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It is December twenty-sixth in the year two thousand and eight. The second day of Christmas. It was supposed to be a beautiful day, the whole holiday was supposed to be special. I really waited for them, even though I'm no longer human. However, my attitude towards religion does not matter here. There was supposed to be a huge Christmas tree and long evening talks by the fireplace, oranges decorated with clove patterns, lazy coffee drinking and poppy seed cake's crumbs on the couch. Chasing a snowy forest and sliding down your butt from the roof. And such a feeling of ubiquitous joy that it is good here and now. It's perfect. The first real family holiday.

I'm alone. I've been on the road for three weeks, zigzagging around Europe, pretending to myself that I'm trying to reach Granada. But did it take three weeks to cover half of the route from Cracow? I should have known what happens to me is not just up to me. It turned out that I actually have no influence on how my life goes. All you have to do is be born into a family like mine and you're already screwed.

I cannot say that the appearance of a god entirely different from the one who traditionally comes to us in December was of any greater importance. I can't even say that my family played any significant role in this damn incident. After all, nothing has changed in the world, right? Only we are gone.

I remember days, hours, moments. I caress them every day, pulling them out of my mind, forcing them to turn into dreams. Seemingly unimportant details, words, gestures. Flashes and images. All that time seems like such holidays to me now. Sometimes, while driving at night, I pull over and park my car to write down a detail or sentence that I suddenly remember. I'm afraid that something will escape me and I'll never find it again. 
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Everything changes on a night like this
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The road was gray, glistening in places with rain. Regularly passed bollards with reflective lights reminded that this night driving has some sense, it leads somewhere, somewhere is about to end, and the road itself and the car driving along it belong to a world ruled by rules, regulations and standards. Every hundred meters, thanks to these suddenly brought to life lights, Martyna had a chance to realize that there is something permanent, sure and safe; that this is not a lost road in the wilderness.

At three in the morning, you can sometimes forget what everything looks like in daylight. At three in the morning, despite knowing exactly where you are, you may have the illusion that you are the only person for miles around. And not always the peace of solitude is what you need at night on the road. And you should never expect to meet anyone in the wasteland at night.

The monotonous sound of the wipers working became so annoying that Martyna, almost panicked, skipped over the radio stations, looking for anything that would take her mind even for a moment. A familiar melody, some catch words in a night program. It is such a dependence on the environment, pictures, sounds - all stimuli that allowed her to catch on the lifelines, so as not to be left with herself. It wasn't an aversion to herself, but rather a fear that she would have to admit to a few things. Of all people, she knew something about herself, although there were also those who believed that they knew more.

Resigned, she turned on the CD and happily tapped a familiar rhythm on the steering wheel. She minimally opened the window and reached for a cigarette. Two more left. Could use a 24/7 gas station, necessarily with a good coffee machine. At the sight of the traffic lights from the opposite direction, for a fraction of a second, she wanted to drive down into the left lane - right in front of an oncoming car. She must stop to buy cigarettes.

In the gray hour, on the border of day and night, any roadside bar, no matter how much effort has been made to make its decor inviting visitors, looks dingy. The fatigue of those who had to stay in it, their sense of alienation and aversion make the tablecloths on the small tables are sadder than the made twelve hours earlier makeup on the face of counterwoman behind the buffet bar. If you end up in a bar like this at the end of the night, then the last few hours have been disappointing again. Or for the past few years, nothing has changed for the better. The bars did not change on this route. Sometimes, in a flash of madness, the owner of this or that gastronomy establishment tried to make the decor more attractive by investing in everything that glows and catches the eye: from gilded tubes at the bar to a neon blinking from a distance; in all that glitter taken for elegance. But the tired eyes of the same customers, their apathy and reluctance to their own fate, which constantly brought them to these places, created an atmosphere that even the dancing-singing velor flowers on the buffet could not cheer up. Martyna knew most of these gastronomic and purgatory places, she used to travel this route many times.

She parked not far from the entrance to the bar, but out of reach of the light from the halogen overhead door, and turned off the engine. She rested her head on the car seat and a moment later closed her eyes. The rain hitting the roof on the stables, the silence and the warmth inside the car evoked the association with a safe shelter. The more she thought about how cold and wet it was outside, what the driving rain and unpleasant winds could do, the more she appreciated the dark and warm interior of the car. She watched the drops trickling down the windshield with perverse pleasure. When she unconsciously counted them, the prime numbers blinked happily at her, she squeezed her eyes shut tightly. If only she could pull her coat tighter and fall asleep...

She turned and touched her daughter's shoulder, asleep in the backseat.

"Amelka," she said softly. "I'm going for cigarettes and coffee; I'll be back soon."

The girl woke up, rubbing her eyes with her hand and smearing even more black streaks of mascara, which made her look like a crying Pierrot. She yawned. She looked unconsciously at her mother and muttered something that might well mean "I'm coming with you" or "I don't care...". Martyna got out, shivering from the cold and holding her unfastened coat under her neck. The parking lot was littered with fine gravel, her every step echoing with an unpleasant crunch. She looked around carefully, though the circle of light only allowed her to find her way to the entrance. The garbage cans next to the building, disappearing in the darkness, were almost invisible, but it was on them that the woman stopped her eyes for the longest time. Reaching the glass door of the bar, she turned to the huddled figure in a long black coat following her. The daughter passed her in the doorway.

"I'll wash up, get me a coffee."

She would never admit that every conversation with her daughter was torture for her. After all, she's been great at raising a little one alone for years, right? All thanks to good organization and planning. If you think about everything in advance, you can deal with it. Spot unfavorable circumstances and look a few steps ahead. Think, think... and prevent. Enroll your child in kindergarten early in order to avoid unpleasant surprises on admission. Cut off an acquaintance that might someday be a burden. Spot a learning problem and provide tutoring. Anticipate the problem before it begins. Be vigilant. Before the daughter starts asking questions, provide the help of a psychologist who will take her with the idea that you can also live without a father. And a psychiatrist to help her deal with some disturbing symptoms before they even appear. Stop. Martyna did not think that way. Not "before they appear", but "IF they appear". Keep her safe from the future. When loving her madly, don't get too close. So as not to hurt her. Do not get her dirty.

As she sat across from her daughter in that sad bar at four in the morning, staring at her pale, tired face, already without that harsh makeup, she thought with fear that right now their conversation should be different from the previous ones. Prepared sentences, wise, round and logical, clichés of the last eighteen years, did not fit either this bar or this night escape. She was an adult, responsible, so why did she feel lost and weak as she watched Amelka sway monotonously back and forth, hunched over a glass of hot coffee, warming her hands over it? She was afraid, she was terrified. She didn't want this conversation. Not yet.

