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      ‘I am leaving.’

      Suzette looks up from filling the dishwasher. Nick is standing in the doorway, throwing up his car keys and catching them in the same hand.

      ‘One more week of lectures.’ He looks happily at her. ‘Then I can finally get back to work on the article that has been waiting for me for months.’

      ‘Great, darling.’ They kiss, and he leaves.

      He has the best job in the world, he often says, hobby and work in one. Who can say that? Smiling, she puts the last cups in the dishwasher and leaves the door ajar. Now it's her turn to do her own work.

      She likes to sit in her little study in the attic, which is just big enough for her desk with a computer and a bookcase. She is not easily distracted, simply because there ís nothing to distract her: from her desk chair, she can only see the roof of the house across the street through the tiny window. She turns on the fan, sits down, starts the computer and opens the document she has been working on for days: an English-language book on the evolution of the horse that she has to translate into Dutch. A big job.

      She never knew that horses had originated in North America. The first ones were no bigger than a fox. About 8000 years ago, horses became extinct in America but continued to live in Africa, Asia and Europe.

      Europe. Amsterdam. She sees again the images of the documentary about Amsterdam she and Nick had seen the day before yesterday. She had suddenly become so homesick that she had burst into tears. And Nick, that dear, had encouraged her to go to Amsterdam. 'Go there,' he said. 'I'll pay for the trip.'

      She takes a deep breath. Go there. Well... Richard flashes before her eyes. Don't think about it now. She has to work. Finally, she manages to concentrate on the translation.

      She is so busy that she only thinks of lunch when her stomach starts to growl. She shuts down and goes downstairs.

      The fridge is almost empty. So, shopping first. She gets into her car and drives to the supermarket, a three-minute drive. She could easily walk the mile or so to get there, and she would certainly have done so in Amsterdam, but she still has trouble getting used to doing everything by car—a typical American habit. Walking in this neighbourhood isn't much fun either. The route is hugely boring with spacious, mostly low houses with large gardens everywhere. Just like their own house, in fact. It is nice, though, that their front and back yards face west and east, so she can always choose whether to sit in the sun or the shade.

      It is pleasant and cool in the supermarket. She is in no hurry and eventually drives home with her shopping for a whole week. She parks her car as far to the left of the driveway as possible to make room for Nick's. When she has put away her shopping, she pours herself a glass of ice-cold water and prepares a salad for her lunch. She seeks shade in the backyard. They bought the teak table with the four reclining chairs with cushions this spring. They have used it often.

      How hot it is! And it is only June. It's a good thing she did her translation work in the morning: in the attic, where the sun shines in by now, it's too hot, even with the fan on.

      Barking sounds in the garden on the left. Are the neighbours home from holidays? She pricks the last cherry tomato on her fork and, glass in hand, walks to the lower part of the fence. Yes, there is Skippy.

      She calls him and the old Jack Russel runs excitedly towards her. He stands upright against the fence and when she stretches, she can just stroke his head. His muzzle is getting whiter, she sees.

      Lisa appears. ‘So, you found your girlfriend already?’ she says to the dog.

      ‘Did you have a pleasant holiday?’ asks Suzette.

      ‘Lovely. We got home late last night, and I picked up Skippy right away this morning. Come and have a drink. Or don't you have time?'

      ‘I’ll come.’

      A little later, Suzette and Lisa are sitting in the shade of Lisa's house, each with a glass of iced tea in front of him. Skippy is lying on the ground next to Lisa.

      ‘Pity you missed the party,' says Suzette. 'Did you hear anything?'

      ‘We heard the last people leaving, but we were too tired to come and congratulate you. Sixty, huh? How was the party?'

      ‘It was enjoyable, and everyone I invited was there.’

      'Except for us.' Lisa laughs. 'I brought you something. Wait, I'll get it.'

      Lisa comes back quickly. ‘Ta-ra!’ she says and gives Suzette a small packet.

