
Rea Sartori

––––––––

LOSS OF VIRGINITY



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      LOSS OF VIRGINITY

    

    
      First edition. December 22, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Rea Sartori.

    

    
    
      Written by Rea Sartori.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

THEY TOLD ME THIS MORNING...

IT BEGAN LIKE THIS

A CITY AT THE END OF THE WORLD

EVIL TAKES AIM WITH ONE EYE

THE SENIOR PROM

LOVE AND HATE

A WALK ON EDGES

THE VISIT

LESI DOESN'T GO HOME

MY BEAUTIFUL GYPSY

DON'T WAIT FOR ME

GUIDEPOSTS

DAMJAN

FRIDAY

NOT EVERYTHING THAT GLITTERS IS THE SUN

THE PARTY

MICHEL

A FIGHT

SANJA

SHAME

"JUST AN ILLUSION"

NATA

THE DEAD AND I

DEPARTURE

CRUMBS OF LIFE FOR A PIGEON

KALINA'S ROOMS

NO TRESPASSING

SCHEME

NOTHING

THE COWBOY HORSED

A PACT WITH THE DEVIL

TO STUDY OR TO KILL MYSELF

NOTES

DUBROVNIK

“ADRIA”

RETURN TO REALITY

ABORTING A LIFE

THE HUNGARIAN WOMAN

SOUL AND LESSONS

GOOD GIRLS

THE UNSPOKEN

CROSSROADS

THE LETTER

ALEKSA

LET THERE BE LIFE

EVIL SHADOWS

THE ROSE

LIFE AND DREAM

WHAT IS NINE YEARS...

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

THEY TOLD ME THIS MORNING...
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For a while, I felt nothing. It was as if I had been thrown into the abyss by that very sentence. I wasn’t falling apart or afraid; I simply became part of that empty, menacing space without meaning. I couldn’t find within myself what it was that I was feeling. I always thought that the only feeling, when it came to him, would be hatred. That’s why I avoided remembering, thinking, analyzing anything from the past. I didn’t want to revive hatred. Just when I had, for some time now, started to believe that I had forgiven him everything and that it was enough not to return to that darkness... suddenly, a strange, irrepressible need arose in me to dig through my head, my soul, my memories...

He is gone!

Did I really need that to gather courage and look back? I don’t understand myself. I only know that it was always terribly difficult for me to recall details related to that period. Over the years, some black holes increasingly conquered and occupied the space where the past should have stood, where living memories should have rested peacefully. Suddenly, and against my conscious desire and will, with his departure from this world, memories began to arrive, lining up like an army assembled from snapshots, neatly arranged in columns and rows. And then those snapshots arranged themselves into an invisible album of life. From there, from that album, they gaze at me pleadingly, asking to be reviewed, understood, and finally accepted. As if I couldn’t allow myself that luxury—for him to leave forever without me having truly managed to forgive, neither myself nor him. Did I really have anything to forgive, and why does everything now seem different than all these years? And there are many, so many... those empty years.

A light is now gently lifting the darkness, illuminating part by part truths long suppressed, forgotten, concealed. I feel that light striving, that at some moment, it will warm us with its all-seeing mercy...
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IT BEGAN LIKE THIS
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The sun had just bathed the May morning on the hills. The villagers had long been out in the fields, diligently hoeing the little arable land there was. The scent of freshly baked bread under the baking lid and boiled milk on the hearth wafted from the yard. Žuća, the enormous sheepdog, stretched out lazily, soaking up the warmth of the early spring. The cat on the roof squinted suspiciously in his direction, not intending to come down until he moved away. Forest birds could be heard joyfully announcing the day, along with the grunting of pigs in the sty.

The peaceful morning was broken by a shrill child's cry. Through the yard ran Granny, all flustered as if there had been an earthquake. From the 'building'—as they called the house where they slept—the cry was heard again, now somewhat louder. A call was also heard:

"Granny, help me! Here she is! Here she is... my Jelena..."

Žuća barked and approached the building to see what was causing the commotion in his yard. The cat skillfully seized the opportunity to climb down from the roof and chase the sparrow that was pecking on the doorstep of the lower house. Granny rushed into the building, slammed the door behind her, and the quiet spring morning once again imposed the rural idyll.

