
	

	

	

The	Passage
	

By
	

Shiva	Elmi
	

	

	

	

	



The	Passage
	

The	night	had	fallen,	and	to	her	it	was	quieter	and	darker	than	other
nights.	She	put	the	brushes	and	the	pallet	down	on	the	table	next	to	her	and	lay
on	the	floor	in	her	dimly	lit	room	staring	at	the	shadows	of	the	objects	on	the
walls.	Then	she	got	up	suddenly	as	if	she	had	remembered	something.	She	got
out	of	the	room	and	went	to	the	balcony.	It	was	not	that	late,	however,	she
could	hear	a	deafening	silence;	it	seemed	the	whole	city	and	its	people	had
fallen	asleep.	She	felt	she	was	the	only	person	who	was	awake	at	that	time.
She	looked	around	and	then	her	eyes	got	fixed	on	that	huge	door.	Then	he
came	to	her	mind,	she	thought	he	was	awake	too;	her	eyes	sparkled	and	she
smiled.	She	had	the	habit	of	standing	there	at	night	and	seeing	him	walking	in
the	yard	and	smoking.	She	had	been	doing	it	for	so	many	years,	for	four	years
exactly.	She	had	thought	so	much	about	going	there,	she	had	considered	and
reconsidered	the	idea,	she	had	been	excited,	over-excited	and	thrilled,	yet	she
had	not	done	that.	She	did	not	know	why,	maybe	the	time	had	not	come.	She
had	been	obsessed	with	him	for	such	a	long	time.	She	could	not	remember
when	it	started.	Maybe	it	had	started	on	the	very	first	day	he	had	set	foot	in
that	place,	or	maybe	a	little	later.

Time	was	passing	in	the	twinkling	of	an	eye	as	they	said,	but	I	could	not
sense	it.	I	could	not	feel	the	fast	passage	of	it.	I	did	not	understand	anything
around	me.	I	was	trapped	in	something.	I	might	have	gone	mad.	I	was
mesmerized	by	a	kind	of	force	I	did	not	know.	It	was	something	on	the	outside
which	had	captured	me	and	it	had	penetrated	my	soul	and	got	through	the	most
hidden,	the	most	unreachable	parts	of	me.	I	could	feel	the	pain	of	that	injury,
yet	that	pain	was	soothing	at	the	same	time.	I	had	tried	to	escape	from	it,	but
how	could	I	run	away	from	something	which	had	spread	to	my	whole	being?	I
was	obsessed	with	that	place,	with	that	atmosphere	and	with	him.	I	could	feel
his	presence	near.	I	did	not	want	to	go	closer,	though.	I	wanted	to	know	more
and	more	about	him,	but	I	did	not	want	to	approach	him.	I	was	afraid	of	an
unknown	thing.	I	had	been	living	with	my	imagination	about	him	for	years.	He
was	out	there	living	his	life	not	being	aware	of	my	existence.	But	did	I	really
want	him	to	know	me?	I	seriously	doubted	that.	I	did	not	want	to	ruin
everything	by	approaching	the	reality.	I	did	not	want	that	to	happen	to	me.	At
that	cold	night	I	was	standing	there	gazing	at	that	place	encircled	by	the
memories	of	those	four	years.

Even	from	the	last	floor	of	that	building	and	although	I	had	just	seen
him	from	there	I	could	understand	how	he	felt,	or	maybe	they	were	all	my	own
hallucinations,	which	I	wanted	to	believe	as	reality,	as	truth.	It	might	seem
ridiculously	unbelievable	but	I	sensed	him.	I	sensed	him,	his	laughter,	his
anger,	his	worries,	his	being.	Four	years	earlier	when	he	came	to	that	hospital



for	the	first	time,	from	the	way	he	walked	I	had	realized	he	was	more	than
confident,	he	was	charismatic	and	he	was	completely	aware	of	it.	It	might
seem	irrational	how	I	could	say	all	that	by	seeing	him	from	that	distance,	but	I
did	sense	it.	I	watched	him	almost	every	day	when	he	entered	the	building,
when	he	came	out	to	walk	in	the	yard,	when	he	went	home	after	long	shifts
which	sometimes	took	24	and	sometimes	took	48	hours.	When	I	thought	about
him	my	perception,	my	feelings,	and	my	senses	got	sharper	and	I	felt	more
alive.	I	always	wondered	where	he	lived,	what	his	place	was	like,	what	he	did
there,	who	he	lived	with,	whether	he	lived	alone	or	not.	I	had	found	some
answers	to	my	questions	in	my	own	mind.	Sometime	after	he	had	started
working	there	I	frequently	saw	him	with	a	girl	from	inside	the	hospital.	She
worked	there,	as	a	nurse	or	as	a	doctor;	I	did	not	know.	And	after	a	couple	of
months	they	came	and	went	together.	I	used	to	stand	there	watching	them
getting	more	and	more	intimate	as	every	day	passed.	When	I	thought	about	it	I
felt	strange.	I	myself	could	not	recognize	what	that	feeling	was	but	it	was
weird.	A	feeling	I	had	never	experienced	before	that	time.	However,
everything	changed	all	of	a	sudden.	It	changed	like	a	sharp	turn	at	the	end	of	a
straight	road,	or	it	might	have	seemed	that	way	to	me.	Looking	at	things	from
outside	at	times	makes	you	feel	that	way.	They	were	not	together	anymore.
But	that	condition	did	not	last	so	long,	because	short	after	that	separation	I	did
not	see	the	girl	in	the	hospital.	I	wondered	what	had	happened	to	her.	For	a
few	months	I	could	see	that	he	was	not	like	before,	even	the	way	he	dressed
had	changed.	Before	that	incident	he	always	wore	really	nice	clothes,	he	had
the	tendency	to	wear	suits	rather	than	casual	things,	which	I	did	not	know
came	from	his	own	taste	or	the	rules	of	where	he	worked	in.	Anyway,
whatever	he	wore	was	meant	to	attract	attention.	After	that	event,	though,	it
seemed	he	had	become	a	little	careless	or	indifferent	about	how	he	looked	like,
or	what	other	people	and	his	colleagues	would	say	about	him.	But	a	couple	of
months	later	he	was	back	again.	During	all	those	four	years	I	could	feel	him
going	through	some	really	bitter	things,	I	could	feel	the	changes	in	his	mood
or	behavior	but	something	about	him	had	remained	the	same	in	spite	of	all	the
changes,	he	was	always	surrounded	by	something,	something	that	made	him
unique,	mysterious,	or	even	sometimes	dangerous	to	approach;	something
which	absorbed	and	at	the	same	time	poisoned	you.	I	stood	in	the	balcony
fancying	that	he	might	be	kont	Dracula	himself	and	then	I	wondered	about	the
reason	that	made	me	imagine	such	impossible	things.

I	had	not	seen	him	wear	that	much	black	until	that	fall.	After	that	event
he	wore	black	for	more	than	a	month.	It	was	the	beginning	of	fall	when	it
happened.	A	few	months	earlier,	he	was	another	person,	who	was	quite
different.	Human	being	is	so	forgetful,	it	does	not	matter	how	long	a	situation
goes	on,	a	year,	ten	years,	twenty	years,	or	sometimes	for	a	lifetime,	yet	as
soon	as	it	is	over,	it	seems	to	us	that	it	has	never	existed.	First,	it	is	somewhere



close	in	our	mind	and	as	time	passes	it	takes	it	further	and	further.	And	some
day	comes	when	we	live	as	though	those	things	were	never	there.	So	when	it
happened	I	thought	I	had	always	seen	him	that	way.	I	could	not	think	about
those	days	when	he	walked	like	a	man	who	had	the	power	to	change	the	world
and	all	the	people.	He	just	seemed	so	vulnerable	to	my	eyes	as	if	he	had
always	been	like	that.	In	that	fall,	in	that	season	of	tragedy,	I	could	see	how
desperate	he	was.	I	could	not	believe	it	was	him.	No,	it	was	not	him,	it	was	a
ghost,	a	dead.	He	walked	like	a	corpse	who	had	just	come	out	of	his	grave.	He
was	like	somebody	who	had	gone	through	a	really	traumatic	experience	and	I
worried	about	it.	Bad	events	are	just	like	a	game	of	dominos,	as	soon	as	the
first	part	is	fallen	a	series	of	parts	fall	and	it	goes	on	and	on	until	it	stops	after
all	the	pieces	are	fallen	on	the	ground	and	when	everything	is	fallen	the	end
comes.	I	thought	something	like	that	might	happen	to	him,	which	frightened
me.