So, she sat in silence, looking at her daughter and her shoulder-length black hair, sticking out in layers upwards. It was now like collie hair, torn in all directions. She stared at the oval lacquer medallion suspended from a wide black velvet. The coat she wrapped her tightly around her - also black, made of thick velvet - was speckled with mud stains. She caught a glimpse of the store scene as they bought the coat together. Stupid faces they made at the mirror in the fitting room.

"Are you okay?" Only such words are allowed by the fear of her own child and the feeling of guilt. In response, she heard a vague grunt. "Why don't you eat something? They must have some sour rye soup or fries here. I'll get you something right away."

"Mom, stop it. I don't want anything."

Amelia turned to the window behind which should have been a parking lot. But it seemed to her that there was almost nothing there except rain and fog. Just a distorted image of two women sitting at a table. The girl's thoughts unconsciously ran along the beaten track, as always when she wanted to get away from an unpleasant situation. She imagined herself as a still figure in the picture. The whole situation was just a scene captured by the painter, a moment that went on forever - because this is how some demiurge painted it. Now it was enough to give the work a title. "Conversation over coffee", "A break in the journey. The fragment" or "Composition of two bodies no. 18". Or maybe "Silence"? "Fucking Silence Between Mother and Daughter".

Martyna lit a cigarette, took a puff and also looked at the dark glass. With the lighter still in her hand, she lit a half-burnt candle standing in the center of the table, which was adorned with burnt artificial flowers.

"Fucking silence between mother and daughter, still life with a candle," she said aloud.

* * *
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The sheets were wet with sweat. She held the corner of the quilt in her hands, clutching it tightly to her chest as if she were trying to hold on to something that was about to be taken from her. Daughter. Something bad happened. She regulated her breathing slowly, looking around the darkened bedroom as if to see the danger in some corner. A shadow, a whisper - whatever. She wanted to see what was causing fear, she had to have the enemy in front of her. The worst thing is fear, the cause of which cannot be seen. With her eyes she searched for anything, only to push away the thought which was pushing forward ever stronger and brighter. Amelka. And the stronger and stronger feeling that this is it already. It has become.

She calmed her breathing, waited until the alternating waves of heat and cold finally stopped wandering over her sweating body. In fact, she was relieved involuntarily. She no longer has to live in fear of what is going to happen, she will not imagine under what circumstances it will happen. It's over now. She will not turn on the light, she will not jump out of bed, starting to implement the set plan. For a few more minutes in the dark, she can pretend that she knows nothing, that nothing has happened. As when eighteen years ago, awakened by her first labor contractions, wanted to go back to sleep, pretending nothing was happening, and what was to come, what had just begun, might not wait for some more sensible morning hour. Like when she has her coffee. Such, when Artur returns. After all, she couldn't start giving birth without him, could she? Then it turned out that she could give birth and live without him - she could even change the light bulb without his instructions.

Now, too, she should be able to handle herself. She couldn't stop it, though she did what she could, hoping for some cosmic coincidence to prevent fate. Again, this naivety to escape reality. Again, it's her typical: "Maybe this storm will pass sideways and won't notice me?" Sometimes it worked. But to count on it in this case? Bravado or weakness? What was she actually doing? She cut off her daughter from POSSIBILITIES, circumstances, information - hoping that she would deceive the whole world. She pretended they just weren't here. An act as likely to be successful as ignoring a contraction to stop labor. Like trying to persuade your daughter to throw away the poster with that painting.

She reached for the phone on the bedside table, checked the time, and put it down gently. A "pasturing" telephone. The charger cable looks like a thin drip tube. In the kitchen, she only turned on a small lamp on the counter that served as their table. It's a tall bar with a conglomerate top, with two tall bar stools keeping watch. Another "in spite". She did not want a typical wooden table, giving the illusion of coziness and family warmth. If she were to buy a table - this is what she would choose. However, she consistently pursued her plan to cut herself off from that table, from that house, from Adela, though she had been without conviction for a long time.

Amelia scowled at the bar at first, talking about the nouveau riche, modern people who prefer to balance on uncomfortable chairs, exposing themselves to blisters on the seat rather than being accused of provincialism, or worse - to oppose your designer. This little lamp, a 1930s desk mushroom, was the only concession to making the mood warmer. Rusty nail in a pack with new sterile needles.

She was not used to the total silence in the apartment. After all, houses are alive - someone is wandering around the kitchen, something is always rustling, knocking, something is working and humming. Antośka was always at home, shuffling her slippers on the creaking floorboards, singing church songs under her breath or mumbling litanies. And moving wood of stairs, paneling, doors and floors. And whispers in the dark. And here... in a newly built apartment building with only two occupied out of ten apartments, this silence was truly lifeless. Walls without history.

There must have been a power cut, because the electric clock display on the stove was flashing meaningless zeros. The usual working twenty-four-hour-a-day computer, humming all over the apartment, was helplessly silent as well. She glanced at the large round chrome-steel clock hanging between the two kitchen windows, which was fortunately battery operated. Five after one. It had only been five minutes, but she couldn't pretend to know anything anymore. She turned on the kettle and went back to the bedroom to get her cell phone. The phone rang as she disconnected his "drip". She took a deep breath at the sight of the number on the display and, sitting down heavily on the bed, she was the first to speak.

"Hello mum." 

* * *
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The Halloween custom of organizing horror parties straight from popular horror movies was a tradition for them from the sixth grade of primary school. The game was proposed by a desperate English teacher, who wanted to get the students interested in the subject at all costs, and at first, they accepted it with a dislike of everything imposed on them. Forced interest in something that too clearly shows that it is just another assignment to complete. Although most of the class people chose various middle schools after the end of elementary school, and then high schools, on Halloween evening they still met, faithful to the foreign tradition of costumes and an artificial mood of terror.

With each passing year, these meetings reminded Amelia less of the "The Texas Chainsaw Massacre" and mock-up axes stuck in the head, and more and more had the aftertaste of something much more fascinating. She had discovered the simple truth of how much of a sexual load is carried by every mention of the dark side. Especially the kind of dark side that is a provocative disguise. In high school, she swapped the paint-stained mummy's bandages for a long black gown, let her hair down, and painted her lips a deep red. Andrzej, when he came for her that evening, groaned with delight, confirming that she had achieved the desired effect. Yet he was an oracle in matters of intended effects. Even mother, a boring pedantic and perfectionist, trusted his judgment, knowing that the suggestion to put a shawl on her left shoulder rather than the right shoulder could change the meaning of an outfit entirely - from "formal elegance" to "elegance with promise." The dress over there, self-made from some rag cloth, was exactly what Amelia wanted. And she wanted to scream that she knows what the anxiety that has been living in her for some time is, what is the nascent femininity, the desire to attract attention to herself, how much power she has in one look of black eyes, what a slight ironic grimace of her lips can do, and what is happening when she raises one eyebrow slightly, without saying anything and keeping her face straight.