It began like that. That is probably how every earthly life begins, accompanied by God's peace. But the child's cry heard at birth is not in vain and without reason. The soul does not want to be born; it knows that the path it is sent on is full of pain, sorrow, and despair. The only thing it can and must search for on that path is love, because by seeking love and goodness, it manages to endure that fate, the sentence of life. And it must be so, one must learn from one's own pain to be able to learn. Once, in another time, in some future life, we will perhaps understand that evil begets evil and only love begets love.

When my father returned home after serving his military service... his little girl was already a year old...

It was hard for Grandma and Grandpa when their son, not long after returning, decided that he and his wife, with the child in their arms, would move to the city and start a new life there. But that's how it had to be. After a few years, I got a little sister. Father had changed several jobs by then.

And then, one morning, a huge truck stopped in front of our small apartment—a converted ground-floor space in my aunt's two-story house. That's when I understood that everything was already packed, planned. Everything was in big boxes, but my bunny wasn't there... the little, rubber, green bunny. I often played with him by the display window. A large green curtain covered the windowpane, hiding us from the neighbors' glances. I would just crack open a corner of that huge, heavy curtain, and that was my window to the world, to the street, to the people and children. With him, with my little bunny, I talked, shared secrets, fears, desires. He was my best friend, my comfort in dark nights. For me, he was alive, real... more alive and real than anything else. Panic seized me. My bunny was nowhere to be found. I ran around, searched, asked Mom, rummaged through the leftover boxes. He wasn't there. And time was ticking away, things were disappearing from the apartment, some people were carrying them out, emptiness was taking over the space of my childhood.

I lost my green bunny.

I realized I would never see my friend's eyes again. No one understood why I was crying so much and refusing to leave. I didn't want to abandon him to the cruelty of life. And somehow I was sure that was exactly what awaited him. Mother helped some people load the last things, and we set off, this time for longer, much longer, and on a much longer journey than I could have imagined.

As the truck sailed down the highway, leaving only dust behind, images hard to describe sailed through my childish mind. Images of childhood sailed by. Fear made the world look like a distorted picture in the rearview mirror of the big truck. That picture raced through my eyes at high speed, bringing confusion and a certain restlessness. The branches by the roadside almost seemed to gouge my eyes in their onslaught, that's how it felt to me then. The life up to that point seemed terribly long and unclear. At seven years old, it feels like you're leaving your whole life behind. Almost like a death, a kind of strange death, a murder of the present, a murder of the peaceful morning, a murder of a life that had just begun. It didn't start well, let's make a different one...

That "death" made it so that afterward, I only remember certain segments, some snippets, snapshots... misty flickers of someone else's life. I never managed to accept the life before that as my own. I never managed to accept the life after that as my own, either. Someone else was living that. I had no ambition to experience any of it. I didn't like the path they were leading me on. Somehow I had a feeling I would have been happier if we had stayed where we were. The fact that Father would have a higher salary at the new job in the new city meant nothing to me. The only thing that mattered to me was the fact that the view from our apartment's display window was a view of a clear sky, of some heavenly gate, of white clouds and the ripe cherry tree across the way. The fairy of my carefree childhood resided there, on that neighbor's cherry tree. My little, rubber, green bunny and I often waved to her from the window. And she waved back, smiled, ate cherries with full lips, and occasionally blew us kisses. All of that was left behind, in another time. The sky, the cherry tree, the fairy, the bunny... my whole childhood. The only thing I had in my hands, the only thing I held onto then, were some children's books, fairy tales. A few of those little fairy tale booklets were given to me as a farewell gift by the kids from the first grade. I didn't even finish the first semester there; we were just learning the first letters... That's what I had, with their clumsy signatures on the first page of "Briar Rose."
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A CITY AT THE END OF THE WORLD
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Right at the entrance to the "city at the end of the world," an intersection blocked our way. The driver didn't know which way to go. He left us in the truck and ambled off to a nearby cafe to call my father. It was all the same to me. Everything was strange and frightening. The houses were glued one to another, with enormous gates that screeched like ghosts with every gust of wind. The streets were identical, like Siamese twins. There were no picket fences, yards, or small gates. No people on the streets. I didn't like it and I never came to love it... that "city at the end of the world."