Time	they	say	solves	almost	all	problems	and	heals	the	deepest	wounds;
that	is	what	they	call	the	miracle	of	time.	I	was	waiting	to	see	him	recover
from	those	injuries.	Seasons	changed	one	after	the	other	and	he	was	going
through	that	healing	process.	Eventually	I	could	feel	he	was	back;	back	from	a
trauma,	back	from	a	tragedy.	But	even	during	those	mournful	days	that
magnetic	thing	in	him	was	there.	Consciously	or	unconsciously	he	always
directed	the	eyes	to	himself	or	maybe	it	was	just	tangible	for	me.	Since	the
very	first	day	that	he	stepped	in	the	hospital,	I	was	always	curious	about	him
and	his	life.	I	had	an	unquenchable	thirst	for	whatever	that	was	related	to	him
in	a	way.	Something	had	surrounded	him,	something	like	a	layer,	something
that	did	not	allow	anyone	to	go	further	and	get	a	little	closer,	something	that
absorbed	and	at	the	same	time	warded	off.	Something	he	had	around	him,	with
him,	something	that	had	not	been	shaken	at	all	in	spite	of	the	things	that	had
happened	to	him;	the	things	whose	nature	had	remained	unknown	to	me.	He
was	not	probably	the	same	person	in	many	respects	after	those	events,	but	that
unknown	mystery	would	never	leave	him.

I	looked	at	the	hospital	a	couple	of	times	a	day.	The	place	was
somewhere	outside	the	city	with	just	two	or	three	tall	buildings	around	it.	It
had	a	very	big	door	which	was	always	locked.	The	building	was	in	the	center
of	a	rather	big	yard	with	tall	old	trees.	So	when	they	were	green	during	the
spring	and	summer,	it	was	not	that	easy	to	see	the	building.	The	building	was	a
one-storey	old	place.	Whenever	I	looked	at	the	flat	building	and	the	tall	trees
around	it,	I	felt	dizzy.	It	made	my	mind	restless;	still	I	kept	on	watching	it	until
I	felt	something	collapse	in	me	and	it	was	then	when	I	took	my	eyes	off	the
place	reluctantly.

I	did	not	know	what	was	happening	to	me	but	I	was	getting	tired	of
standing	there	and	watching	him	like	an	actor	on	that	stage.	I	did	not	want	to



be	on	the	outside.	The	condition	had	turned	to	a	purgatory,	in	which	I	was
suffering.

I	did	not	understand	at	all	how	long	I	was	standing	there	thinking	those
thoughts	which	had	passed	my	mind	over	and	over.	I	looked	at	the	hospital
again	and	I	saw	him	coming	out	of	the	building	ready	to	go	back	home.	I	felt	a
kind	of	vertigo,	I	sat	for	a	minute	and	then	when	I	got	just	a	little	better,	I
stood	up	and	leaned	forward.	I	could	not	believe	my	eyes.	Everywhere	was
covered	by	a	blanket	of	fog.	But	a	minute	earlier	there	was	no	fog	there	or
maybe	it	was	so	thin	that	I	had	not	seen	it.	Or	maybe	that	was	more	than	a
minute.	I	really	did	not	know	how	long	I	had	been	sitting	there	feeling	that
vertigo.	I	could	not	see	anything.	It	was	dark	and	foggy.	After	some	minutes
the	fog	got	thinner.	I	could	see	that	his	car	was	still	there,	but	he	was	not	there.
I	looked	at	the	trees	and	the	yard,	but	I	could	not	see	the	building.	I	closed	and
opened	my	eyes	a	few	times	but	it	seemed	it	was	not	there.	I	thought	the
building	might	have	disappeared	or	it	might	have	never	existed.	I	shivered	at
that	thought	and	looked	again.	But	I	could	not	see	it.	I	told	myself	it	was
because	of	the	weather;	otherwise	I	had	to	accept	that	I	had	completely	lost	my
mind.

I	had	an	idea,	it	was	a	little	late,	but	I	had	already	decided.	I	got	out	of
the	balcony	and	went	to	my	room	to	take	my	coat.	I	did	not	feel	what
happened	or	how	long	it	took.	When	I	found	myself,	I	was	there	in	the	narrow
street	which	was	the	way	to	that	hospital.	The	fog	was	getting	thicker	again
and	my	vertigo	was	getting	worse	and	worse.	The	street	was	a	straight	way	to
the	hospital	but	I	felt	I	was	moving	in	circles	around	myself.	I	was	dizzy	and	I
could	not	see	even	a	meter	further.	At	that	time	at	night	in	that	remote	part
outside	the	city	I	doubted	if	there	was	a	single	soul	except	me	being	trapped	in
such	a	deep	whirlpool.	I	wondered	what	I	was	doing	there.	I	could	not	think
clearly.	My	mind	was	empty	like	a	white	piece	of	paper.	I	did	not	know	if	he
was	still	there	or	not.	I	could	not	feel	anybody	near	me.	I	wondered	what	I	was
doing	there	in	that	foggy	darkness.	Why	I	had	gone	there.	I	wanted	to	find
him.	I	was	trying	to	summon	my	thoughts,	and	my	mind,	however;	it	seemed
to	have	stopped	working.	I	did	not	know	when	but	things	started	to	get	a	little
more	visible.	Finally,	I	was	in	a	narrow	street	which	was	familiar	to	me;	a	long
narrow	street	full	of	tall	trees	on	its	sides.	I	was	approaching	the	hospital;	I
could	feel	his	presence	somewhere	close	to	me.	He	had	not	gone	then.
Something	had	happened	to	me	which	had	made	walking	difficult.	I	wanted	to
walk	faster	but	I	could	only	drag	my	legs.	I	was	out	of	breath	and	I	did	not
know	why	I	could	not	reach	the	hospital.	I	was	lost	in	the	fog	looking	for	him
when	I	heard	that	loud	noise.

He	was	closer	than	ever.	When	I	opened	my	eyes	I	was	in	his	car	on	the
back	seat,	but	the	car	was	not	moving.	No	I	could	not	be	there;	it	was



impossible.	After	four	years	of	being	with	him	in	my	solitude,	I	was	there	in
the	same	place	with	him,	hearing	him	breathe,	feeling	his	perfume,	but	alas	I
did	not	dare	to	talk	with	him	yet.	I	did	not	want	him	to	see	my	eyes	open	then.
I	shut	my	eyes	and	after	a	short	time	I	heard	he	start	the	car.	I	did	not	know
where	he	was	taking	me.	I	did	not	know	when	but	the	car	stopped	and	I
understood	we	had	got	there.	I	opened	my	eyes	a	little	and	looked	out.	He	had
not	taken	me	to	a	hospital.	We	were	in	front	of	another	building.

Although	I	was	still	in	a	state	of	shock	I	gathered	all	my	energy	to	face
it,	so	as	he	was	sitting	there	I	got	up.	But	he	was	not	there	because	he	did	not
show	any	reactions	to	my	getting	up.

“What	am	I	doing	here?”

He	turned	back	suddenly	as	if	he	had	totally	forgotten	that	I	was	there.

“Are	you	OK?”

“I	think	so.”

“You	were	in	that	street	near	the	psychiatric	hospital	and	we	almost	had	an
accident.	I	mean	I	stopped	the	car	just	in	time,	but	when	I	got	off	I	saw	you
fallen	on	the	street.	You	must	have	fainted.”

