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			International Praise for Love

			“It’s slim, but it seems like it couldn’t be any other way. . . . The effect caused by Love, the intellectual and emotional journey its readers go through, leaves them panting, their hearts beating hard.”

			—Gili Izikovich, Haaretz

			“[Love] is written with stunning talent.”

			—Dan Miron, Haaretz

			“I was astounded by its rhythm. . . . I felt I could hear the book’s music or tone even in my sleep.”

			—Dror Mishani, author of the Avraham Avraham series, winner of the 2014 Bernstein Prize

			“By using a hard-boiled language, corporeal, brutal, on the one hand, and soft and refined and almost unbearably intimate on the other, Eitan blurs the distinction between sex done under circumstances of love, romance, consent, and that done in a barter—of money, authority, ownership. When the two languages meet, stunningly beautiful moments are created. . . . Love is an anti-story about the impossibility to tell one story solely. Presenting a variety of narrative possibilities, Eitan subverts . . . the ambiguity of memory and the tyranny of the one story.”

			—Elad Bar-Noy, Yediot Aharonot

			“[This] short and powerful novel by Maayan Eitan is winning quite a lot of attention recently. . . . Its unique literary qualities, its stylistic perfection, its unheard-of originality, should win [her] this kind of attention. Love is a once-in-a-lifetime novel, filled with urgency and mind troubling.”

			—Ruby Namdar, author of The Ruined House, winner of the 2013 Sapir Prize

			“This is a small masterpiece. . . . Eitan presents a convincing world using seemingly realistic tools and allows the horror to attack it from the inside, achieving a nightmarish-surreal effect. She deceives, on purpose. The deception acts like some kind of vengeance, in language and in the story and especially in the readers, who are also partners to what cannot be written about but only around. The voyeuristic readers. Beautifully written, like a tax report. Like a knife.”

			—Ilana Bernstein, author of Tomorrow We Will Go to the Amusement Park, winner of the 2019 Sapir Prize
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			To Naama Tsal, who was my beloved editor

		

	
		
			
			
				And I finally decided that God formed a vile creature when He made woman, and I wondered how such a worthy artisan could have deigned to make such an abominable work which, from what they say, is the vessel as well as the refuge and abode of every evil and vice.

				Christine de Pizan, The Book of the City of Ladies

			

		

	
		
			I:

			Words Are Whores

		

	
		
			You didn’t have any friends

			You had a terrific laugh. You had long legs, big tits, a flat belly. No, you were fat. You came from ruined homes, well-off families, your parents were madly in love with each other. Your father was an accountant, a kibbutz member, homeless, a linguistics professor at a university. He loved you like his youngest daughter. You were an only child. You were born to a large family, after years of treatments, you were adopted. Immigrated from Ethiopia. You were good at math, you majored in accounting. Hebrew literature. Kinesiology. You wanted to work with children, become a lawyer, your mother was a drug addict (sobered up without help), your uncle was a doctor. No, he was in jail, for attempted murder. You were blond, in summer the ends of your hair were bleached white. No; your hair was as black as a raven, and curly. You were born in Saint Petersburg. No no: your parents came from America, you were born in the suburbs, you replied to them in Hebrew when they talked to you in a jumble of foreign languages. You spoke Russian until you were seven then you forgot it, the snow too. You knew no other language but Hebrew. You refused to answer your grandparents when they spoke Amharic to you. You pretended not to understand them. Your father, the accountant, raped you in his office. Your grandmother kept the key from the ’48 war. You were the good granddaughter, the prettiest girl in school, you had eyes that turned violet when you were angry, that you made sure to close on your first kiss. You had sex. You never came. No! You came every single time. You hated swallowing but did it anyway. You liked it so much you stopped in the middle to run to the bathroom and stick your fingers down your throat just so you could taste him again. You spat. Two months later you jumped off a high-rise. You were admitted to a psychiatric hospital. You arrived at the ER with low electrolytes and acute liver failure, but they pulled you back right from the edge. Lucky you. You spent a week in the ICU, then returned. Now you had money. You bought nice clothes. Toys for your nephews and nieces. Sponges so you could work through the month, without stopping. When you ran into each other in the car—someone getting in, someone out—you didn’t smile. You laughed. Your laughter was so loud that your neighbors got sick of it. You pretended to moan while you wept miserably. You wept miserably. When you returned home and removed the makeup from your face it blended with tears of happiness. When you went out with your childhood friends you ordered cheap drinks, then more expensive ones. You didn’t have any friends. You had a boyfriend who was a computer programmer and you worked only when he was on reserve service, or abroad for work, and you talked of getting pregnant but you were on the pill and didn’t tell him. You liked women. You liked men. A lot. You didn’t like anybody. You were pretty, you had normal skin, freckles, chapped lips, and you clipped your nails until your fingers bled because you were afraid that you might hurt someone. You didn’t want to hurt anybody. You wanted to kill them all, you wanted to shout, one time you screamed. But it was a mistake and you did not repeat it. You kept your mouth shut. You had sex in public restrooms, dance clubs, on the steps of the lifeguard tower on the beach, in a luxury hotel, in your own bed. You got in the car that waited for you in the evenings with the same ease that you got out of it in the morning. What did you have to lose? You didn’t have anything.

		

	
		
			I said a blonde!

			In the entrance to the first room stood a heavy, short man with a towel wrapped around his body and said, I don’t believe it, I asked for a blonde. I tossed my hair (dark) while he pressed his fat fingers to his telephone screen. I tried to keep an impartial expression. Who knows, we might have to meet again. In the meantime he said, I told him a blonde! and turned away from me. (Mary had a little lamb, I hummed, little lamb, little lamb.) I smiled respectfully, turned around, and got out of there. Sergei, in the car, looked at me. If he wanted to ask something he did not ask. I sipped from the plastic bottle I filled with arak before I went out, wiped my lips with the back of my hand and laughed, Assaf told him he’s getting a blonde. Sergei giggled and reached for my bottle. The street was dark, and we waited. I stroked the book that I put in my bag and did not pull it out, because there are times in life when you have to escape happiness. I checked my email on my phone, sent another apology to a friend who said she had something important to tell me. Sergei’s music, K-pop, roared in my ears. His wife (he told her he’s started to guard a construction site at nights, or a parking lot, a profitable job, and did not look at her) surely pushes away
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