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I would like to thank my best friend Eva Sziner for translating my book. I would like to thank my friends who kept telling me to write this book. This book would would not have been born without them. I would like to thank you, Gabriella who without knowing me reached out and helping me publish my book in this world that is unknown to me. Sue

––––––––
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Szeretném a legjobb barátnőmnek, Sziner Évának megköszönni a fordítói munkáját. És a barátaim noszogatását a könyv megírására, mert ez nélkülük 

nem született volna meg. És köszönöm Neked, hogy ismeretlenül felkaroltál és támogatsz és segítesz ebben a számomra még ismeretlen világban. Zsuzsi
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Reviews 
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You will find the reviews below in both English and Hungarian language. 

Dr. Gabriella Kőrösi

I have read Sue’s book three times. After reading it for the third time I looked her up and found out she had written a second book. I sent Sue an e-mail and a friendship begin. In her book At The Gates of Hell Sue shows her brilliance as a first time author. Her descriptions are spot on. She tells you things the way they are without hesitation and with the love and caring. Her wisdom and beautiful teachings roll of each page. I highly recommend this book which brings trauma and healing to the highest and purest levels.  I do admit I have a bias toward this book. I simply love it. 

––––––––
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Katalin Nemeth 

Dear Susan, 

This is a book of survival and eventually triumph in the face of dysfunctional, often abusive family environment.  I recommend this book for people who need courage, faith, and hope for a more dignified life to overcome sometimes brutal, even cruel circumstances.

Dr. Laczy Boglárka 

Drága Zsu! Bravúros a könyved, vasárnap beszippantott és végig olvastam (Élni a pokol tornácán), köszönöm az élményt! Igazi hullámvasút volt. Nevettem, mosolyogtam, könnyeztem, sírtam... Fantasztikus vagy!

Károlyi Tamás

Imádott Nővérem! 

Hálásan köszönöm, hogy én olvashattam és javíthattam a könyved kéziratát először. Ilyen mély témákról hogy tudsz ilyen humorral és könnyedén írni? Megáll az eszem! Faltam a soraidat miközben olyan oldaladat (és olyan történeteket) ismertem meg, amiről eddig fogalmam sem volt. 

Köszönöm, hogy megírtad a családi drámáinkat és tragédiáinkat, amikről olyan nehéz – vagy szinte lehetetlen - lett volna beszélni...

Várhegyiné Pfeiffer Judit

Amikor egy külföldi táborunkba való jelentkezés során megismertem Dr. Patrik Zsu-t, rögtön éreztem, hogy ez a hölgy valamit tartogat nekem majd. Ne gondolj nagy dolgokra, csak annyira, hogy kérdések nélküli ösztönös elfogadás áradt, abból a néhány sorból, amit váltottunk. És az ilyen reakció mögött, mindig van történet.

A reptéren találkoztunk személyesen először. Bízom benne, hogy egyszer ki tudok bújni a belső világomból és át fogom adni, milyen erőteljes dolgokat tanítanak ezek az első találkozások. Mindenesetre biztos ti is éreztetek már olyant, hogy valahogy megérint egy ember. Mélyre megy a tekintete, a lénye. Kíváncsi vagy, szeretnél közel menni már, de sem az idő, sem a tér nem alkalmas még rá.

A Maldív-szigeteken érkeztünk meg egymáshoz. Megkérdőjelezhetetlen volt a bizalom, ami körbe burkolta a napozóágyakat a fehér homokban, amikor odaértem. És ott elindult az igazi ismerkedés.

Megismertem egy embert, aki tud varázsolni.

Nemcsak vele, hanem 2 könyvével is gazdagabb lettem. A könyvek bizony nem romantikus regények. Sokkal inkább perspektívát nyújtanak azoknak, akik sok mindent átéltek. És azoknak is, akik csak jobban szeretnék érteni a meggyűrt embert.

Az olvasó betekintést nyer a családi minták és összefüggések egyértelműnek tűnő létezésébe és utat nyit afelé, hogy a megváltoztatott gondolkodásmód, hogyan nyit lehetőséget a sors -ha van ilyen- átírására.

Az író mélyen rávilágít a családokban működő rejtett kegyetlenségre, de ott van a regényekben a gyógyulás útja is.

Hálás vagyok a Mindenségnek, hogy engem ilyen nagyszerű emberek megismerése által tanít leginkább.

„Mert miről is szól az élet?

Az élet olyan, mint egy üveg mámorító bor. Néhányan megelégednek azzal, hogy elolvassák a palackon lévő címkét. Mások meg is kóstolják, hogy mi van az üvegben.”

Köszönöm Zsu, hogy erre az útra minket választottál!

––––––––
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Annonymous 26 year old women 

Rich with spiritual depth and sprinkled with moments of humor, (nem tudom angolul mi lesz a címe de cím) is a profoundly moving read that lingers in the heart and mind long after the final chapter. Its powerful narrative not only captivates but also leaves a lasting imprint, inviting reflection and resonating with readers on a deeply personal level.

Marika

Már régebben kiolvastam a könyvet ,csak a tavaszi munkák miatt  kevesebb időm volt.Ezért nem írtam eddig.

Az első kb. 10 oldal olvasása közben azt vettem észre,hogy a Te hangodat hallom,Te olvasod nekem fel a könyvet./Milyen a tudat?:) 

Ez nagyon kellemes volt.Kíváncsi voltam,így lesz -e végig.

De nem ,nem volt így.Az izgalmas történet úgy magával sodort,hogy már csak olvastam,olvastam.

Nagyon szépen belesimult minden tanítás,, minden tudnivaló, minden személyiségfejlesztő gyakorlat a főhős romantikus életébe.

A fordulatos ,magával ragadó, izgalmas történet,sok érzést kiváltott belőlem.

A humor külön jólesett.

Sok kellemes estét adott nekem a könyv olvasása.Köszönöm.

Szívből gratulálok!

Sok sikert kívánok!

Kiss Györgyi 

Régóta nem fejezek be egyetlen könyvet sem. Legalább 20 sorakozik az ágyam mellett, mind félbe hagyva, hogy majd egyszer...

A könyvedet tegnap éjjel kezdtem el és hajnalban fejeztem be. Nagyon köszönöm Neked.

