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Ewa Wuczynska

The Thinking Cat

FORBETTER OR FORWORSE



MILO

I despise rain. I hate a lot of things. I hate rain, I hate it when it’s too hot, I hate it
when I hear a car honking past my window, I hate the smell of dirty clothes, I hate
lemons, I hate rosemary and thyme, I hate cucumbers and I hate bananas, I hate
mustard and I hate, hate, hate the scent of lavender. I think one of the only things
I like is my owner. Cassie. Cassie is my favourite thing in the world, she has leng-
thy, curly wine red hair, viridescent eyes, just like mine, wonky teeth and a cro-
oked nose with freckles covering every inch of her body. She smells like catnip and
I love it. She is beautiful, and she is nice to me, she is always smiling and kissing
my paws, and my ears, she is the only person in the world who doesn’t annoy me.

[ am currently sitting in front of the door to the house waiting for her to come
home from school. She does this every single day, god its like she doesn’t want to
spend any time with me. Its always “No Milo, I can’t pet you right now, I have ho-
mework”, or “No milo, I can’t cuddle with you I have to go to school”, and then she
spends nine hours there, its like that frigid place takes up all of her free time. But
she comes back everyday at the same time, when the riotous bell from downstairs
rings out five times, and I have just enough time to race out of her room and down
the stairs to greet her by the door. But the bell already rang, a while ago, and she
isn’t here.

I'm still sitting by the door when I hear the noise that has overtime become
the bane of my existence. A booming, obnoxious, head splitting, deafening cackle
coming from the thrash of her stupid brother Charlie getting home. I hate Char-
lie. He is noisy, infuriating, antagonising, always barging into Cassies room when
she’s busy, always trying to pet me, always yelling at Cassie and the rest of the
residents of our house. I also hate her parents. They act as if they're in charge here,
yeah, funny. I mean its embarrassing for them, but its aggravating to see Cassie
doing anything they tell her to, its like they’re in charge of her, in her own ho-
use! I'm pulled from my thoughts when Charlie darts into the room and instantly
reaches out to pick me up. Not again. [ hiss and he jumps, scared. Good. I turn back
around and stare at the door. Waiting...

Okay, this isn’t funny now. I have been sitting here for so long, its already dark
outside, and Cassie still isn’t here. Where is she? Whats going on ? She has never
left like this.  am beginning to panic. Why isn’t her family panicking ? Why is her
brother watching tv in the living room ? And why on earth are her parents co-
oking dinner like any other day?! What the hell ? Do they not care about her at all?



I have had enough, I stride into the centre of the living room and cry out “What
is wrong with you guys? Cant you see Cassie is missing!”, her stupid mom turns
around from her cooking and smiles at me. “Aww, hi kitty. You want a cuddle?”, she
is approaching me way too fast. Her hand reaches out to pick me up and the odo-
ur of lavender reaches my nostrils. Oh. My. God. No. No. No. I recoil and... oh no.
I think I'm going to be sick. I bite her, hard, and run.

The sounds of her mom cursing after me still ring in my ears as I scurry to our
garden, through the cat flap, and sneak through a hole in our fence. I continue to
charge through the neighborhood streets as I try to push the worries, and that
hideous smell, out of my head. WHERE THE HELL IS CASSIE ?!

AGENT MORGAN WHITE

I woke up in a rotten mood this morning, I had to get to work at 8:00 instead
of 9:00 as my genius of a boss, Mr Johnathan Brookes, is making the whole
precinct come in early because of some dumb homicide. So [ had to leave my house
at 7:20 and for the rest of the day I was exhausted. That was the day that the case
began. Other than the fact that Iwas tired it was a totally normal day, I had a bagel and
coffee at the precinct with Juliette, my coworker, when we got a call about some
little girl who went missing in the suburbs. We got all of our things together and
went to interview the family.

Rosewood hill was a beautiful road, even in the boiling summer, there was sha-
de everywhere from tall and flourishing pink crabapple trees and as we pulled up
to the vic’s house we passed at least three lemonade stands being run by little kids
from the neighborhood. We arrived at a lovely house with white walls and a big
balcony with plants practically falling off of it. I admired the fence and noticed
that there was a small hole in it, not relevant right now.

We entered the house, and I hated it. I was instantly met with cries and sniffles,
as per usual. Introducing myself to the little girl’s parents, her mom cried whilst
clinging onto my arm and smearing her tears all over my newlywashed dress shirt.

I gathered up all the information that I needed from her mom, the little girl,
Cassie, was meant to have been staying the night at a friends house, Jennie...
something, but Jennie had come home from school alone without her friend.
Apparently unaware of the fact that Cassie was going to sleepover, she probably
ran away, stupid little girl.

Juliette continued questioning the parents as I took a nice look around Cassie’s



room. She seemed to be a clean girl, her bed was made, there were no clothes on
the floor, all her books on a shelf were colour coordinated. Wow, she really cleans,
everything was categorised in some way, her wardrobe had all black socks together,
white socks together, and colourful, same went for shirts, trousers, and shoes.
There wasn'’t a single toy in the room, but there was cat fur everywhere, and a cats
bed under her bed, as well as a few cat toys in a small white drawer under her desk.
That’s strange, I didn’t see a cat anywhere.

Walking out of the house, I stopped to ask Cassie’s parents where their cat is.
They looked to each other and her dad replied, “Oh, Milo, he’s an annoying little
thing, hates everything but Cass, ran away when she didn’t come home. Happens
all the time, he’ll be back by nightfall”, he looked quite sure of himself but, for

some reason, [ wasn’t convinced.

MILO

I slow down when I realise that I have no idea where I am. Great. I'd been run-
ning around for a really long time, I must not have noticed when I took a new turn.
I look around to see if I recognise anything. Well there’s the same type of tree as
in our garden, and.. oh thank god, there’s the fabric that Cassie’s mom uses to sow,
oh wait, no, never mind, its faeces. Disgusting, they didn’t even kick any dirt on
it or anything. I keep walking, I guess if Iwalk and walk [ am guaranteed to at some
point end up back where I started.

God, I am so extremely tired, | have been walking around for I think hours,
if not days. I hate walking. Im exhausted, and I am passing this filthy rainbow colo-
red fence for the 10th time now. Im beginning to get bitter and cold, and I'm rave-
nous, why didn’t Cassie come home today ? I'm still thinking about it and I just
can’t stop.

I am about to stop walking and give up, when... that smell, is it what I think it
is? Catnips, thank god, Cassie is somewhere here. I follow the scent and only get
more excited when I see stray red hairs on the floor, she was definitely here, oh
thank god, there’s her hoodie. Wait why did she leave her hoodie on the floor in
some random alley.

I'walk looking at the floor, looking for anymore signs of Cassie or her belongin-
gs, I stop when the Catnip scent gets extremely strong, and I look around. Oh god.
No. Is that what I think it is? No, please no.

I turn the corner and I see my poor Cassie laying on the floor crying and a tall



man is crouching down next to her whispering something. I jump to her clawing
at the man plunging my nails into his arms and any place I can reach on his body.
The man screams and jumps back kicking me as he runs away. I scramble back
on my feet and run to my Cassie. A tear escapes her eye as she lays perfectly still

smiling at me one last time before closing her eyes and completely stilling.

AGENT MORGAN WHITE

Juliette and I quickly drove by Jennie’s family house, they unsurprisingly knew
nothing, so without anything else to do we got back in the car and began to drive
back to the station, to look over our evidence.

‘I don’t get why they're all so stressed man, she probably just ran away on
a whim somewhere and will be back by the end of the day” Juliette quipped whilst
picking at her nails. “I don’t know, I mean there are only like, three hours left of the
day” I replied checking my watch. We fell into a comfortable silence, interrupted
by the familiar buzz of my intercom telling us we have a new lead.

“See? She probably came home” how I wish that this statement was correct.

Ive seen a lot of murder throughout my life, but this was just sad. The tiny little
girl, Cassie, almost 9 years old, lay dead on the ground, in a side alley right next
to her primary school. Her body was limp, a tint of green and totally pale. It was
miserable.

I turned around from the scene feeling a little sick, and I saw a black cat sitting
right behind my feet. What on earth? I looked closer and the cat’s paws were cove-
red in blood, his ears as swell, and his collar looked like it used to be white, but was
now, yep you guessed it, red. I leaned down and the cat instantly sat up straighter,
I reached my hand out letting the cat get acquainted, and when it relaxed I went to
look at the collar. The words I found only confused me more, “MILO” in big bold
black letters atop of a silver star hanging from the dirtied collar. It’s her cat, the

poor dead girl’s cat.

MILO

I look to the two detectives standing above me and honestly I'm too sorrowful to
even make an effort to push them away from me. The girl is looking at me with
worry as I cry. “he’s crying” she says leaning down to stroke me. For some reason
I feel comfortable with her touching me, Ilook at the guy standing next to herwho's

looking at me rather sceptically and I lightly hiss at him. I turn back to the girl and



say “I sawwho did it”, her eyes momentarily widen before she shakes her head and
I continue speaking “I know who it was, let me help. Please”

The girl looks at me confused as her partner speaks up, “Jesus, why is that cat
meowing so much. Come on Juliette nothing to see here let’s go back to the station.”
She slowly nods and dubiously begins to get up. “No! Take me with you. I can help,
seriously” I try again. This time the girl, Juliette, looks scared. She leans back down
and whispers cautiously so her partner can’t hear “a-are you um.. talking to me?”
I nod furiously and say “who else would I be talking to?”

She looks stumped as she mumbles something under her breath picking me up
and turning to her partner. “We're taking the cat. Maybe it can help in some way”
Her partner laughs, oh god I already hate him, he sounds just like Cassie’s brother.
“Yeah maybe it’ll solve the case for us” he comments, as I hiss at him turning back
to Juliette.

“Tell him, that you understand me. Tell him you think I can seriously help”

She looks to find her partner with his nose in a spreadsheet jotting down all that
he can see, as she subtly whispers “he’ll think I'm crazy, I don’t want him to think
that, he’ll spread it around. And besides, 'm not even sure if I'm not hallucinating,
I mean for god’s sake I'm talking to a cat!”

I roll my eyes and yell at her “Yeah, you are talking to a cat. Now, get in the car
and take me with you you'll prove it to him at the station”

“How ?”

“Worry about that when we get there”

AGENT MORGAN WHITE

I thought she was crazy to be honest. I was subtly eyeing her the whole way home
but her eyes were glued to the cat, as if it was... no that would’'ve been impossible.
Well, or so I thought. I asked her multiple times why she insisted on taking it, and
every time, I got the same answer “I think he can help us somehow”. And every
time those words left her lips I thought the same thing ‘She can be really thick
sometimes, | mean seriously how is a cat going to help us ?. How wrong I was.