Although the first years of my stay in that city passed in a daze, I fondly remember some people from that time. Perhaps only the beautiful things are remembered. The brain, in self-defense, erases memories of the ugly or terrifying. I remember the boy who lived in the neighborhood and followed me every morning on the way to school. I was a little afraid of him; he had pulled my pigtails a few times and I didn't particularly like him. And then I found out he had a crush on me. I forgave him immediately for the pigtail-pulling and we became friends. I also remember the boy from my desk who I was madly in love with. We lived in the same neighborhood. We always walked home from school together. It seemed to me that each of those returns was bathed in the spring sun and smelled of lilac. A certain abandoned church was an important place we passed by. We would stop by its tall, iron fence and enjoy the view. The courtyard was full of all sorts of shrubs. Mostly lilacs. The whole street was fragrant. A stone path was visible among the bushes and a large wooden door, the entrance to the building. The large knocker on the door was in the shape of a dragon's head and it stared at us through the branches and clusters of lilac. There, the two of us devised the most terrifying stories about the castle, the dragon, and the people imprisoned in the church cellar. There, daily, pressed close to one another, we tried to concoct the most terrifying conspiracy, the most terrifying secret hidden behind that iron fence. Those were my moments of eternity, moments when I was next to the blue, bright eyes of the boy who was my first love. Only in the third grade of elementary school did I learn that he had fancied another girl all along. All my ships sank. He loved Vesna, short, chubby, with short, brown hair. I was both smarter and prettier than her. But I only realized that many years later.

Love has a face. Srđan was both the face and the reverse of love for me... my first love.

It's as if I can still hear our teacher scolding us:

"Jelena, Srđane, I'll separate you if you don't stop talking! You're not listening to the little poem... and it needs to be memorized! Chatterboxes! How does the poem go, Srđane?"

Srđan would always stand up with a smile and say:

"One crow cawed and hopped about the field... suddenly a blackbird came and bit the crow's nose!"

Everyone would burst into laughter, and the teacher would just mutter:

"It's easy for you. You're young and you think everything that flies is food. Love has already gone to your heads. What will you do later, when you grow up, if you're in such a hurry now? You're a witty one... Alright, alright!"

The rest of that life was reduced to moving from apartment to apartment, to increasingly frequent tears from my mother and my father's silence.

He could go for days without even saying good morning. The more he was silent, the more mother cried and talked about her own disappointment in life and in him. Somehow I erased all that from my mind, trying subconsciously to protect myself from a vague fear. I prayed every night that my sister would stay little as long as possible so she wouldn't understand what I, somewhere in my soul, quickly recognized. They didn't get divorced, but it would have been better if they had, because that tension between them never subsided. It left marks on me, like furrows left by a plowman in the earth, plowing deep. But those furrows were a pain I couldn't overcome in the right way. For me, their failure meant the failure of everything I could have believed in.

They didn't part ways, though they should have. Perhaps that way I could have found a straw to cling to. Maybe one of the two would have seen me.

This way... they saw and heard only themselves. And they both saw the same face of failure, misunderstanding, the unpleasant face of truth. They were never truly for each other, they never really understood or loved each other. They just did everything they knew to make it look that way. Why does God arrange things like this? I loved them! They were everything I had. And every one of their arguments was like the ground slipping from under my feet. It always seemed to me there was a solution; I knew what they had, that it could and should be loved. If only she had stayed quiet a little more. If only he had once spoken with love. But that didn't happen. Perhaps the adolescence I was stepping into in those days was also taking its toll. Perhaps my hormones made this world look like a hellish pit. But that's not even important.

I wanted to kill myself because they were arguing. That was the fact.

I wasn't quite sure how I could do it, so in the end I gave up. On my thirteenth birthday, Tito died, and everyone was crying. And I cried because that day I got my first period and I had nowhere to bathe. We lived in two small rooms and didn't have a bathroom. Mother heated water in a pot and spread a blanket to make a screen so I could wash, and I was ashamed of her, of life, of myself, of fate. I cried the whole day, and everyone else cried, they for Tito, and Tito was my excuse.