      ‘Oh, how beautiful!’ exclaims Suzette when she sees the gold necklace and pendant. ‘A tulip! Have you been to Amsterdam?’

      ‘We toured all over Europe,' Lisa says, stroking the dog. ‘And we visited various countries and cities. Amsterdam, too. What a beautiful city that is, with those canals! Those little stones are sapphires, by the way.’

      ‘Thank you. It is gorgeous!’ She kisses Lisa. 'I'll put it on right away.'

      ‘It looks beautiful on you.’

      Suzette envisions the Amsterdam canals, with canal boats passing through and the trees along the quays in full leaf. In her mind's eye, she hears the Westertoren strike. What would it be like to walk around there again? 'How long have you been in Amsterdam?'

      ‘Two days. Much too short, actually. Who knows, maybe we will go there again in the future. Aren't you longing to see that city again?’

      ‘It's funny you should ask that. As a matter of fact, Nick and I were talking about it the day before yesterday. He thinks I should go there.' She takes a deep breath and swallows.

      ‘There you go! And? Are you going?’

      ‘I am thinking about it.’

      Skippy has fallen asleep. She can hear him snoring.

      ‘And Nick? You said he thought you should go. Doesn't he want to come?’

      She shrugs her shoulders. ‘I don't believe so.’

      ‘Oh? He lived there too, didn't he?’

      'Until he was eighteen.'

      ‘Well, then he must remember certain things, right?’ Lisa looks at her.

      ‘Of course. Maybe he wants to come along, I have no idea.' The tears burn behind her eyes. She has to leave. Abruptly, she stands up. 'You must have some things to do, I guess. I'll just go back to the other side.' Suzette touches her pendant. ‘I like it very much! Thank you.’

      Lisa also stands up. She looks at Suzette inquiringly. ‘Is something wrong?’

      ‘No, nothing!’ She quickly kisses Lisa on the cheek and flees.

      

      She hurries into her house and, before falling on the sofa, bursts into tears. Everything from the night before her birthday comes flooding back. The documentary about Amsterdam. The memories it brought back. Their exclamations: Do you remember...? and Oh, look! But also her memories of Richard, whom she suddenly missed terribly. Her violent crying fit. Nick sat next to her and had put his arms around her. ‘What is it? Is it getting to you?’

      ‘Yes, those images. I miss everything so much. And Richard, especially Richard.'

      ‘Oh, sweetie.’ Nick had hugged her even more tightly and kissed her on the head. 'Do you want to go there? I'd be happy to pay for your trip, just say so.'

      And now she is crying again; the conversation with Lisa about Amsterdam had done that. If only she had never gone to America, if only she had stayed at home with Maarten and Richard.

      She dries her tears and sits for a while. Slowly she calms down. She drinks a glass of water from the fridge and looks out into the back garden. Another thing, water from the refrigerator. In Amsterdam, she used to drink tap water, but here she doesn't like it. Too much chlorine. Strange that she suddenly thinks of that now. She hasn't drunk tap water for years, only from a bottle, and she never thought anything of it. But now... It's sweet of Nick to say that he thinks it's fine if she wants to go to Amsterdam and that he will pay for it. Does she want to? In a way she would love to but on the other hand, no one had ever heard from her again.

      

      A few days later, in the evening, Hugo unexpectedly appears at the door.

      ‘Come in, son,’ says Suzette. She looks out past him. 'Are you alone?’

      'Yes, I had to stretch my legs.' He walks into the living room. 'Dad's not here?'

      ‘Yes, he is. Did you come on foot?’

      He laughs. ‘Sure. It's not that far. An hour.'

      'Sit down, and have a drink if you like. I’ll call your father.'

      Nick soon arrives, and father and son embrace.

      Hugo has a beer, and Nick takes one too. Suzette pours herself a glass of red wine.

      ‘Have you come and visit us for a reason?’ asks Nick.