1000 élményt és történetet éltem át vele újra. És azóta is többször a kezembe veszem, és mindíg felfedezek benne valami új gondolatot, új érzést. új tanítást. Nagyon köszönöm Neked"
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Foreword 


by Dr. Gabriella Kőrösi
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There are books that can say many words and take you to a fantasy world. This book is not one of them. This book is a gem that you rarely find among the world of books. The book through beautiful storytelling and personal experiences takes you into another world. The author hold your hand and tells you a story about a young women. The story is incredible. This book is not a light hearted read. The book describes and walks you in the lanes with  trauma of rape, sickness, death of a child and abuse it shows you how to heal and how to find yourself. One reading is not enough and this is one of those books that you will go back to again and again. Sue Patrik teaches you though her experience and understanding how to heal and free yourself from the past. Sue opens your eye in the physical and the spiritual realm. I know that I will read this book over and over again every few years. I hope you will too. Sue’s storytelling and honest observations are refreshing to the soul. She will tell you what to do if you are ready to hear it. I hope that you are ready to emerge in her words and to find another world and another way of moving forward. Sue studied many healing strategies and has a wast knowledge about healing plants. You will find her sharing those experiences of using alternative medicine to help others. Healing can take each person on a different path. Sue shows us a way that is not easy, yet the walk is supported by many. I hope that you will enjoy this book just as much as I had enjoyed every time I have read it. 

Gabriella
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BOOK LAYOUT
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The layout of this book is different than other traditional books. Sue Patrick did not create chapters. the book starts with a Prologue and continues until it is completed. 

Part 1 English Version


●  Prologue

●  The Novel:  At The Gates of Hell







Part 2 Hungarian version – Magyar Valtozat

	Élni a pokol tornácán

	ELŐSZÓ

	Biography of Sue Patrik

	Books Published by Sue Patrik and Dancing Elephants Press
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PART 1
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Prologue
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Late one January, I was traveling to the Far East for a vacation with my love, and I read the words of Toni Morrison in one of the magazines I had bought for the trip: “If there’s a book that you want to read, but it hasn’t been written yet, then you must write it.”

I did write it, by the Indian Ocean’s shore, at the place where winds of arcane healing and Buddhism touched me fifteen years ago. It was good to come back. I wondered what had changed.

I had a conversation with a taxi driver in Bangkok: I said I had been here years ago, and I was curious what had changed. He said nothing had. And really, even the markets sold the same T-shirts and silk underwear as they did back then. It might even have been the same people.

But I have changed.

Many books state in their prologues that the work is a fantasy, that any connections to real people or events are a coincidence.

Well, this book is the real story of a woman living today. Not every moment is written down exactly as it happened, but that’s not important. 

I wrote this book so everyone could read the thoughts that reframed the main character’s life, and the positive changes they brought. Today, that poor girl who used to be at the very gates of hell is a happy, well-balanced, rich woman, and demonstrates the creative power of thought: that if we want our lives to change, we have to work on them. And especially on ourselves, with no time, money, or effort spared.
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At The Gates Of Hell Written by Sue Patrik 
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It was silent. The kind of silence that hurts, that settles on the wall, that intrudes into cracks and into furniture, that stretches the eardrum. When time stops and space is over.

The rising sun was trying to smuggle light into the dimness of the small room, creeping between the narrow shutters, filtering through the window glass. Stealthily, feeling itself an intruder after what had occurred in the night.

A tiny room: its walls brightly painted, its poor, brown furniture worn. Sun-bleached floral curtains, shabby colorful rugs on the old parquet floor. What joys, sadnesses, tragedies might be compressed within these four walls? Sometimes a whole life, or lives. If these walls could talk, history would come alive in its colorful dress, their cries and laughter would tell incredible stories, or then again might not really tell anything, if nothing worthwhile had happened to their resident. Over the decades many different residents had lived here. When the current owner bought the building, she entered and glanced briefly at the empty walls. Then she went to the window, opened the shutters wide, and the bright light streaming through the window almost knocked her backwards. Light and brightness filled the empty place, reviving it. It had a breathtaking view of a magically beautiful lake. It was summer. The earth poured forth a torrent of stifling heat; there was no shade, even in the shadow of thick foliage, because the heat penetrated mercilessly through leaves, branches, and bushes. Different shades of green reflected off the improbably blue water of the lake. The sight mesmerized her; she signed the deal without any bargaining whatsoever, without asking any in-depth questions; she transferred the amout of the purchase that very day. She never set foot there again. 

The other residents of the house wove all kinds of stories about the unknown tenant; her life was already a legend. Only the real estate agent ever stopped by, and then only if an apartment was vacant, and let to a new lessee. The residents changed frequently. Usually young, single men or women looking for jobs in the nearby town, and once they got a toehold there, they moved immediately; or else they got married and started a family. Sometimes it was people grieving after a divorce, looking for themselves, and the promise of a new love or job soon beguiled them away too. 

Susan had moved in a year ago. A slender, pretty woman with long brown hair, her whole life fit into her suitcase, but her faith and optimism would have been enough for the whole town. Now, though, there was only heartbreaking pain and dread in her brown eyes.

She had freed herself from her alcoholic father, who beat her and never said a single word of praise, and from her mother, who cried and wrung her hands after these beatings and consoled her daughter by telling her this was God’s punishment for shirking her work around the farm and diligently studying instead. 

Her parents forced her to do the work of six people, disregarding her frail physique. When she was hungry, they sternly reminded her that she could only eat if she had finished all her chores.

By the time she was done, the sun had already turned over twice in bed, and the moon scowled, wondering why she wasn’t asleep yet.

She was quiet and soft-spoken in school, and always sat to one side at lunch, partly because she didn’t care about the girls’ gossip, and partly because she had nothing to eat. Instead, she preferred to read, or just enjoy the sun as it warmed her whole body. 

Her test papers were faultless; when she was called on, her answers were accurate and detailed. She irritated her classmates: she hardly ever said anything, but when she did, there was always dismay on their faces, and sometimes even on the teacher’s. Her cynicism and sarcastic sense of humor were the product of an elementary survival instinct.

But now, her instincts have betrayed her; she sat frozen, motionless in her chair, and knew that after the past night her life had become meaningless.

There was a small baby in her lap, her infant, who had been dead for some hours now. She wasn’t able to let her go, wanted to smell the little body, feel the softness of the skin. But as the light of dawn penetrated more and more violently through the gaps in the shutters, she felt the tiny body cooling down, and knew that the time had come to say one last goodbye. 