“I	don’t	know,	I	just	heard	a	terrible	noise	and	didn’t	understand	anything.”

“Are	you	ok	now?	Do	you	have	pain?	I	can	take	you	to	a	hospital.”

“No,	I’m	fine.	I’m	just	shocked	and	I	feel	a	little	dizzy.”

“Ok,	this	is	where	I	live,	let’s	go	up	so	that	you	can	drink	something	to	feel
better,	then	I’ll	take	you	home.”

I	remained	silent.	That	was	the	building	he	lived	in.	He	could	not	open
the	door	to	the	parking	with	the	remote,	so	he	got	out	to	check	what	was
wrong	with	the	door,	and	in	the	meanwhile	I	had	some	time	to	look	at	the
street	and	the	building.	I	got	off	the	car	and	started	watching.	The	street	was
empty	and	full	of	beautiful	old	trees	under	the	lights.	The	building	had	a	quite
modern	design	on	the	outside.	It	was	not	that	tall	or	big,	it	only	had	four
floors,	but	the	spiral	stone	façade	heavily	decorated	with	dark	blue	glass	had
made	it	remarkably	imposing.

He	had	opened	the	door	and	when	he	got	back	he	was	surprised	to	see
me	standing	out	in	that	cold	weather.	I	went	back	to	the	car	and	we	got	into	the
building.	The	way	to	the	parking	was	spiral	too,	and	it	was	rather	dark	with	a
couple	of	lanterns	hung	on	the	wall	with	weak	yellow	light.	He	parked	the	car
and	we	got	out	of	the	car	and	moved	to	where	the	elevator	was,	he	pressed	the
button,	but	it	had	stopped	working.	We	waited	there	for	some	time	and	then



decided	to	take	the	stairs.	We	went	up	to	the	ground	floor	to	try	the	elevator
again.	The	lobby	was	a	narrow	hall	lit	with	rather	faint	red	lights	on	the
ceiling.	The	stone	used	in	there	was	dark,	something	close	to	black.	I	liked	the
unusual	and	as	some	would	call	it	scary	staircase.	There	were	a	lot	stairs,	but
they	were	small,	and	the	staircase	was	not	wide	enough,	so	we	could	not	go	up
together.	There	were	walls	on	both	sides	as	if	you	were	passing	a	quite	dark
tunnel	and	you	could	not	see	the	next	set.	Each	set	was	divided	with	a	sharp
turn	from	the	other,	so	at	each	landing	the	heart	sank	because	you	did	not	have
any	ideas	what	you	might	see	next.	The	place	where	he	lived	was	special	like
his	character.

His	apartment	was	on	the	fourth	floor.	There	were	two	apartments	on
each	floor,	eight	apartments	in	total.	Other	might	have	ended	up	living	there
by	chance,	but	not	him.	To	me	it	showed	his	interest	in	grotesque	designs
which	intended	to	remind	you	of	macabre	contents.	The	two	apartments	were
in	front	of	each	other	but	not	close,	with	the	elevator	in	between	and	that
staircase	near	his	apartment,	flat	7.	There	was	a	contrast	between	the	modern
outside	of	the	building	and	the	16th	century	gothic-like	inside.	His	flat	was
dark	covered	with	scarlet	curtains	everywhere.	The	place	was	full	of	furniture
and	wooden	things.	The	living	room	seemed	quite	large,	the	kitchen	was
small,	though.	I	could	not	see	the	other	parts	because	he	asked	me	to	sit	in	the
living	room	on	a	sofa	which	was	next	to	a	big	decorated	fireplace,	with	some
small	pieces	of	decoration	I	could	not	see	in	that	darkness.	I	searched	for
pictures	in	there	but	I	found	none.	The	place	where	I	was	sitting	was	lit	by	a
light	next	to	the	sofa	and	of	course	the	fire.	But	I	could	barely	see	the	end	of
that	living	room.	I	just	saw	the	shadows	of	things.	When	I	turned	my	head	and
looked	behind	the	sofa	I	saw	a	narrow	hall	with	small	red	lights	on	its	sides.

“It	seems	you	like	my	apartment.”

I	had	not	realized	when	he	had	got	back	from	the	kitchen	with	two	cups
of	coffee.	He	put	my	cup	and	the	sugar	on	that	table,	and	sat	on	his	rocking
chair	which	was	on	the	opposite	side	of	the	sofa	on	the	other	side	of	the
fireplace	holding	his	cup	in	his	hand.

“Do	you	have	pain	anywhere	in	your	body?	Your	arms?	Legs?	or	your	head?”

“No,	not	pain,	just	a	little	vertigo	and	confusion.”

“You	know	the	medical	terms,	nice!	Which	one,	subjective	or	objective?”

“I	feel	my	head	is	rotating.”

“It’s	subjective	then.	It’s	because	of	what	happened.	You’ll	be	ok	soon.	Take
some	sugar	in	your	coffee.”



He	did	not	say	anything	while	we	were	drinking	our	coffee,	but	then	as
if	he	had	remembered	something	he	looked	at	me.

“Could	I	ask	what	you	were	doing	there	in	that	fog?”

I	hesitated.	“I	live	there	in	one	of	those	buildings;	I	was	just	taking	a	walk.”

“Alone,	at	that	time	in	such	weather,	it	was	so	dangerous.”

I	did	not	say	anything.

“If	the	fog	was	thicker	I	might	have	hit	you.”

“And	that	would	be	the	end	of	the	tragedy	maybe.”

He	looked	at	me	in	a	way	I	failed	to	understand.

“The	end	of	the	tragedy	for	you	and	the	beginning	of	another	tragedy	for	me.
It	reminds	me	of	a	sentence	in	Thomas	Hardy’s	the	Mayor	of	Casterbridge,
have	you	read	that?”
“Yes,	years	ago.”

“It	is	so	true	that	happiness	is	nothing	but	the	occasional	episode	in	a	general
drama	of	pain.	You	know,	you	think	the	game	is	finished	and	you	can	have
some	piece,	yet	it	is	nothing	but	a	very	short	break	to	have	the	chance	to	take	a
breadth	and	go	back	to	the	field,	weak	and	confused.	Life	is	the	darkest
tragedy,	a	tragedy	that	no	one	has	ever	written,	a	tragedy	that	cannot	be	put	in
words;	it’s	just	felt	from	inside,	burning	you	little	by	little,	and	at	last	leaving
you	alone	in	your	own	ashes.	Sometimes	I	think	even	those	rare	comic	reliefs
are	just	so	unreachable.”

He	took	packet	of	cigarettes	and	a	lighter	out	from	his	pocket	and	asked
me	whether	he	could	smoke	and	I	just	shook	my	head	to	say	I	did	not	mind.

“And	what	would	you	do	if	you	hit	me	tonight	and	I	died?”

“It’s	a	test?	A	test	of	morality?”

“No,	it’s	just	a	question.”

“I	don’t	know.	That	would	be	a	nightmare,	maybe	as	worse	as	the	nightmares
I’ve	had	so	far.	My	morality	would	tell	me	not	to	leave	you	there,	but	I	don’t
really	know	whether	the	moral	codes	once	I	had	are	still	there	or	not,	I	don’t
think	so…I’ve	sworn	to	that	Hippocratic	Oath;	I’ve	taken	that	oath…but	I’ve
broken	it,	so	it	wasn’t	that	hard	to	do	it	again…	You	know,	I’ve	always	wanted
to	be	free,	but	carrying	that	huge	burden	was	in	paradox	with	what	I’d
dreamed	of.”

I	was	thinking	about	what	he	said	about	breaking	that	oath,	and	now	I



was	sitting	there	getting	a	little	anxious	about	where	I	was	and	who	I	was
talking	with.	But	he	did	not	let	me	go	deep	in	that	thought.