      ‘I wanted to ask you something. Next week the boys have holidays, and we wanted to go hiking in the Rockies for a few days. Would you like to come along?’

      ‘With tents, you mean?’ says Nick.

      'No. We're going to rent accommodation near Estes Park and hike from there.'

      ‘I would like that. But does your mother want it?’ He looks at Suzette.

      'Sorry Hugo, but it's nothing for me. I find those mountain roads scarier and scarier. I feel insecure. You four go and enjoy yourselves. I can only be a spoilsport. Or would you like to go, Nick? I'll let you. I can manage on my own for a couple of days.'

      ‘No, I won't. I won't leave you alone. When exactly were you planning to go?’

      ‘From Wednesday to Friday. Then we’ll be back home for the weekend.'

      ‘Come and have a barbecue here on Saturday afternoon,’ Nick suggests.

      Hugo wiggles his head. ‘It's delightful, but Gerald won't like it. He's been a vegetarian for a while, as you know.’

      ‘Ah yes, I forgot.’

      ‘You might as well come and eat here,’ says Suzette. ‘Then we'll make something that Gerald likes. Something without meat.’

      ‘I’ll talk to the home front about it. Thank you.’

      ‘Another beer?’ asks Nick, standing up.

      ‘Yes, please.’

      ‘Cheers,’ he says, after giving Hugo his can and sitting down again.

      ‘Cheers!’ Hugo raises his and takes a sip.

      ‘Your mother may be going to Amsterdam for a while to see Richard,’ says Nick.

      ‘Really? Great!’

      ‘I'm not sure yet.’

      ‘Why not? You want to see Richard, don't you? Or ...' He looks at her inquiringly, '... are you afraid he won't want to see you?'

      She shrugs and nods. ‘I'm a bit afraid of that, yes.’

      ‘Yes, that is possible. My little brother.’ Suddenly Hugo laughs. ‘I wouldn't recognise him. Maybe he's married, and they have children. Strange idea. You know what? Perhaps he's on Facebook. Wait a minute; I'll look him up.'

      Facebook?

      ‘My, there are a lot of Richards de Wit! Just a minute.'

      She watches Hugo busy on his smartphone. Suddenly he stops and stares at the screen. 'This must be him. Jesus! He looks like his dad! Look.'

      He hands her his mobile. When she sees the profile picture, she holds her breath for a moment. ‘Spitting image of Maarten!’ she exclaims. She can't take her eyes off the profile picture. This is Richard. A grown-up man. She can hardly believe it. ‘Nick, look!'

      Nick chuckles. ‘Yes, I recognise Maarten that way too. But he won't look like that now. He's the same age as me.’

      Maarten sixty-three? She can't imagine that. Would he have a belly? And he probably wouldn't have that long thick hair anymore, either.

      Hugo is busy on his mobile again. ‘Ah, look here. A picture of Maarten on his sixtieth birthday.'

      ‘Really?’ Excitedly, she takes over the phone from Hugo again. Richard is standing next to an older man at the Eiffel Tower. Under the photo, it says: Together with Dad to Paris for his sixtieth birthday! She sees the date: 1 August 2014. Yes, that is his birthday. Almost four years ago. She hardly recognises Maarten. He has grown fatter, and his once long hair is now short and much thinner. 'Who would have taken that photo?' she wonders aloud.

      'Richard’s wife, perhaps? Or Maarten's new wife? Could be,’ says Hugo.

      Maarten's new wife. She nods, looks again and gives Hugo the phone back. Maarten could indeed have a new wife. He might even have a child with her.

      ‘I see that Richard uses Facebook only very sporadically,’ says Hugo. ‘And Maarten not at all. In any case, I can't find him. Anyone else you want to look up? Uncle Louis, maybe?’

      Her brother. ‘Yes, see if he's on it.’

      ‘No, at least not under his own name. Sorry.’

      ‘It doesn't matter, dear. Now I know what Richard and Maarten look like. Isn't it remarkable these social media?’