She should inform the doctor, who had been their visitor almost every day for the past few weeks. She ought to get up, ought to get dressed. These everyday movements were all but impossible now, as if she had worked the whole night in a coal mine and had to continue the same work in the morning. It hurt to open her eyes.

Her eyes burned from weeks of nighttime vigils, muscle strain was lurking in all her limbs, and her mind was cold and empty, like the baby’s bed. She would never see or rock her again, never be able to nurse the one she had carried below her heart on her own breasts, swollen with milk.

Long-stifled tears streamed from her eyes in a hot river; finally she let the sadness take her body, let the grief and misery of her life dissolve. She sobbed, wailed, screamed in an almost unconscious state, uncaring of the other residents. She clutched the small bundle to herself hysterically, her body trembling from the immense weight of sorrow and pain.

She remembered later that suddenly the doctor was in front of her, trying to take the baby out of her hands, and she tried convulsively to pull it closer to her body. Then, a needle, and the world slowed down and faded. She watched through tear-soaked eyes as the doctor took the infant and supported her with his other arm. Gradually something pleasant, soft, and warm surrounded her; she felt that a dream of redemption, of joy, was building around her. And she was hurtling and hurtling toward some kind of darkness...

“Victory! Victory!” This was her baby’s name. “Victory, honey!” The blond curls framing the little one’s sweet face fell disheveled into her eyes, and Susan tried more desperately to rouse her, but the child did not respond. Just smiled, smiled...

Then, behind Susan, a huge brown bear appeared, its teeth bared to snatch her Victory. She felt that she was screaming, but no voice left her throat; she tried to protect her child with her own hands, but the bear cuffed her and sent her sprawling, grabbed the lifeless little body with its clumsy paws and ran toward the mountains. Susan tried to crawl after them in desperation, but her body could only writhe, and shook with impotent sobs.

She was startled out of her sleep by this weeping; her eyes were so swollen she could hardly open them, and when she looked around she found herself in a strange place. The walls were dazzlingly white and so was the furniture; there was a hospital smell and silence. Deep and painful silence. Slowly, almost imperceptibly, ideas crept into her head and suddenly a thought cleaved through: My newborn is DEAD!

Frantically she began to shout, “Where am I? Where is my baby? Where are you, Victory?”

By then two nurses had rushed into the room, pressed her back with their gentle but strong arms, and again the needle...

This time she woke up in a desert, where the hot sand burned her skin where it touched her. Nowhere a tree or bush for shade, no sign of life. Her parched mouth screamed for water, but again no voice came from her throat. Once more she tried to crawl; the hot sand burned her arms, legs, and belly, and water seemed to gleam in front of her. She collected her last strength to try to reach the life-giving watering hole, but it changed into a killer cobra, eyes staring madly into hers, and it struck at her, grown suddenly huge.

When she opened her eyes, again she was in the white room with the white furniture. She still didn’t understand what was happening, but now she didn’t want to scream. Somehow she felt safe here. If her eyes were open, then there was no bear, no snake. But there was no Victory either. And no more watchful nights full of worry and faithful chemotherapy. A tiny body, which had come into this world with a huge tumor already growing in it. It grew much faster than the little girl, and after few months it suffocated her.

It was so good just to lie in bed, not to think, not to remember. To try to let go of all those pictures that flash back over and over. It was good to listen to the clock on the wall. Not to think about the future, not to remember the past. Of course questions found the gaps and tried to squeeze into her mind with cruel force, but determinedly she stopped them and had no spirit, either to live or to die.

Abruptly she heard voices and turned her head toward them. The door opened and two women in white coats entered.

The older woman was tall and slim, with brown hair pulled back in a simple ponytail; her face was friendly, and her eyes reflected sympathy. Deep lines carved her face, but her smile was youthful.

The younger woman’s hair was brown, but short. She was little chubby. A cowlick was always falling into her eyes, but this probably only bothered her. It was obvious that she was working here under some kind of obligation, that she did not cultivate much tenderness in herself. She worked hard to meet her supervisor’s expectations, but as to what the patients thought of her, well, she didn’t really care.

“Susan.” 

Hmm, someone was calling her by name; nice, friendly.

“Susan! I’m Dr. Lancaster; I’d like to talk to you.” To emphasize her request she took the hand of the woman lying in the bed: her touch was soft, but there was power in it.

Susan fixed her gaze on the older woman. She was attracted by her beautiful eyes. They sat there and didn’t say a word, just looked at each other. For the first time in a long time Susan could look into someone’s eyes without fear. She trusted, and this was a feeling that she had never known.

She tasted it, slipped into this new sensation, which surrounded her like a soft blanket. She had never felt this, the way the other woman held her hands, such a delicate touch, such complete devotion. Unable to speak, still she felt that her soul was intertwined with the other soul, and slowly her tears began to flow from her eyes, unstoppable, unbridled.

But this time it didn’t hurt; it felt so good.

Meanwhile the younger woman was shifting from foot to foot; she clasped her hands behind her and, bored, directed her gaze at the window. One could see the grounds through the curtains: they were nicely manicured, with huge shade trees lined up in respectful peace.

The doctor looked at the bored woman and silently sent her out of the room. As she stepped out her indifference went with her, and the air in the room felt fresher.

“How do you feel?” the voice continued kindly, not letting go of the little hands.

I’ve been better—no, that was no good. She hesitated, then suddenly a cynical switch flipped in her. With a bright smile: “If I could get some pizza, I might think I was in heaven. That would make you my guardian angel working this shift, who has to give me the bad news: there’s no more cheese.”

“Well, I can’t serve you pizza, and I do have bad news: I’m your psychiatrist, not your guardian angel.”

I think the worse news is that there’s no pizza. Jeez, what am I supposed to do with a shrink?  I haven’t heard much good about them. And then the whole picture flashed into her head and she blurted in horror: “Dear Lord, am I in a mental institution?”

“Why does that make you so frightened?” asked the doctor, sounding frustrated—and up until now she had proven to be so kind. Ah, she has brought her ego into the room, and to the therapy too; so who is whose patient?

“My daughter died. Is that enough reason to bring someone here? You must be full up! And only death creates the occasional vacancy. I know lots of people who have lost their children!”

“Yes; on the other hand, you’ve lost control several times, lost consciousness, and had panic attacks.”

“Ah. I don’t know if you’ve had a chance to peek at my medical records? If you have then you know they kept injecting me with something, and it can’t have been water because it totally fucked me up.”

“Why are you talking like that?”

