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One Day, There Will Be Light

Tomorrow, it will be one year since Emma died.

Tiny sat in the dark kitchen, taking a deep drag from her cigarette, watching it glow. The cold floor tiles pressed against her backside, but she lacked the strength to stand; she only tucked her legs under her with heavy groans. She must have been sitting on the floor for three or four hours—she hadn't counted—but the cigarettes she’d bought that afternoon were slowly running out. She smoked very rarely, or rather, she almost never smoked. Except for tonight. Emma was only three months old when she’d left her with Cargo: the man she’d wanted to spend the rest of her life with.The man who killed her daughter.It all started when Cargo opened the front door because the smell of wallpaper paste was bothering him.

“Tiny—” Cargo’s raspy voice made her turn back. She squeezed the helmet between her knees as she tied her thick, shoulder-length hair into a ponytail. They were standing at the garden gate; the man watched with his hands in his pockets as the girl adjusted her knee pads. “Do you really have to take the bike?”

“Yes, Honey, it’s faster this way. I’ll be done in two hours.”

“We agreed that once Emma was born, you’d step off the bike—” He couldn't finish the sentence because she kissed him. Long and with relish.

“I’ll hurry.”

They embraced; he pulled her close, lifting her off her feet. The helmet fell to the ground. They laughed. “You’re squeezing the life out of me, whatever that is,” she told Cargo, laughing. “Just get home, and you’ll get even more. Sorry, sweetheart, but it’s a supermoon tonight.”

They laughed.

Then she got on the motorcycle. Through the rearview mirror, she watched the man wave goodbye with a smile. She smiled to herself, and the butterflies began to flutter in her stomach once again.

Slowly, she rolled out into the street. Her thoughts turned into a map: Closer this way, faster that way. Right at the first intersection.

At that moment, Emma had only minutes left to live.
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Day was breaking.

Tiny hated these hours, the promise of a new day. After the funeral, she dreaded the nights because Emma’s cooing echoed in her ears. She didn't want to sleep—she’d lasted four days before she collapsed—because she knew her daughter was right there beside her in the bed. Many times (soxor, as she used to write to Cargo in text messages at the beginning of their relationship) soxor think of u, she’d say, and he would just shake his head and laugh. “I don’t understand the language of the youth anymore,” he’d say. He was eleven years older, but it didn't show; in his better moments, he could easily pass for six or seven years younger. She would wake with a start, feeling Emma breathing into her ear. “Shhh, sugar, shhh, my life,” she’d whisper, turning onto her side for a reassuring kiss—and then, as consciousness dawned, her world would shatter all over again. Over and over. The fluttering butterflies had long since flown away, replaced by hopelessness. A bleak future, aimless days. Suddenly, nothing made sense. She barely dared to go out into the street—Cargo did the shopping, handled the housework, managed the sale of the motorcycle; he lived, or as he put it: he’d switched to "robot mode"—because she saw Emma everywhere. Passing the playground, getting on the bus, the subway. Everywhere she had ever been with Emma. Cargo had thrown away the Groot plushie, the creature that looked like a living tree, because Tiny had started screaming when she found it under the crib during one of her frantic cleaning fits.

The cigarettes were gone.

The girl moved slowly, standing up with a groan. The red luminescent clock on the microwave next to the sink showed 5:23. She should bathe, get dressed, if she wanted to be at the cemetery by eight. Turning out of the kitchen, she passed through the tiny hallway, turned right past the built-in wardrobe, and stepped into the bedroom. She didn't turn on the light, navigating only by the emerging silhouettes. To her right was the bed, and above the sofa-bed, the Shelf. On the Shelf were train tickets, completed hotel forms, torn and then taped-back-together Ferris wheel tickets, and a book: Robert Capa’s Slightly Out of Focus. This was their "breakup-and-makeup" book. “Come into the shop, I’ll get you a book, I’m sure you’ll like it.” “Here’s your book, I don’t want it, I don’t want to be in your debt,” Cargo had declared after who knows which of their mini-wars. After the “I never want to see you again, don’t write, I won’t answer” phase.

Cancer and Sagittarius.

Tiny believed in astrology and, at the start, read the relationship forecasts with confusion; they promised nothing good—in fact, they described it as outright hopeless. “Run,” said Mona, the only true friend she could call her own at twenty-six. “If you don’t kick him out now, he’ll haunt you for the rest of your life. Get rid of him before you fall completely in love. It’ll lead to slammed doors and broken glasses.” It had been irresponsible to kiss the man for the first time on Friday the 13th.