      Hugo gets up. ‘I'm off. I'll let you know if we're coming on Saturday. And Mum, I'd go to Amsterdam if I were you.'

      ‘I’ll think about it.’
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      Suzette pores over various vegetarian dishes and finally finds a recipe for a curry that she likes, with chickpeas, spinach and yellow Thai curry sauce, among other things. She is looking forward to the arrival of Hugo, Karina and her grandsons. They will arrive on Saturday at around four o'clock.  They’ll have a drink first, and the boys can tell their story about the three days in the Rocky Mountains. Those children are always so enthusiastic.

      When Nick comes home in the evening, she has bought them two portions of sweet and sour pork with rice from the Chinese, their favourite Chinese meal. ‘I've been in the kitchen all afternoon for tomorrow,' she says, and tells him what she has made.

      'Wow, that sounds delicious. It's fine to eat a portion of Chinese. Really, you did a great job.'

      ‘I hope everyone will like it.’

      ‘I'm sure.’

      ‘How was your day? Were you able to work on your article?’

      ‘Yes, that went well. And you?’

      ‘I've almost finished the translation of the horse book, and later in the morning, I got a new assignment, so there's no shortage of work.'

      ‘You’ll be rich, yet!’

      She smiles.

      Like Nick, she drinks a beer with dinner. The sweet and sour pork is rather salty, and she is already thirsty from cooking.

      ‘Ha, that's good,’ she says.

      ‘Certainly. Another beer?’

      ‘Yes, please.’

      

      ‘Hi! Come in and walk straight to the garden,' says Nick.

      The house is immediately full of hustle and bustle.

      ‘Hi, grampa!’ Eddy kisses him and then approaches Suzette. 'Hi, Gran.'

      ‘Hello, lad. Nice of you to come.’ She holds him by the arms for a moment and pushes him away from her to get a good look at him. ‘Have you grown again? I think you're already as tall as I am!’

      He stands right in front of her. ‘I believe so too!’

      Gerald, the elder, also kisses his grandparents.

      ‘Did you have a nice time?’ she asks after she has greeted everyone.

      ‘Yes, wonderful. We all enjoyed it,' says Hugo.

      ‘Fine. Find a place in the garden.’

      Nick and Suzette had set up a large table with six chairs around it where they would eat later, but now they sit around two small tables on garden chairs.

      Nick takes care of the drinks, including those of the boys, and when everyone has been provided for, he asks them what they have done and seen.

      ‘We climbed over a waterfall,' says Eddy. ‘That was very steep and wet.’

      ‘He almost fell,’ says Gerald.

      ‘Not!’

      ‘Yes, that was the most beautiful and exciting trip, wasn't it?’ says Karina. ‘But not for you, Sue.’

      ‘No, I don't want to think about that. What else did you see?’

      Gerald says, 'The first hike we did, we passed a waterfall. It is thirty feet high. What was that one called again?'

      ‘Alberta Falls,’ says Karina. ‘That one is spectacular. We have photos of it, you'll see them later.’

      ‘And further on, it became steep again,' Eddy continues. ‘There were a few winding paths up through a gorge, and to the side, we saw rapids. From the third bend, we had a magnificent view of a waterfall plunging into the gorge. Really cool, Gran.'

      ‘Well, I hear they were great days.’

      ‘Yesterday we took it easy,' said Karina. ‘An easy walk, hardly any ascending or descending. Nice and relaxed.’

      Hugo nods. ‘And just as beautiful. The area is really magnificent.’

      ‘Where did you sleep?’ Nick wants to know.

      ‘In a chalet near Lake Estes. Just off Route 34.'

      ‘Ah, yes, there.’

      ‘Gerald and I both had a double bed to ourselves,’ says Eddy.

      ‘Lucky you! Was it such a big house?’ asks Suzette.

      'For six people.'