We got back to the station roughly 40 minutes after we found the body, and wal-
king into the station I noticed that Juliette was slowly directing us in the direction
of the interrogation rooms.

“Hi” I pulled her out of her trance, she looked at me with wide eyes muttering

“huh?” I laughed and patted her shoulder as I spoke “yeah I'm talking to you.



What'’s going on, what’s your weird obsession with this cat, I thought you were
a dog person.” She smiled lightly as she opened the door to an interrogation room
leaving her other hand occupied with holding the black cat. Not answering my
question she placed the cat on the table in the middle of the room reserved usual-
ly for questioning suspects, today was different I guess since we were potentially
interrogating a cat?

“I'm serious what’s up with you? You know the cat will literally not be able to help
us” I said raising my brow as she looked at the floor, mulling over my statement.

“I disagree. I think he can help us” she looked at me

“How?”

“Okay. Um.. don’t think I'm crazy please, but I think, I think the cat is talking
to me. And I think I understand what he’s saying.” We're met with silence before
I burst into laughter, clutching my stomach as I bend over laughing. I looked up
seeing her completely stoic face, which made my smile completely slide off my face.

“Wait y-you're serious?” She nodded.

“Juliette,  mean, y-you realise how ridiculous this sounds, are you feeling okay?
Do you need a doctor or something?” I had no idea what to say to her sudden
confession and I scratched my neck as she huffed turning to the cat, “see? I told you
he’d think I'm crazy, now everyone else will too.”

My eyes widened as she proceeded to have a legitimate conversation with the
small cat sitting on a table in the room. She said something, it meowed back, she
continued to speak and the cat continued to meow in response. I sat down on
the nearest chair needing to catch my breath, I wouldn’t have pegged Juliette for

a crazy person, then again, can you ever know for sure?

MILO
I learned that the boy with Juliette’s name was Morgan, stupid name for a stupid
guy. She told him that we were talking and he didn’t understand. Imbecile. God
if only Cassie was able to understand me before she died.

“Okay here is what we are gonna do. Tell me to meow long twice long, and short
once when I do it he’ll understand that I hear you.

“Okay.” She replies

We carry out our little experiment and her friend sits there flabbergasted
staring at me. “D-d-did that cat j-just do what you told it to?”

“Yes. Now do you believe me?” She asks looking at him as he sits with his mouth
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agape staring at me. What a guy, he’s not a cod fish can he not shut his mouth?
He slowly shakes his head saying “that could’ve been a coincidence”. Fine he wants
more proof we'll give it to him. I rack my brain for a way of proving it and find
the perfect idea. Informing Juliette she nods and smiles.

“Do a turn” I do. “Now jump off and on the table” I do so, “okay. Now, tap the
table twice with your paw if you can hear and understand me” I do and she turns
to Morgan, “Now do you believe me?”

Morgan stands shocked and slowly opens his mouth to speak

”

“Yep.

AGENT MORGAN WHITE

I was still sitting on the chair confused when the cat began to meow and Juliette
turned to it, listening. Oh my god, she was listening to what the cat was meowing
at her, and she understood. Turning to me, she spoke softly “I know It’s weird,
and to be honest [ don’t understand it either, but we have to figure out who killed
Cassie, so get yourself up, swallow down whatever confusion you may be feeling
and lets get to work, yeah?”

I nodded and shook myself out of the trance I was in getting up quickly and
putting out our evidence on the table, next to Milo. I turned to Juliette watching
as she listen to the cat’s meowing, this was so strange.

A few hours later we had a lot more things figured out. We found out that Cassie
left the school two lessons before the end of the school day. We figured that she
wanted to meet the guy who killed her for some reason, and none of her friends
or teachers knew anything about it. We also figured out 5 potential suspects from
what the cat said he saw as well as the parents of the vic and her brother. “Okay”
I said whilst laying out the last 5 photos we had of suspects “you're telling me
the cat saw this guy so tell him to show us”

“He understands you, you know?”

“Yes, but how is that possible ?  mean I just don’t understand it.”

“Well, neither do I. Sorry. Okay, Milo show us.”

The cat’s paw slowly hovered over the two black haired guys’ photos and it final-
ly landed on this tall scrawny guy with medium length wavy hair, light blue eyes
and a lip piercing. He looked about 17 years old which was in itself strange to me.
Why would Cassie be hanging around with a 17 year old boy.

The cat began to meow something, and Juliette listened then turned to me with

1



wide eyes. “He says that Cassie was telling him about an older boy who was meant
to help her study for her exams, she mentioned that he had black hair and he says
that he’s absolutely sure that’s who he saw leaving Cassies body.”

“Okay, but how are we going to prove it was him, I mean we can’t arrest him
without proof”

The cat meowed again, and Juliette smiled stroking him on the head

“Milo scratched the hell out of him so we will go see the suspects, whichever one
has cat scratches on his face is our guy”

Smart little cat, he just solved our case.
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Julek Franco-Janecki
Sherlock Bones and the History
of a Fraudulent Imitation
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Art means different things to different people. To some, it's meaningless, to others
a neverending puzzling mystery, but to the very few it is the very essence of life
- the only lens to see reality in full truth. I subscribe to the first option. I don'’t see
how some paint and old fabric glued together in some junkie’s basement can cost
more than a house, but I don’t have anything against it. If I did, Iwouldn’t get along
with my owner, Mr. Crawford. He owns an art gallery. Fits the stereotype: a silver-
-haired, older gay man who lives alone in a studio apartment in New York City.
Goes out most evenings to catch up with friends from all sorts of careers, at over-
priced bars. I still like him despite his lifestyle. He is a good man. He found me one
rainy day when I was just a couple of months after they took my mom to the pound.
I can still remember how hard I shivered under the soaked cardboard box bene-
ath some staircase in Manhattan. I thought I wouldn’t make it until the next day..
But then he saw me, took me in, and from then on, I was fed, taken on walks,
scratched, and provided all the luxuries of life a human can offer a dog.

He called me “Sherlock Bones” because of my inquisitive nature. I suppose
he was right. I always have a way of solving strange mysteries presented to me.
Whether that’s finding his fedora, looking for a lost toy, or a cat.

Our flat is warm and cozy with an old-fashioned character. I love the Manhat-
tan life. The long walks. The busy streets are always full of different interesting
scents. Crawford’s gallery is located 3 blocks from my home. A pleasant walk. So-
irees are a regular occurrence with the artsy bunch coming around. There are huge
crowds filled with starving and striving artists, socialites, benefactors, and critics.
The food there is great. One waiter always drops a tray - I appreciate her clumsi-
ness. My favorite appetizers are the fancy deviled eggs but caviar does the job too.
No matter how much the imported german organic dog food costs, human food
will always be better.

This week was a particularly exciting one. Crawford was anxious the entire time.
He recently got a hold of a newly-found Basquiat painting at an auction overse-
as. The bidding wars were excruciating but after pulling some strings, he was able
to secure it for the Crawford Gallery. The grand premiere of this thing was suppo-
sed to take place on Friday evening. My flatmate was walking on needles the en-
tire week. I didn’t see a reason to be nervous. All the showings always went great
despite what my neighbor hoped and prayed for. See, right above us lives Sir
Mittens. He has the guts of a pumpkin as if he weren’t a miniature cat. He’s truly

awful, no, he’sworse than a squirrel. Always hopes for the worst for me, and [ don'’t
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even know why! All he does is try to make my life miserable - stealing my favo-
rite toys, peeing on my bed (how did he even get inside my apartment?), or even
ripping Crawford’s books. Nevertheless, the showing was supposed to take place
that Friday. I was excited about it, genuinely. We walked over there around noon,
5 hours before the premiere.

The building stood between restaurants. It had 2 stories and an attic that was co-
nverted into an alterier where they framed and restored pieces. One of Crawford’s
employees took us up there. As we stepped in the last step into the cold room, I an-
ticipated the smell of oil, aged glue, and dust inhabited wood to slap me right in the
nose. In fact, I always sneeze when it happens, and afterward receive and a caring
“Bless you, pumpkin.” From Crawford.

Nothing. Absolutely nothing. I got closer to the painting while my human was
excitedly discussing the “gem” in awe with his assistant. I was stunned. I snif-
fed the painting. Still nothing. I was beginning to worry that my nose was bro-
ken when the distinct scent of brand-new oil paint and wood stainer entered my
nostrils. “Thank god!” I thought to myself giving out a sigh of relief, being assured
that my sniffing abilities were intact. But, then it hit me - this was not the painting
we were supposed to look at. While from the looks of it, it looked like the real deal,
Mr. Crawford so nothing false about it in the slightest, and he was an expert with
this sort of thing. The last time someone scammed him he put them in jail and
accidentally took down a whole art fraud operation buried deep in the outskirts
of Maryland, but that is a story for another time.

This was a fraud! I needed to let Crawford know if he displayed this his career
would be ruined! I could not let this happen.

I barked and barked and barked with my most serious voice, that being a me-
dium-pitched squeaky bark of a terrier. He did not even look at me. I propped
myself up on his knees and continued. He lifted me and cooed at me like a baby.
was some kind of attention-seeking brat, like a cat. I shake my snout just thin-
king about it. So I continued barking and waved my short paw toward the painting.
He did not get it at all. “Oh, how thick can humans be!” I yelled as I jumped from his
arms. If he was not going to get the hint, I had to solve this mystery myself.

There were two things I needed to find out: who did this, and where was the real
painting. The humans soon walked awayj, still as fools and still as ecstatic as they
were before. | began my investigation by sniffing around the room for clues. [ knew

there had to be some trace of the criminal somewhere. I worked my way around
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the edges of the room. “How could anyone have gotten in here?” The question rang
through my head. As I reached the last wall, I realized - there was only one option,
the skylight! It had to be through the skylight! Entrances to the gallery had been
tightly monitored, like during any big occasion. The skylight was long, and very
narrow too. Not even a child could have gotten through, after all, it was meant for
ventilation of toxic fumes (so that restorers would only suffer from minor lung
damage instead of fainting). And it was open, it was open! Despite the euphoric
epiphany, I did not feel satisfied. I was not close to solving the mystery - there were
no suspects.

If the robber was careless enough to leave the skylight open when it should have
been closed, then they must have left more sloppy errors. I continued my search for
possible clues on the ground floor, where the entrance to the gallery was, as well as
all the exhibitions.