Around that time, he appeared. His name was Damjan. He was tall, blond, somehow repulsive. He had one eye watery, bluish, blurred. The other eye shot its green-gold shine around and glittered. That's how it is; some curses cannot be avoided. Some evil fate, if destined for us, cannot be driven away. Presumably, that evil fate has its purpose in this life. Presumably it is meant to teach us lessons we didn't manage to master in previous lives. Perhaps we need those lessons for this life, for some future events unknown to us.

At the moment when evil approaches us, we do not see it as such. It wears a mask. That mask is always something we least expect, something we least fear. Evil is cunning. It dresses in the robes of charity, innocence, simplicity. Evil is cunning. It dresses in the robes of beauty, goodness, mercy, eloquence. And eloquence is the "virtue" of all evil. That way it more easily slips under the skin, infiltrates life, masquerades as a friend, relative, companion, lover...
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EVIL TAKES AIM WITH ONE EYE
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My evil was let into our house by my father.

He brought him in, wishing to do good and help a young man from the countryside. Besides, this young man was our relative on my mother's side, some cousin from an uncle's side... for God's sake... it's still not clear to me even today. He didn't see out of that watery eye. He had injured it as a child; an open razor had fallen into his eye. Some friend or brother had climbed a tree with an open razor, he was climbing up after him, the razor slipped from his hand, straight into his eye. They couldn't save the eye; a bluish, blurred stain remained on the white marble... that's how it looked. And so, he didn't see out of that eye.

But... as if evil needs two eyes... it takes better aim with one!

I think he had his target sighted from the very first day, as soon as he arrived at our house, even while slurping the soup my mother had cooked to welcome him. I don't know how the days flowed after that; I don't remember it best. I know that a girl named Saška from my class came to visit once and afterwards she mockingly told everyone how poorly we lived. I was humiliated to the bone. I never spoke to her again. I defended myself with silence. I remember that immediately after that, Jasmina, very loudly and in front of everyone in class, invited me alone to visit her. And Jasmina was rich and popular, her parents worked in Germany, she lived with her grandmother in an apartment. I went timidly, in patched-up jeans; I didn't have anything better. She and her grandmother welcomed me like a princess, like their important guest. They didn't even glance furtively at my patches. After the experience with Saška, I wanted to know if they would look suspiciously at my poverty. I was overjoyed because I saw that there were people for whom it didn't matter. Jasmina... a girl I came to love like a sister because of that. She was just, a good soul. She saw me. She wanted to be friends with me, not with my jeans. But good people seemed to be driven away from me by some higher force. So she too, after just a few months, had to move to Germany, to her parents. I lost another selfless friend. First the bunny, and now Jasmina. I guess it has to be that way.

Someone up there arranges things according to their own will. Someone up there is playing a chess game on the black-and-white board of our little lives. What piece am I in that game? Only a pawn comes to mind!

Two years later, while the early June sun mercilessly scorched the asphalt, I didn't mind spending the whole day searching for a beautiful dress. I enjoyed it even though my wallet was very thin. Persistence paid off. In some out-of-the-way shop, I found a lovely yellow dress for a decent price. I was getting ready for my first formal outing, the senior prom. Perhaps I was too excited about it; in any case, I didn't sleep that night. I spent it daydreaming about dancing with some young man from my dreams, like in fairy tales... But this princess didn't live in a fairy tale, and the princes weren't like those in fairy tales either. It turned out the princess was very naive and very foolish. Sometimes it seems to me I was born that way, naive and foolish, and that I'll die that way. So much passes through life, so many sorrows, woes, disappointments, and it seems to me, nothing is learned from them.

Are those lessons too complicated? Or are they too simple? Do we not master them because we don't understand them, or do we not even see them? They are before our eyes.