She found out all this during a vacation spent with her mother in a small town in Tuscany, where they rented the same house as every year. This time, a boy two years older than her, an Englishman, appeared in the neighborhood, and after a week of his reactions to Amelia, he handed her the weapon of self-confidence. Watching this poor boy with almost scientific interest, she also realized that the cooler she was, the more conservative - implicitly mysterious - the poorer Hugh went mad. She was also somewhat reluctant to conclude that she had the perfect role model for perfection in driving men to this insanity at her fingertips. Her own mother. Watching everyone and everything cold, without emotion, smiling kindly only with her mouth, keeping her eyes always the same - like two cold scanners.

One night at the beach, the girl took it a step further. By succumbing to the insanity, she had sparked at Hugh, they relieved the tension that had built up in them from the beginning of their acquaintanceship. The boy was inept, touching and gentle, and in the end, he cried himself - "with happiness", as he said. She listened with some embarrassment to his assurances that they would be together forever. She stayed with him until the morning, stroking his head. She had liked a little less the next night, when, on the way back to the summer house, she found Hugh's father on the empty country road. He also wanted to pass on some interesting knowledge to her, and maybe relieve his own tension that had been bothering him since he first saw Amelia on the beach. She scared screamed only once, and the man backed away in panic, face twisted in pain. She ran away home. The next day, Hugh came to her saying he had to leave - his father had passed away at night, he was found on the beach. He had a heart attack. They said goodbye tearfully and tenderly, promising each other that they would write e-mails to each other every day. She did not reply to any.

She felt that Hugh's untrained caresses and his trembling before he entered her were not what everyone was so delighted with. For the next year, she looked for an opportunity to see what that could be like. She wasn't actually looking, but she was wondering how to catch such an opportunity. How to find someone who will not disappoint her, guarantee the perfect course of the event? She needed someone who, like her, would treat casual, good sex as a special, spontaneous moment - without endearing words, spells, and unnecessary tenderness.

She couldn't agree that the man she was going to bed with would be the next Hugh. She did not want lovers uncertain of their movements, tense, anxious and whispering some nonsense in her ear. Ever since that vacation, she had felt that she was still waiting for something, and the excitement of that expectation kept her from sleeping or concentrating on anything. As if she was standing in front of a huge, heavy door, waiting for someone to finally open it, because a moment earlier she heard: "I'm already opening" and the clang of a sliding bolt. The few seconds between the promise that she would be let in and the moment when the door really started to open, stretched endlessly, as if time had stopped. At least she knew she was in the right place, and she knew what she wanted inside.

* * *
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Today she put on a dress that Andrzej chose for her. Long to the ankles, a faithful copy of Morticia Addams' dress, with characteristic ragged sleeves at the ends and a large neckline. She prepared herself for this departure with reverence, as if she were to stand before a commission assessing her appearance. However, a long bath and body lotions rubbed into the body were not treatments before going on stage. They were more like preparing an offering before being placed on an altar. Her makeup took half an hour - a pale foundation and lots of black shadows on her eyelids.

The commission waited, admittedly with only one judge, but very strict. When she left the bathroom, she stood in the center of her room, waiting for the verdict. Andrzej, lying on her bed, did not say a word, but his expression said: "He is yours, darling." He walked over to her, leaned over, and, closing his eyes, inhaled loudly, recognizing the scent of the perfume.

"Perfect choice."

The bar was crowded, even on the stairs leading to the lower part of the bar, there were a lot of people with drinks in their hands. They squeezed between people as they slowly climbed the occupied stairs. Relieved, they grabbed the counter by the bar in the lower room, looked at each other with laughter and almost simultaneously shouted "Beer!"

"It's stupid, Ami, for standing here instead of sitting down with the rest." Andrzej tapped her mug with his. He straightened up, arched gently, and assessed the boy's ass standing next to him. As he bent back over the bar, he nodded his head in agreement to the girl who watched him with amusement. "But it also has its advantages, honey."

"Just give me a second. Stop thinking about yourself for a moment and let's focus on me. Has he already come?" She took a sip of her beer, trying as hard as she could not to turn around and look at the three joined tables at the back of the room where their entire company sat.

"Not yet. I still don't understand why it is him. You talk about how you low-value limited minds and a certain, let's not be afraid to say, shallowness, and then you say that you are interested in the most closed-minded type of all we know. And those pastel shirts." He twisted his face in genuine disgust. "So, tell me again, sweet Ami, what do we need this guy for?"

Listening to Andrzej, one would get the impression that they had not talked about this topic for the last few nights and that they had recently had any other topic for constantly whispered discussions.

"Tell me, darling," he whispered in her ear, putting one arm around her, "why are we plotting here instead of having fun? Why are you waiting so eagerly to see him?" He almost muttered the last word.

She turned to him and in a low, sexy voice, almost touching his lips with her lips, she whispered:

"Because he has wonderfully muscular thighs."

With mock excitement, he hissed, gasping for air.

"Naughty girl, naughty. I don't share the delight, but I understand that..." He suspended his voice, looking over her head towards the entrance. "He is here."

On the stairs they had hardly climbed recently, there was a boy, tall enough to attract attention by his mere height. As if doubting the conditions given by nature, it was also noticeable thanks to the perfectly styled half-long hair, with a perfectly straightened fringe covering half of the face. And thanks to a shirt with vertical pastel stripes that emphasizes his slim body.

"For a balayage he paid three hundred, I suppose..." Andrzej muttered in her ear, but in his voice, you could feel jealousy more than condemnation. "Come on, sweet, Legolas has arrived."

Amelia took a deep breath, grabbed the boy's arm and, paving her way with the mug stretched out in front of her, made her way to the tables occupied by her friends. Suddenly she was in a rush to get there as soon as possible. It was as if Andrzej, much taller than her, was dragging behind her by force. However, her attention did not escape the glances of passing girls cast at him as if negligently. He could easily pass for a Latin American, although the girls who saw him for the first time associated him with - despite the lack of long hair - with Indian. Tall stature, very dark skin, sharp, masculine facial features and black eyes constantly delighting all women made most of them want to become Pocahontas right away. He was dressed in accordance with the convention of the evening - in a long black frock coat without buttons or colored accents, looking like an outfit borrowed from the theatrical wardrobe. A white lace jabot protruded from under the collar. He drew attention to himself deliberately, he loved to be admired.

"Here's our special, sweet pair of vampires," greeted them, a boy sitting between two girls who were no different than Amelia's in makeup.

Strongly pale faces, eyes clearly marked with black lines and blood-red lipstick on the lips. Both had fair hair cut short. Paweł, a tiny boy with flaming red hair and freckles all over his face, embraced both of them in a gesture of pleased owner. He didn't mind that everyone around knew how pathetic the gesture was. His unsuccessful attempts to get closer to any of them went down in legends.