“It doesn’t matter to me what people think of me. I don’t give a shit!”

The doctor frowned disapprovingly and jotted some notes onto her scratch pad.

“Oh, do I get black marks for that? Will I be punished? Marvelous! If I get ten black marks, then is the rubber room or the straitjacket next?

The doctor now stood up and her face showed that she had had enough Susan for today. Further therapeutic steps would take some serious preparation on her end.

“So you’ve learned your lesson, eh? I‘ve never been an easy case.”

The doctor carefully adjusted her white coat. “We’ll meet tomorrow and talk again.”

“Is that a threat? What if I’m busy then?”

She knew she was going too far, but it gratified her tortured soul to lash out a bit. She couldn’t tell why she was acting this way. The sentences just fell from her mouth, out of her control. She closed her eyes, as if to indicate that any further communication would be too much for her today. 

How long had they been keeping her in here? And where was this place anyway? How did she even get here? Was it because of all the medication that she couldn’t remember, or was she really crazy? She searched feverishly for memories until her head began to ache, but only came up with a snatch of melody. Perhaps a snippet from a movie? She wondered where had she heard it before, or who sang it.[image: cleardot]

Then colors appeared, colorful clothes hanging on a clothesline and blowing in the wind, with that beautiful melody playing in the background. Oh, I can’t figure this out right now, maybe I should just rest. But she didn’t have even a single stressful task to do; her job was just to lie in bed. She was the only patient in the room. Was she really sick? And was this really a hospital? She was surrounded by nurses in white dresses and pervasive medical smells. The window opened up onto beautiful grounds.

It was autumn now. A thousand shades of yellow and brown painted the falling foliage. Plenty of leaves lay under the trees, yes, she remembered this; walking in the flood of leaves, ankle-deep. Yes, she could see those worn shoes on her feet. How she hated them, they were ugly, tasteless, and uncomfortable. But she loved to walk. She turned her face toward the heat of the sun, spread her hands, and enjoyed the living warmth of the sun, weaker and weaker as autumn neared its end. She soaked up the warmth and felt it infuse her heart and soul. 

What if she sneaked down from her room to enjoy dry leaves swirling around her feet again? Could she actually go out, or was she restricted? She tiptoed barefoot to the door of the room, carefully cracked it open and surveyed the corridor, her heart beating faster and faster. Nothing but bare white walls, unbrightened even by a single flower. The floor tiles stretched down the hall in a shabby black-and-white checkerboard pattern, without a soul to be seen. With shaking hands she pushed the door open and started off in her white gown, wavy brown hair falling over her shoulder. She felt stronger and freer with every step, and headed toward the window, curious to see what sort of view would unfold beyond it. She had almost reached it when a voice halted her. 

“Where do you think you’re going, miss?”

The blood froze in her veins, her heart skipped a beat, and she nearly pissed herself in her fright, but fortunately her body didn’t betray her. She glanced toward the sound and saw a small-framed young woman with a sun-tanned face eyeing her curiously. She wore a simple grey dress with shabby brown boots and had clamped a colorful, sun-bleached kerchief over her thick black hair. In her hands was a dirty mop. Oh, she’s a cleaning woman! she realized. They faced each other.

“Where am I?” asked Susan. 

The cleaning woman examined her minutely for another moment before saying, “The nuthouse.” 

I was afraid of that.

“How can I get out?” she asked with trembling eagerness. 

The girl shrugged as if bored. “How the hell should I know? I just clean the floors. I don’t usually talk to the patients. But you were wandering around so I thought I’d let you know you shouldn’t.”

“Well why not?” replied Susan, matching the girl’s tone, but before the other could open her mouth a deep male voice spoke from behind them. 

If I almost wet myself before, I might have shit myself this time! Who is that—God? What a thunderous voice! She shakily turned toward the voice. A big white coat stood in front of her, its pockets at chest height to her; she had to crane her neck all the way back to be able to see the owner of the voice. A grey-haired man with thick eyebrows stared severely down at her.

“I am the director of this institute, miss. What are you doing in the corridor?”

“I’ve lost my patient’s rights somewhere, would you help me find them?”

“You’re not well, Susan. Please go back to your room. Your attending physician will visit you soon, and she can tell you your rights and the course of your therapy as well.”

Susan gulped, and somewhere inside her an obedience switch was tripped. She respectfully said goodbye and hurried back to her room with her head down, like a humiliated student. 

Back in bed, she curled her delicate body into a fetal pose, a habit from childhood, when she would hide from the world. She was so small, curled up so tightly she was almost invisible under the blanket on the old hospital bed. 

She had finally relaxed and was waiting for the relief of dreams, when the door opened and the doctor who had visited her not too long ago entered. What was her name? Lank or—oh, yes: Dr. Lancaster. 

Her hair was in the same ponytail, her white coat was freshly ironed, practically shining. The lines and wrinkles hadn’t changed either.

“It’s nice to see you again, Susan. How are you?”

Susan raised drowsy eyes and shrugged. “What could have changed in an hour?”

The doctor raised her eyebrows. “What do you mean?” She was trying to be firm with this fragile creature, but she felt so sorry for her she thought her heart might break. 

She knew the therapeutic strategy she should follow, but she felt it would be a punishing professional challenge for her. In the evenings she had looked through the literature to find similar cases, collecting data. She had visited her colleagues to accumulate as much information as she could. 

While Susan had been sedated, she had visited her colleague who had treated the baby, who had called her for help placing Susan here. He provided further details about Susan’s life. 

We all carry scars, some more, some less. Some of us are only hurt superficially, but a few of us go through hell. We stuff these wounds into a pack and drag them along with us. The sack gets crammed with more and more, and if we don’t empty it now and then, then first our shoulder, our back begins to ache, later our whole spine collapses under the weight of the load. And there is nothing heavier than a psychological burden. No matter how massive or bulky, a physical load can be carried and we simply put it down when we can no longer take it. But where do we set our psychological burdens down, and what is more important, how? 

Many of us whimper and seal them away and plug our heads into the sand like ostriches: if we don’t know about it, if we don’t see it, if we don’t talk about it, then it does not exist. And that gnaws insidiously through our soul, hollowing out winding tunnels like a worm. Eventually it will look like Swiss cheese, but inedible and useless. If a pleasant, heartwarming feeling ever happened to wander in, he would find himself in that abyss and lose himself immediately in the labyrinth. By the time he reached his destination, his power would be exhausted, and in silence he would vanish.