“You	know	sometimes	I	think	all	the	events	that	have	happened	in	my	life
have	been	dreams	or	nightmares	although	they	did	seem	real,	something	like
the	nightmares	I	have	every	night,	something	that	would	finish	with	the
sunrise;	alas,	every	day	I	wake	up	to	find	it	there.”

“It	is	so	strange.	I	think	about	all	these	things	too.	And	then	Poe’s	poem	is
echoed	in	my	mind.	Is	all	that	we	see	or	seem	but	a	dream	within	a	dream?”

“I	sometimes	think	it	is	a	nightmare	within	a	nightmare,	although	it’s	tangible.
You	know	once	I	read	a	lot,	I	loved	literature.	But	those	days	have	gone.	Once
I	found	pleasure	in	so	many	things,	even	in	the	simplest	smallest	things	around
me,	but	those	days	now	seem	too	remote.	You	know	now	happiness	seems	rare
or	maybe	an	illusion,	something	which	can	be	found	somewhere	unknown	to
me.	”

I	had	seen	him	from	there	for	four	years,	I	had	lived	with	him.	I	thought
I	knew	him,	but	now	I	was	beginning	to	think	that	in	comparison	with	what	I
knew	about	him	there	were	a	lot	more	I	did	not.

“You	see	doctor,	you	don’t	know	me	and	I	don’t	you	either.	But	I	think	there	is
something	we	have	in	common.	This	situation	we	are	stuck	in	or	let	me	put	it
in	a	better	way;	this	coincidence	is	strange	for	others.	I	don’t	think	neither	of
us	is	surprised.”

“A	coincidence…	and	how	do	you	know	it’s	not	unusual	for	me?

“I	just	sense	it,	besides	if	it	were	you	would	not	have	taken	me	here.	I	mean
now	I	must	have	been	in	a	hospital	or	a	police	station,	anywhere	but	here.”

“I	don’t	know	who	you	are,	what	you	are	doing	here	and	what	you	were	doing
there,	but	I’ve	gone	through	some	really	bizarre	situations	which	were	not
even	comparable	with	what	happened	tonight	and	your	presence	here	in	my
house	at	this	time	of	night.	You	know	I’ve	had	so	many	shocking	experiences
in	my	life	that	might	have	made	me	numb	after	all.	So	maybe	I’m	not	as
surprised	as	I	must	be	now.	How	about	you?”

Shocking	experiences;	I	could	not	understand	what	he	was	talking	about.
What	could	those	shocking	experiences	be?	I	felt	he	was	beginning	to	confess,
but	I	really	did	not	think	I	was	ready	to	listen	to	some	horrifying	confessions.
But	that	was	what	I	had	done	myself.	And	why	had	I	done	that?	And	what	had
happened	exactly	that	night?	I	could	not	find	any	answers	yet.	My	mind	had
gone	blank,	or	sort	of	paralyzed.

“And	why	aren’t	you	surprised?”



“I	don’t	know.	Maybe	I’m	still	numb	or	in	a	state	of	shock	from	what
happened.”

“You	aren’t	shocked	now.	I	can	read	it	from	your	face.	I’ve	seen	so	many
shocked	faces	during	the	years	of	working	as	a	psychiatrist,	and	I	can	see	no
sign	of	shock	on	your	face	or	in	your	behavior.”

He	was	right,	I	was	not	shocked	then	but	I	could	not	think	clearly.

“So,	can	you	read	any	other	feelings	from	my	face,	I	mean	can	you	see
anything?”

“In	the	past	it	was	a	kind	of	entertainment	for	me	to	do	such	things.	I	had	that
unique	talent	of	saying	things	which	surprised	my	patients.	I	used	to	talk	about
their	personality	by	seeing	them	once	only,	and	if	I	wanted	I	could	even	read
their	minds.	But	I	didn’t	do	that	very	often	for	two	reasons.	It	took	a	lot	of
energy	from	me	and	I	was	afraid	of	its	consequences.”

“And	do	you	still	have	those	paranormal	abilities,	or	they	are	also	gone?”

“They	are	gone;	all	those	things	which	were	once	satisfactory	are	gone.	My
love	for	psychiatry,	music,	literature	is	all	gone.	There	is	nothing	left	from	that
glorious	past.	Once	my	greatest	pleasure	was	to	read	literary	masterpieces	or
listen	to	classical	music.”

“You	know,	I	love	classical	music,	especially	opera;	it	has	a	world	for	itself;	a
world	full	of	magic,	fantasies,	endless	beauty.	But	what	has	attracted	me	to
this	world	more	than	other	things	is	that	it	is	the	most	dramatic	form	of	art	I
know.	It	is	impressive,	it	is	rich,	and	it	is	full	of	drama.

“Yes	I	used	to	think	like	you.	There	were	things	which	made	me	overexcited.
Once	I	liked	music,	I	liked	classical	music	and	opera	like	you.	But	that	was	for
then.	Things	have	changed	for	me.	I	didn’t	t	care	about	the	conventional
things,	places,	or	people.	I	always	looked	for	some	drama	in	everything.	But	I
feel	my	senses	have	left	me	for	so	long	now.”

“But	literature	and	music	are	still	two	really	pleasant	things	in	my	life.”

“Maybe	because	you	haven’t	seen	some	things	in	your	life,	or	you	haven’t
gone	through	a	metamorphosis.	You	still	have	your	senses.	You	know	the
characteristics	of	those	fond	of	the	things	I	once	liked	and	you	still	like?”

He	did	not	wait	to	hear	any	answers	from	me.

"They’re	People	with	dramatic	personalities,	whose	moods	go	up	and	down	a
lot.	And	do	you	know	that	they	are	three	times	more	likely	to	commit	suicide,
you	have	thought	about	it,	right?”



Suicide…it	is	just	one	word,	why	is	it	so	heavy	then?

“I	don’t	know,	I	might	have	thought	about	it	but…”

“You	know	when	and	why	human	beings	commit	suicide.	When	they	have
pain,	more	than	what	they	can	bear.	When	they	are	desperate,	when	everything
has	lost	its	meaning	for	them.	It’s	ridiculous	sometimes.	We’re	all	living	in	the
same	world,	we’re	involved	with	each	other	and	at	the	same	time	we’re	so
detached	that	in	so	many	cases	we	fail	to	understand	one	other’s	feelings,
thoughts,	and	worlds.	It	is	such	a	painful	contradiction.	Those	who	choose	to
end	the	tragedy	have	still	some	senses	left	in	them;	but	how	about	me?	I	don’t
think	I	could	ever	do	that.	I’ve	become	so	senseless	that	I	cannot	take	such	an
action.”

“Senseless…I	could	never	imagine	that	a	psychiatrist	may	live	in	such	a	…”

I	paused	to	find	a	word,	but	he	found	and	said	it	far	sooner.

“Hell.	It’s	really	stupid	that	such	a	person	is	there	as	the	survivor	of	those
miserable.	Years	ago	I	used	to	talk	with	them,	listen	to	them,	and	sympathize
with	them.	But	now	these	things	really	make	me	sick.”

“You	were	not	like	this	once.	When	was	that	once?”

“I	cannot	remember	much	from	that	time,	or	perhaps	I	don’t	intend	to.	You
know,	when	it’s	gone,	it’s	gone.	You	try	to	recall	things	but	the	harder	you
search	for	them	the	farther	they	go.	As	if	they	had	never	existed,	and	you	are
thinking	about	some	distant	mirage.	You	cannot	change	yourself,	you	may
wear	a	mask	for	some	time,	but	you	finally	have	to	take	it	off	at	the	end	of	the
day	when	you	are	alone	with	yourself.	I	had	to	put	on	so	many	masks,	I	tried
so	hard	to	be	conventional,	ordinary	like	them,	like	them	who	hate	night	shifts,
like	them	who	complain	about	their	little	time	and	the	so	many	things	that
must	be	done,	like	those	who	get	married	and	settle	down,	but	you	know	what
happened	each	time?”

He	paused	and	looked	at	me,	“I	failed,	exactly	when	I	felt	everything
was	going	well.	I	forced	my	mind	to	settle	down	but	it	seemed	to	have	gone	its
way.”