I promenaded along the endless displays of masterpieces while sniffing the flo-
or until my nose hurt. Nothing out of the ordinary was found, how anticlimactic.
Since that did not work out for me I needed to take another approach - visual cues,
well, as many as I could find, I'm colorblind. I came back to the staircase leading
up to the offices on the next floor, and there it was. [ saw it as clear as day! A gray
hairball! This sent my investigation in another direction. My mind raced as if on
substances.

Suddenly, I realized. The spit-up hairball was gray, the same gray Sir Mittens fur
is, the exact same shade. “I should have known!” I scolded myself. “It was him!".
I needed to find him before he escaped with the real thing, if he did not destroy
it already, but the miniature cat could have been hiding anywhere! It was a race
against time.

“If T were a cat, where would I hide?” I asked myself scratching my snout,
later on behind my ear (God, why is that place always so itchy!). I did not know the
answer to my question, but I did have a hypothesis. Mittens likes resting in high
places, oh, he likes it a lot. Firefighters came to our building 5 times this month just
to get him off the top branch of a tree.

The problem with proving this theory correct was that [ was a foot-tall terrier.
And so, I climbed the stairs and looked over the ground floor. There were not any
surfaces Mittens would like. The room was a maze of walls with displays hung on
them and a couple of sculptures encased in a thick; layer of glass. “Up the next

floor we go!” I once again reached the stairs’ top step, which overlooked the entire
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space. From the exposed staircases, you could get a clear view of the space with
ridiculously tall walls. The giant room had an arrangement of desks with compu-
ters and bookshelves used for storing paperwork. I began analyzing the view. The
white surfaces of the shelves contrasted with the brick walls harshly. I scanned the
room from right to left. Just as I was beginning to lose hope, I saw him, or rather
it. A fluffy blue-gray tail sticking out of a box on the farthest left bookshelf. I ran
towards it as if my life depended on it.

“You are not getting away with this!” I yelled at him. He peeked his head out
of the box and berated me for interrupting his nap. Oh, he was not going to play ga-
mes with me like that. “Where is the painting!” I screamed enraged. “What pain-
ting?” He asked smugly, pretending to be oblivious. “I know you have it somewhere
here! Tell me where it is right now!” I persisted. “I guess you will have to figure
that out yourself!” He replied and laid down in the box once again. If he had gotten
inside the gallery by himself, he certainly had some tricks hidden away in his fur.
I needed him to lead me to the artwork.

I was running low on time. There was no other choice. I backed away from
the bookshelf, and then, at full speed I ran! And I jumped! Fortunately, the piece
of furniture was mostly empty. As I put my weight on the upper part of it, it fell.
I saw it as if in slow motion. Sir. Mittens grasping for nonexistent ground. He flew
off the surface and landed on four paws two feet away from the shelf in a pile
of books and files. ,Where is the painting?” [ demanded again. But he didn’t an-
swer. He was watching me from atop a pile of books. How I loathed him for kno-
wing the location and not telling me.

Out of nowhere, he ran! He ran with all the might he had. I rushed after him.
He climbed the stairs. I raced up the stairs. At last, we met in the attic room.
We stared at each other, neither of us blinking, awaiting one another’s next move
with anticipation. It only took a moment before he made his move. He dashed
towards the wall. I ran after him! He jumped off the wall and looked as if he was
flying! ,Ouch!” I yelled as I tripped over my own paw while staring at him in disbe-
lief for throwing me off like that. But then I saw it. Oh, I saw it. It was the painting!
I did not trip over my paw. I tripped over a loose deck of wood in the floor. It slid
open and inside, the real thing! The original Basquiat. The scent of the aged oil
paint and old wood hit me. I could feel my face get hot and red from satisfaction
as a firecracker on the Fourth of July!

I looked him in the eyes once more. A displeased expression rested on his
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snout - part embarrassment, part anger. And just as we were about to dance
the tango again, we heard footsteps coming from the stairs. His eyes were full
of panic. He ran to the corner of the room where an old rag laid. He lifted it hastily
with his teeth. A harness was beneath! I was in shock. He slid right into it.

A hook shot up from the back of the top of his harness and attached itself to the
rim of the skylight. My jaw dropped. It felt like something from a movie. Then, he
pressed a button on the right side of the clothing, or rather spy, item, and lifted
him upwards into the air! In a matter of seconds, he was up on the roof! Out of the
line of vision of Mr. Crawford and his assistant who came into the room. Our eyes
met one last time before he turned left and was no longer in sight.

Just like that, he was gone. Only a faint smell of a cat stayed with me, as if
a ghost. I knew I would see him once again soon enough. The battle was over, but
not the war. I would reunite with my enemy shortly when he would anew try to

create chaos and mess in my life, and I would stop him.
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Gwiazdy
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Uplynetlo sporo czasu od jej znikniecia. Tak jak robie to kazdego wieczoru od ponad
roku, przeslizgnglem sie przez uchylone drzwi do jej pokoju i wyszedlem przez
otwarte okno na zewnatrz. Zaczalem patrzec¢ w gwiazdy... szczegolnie w t3 jedng
najjasniejszg na calym niebie. Przypomina mi o niej i o naszych wszystkich spe-
dzonych chwilach.

Pamietam jak jeszcze bylem matym kocigtkiem porzuconym na ulicy z moimi
brac¢mi i siostrami. Ludzie podchodzgc do nas zabierali osobna kazdego. Zostatem
sam myslg ze nikt mnie nie wezmie. Ale pewnego deszczowego dnia to sie zmie-
nito. Wtedy przyszta mata dziewczynka, z czarnymi kucykami i grzywka, ubrana
w fioletowg kurtke przeciw deszczowg i z zoltymi neonowymi kaloszami. Byla to
moja Mi. Zostala moja wlascicielka, przygarnela mnie, oswoila mnie. Od tej pory
jestem jej wdzieczny za wszystko. Zaprowadzitla mnie do swojego domu i zapo-
znala mnie ze swoimi rodzicami dla mnie znanymi jako wujek I ciocia. Na poczat-
ku ich nie polubilem, poniewaz przeprowadzili mnie przez weterynalng meke.
Te wszystkie badania, szczepienia na wscieklizne oraz najgorsze... obcinanie
pazurow, to byly tortury. Mowiac o tym, az czuje ten caty bol. Lecz potem zrozu-
miatem, ze to wszystko bylo tylko po to by mogli mnie zatrzymac¢, poniewaz gdy-
bym tego nie przeszedl moglbym przeniesc¢ im jakies schorzenie do dom. Ale od-
biegaja od niemilego tematu weterynarza, przygarniajac mnie nie mieli prawie nic
do zaproponowania. Nie bylo w ich domu ani legowiska, ani drapaka, ani nawet
miski dla mnie. Musialem ostrzy¢ pazury na bialo-czarnych meblach w salonie,
a tak, poza tym nie wiem o co sie tak wujkowie wsciekali, gdy to robilem, ale po-
mijajac to jadlem z kartonowej miseczki, ktorg zrobila mi Mi. Nawet legowiska nie
miatem tylko wylozyli mi rog w salonie gazets, zebym nie napaskudzil, ale miej-
sce do spania mi nie przeszkadzalo, poniewaz przychodzilem do Mi i spatem w jej
nogach. Jak mi tego brakuje. Mowiac juz o poczatkach naszej znajomosci. Jedng
najwazniejszg rzeczg dla kota jest imie. Na ulicy nasze imie mowi na jakim po-
ziomie sie znajdujemy. Wiec przed nadawaniem imion swojemu kotu radze sie
zastanowic co ono on nim bedzie swiadczyc¢, bo na przyktad znatem takiego kota,
ktorego wlasciciel postanowil nazwa¢ smrodek. Wyobrazcie sobie jak on moglt
sie czuc kiedy wychodzit na ulice sie poszwendac a tu inne kotu wotajg do niego:
Hej! Znow wychodzisz z domu, bo nie mogtles juz zniesc¢ tego zapachu. Myslac
o tym ciesze sie, ze moja wilascicielka byla na tyle wyrozumiala, ze dat mi na imie
Hiko. To imie dato mi nawet dobre stanowisko na ulicy, poniewaz on w dostownym

tlumaczeniu oznacza Ksigze. Mi byla wtedy w przedszkolu wiec, nawet dobrze jak

20



na 4 letnie dziecko poszto jej z nazwaniem zwierzecia. Bo czasem nawet 30-latek
umie nazwac kota najprosciej K-O-T. No po prostu dramat. Wedlug mnie wtasci-
ciele, ktorzy hanbig tak godnosc kota nie powinni dostawac saszety przez rok.

Ale wracajac do Mi przedszkole, przedszkolem, lecz czasy szkole. Przypomina
mi sie jej pierwszy dzien w szkole. Nie bylg juz 4 letnig mala dziewczynka, lecz
juz 8-latka. Bardzo sie bala. Nie chciata wyjs¢ z domu. Tydzien przed przytulala
mnie non stop, mowigc, ze nie wyjdzie z domu do nowego miejsca beze mnie. Te-
sknie za tym. Lecz jak juz poszia to wrocila do domu tak radosna, ze wczesniej
jej takiej nie widzialem. Przynosila ze szkoly rysunki ze mnga, ktore wieszata na
Scianach w pokoju, w tym samym pokoju, w ktorym teraz one wisza. Milo si¢ na to
patrz, przypomina mi to o naszych poszczegolnych momentach. Wujkowie mowi-
li jej, zeby nie wieszala tego wszystkiego na scianach, bo pozostajg slady i bedzie
trzeba zrywac farbe. Wiec zdejmowali te dziela i dawali do matego folderu, ktory
stal na najwyzszej potce w domu, zeby Mi nie wzieta ich powrotem i nie powiesita.
Teraz po tym wszystkim, powiesili wszystko z powrotem. Ale wracajac, wtedy na-
sza wiez byla nierozlgczna. ByliSmy sami dla siebie.