A soul like this cannot believe or trust, and since our thoughts feed into this mindset too, life cannot but mirror our expectations: Well, I was right, my experience didn’t let me down. 

But if she put down the backpack and emptied it, then belief, trust, and love could be placed in it instead. And this has no weight. We could easily move mountains with this kind of contentedness; there would be no more obstacles or tears, only smiles and laughter. 

Are these utopian ideas? We’ll never know if we don’t try! But who dares try, when we cling so hard to our pain and sorrow, pinching and grasping? Yes, they are bad, but they are ours! We are already used to them, they belong to us. The only one who dares throw them away, to lay them down without looking back, is someone who has already been in his own hell, and by then nothing matters. 

These thoughts swirled through the doctor’s mind as she watched her beautiful patient. She thought of her own family: nice, healthy children and a husband she adored. Inwardly she gave thanks that she had so much joy and happiness. During the day her work meant tears, sadness, and difficult human destinies. But as she exited the building, negative experiences broke loose from her with every step; the happiness she felt toward her family and everyday household duties took their place, and she tried not to think about what had happened that day. 

But since this woman had been placed here, she had been taking her wherever she went: shopping, to the children’s school, hiking, to the gym, even into bed, although she had vowed that she would never talk about work there, where she made love with her husband. That bed was an island of love. Their relationship was happy and well-balanced. 

She and Steven had known each other since they were children, as long as they had been potty trained. Their love started in the sandbox, later it deepened in the kiddie pool. On school trips they smilingly put up with their classmates jeering “Steven and Teresa, sitting in a tree.” They walked hand in hand, paid no attention to anyone, brazened out the jealousy of others. As teenagers, they already knew that God had created them perfectly suited to one another, and they had never even considered anything but this idyllic situation. They knew each other’s thoughts, talked about everything, and never raised their voices even for a single word. They understood quarreling as a concept, and knew that there were couples who applied it vehemently in their relationships, but they used this energy instead to teach their children, and cherish their friendships. They roamed half the world together on holiday, read a lot, developed their skills. Both chose the same profession, but there was no rivalry between them. Many wondered critically how they could truly do healing work, when they had never lived through even disappointment, when no tragedy had yet reached them, when they hadn’t had to give up anything or anyone.

She knew her husband’s failings but she loved him anyway. He was lazy and absent-minded, his belongings invariably ended up scattered, so she was often the one who compiled his lecture materials and packed his suitcase, if he went to a conference. She ran the household, cooked and baked, dealt with the children, paid attention to the grandparents, kept track of birthdays, and gave large dinner parties, because she loved and respected her husband. This wasn’t a sacrifice for her, but rather her expression of love. And they were happy that way. 

But none of this matters to a patient who has lost their mind after losing a loved one, or because they lost a lifetime of labor in a few short hours, or someone has been attacked or raped, or a relative has been killed. 

“Susan, I want to talk to you.” 

Susan raised her pained, frank eyes and looked at her questioningly. 

“I’d like you to tell me about your studies. What are your interests?” 

“What were my interests, or what am I interested in now?”

“What’s the difference?”

“The sky and the ground, or heaven and hell. Whichever ones are farther from each other,” she mused, her eyes unfocused, burning with soul-searing pain. 

“What did you dream about when you were in school?” 

“Well, not exactly what other girls my age dreamed about.”

“Why, what did they dream about?”

“They were always whispering, gossiping about boys, analyzing each other’s clothes, habits. They invented malicious stories about teachers, about people they didn’t even know.”

“And what about your dreams?” 

“I had a dream once that I would wake up in a huge bed with a lacy canopy, with no sharp alarm. I wouldn’t have to put on raggedy clothes, or uncomfortable shoes with holes in the bottoms. I wouldn’t have to run to feed and clean the animals, or milk the cows with one eye on the book in my lap so that I could answer correctly the next day if the teacher asked.” 

“Why did you care if you answered correctly?” 

“Because I knew it was the only way to get away from my parents, from the farm. Anyway, I was really interested in what we learned.”

“Why did you want to get away from them?” 

“Because they didn’t love me. All I ever heard from my mother was why wasn’t I born a boy, probably the good Lord hated her. If she had had a son for my father the drunkard, then he would have honored her, and would have spared her the back of his hand, but she didn’t give birth to a child, only a worthless girl. And she couldn’t have any more because she bled so much after I was born that they had to take her uterus out to save her life. Mother always told me Father drank because of his wife could only bear him a girl, and his blood wouldn’t be passed down. I don’t know if she knew, but he testified endlessly in the village and all over the countryside that he was able to get sons. Who knows how many brothers or sisters I have back there?” 

“How do you know about this?” 

“I can see you’ve never lived in a small town. The neighbors always know better than you do how you feel, or how many times your husband mounted you the night before, and how.”

“And how did that affect you?”

“I felt dishonored, immeasurably ashamed. I knew the girls were whispering behind our backs, talking about my father’s affairs. In church all those faithful women would put their heads together and plan the canonization of my mother the martyr even though she was still alive, they said oh, poor woman, how much more does she have to take. Sometimes even those who spread their legs for him week after week.”

“What did you think?”

“I thought about a cloud descending from the sky, softly surrounding me and raising me into the sky, and the others would turn green with envy and gape at me.”

“How did it feel?”

“Heavenly. Literally.”

“What happened when you got to heaven? 

“Unfortunately I never got that far. You know, like in the last scene of those romantic films, when the cloud comes to surround the hero, the camera zooms in on it with the appropriate effects, the music gets louder and moves you to tears and while the clouds are rising, they write out: ‘The End’. The viewer goes home thinking what a happy ending it was, the protagonist now happy and only happy until the end of time.”

“Susan, we haven’t talked about your studies.” 

Susan gave her psychiatrist a weary look. “May I rest a bit? I feel like a dumb goat from all these medications; two bleats in one day is exhausting and I just want to sleep and dream about fresh cabbages.”

“That’s fine, I have no more questions for today. Well, maybe one more: would you like to walk around the institute grounds?”

“I’m not a danger to society? Can I really go? How many guards do I have to have?”

“Susan!” The doctor raised her voice. “You were never dangerous to anyone. Here we all like you and worry about you very much. Believe it or not, here your wish is our command!” And she emphasized the last word with a smile. 

“Okay.” Susan stretched in bed like a tired grandmother, and that was how she felt: old and broken. “When are you coming in next? I have to check my schedule to make sure I won’t be busy.” 