He	stood	up	and	went	to	the	kitchen	and	went	back	with	two	cups	of
coffee	and	a	piece	of	cake	for	me.

“You	say	once	there	were	things	you	liked.	When	was	that	once?”

“That	once	was	somewhere	far	away,	in	the	past,	so	far	that	I	sometimes	doubt
whether	it	existed	at	all	or	not.	These	days	I	doubt	everything,	even	my	own
existence.	I	myself	cannot	believe	it’s	me	who	is	talking	for	a	stranger	I’ve



known	only	for	a	couple	of	hours.	I	don’t	know	why	I’m	telling	you	all	this.”

He	lit	another	cigarette	and	stared	at	its	end	and	its	smoke.

“That	time	was	when	I	was	still	a	young	doctor,	I	had	just	started	my
residency	in	that	hospital,	and	it	was	the	first	days	of	spring.	When	I	went
there	for	the	first	time,	I	thought	it	was	a	piece	of	Heaven	on	earth.	I	wonder
how	the	same	things	change	that	dramatically	as	time	passes.	It	seems	that	the
passage	of	time	changes	the	nature	of	things.	Soon	after	I	started	that	period	I
saw	her	there.	She	was	the	most	beautiful	person	I’d	seen	since	then	and	after
a	while	I	realized	she	was	the	one	I	wanted	to	keep	in	my	life.”

“Was	it	love?”

“I	don’t	know.	I	still	don’t	have	any	definition	of	that	word.	I	just	knew	I
wanted	her	to	stay	in	spite	of	all	the	differences	which	made	our	relationship
hard	at	times.	We	got	married.	I	had	a	lot	of	plans	and	ambitions	for	my	life
with	her.	But	nothing	happened	the	way	I	liked	or	expected.	She	left	me.”

His	face	was	surrounded	by	the	smoke,	but	I	could	still	see	that	far-away
look	in	his	soulless	eyes.”

“She	registered	for	a	six-month	course	in	the	US,	and	she	never	came	back.
Later	one	of	her	friends	told	me	at	that	time	she	was	pregnant,	but	she	and
herself	decided	to	get	rid	of	it.”

In	that	darkness	I	felt	he	was	close	to	tears	but	he	continued.	“You	see?
You	never	know	what	is	going	to	happen	and	right	at	the	moment	that	you	feel
you	have	reached	the	summit	that	wheel	of	fortune	starts	a	sudden	downward
movement	and	takes	you	to	the	lowest	place.	And	then	you	realize	that	you’ve
seen	an	illusion;	an	illusion	of	happiness.”

I	was	looking	at	him.	I	could	remember	them	those	days.	I’d	seen	them
together.	And	all	of	a	sudden	everything	changed.	Once	he	was	a	young
handsome	prosperous	man	having	almost	anything	a	person	needed	to	be
happy.	I	thought	he	had	recovered	from	all	that,	but	there	were	and	are	so
many	things	hidden	from	my	eyes.

“Do	you	know	what	happened	to	her?”

“I	heard	she	has	got	married	to	an	American	and	has	a	child.	You	know,	she
started	a	new	life,	miles	away.”

Now	he	was	whispering	as	if	he	could	not	feel	the	presence	of	anybody
except	himself.

“They	say	karma	exists,	they	say	everyone	is	punished	for	the	wrong	they	do.
But	I	don’t	believe	there	is	such	a	thing.	From	that	time	everything	changed	in



my	life,	I	went	toward	the	things	which	were	once	the	red	lines	I	had	in	my
life,	and	in	my	career.	I	have	never	been	a	religious	person,	in	a	way	I	don’t
believe	in	any	religion	at	all,	but	before	that	event	I	was	a	person	who	was
loyal	to	his	own	moral	codes.	But	that	time	was	over.”

My	mind	was	being	dragged	to	different	things.	I	could	not	make	it
stand	still,	and	he	had	noticed	it	but	he	went	on.	I	did	not	want	to	hear	the
things	he	had	done,	but	I	was	sitting	there	silent	listening	to	his	confessions.

“I	put	my	morality	away.	I	buried	it.	I	did	whatever	I	desired.	I	had	decided	to
be	Faustus	himself	or	perhaps	a	more	satanic	version	of	him,	somebody	who
would	fit	the	demonic	elements	of	the	third	millennium.	Yes,	I	sold	my	soul	to
Lucifer	but	in	return	I	didn’t	get	money,	knowledge	or	pleasure.	I	just	got
more	pain	for	my	soul.	I	have	done	the	most	horrible	things,	all	sorts	of	things,
things	which	cannot	be	expressed,	things	which	should	remain	untold.

His	mind	was	troubled.	I	could	guess	the	things	he	did	not	put	in	words.

“You	were	left	by	her.	But	I	don’t	still	find	the	connection	between	the	thing
that	happened	to	you	and	the	dark	path	you’ve	taken.”

“Yes,	you	may	be	right.	There	may	be	no	point	in	that.	But	I	was	so	poisoned
that	I	wanted	to	take	revenge	even	from	the	most	innocent	ones,	or	even	from
myself.	I	had	been	filled	with	hatred.	I	was	starting	to	have	faith	in	that	being
moral	makes	you	less	strong.	I	had	been	feeling	that	I	had	discovered	new
horrifying	potentials	in	my	being	and	I	wanted	to	trial	them.	But	I	couldn’t
stand	it	for	so	long	and	I	collapsed.	I	don’t	know,	it	was	like	a	kind	of	poison
which	had	made	me	sick	for	some	time	and	finally	broke	me	to	pieces.”

“And	now	having	done	all	that,	you	are	not	feeling	better,	relieved,	or	less
troubled.	You’ve	just	bought	yourself	more	pain;	the	injuries	that	can	never	be
healed.”

“You	talk	like	religious	people,	and	I	hate	them	all.”	He	stood	up	and	came
toward	me.

“Who	are	you?	What	are	you	doing	in	my	home?	You’re	an	angle	who	has
come	to	save	me?”	His	voice	was	now	quite	sarcastic.

“I’ll	tell	you	who	I	am.	Just	sit	down.”

“You	are	afraid	of	me?”	He	smiled.

“No,	I	am	not.”

He	went	back	and	sat.

“After	saying	all	these	things,	you’re	not	scared	of	being	in	my	home?”



“No,	I	am	not.”

“Now	I	think	the	whole	thing	is	getting	a	little	strange	for	me.”

Some	fragments	were	being	formed	in	my	mind.	My	mind	was	not	as	blank	as
it	was	when	I	had	arrived	there.	I	started	talking	as	if	it	was	not	me	who	had
listened	to	those	scary	things	about	somebody	who	was	so	close	to	me.	Maybe
I	was	losing	my	senses	like	him.

“I’m	a	painter.	But	you	know	doctor,	I’ve	never	been	that	interested	in	realistic
things.	I’ve	never	been	attracted	by	real	things;	they	are	boring,	repetitive,	and
uncreative.	We’re	encircled	by	so	many	monotonous	real	things.	Surrealism	is
my	passion	in	life;	Things	beyond	reality.	I	take	things	from	the	real	world	and
then	I	manipulate	them	to	create	something	quite	strange,	of	course	the	level
of	strangeness	differs.”

“I	like	dream-like	or	maybe	nightmarish	things.	Perhaps	it	was	my	love	for
bizarre	things	which	led	me	this	way,	not	the	thing	that	happened	in	my	life.
We	always	want	to	be	deceived	to	feel	better	about	ourselves	or	the	things
around	us.	We	always	find	stupid	justifications	for	everything,	we	lie	and	we
start	to	believe	our	own	lies.”