Lecz nie trwalo to wiecznie, kiedy byla jeszcze w przedszkolu i klasach jeden-
-trzy spedzaliSmy razem wiele czasu. Mi przechodzac do wyzszych klas mniej
czasu poswiecata mnie. Nie przynosita juz kolorowych rysunkow do domu, lecz
biate kartki zapelnione monotonnym czarnym tekstem lub pelne réznych liczb
powtarzajacych sie na okoto. Wczesniej wychodzita i bardzo pdzno przychodzi-
ta. Jedzac kolacje przy przyjsciu nie zwracata na mnie zbytnio uwagi. Nie dawa-
ta mi wtedy tez saszety, zlecala zrobienie tej czynnosci wujkowi. Pomijata kola-
cje, po niej nawet nie reagowala na moje mialczenie i zaczepki. Tak jakbym byt
niewidzialny, dla nie niezauwazalny. Jednak czar pryskal, kiedy Mi szla do swo-
jego pastelowego 10zka. Przed snem czytala najrozniejsze powiesci i wiersze,
prawdopodobnie jej lektury. Wtedy kladlem sie koto niej a Mi czytala mi je naglos,
glaszczac moje futerko. A ja wtedy powoli zasypiatem, stuchajac jej kojacego glosu.
tak bylo kazdego dnia. Ale pomijajac dobre czesci, nawet w weekendy nie miala
zbytnio czasu. Szta wtedy gdzies do swoich kolezanek do jakiegos kina lub parku.
A teraz powiem na powaznie ich szczerze nie nawiedzilem, poniewaz stanowily
dla mnie zagrozenie w psychicznym i fizyczny. Psychicznym, poniewaz zabieraly
mi mojg wlascicielke. Stanowczo spedzaty z nig za duzo czasu. Fizycznym, gdyz
kiedy przychodzily do Mi troszke mnie dreczyly, wyganiajac z pokoju lub pro-
bujac mnie ztapad, kiedy przednimi uciekatem. Wiec przed zaproszeniem kogos

do swojego domu radze pomyslec jak zareaguja na zwierze, a przede wszystkim
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jak zwierze zareaguje na nich. Akurat ja jestem dosyc¢ spokojnym kotem ,nie tak
jak wszystkie, i w tamtych okolicznosciach postanowilem taki pozostac. Lecz znam
takich, ktorzy na cos takiego by tak zareagowali, ze blizna na pewno by pozostala.
Pomimo tego, ze Mi probowata mnie obroni¢, mowigc, ze nie lubie dotyku, co bylo
oczywiscie klamstwem, poniewaz kazdy kot lubi go, tylko musi czlowiek wiedziec,
kiedy go chcemy, one nie zwracaly na to uwagi. Niestety dalej pamietam te stowa co
one na mnie powiedzialy podczas jednej wizyty...:

- Cotozakudlacz?

- Haha, wyglada jak bragzowy stos mchu!!!!

- Albo jak wiewiora!!!

- Hahahahahaahhah!!!!!!

Upokorzyly mnie wtedy przez moja wlasng wilascicielks, ale kazdy chyba wtedy
wiedziat kogo Mi lubi najbardziej. Na szczescie po ich odwiedzinach dostawatem
cos dobrego do jedzenia jako wynagrodzenie za przetrwanie i dobre zachowanie.
Ogolnie jednym stowem mowiac bylem troche smutny, kiedy nie mogta znalezc dla
mnie wiele czasu, do ktorego przywyklem, tylko spedzata wiekszosc jego z nimi.
Wiec cieszylem sie kiedy to sie zmienilo.

Pewnego poniedziatku ,kiedy moja wlascicielka miala juz 13 lat a ja mialem az
56 kocich, nie poszta rano do szkoty. Z czego wiedziatem niebylo zadnego swieta lub
przerwy od szkoly. Zastanawiatem sie czy zaraz wyjdzie i mnie zostawi jak zwykle,
czy tym razem mam szczescie i zostanie. Mi zostala, bawigc sie ze mng caty dzien.
Lecz wyszla z domu pod wieczor. Nie wiedziatem o co chodzito. Kiedy wrocita za-
uwazylem, ze miala przyklejong naklejke na ktorej byto napisane ,dzielny pacjent”.
Kojarzylem ja. Takie cos dostawala zawsze kiedy szta do weterynarza dla ludzi.
Lecz dalej nie wiedzialem dlaczego nie poszta rano do szkoty, nie wygladata na cho-
r3. Nastepne dni rowniez spedzata czas ze mng w domu. Bylem wtedy w siodmym
niebie. Czulam, ze w koncu odbudujemy naszg relacje ktora trwala juz prawie 9 lat.
Przez ten czas, kiedy byla w domu, brata jakies leki i wylysiala, ale wydawalo mi
sie ,ze wlosy wypadly jej tylko od stresu, tak jak kotom futro. Pomijajac to mysla-
lem, ze ten cudowny okres juz sie nie skonczy. Oczywiscie nie moglo by¢ tak pieknie
wiecznie. Ktoregos ranka wujkowie zabrali gdzies Mi. Nie miatem pojecia gdzie,

w sumie do tej pory nie wiem. Martwilem si¢, poniewaz tylko dorosli wrocili
na noc do domu, bez Mi. Wygladali na przygnebionych. Ale dlaczego? To pytanie
powtarzalem sobie przez dlugi czas. Poza tym tezich podejscie do mnie sie zmienito.

Nie obchodzitem ich tak bardzo jak Mi, ktorej nie bylo. Ogolnie bylem zalamany.
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Mijaly minuty, godziny, dni, tygodnie i miesigce, a jej ciggle nie bylo. Czekatem
i czekalem na jej powrot. Sam nie wiem dlaczego, ale ciggle gdzies w glebi my-
slatem, ze przyjdzie. W przeciggu roku od tego zdarzenia wujkowie posprzatali
jej pokoj. Mowiac posprzatali mam na mysli usuneli wszystkie pastelowe meble
i sprzedali. Lecz jak juz mowilem powiesili rysunki. Potem przymkneli piekne
biale drzwi z jej pomiarami wzrostu tak, ze tylko ja jestem zdolny do przecisniecia
sie przez szpare prowadzaca do pokoju Mi. Od tamtej pory wujkowie nie zagladali
tam. Na poczatku rowniez patrzac na te drzwi z namalowanymi kreskami wska-
zujacymi ile podrosta mieli zy w oczach.

Wtedy zrozumiate. Pojalem co sie stalo. Juz wiedzialem, ze moja Mi nie zyje.
Moja wtlascicielka umarta, prawdopodobnie na jakas chorobe. A ja nawet nie mia-
tem okazji sie z nig pozegnac. Nie miatem szansy przytulic sie do niej ten ostatni
raz. Ani postuchac tego jak mi czyta z wiedzg, ze to byl ten ostatni raz. Uswiadomi-
lem sobie o tym, ze przez te kilka miesiecy czekalem na nig z ciggla mysla, ze po-
wrdci. Ze wszystko bedzie dobrze i dalej bedziemy sie bawi¢, ale to byl juz koniec.
Wiedzialem, ze czasu si¢ nie cofnie i nie moglem zrobi¢ nic innego od popadnie-
cia w kocia depresje przez tesknote. Nic mnie tak nie uszczesliwialo jak ona i juz
nic mnie tak nie ucieszy. Wtedy doszta do mnie ta jedna wazna wiadomos¢, ktory
przesadzila moje losy... Mi nie zyje, a ja jestem sam.

Teraz ja, sam jak pazur, patrze w gwiezdziste niebo i ta jedng gwiazdke blysz-
czy tak jasno jak oczy Mi kiedy na mnie patrzyla. Mam wrazenie, Ze ona tez sie
na mnie patrzy. Obserwujgc to piekne niebo przypomina mi sie towszystko o czym
teraz powiedzialem. Te wszystkie wzruszajace wspomnienia, co mi przychodzi
do glowy patrzac w gore, s3 zapisane w tych gwiazdach. Te wszystkie nasze wspol-
nie spedzone chwile sg tam ale tylko ja moge je odczytac. Teraz ja je czytam, zeby
chodz troche poczuc obecnos¢ Mi. Tu. Kolo mnie, przy niebie z gwiazdami.

KONIEC
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No i tak moja historia powoli dobiega konca. Tak, zostatem zlapany i osadzony
w zakladzie karnym pod zaostrzonym rygorem. Kiedy tak siedzialem w wiezieniu
czekajac na swoj wyrok, czas uptywat i uplywat... mialem duzo czasu na namysle-
nia o tym, co sie stato i dlaczego. Myslac o tym wszystkim doszedlem do w wnio-
sku, ze nic na tym swiecie nie moze sie rownac¢ z dobrg historig. Zaczatem wiec
pisac o tym, co przezylem przez ostatnie pare lat. I teraz wam to wszystko opowiem.

Wszystko zaczelo sie¢ w moim rodzinnym miescie South Lake Tahoe w Stanach
Zjednoczonych. Podczas moich nastoletnich lat bardzo czesto kldcilem sie
zrodzicamiizawalalem szkote. Jednak wszystko sie zmienilo gdy skonczytem 16 lat
i z rodzicami przeniostem sie¢ do innego miasta i do innej szkoty. Wyjechalismy
do Milwaukee w stanie Wisconsin: od tamtego momentu stalem sie cichy, niesmia-
ly i trudno mi bylo zawrze¢ nowe znajomosci z kolegami z rocznika. Moi rodzi-
ce zaczeli zauwazac, ze trace swoja che¢ do poznawania nowych rzeczy i zawsze
po skonczeniu lekcji wracam ze szkotly prosto do domu i zamykam sie w swoim
pokoju. Mama zaproponowata wiec tacie zeby kupi¢ mi psa, bo moze to zmu-
si mnie do wychodzenia chociaz na chwile na dwor. Jak postanowili, tak zrobili:
na moje siedemnaste urodziny sprawili mi w prezencie szczeniaczka bulteriera.
Nazwatem go Fidel, co po hiszpansku znaczy “wierny” Odrazu sie z nim zaprzy-
jaznilem. Towarzyszyl mi on do college’u i nawet potem, gdy juz wyprowadzi-
lem sie catkowicie od rodzicow. Zamieszkatem w Memphis w stanie Tennessee.
Dostatem prace jako doradca ksiegowy. Dobrze mi sie zylo z moim kochanym
psem: ogladalisSmy wieczorami filmy, chodzilismy na wystawy, gotowalismy
razem i robilismy wiele roznych innych rzeczy. Jednakze jednego dnia wszystko
sie zmienilo. Kiedy wrocitem do domu po pracy nie bylo go. Zaczatem go szukac
na podworku przed domem, ale dostownie zapad! sie pod ziemie. Poszedlem do
drukarni i zaprojektowalem ulotki, na ktorych widniala podobizna Fidla, z pyta-
niem czy ktos go widzial. Rozwiesilem je po calym miescie. Po paru dniach straci-
lem nadzieje czy kiedykolwiek uda misie go znalezc. Po paru tygodniach zaczatem
myslec, ze juz trzeba zapomniec i zy¢ ze swiadomoscig ze prawdopodobnie moj
kochany pies nie zyje. Okolo dwa miesigce pozniej przyszta do mnie paczka z ja-
ponskimi znaczkami i listem, w ktorym bylo napisane ze Yakuza porwala mojego
psa itrzyma go jako zakladnika, zeby go odzyskac¢ musze przelac na zagraniczne
konto dwiescie tysiecy dolarow albo inaczej zabijg psa i pokazg to w publicznej te-
lewizji. Mam czas do konca miesigca.