Perhaps what is before our eyes is the hardest to see. And life passes so quickly...
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THE SENIOR PROM
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The senior prom began in the school hall, dazzlingly lit by lanterns of all colors. The music was too loud. Huge speakers, on all four sides of the hall, were bouncing. The din of unrestrained teenagers overpowered everything, and it seemed to me like magic, as if midnight could never strike. It seemed to me that all the girls at that prom had escorts. They were all dancing with some boys. I stood on the side with Nata, who kept pushing her enormous glasses up her nose; we talked and swayed to the rhythm of the music. The boys didn't approach us. Many of those girls were escorted by older guys from the final grades of high school. They kissed and hid from the teachers' glances. I envied them for every embrace, for every kiss. The thought ran through my head that I must be very ugly and unattractive since no one approached me, no one was courting me. Ah, if I had only known then how many secret glances were directed my way, how many shy and frightened boys there were who couldn't muster the courage to ask me to dance. I thought I was invisible in that glittering hall full of shiny, fancy dresses. My dress was so plain next to that sparkle, like a peasant girl's, like a shepherdess's. At the time, I thought that was decisive, that it ruined my chances of dancing.

Midnight did strike, however, and the crowd swept me along into a bitter experience...

For some reason, I first thought everyone was going home. Mistake. A group of boys and girls broke off and headed to the park. Among them was my classmate, Lela. She literally grabbed me by the sleeve and dragged me off with them.

"Senior prom isn't every night, this is our chance for fun, come on..." she said, pulling me.

I didn't like the idea, but...

"To hell with it..." I thought. "Senior prom is only once."

I went, expecting to flirt with some young man, maybe even find a boyfriend, like all the girls in my class. I was frustrated by the fact that only I didn't have a boyfriend and that I still didn't know how to kiss. It would have been nice to kiss a guy for the first time, right at the senior prom.

Right at the entrance to the park, couples began to separate and go their own ways. I felt like a spare part and with my eyes, I searched for Lela. But Lela had already slipped away through the park with one of the young men. I saw only their backs in the half-darkness of the path, to the right of the park entrance. I was just about to turn around and leave. I hesitated a second or two longer than I should have. A young man appeared next to me from somewhere and offered me his hand, calming me slightly with his gaze and words:

"Let's go, you and me. Let those little lovebirds be alone for a bit. Give me your hand. The two of us will take a walk; we don't need them."

I don't know why I gave him my hand and went when I didn't know him at all, not even by sight.

I must admit to myself that somewhere in my subconscious, I expected a fairy tale; he was like a prince, extremely handsome. His hands were warm and tender. He was perfectly built, elegantly dressed... a white shirt, under a jacket the color of white coffee, accentuated his blue eyes and made them seem even bluer than they really were. He had a mischievous smile, and I hoped for a walk, an escort home, maybe a first kiss. He led me through the pitch-dark park. None of the lights along the path were working. As if the whole park was cursed, so deeply shrouded in darkness. I couldn't see anything ahead of me, except for his eyes, as he told me not to be afraid while he led me.

He stopped by a tree, held me close to him and started kissing me, but frantically, uncontrollably, too aggressively for my trembling, frightened, still childish heart. There was something terrifying in that field, something that couldn't be stopped, I felt it and shuddered through the shivers. I tried to stop the urge, but he was holding me tightly and was already forcing his tongue into my mouth. He was beautiful, he smelled good and all of that attracted me, until it became too rough.

“Don't... wait a minute... slowly...” I tried to find the words, to catch my breath.

But my words didn't seem to reach him. They had the opposite effect. He was grabbing my dress with his hands, searching for my breasts. The rough bark of the tree behind me didn't give me any room to move.

“Please, stop! Well... I didn't want it that way at all... stop! Stop... just give me a moment!”

It was a futile cry because he knocked me down to the ground very hard and took my breath away for a short while. He pressed me tightly with his body and with his hands he lifted my dress and tried to take off my panties. Fear gripped me all over. I was innocent and I didn't imagine it like that. I felt on my body that his penis had swollen so much that every vein was trembling. Fear. Panic fear. Panic search for a way out, for salvation. The chaos in my head still managed to produce words, increasingly quiet words and an ever-growing lump in my throat. Fear sat on my chest. Fear was trying to enter me.

“Please, don't force it like that... I'm innocent. For God's sake! Tomorrow... tomorrow... I want to be with you, but I don't like it like this... not like this!” I sobbed and begged.

He looked at me furiously. Lightning flashed and thunder clapped from those gentle, blue eyes.

And the devil has a face... I know it well... I've never forgotten it...

“Why the fuck did you turn me on if you didn't want to give it to me!?” he screamed frantically. “What did you send me with, if you didn't want it!? What did you think you were going to do in the park... hold hands?!”