Andrzej hissed like a vampire thirsty for blood and put his arm around Amelia. The girl tilted her head to the side, revealing her neck and smiling sarcastically as he ran his tongue from the edge of her dress on her bare shoulder to the lobe of her ear. The reward for this performance was a groan of disgust by both girls and a shout of encouragement from Paweł.

"And that would be it, my dear," said Andrzej cheerfully, sitting down in the free chair.

By greeting the others and interrupting their conversation, he introduced a little confusion about which he was apparently very pleased. Amelia sat down between him and the blonde vampire woman.

"Sometimes I think we should let it go," she said, taking a sip from her beer mug and looking around at the friends gathered around these three tables.

The girl leaned towards her and asked in a conspiratorial whisper:

"Let go? But what: sex or an extended high school diploma in physics?"

Amelia shook her head and smiled slightly. The girl continued guessing, this time speaking even slower.

"Pretending to be a couple with Andrzej that he's supposed to be straight?"

This time Amelia froze for a second, but now she shook her head slowly.

"Dressing up," she replied, "and pretending we're having a good time doing it. And today we should let go of this deprivation of merchandise from the goths and those orphans for whom reality in anime is the real world."

"You have to be faithful to the Halloween tradition and give yourself a chance to feel like the youth from the statistics." The blonde vampire leaned back in her chair, pushing her breasts out at the same time. "We're running out of time, we're getting old. Are you unaware that today everyone who looks at you sees a body to be hit on? The kind that doesn't think, doesn't even talk? And if it does, is it in the words of Edgar Allan?"

"You see, Anna, you haven't prepared yourself. According to statistics, young people do not read. Young people do not know who Poe is, and the only poetry they know are the lyrics about the hopelessness of the world. The more stupid, the more delighted it is. So ours statistical peer, looking at my low-cut neckline, black dress and bloody lips, will only see a chance for a horsing, punctuated by a sigh: "I want your blood," and there is no chance that he would whisper in my ear in ecstasy: "Vainly I had sought to borrow from my books surcease of sorrow - sorrow for the lost Lenore - for the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore - nameless here for evermore."​[1]... and so on, because the only thing he associates with Lenor is washing."

"Hush, idiot, you will expose yourself," Anka muttered with a laugh, going through the big bag with fringes.

"To whom? After all, everyone is pretending here." Amelia stretched, lifting her arms up high.

She looked at familiar faces. Poor disguised beetles. Even when they want to go wild and have fun, they have to approach it like a masquerade. To break away from computers, books, extra-curricular activities and pretend to be youthful spontaneity. All these principles instilled from childhood, looking for the right hobbies and interests for them to prevent them from going astray, or at least belonging to the national intellectual average, have only led to the fact that they are not satisfied with the usual pastimes of adolescents at this age: drinking, experiments with sex (without limits), brawling or even drugging. They went much further in search of interesting stimulants. Which doesn't mean they were doing something else. They only drafted an appropriate ideology for it all, got drunk by analyzing their own behavior, and tried curiously to see how far they could go. Of course, all within common sense - no one would risk their long-planned future, admission to a good university, and most importantly - a comparison to the statistical youth. That is, this virtual group that was created by sociologists, probably stoned with good herb, claiming that young people are dull, resistant to knowledge, educatively neglected and aggressive. A group that listens to pop music and likes the pink color.

There were about fifteen people contradicting the statistics sitting in front of her. Fifteen people, picked up at random, who were only united by the fact that they were completing their private primary school together. The unfortunate products of over-concern about their intellect, growing up too quickly for parents to notice when they have crossed the threshold of declining parental authority, the threshold of educators' knowledge and - most importantly - the threshold of their own abilities. They passed by, bouncing off the ground, and are still gliding through the air, gaining speed dangerously. Fifteen plus Adrian. Interesting to her in a different context than the partner for the conversation about conceptualism. Was she not herself as hypocritical as everyone else? Craving his body painfully and despising himself at the same time? But that was what excited her.

"Amelia..." Anka handed her a glass quellazaire and a lighter. "Come on, honey. I want to see fractals in Adrian's tongue."

She got up, dropped the strap of her black tight dress, and walked over to the other side of the table. The casually thrown information was not only an effective end to the conversation. Rather, it was a warning. Part of the fun that had dragged on between them for years. Dibs on game. "One, two, three - it's mine." Could this evening be even more exciting? Through narrowed eyes, she watched calmly, as Anka, coying, said something about the lack of space to sit and pushed herself onto Adrian's lap. Then she casts an amused glance at Amelia and, playing with his hair, silently says, "One, two, three...".

"Ami, what did you find out?" Andrzej suddenly turned to her and shifted his chair so that she could see the rest of his interlocutors: two girls and three boys leaning towards each other enough to hear each other better and not scream during the conversation. "You questioned your mum?"

Surprised, she tried to associate what he might be talking about, and barely remembered their last conversation about parents' hypocrisy. About their constant complaints about broadening their horizons. All the old ones considered today's youth, that is their own children, to be imbeciles who not only do not have the so-called general knowledge in the field of literature or art, but, dreadfully, are not even ashamed of it. Usually, this kind of opinion was born at times when adults wanted to check the knowledge of their children on the basis of their own dusty information. So, there were such names as Hłasko, Witkacy, Gombrowicz or Wojaczek. The parents assumed that what was fashionable and important in the times of their ancient youth must still cause thrills in young minds today. But when such a young mind went to the trouble of learning about these sacred topics to please the distressed old ones, and inadvertently started discussions, for example on Witkacy's "Drugs", it reliably met not only with outrage, but above all with complete ignorance of the subject. Trying to find out what attracted the older generation so much in Hłasko's texts, it found out that someone shouted: "Shoot the dog, shoot the dog", but why the poor animal had to be killed, no one could explain.

"Ahh... Unfortunately, I have to disappoint you. Martyna, unfortunately, always knows what she's talking about. Lady Perfection does not get caught up in anything," she politely took up the subject, trying to let Andrzej know with her eyes that there is no mood for any discussions today. All the more stiltedly flannelling, intended only to improve the opinion of the debaters about themselves. Everything can get bored.

"You know, it's interesting. I have one theory for the old ones." Unfortunately, Paweł addressed her directly. "Considering the strict knowledge of a doctor, in this case your mother: difficult studies requiring cramming..." He made a meaningful pause, emphasizing to whom the speech was intended.

"...and the degree of commitment to the profession, a measure of which can be financial success..." He made a gesture pointing to Amelia, as if the child itself was the best investment, or giving a clear gesture to the rest: "Here is an example of a descendant showing how much money her mother has at her disposal". - "...we finally have the end product, a parent who doesn't really know what she's really talking about when trying to talk about something other than making money."