“Why, what will you be doing?” the doctor asked, standing up to leave. 

God, this poor lady has as much humor as a screwdriver! “I was just wondering how I could fit it in between my two bleats?” she muttered, but the doctor wasn’t listening. She sits here on my bed analyzing my sentences. She is rigid, lives by rules; her smile is joyless. I don’t even know her, I’ve only exchanged a few sentences with her, and here I am, already judging. Why? I condemn people like that, and now I am one. She would have liked to go after the doctor and tell her all this, but after all, she hadn’t said any of it out loud. If she had to apologize to anyone, it was only to herself.

After the doctor said goodbye, she stumbled out to find the toilet in the corridor. She made her leisurely way back, looking at the dusty old pictures on the walls. They were featureless, exuding sadness. It occurred to her that anyone who walked through here would certainly be thinking about slashing their wrists by the time they reached the exit.

As she pressed the handle on her door, she paused: she could hear laughing and cheerful song from inside. She stepped back and looked up at the door: number 5 was painted on it in dark grey. 

This must have been the painter’s last work before his suicide—although he was also assigned to decorate the hallway... She opened the door and was surprised to see the cleaning girl, with whom she had exchanged only a few words, dancing carefree on her bed with a cloth in one hand, singing a pop song with dunderhead lyrics at the top of her lungs, laughing merrily the whole time. Susan was stunned, unable to speak. 

The singer sensed that she was not alone and turned. Still grinning, she saw Susan and reached out. Amazed, Susan took a step back. 

“God, someone’s stiff! You have as much humor as a screwdriver!”

“That’s not fair!” Susan said resentfully. “That was my thought!”

“I know,” answered the girl, and with a great flourish she jumped off the bed and landed exactly opposite Susan. “You know, when we yell at someone, when we throw rough words at them, those sentences are all about us, right? When you pick on someone not to be ‘so stiff,’ then look in the mirror: aren’t you the stiff? Shouldn’t you be cooler? The person in front of you holds up a mirror to you. It just sucks to have to look at it. What were you thinking of me just now, when you entered? I’d like to hear.”

“Honestly?”

“Of course!”

“’What the hell is this crazy gypsy doing on my bed?’” 

“Hey! First of all, I’m Romani, don’t lump me in with nomads and criminals. Nah, it’s okay, I’m just kidding. I know I’m a Gypsy and I’m proud of it! In a nuthouse the cleaning lady has to be nuts too, or she wouldn’t fit in. Second: admit you were jealous! Have you ever had the guts to behave like a child, like me, not bothered by others’ opinions of you? Have you ever dared to dance and sing so openly? Have you ever danced laughing in the rain?”

“You’re stupid!” But Susan had to confess she liked the ideas very much. 

“Well at least you’ve loosened up a little!”

“How so?”

“You didn’t even realize you were thouing me, girl!” And she flicked Susan’s nose. 

This open, natural behavior was so surprising that Susan began to laugh. They shook with deep belly laughs and Susan held her stomach, and they both fell backward onto the bed. The world winked out of existence around them, and only this carefree, cheerful feeling sang in their veins.

Abruptly the Gypsy girl sat up, adjusted her rumpled, worn clothes, and announced: “My shift is over and I’m outta here. I don’t work a minute more than I have to—I don’t get paid overtime!” She jumped off the bed, snatched up the mop and bucket and cheerfully headed out of the room. 

Susan called after her, “What’s your name?”

The girl looked back and said with a mischievous smirk, “Mary, but call me Cracklings! That’s what my nana calls me.” 

She swung out of the room, but she left smiles and laughter behind her, and her words had made Susan think. She changed her jumped-on bed linens and slipped into bed, but it didn’t feel right. She felt too stiff, almost dutiful, so she changed back to the old jumped-on, jiggled-in sheets and closed her eyes, exhausted but finally feeling happy. She was asleep within moments, breathing peacefully, slowly, now that the painful stinging had eased in her heart; it had clung to her soul since the loss of her baby and it had been choking, mauling her all day long.

She dreamed she was in a beautiful bathing area. Pools were calling her with soft lights and damp, heavy warm air, and she walked between them on colorful terracotta tiles whose motifs were echoed on the walls. The picture evoked the atmosphere of an old Roman bath.

It was a quiet night. Only the gurgling of water could be heard. 

Casually she shed her bathrobe and sat down naked at the edge of a round pool, dipped one foot into the water and felt it softly, warmly encircle her. It was lovely. She eased into the water up to her neck so the sensation could infuse her whole body. With slow swimming movements, her toes only barely touched the bottom of the pool. She luxuriated in her swim. There was no one around. With the slow, wide motions of her arms and legs, she felt she was swimming out her grief. 

The water dissolved her problems; its gentle waves took painful memories far away. She had liked swimming as a girl too. An animal keeper from a neighboring farm had taught her; he was a tall, scrawny boy. Sometimes he came over because he collected the daily milk from the area farmers. Once on a sweltering summer morning they met at Susan’s farm. When he arrived, she was trying to lug a heavy tub full of fresh milk out of the shed where she had been milking since early morning. The tub was heavy and unwieldy and was nearly breaking the girl’s back. The veins on her hands and neck were bulging from the effort. When the boy saw her he ran right over and took the ponderous burden from her hands, in such a rush that he even spilled a little. He was surprised that a little thing like her could move such a weight. 

Out of nowhere he asked with boyish awkwardness, “Would you like to go swimming in the river?”

Susan looked up at him and surprised herself with her answer: “Yes! I’d love to!”

The boy was surprised too; he had not expected this beautiful girl to leave with him immediately. But that’s what happened!

Susan felt awkward too, but she wanted to be somewhere else, to do something else after all her grueling drudgery. The sun poured down its merciless rays, their bodies were swimming in sweat, the old truck jolted on the dusty, pot-holed road. They were eager to get to the refreshing flow of the river. They parked the truck by the riverside under a huge shady willow, jumped out and ran shouting and laughing to the fast-flowing water. The boy threw off his clothes as he ran, and by the time he reached the water, only a pair of swimming trunks were still on his thin bony body. His skin was white, and sweat was trickling down his body. Suddenly he halted, looked back and eyed her. She was still dressed. 

“It’s easier to swim in a swimming suit!” he blurted. 

She rolled her eyes. “Yeah, is that the trick to swimming?”