Przez chwile myslalem ze to wszystko jest jakis glupi zart, ale gdy spojrzatem
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w glab paczki ktorg dostalem, ujrzalem obroze mojego psa. Bylem tak przerazo-
ny, ze nie moglem sie ruszyc¢ ani ztapac¢ oddechu. Po chwili zrozumialem, ze mu-
sze ratowac¢ mojego biednego Fidla z rak tych porywaczy. Musialem jeszcze tylko
wymysli¢, jak to zrobie. Po pierwsze musze wzig¢ chorobowe w pracy. Nastepne,
co przyszto mi do glowy to to, ze musze nauczyc sie sztuk walki, zeby miec¢ jakies
szanse z porywaczami. Wpisalem w internet przyspieszony kurs kung-fu: niestety
jedyne co mi wskoczylo to jakies piecio minutowe poradniki do samoobrony. Ale
gdy poszukatem dluzej to wyskoczyl mi pewien bardzo interesujacy link w kto-
rym bylo napisane “Przyspieszony kurs kung-fu Tylko u nas. Zapisz sie juz dzis!
Na ulicy N Fifth street”. Pomyslatem, ze to moze by¢ moja ostatnia deska ratunku
i ze musze ja wykorzystac.

Od razu sie zapisalem i poszedltem pod podany adres. Zapukalem do drzwi,
otworzy! mi zgarbiony czlowiek w podziurawionej szacie. Po wejsciu do srodka
zobaczylem, ze cale miejsce wyglada jak sala treningowa sztuk walki w filmach,
w ktorych akcja rozgrywala sie w starozytnych Chinach. Po chwili posepny starzec
kazal mi sie przebra¢ w kimono, zeby zaczac trening. Powiedzialem, ze nie mam
kimona bo nigdy nie trenowalem sztuk walki i to jest modj pierwszy raz. Starzec
westchnali poszedtna zaplecze. Po jakis dwoch, trzech minutach starzec przyniost
mi lekko podarte i poplamione kimono do sztuk walki. Wlozylem je na siebie, bylo
lekko przyciasne, ale nie chciatem juz go klopotac, wiec nic mu nie powiedzialem.
Starzec poszed! na srodek sali treningowej i sie przedstawil. Powiedziatl “Witam
Cie, nazywam sie mistrz Gee Shin, bede cie nauczat Kung fu na kursie przyspie-
szonejnauki”. Zaczelismy od zwyklego uderzenia prostego, nastepnie przeszlismy
do kopniecia przedniego, a pozniej nawet do kopniecia bocznego. Caly moj kurs
trwat okoto 2 tygodnie. Nie wiem ile dokladnie, poniewaz nie wychodzitem pra-
wie ogole z sali treningowej, spatem w pokoju obok na starym materacu, a jadtem
wjadalniwtym samym budynku. Do jedzenia zazwyczaj byla stara zupa i przemo-
czone precle. Po wszystkim bylem gotowy na spotkanie z oprawcami mojego psa.
Po wyjsciu z sali treningowej i podziekowaniu mistrzowi Shin za nauki, nie-
zwlocznie kupilem bilet do Tokyo, czyli do siedziby Yakuzy. Po 17 godzinach i 45
minutach lotu z jedng przesiadka w Sacramento w stanie Kalifornia, bylem juz na
miejscu i pomyslalem, ze taktyka na odzyskanie mojego psa bedzie zwracanie na
siebie jak najwiekszej uwagi wnajbardziej gangsterskich zakamarkach Tokyo, zeby
dac¢ sie zlapac i zosta¢ przyprowadzonym do miejsca przetrzymywania Fidelka.

Nie bylo to trudne, nawet nie musialem zwracac za bardzo na siebie uwagi, bo jak
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sie pozniej okazalo, samo wejscie na teren Yakuzy liczy sie z zatrzymaniem przez
jego cztonkow.

Tak jak myslalem, zostalem zatrzymany i zostaly mi nalozone kajdany, oraz
worek na glowe, zebym nie wiedziat jaka jest droga do glownej siedziby Yakuzy.
Jak dowiedzialem sie po przyjsciu na miejsce, Yakuza zainteresowala sie mng
glownie przez moj kolor skory, poniewaz pomysleli, ze jestem tajnym amerykan-
skim agentem, ktory specjalnie przyleciat do Japonii, zeby rozwigzac ich gang.
Kiedy wprowadzili mnie do glownej sali zostalem postawiony przed ich glownym
bossem. Kiedy zostal mi zdjety worek z glowy rozejrzalem sie po pomieszczeniu.
Jedyne co zobaczylem, to swiece roztozone po calym pokoju ijakies dziwne pozio-
me obrazy, wszelaka bron, w tym sztylety i pistolety. Wszedzie stali bardzo mocno
wytatuowani wysocy mezczyzni z nozami i bronig palng w pasach. W rogu pokoju
zobaczyltem klatke idealnej wielkosci jak dla mojego psa. W tym momencie odrazu
wiedziatem, ze nie przylecialem do Japonii na darmo i napewno nie wyjde stad
bez Fidla. Na podwyzszeniu siedziala zakapturzona tajemnicza osoba z wyraznie
zmodulowanym glosem. Glos by} bardzo niski i dos¢ chrypliwy, ale udato mi sie
go zrozumiec. Czlowiek zadal mi wiele pytan: dlaczego sie szwendam po tych za-
katkach Tokyo, czy nikt mi nie powiedzial, ze ludziom nie bedgcym w Yakuzie nie
mozna sie tu zapuszczac i wiele innych. Zeby mie¢ pewnos¢, ze mowie prawde,
wstrzykneli mi dozylnie serum, ktore zmuszato mnie do mowienia samej praw-
dy. Kiedy zmuszony do prawdziwej odpowiedzi opowiedzialem im calg historie
i wspomniatem im o Fidlu, cala sala zamarla. Juz wtedy wiedzialem, ze moj pies
jest dla nich bardzo waznym zakladnikiem. Po niedlugiej chwili zerwatem z rak
kajdany zdjalem szybko worek z glowy i zaczaglem walczy¢ ze wszystkimi, ktorzy
w tym momencie znajdowali sie w sali. Kiedy rozprawiatem sie z podwladnymi
bossa Yakuzy, kagtem oka udalto mi sie zauwazy¢, ze boss razem z dwoma bardzo
wysokimi i umiesnionymi ochroniarzami ucieka do innego pomieszczenia. W mo-
mencie, kiedy to zobaczylem, ruszylem w ich strone, po drodze rozprawiajac sie
z niedobitkami z sali. Kiedy wszedlem do pokoju, drzwi zatrzasnely si¢ za mna
z hukiem. Probowatem je otworzy¢, ale nie moglem ich ruszyc¢. Pomyslatem, ze
zatrzasnely sie. W pokoju bylo zupelnie ciemno i bardzo cicho. Po paru minutach

zaczalem czuc ulatniajgcy sie dziwny zapach. To byl gaz usypiajacy. Kiedy
upadlem na podloge, ostatnimi resztkami sit zobaczylem jak drzwi sie otwierajg

i do pokoju wchodzi dwoch mezczyzn.
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Obudzilem sie na zewnatrz caly pobrudzony we krwi, obok mnie lezatl za-
strzelony funkcjonariusz tokijskiej policji i dziesieciu przypadkowych cywilow,
aw rece trzymatem pistolet. Kiedy sie calkowicie ocknatem zrozumialem, ze Yakuza
nie chciala mnie zabi¢ tylko wrobi¢ mnie w morderstwo zeby mie¢ mnie z glowy.
Jednoczesnie, zeby nie byli w okregu podejrzanych, wywiezli mnie w miejsce,
w ktorym jeszcze nigdy nie bylem. Kiedy zaczalem is¢ przed siebie ustyszatem
za sobg sygnaly policyjnego radiowozu. Skrecilem w inng uliczke, zaczatem biec,
ustyszalem, ze radiowoz zaczyna przyspieszac. Wspiglem sie po drabinie jakie-
gos srednio wysokiego budynku. Zaczalem biec przez dach, policjanci wspieli sie
za mn3. Bylo ich dwoch. Jednego udato mi sie postrzelic w ramie, ale drugi pora-
zil mnie paralizatorem. Przetransportowali mnie do miejsca w ktorym czekalem
na swoja rozprawe sagdowa. Po rozprawie zostalem przetransportowany specjal-
nym samolotem z powrotem do USA gdzie zostalem osadzony w jedynym wiezie-
niu pigtego stopnia zabezpieczenia w catlym stanie Minnesota o nazwie Oak Park
Heights.

Kiedy uplynal juz prawie caly rok od osadzenia mnie w wiezieniu za zbrodnie,
ktorej nie bylem winien, zaczalem tracic¢ nadzieje na jakakolwiek szanse, ze kie-
dykolwiek wyjde za te przeklete mury. Pewnego dnia, kiedy obudzilem sie i wy-
szedlem z celi w celu udania sie do stotowki, straznicy zawotali mnie i powiedzieli,
ze czeka na mnie paczka w magazynie i zebym jg odebral. Poszedlem do maga-
zynu i zostala mi wydana mala paczka. Pierwsze co przykulo moja uwage to fakt,
ze na paczce s3 te same japonskie znaczki przewozowe, jakie dostalem przy
pierwszej paczce z Japonii z obroza mojego psa. Poszedlem z powrotem do celi i
byltem tak ciekawy co jest w srodku, ze postanowilem, ze nie pojde na sniadanie i
zobacze co w niej jest. Kiedy ja odpakowalem zobaczylem w srodku list i koperte.
Na samym poczatku zaczgtem czytac list, ktory wbil mnie w ziemie. A juz mysla-
tem, ze po tym co przezylem, nic by mnie juz nie zdziwito. W liscie bylo napisane,
ze pies, ktorego przez caly czas staralem sie ratowac, nie jest tym psem, za ktore-
go go uwazam. Pies, ktorego staralem sie uratowac tak naprawde jest odpowie-
dzialny za to wszystko, co mi sie przydarzylo. Kiedy skonczyltem czytac, otworzy-
tem koperte, w ktorej byly zdjecia z kamer ulicznych mojego psa wchodzacego do
siedziby Yakuzy nie w klatce, ale otoczonego trzema ochroniarzami. I nagle
wszystko zrozumiatem: dlaczego glos szefa mafii byt zmodulowany, a klatka ktora
byla pusta. Chodzilo o to, zeby mnie zmylic¢ i zebym myslal ze to moj pies jest prze-

trzymywany w innym pokoju. Po przeczytaniu tego listu przez pierwsze pare lat

29



w wiezieniu bylo mi ciezko sie pogodzic z faktem, ze zostatem skazany niestusz-
nie. Jednakze, po trzech ciezkich latach w wiezieniu pomyslalem, ze nie chce spe-
dzic¢ reszty zycia jaka mi zostata uzalajac sie nad sobg. Postanowilem, ze wymysle
sobie cel jaki moge spelnic¢ bedac osadzonym w wiezieniu. W tamtym momencie

zaczalem pisac¢ mojg biografie.
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Since the very beginning, I knew that something in our family was... wrong.