"You, talk somehow more compliant, ok?" interrupted Andrzej, who did not like the very idea of discussing the inferences of adults on the example of Martyna. "And get off the pathologist."

Paul looked at him in surprise, having made an immediate calculation of the risks he was exposing himself to, still annoying him. He nodded and began all over again:

"Okay, my father is an engineer. In high school, most of his time was studying mathematics and physics, he was in a specialized class. Additionally, additional lessons to complete the program. Interests: computer science, programming, naked girls and shooters. He spent his free time with friends, then with my mother. He read little, or actually read nothing, apart from compulsory school reading, he just took care of the grades. In college, apart from stewing and drinking in the dorm, he didn't have too much time for anything, and he probably didn't want to.

Then the first job, pushing for success, I'm born, even more pushing for even greater success. The money came as he had expected, then a divorce, a new woman, then another. And money, money."

"Paweł, your father has really achieved success..." one of the girls muttered.

"Of course. I'm not saying no. But why does he now think that I'm stupider than he was when he was my age, saying that I don't know why Gombrowicz or Witkacy are considered provocateurs or why some alcoholic is referred to as a literary stunt? Come on! He didn't know either, because at a time when his peers in high school were excited about it, he was sitting on physics tutorials. He avoided those idiots, in his opinion, who devoted themselves to discussing poetry, while at the same time striving for originality. And he got all his knowledge about these fake-cult texts from his chic number three, because she taught him a few lyrics so that he could shine in some society where something like that should be known."

Amelia listened to Paweł, trying from time to time to see how the situation on the other side of the table was developing. Now she turned to him again, pretending that she was still focused on his words:

"Tell me, it hurts that it was his chic that taught him, or that he is trying his texts for the guests on you?"

"It pains me to be such a hypocrite. And that he spends more on chic number three than he ever did on my mother." The boy blushed, but quickly turned into a relaxed mask again. He picked up a glass of red wine, making a toast in the direction of the girl. "Let us drink to the blessed, fatherless hypocrites. Or fathers in general."

Amelia picked up her beer and, squinting her eyes in a smile, touched the glass of wine with him.

"As usual, you're sweet, Pawełek."

Then she focused her attention on Adrian again. She stared at him openly, more questioningly than provocative. He was laughing louder and louder as he leaned over to Anka, rubbing against her exposed breasts. Amelia was sitting in front of him, leaned back on the back of the chair, one hand resting on Andrzej's shoulder. In the second one she kept a glass with another beer. She did not smile, she did not play a comedy for one viewer, pouting her lips or looking around the room seemingly indifferently. She watched him calmly, like a scientific object, or rather like a work of art, a work of nature. Perfect proportions, slim body, an interestingly defined jaw, dark eyes. And those thighs she kept seeing in her mind. Perfect body. He excited her. By succumbing to stereotypes, she assessed him as a simple, violent lover who would not think too much, but would focus on atavistic reflexes. Pure copulation.

Unconsciously, she began to gently move her fingers on Andrzej's arm, caressing his skin through the fabric of his shirt. Adrian paused in half a word, breaking the sentence whispered to Anka's ear. He did not take his eyes off the slowly, sensually moving hand of Amelka, which was tugging harder and harder on the fabric of the shirt. Andrzej was sitting between some guy he was talking to and Amelia with his back to her. Now, feeling caress, he turned to the girl, grabbed her chin with one hand, forcing her to look away from Adrian, and kissed her hard, passionately. She gave in to him, her willing lips holding him for a moment. Then Andrzej calmly turned away, resuming his conversation. Amelia closed her eyes as she kissed him, and opened them to look directly at Adrian. Just then the door opened. As promised and as expected. The boy licked his lips nervously, unable to take his eyes off the mesmerizing black eyes. His breathing was rapid and his pupils dilated.

"Amelia, the door is wide open," the girl thought with satisfaction.

* * *
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"Hello mum." Martyna held the phone tightly to her ear, but her voice, as usual, was cold and indifferent.

"I felt it."

"Me too."

"How do you feel?"

There was real concern in her mother's voice. Somewhere in the house there was a clock chiming. Martyna closed her eyes and tried to remember which of the eight clocks had a five-minute delay. Each of them was moved one minute so that they would chime the hours one by one. It's probably the one in the corridor leading to the mother's bedroom...

"All right." Her voice was supposed to sound cold and substantively. "Martyna, I don't want to argue..." The pause for a possible similar declaration on the part of Martyna remained only silence. "I know that you want to deal with it yourself..."

"No, Mum. I can't handle it alone."

This time, silence on the other side. No matter if triumphant or full of surprise.

"You already know... do you guess... how it happened?"

Martyna squeezed her eyes shut to hold back the tide of growing irritation.

"No. I don't know anything yet. Mom, should...?"

"Should I come?"

"No." It wasn't until she said that that she realized she had had such a plan for a long time. In fact, she wasn't counting on the rather risky solution she had come up with six months earlier, which now seemed ridiculous to her. "So, we will come. Tomorrow."

* * *
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Andrzej's white shirt was splashed with blood, probably from that cut, swollen lip. Half of his face was also swollen. The shirt, like the trousers and the black frock coat, apart from the bloody stains, was enriched with stains of mud that looked like batik. He was standing in the doorway, supporting the unconscious Amelia, and he was crying soundlessly.

"Martyna... I don't know what happened... They were... Ami was standing there, she did something to them, and then she fell."

Martyna stood paralyzed for a moment before running up and supporting her daughter. She repeated her name softly, trying, with Andrzej's help, to move her onto the couch. The previous state of anxiety that had seized her after Andrzej's hysterical call from the taxi was nothing compared to the mounting panic and rage. "Master yourself, master yourself at all costs. Amelia. Andrzej".

"Why didn't you let me go to the emergency medical services with her? She's unconscious!"

Martyna did not answer, trying to put a pillow under her daughter's head. Then she checked her pulse. She glanced at whether the boy was watching them and, leaning over the girl, covered the syringe with which she had injected her daughter.

"There are no wounds, I'm telling you, she just stood there and suddenly... They all..." He sniffed. He couldn't help trembling his hands. "They started to squirm with pain and then she fell... No wounds..."

"I see," she interrupted coldly and rose from the couch. She turned and handed him a paper towel. "Have you seen anyone... anyone watching you? Or maybe someone was following you...?"

The boy looked at her in surprise. He sniffed again, then held a towel against him. He shook his head slowly.

"Come on, I'll see what's wrong with you."

She was under control again. She wanted to slap the boy so he would stop being hysterical. Later she saw Andrzej's swollen face and felt sorry for him. She forced herself to come over and hold him down. He was taller than her, but at that moment he curled up inside himself and sobbed like a little baby. Martyna unskillfully stroked his hair.

"Come on, Andrzej, I have to take a look at you as a doctor. You know you better not come home like this."

He smiled faintly.