“What’s up?” he asked in astonishment. “Can’t you swim?” 

“Why, young man, your wits are razor-sharp! If this were a gameshow, you would already own a set of speakers!” she mocked him. “Of course I can!”

The boy blinked in confusion. “Hey, the river here is moving pretty fast.” 

“The greater the challenge!” the girl said pertly, but when she saw the foam, fear of the unknown began to numb her arms and legs. Hesitantly she shuffled into the shallows, hiking up her skirt to keep it dry. 

She enjoyed the cool foam twisting around her ankles; it was good just to stand there and admire the luscious green vegetation of the riverbank. Everything would have been so calming and idyllic, if nervousness had not trussed up her heart. The prospect hypnotized her: to plunge into the froth and pop up a few meters away, blowing out the air clenched in her lungs, as she had seen others do many times before. 

She looked back at the boy, wringing her skirt with embarrassment, and asked, “Would you teach me to swim?”

“Yes, but not here! Come with me!”

Boldly he grabbed Susan’s hand and dragged her along. They stumbled between crooked roots; their feet sank deep into the silty soil as they climbed panting through the dense vegetation. Susan had to watch her feet to navigate the ever-changing ground, and when the boy came to an abrupt halt, she nearly ran into him. Now she looked up sharply to see a level, sandy beach, and the river that seemed so intemperate just a few meters away was a calm, peaceful lake before them. 

“Can this be the same river?” gasped Susan. 

“Yes, but we have to be very careful. There are lots of whirlpools here.”

“Wait a minute! I need to change my underpants if I don’t want to pollute the environment.”

“Trust me. Hold my hands and do exactly what I tell you. Don’t flail: if you let your body lie on the water and don’t tense up, then you can swim easily, with the flow of the river or against it.” 

“Okay. I don’t really understand, but if you let go I can take off my clothes. I have my swimsuit on underneath.” She was excited, attracted by the unknown, longing for adventure. 

The boy admired her, but she didn’t even realize it. Adventure gripped her, and that was all she cared for at the moment.

He took pleasure in her perfect body, her peachy skin, her beautiful hair that she flicked effortlessly up into a bun. 

He grasped her slender hand and led her into the river. After the hot air the water seemed very cold. They stopped when it was up to their waists. The boy asked Susan to lie on the water. He supported this brave girl with one hand at the small of her back and the other under her shoulders. 

She spread her arms as if she would like to fly, not swim. It was such a good feeling to lie on the water and know that the boy watched over her. She did not know him, but felt intuitively that she could trust him. 

She made slow, wide arm motions, as the boy showed her; then the same with her legs. Then the hard part: arms and legs together. When she made the gestures casually, without thinking, she simply glided on the water. But the instant a tiny shadow of fear appeared in her soul, her movements became jerky, cumbersome, and she swallowed water and coughed. Quickly she discovered that if she turned off her mind and concentrated only on the sheer pleasure of swimming, then she cut through the waves without resistance. 

Now she had this graceful feeling again. She wasn’t thinking, but could feel herself making waves in the pool with her slow, wide motions; she watched these soft waves and completely forgot the world. 

Her movements halted sharply when she sensed another wave in the pool, coming from the opposite side. Who or what had generated it? Her heart pounded. She listened intently, like a gazelle which could bolt at any moment.

Someone was swimming slowly and purposefully toward her in the dark. Like Susan, he enjoyed the caress of the warm water. It was a man, a handsome young man. At least that was what she could make out in the dimness. 

Their eyes locked as the distance between them grew shorter. When he came within arm’s reach of her, he stopped, and for a moment they just gazed at each other. 

Then Susan slowly reached out and pulled him to her. It was gratifying to touch his skin: it was hot and wet, and a narcotic scent reached her nose. It was intoxicating, erotic, thrilling. They embraced, touching each other, their hands wandering, exploring. The man eased his hands across the girl’s back. As they moved together they became hotter and hotter, trembling with desire.

When his big hands cupped her bottom, she sighed lustfully. He kissed her neck, and they both felt the chill of rising desire. Their kisses became hotter and more passionate by the moment; his mouth was not satisfied with her neck, and moved down to her breast.

A frenetic dance began, a wild, wanton, shameless dance, the strange dance of lust. 

Desire gripped the girl’s body; it swept up her spine and flew out the top of her head, leaving behind the extreme tingling of completion.

She opened her eyes. Usually when we awaken in the middle of the night, or at dawn, we don’t know what wakes us up. Thoughts are in our minds that we feel are not ours, but where do they come from? Is that inspiration? Susan’s mind raced. What did this erotic dream mean, this deep, intense lust? She slowly slid her hands down her body and was shocked to feel wetness between her legs. She lifted the blanket to see a huge stain on the sheets. 

Was I sleeping so deeply that I wet the bed? She felt rattled and ashamed. Are my nerves in such bad shape? Or is this a side effect of the medication? 

She had not even thought of sex for a long time; all her time and attention had been wrapped up in her baby. And there had hardly been any worth remembering anyway—it all got filed with the forgettable memories. Her eyes closed again, but this time she only dozed. She looked inside herself, to the internal pictures that her imagination projected on the screen of her mind: colorful, disjointed pictures. She was anxious to know what these movies were. But who would she ask? She was afraid if she asked her doctor her therapy might be extended, and it was already going on longer than necessary. Should she talk to the Gypsy girl? What did she have to lose? In the country she had often heard the laborers speak to each other of the Gypsies’ mysterious abilities: They could tell fortunes, see things that ordinary people could not, conjure illusions—they had magical abilities. Could this girl have that ability as well? Or was all this just a figment of people’s collective imagination?

And then she remembered how, when she had walked into the room, Mary AKA “Cracklings” had quipped that she had as much humor as a screwdriver. And when she answered indignantly that that was her exact thought, the Gypsy girl shot back: I know! 

Could she possibly read minds? That would probably be exciting, but it might be disappointing too. How often do we say words other than the ones we want to use? And why? To comply with someone or something or simply to meet society’s expectations? Are we lying to ourselves, or can we even guess that we are deceiving ourselves; are we already so used to this behavior? Why do we get like this? Is it our parents’ bringing up, our teachers’ rules, our workplace expectations? Is it instinctive defense and conflict prevention? Escape or protection? What if we bluntly laid out what was in our hearts? Would the world capsize or would it be much nicer and easier?