I	took	a	piece	of	paper	and	a	pencil	from	the	table	near	me	and	started
doodling.	But	after	some	seconds	I	started	drawing	something.	And	he	came
and	sat	beside	me	looking	at	my	hand’s	swift	movements	on	the	sheet.	It	was
about	to	finish.	When	I	finished	I	held	it	up	in	front	of	him.	It	was	the	narrow
street	with	that	giant	door	open	at	the	end	of	it	and	the	leafless	trees	all	over
the	place.	But	the	street	was	not	like	what	it	was	in	reality;	in	the	drawing	it
was	more	like	a	spiral	passage.

“It’s	not	that	surrealist,	this	is	tonight	amidst	the	fog.	The	hospital	has
vanished	and	the	straight	street	has	become	spiral	and	its	end	is	not	clear,	so
where	is	that	surreal	element	in	it?

“You	know	everything	in	this	world	is	so	relative,	you	may	fail	to	see	the
surrealist	element	now,	but	I	swear	I’ve	seen	that	in	this	very	drawing	before.
There	might	be	something	which	is	now	hidden	from	your	eyes,	but	I	saw	it
and	I	can	still	see	it.”

						He	looked	at	it	again	and	this	time	for	the	first	time	during	that	long	night	I
could	see	an	expression	on	his	face.

“It’s	strange.”

“What	is	strange	doctor?”

“The	passage,	when	I	look	at	it	I	feel	something	fast	is	moving	in	my	body.	It’s



really	strange.	Does	it	make	you	feel	the	same?”

“Yes,	it	has	the	same	effect	on	me.”

“What	is	that?	I	think	something	is	flowing	in	this	drawing.	Something	is
moving	like,	like…I	don’t	know.	It	is	bizarre,	this	is	then,	and	I	can	feel	it	like
I’m	there.	When	I	look	at	it	I	feet	cold;	the	fog,	the	passage-like	street,	and
that	flow	which	is	not	going	to	stop.	Something	is	in	it	that	makes	it	so	alive.	It
has	a	being	for	itself.	All	your	paintings	are	like	that?”

“No,	not	all	of	them.	But	in	some	of	the	paintings	I	can	find	something	as	you
said	alive,	something	that	is	so	real,	a	kind	of	real	surrealism	at	times	shows
itself	in	my	drawings	or	paintings.”

“It’s	a	dream-like	drawing	and	yet	it	gives	me	the	sense	of	being	there	in	the
passage	moving	toward	somewhere	I	don’t	know.”

“Doctor,	maybe	this	is	the	second	thing	we	have	in	common;	some	abnormal
abilities.	But	the	bad	thing	about	it	is	that	we	cannot	impress	each	other	that
much.”

“But	I	have	to	say	after	a	long	time	tonight	I	felt	something.	I	could	sense
something.	I	cannot	say	I	am	so	impressed	but	I	could	feel	something	with
your	drawing.”

And	yet	there	is	a	difference	between	us	that	you	have	chosen	the	dangerous
path,	but	I’ve	not.”

“Moral	points	like	this	make	me	really	sick.	You	never	know,	you	may	choose
the	same	path	one	day.	You	did	not	say	why	you	were	there	at	that	time.	What
were	you	doing	there?”

“You	have	asked	this	question	a	couple	of	times,	and	I	still	don’t	know	what
you	expect	to	hear,	or	what	I	should	say.”

“Forget	about	my	expectations,	just	tell	me	everything	the	way	you	have
experienced	them.”

“I	want	to	say,	but	every	time	I	have	that	intention	my	mind	goes	blank.	It’s
out	of	my	control,	I	feel	that	some	power	outside	is	preventing	me	from	saying
that.”

He	started	speaking	as	though	he	were	in	a	state	of	trance.

“If	you	had	any	kind	of	brain	injuries,	I	would	say	that	you	are	suffering	from
amnesia,	which	I	wish	I	myself	suffered	from.	I	wish	I	had	forgotten	the	past.	I
wish	I	had	amnesia.	But	even	if	I	had	it,	it	would	not	last	for	so	long,	what
they	call	the	recovery	process	would	start	sooner	or	later	regardless	of	my



desires.	I	would	start	to	remember	either	painful	or	joyful	things	from	the	past
randomly.	And	I	got	bewildered	about	their	order.	And	for	a	psychologically
troubled	mind	like	mine	this	is	the	hardest	stage;	when	the	puzzle	is	all	done	in
front	of	you.	After	that	endless	joy	of	not	remembering	those	things,	once
more	it	is	there	completed,	but	you	resist	seeing	it.	You	want	to	hide	that	big
puzzle;	you	want	to	hide	it	even	from	your	own	self.	You	want	to	put	it
somewhere	out	of	sight,	but	how	can	you	do	that?	It	is	a	part	of	your	being;	it
is	in	the	center	of	your	being.	It	is	there	every	day	to	torture	you.	And	that	is
the	time	when	you	think	about	destroying	your	whole	self	to	get	rid	of	that
thing	in	you.”

It	was	5	in	the	morning	and	it	was	still	dark	inside.	The	light	on	the	table
had	made	some	intermingling	shadows	from	the	things	around	on	the	ceiling.	I
was	gazing	at	those	shapes.

“I	like	those	shapes,	those	shadows	on	the	ceiling,	on	the	walls.	They	remind
me	of	my	childhood.	I	would	always	look	at	them	at	night.	Sometimes	they
scared	me,	but	I	kept	on	doing	that	night	after	night.	I	made	different	stories	as
I	followed	them.	They	took	me	farther	and	farther	to	a	distant	magical	world,
which	didn’t	last	long,	I	woke	up	in	the	morning	and	they	were	all	gone.	But	I
had	one	hope	that	night	would	come	again	with	those	fairy	tales.”

“Childhood…I	wish	I	could	go	back	to	those	days;	to	that	freedom,	that	joyful
world.	But	it	has	gone,	gone	for	years,	and	even	a	second	of	it	won’t	come
back.”

“I’ve	changed	in	so	many	ways	from	that	time,	but	I’ve	kept	something	in	me
from	those	days.	I	still	paint	and	search	for	my	dreams	in	them.	Because	I’ve
realized	they	are	not	to	be	found	anywhere	else.”

I	looked	at	him,	he	was	hearing	but	he	was	far.	No	matter	how	close	I
was	to	him,	he	still	remained	out	of	reach.	Now	he	was	sitting	beside	me	on
that	sofa	and	I	just	needed	to	stretch	my	hand	to	touch	him,	yet	he	seemed	to
be	thousands	of	miles	away	from	me.	What	he	said	about	amnesia	had	turned
out	to	be	right	about	me.	When	I	arrived	there	I	perceived	that	I	had	lost	a	part
of	my	memory,	but	soon	after	the	process	started	and	the	pieces	began	to	go	in
their	places.	Now	after	a	couple	of	hours	I	had	the	whole	picture	in	my	mind
and	I	was	shocked	by	looking	at	it.	I	did	not	know	how	but	it	had	happened
that	way.

“When	I	first	arrived	here	it	seemed	as	if	my	memory	had	been	erased,	but	it
didn’t	last	so	long.	Now	I	have	the	whole	thing	in	front	of	me.”

“The	whole	thing,	what	do	you	mean?”

“I’ve	known	you	for	four	years	since	you	came	to	the	hospital.	I	used	to	go	to



the	balcony	and	look	at	you	and	the	hospital	for	hours…”

I	told	him	all	the	things	about	those	four	years	and	about	my	feelings	about
him.	But	the	main	part	was	not	said	yet.

“I	don’t	know	what	to	say,	I	didn’t	have	the	slightest	idea	about	what	was
going	on	all	these	years.	And	now	that	you	have	come	close	enough	you	see
that	it	might	have	been	better	to	stay	far	from	me,	is	that	right?”

“That	was	not	the	whole	story.”

“What	is	the	whole	story?”

“Tonight	I	was	looking	at	you	coming	out	of	the	hospital,	no	it	was	before	that
I	was	in	my	room	painting	the	same	thing	I	drew	tonight	for	you,	when	the
painting	was	over	I	got	out	of	my	room	and	went	to	the	balcony,	I	saw	you
come	out	of	the	building,	then	I	had	an	idea,	I	got	out	and	went	to	my	room	to
take	my	coat	and	get	out.	Then	I	looked	at	the	painting	again	I	felt	the	passage
and	a	kind	of	force	which	was	suctioning	me	inside	and…”

“And?”