"I don't think I need a pathologist yet?"

She replied with an equally faint smile:

"Who knows, who knows... Tell me calmly what happened." 

"But Amelka..."

"She's fine," she said, trying to make it sound really reassuring. After a moment she added, "Actually."

* * *
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When Ami forced Adrian to open that door, she knew what would happen next. They will now leave the bar, walk quietly along the night Kazimierz towards the street where Adrian has parked his car. It is here that what she has been waiting for, planning all this fun, will come true.

After it is over, she will say goodbye to him and return to her friends with an ostentatiously smeared lipstick. Without unnecessary comments about her absence, she will simply join the conversation, disregarding Anka's gaze. It was probably what she cared about the most now. Make Anka react livelier, raise the voice. She wants to see her developed, artificially indifferent tone break under the influence of anger. How Anka finally shows that she is not above all that something as banal as taking her candy away can shake this studied calmness. And that would be the greatest sin in company. Isn't it?

Adrian was not a silent animal specimen of a stallion at nineteen. And he should be. He tried to show that he not only knows what to say, but also has other advantages. The appearance and the state of possession were among the greatest. A black Opel with five built-in speakers, a PDA and a depilated chest were what he calculated for the slogan: "advantages". And, of course, a Pete Doherty silhouette.

She could forgive him verbosity on the way to the car, after all his excitement had to find an outlet. So, she calmly ignored the babble about anything, but expected that the moment they got into the black Opel, he would stop raving, and the mood would change altogether, and the tension between them would become an electrifying experience. Adrian, however, continued, skipping over trivial compliments and infantile assurances about his sexual abilities. Hugh was muttering incessantly under his breath, too, but his whisper was tender, disarmingly pleasant, making her want to pat his head tenderly. Now she wanted something else entirely, and somehow Adrian couldn't play the role she had assigned him. If he had stopped smiling like that, at least he wouldn't have looked silly. Every time he grinned idiotically, as if he wanted to knowingly let know: "I'm good, aren't I? You feel good, huh?" She wanted to punch him in the face. She already regretted choosing this boy. It was supposed to be impersonal, rough, pure sex, not disappointment with buffoon, which, instead of focusing on what they came here for, tries to charm her in the most inappropriate way to date.

"I wonder if the mother also had men who were able to discourage a woman from everything by their behavior? Stop thinking about your mother! - What an idiocy!".

She squeezed her eyes shut for a moment, trying to find in herself at least a hint of that excitement that she felt ten minutes ago when, leaving the bar, she leaned over Andrzej and whispered to him: "It begins...". Now she could feel Adrian's drooling lips on her neck and his hot hand sliding up her thigh. She tried with all her strength to make this shudder in her body, telling herself that THIS was happening. She recalled his exciting, lean, muscular thighs. She even began to look for inspiration through his pants, but the unnecessary words tangled in her hair and cleavage effectively prevented her from finding any rhythm that would take her away.

"Why don't you play some music?" She asked, trying to hide her irritation.

Adrian flashed white teeth again in the dark.

"Ami, Ami, Ami," he said slowly, contentedly. "Are you a romantic?"

"Just not a conversation, I beg you, not a conversation" she thought.

"Of course, everything for my bitch..."

There are times when you can't say anything but, "Thank you, check please. Curtain". This was one of those moments.

"You know what, Adrianek? I lost the willingness. You fucked up everything with this "bitch".

"Don't say you're so sensitive, you wanted to come here yourself, like a bitch..." he purred, trying to kiss her at the same time. She pushed him away.

"No, Adrianek. Like a bitch. I wanted to boink like a bitch, but you only offer an infantile version of the buffoon's monkeyshines."

She was calm, coldly controlled, congratulating herself silently for not yelling at him. He was motionless for a moment; a shadow of a sprouting thought could be found in his eyes. But only for this little moment.

"What the fuck are you talking about? Are you complaining about something?" He lunged at her violently, pinning her body down as he tried to pull up her long dress at the same time. It was then that she heard Andrzej’s scream.

* * * 
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"Ami went... she went for a walk. After twenty minutes I followed her and..." Andrzej hissed in pain. He was sitting in one of those damn uncomfortable chairs by the bar, and Martyna was holding him gauze soaked in a smelly liquid. He could not feel the usual iodine burning sensation, but a burning pain.

"Jesus!" He swayed on the stool, trying to push her hand away. 

"Calm down. You don't want your father to see this... What happened next?"

"Where I thought I would meet Ami, I have met some guys..."

He looked at Martyna uncertainly. She realized what kind of "guys" Andrzej is lucky to meet. Unlike his parents, she knew about every beating, problems at school, and every night he cried. His friendship with Amelia, lasting from kindergarten and now considered by outsiders as adolescent love, was a great cover for his parents. Andrzej spent most of his time with Amelia, often went with her and her mother, and - most importantly - he did not have to pretend then. More than once, he would come to Martyna in tears, expecting not only the sticking of a plaster, but acceptance and the chance to talk himself out. The father, a well-known right-wing politician, did not so much disapprove of what "his son" was, but simply did not accept it, expecting it to be just a youthful whim, a stupid rebellion. And if the matter turns out to be (God forbid!) serious, there are centers that treat such problems. His mother would just whisper to him, "Don't upset your father."

Amelka found it ironic that the boy had found acceptance and warmth in her mother - the coldest woman in Cracow. However, towards him, Martyna was able to evoke a tenderness that was reserved only for her daughter. Although Amelia herself at a certain age began to treat her mother with distances, as if learning from her how to deal with people, despite her sisterly affection for Andrzej, she was sometimes jealous of how her mother was able to melt under the influence of the boy's doggy attachment.

"Okay, you met someone, and when you were lying on the ground and taking kicks in the ribs, then..." Martyna suspended the teacher's seemingly cool voice, wanting Andrzej to finish his sentence, as when answering at the blackboard. 

"...then Ami suddenly stood by us and looked somehow.... holy fuck, she looked haunted! Like a character from a movie. And then, you probably won't believe me... the lantern exploded and sparks fell on these guys, on me, on everything! Then the second one exploded, and fireworks started as for a Chinese New Year. And she was standing with her arms outstretched to us, motionless and... floating in the air...?"

* * *
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When she heard the scream, she knew immediately what had happened. Well - destiny itself made her say that Adrianek was a goddamn mistake. Again, those idiots in his neighborhood that followed him decided to have fun. Pushing Adrian away, she turned to see Andrzej fall to his knees under a blow to the jaw through the rear window, and the four figures gathered around him try to kick the man lying down. Rage and fear for the boy made her struggle more and more with Adrian, and the irritation and disappointment with the would-be lover of the century gave her strength.

