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To my sister, Dina, with love


They say that â€˜Time assuages' â€”

Time never did assuage â€”

An actual suffering strengthens

As Sinews do, with age â€”

Time is a Test of Trouble â€”

But not a Remedy â€”

If such it prove, it prove too

There was no Malady â€”

EMILY DICKINSON


I write with my hands tied. Here in the stationary solidity of my room, which I haven't left for the longest time. I write without being able to write, and I write for this. At any rate, I wouldn't know what to do with this body that has been unable to move ever since it came into the world. Because I was born old, in a wheelchair, with wizened legs, withered arms. I was born with the smell of damp earth, the stale gust of ancient times at my back. I am speaking of a weight that bears down on me, a weight that gives me stiff shoulders and a crooked neck, that holds my head in the same position for days on end, sometimes a month or two. A weight that isn't entirely mine, since I was born with it, as if every time I say â€˜me' I am actually saying â€˜us'. I always speak in the company of this age-old air that has accompanied me from the outset.

It paralyses me. A kind of burden. Weighty. More than that: it is brutal, cement-like, capable of arresting all movement, binding one joint to another, fusing my body's empty spaces. Not that I am sad. It's not a matter of being happy or not, but of a legacy I'd like to be rid of. Even if it means I have to take inordinate risks, even if it means giving up everything I've built thus far, everything I've believed to be my life. I've reached a point where I must change tack or be caught in Medusa's gaze and turned to stone, cast into the sea.

But words still evade me; the story isn't here yet. As long as my muscles remain heavy and static, meaning slips away. Perhaps, little by little, when I manage to take my first steps, when I am able to free myself of this burden, I'll be able to name things. And for this I write.

You can't imagine how relieved I feel. How long have you been lying on this bed, without moving? How long have I been asking you to get up?
I don't know. I don't know the answer. It could be a week, a month, a year, or even a lifetime. At times I feel like a block of concrete; at others, a hazy cloud. I can't feel my shape, my contours. I want to move from here, but I still wonder if it's the right choice.
Don't lose heart. When you are setting out, there are no right or wrong choices, just choices. It's too early to judge.
But what if I make a mistake? What if I sink even deeper into this quagmire of imprecision and uncertainty? What guarantee do I have that I won't trip myself up?
There are no guarantees. I can only promise you one thing: take risks, and I will always be ready to give you my hand.

To write this story, I must leave here and go on a journey to places I don't know, lands in which I have never set foot. A journey back, even though I've never left anywhere. I don't know if I'll be able to, if one day I'll leave my own room, but the urgency exists. My body can't bear the weight anymore, I've become a petrified cocoon. My face is haggard; the circles under my eyes are older than me. My cheeks sag, hearing the call of the earth. My teeth can barely chew. It is as if gravity has acted more intensely on me, tugging down twice as hard.

I have no idea what awaits me on this path I have chosen. Nor do I know if I'm doing the right thing â€” much less if there is any logic in the undertaking, an acceptable explanation for it. But I am looking for a purpose, a name, a body. And for this reason I'll make the journey back, to see if I haven't lost them somewhere â€” some place I have yet to know.

Without getting up, I take the little box from the nightstand. In it, amid dust, old tickets, coins, and earrings, lies the key that my grandfather gave me. Here, he said, this is the key to my old house in Turkey. I gave him a puzzled look. Now, lying here with the key in my hand, I still don't understand. What am I supposed to do with it? It's up to you, he said, as if it had nothing to do with him. People grow old and, afraid of death, pass on to others the things they should have done.

And now it is up to me to invent a destiny for this key, if I don't want to pass it on myself.

You hid it as best you could, avoided the word as long as possible. You promised me you wouldn't die of an illness. You promised me you wouldn't die. You promised yourself, clinging to the certainty you'd created, for my benefit as well as yours. I believed it; you wouldn't die. It meant we could live in peace: we created our world â€” our world without death â€” and in it we lived. It meant we didn't have to worry about things: we created our own certainties, and we lived without doubt. I joined you in your fantasy, went along with your game. We avoided the word together, and on we went.