She opened the window.

She leaned out to her waist; the frame creaked beneath her. It was cold outside, freezing; the March frost slapped her face. Goosebumps covered her body. Ten stories of void gaped below her. Down there: a bike path, a defunct phone booth, and the lazily rolling Danube. What would the water be like now? How long would it take to embrace her if she just walked into it? How long could she last without taking a breath?

Insane thoughts invaded her mind. Very dark, yet somehow hopeful: if she jumped out the window and died instantly, would she meet Emma immediately? Or would nothing happen? Would she just break every bone in her body, likely leaving her face unrecognizable on the gravel bike path, and vanish like a computer that’s gone to trash? It would be easy, just a push-off. She should do it, but she was afraid of the pain. Two years ago, she’d fallen off the bike; she’d gone into that invitingly fast curve too quickly. A man had been on her mind then, too—she was rushing to him, so her thoughts weren't on the road. The elbow pads had cushioned the fall, but the bruise had throbbed for weeks afterward. “Don’t be scared,” she’d written to Cargo later, “I wrecked the bike.” “Thank God you’re okay,” came the reply, “now I’m going to come over there and kill you.”

It was the anticipation of pain that held her back from jumping. She backed away from the inviting depth—the “just jump and the soul-searching is over” abyss. She backed into the bed and collapsed onto it. She pulled the blanket over her head. “I love your voice,” Cargo had once said, “it’s like you’re always speaking from under a pillow.”

She burst into sobs.

And she made her choice.

After the cemetery, she would throw away the thing that was most precious: her life.
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The suburban train was late.

Tiny stood at the edge of the unsheltered platform, hiding her tear-swollen eyes behind mirrored sunglasses. But even so, she felt that people couldn't be fooled by such cheap tricks; they saw right through her, watching with pity. Since the funeral, she saw this everywhere: at the post office, in the small grocery store, on her neighbors’ faces during the wordless, collective waiting at the long-distance bus stop. The funeral itself was something she barely remembered; her brain had woven a protective cocoon around her. Only the scents remained—the flowers, the candles, the freshly dug earth—everything else was like looking into a shattered mirror. The white casket.

They had fought bitterly over this with Cargo. Tiny didn't want a casket burial; she hated the very thought of it. Her daughter (that was how she spoke of her now, which was painful for the man; she could see it in his eyes, but for Tiny, that was exactly the point) could not be lowered into the depths.

“Let’s scatter her in the air.”

“She’d have to be cremated first.”

“I still won’t let her into the ground!”

“If we scatter her in the air, there’s nowhere to go, no place to leave a flower.”

“A hundred times the air over the insects! The insec...”

That was when Cargo hit her. Softly, with an open palm.

The girl reacted instantly, striking back. Once, twice, ten times. The man didn't move; he didn't flinch. With every blow, his face grew redder, his eyes brimming with tears. Tiny struck him like someone gone mad, then clawed at his face.

And she said it: “YOU KILLED EMMA!”
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The train arrived.

A monstrous, cold piece of iron. Tons of weight upon the rails. Fifty meters to go, then thirty. The braking wheels spat a rain of red sparks onto the platform. Now would be the time to jump. The girl stepped back, the draft from the passing cars tossing her hair. Not like this. This wasn't how it would end. She thought of pills. Sleeping aids, painkillers. After the cemetery, she would say goodbye to Cargo (no hug, no kiss, she’d just toss a "see ya" his way), sit on a bench, go online on her mobile, and look up a list of the strongest, most effective over-the-counter medications. She would buy them across three or four different pharmacies. Then she’d go home and do it.

Ten more minutes, and the train would reach the city.

The houses drew closer, peering through the windows of the carriages, watching as an infinitely sad girl pulled a photograph from her wallet.

Emma was sleeping in a "little crescent" pose.

The train slowed, jolting as it curved to the left. The station was approaching, and so was Cargo. Ever since their breakup, the man always came out to the station, to platform fourteen. Every single day. He would sit on the edge of a planter and wait. Half a year after the funeral, Tiny had gone back to work at the downtown café, the Kultúr. The place where she had first met Cargo, the place where he once
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