ing in their images and the memories they
contained. Afterwards, she held them in her
hand, and as she continued to watch the
twirling motion of the dry leaves, she became

aware of the entanglement of the photographs#’ .

in her outstreched hand and their irresistible
urge to escape it. She opened her hand, she

submitted to this strange emotion, allowing‘

the photographs to be swept away by the
gusts of wind. A strong pain struck her heart
and her body, but already in the next instant,
almost imediately afterwards, she felt relieved.
She stood up, looking around herself and the
bench before she turned to leave: the earth

returmng—”Pula 1945”7,  “Play  in
Prague”,”Holiday 1966”...she thought to her-
self ”Those that stay must have been the hap-

1

piest days of my life?!
s

ingly effortless-
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