“But, please... this is too fast... and rough... let me explain...”

“Why the fuck are you going to explain to me, now that you fucked me!? What should I do now? Jerk him off, or what? Well yeah... now you're going to give me a nice blowjob! Everything will be fine...”

It was as if I saw a crazy flash in his eyes at that moment. Somewhere inside me, the survival instinct woke up. I knew I had to get out of this shit as painlessly as possible, and obviously it could have been very painful. I read cruelty and implacability in his eyes. I knew he could hurt me, much more. While I was trying to figure out what to do in a split second, he had already stuffed his swollen member into my mouth and I was beginning to satisfy myself, as if I were just an object he was using for those purposes. Scared, frozen with fear, I could only catch my breath convulsively between his penetrations into my throat. His member seemed huge to me and was choking me. I was already starting to gag when he suddenly pulled it out of my mouth and came abundantly on my face. Only then did he loosen his grip, move off of me and calm down like a beast when it is napping. And I could barely hold back the urge to vomit. I sat up and tears streamed down my cheeks like a river. I was shaking feverishly, from disgust, from disappointment, from horror. I looked at him once more and could not believe my eyes... he was truly beautiful. He had transformed. He had that gentle, tender look in his eyes again. He spoke in that first, gentle voice:

“Come on, little one, get dressed and go home... you're not from here! Where did I find you! And I could have fucked something tonight...”

I got up, shook the dust off myself, wiped my face with a handkerchief and hurried towards the exit. The darkness in the park was still the same, but this time I saw every stone, every path, every tree, every shadow... and each one looked like that savage look in his eyes. My tears flowed on their own, like streams.
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LOVE AND HATE
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I ran home as fast as I could, avoiding the lighted streets.

Of all the misery that had befallen me, I only worried that no one would see me so dirty, smeared with semen, tears, and the dust of the city park. It seemed to me that even the moon had conspired against me, that it shone as if it wanted to hurt me too, showing everyone the stain on my soul. I ran from the dawn that threatened to break early. I ran home as if it would cleanse me of the pain, save me from the truth. Cruel questions raced through my head. Was I raped? I don't know. I guess not. I'm still physically innocent, if that counts as innocence. Besides, what right do I have to even think about it? I'm guilty. That's how I should be. Didn't I wish for a stupid spell to happen to me? And who says that magic exists and happens to naive fools like me? Maybe it happens to other girls. I'm just a dusty fool who didn't meet a prince at a party, but a beast. My fairy tales somehow got mixed up and made a bitter mix. So what now? Who should I complain to... the Brothers Grimm? They're to blame. They weren't honest with me when they should have been. Fairytale loves don't exist. There's only the bitter and astringent taste of harsh reality. I smoked... whether I wanted to or not... and got home before dawn.

What an achievement, that no one saw me so humiliated! Bravo to me!

I entered quietly, like a thief, and fled to the bathroom of our new and beautiful apartment to wash the dirty traces from myself. The body endures everything. The soul, no one sees... meaning, it's better if it stays silent forever. I was not quite fifteen years old. I was a child. An innocent and naive child, suddenly lonely, wounded, confused, ashamed, a lost lamb among wolves... Can warm water and soap wash away everything such a child feels when wounded?

For a long time, I tried to forget under the stream of water, and then, even more beaten down and broken, I went to bed to forget, forget, and forget again, to the point of madness and back. Thoughts assaulted me in waves, disconnected. In my heart, until then, much love could fit. Suddenly, it expanded its horizons and took in just as much hatred. It was hard to distinguish between those two feelings. As if love and hatred, so intertwined, only evoke indifference, numbness.

I asked myself, is the one in whom hatred prevails, evil and cruel like the perpetrator of the crime themselves?

If love nevertheless prevails in the victim, does true forgiveness exist for the one who committed the evil? Does hope even appear to the reconciling and helpless victim that the evil person will become better precisely because they are being forgiven? Does the one who does not know how to forgive know that the victim carries within them a kind of strange enlightenment, drawing closer to God?