The music on the radio suddenly stopped. One loud crack, as if something had exploded in the receiver, and all you could hear in the car was the rapid breathing of the struggling steam. She felt a tingling sensation in her fingertips, slowly spreading further and further. It covered her entire body, making her arms and legs unresponsive for a moment to the impulses her brain was sending out more and more desperately. In a panic, she thought she was about to pass out. Then the sudden blast of blood to her head gave her the strength to kick Adrian. The boy was thrown against the door, which did not open due to the impact, but fell with a crash onto the pavement. Adrian was lying on them in a fetal position and moaning softly. She jumped out of the car and ran towards the four hunched figures wearing pants with a crotch near their knees, having no idea what she could do on her own against the dullness and aggression that must have been born of boredom and obvious mental limitation. Another strong dizziness stopped her, and the last thing she looked at with curiosity was an exploding lantern somewhere overhead.

"Where did Anka get this stuff?"

Big and small sparks falling slowly against the black sky. Time stopped and light points danced above her head.

Slowly, as they turned the circles, they went lower and lower, and she suddenly felt free and very, very light. At the same time, she knew that she had strength she had never suspected she had to use because it fills her up to the point of pain. All she has to do is nod her finger and the sparks will stop or fly up at the speed of light. She waves her hand and takes herself into the air. But she is most tempted to see the suffering she inflicts beautifully on dull faces. She has to save Andrzej.

And then nothing.

* * *
[image: ]


The roadside bar, apart from the two women at the table by the window, had no other guests. The barmaid, chewing gum, moved her head to the soft music and looked bored at some colorful magazine. The rain attacked the tin roof even more intensely, drowned out the quiet music with its steady drum and underlined the endless minutes of silence between mother and daughter.

"What about Andrzej?" Amelka wasn't looking at her mother, but at her reflection in the glass.

"A few scrapes, he'll be fine."

"But you called...?"

"No. I drove him home and told him how bravely he defended your honor against four bruisers."

"They believed?"

"As usual."

"Mom, why are we here?"

"We're going to visit the graves. Tomorrow, or actually today, is November 1st."

"You said we had no family here. That we have no family at all."

"I was lying."

Oh, so this is one of those conversations where they are both coldly exchanging statements and not allowed to raise their voices. She must accept whatever her mother says without surprise. Just like when she said: "Tomorrow we are moving to a new apartment", although she had not mentioned anything about such plans before. Or: "Don't make plans for tomorrow afternoon, you are visiting a psychologist," although there has never been a conversation about Amelka needing a psychoanalyst with a leatherette couch.

"I was lying. I've been lying in an irrelevant case for eighteen years,” she mocked her mother in her mind, feeling her anger grow.

The girl looked nervously around the bar. Empty tables, covered with the same oilcloth, plastic panels on the walls. She didn't notice when a man with a bloodied head came in. She saw him from the side, leaning over the counter, trying to explain something to the woman on the other side, completely oblivious to him. He asked for help; he asked where the phone was. He talked about the accident in discontinuous tasks. Amelka, moved, turned to her mother.

"Shoot! He needs help. Look! Hell, she's not paying attention to him!"

But Martyna, instead of jumping up from her chair or at least turning in that direction, was only watching her daughter tensely. She didn't even flinch.

"Amelka, don't look over there. Listen to me...!"

The girl shook her head in exasperation and wanted to get up. But she felt weak, her head spinning, and she immediately fell into the chair. Her mother continued to stare at her with sharp, compelling eyes.

"Amelka, look at me. You are tired, this night has not been easy. Take it." She put two capsules on the table.

The daughter looked at her in disbelief. "Is she completely emotionless, Lady «Sterile Icy?»."

"Damn, mom, a man needs..." She broke off abruptly, because there was no longer a bloodied man at the counter, and the woman was still calmly looking at the color pictures in the newspaper. The mother once again pointed her finger at the medicines lying on the table.

"Take this, please."

The resigned girl swallowed both capsules, washing it down with the rest of the cold coffee.

"Where's that guy?" She looked around the premises, tried to look out the window at the parking lot, but there was not the slightest movement there either.

"He went to the back room; he will probably be bandaged there. Come on, we must keep on going."

They ran the short distance to the car, huddling against the rain. Mother was supporting Amelia as she took each step more slowly.

Cold penetrated everywhere. Martyna first opened the passenger door and helped her daughter, who was swaying on her feet, to get in. She walked slowly around the car. Before opening the driver's door, she looked around carefully. Reassured, she said softly to the bloodied figure standing next to the car, clutching herself tightly:

"Do yourself a favor, fuck it all, and go to the light."
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Something is emerging from the fog
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It rained since morning. The cold wind beat against the small windows, leaving traces of wet snow on the glass. Thin streaks of water appeared on the wooden window sill, light with age. The man, looking at them, thought it was high time to seal these windows once again. It was a November after all. It was bitterly cold in the large room with the brick kitchen in the middle. The stove divided the room into two parts - kitchen and table. The first had crude wooden kitchen cabinets; old cans and jars piled on their tops, and between them were tangled with twenty earthenware and metal cups. The wooden stairs leading to the attic took up so much space that if you wanted to go to the second part, you had to avoid them with a small arch. There were pictures of young people everywhere in front of this kitchen or this cottage. Old and new photos. Certificates of belonging to this place.

A long table, around which chairs, surely remembering better times, and wooden benches made of not exactly planed boards, occupied almost the entire part of the common room.

Only a battered piano could fit at one end of the table. Admittedly, quite little light shone through the wooden muntin windows, but enough light to be able to read the time on the old mantelpiece clock, it is unknown why it was attached to the wall between the windows. It was hanging there, and it little legs gave off a strange feeling that something was missing underneath it. Even this fireplace hood. Those who used to come here said about this clock that only it measures real time. People like this safe mystic.

The hearth under the kitchen no longer had even a spark to light a fire. The man crouched by the stove, peering down the dark, cold hole. Finally, he lit a fire with dry logs and warmed his hands for a moment, pulling them towards the fire. He stroked the little shaggy dog shuffling under his feet. Before the water for tea boils, he can still sit by the window and look through the blurred windows at the empty space surrounding his hut, up to the far line of the forest. Or go outside, face the hills beyond which the town lies, and look at the road. Hardly anyone came to the cabin this time of year, but sometimes someone would come for a night or two. The man did not miss the companionship, but receiving tourists was his duty. Part of the fun. He could have guessed if he wanted someone to come today, but he didn't want to spoil it. The surprise was a very pleasant feeling. So fresh.

He went outside to a small landing by the stairs that turned out to be a terrace. The railings, as if made of old boards, swayed in the gusts of wind. The man stood for a moment, looking around. Then he closed his eyes and looked up, letting the driving rain chill his face. He took a deep breath, pleased. He tucked his hands into the pockets of his threadbare jeans and swayed slowly to the beat of a melody that only he could hear. He looked forty, though his face was full of furrows. These are born out of experience and worldliness. Perhaps some of them were even from cruelty.