“A	moment	later	I	was	there,	in	that	street.”

“What	do	you	mean	by	your	room?	You	mean	you	didn’t	come	out	of	your
room	tonight?”

“No	I	was	there.	I	cannot	remember	getting	out	of	that	room.”

He	looked	around	him,	and	then	looked	at	me	quickly;	it	seemed	he
wanted	to	make	sure	things	were	real.

“You	know	maybe	we’re	both	having	a	dream.”

“A	dream…I	cannot	realize	the	gap	between	reality	and	dream	anymore.	I’ve
lost	my	senses.”

“Doctor	you	mean	you	cannot	feel	anything	unreal,	weird,	or	extraordinary?”

“I	told	you	I	haven’t	been	sensing	things	for	so	long	now,	except	for	that
drawing.”

“You	haven’t	noticed	how	long	this	night	has	turned	out	to	be?	It’s	not	a	real
night;	if	it	were,	it	would	not	be	as	long	as	this.”

“You’re	telling	me	this	night	is	not	real,	or	maybe	neither	of	us	is	real	too.	I
cannot	play	a	game.	Just	tell	me	what	is	going	on.”

“You	know,	I	do	not	intend	to	play	a	game	with	you.	This	situation	reminds
me	of	circles	which	are	inside	one	another.	Honestly	I	do	not	have	any	idea



where	I	am.	But	I’m	sure	of	one	thing.	There	are	circles	around	me,	circles	I
cannot	see,	because	I	am	too	small	to	see.”

“Circles	inside	circles,	yes	and	all	this	time,	all	the	night	we	have	been	moving
in	circles.	We	started	somewhere	hoping	to	end	elsewhere.	But	we	seem	to	be
in	the	same	damn	place.	Or	we	may	remain	in	this	cursed	place	for	ever.	You
know	what,	I	don’t	know	why,	but	I’m	not	as	surprised	or	shocked	as	I	must
be.

“Time,	maybe	we	are	playing	a	game	with	time.”

“Time	is	playing	with	us,	taking	us	with	it	to	places	we	do	not	intend	to	go.”

That	was	right.	The	night	was	perhaps	the	longest	night	I	had
experienced,	it	was	dark	and	time	was	passing	slowly.	The	apartment	was	dark
inside,	with	the	faint	light	of	the	fire	and	a	small	lamp	on	the	table	next	to	the
sofa.	There	was	an	ebony	clock	in	the	corner	of	that	dark	living	room	which
stroke	and	then	we	both	realized	another	hour	had	passed,	and	we	were	getting
closer	to	the	dawn.

“It’s	really	nice	that	time	loses	its	meaning	in	dreams.	You	feel	so	free.
Nothing	can	disturb	you.	You	know	we	are	all	trapped	in	the	claws	of	time.
I’ve	always	wanted	to	get	out	of	it.”

“It’s	impossible.	No	one	can	live	outside	this	cage.	We	are	all	doomed	to	live
in	it	all	our	lives.”

“How	do	you	know?	When	you	are	having	a	dream	or	nightmare,	in	most	of
the	cases	you	are	not	aware	of	that.”

“Let	it	be	a	nightmare	then.	I	wish	all	this	terrible	time	was	a	nightmare	from
which	I	could	wake	up	one	day.”

“But	what	was	the	use	of	it?	You	would	do	the	same	things	more	or	less.
Perhaps	you	couldn’t	remember	that	much	from	what	you	had	seen.	Or	maybe
if	we	want	to	think	more	optimistically	you	would	choose	another	path.	There
are	always	some	more	options.	Maybe	by	chance	you	chose	a	way	which
would	take	you	somewhere	really	far	from	where	you	are	today.	Everything	is
possible.”

“Yes,	there	were	so	many	ways	but	I	chose	this	one.	I	could	never	imagine	I
was	stepping	in	a	way	which	was	so	dark,	a	darkness	that	does	not	end.”

“Every	person	lives	all	forms	of	life	which	exist	in	this	world	for	them.	But
they	are	not	aware	of	that.	We	are	living	so	many	other	lives	at	the	moment.
We	are	trying	all	the	possible	destinies	for	ourselves.	This	one	is	one	of	the
hundred	ways	we	have.”



“You	say	we	are	not	aware	of	those	different	lives	we	have	simultaneously,	so
it’s	as	if	we’re	living	that	one	life	which	we	feel.	These	are	just	some
justifications	to	make	ourselves	feel	better	and	to	calm	ourselves	down	a	little
from	inside.	We’re	always	deluding	ourselves	in	a	variety	of	shapes	and	forms;
this	is	self-delusion.”

“No,	it’s	something	that	really	exists.”

“How	can	it	be	proved?”

“Just	materialistic	people	want	proof	for	everything.	It’s	not	a	tangible	thing,
how	do	you	expect	to	see	it.	Well	now	I	tell	you	that	you	have	been	taken	to
another	destiny	that	you	are	having	in	this	world.	How	can	I	prove	it	to	you?
Sometimes	the	boarder	is	just	as	thin	as	a	string;	so	thin	that	you	cannot
distinguish.”

“OK,	this	is	another	life,	but	what	purpose	does	it	serve?”

“Should	everything	always	serve	a	purpose?	Some	things	just	exist	and	some
events	just	happen.	We	always	want	to	find	a	reason	for	every	single	thing	that
happens.”

“You	see,	we’ve	been	moving	around	us	all	this	long	dark	night.	I	asked	you
who	you	are	and	what	you	are	doing	in	my	stupid	life.	And	this	is	me	again
after	hours	asking	you	the	same	question.	You	see,	we	haven’t	moved	a	bit.”

“I	think	just	the	opposite.	Tonight	we	moved	to	another	place;	both	of	us;
maybe	to	a	parallel	world	beside	us.”

“But	I	think	we	ended	up	where	we	started.”

“Doctor	from	the	balcony	in	my	apartment	I	always	see	the	psychiatric
hospital.	And	I	always	wonder	what	kind	of	place	it	is,	or	what	kind	of	people
work	there.	I	look	at	it	especially	at	night.	I	live	on	the	last	floor	of	that
building;	I’m	used	to	gazing	at	the	trees	and	the	building,	and	most
importantly	you.”

“Why	is	it	interesting	for	you	to	find	out	what	is	going	on	in	that	hell	or	in	my
nightmarish	life?”

“I	think	I’ve	already	said	the	reason;	the	reason	why	I	wanted	to	be	closer,
about	you	and	my	obsession	all	these	four	years.	All	these	years	I	didn’t	have
the	courage	to	come	closer	but	tonight…	You	know	that	was	not	the	first	time
I	sensed	something	quite	extraordinary	about	my	work.	It’d	happened	before.
There’s	always	a	magnetic	force	that	wants	to	pull	me	inside.	It’d	happened
before	that	something	from	inside	the	painting	was	absorbing	me	to	itself.	But
I’d	always	cut	the	connection	in	a	way.	I	hadn’t	had	the	courage	to	let	it	take



me	in.	But	tonight	when	the	connection	was	made	I	didn’t	resist,	I	let	the	flow,
that	force,	that	magic	take	me	wherever	it	wanted.”

His	face	was	now	obviously	pale.	Now	for	the	first	time	during	that
night	I	could	see	something	different	in	his	face	and	in	his	eyes.	His	eyes	were
not	two	dark	lifeless	holes	anymore.	After	such	a	long	time	there	were	shining
again.	Perhaps	he	had	heard	a	lot	of	stories	from	so	many	different	people	in
his	life.	He	himself	had	the	weirdest	and	the	most	horrifying	stories	in	his	own
life.	And	that	night	I	had	listened	to	some	of	those	lunatic	things.	And	now	he
was	listening	to	perhaps	the	most	mysterious	story	he	had	ever	heard	in	his
life.