A fever shook me more and more, and I was weak, vulnerable, unaware of the currents of my thoughts. It didn't even matter. Thoughts. Thoughts. You'll find something. A straw for the drowning man. It's there somewhere. And I was choked by disgust for myself. Uncontrolled images flowed through my head, mixed with dreams, fears, nightmares. Some fever was taking its toll. I felt terribly heavy to myself, heavier than the desire to erase everything, heavier than the desire to flee from myself and from life. More than ever before, I felt an irresistible desire to kill myself, to simply, easily, simply kill myself. But my strength was leaving me; I was sinking into delirium. Am I dreaming? A dilemma was galloping through my feverish head... hallucinations were galloping, in my delirium...

Suddenly, I experience myself as a man, in fact a male, a horse, some undefined being. Dawn is breaking and the sky seems to be burning over the hill. The flame attracts me. I like the color of the blazing sky. From somewhere, another scent arrives, the scent of lilac. But that scent of lilac draws me towards the dewy earth, just awakened, damp. Where am I, disturbed by the birth of the sun? I transformed into a wild horse and galloped off. My mane scattered among the clouds, with my hooves I powerfully scraped the wet earth, the blades of grass. I, the horse, raving madly, chased clouds, butterflies, the wind, to the point of exhaustion. And then I collapsed into a sea of fragrant grass and triumphed over my own helplessness. Laughter seized me. The horse or me? I don't know. Laughter seized us. Feverish, contagious, it spread to the surroundings and the whole hill shook with hysterical laughter. Who is laughing there? Me? The horse? The hill? The sky? Who is laughing? I fight for reason. I call myself back to myself somehow, just for a moment.

It was enough to understand that I was delirious and shaking from a high fever. That's good. I won't have to get up. I won't have to talk to anyone, see anyone. That's good. That's good.

Three days later, I woke up almost normal. I still had the need to crawl into a seashell and forever listen to the sound of sea waves.

There, I could escape from the world. There, I could pack away the illusions about the non-existence of evil, illusions about the truth. I would crawl into that shell and order it to be thrown to the bottom of the ocean, into sheer nothingness, if only I could.

Mother entered the room with a large mug of warm coffee. The soothing aroma of a new day filled everything. She opened the windows wide and light flew into the room to clear the space full of feverish thoughts. She addressed me gently:

"Do you want some water and something sweet, to recover a little? Thank God, you've come to your senses after that fever. I was already thinking you would die in my arms. Take a sip of coffee to perk up."

"This coffee of yours is a real hit..." I murmured.

Man is a strange being. A little air, warm coffee, and he goes forward, not wanting to look back anymore. And perhaps there would be nothing to look back for anyway. Except for barefoot memories of childhood? For tear-filled eyes of roughly broken youth? For my own illusion of love? Let it be, let the wind take it all! If only it would take the emptiness from my heart, the sorrow to which I was slowly growing numb... That didn't happen to me.

Mother's re-entry into the room interrupted my train of thought. She was talking about some neighborly gossip and had no idea how hard it was for me that she didn't see my pain. And she probably attributed every change to the high fever, a cold, bare feet... who knows.
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A WALK ON EDGES


[image: ]


The sun filled the room, I got dressed and went for a walk. The warmth felt good and the strong light only evoked peace.

However, whenever someone passed by me, it seemed to me they were staring and turning to look back at me as if I were marked in some way. Two girls walked past and immediately began whispering something and giggling loudly. That completely provoked me. To suppress a hysterical scream, I ran and turned into the first alley. I had to go home. I was haunted by the feeling that everyone was staring at me and smirking. What a horror for frayed nerves... I thought I would never go out on the street again out of shame.

But... that very evening, Nata, my desk-mate, dropped by for a visit.

She was full of impressions from the senior prom, cheerful and bluntly talkative:

"Hey, damn it, Jelena! Your mom told me you caught a cold that night. No wonder, wandering around the park. You must have gotten really cozy... Jelena, my dear, Jelena..."

"What are you talking about?" I tried to stop her.

"What am I talking about? Well, you could tell me. Who were you hooking up with in the park? Where the hell did you find Vuk!? Man, that guy is a jerk among jerks... he didn't steal your wallet? A miracle! But he's a looker, I admit, handsome as a doll. If he weren't a criminal, I'd even be jealous..."

Nata was talking a mile
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