You hid it as best you could, until the day you could no longer. At first, we simply turned our eyes from your bulging midriff, your swelling throat, but with time we were forced to see what we didn't want to. You had the belly of a pregnant woman, swollen lymph nodes on your neck, under your arms, in your groin. You tired easily. You felt queasy. You vomited blood. It was reality trying to defeat our fantasy: we couldn't live in our world anymore. The word we didn't want to say demanded to be pronounced, slowly and clearly. Our pact was crumbling.

You were sitting on the sofa looking defeated when I came over and whispered in your ear: don't worry. If we have to change worlds, we'll go together. It doesn't matter where â€” we'll make another pact and, if necessary, another, and then another and another and another. We'll make as many pacts as we need to, we'll change worlds as many times as we have to, but one thing is certain: my hands will always be clasped in yours.

I don't do anything but examine, touch, and gaze at the key. I know its details by heart, the exact size of its curves and handle, its weight, its spent colour. I doubt a key this size can open a door. Surely they've changed the lock by now, if not the door itself. It'd be foolish to believe it would be the same after so long. I'm sure even my grandfather knows this, but I also imagine that he must be curious to find out if what he left behind is still there. How strange, how bizarre it must be to leave your country, your language, and your family â€” to go somewhere completely new and, above all, uncertain.

He told me that the ship he travelled on was colossal, his first and only time on such a vessel. It was crammed with people, all with the same hope as him: to make better lives for themselves in a different country. He was the first of his siblings to arrive, with just two suitcases and a few contacts in Brazil. He was only twenty years old when he left Turkey. Some time later, his younger brother would join him. His twin sister would die of tuberculosis. His older brother would marry and remain in Smyrna. He would only see his mother again many years later, when, widowed, she decided to move to Brazil.

How many times have I heard this same story? The pain of never seeing his father and sister again, of never setting foot again in the land that was first his. Of only bringing his mother out in time to lose her. Of having seen so much poverty on the ship and in the land he'd left behind. How many times?

So what does he want now? For me to reclaim his history, retrieve his past? Why this key, this crazy mission?

The story isn't his alone. Life never belongs to just one person. If he gave you the key, it's because he believes it is part of your story. You know my father: he never does anything without a reason. He could have given the key to me or to one of my siblings, but he never did. I never did go to Turkey, and now I can't. I only heard his stories about coming to Brazil a few times. I'm not saying there's a destiny, a mission that only you can fulfil. As you know, few people are as sceptical as me. But I don't think we should turn down the things people offer us. How long have you been lying there in that bed? Maybe it's a good excuse to do something, to leave the incarceration of this room and visit a country you've never been to. Believe in this story that your grandfather is offering: go find his house and try to open the door. Retell his story; retell mine too. Take it as an opportunity to dig yourself out of the hole you are in, even if it leads nowhere, even if you don't find the house or the family that stayed behind. It doesn't matter. At least the scenery will be new â€” although it is so ancient.

She looked like a black bundle when she came to see her son off. Veil, dress, shoes, circles under her eyes, mouth â€” everything so black it was blue. She was dressed as if she were going to a funeral. His father looked more relaxed. He was wearing everyday clothes: a linen shirt buttoned all the way up and tucked into his pants. His red belt didn't match his brown shoes. The expression on his face said that this was just a day like any other, although he knew in his heart it was different. It was as if the whole house knew it, but didn't say so: not only his parents and siblings, but also the ceiling, the walls, the unwashed dishes, the tidy living room (the orange cushions in their exact places on the sofa â€” one on each seat), the still-dark bedrooms. On this day everything and everyone bore an unspoken pain, an unspoken fear, an unspoken apprehension. The silence weighed heavily, begging the one who was leaving to please stay. They stood in a line in order of height: first his little brother; then his twin sister; then his older brother; then his father, the tallest of them all; and, finally, breaking the order, his mother. The door was still closed and the house was dark â€” there was just the light from the lamp and a subtle yellow glow coming in through the kitchen window. They must have been standing there waiting for him for a few minutes. They didn't look at one another or speak. They stood there stiffly, staring straight ahead at the living-room wall.