“So	this	way	I	might	be	just	in	your	imagination,	like	a	puppet.	I	may	not	exist
at	all,	but	it	doesn’t	change	anything.”

“I	don’t	know	what	happened,	but	I	was	there	standing	in	the	street.	Or	I	don’t
know	maybe	first	you	stopped	and	then	I	was	there.	I’ve	lost	the	track	of	time,
and	the	order	of	events.”

I	bent	forward	to	him.

“You	said	you’re	part	of	my	imagination,	or	maybe	it’s	the	exact	opposite.
How	can	you	make	sure	that	I’m	not	part	of	your	imagination?	I	may	be	the
person	which	doesn’t	exist	at	all;	a	shadow,	or	just	a	piece	of	your
unconscious.	First,	I	thought	that	must	be	my	own	mind,	which	has	created
you.	But	now	I	don’t	know	at	all.	Now	I’m	thinking	another	thought;	I	cannot
say	what	or	who	is	real	or	unreal.”

“But	you	started	it,	so	you	must	know	what	is	going	on.”

“I	thought	I’d	started	it,	but	now	I’m	not	sure	at	all.	It	might	have	started
before.	I	might	have	arrived	somewhere	in	the	middle	of	everything.”

“I	hope	to	be	the	one	who	doesn’t	have	a	being	outside.	This	way	I	can	be
hopeful	it’s	going	to	get	over	soon.”

He	was	saying	these	words	in	a	low	voice	as	if	he	was	afraid	of	being
heard	by	anyone	it	was	getting	light	in	the	living	room.	The	dawn	had	finally
come.	The	sun	was	rising	and	the	dim	rays	were	trying	to	get	into	the
apartment	through	the	small	gaps	between	the	two	pieces	of	the	thick	curtain.
He	stood	up	and	dragged	his	body	in	the	living	room	toward	the	windows.
Now	the	sun	had	risen	for	some	time.	He	opened	the	curtains	little	by	little,	his
eyes	were	rather	close	and	for	the	very	few	seconds	he	could	not	open	them.
But	after	a	minute	his	eyes	were	wide	open	looking	at	all	the	light	out	there.
The	apartment	was	now	completely	light.	He	turned	around	to	see	the	sofa
empty.	She	was	not	there;	she	disappeared	the	moment	he	pulled	the	curtain



away.	She	had	gone	with	the	light	in	a	twinkle	of	an	eye,	or	she	might	have
never	been	there.

The	curtains	were	pulled	over	and	he	could	feel	the	sun	rays	on	his	face,
he	woke	up,	he	had	a	dream,	or	a	nightmare	he	could	not	remember	well.	He
got	up	and	went	directly	to	the	living	room.	He	looked	around,	at	the
windows,	the	fireplace	and	the	sofa.	Some	scenes	and	words	came	to	his	mind
in	a	flash.	He	could	not	realize	what	had	happened.	H	went	to	the	kitchen	and
made	himself	a	cup	of	coffee	and	went	back	to	the	living	room	and	sat	on	the
sofa.

It	was	a	mild	day	in	the	winter;	one	of	the	last	days	of	that	winter.	He
parked	the	car	right	in	front	of	that	huge	door	and	got	off.	He	was	reminded	of
the	first	day	he	had	arrived	at	the	hospital	as	a	resident.	And	now	after	four
years	of	having	different	experience	and	meeting	new	people,	he	was	at	the
end	of	the	way	there.	He	went	inside	and	looked	at	the	yard	with	all	those	old
trees	which	were	about	to	come	to	life	again	after	a	rather	long	sleep.	In	a
second	his	mind	was	saturated	by	memories.	Four	years	ago	she	was	still
there.	Those	good	days	they	had	together	were	over.	He	still	did	not	know	why
he	had	done	that.	He	loved	her	and	he	wanted	to	be	with	her,	however,	he
finally	came	to	the	bitter	conclusion	that	they	did	not	have	that	much	in
common.	He	could	remember	her	face	when	he	was	saying	those	words.	And
soon	after	she	went	from	that	hospital	forever,	and	he	had	not	heard	any	news
from	her	since	then.	His	mind	was	full	of	the	currents	of	thoughts	coming
from	every	side.	One	day	when	he	entered	their	room	he	found	his	best	friend
dead,	with	the	rest	of	the	pills	all	over	the	place.	He	remembered	how	hard	he
had	tried	to	take	him	out	of	that	condition	he	was	stuck	in.	But	eventually	he
did	it	to	himself.	He	had	gone	through	some	bitter	incidents	but	he	was	out.	He
wanted	to	go	on	in	spite	of	all	the	things	which	had	happened	during	those
long	four	years	in	that	old	hospital,	which	had	still	remained	mysterious	for
him.	He	was	standing	there	in	that	gray	suit,	purple	shirt	and	dark	purple
striped	tie,	with	his	face	shaved	and	his	black	rather	spiky	hair,	looking	as
confident	as	he	was	when	he	first	stepped	there.	He	had	come	a	long	way,	yet
he	was	prepared	for	the	rest	of	the	journey	right	in	front	of	him.	He	entered	the
building	and	went	directly	to	his	room	to	start	one	of	his	last	shifts	there.

The	day	was	almost	over,	and	the	sun	had	set	when	he	heard	the	door
bell.	He	went	to	the	window.	He	could	hardly	see	the	entrance.	He	waited	for
some	minutes.	Now	he	could	see	a	girl	coming	toward	the	building	looking	at
the	window	directly.

It	was	quite	dark	in	the	outside,	and	the	lights	in	his	room	were	on,	so
she	could	see	him.	Finally	she	was	there.	It	was	he	himself,	but	his	eyes	were
not	the	eyes	she	had	seen.	His	eyes	were	sparkling.	He	was	that	charismatic



man	she	used	to	watch	from	that	distance	in	her	balcony.	He	was	not	the	same
person	she	had	seen	that	night	through	that	passage.	She	had	lost	the	track	of
time;	she	did	not	know	when	the	time	was.	She	was	bewildered,	confused,	yet
eager	to	see	him,	the	real	him.	She	had	spent	a	night	with	him,	a	strange	night.
She	still	doubted	whether	she	had	gone	through	that	passage	at	all	or	not.	She
could	not	be	sure	if	she	was	in	another	passage	or	not,	and	perhaps	she	could
never	make	sure	about	it.	He	was	still	standing	there,	but	she	could	not
understand	anything	from	his	face	or	eyes.	In	that	silence	she	was	walking
toward	him	with	the	thoughts	being	echoed	in	her	mind.

He	was	looking	at	her	trying	to	recall	something,	but	his	mind	went
blank.	He	stood	there	until	she	was	out	of	sight	and	then	went	back	to	his	desk.
She	opened	the	door	to	the	building	and	entered	the	hall.	She	was	getting
closer	and	closer	and	she	could	easily	hear	her	heart	pound	in	her	head.

All	this	time	I	have	felt	his	presence.	I	know	him,	I	think	I	have	known
him	for	all	my	life,	I	feel	all	my	life	he	has	been	by	my	side.	I	have	seen	him
in	my	dreams	and	nightmares	as	if	he	is	part	of	me.	Yet	it	is	so	sad	he	will	not
probably	have	the	same	feeling;	to	him	I	am	a	stranger;	a	girl	whose	mind	is
severely	troubled.	It	is	painful.

She	hesitated	for	a	moment	thinking	why	she	should	be	there.	It	was	not
clear	for	her	yet.	It	was	a	magnetic	force	that	had	drawn	her	there	behind	that
door.	She	was	nervous,	really	nervous	about	everything,	about	seeing	him,
talking	with	him,	looking	at	his	eyes,	and	being	treated	as	one	of	the	too	many
patients.	She	looked	at	the	door,	and	took	a	deep	breath	to	control	that
nervousness,	which	had	haunted	her.	Yet	her	eyes	were	shining	when	she
knocked	on	the	door.
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