As far as I can remember my Owner’s wife has been clinging to him. She depen-
ded on him financially. In our house, she had the role of the housewife. She was
the one who cared for me. She was the one who slept with me in the same bed.
She was the one who walked me outside on rainy days. This created a deep bond
between me and her - the person whom I'm still calling my mom. My Owner bro-
ught money to our house and tried to accommodate us. It was visible that Mom
felt resentful, unsatisfied, and... unfulfilled with her current life. I was trying
to comfort her - I stopped socializing with my neighbors, I stopped making a mess
when eating, and I made sure to show my affection in any way possible. She had my
company whenever I felt she needed it. But the only change I could notice was in
her smile, not in her eyes. I was helpless.

Her dreams finally came true - she got an accountant job in a transport compa-
ny. She was home later and later. She explained herself to us: “I need to grow”, she
would say. She promised to provide us with a new house and car. That this change
will play lanes with a much better standard of living.

Life became tough. Lonely. Dark.

Everybody left me to myself. In their eyes, I slowly faded away. The thought
of being completely solitary haunted me like a ghost. The house was buried in my
shadow. I despised this, for the nights and days were getting longer and longer.
When both my Owners came home in the evenings, they spent time arguing and
yelling. We stopped going on walks together. We stopped eating dinners together.
Everyone was sleeping in separate beds. There was no space for love.

The moment when my Mom left our house with suitcases was the moment my
heart broke into a million tiny pieces. The entire world felt apart. I was thrown into
an endless void and couldn’t get out. The most important person in my life had just
gone and didn’t even say “goodbye”.

I was counting the days she was gone, hoping she would come back and spend
time with me as she always has done. Every day, I sat on the windowsill, observing
the stone pathway in front of our house expectantly. The same pathway where
I watched as she walked down the street, not looking back once. ‘She just went on
atrip? It’s just a business meeting? She went to grandma’s and will come back with
another delicious meal?’. I kept giving myself false hope. These thoughts warmed
me every time I felt like a wreck. I knew I was just deceiving myself, and every day

she did not show up stung like she disappeared all over again. But hope dies last,
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and that hope gave me the strength necessary to survive.

All my days were spent on the windowsill. I barely slept, and when I did, I woke
up straight away in fear I might miss her arrival. My owner was never home,
leaving for work early in the morning and coming back in a terrible state late at
night. In between, he scarcely remembered to refill my bowl or give me water.
I grew thinner every day.

It was exactly a year later that my Mom reappeared. Back on the same stone
pathway, with a tired expression and wearing the same black coat, carrying
the same suitcases. Out of nowhere. No preceding letter, call, message, nothing.
I cannot describe what I felt in the moment. Whatever grudge, whatever hopes
I had built up over the last year vanished. I could not hear anything - all I could
hear was a nauseous ringing that washed over me. My Owner came downstairs.
He and Mom talked while I just sat there, staring. Their conversation went on and
on through the night in the living room, but I could not move.

The next day started like the past year had been a dream, a product of my ima-
gination. I must have fallen asleep the night before because I woke up to the sight
of my Mom embracing my Owner before work, and the smell of fresh sausages
coming from the kitchen.

Only then did I come alive anew.

We ate dinner together again. We cuddled all day long. We went on walks
together. It felt like for the past year, I was frozen in a state between night and day,
sleep and dream, life and death. But now all the color, sense and meaning came
back into everything I did.

I still think about that time — those emotions when I felt alone and betrayed,
those sleepless nights and hungry days. I'm panicking about being left out aga-
in. I'm afraid of being derelict. That’s why I often think about cutting the umbi-
lical cord with my Mom to be immune in case she abandons me one more time.
However, I choose to trust her instead.

I prefer to love and lose than never love again.
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Kajetan oraz jego pies Avalanche byli na spacerze w gorach. Jak zwykle, Avalan-
che biegal wszedzie oraz caly czas znajdowatl coraz wieksze patyki do rzucania.
Byl to pies srednich rozmiarow, typowy owczarek australijski, tymczasem Kajtek,
ktory bardzo lubit wspinaczke gorska, znalazl idealng skate do wspinaczki, miata
ona okolo siedem metrow wysokosci. Wyjal on swoj sprzet do wspinaczki, miat go
przy sobie, poniewaz uwielbiatl ten sport, dlatego gdy tylko mial okazje, to zawsze
wyjezdzal w gory. Obaj bardzo lubili te wyjazdy, poniewaz pies miat szanse prze-
bywa¢ w naturze, a Kajtek mogt sie wspina¢ po naturalnych skatach, ktore byly
dla niego o wiele bardziej ekscytujace niz sztuczne tory, ktore byly w Warszawie.
Niestety, wszystkie dobre rzeczy szybko sie konczg i byla juz niedziela, wiec byt
to ich ostatni spacer po gorach. Zaczeli wracac, mieli przed sobg piec¢ godzin jazdy
samochodem, a byl juz wieczdr, wiec stawalo sie coraz ciemniej, na drodze byla tez
duza mgla co oznaczalo coraz gorsze warunki drogowe. Kajtek, ktory nie zwra-
cal uwagi na pogarszajace sie warunki, wcigz jechal ponad dwiescie kilometrow
na godzine, az w koncu stracit kontrole nad pojazdem i wpadl w poslizg. Wpadajac
na drugg strone jezdni zostal potrgcony przez ciezarowke pedzaca z naprzeciw-
ka, zabijajgc psa oraz powaznie ranigc kierowce. Kierowca uciekl z miejsca wy-
darzenia, ale na szczescie osoby jadace obok wezwaly pogotowie, ktore bardzo
szybko przybylo na miejsce wydarzenia, gdyz szpital zambulansem znajdowat sie
w pobliskim miasteczku. Pomimo staran czlonkow karetki, Kajtka nie udalo sie
uratowac.

Kajtek byl agnostykiem, wiec nigdy nie praktykowal zadnej religii oraz nie
zastanawial sie co sie dzieje po smierci, bo jak on to mowit kiedy ktokolwiek pro-
bowat o tym z nim rozmawiac: ,Jestem na to za mlody”. Ironiczne. Moment Smier-
ci dla Kajetana byt jak zasniecie po braku snu przez 48 godzin. Szybkie. Myslal,
ze bedzie to koniec, ale sie obudzil i ustyszat glos.

~Witaj w zyciu po $mierci, jestem obserwatorem tego swiata bylem tu zawsze
ibede tu zawsze” - przywital sie Obserwator

,OKk, dzieki za ta informacje” — Kajtek - ,ale gdzie jest moj pies?”

,Jjest on w gorszej czesci tego miejsca” — powiedzial Obserwator — ,nastgpit btad
w systemie, przykro mi, ale nie jestem w stanie tego zmienic¢, poniewaz ja moge
tylko obserwowac”

,Czy jestem w stanie go stamtad uratowac?” — zapytal Kajtek

»lak, ale jest to niebezpieczna i dluga wyprawa” — odpowiedzial Obserwator

Kajetana nic to nie obchodzilo, on juz wyruszyl. Miejsce wygladalo jak gory,
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wiec zgodnie z logika gorsze miejsca znajdowaly sie na nizszych poziomach,
ale Kajtek nie wiedzial, gdzie Avalanche sie znajduje, wiec musial przeszukac
wszystkie poziomy. Sama wspinaczka nie bedzie dla niego problemem, poniewaz
byla to jego pasja jeszcze za zycia. Nie wiedziat co go czeka, ale byt zdeterminowa-
ny, zeby podolac zadaniu, ktore wigzalo sie z ratunkiem jego psa. Jako inteligent-
ny czlowiek uswiadomil sobie, ze musi zbudowac cos, co bedzie przywigzane do
jego plecow i bedzie trzymalo psa w miejscu, zeby mogt sie wspig¢ na wyzsze po-
ziomy Miejsca. Mial ze sobg plecak i bidon wiec zaczat od poszukiwania jeziora,
bo jak wszyscy wiemy, woda jest niezbedna do przezycia. Krajobrazy tych gor
przypominaty Alpy podczas lata. Piekne, zielone, z duzg iloscig krystalicz-
nych jezior rozprzestrzenionych po wspanialych dolinach, a przy tych jeziorach
rosty owoce, wszelkich rodzajow, przez truskawki po arbuzy. Kajtek zwigzku
z tym postanowil zebrac jak najwiecej zywnosci oraz picia, poniewaz nie wie-
dzial, jak bedzie z zywnoscig na nizszych poziomach na gorze. Napeknil bidon po
brzegi oraz zabratl ze sobg truskawki, mango i arbuzy. Te owoce ,chociaz mogg sie
wydawac losowe, jednak takie nie byly. Mango i truskawki sg pelne fruktozy, czy-
li cukrow, ktore sie szybko przemieniaja w niezbedng energie, a arbuz jest naj-
lepszym zrodlem elektrolitow, wiec z kombinacjg tych owocow mial wszystkie
potrzebne rzeczy do dlugiej, zmudnej wspinaczki. Niestety nie wiedzial, na kto-
rym poziomie znajduje sie jego pies, wiec bedzie musiat przeszukac kazdy poziom.
Z racjami zywnosciowymi wyruszy! na nizsze poziomy gory. Zwracajac uwage
na to, ze wszedzie byly znaki prowadzace, bylo to bardzo proste zadanie, aczkol-
wiek nie byla to krotka droga. Dopiero po okolo pottorej godziny doszedt do pierw-
szego nizszego poziomu. Przy wejsciu do drugiego poziomu, ktorym byla jaskinia
pelna naturalnego swiatla dziennego, stal Straznik. Wygladal jak chinski mnich.
Na gorze wejscia widnial napis ,2 poziom z 5”, czyli bylo wiele mniej poziomow niz
Kajtek sie spodziewal. Byla to dobra wiadomos¢ dla niego, poniewaz spodziewat
sie okoto dwudziestu czesci podrozy. Zaczat opowiada¢ Straznikowi swojg histo-
rie, poniewaz on nigdy nie widziat przypadku, w ktorym ktos z wyzszych pozio-
mow zszedlby na nizszy. Po tym, jak Straznik go wpuscil, Kajetan zaczal podazac
za glowna sciezka. Od razu bylo wida¢ réznice pomiedzy poziomami, aczkolwiek
nie byly one drastyczne. Nikt nie cierpiat i bylo nawet duzo naturalnego swiatla.
Kajtek stwierdzil, ze najszybszym sposobem znalezienia swojego psa bedzie dia-
log. Teraz tylko pozostato znalez¢ kogos, kto bedzie moglt mu pomoc. Po okoto dzie-

sieciu minutach znalaz! czlowieka, ktory go pokierowat do osoby znajacej prawie
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wszystkich na poziomie drugim. Byl to starszy mezczyzna o imieniu Pawel, okoto
60 lat, z ostrymi rysami twarzy oraz rekami, ktore widziaty ciezka prace fizyczna.
Ich konwersacja brzmiala mniej wiecej tak:

