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A lullabay for Leonard (PROSE ENG)

​​LEONARD AND THE DOG

It was a cold winter. Your brain would freeze with even a hint of wind. It would just whistle across your eyes, cheeks, lips, ears. That whistle would crack with a sharp blow right over the skull. It would slice across your head with cold, like a razor. The thick layer of snow, which had fallen in previous days, now had a glazed crust on its surface. The branches, bare and defenseless, glittered under a blanket of snow and ice. The ground creaked underfoot when you walked. And the building where Leonard lived with his wife and two sons was located in a hilly part of the city. When it snowed, it was hard to pass between the buildings to get to the bus stop, to the street that was cleared more regularly for city traffic than the side streets. He had gotten up earlier than usual, hoping to get to work on time. He was already mulling over in his head everything that awaited him that day. The thoughts had started to haunt him even as he was soaping his beard to remove the stubborn stubble. He continued to nervously sort through all the papers that needed to be read, checked, and finally taken to the director of the Center for signing. He knew the director would scream because the contract with the client that arrived yesterday wasn't finalized yet. He wasn't paying attention to how he was walking over the treacherous layer of ice hidden beneath the snowdrifts. He didn't have the time, nor the humanity, to notice that the winter this year was harsher than in previous years. He didn't care at all. Whether it was summer or winter, it was all the same to him. He had to get up early. He had to rush to the office building he had long been sick of. He had to get as much work done as possible by the end of the workday. He had to try to get a raise from the director... This year, both his sons were starting college. Having twins is nice only until the costs double. One year for the two of them would cost him 3,000 euros. Where could he scrape together that much money? No matter how much he worked over the years, trying to earn at least a little more and set something aside, it never seemed to work out. There had been too many business trips, which he was the only one willing to go on, during his considerable tenure. Yet, every earnings would somehow evaporate, imperceptibly, get sucked into some endless holes and disappear there. It was spent. He couldn't say they spent it on things other people don't. They lived a quite solid, average life. Leonard and Amanda tried to provide their sons with at least one decent vacation a year, to ensure comfortable living conditions at home, to clothe them well, to send them on school trips with all the other kids, to afford them decent computers at home, to buy them good phones when the other kids had them. They bought a 70-square-meter apartment on a mortgage. They would be paying off that mortgage for the rest of their lives. Still, they knew that way they would have their own peace and comfort. Amanda was a nurse. She worked in the gynecology department at the City Hospital. A difficult job, shift work, stressful. When Cyrus and Ben, their sons, were in kindergarten, it was very tough. It sometimes happened that there was no one to pick up the kids from kindergarten when the clock struck 5 PM. Then they would scramble on the phone and manage to find someone to pick up the kids and bring them home. Then one of them, mostly Leonard, would have to rush home so the kids wouldn't be sitting on the staircase like orphans.

"I feel like an abandoned dog. Even God has given up on me. Not even He knows how to get me out of this mess," Leonard thought, too loudly for his frozen brain. "I no longer know how to come up with that much money by March. If we don't pay for college in cash in March, it will cost me another pile of money per head later, for those privileged enrollees. Amanda coddles them as if they were made of sugar. They could at least work during the summer, at least during the summer! Instead, both of them just lie around and play Zinga on their computers. Of course, they eat well and regularly, all of them."

Then he glanced at the garbage bag he was carrying from home to throw in the container by the bus stop. It was crammed with scraps of uneaten food. Ben always made a fuss about his pizzas and there was always some left to throw away. Cyrus just shoved his empty Coke bottles into the bag. He never wanted to at least crush those empty plastic bottles. Amanda was constantly cleaning the fridge of leftovers, afraid her darlings might eat something older than two days. Now the bag contained a pile of chicken wings he had bought yesterday, only to realize no one but him would eat them. He angrily tossed the bag into the bin. In doing so, he slipped and almost fell into the snow. He swore loudly, then hurried on with nervous steps.