* * *
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The tea was strong and very sweet, and the earthenware mug had a bruised ear, so every time the man wanted to drink quietly, he looked away from the book and, grabbing the pot, he watched his fingers attentively, looking for the most comfortable way to be able to safely raise it to his mouth. Little details. Relevant moves.

He still had half a cup of that morning tea when someone knocked on the door. He grimaced regretfully as he tucked the spoon as a bookmark.

"Come on in!" He said aloud, turning to the door. The newcomer did not look like one of those castaways who showed up here unannounced, expecting nothing but a place to sleep in the attic and the opportunity to cook something for himself on the kitchen stove. Nothing but silence and no questions. The dog did not react to his arrival, but continued to sleep on its bedding.

The man standing in the doorway was wearing an elegant light Burberry coat and a fancifully long double scarf wrapped around his neck. Longer hair, pulled back in a ponytail, glistened with some kind of pomade. In one ear he wore a long gold earring ended in a teardrop-shaped pearl. He didn't look like a tourist. If only because there was not a drop of rain on his pale cloak or hair, and the shiny black boots had not an ounce of mud, which now reigned around the hut. He smiled at the man sitting at the table.

"When I was told you were so crazy again, I didn't want to believe it. But you really did it!"

"I'm glad to see you, Emanuel... Would you like some tea?" Looking around the cabin, the visitor slowly unwrapped the long scarf from his neck. He shook his head disapprovingly.

"We've been through this a while ago. You'll probably say that there is no electricity here and you won't get good coffee from the coffee machine?"

"There is no electricity here and I don't have a coffe machine."

He shifted the book on the table to make room for the mug of tea. He himself sat on the other side. Emanuel Blanco Romasanta Ossiriens de Carranza drummed his fingers on the table top as he impatiently watched the host's slow, deliberately celebrated sitting down. He pushed the book aside, slowly reached for it again, to check the page where he had placed the spoon once more. He nodded as if he were memorizing the last sentence he read. He brought the cup with the damaged ear closer, calmly looked for the most comfortable place to grab it. Finally, he took a sip and, slowly setting the cup down, said in a polite voice:

"I suppose you didn't come for a social reason."

"It started."

No emotions on the host's face. The polite face of a psychoanalyst who pretends to be listening attentively to his patient.

"I guess that was to be expected. What this time?"

"He works blindly. I guess. Several women were killed."

The guest took out his cigarettes, but did not light it, restrained by the host's gesture.

"So, he finally understood something."

They were silent for a moment. Emanuel did not hide his disgust as he looked around the room. Candles in old bottles, masking nets on the walls. "What a lack of taste!"

"Are you coming back?" He asked, though he knew the answer.

The host's face lit up with the happy smile of a boy plotting an innocent mischief.

"Not yet. Let he warm up." He picked up the book. It was thick, with a glossy black cover, and had a short, three-letter title. "Great. Alternate past, reads really well. People's imaginations have always fascinated me. And their curiosity, what would happen if one day someone opened the door on the right, not on the left. And if it hadn't scared this butterfly..." He thought for a moment. "Emanuel, if you are concerned about anyone... send security."

The visitor nodded, his face grimacing. He knew well his responsibilities to family and friends. He also knew that he was willing to risk a lot to pay the debt of gratitude for both Toledo and Franche-Comté and Allariz.

"How are you not bored here...?" He asked in a tone of social conversation, changing the subject.

"You have to diversify your existence somehow, right?" The host shrugged.

Emanuel finally dared to drink some of the hot drink from the cup."

He made a face in disgust.

"It never bothers you? You've been sitting on a powder keg for six hundred years," he said.

"The only thing that worries me right now is snow." I don't like clearing snow," muttered the host, looking at the window.

Snow continued to hit the leaky windows. They listens to the wind battling against the boards of the railing outside. The impatient guest broke the silence:

"What is this place anyway?"

The man made a face that suggested he was struggling to remember something.

"Now it's called... Bieszczady..."

* * *
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"And more or less where are we?"

"Behind Wrocław. We should be in Wolfenstein in about two hours. Get some sleep now."

"Ah! Great. And where is this Wolfenstein?"

"The vicinity of Karpacz."

"And we're going to the cemetery there, huh? You put me in a car at night and take me to some crap place to light candles on the graves of your relatives that you say you don't have? Such an early morning?"

"Oh no. In the early morning we will visit my mother for breakfast."

Of course, Amelka did not give her mother the satisfaction to ask: "I have a grandmother?" Everyone has a grandmother - dead or alive - everyone must have a line to connect them to the past. She imagined infinitely stretched DNA, similar to a model in a biology lab, to which, like little balls, people were attached to symbolize successive generations. At the very beginning she was dangling, right behind her - her mother, and then some faceless woman who was her grandmother. Behind her, the next women and the next, smaller and smaller, as if less important, until they disappeared into the darkness, small balls attached to a thin thread. Interesting - she saw only women.

Sure, she wanted to have a grandmother. For example, like Andrzej had - a busy, wiry woman, constantly busy with her career, but at the same time finding time to chat with her grandson and Amelka over a warm apple pie when they visited her on Saturdays. It wasn't a stereotypical grandmother, with a little gray bob and eyeglasses at the end of her nose. It was a grandmother who took them to shopping madness to shopping malls and tried on the same clothes Amelia chose. It was a grandmother who snorted contemptuously on television when she heard her son's pompous declarations of righteousness and crystal-clear morality. He and Andrzej planned to tell her the whole truth about her beloved grandson soon. Amelka suspected, however, that she already knew.

And her grandmother? Is she like her mother? She gave her a thin, hand with rings, asking coolly and politely, "Amelia, I suppose? How are you, Amelia? Nice to meet you". Or maybe she will say that "not nice" - after all, mother did not keep in touch with her for a reason. Maybe this woman did not accept Martyna's single motherhood? Maybe she hurt mom, rejected her? What if her mother was in contact with her all the time, but she didn't want Amelka to meet her grandmother? Was she ashamed of her? Was she doing a triple murder sentence or locked up in a mental hospital because she'd gone completely crazy raising someone like Martyna?

She was sitting in the car, next to her mother, leaning her head against the window. The vibrations of the pane irritated her forehead, keeping her awake. She still couldn't remember anything from last night - the black out. It's good that Andrzej somehow transported her home. She must call him. She will tell him about the accident with Adrian, ask him what actually happened. She tried to close her eyes, but every time she closed her eyelids for a long time, when the first dream caught her, she saw some crooked, unnatural face with fang-like teeth sticking out of her bleeding gums. She probably overdoses an alcohol and weed from Anka. She still felt sleepy and tired, and this surreal night trip was not at all invigorating for her.

She looked at her mother. Characteristic - it was a pale dawn, she
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