Bit by bit she slipped back into dreaming. She found herself in the same pool, alone again, but nevertheless the man had left his trace here somehow. With her eyes and hands she searched for him but could not find him; even in her dream she thought this was not normal, that he must have been a figment of her imagination. But she reveled in the emotion where one does not think, when the past disappears and the future has not yet arrived, and simply enjoys the present moment. There are no expectations or feelings, only the abyss, and complexity itself.

There are rare moments in our life when we wake up fresh and relaxed. This moment took Susan by surprise, as she had not really experienced one like it before, and she did not know what to think. And of course, instead of enjoying this state, her sharp brain began to produce explanations. Was it because she hadn’t taken the pills, or because yesterday she had finally been joyfully, obliviously disobedient like a normal, honest kid? According to society she was supposed to be mourning, to mourn a lifetime. And like worms these thoughts pushed her back moment by moment, deeper into sadness.

Suddenly the door was flung wide and the Gypsy girl rushed in, bringing light and life into the room that had almost congealed around Susan. When she saw Susan’s wide eyes, she raised her eyebrows disapprovingly.

“Now what’s your problem?”

“What do you mean? You just burst in without knocking, making enough noise for a whole army with horses and trumpets.”

“So? Don’t tell me you knocked at home every time you went into a room. You guys didn’t even have separate bedrooms!”

“Again: how do you know this?”

“Oh my sweet little innocent: I see and hear things that, if I told you about them, you’d put me in a straitjacket by the time I finished.”

“But how do you see them?”

“Inside.”

“Inside? In your belly, in your heart?”

The girl looked amused and asked, “Don’t you have movies inside, or sounds in your ears?”

“I thought I was supposed to be the one in the asylum. What kinds of movies?”

“Pictures and stories don’t pop up in your mind?”

“When I read books I can see the characters’ clothes and faces, and the setting comes alive.”

“Do you see colors too?”

“Yes, quite intense, vivid colors.”

“What about the dialogue, can’t you hear the voices: high-pitched, deep, trembling, angry?”

Susan thought about it and eventually said that she could.

“Well, I see and hear people’s lives and futures in a similar way.”

“You’re kidding!”

“Why would I make that up? You think I’m here to test the extent of your insanity? You think I was sent by the doctors to check if you’re faking it? Don’t you think you’re a little paranoid?”

“I don’t know what I am or am not here. I’ve already lost my sense of time.”

“Time exists only here on Earth. It has no importance anywhere else.”

“Like where?”

“In the next life, as they say, and in the angels’ world...”

“I don’t know what to think of you: sometimes I think you’re a simple, uneducated girl, other times you say such wise things you might be a Nobel Prize-winning scientist in disguise.”

“Correction: This is not a disguise, these are work clothes. But with a little practice your third eye will open and you’ll be able to see everything!”

“Third eye?” Susan blinked at her.

“Well, you must have missed biology when they taught seeing. The third eye is for inner seeing. You didn’t know that?”

“Not me, they didn’t teach that at my school. What’s it for?” Susan’s dialect had slipped to match the girl’s.

“For everybody knowing that you weren’t shut up in here for no reason, sweetie.”

“Is that your most convincing argument? What kind of practice were you talking about? What do I do to open my third eye?”

“I’ll tell you. You’ll need a white candle in a candle holder. Light the candle and place it facing you so the flame is exactly in the middle of your forehead and just above your eyes. Lean so close to the flame that it almost burns your skin. Stare as hard as you can at the flame. Your eyes will burn and sting, and tear up, but don’t quit! It’ll make your head hurt, but that’s a good sign.”

“Easy for you to say. Why is it good for me to get a headache?”

“It means your sleeping third eye is activating. After that, close your eyes and try to see the flame inside your head. If you can do that, then try to move it with your imagination, up and down, left and right.”

“And then I’ll be able to see and hear the movies in other people’s heads?”

“With lots of practice, yes.”

“How much practice?”

“It depends how badly you want it: if you’re desperate, it won’t work. Your head will ache, but only from straining. Do this nice and relaxed every night! At first you’ll just get flashes of pictures, snatches of voices and melodies. Later the stories will start to come alive. Some people hear sounds before they get pictures. Don’t be afraid, this inside-seeing and -hearing thing is a talent. It’s only given to those deemed capable from on high, to help people, or at least try.”

“And those on high told you, ‘Hey listen, let that girl know that she’ll have this task from now on’?”

“Yeah.”

“Huh. I seem to have lost my pills...”

“You can run from this, but it will find you again, wherever you are in the world, at another place, in another story, through another messenger. You’ll see more and more signs.” Suddenly she said, “Would you like to change your life?”

“Of course! I’d like to be carefree and happy, with no regrets.”

“Everybody wants to be happy. And happiness means something different to each person. What do you need to be happy, in your opinion?”

“I think it takes money and hard work, lots of perseverance, lots of luck.”

“No! You only need yourself.”

“Myself? What, I should learn magic?”

“No, you have to think another way.”

“How do I do that?”

“It’s simple. You have time now: write down all your thoughts as they come to you, one after another. And if you have the dream from last night again, write that down too, and show me. Tomorrow we’ll talk about it.”

“Where are you going?”

“You won’t believe it, but I work here! Your doctor will be here soon. Go ahead and heal!”

Indeed, just then the door opened, and Dr. Lancaster entered in her spotless white coat. Mary murmured a greeting and disappeared as quickly as she had come.

“Good morning! How are you, Susan?” asked Dr. Lancaster.

“Good morning. Pretty well, thank you.”

“Why are you feeling good?”

“I slept well.”

“Did you dream?”

Not one I’d share... Or should I? What would she say? Would she blush? “Yes, I had a very erotic dream.”

“Would you tell me about it?”

“I’m afraid it would make you uncomfortable, doctor! It was a bit graphic.”

“Why do you think I would be uncomfortable? If I can’t even hear about a dream, then I wouldn’t be able to get into the most sensitive part of your therapy with you. Now that would make me uncomfortable.” 

“I don’t know. It’s a premonition.”

“Do you usually listen to your intuition?”

“My intuition? About what?”

“Has a thought ever come into your head when a child was born that he or she would be sick or healthy?” She spoke slowly and clearly, watching Susan’s reaction.

Susan stared into the distance. The doctor had just brought her to a minefield. Pain and fear intertwined, gushed through her body like a geyser, and her whole body began to quake. She went pale, then flushed, her hands fidgeting with the edge of the blanket. Her lips started to dry
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