When he walked into the room from his bedroom, he wasn't surprised to see his family by the door, and knew that it was time. He had a suitcase in each hand and an overcoat on his right arm. He looked around attentively, as if he wanted to record in memory the whole composition of the house, the position of every object. He was afraid of forgetting. After all, he didn't really want to leave, but he needed to try a new life somewhere he could flourish. There was also the army: if he didn't leave Turkey, he'd have to serve, like his older brother. So he was bound for Brazil, where he had cousins and friends. Come, things are good here, there are lots of ways to make a decent living, they all said. Come, they need able-bodied young people like you.

Yes, wait for me; I'm coming.

I'm going to try my luck in Brazil, he told his parents. His mother looked mortified. From that moment on, she didn't speak another word to her son, or to her husband, as if he were to blame. She barely ate, barely slept. But it didn't stop him. He knew his mother and hadn't expected a milder reaction. And here he was now, suitcases in hand, ready to say goodbye.

He approached his little brother and, setting down his suitcases, lifted him into the air. The words he spoke to him were sweet, as an older brother's words should be. With his sister it was no different, except the tears on her face made him cry too. But he couldn't break down and give in to the pain or he wouldn't be able to continue. Tears were part of the choice. Then he hugged his older brother and it was his turn to hear some advice. His father gave him some too, but in a stricter tone of voice. He told him to be good; to resist the sins of the flesh and drink; to work hard, like a good member of the family; and, above all, to remember to write.

Last of all, the moment everyone feared. His mother was barely visible, blackened as she was by her mourning before the fact. His heart was filled with guilt, and he would carry it with him for the rest of the voyage, for the rest of his life. She was holding a package, supplies for the journey. When he turned to her, she held it out. And that was all. She didn't look at him, open her mouth, or make a gesture. As if to say: Take this and go, I don't want to prolong this moment. He understood. In silence, he took the package and opened the door. He could no longer look back, his body urging him forward. He left, behind him the still-open door, the still-silent house.

His mother placed her hand on the knob, gently closed the door, and turned the key in the lock. The moment was disconcerting. Everyone was waiting for her reaction, certain they'd find an expression of suffering on her face. But she was suddenly gripped by a kind of hesitant certainty. Instead of crying, she smiled. Maybe we'll see him again one day!

Nothing distresses me as much as saying goodbye to someone:
tchau
, farewell,
au revoir
, see you soon, see you never again. When I was little, when I could barely put a name to what I felt, you would leave every morning. As most people do, early in the morning, after breakfast. I knew you'd come back in the evening â€” but what if you didn't? Every morning, the same pain, the same tears: please don't go, don't leave me alone, stay with me, spend the day with me, come to school with me, go to the park with me, watch TV with me, read comics with me, have lunch with me. I have to go, you'd say, but I'll be back this evening. Don't worry, everything's fine. You came back, you always came back, you kept your word, but the next morning the pain was the same: there I'd be, at the door, blocking your way. I didn't want you to leave, sensing that something bad was going to happen.
I was just going to work. I wasn't going to abandon you. Where did you get this fear of separation? Why this pain before the fact? I didn't know how to react in the face of your desperate, excessive tears,
y
our crying for no reason.
With time, I understood that you really did have to go, but I never stopped being afraid. I just learned to control myself. Certain kinds of behaviour were no longer befitting of my age. On the inside, I felt exactly the same. When you left, I'd go into my room and cry quietly, alone. Soon I just couldn't shut my eyes, or I'd start imagining tragedy after tragedy. So I'd turn the music up full volume and dance. I'd dance and dance and dance until I was certain the fear had gone.


        

        
               
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	14
	»

        

        Other books



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Angel In Blue by Mary Suzanne



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Looking Glass House by Vanessa Tait



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Heart Of The Game by Pamela Aares



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Winemaker's Dinner: Entrée by Dr. Ivan Rusilko, Everly Drummond



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Mallara and Burn: On the Road by Frank Tuttle



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Pantheon by Sam Bourne



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Blood (Dark Riders Motorcycle Club) by Elsa Day



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Whisper by Lockwood, Tressie



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Bone Tree by Greg Iles



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Scarlet Thread by Francine Rivers


        
        
    



        
                    

    





    
        
            © ThomasStone 2015 - 2024    Contact for me [email protected]                    


                
            
            
            
        

    







    
    