After Leonard had moved a few steps away from the bin, a black shadow slowly approached it. As he was a rather large dog, he rose on his hind legs and skillfully pulled out the bag Leonard had thrown away. The bag landed on a pile of snow quietly enough that the departing man didn't even turn around. The dog, however, looked around several times before clamping his teeth down to tear the bag open. He carefully pulled food from the torn bag and greedily chewed the roasted chicken wings. There was no one around. It was too early for any serious disturbances from people. The dog pulled out the pizza leftovers, still neatly packed in the box. After the last wing crunched between his teeth, he nudged the box with his snout, sending it tumbling down the slope towards Leonard's building. The dog slid after the box. When he reached the bottom, he pulled the pizza box into a sheltered area next to the building. It was a concrete recess leading to the basement. In winter, it was warm there from the heating pipes that ran through it. The dog pushed the box a bit deeper, further into the shadow of that shelter. Then he came out near the surface to take some snow with his tongue instead of water. Everything was the same. The previous day, Leonard, along with all the other trash, had thrown away half a chocolate cake. Part of that was also in the corner where the dog had pushed the pizza. Several cardboard boxes had also been dragged there. The dog would crawl into them when he wanted to sleep. He looked up at the sky, shook his body, and returned to his hideout. There, he pushed one of the boxes to tip it over, and then crawled into it. Within moments, well-fed and settled in a warm spot, the dog dozed off. It wasn't long before from the direction he had just been looking at the sky, an icy wind began to blow, depositing snow on the already present drifts. It seemed that none of that concerned the dozing dog anymore, but the dog was thinking of Leonard, and a part of his being had a built-in clock. That clock knew exactly when Leonard returned from work, it knew the sound of the bus he came on, the echoes of his footsteps as he descended the path towards the building. The dog could smell Leonard's scent in the air. This was the man who fed him every day. This was his man.


​​THE MADHOUSE

Leonard could hardly wait for Sunday to rest, catch up on sleep, and forget, if only briefly, the pressures he was constantly exposed to on workdays. But his moments of true rest were rare. Around eight-thirty, he was awakened by the loud conversation of his wife with her mother.

"Mother, does Leonard need to come pick you up? If it's hard for you to take public transport, please, don't hesitate! You can't hear me well!? Well, Mother, I begged you to come to my hospital, so we can take you to a specialist and have your hearing checked! Don't tell me how old you are! To me, you are young, forever! And that water leaking under your sink, I don't know... We'll have to come over, have Leonard try to fix it or call a plumber. You can't bend over and carry buckets of dirty water. It's dangerous for your spine. Anyway, tell me, should I wake Leonard to come get you or not? Okay, okay! I know you don't want him to drive you and you'd like me to come, but I really have work. Alright, I'll come! For God's sake, Mother! We won't talk about my marriage anymore, please! Do you understand that Leonard and I already have sons who are starting college this year? Yes, I know that doesn't change anything for you."

The conversation went on endlessly. The point of the story was the same again. The esteemed mother-in-law would once again spend Sunday with them. Instead of having his own peaceful day, he would have a sullen mother-in-law full of complaints. He would also have his relentlessly nagging wife, who would never get enough of his services but would always find them, unfortunately, poorly chosen! He tried to remember the last time they had made love. He couldn't. Occasionally, they would have a quick fuck. They only made sure to check the clock and determine how many minutes wasn't too much for such a useless activity because "for God's sake, tomorrow is a workday or tomorrow mother is coming." He was fuming. In the silence of his bed, he quietly cursed his own guts in his thoughts. The boys had planned to go camping with friends. He and Amanda could finally have a day for themselves, for cuddling, for watching a good movie, for a walk. Amanda had managed to have her mother steal that possibility from them. The more he thought about it, the more nervous and angry he became.

"I'd love to just get in the car and get the hell out of here! I can't have a day for myself in my own home. That grumpy hag will ruin my Sunday again," he thought.

He tried to get out of bed and go to the bathroom. However, as he stood up, his vision darkened and he felt the ground disappear from under his feet. He just sat back down and lay there, waiting for the dizziness to pass. He thought he had gotten up too quickly and that was the problem. His hands were shaking. The heart in his chest began to pound furiously. A heavy lump got stuck in his throat. He wanted to call Amanda to bring him a glass of water. He couldn't utter a word. His mouth was dry and sticky. Thousands of disconnected thoughts raced through his head. They were tied together only by a thin thread, a mild panic and a fear he considered unfounded, despite the clear presence of several reasons for it.