      ‘Do you remember the first time we rented a chalet there, Sue? Years ago with Hugo,’ Nick asks.

      ‘Yes! I haven't forgotten.’ She still liked it then, although she was never a hero on mountain roads.

      ‘That’s when I saw the Rockies for the first time,' says Hugo. ‘I thought it was great.’

      ‘How old were you then, dad?’ Eddy wants to know.

      ‘Seventeen.’

      They continue to talk about that time, about which Hugo's boys want to know everything.

      ‘You used to live in the Netherlands, didn’t you?' Suzette hears Gerald ask.

      ‘Yes, that's right. When I was seventeen, I went with my parents to America,' Hugo says.

      ‘But why?’

      ‘Isn't it logical? When Mum and I go away, you go too, don't you? Or don't you?’

      It's not that logical, Suzette thinks, annoyed. He could have stayed in Amsterdam with Maarten and Richard. Then she wouldn't have had to go to America either. The annoyance she feels surprises her. It's not Hugo's fault that she had come here, is it?

      ‘I heard that you might be going to Amsterdam,’ says Karina.

      ‘I haven't decided yet whether I'm going.’

      ‘Don’t you have another son there? Richard, I believe?’

      ‘Yes, Richard. I haven't had any contact with him for over twenty years. Maybe he doesn't want to know me at all.'

      Karina nodded. ‘That's a possibility, of course. But still... I think I would go. Just to be sure. It might not be so bad. Maybe if you explained to him what happened, he might forgive you for leaving him.’

      ‘Oh, Karina, I have already run through all kinds of scenarios in my head. I just don't know what to do. One day I will know, I think. I hope.'

      ‘I think so too. Give it time.’

      At that moment, the men burst out laughing.

      ‘I do that,’ says Suzette when she can make herself understood again.

      ‘Would anyone like another drink?’ shouts Nick.

      ‘Or shall I serve the soup?’ says Suzette. She looks at Nick. He nods.

      ‘What kind?’ asks Eddy.

      ‘Vegetable soup, darling.’

      ‘Let's get the soup started, Sue. Is there anything I can do for you?’ Karina gets up.

      ‘Maybe you can help put everything on the table?’

      Suzette walks inside, and Karina follows her.

      While Karina puts the bowls and spoons on the table outside, Suzette stirs the soup. She feels a nagging headache coming on. Oh, no! This is not going to be a migraine, is it? Not now, please. The soup slowly becomes hot, and finally, it's ready. She carries the pan outside and puts it on the coaster on the table.

      ‘Are you coming? Then I'll serve.’ Her head is not getting any better. She swallows.

      ‘Smells good, Gran!’ says Gerald, as everyone takes their seats.

      She smiles at him and fills all the bowls. Then she sits down. ‘Enjoy the meal!’

      They attack the food. She herself eats slowly; she is not feeling well at all. Her head is getting worse, and the soup doesn't taste good.

      ‘Is something wrong?’ asks Nick. "Are you unwell?’

      She shakes her head. 'Migraine,' she says and stands up. 'I'm nauseous.' She runs into the house and gets to the bathroom just in time, where the few spoonfuls of soup she has eaten disappear into the toilet.

      She is rinsing her mouth when Nick enters.

      ‘It's not going well, is it?’

      ‘No. I am going to bed.’

      ‘Go ahead. Do you want to have something? A drink or something else?’

      ‘No. Or yes, a glass of coke.’

      ‘It's coming. You go ahead; I'll bring it.'

      She walks into the bedroom, closes the curtains, undresses and goes to bed. What a nuisance. Just when it's so lovely with the six of us.

      ‘Here's your coke.’ Nick sets the glass down and comes to sit on the edge of the bed for a moment. 'Poor darling.' He strokes her cheek.

      ‘The curry I made will have to go into the oven for about 45 minutes.’

      ‘Everything will be all right, darling. You just rest. We’ll manage. And if there's anything, just call me. Okay?’