~Witam” - przywital sie Pawel

»Dzien dobry, chcialbym poprosic o przystuge, czy to prawda, ze znasz wszyst-
kich na tym poziomie?” - zapytal sie Kajtek

»lak, to prawda. Znam wszystkich, a o jakiej przysludze rozmawiamy?”
- odpowiedziat

Wiesz, czy ostatnio nie pojawil sie tutaj pies, sredniej wielkosci, wielokolorowy,
a rasa to owczarek australijski?” — zapytal sie Kajtek

»Nie slyszalem o takim psie tutaj, ale styszalem, ze taki pojawit sie na jednym
z nizszych poziomow czwartym albo pigtym” - odpowiedzial Pawel

»Dzieki wielkie!” - odchodzac pozegnal sie Kajtek

Kajtek szybko chcial zejs¢ na nizsze poziomy i tym razem mog! jeden pomi-
nac¢, poniewaz miat informacje, ze powinien szukac na poziomie czwartym i pig-
tym. Nie wiedzial jednak tego, ze nastepne dwa poziomy nie bedg juz takie proste,
ale nie wiedzgac tego wcigz zmierzat w ich kierunku. Nie byla to tatwa podroz, po-
niewaz po tym, jak dotart do poziomu trzeciego zaczela sie zmudna oraz trudna
wspinaczka i bez zabezpieczen mogt w kazdym momencie spas¢ i odrodzic sie na
samej gorze. Schodzac z trzeciego poziomu napotkata go burza i wszystkie chwyty
na skalach staly sie mokre, wiec warunki do wspinaczki pogorszyly sie znacznie.
Juz wczesniej byla to trudna trasa, ale teraz zrobila sie praktycznie nie do zreali-
zowania, ale Kajtek byl zdeterminowany, zeby odzyskac swojego psa. Dotar} on
na poziom czwarty i to, co tam zastat to bylo straszne w porownaniu do poziomu
drugiego. Praktycznie zero swiatla dziennego oraz straszne zimno, przenikajg-
ca ciemnos¢. Bez zadnych udogodnien do zycia, na granicy duzego gltodu. Wszy-
scy ludzie byli tam szarzy, niemili, nastawieni wrogo. Niektorzy nawet chcieli go
zaatakowac i zabrac cale jedzenie oraz picie, ktore mial, ale on poruszat sie zbyt
szybko, a oni byli zbyt zaglodzeni, zeby za nim gonic. Kajetan jednak nie widzial
zadnego psa, ktory by przypominatjego. Wygladato na to, ze bedzie musial zejs¢ na
ostatni poziom. Mdgtl oczekiwac tylko najgorszego, poniewaz poziom, na ktorym
sie obecnie znajdowal, nie by} zbyt przyjemny dla nikogo. Jedyne, co go czekato
na najnizszym poziomie, to byt strach i cierpienie, ale nie zamierzal si¢ podda-
wac. Musial wyciggnac stamtad swojego psa. Wiedzial, ze beda go czekaly wyzwa-

nia, ktore nie bedg proste do pokonania. Samo zejscie juz bedzie wyzwaniem, jest
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to zrobione po to, zeby ludzie nie mogli ucieka¢ z ostatniego poziomu. Zejscie
okoto stu metréw zajeto mu godzine. Zeby dotrze¢ do ostatniego poziomu bedzie
musial przeplynac jeszcze przez podwodng jaskinie, ktora wygladala zjawiskowo,
ale byla rowniez wyjatkowo gleboka. W zwigzku z tym, nie bedzie sie tatwo dostac
na drugg strone, aczkolwiek musial sprobowac. Tuz pod powierzchnig bylo jesz-
cze jasno, ale im jak dluzej sie zaglebial, tym stawalo sie coraz ciemniej. Niestety,
nigdy profesjonalnie nie ptywal, wiec jedyne, na co mogt liczy¢, to dobra kondycja
ze wspinania sie przez wiele lat. Doplynat do momentu, w ktorym juz nie bedzie
musial sie zaglebiac, wystarczylo tylko poplynac przez dlugi korytarz, wynurzy¢
sie i byloby po sprawie. Przeplyniecie tego korytarza tez mu sie¢ udalo, ale czul,
ze zaczelo mu brakowac tlenu, wiec musiat sie spieszy¢. Byt tak blisko, ale zaczelo
mu sie robic¢ ciemno przed oczami, by! tylko dwa metry od powierzchni, ale wie-
dzial, ze nie doplynie. Niezaleznie od tego, jak bardzo by chciat i tak by nie mogt.
Jedyne co mu pozostalo to ciemnosc. Teraz sie dowiedzial, ze nie mogt uratowac
swojego psa. Teraz juz nic nie widzial poza ciemnoscia. Ale obudzil sie. Nie widzial
zadnego swiatla, czy to mozliwe, ze ktos go uratowal i jest dalej na pigtym pozio-
mie. Wtedy poczutl cos mokrego na swojej twarzy. Obrdcit sie i byt to jego pies, jego
pies go uratowal i wyciagnal z wody. Pokoj nie wygladal jednak jak grota, w ktorej
byl przed chwilg. Byt on bialy oraz wygladal jak pokdj w szpitalu: Kajetan nie miat
sit wsta¢, wiec postanowil spac. Po tym, jak sie obudzil, ujrzal swiatlo: rzeczywi-
scie znajdowat sie w szpitalu. Pies spat w jego nogach. I wtedy wszed! doktor.

,Obudziles sie? Stosunkowo szybko.” - przywitatl sie doktor

»1ak, ale nie wiem co sie¢ stalo. Myslalem, ze nie zyje.” — odpowiedzial

,Nie, ale uczestniczyles w wypadku: miates powazne uszkodzenia, ale jak
widac, Twoj pies jest w porzadku. ChcieliSmy go stad zabrac, ale nie dawal sie.

Caly czas czekal na to, az sie obudzisz i asystowal przy kazdym zabiegu.” - wyjasnit.
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Kaja Oszczeda
. Spike, dobrze ze jestes...




Wszystko zaczelo sie pewnego niezwykle zwyczajnego dnia, ktory rozpoczat kolejny
letni miesigc, lipiec. Stonce otulalo swiat swoimi ramionami, wprawiajac mieszkan-
cow Ziemi w blogi stan. Zawsze wydawalo mi sie, ze poczatek wakacji powinien by¢
czasem szczescia, ekscytacji, niesamowitych podrozy, zachwytu pachnacg naturg
i przede wszystkim dlugo wyczekiwanego relaksu. Miatam nadzieje, ze wlasnie te
wakacje obdarza mnie odpoczynkiem od wszystkiego i wszystkich, ze ming podob-
nie do tych z roku poprzedniego, czy sprzed dwoch lat. Zawsze przemijaty doktad-
nie tak samo, leniwie, troche nudno i tworczo zarazem, czasem w podrozy, w gorach
lub w basenie ze szklaneczkg Merengue. W sumie nic specjalnego nie wydarzalo sie.
Po prostu dzialo sie... Jednak te wakacje byly kompletnie inne, skryte zupelnie poza
moj3 wyobraznig.

Byl poniedzialek, pigtego lipca, poczatek drugiego tygodnia wakacji. Celebro-
walam pierwszy dzien wspaniale zapowiadajacej sie przerwy, miedzy innymi od
szkoty, zgietku miasta czy treningow. Siedziatam w hamaku w moim ogrodzie, piek-
nej i soczysto zielonej krainie, ktora byta jednym z moich ulubionych miejsc na Ziemi.
Strzeliste drzewa otaczaly mnie z kazdej strony, pachnialy, a ptaki spiewaly jak
nigdy dotad. Odniostam wrazenie, jak gdybym znajdowala si¢ w magicznej krainie,
jak gdyby wszystkie smutki, bdle i rozpacze tego swiata nagle zniknely. Poczulam
sie wspaniale, doenergetyzowana i pelna motywacji do zycia. Nie moglam docze-
kac sie wydarzen nadchodzacych dwoch miesiecy. Podczas czytania i letniego leza-
kowania w hamaku, bawilam sie rownoczesnie z moim najblizszym przyjacielem
— Spike’iem, kudlatym psem rasy border collie. Ulubiong zabawka mojego czarno-
-bialego towarzysza byla zwyczajna, niebieska piteczka, ktorg gryzt i gonil z zaan-
gazowaniem niemal tysigca pszczot pracujgcych wulu. Za kazdym razem, gdy tylko
ja rzucalam, bieg! prosto za nia, jak gdyby nic wiecej sie w tym momencie dla niego
nie liczylo, gonil j3 z ogromnym impetem, nie zwazajac na przeszkody czy zadeptu-
jac kwiatki, ktore niespodziewanie stanety na jego drodze. Biegal po calym ogrodzie
przynoszac mi zabawke, abym mogla ponownie jg rzucic¢. Bylam niezmiernie szcze-
sliwa tak samo jak Spike, po ktorym szczegolnie widac bylo promieniujgcg z pyska
radosc i krecacy sie wokol wlasnej osi puchaty ogon.