"What will happen to my children if something happens to me? How will Amanda handle it? Who will take care of my parents? There will be no one to help my sister in trouble." All of this raced through his head at a dizzying speed.

After a few minutes, everything disappeared and returned to normal. He took a deep, slow breath. He believed that sudden nervousness and an adrenaline rush, due to the mother-in-law's impending arrival, whom he couldn't stand, had temporarily brought him to that state he had felt. He cursed himself. He would have to call his own parents, check on them. He hadn't been to their place in over two months, and they were both quite ill. His sister didn't have the strength to deal with all those problems alone. She needed her brother, at least for financial support, or just so she knew Leonard was there for her if needed.

"Instead of going to see my own family for at least a day, Amanda has saddled me with her esteemed mother again! I'm going to snap one of these days!" he thought but did not say.

Just as he stepped out of the bathroom, he heard some commotion from Cyrus and Ben's room. They were arguing again. Leonard yelled:

"Amanda!!! Please, see what these two brats are doing! Some fight has broken out again! This is becoming unbearable! Anyway, aren't they going camping? What are they waiting for? Do I need to drive them too, or does only the esteemed mother-in-law have requests for today?"

There was no answer. He called again:

"Amanda!!! I'm not dressed, I only have a towel around my waist! Please, go to them! Where are you, for God's sake!?"

He walked through the house to the bedroom. Amanda wasn't there. Neither were the car keys nor her mobile phone. She had apparently already left to pick up her dear mother, who was incapable of taking the bus and dragging her ass to their place. There was nothing wrong with her. She could go wherever she wanted. Countless times she had suddenly gone to a spa, for a few days, to a cousin who lived in the suburbs, to various friends. But when it was time to show up at their place on Sunday, for a ready-made lunch and cakes, then she was helpless and needed a car ride. Of course, she always had some excuse and always told her daughter, imposing a guilt trip on her:

"If you don't have time, don't come! I really can't manage alone, I don't feel well today, I've been feeling dizzy all day. And I really don't want to see your husband's awful face. That obvious disapproval is disgusting. If you had listened to me, you'd be living like a queen today. Instead, you live like a pauper. You have nothing to wear. You wear rags. You're sorry to give a little gas for your own mother and her health. Never mind, don't come! I'll cook myself an egg, I'll eat something by myself. Anyway, I'm always alone. I'll have to try to fix this leak myself. That husband of yours won't know how to do it. And if he brings me a handyman... Poor me! God forgive me, my mother is already poor and deceased. If only I had a fraction of the attention I gave her!"

All of this was running through Leonard's head while part of him was also nervous about the argument that wasn't stopping in his













​​SUNDAY























​​THE EASE OF LIVING








​​LONELINESS








​​THE DOG








​​NEW YORK





​​M.S.









​​THE FLIGHT






​​THE ROOM WITH A VIEW









​​FEVER











​​FIRST VISIT TO THE FOREST









​​JUST THAT


















​​SOUP WITH DUMPLINGS

































​​THE TRUTH IS A WHORE
























​​DRAGON
























​​DRAGON LEADS


















































​​WINGED ONE
































​​THE NEST




































​​TRACES




























​​QUESTIONS



















​​THE DREAM











​​HEAVENS



























​​THE SEARCH PARTY





























​​RICHARD AND AMANDA



























​​THE BACKPACK






















​​THE NEST






​​MRS. GRANDMA MELANY































​​ROOM NO. 1

















​​HOME





​​LEONARD'S CONVERSATION WITH DRAGON


















​​LEONARD AND WINGED ONE




















​​EARTH CALLS HEAVEN

























​​VISITING






























​​WHO ARE YOU TELLING THAT TO...




















































​​THE SONG THE BIRDS SANG IN THE FOREST


































d2d_images/cover.jpg
Rea Sartori

A LULLABY
FOR LEONARD