      ‘Yes, all right.’

      He shakes his head and kisses her on the cheek before returning to their guests.

      ‘Oh, Nick!’

      He turns around on the threshold.

      ‘Can you put a bucket here?’

      ‘Of course. Are you still nauseous?’

      ‘Not really, but just to be sure.’

      She lies quietly on her back with her eyes closed. The fact that the bucket is within easy reach reassures her. She hears the chatter and laughter coming from the garden. Later, she hears Nick and Hugo arguing in the kitchen and the oven opening and closing. Nick and the others manage, but she would so much have liked to be there. She rolls over on her right side and then on her left. That rotten head! She turns on her back again and puts her arms above her so that her forearms press against the top of her head. That gives some relief. Sometimes she dozes off, sometimes she even dreams, but every time she wakes up again. Now and then, she takes a sip of her coke.

      She wakes up when Nick crawls into bed next to her. ‘Has everyone left already?’

      'Yes. When they went home, I checked on you, but you were asleep. I didn’t want to wake you. They really liked your vegetarian curry. So did I! You should make it more often. It was delicious. There's still some left, so you can taste it, too, when you're better.’

      ‘You are a sweetheart. So it was a successful evening?'

      ‘Yes, indeed. But too bad you couldn't be there.' He kissed her softly on the lips. ‘Go to sleep. I hope you'll be better tomorrow.’

      ‘I hope so. Good night.’
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      ‘Explain to me how to create a Facebook account,’ Suzette asks Eddy.

      Eddy turned fourteen this Wednesday in the second half of August, and she and Nick went to see him in the evening.

      'Okay, you do it like that.' Eddy opens Facebook on her phone and gets to work. 'Under what name, Gran? Your own? May as well be another name.'

      ‘Make it Sofie Jonkheer.’ She spells it out for him.

      ‘Now a password.’

      ‘Oh, um...'

      He suggests something. ‘That's good,’ she says.

      ‘You don't want a profile picture then, do you? Because you use a different name.’

      He understands that very well.

      ‘Now you also need an e-mail address. We can, of course, make this at Gmail. For example, SJonkheer at Gmail. Is that all right?’

      ‘Go ahead.’

      ‘Do you already have a Gmail account? Then you need to log in there, and we can create another account.'

      It was done quickly, and then Eddy entered it on Facebook.

      So, Gran, now you have a Facebook account. Don't forget your password!’

      ‘Thank you. That was quick!’

      ‘Now we can be friends, too,' says Eddy.

      ‘Yes, but I will wait a bit. I have a little plan. But later we will be friends, of course.’

      ‘Oh! What kind of plan?’

      ‘I'm not telling you.’ She laughs.

      ‘Oh, please! What kind of plan do you have?’

      ‘I really can't say.’

      ‘How was your week in New York?’ asks Hugo.

      ‘It's nice to walk through a city with proper streets again,’ says Suzette.

      ‘Proper streets? What do you mean?’ asks Karina.

      ‘She means streets with tall houses and no front gardens,’ Nick says, laughing. 'Whatever one means with 'proper, of course.'

      Why does he have to say it like that? Suzette feels embarrassed. He knows what she means.

      Hugo smiles, and Karina asks, ‘Did you do or see anything special?’

      ‘Of course Central Park, and we visited a few museums and took the hop-on-hop-off bus around. I enjoyed it. Didn't you, Nick?’

      ‘Definitely, it was good to get away. Brooklyn is a nice neighbourhood to wander through, by the way.'

      ‘I agree,’ says Karina.

      When Nick and Suzette are driving home later that evening, Nick says, 'So you're on Facebook now, I understand. To spy on Richard?'

      ‘Come on!’ She sees from the side that he is chuckling and laughs. 'Of course not. I want to try to find other acquaintances.’

      He nods but keeps his eyes on the road.

      

      Her phone rings the next morning, when Nick has just left. One of her regulars, a publisher.

