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"I am not leaving you

I am just going to fall asleep next to the dog

who will bite you

if you try to wake me up"
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Dylan Horman, Valentine
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There is one world. I rarely or never speak of it. It is my world. It is some small town by the ocean, the Town at the End of the World, far enough from everything, just enough so that nothing touches it. My little town is something like a deserted island. People like me live in it; quiet, wounded and vulnerable, withdrawn, absorbed in their daily lives and small joys. They are people who rarely communicate with other people, those who try to have no significant common things with anyone. They mostly wake up, drink coffee to the chirping of birds, water their gardens, breakfast on small spinach pies, feed their chickens, pet their dog, jot something down in small notebooks. Peaceful people. Quiet people. They look at the sky to guess if there will be a storm or another wonderful, calm day. In that and such a world I live - Romina. 

Yes, my name is Romina. I gave it to myself. It reminds me that somewhere out there a karmic wheel exists and that it is turning. It reminds me that I got off that wheel and that everything is alright. Otherwise, I have a small house at the end of the main street. I have a nice, wide yard, full of fruit. I also have a small garden in front of the house, and the house, of course, has a small porch. God gave me this house. God gave me that life of mine. I owe nothing to anyone, not even to God because He knows nothing of debts. 

The main street is paved with stone. Stone is important. It is part of us. If we hadn't become akin to stone, perhaps we wouldn't even exist. All the houses are modest. All our yards are just right for us. We are just right for ourselves. We are all alone. That is the only strange thing in my little town, that we are all alone. For some reason, we never mention this solitude. It is like a forbidden topic, actually it's better to say an undesirable one. If anything that even hints at solitude escapes someone's lips, we immediately disperse. We simply go our separate ways, each to their own house and their own quiet life. Thoughts of loneliness are like evil thoughts, they are immediately driven from the mind so as not to pollute the life and world we live in. Some would say we are sad people. We are not. Sadness has nothing to do with it, except that it is labeled as enemy number one in our world. In the fight against it, all means are permitted. Most often they are meditations, in solitude, in which a state of complete forgetfulness of the existence of something like sadness is achieved. Therefore, there is no sadness. Sadness is like the devil, and the devil exists only if you believe in him. I don't believe. I believe in eternal oblivion. I believe that I am completely alone. I believe that I should not trust people. I believe in traveling through the light of my quiet days. I believe in infinity and love. I don't know what love is. It is a premonition. Still, you either believe in love or you don't. I believe. I want it to be so while I last. I have always believed, despite the fact that strangers do not enter my small town, that there is some entrance through which love persistently sneaks in. Like a cat finds a passage and slips in from the distances, straight into my street, then into my yard. Love is a stranger. No matter how much I yearn for it not to be, it remains a stranger to me. Insolent. Intrusive. Dear, but a stranger. Sometimes it eats the fruit from my yard. I am sure of it. I always know what I have in the yard. Again, no matter how much I count, in the morning I'm short an apricot or two, a handful or two of plums disappear from the tree. It's strange, but I know that love feeds on my fruit. It makes me laugh and glad. Let it be. Let it, love. Because of it, I am not quite as alone as I know I am. Because of it, I am not quite as sad as I know I am, but I won't admit it. I gave a name to that invisible creature, that stranger whom I only feel sometimes. It seemed silly to me to call it just love, just stranger or (God forbid!) intruder. Somehow it's worn out, shabby and unusable for personal purposes. I wanted it to be personal, to have a first and last name. 

Svart Zigenare. 

There, that's his name. That's what I christened him. I call him only Svart, that apparition that strolls through my fruit and steals it while I sleep. Sometimes, when I want to scold him, I call him by his full name.

For example:

"Svart Zigenare, you've gotten on my nerves! Stop sneaking around my house, stealing my fruit, wiping my tears, taking my sugar cube from the saucer, pushing me while I sleep! Stop!"

That phantom of my daily life just smiles. He is as quiet as I am, as quiet as a cat, as my whole life is quiet. He doesn't stop, of course, never. I think he has more than nine lives, whatever he says about himself.
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The streets of my Town at the End of the World are not long. To walk from end to end, at a leisurely pace, takes maybe half an hour, or maybe less. A nice elderly lady, Mrs. Trevil, runs the "Store for Everything and Anything" halfway down Main Street. That store is unusual. It has a ground floor and an attic. The attic part has been converted into a living space. Mrs. Trevil lives there. It's like a small tower. Just over thirty square meters of living space. It holds everything Mrs. Trevil needs. At the top of her tower, she has a round window, all in beautiful stained glass made by the previous owner of the "Store for Everything and Anything". It is the only store and the only so-called tower in the town. We, the modest inhabitants of the Town at the End of the World, regular customers of the "Store for Everything and Anything", the only interlocutors and companions of Mrs. Trevil, orient ourselves by it. There is nothing in the store window except one large clock that always shows the exact time. Whoever looks into it will get information about their own exact time. Not about someone else's. Only their own. We don't want to know about someone else's exact time, we are only interested in our own, and it is always just right. That's how we survive and that's how we know we are still alive. Everything is just right for us.

On that specific morning, while I was buying the usual groceries from Mrs. Trevil, something unusual happened. I put a black baguette, a bag of dog food, a bag of treats, a jar of sour milk, and a packet of carrot seeds into my basket. I know exactly. It was spring. My garden was almost completely planted. The seedlings of tomatoes, peppers, zucchini, and some other crops were progressing nicely. I had no intention of planting more than I really needed in one season. I was missing carrots. That's what I bought. Suddenly, besides the carrot seeds, a few more packets found their way into my basket.

"Where did these come from?", I thought.

I went back to the small seed stand, pulled out the excess packets, and neatly arranged them on the stand. When I found myself back at Mrs. Trevil's checkout, those packets were again in my basket. Twilight Zone. Mrs. Trevil noticed my confusion, tossed her pigtails over her head, restrained them with a straight hair clip, and said:

"Something wrong, Romi? Do you need anything else?"

"No! Actually, I have an excess. An excess keeps appearing out of

nowhere!"

"How so? Well, put them back if you don't want them, it's not a

problem."

"I did. I just did that. However, when I got to the checkout, I see the excess is still here. Inexplicable, completely!"

"Maybe then it's not an excess.", Mrs. Trevil said thoughtfully, holding three fingers with finely polished nails on her round chin.

She was as kind a person as one can be. Plump, with large green eyes, thin hair neatly tied in a ponytail, always nice, helpful, a bit

absent, as if she was simultaneously talking to a whole world of ghosts, as if a hundred urgent tasks were waiting for her, but she politely kept quiet about it. Still, this is such a place - a place of unusual souls and their intimate ghosts. Mrs. Trevil was the icon of the town, its image and likeness in miniature, perhaps also because we all
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