      ‘Hi Roy, you're up early!’

      ‘I have a big job for you. We were delighted with your work on the book on the evolution of horses, and now we have another book for you to translate. Seventy thousand words.'

      ‘Wow!’

      ‘It's a novel this time. Can you handle it?’

      ‘Of course. Does it have a deadline?’

      ‘No, that's why I thought of you. I know you can't or won't work long hours. So...?’

      ‘I'll be working on this for about three months, I reckon. If that is not a problem, I say yes.’

      ‘Excellent! I'll send it to you.’

      Nice, that's a great job. She loves translating novels. That's an extra challenge. And Amsterdam? Oh, it's better not to go. There would be too many problems. In her mind, everyone turns their back on her when they see her. And with good reason. Why would she torture herself by going back?

      

      It is October, and she is already halfway through the translation. She has done enough for today. She closes the document and opens her Facebook profile to look for Maarten and Louis for the umpteenth time. No matter how she searches, she cannot find them. They are clearly not on Facebook. She visits Richard's profile from time to time, but nothing new appears. Apparently, he doesn't do much with Facebook. Whom will she look for now? Wait, Jasper had a son when she left. His name is Thomas. He must be in his mid-twenties now. Who knows ... She types in his name and finds a couple of profiles. Who could it be? She clicks on some, but she doesn't know where he lives now or what he does. And none of them looks remotely like Jasper. Or is his name Tom now? It remains difficult. A few are the right age, but she can't figure out which of them might be Jasper's son. Then she searches for Jasper himself. All of the Jaspers she finds are too young.

      She gives up.

      Monica! Would she be on Facebook? She only finds one who lives in Amsterdam, but her family members are not the correct ones. Her profile picture does not look like her friend either. The other Monica's aren't her either unless she is very mistaken.

      Now she really gives up searching. It is no use. The only one she has recognised is Richard.

      She shuts down and goes downstairs. What if she does go to Amsterdam? The worst that could happen is that nobody would want to know her anymore. In that case, she could go back and forget everything. But why would everyone in her family and friends look at her with disdain? Why not, she had better ask. She has abandoned everyone, never letting them know anything. They don't even know where she lives or if she's alive! Shit! This is terrible. Why didn't she ever contact them? Yes, at first she almost did, but then Nick got furious.

      'Don't you understand that you're not allowed to do that?' he shouted, tearing up the letter. ‘You're putting my parents into danger!’

      Yes, she understood that very well, but it had been so difficult not to say anything. Later she could have, but she didn't. She didn't dare anymore. So much time had passed. If she were to go now ... It's hard, but she has to do it. She has to try. As soon as she had finished her translation job, she’ll go. Yes, she has to.
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      The sign Fasten Seat Belt goes out, and immediately Suzette hears from the clicking sounds that many passengers are undoing their seat belts. She sits still and thinks of Nick, who had brought her to the airport in Denver and wished her luck.

      ‘I'll hear when you come back,’ he had said.

      In Washington, she has to change planes. While waiting, she grabs her phone and looks up Richard's profile. No new messages from him. She gets an idea. She clicks on chat and writes in Dutch: Hi Richard, my name is not really Sofie Jonkheer, but Suzette Jagt. I am on my way to Amsterdam and hope very much that we can meet. I have some explaining to do. Would you like to talk to me when I get there? I have never forgotten you. Love, your mother. Her heart beats fast as she presses send. How will he react?

      On the flight to Schiphol, she looks at her phone, but Richard has not answered. She laughs at her stupidity: her phone is in flight mode.

      She arrives at Schiphol just after seven in the morning; it is not yet midnight in Denver. She has a taxi take her to her B&B in the centre of Amsterdam, where she asks the owner for a cup of coffee and a cheese sandwich. 'One roll is enough. I feel like it's the middle of the night; I'm not very hungry.'

      Still, the sandwich and coffee do her good. The
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