Nagle zadzwonil telefon, spojrzalam na wyswietlacz ekranu, to byla Maja, moja
kuzynka, z ktorg miatlysmy niespotykanie silng wiez. Odebralam i z naplywajacego
potoku stow dowiedzialam sie, ze ja Zosia musze koniecznie wpas¢ do Wroclawia
w najblizszy weekend, ze w sobote jest impreza urodzinowa Marcina, zZe przeciez

przyjaznimy sie i powinnam potraktowac to prawie jak obowigzek. Usmiechne-
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tam sie pod nosem. Bylo mi calkiem milo, ze Majka tak bardzo motywuje mnie
do wspodlnego wyjscia. Juz sam jej entuzjazm wydawat sie krzyczec ,bedzie super!
wpadaj do Wro! koniecznie” ... Zastyglam na chwile w bezruchu, w moim kolo-
rowym indianskim hamaku. Nie wiedzialam czy to na pewno dobry pomys}, aby
pojechac¢ na urodziny Marcina? Wprawdzie bardzo go lubie i przyjaznimy sie
od dawna, ale wszyscy jego znajomi, wlgcznie z mojg kuzynka Majg byli duzo star-
si ode mnie, czy powinnam tam byc? Czy jednak odmowi¢? Czy wymysli¢c male
klamstewko zastaniajac sie nim i thumaczac dlaczego wlasnie w ten weekend nie
moge wyjecha¢ z Warszawy? Postanowilam pdjs¢ za gldowng bohaterks ,Prze-
mineto z wiatrem” i pomysle¢ o tym jutro! Wrdcitam do hamakowania, czytania
i zabawy z psem.

Kolejnego dnia obudzil mnie odglos szczekajacego zwierzaka sgsiadow,
a z dotu dobiegatly glosy stukajacych naczyn, tata rozpakowywal zmywarke z deli-
katnoscig... co najmniej stonia. Wybila godzina dziesigta, wszyscy zyli juz pelnig
dnia, cieszac sie promieniami stonca dobiegajgcymi zza okna. Poczulam sie nie-
wiarygodnie wypoczeta, tylko od czasu do czasu udawato mi sie tak dtugo i gle-
boko spac, regenerujac kazdg czes¢ mojego ciala. Reszte dnia, spedzitam bardzo
spokojnie, rozkoszujgac sie chwilg. Zeszlam na dol, obudzilam Spike’a i wysztam
z nim na dlugi spacer, jak kazdego dnia wolnego od szkoly i innych zadan. Zawsze
twierdzilam, ze takie obowigzki to sama przyjemnosc. Bardzo lubitam wychodzic
z nim do lasu, wstuchiwac sie w §piew ptakow i mie¢ mozliwos¢ wdychania tak
wspaniale pachngcego sosnga, swiezego powietrza. Po powrocie poczutam sie jesz-
cze lepiej, o niebo lepiej, jak gdybym w pelni odzyla do wakacyjnego szalenstwa.
Kolejne dwa dni przesiedzialam niemalze cale na zewnatrz, w ogrodzie, czytajac
i chlongc zapachy wokol. W koncu docenilam to jak wspanialg przestrzen mam
wokot siebie, w ktorej czas wolny nie kojarzy sie z nuda, chociaz zawsze bylam
zdania, iz nuda jest niezwykle tworcza.

Czwartkowy poranek nie nalezal do najlepszych. Calg noc towarzyszyt
mi okropny koszmar. Jeden z tych, ktore co jakis czas powtarzaly sie, za kazdym
razem przebiegajac dokladnie w ten sam sposob. Zeszlam na dot zastanawiajac sie
ciaggle co mogl znaczyc¢ 6w sen. Otwierajgc lodowke, aby zobaczyc¢ co moglabym
zrobi¢ sobie na sniadanie, ustyszalam szczekanie mojego psa. Spike zdecydowa-
nie domagal sie wyjscia na dwor, wiec chwycilam cieplejszy letni ptaszcz, ubra-

tam buty i wyszlismy z domu. W polowie wedrowki po lesie przypomniatam sobie,
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ze musze oddzwoni¢ do Mai. Chwycilam telefon i zadzwonilam z bardzo dobrymi
wiesciami. Tata zgodzit sie zawiez¢ mnie do Wroclawia, a raczej zgodzit sie mnie
zabrac¢ ze sobg, gdyz okazalo sie, ze jest umowiony na stuzbowg kolacje z kims
z pracy wlasnie tam. Nic nie dzieje sie bez przyczyny, nawet kolacje stuzbowe
mojego taty - pomyslatam. Maja bardzo sie ucieszyla, az zapiszczato mi w uszach
od jej entuzjazmu. Wprawila mnie w dobry nastroj, peten ekscytacji i takiej
wewnetrznej radosci podszytej ciekawoscig nadchodzacych zdarzen. Gdy tyl-
ko przekroczylam prog domu, pospieszylam w podskokach do swojego pokoju
i zaczelam wkladac¢ rzeczy do walizki. Kompletnie nie wiedzialam co spakowac,
a co dopiero - co ubrac na przyjecie urodzinowe Marcina? W koncu zdecydowa-
tam sie na mojg awaryjng stylizacje, eleganckg acz lekko ekstrawagancka po czym
zasunelam zamek zielonej torby podroznej. Moja glowa wypelniona byla roz-
norodnymi myslami, zastanawialam sie jak to bedzie, kto przyjdzie, a przede
wszystkim, ze prawie nikogo nie znatam!? Ale co tam u mnie zawsze ciekawos¢
wygrywa! Razem z kuzynkg uzgodnilysmy, ze wspolnie kupimy prezent dla Mar-
cina i jak zawsze podzielimy sie kosztami. Zadecydowalysmy razem, ze bedzie to
obraz, ten wiszacy w jednej z wroctawskich galerii sztuki, niedaleko Rynku, o kto-
rym Marcin marzyt juz od dluzszego czasu. Wiedzialysmy, ze na pewno strasz-
nie sie ucieszy i powiesi go w domu na honorowym miejscu. Tak bardzo podobal
mi sie nasz prezentowy pomysl, ze przestalam sie tak zamartwiac i rozmyslac.
Tego dnia wyjatkowo wczesnie poszlam spac, w nadziei, iz kolejny dzien nastanie
troche szybciej niz zwykle i przyniesie mnostwo wrazen.

Nastepnego ranka obudzilam sie dos¢ wczesnie, ustyszalam jakby wycie wil-
ka. To Spike lezal pod schodami, smutny, wpatrzony w mojg walizke. Nie wiedzial
gdzie jade i naile dni, przezywal to bardzo w swoim sercu, a jego psie oczy mowity
»dlaczego mnie zostawiasz?”. Po kilkudziesieciu przytulakach, usciskach i calu-
sach wyjechalismy z tatg w kierunku Wroclawia. Droga dluzyla sie, chociaz znatam
ja na pamiec. Trwala i trwala, chociaz zajela nam niecale trzy godziny. Tesknitlam
juz od pierwszej chwili za moim kudtaczem, ktory przychodzi i ktadzie swoj pysz-
czek na mojej nodze, albo lapa zaczepia mnie i domaga sie nieustannego glaska-
nia lub drapania za uszkiem. Gdy dojechalismy, pierwsze co zobaczylam to Majke
stojaca pod blokiem, niecierpliwie oczekujaca naszego przybycia. Wyskoczylam
z auta, biegalam ile sit w nogach i przytulilam sie do niej tak mocno, ze w pewnym
momencie balam sie, ze sie przewrdocimy albo co gorsza potamiemy. Obie bylysmy

iekielnie szczesliwe, poniewaz nie widzialysmy sie ,wieki”, albo przynajmniej
b )
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tak nam sie wydawato. Co prawda rozmawialySmy sporo przez telefon, ale to nie
to samo co ponowne spotkanie na zywo. Musze przyznac, ze dawno nie doswiad-
czylam tak cieplego powitania, mdj usmiech z twarzy nie chciat znikngc. Tata
wyciagnal walizke z bagaznika samochodu, pozegnat sie z nami i odjechat gonic
sprawy dorostych. A my po rozpakowaniu rzeczy i zjedzeniu talerza pomidorowej
z makaronem, przystapilySmy do omawiania planu dziatania na kolejne godziny
dni - gdzie odbedzie sie przyjecie urodzinowe Marcina, gdzie nocujemy, i czy nasz
prezent jeszcze wisi w galerii. Po czym wyruszylysmy do centrum, aby pospe-
dzac razem czas, porozmawiac i rozejrzec sie dookola, co si¢ zmienilo w starym
Wroclawiu. Odwiedzitysmy Ostrow Tumski i ogrod botaniczny, ktory mienit sie
tysigcami barwnych kwiatow. Przy Hali Targowej w stynnej herbaciarni wypitysmy
po imbryku japonskiej Gyokuro Kyoto, po czym udalysmy sie w strone Starego Mia-
sta zagladajac do naszej ukochanej Galerii Sztuki. Przyszly obraz Marcina wisial
sobie z boku, niczym niewzruszony, nie wiedzgc, zZe jutro kogos uszczesliwi. Sym-
patyczny starszy pan znatl juz nas, a szczegolnie Majke, ktora wczesniej nekata go
kilkakrotnie negocjujac cene za wymarzone dzieto. Pan okazal si¢ by¢ cudownym
czlowiekiem, po zapoznaniu sie¢ z naszym pomystem i po wystuchaniu histo-
rii Marcina skontaktowal sie z artysta, autorem dziela i opowiedzial o szalonych
nastolatkach zdeterminowanych uszczesliwic ,kolorowego ptaka” nierozumiane-
go przez swiat. Malarz zaproponowat nam tak przystepna cene, ze mato co nie
oszalalysmy ze szczescia. tak z obrazem zapakowanym wszary papier ruszalysmy
na Stare Miasto, tetnigce zyciem, pelne turystow i przeroznych zapachow plyna-
cych z pobliskich knajpek, barow i restauracji. Po dniu pelnym wrazen wrocitysmy
do mieszkania, chcac jak najszybciej wskoczy¢ do 1ozka i zasngc. Ale jak tu spac,
usta nam sie nie zamykaly. Jak tylko konczylysmy pierwszy watek, praktycznie
natychmiast zaczynalysmy kolejny i tak bez konca... Moja glowe przepelniaty my-
sli i watpliwosci dotyczace urodzin Marcina - jak bedzie? Co bedzie? Kto bedzie?
Ekscytacja zamienila sie jednak w przerazenie i obawe. Takg podswiadomg obawe,
dziwng i trudng do uchwycenia. Wtedy, lezagc w cieplym t6zeczku nie miatam jesz-
cze pojecia co sie wydarzy, co nastapi. A moze wlasnie moja podswiadomosc juz to
wiedziata? Moze stad to dziwne samopoczucie, te dziwne obawy niczym wowczas
nieuzasadnione? Jedno bylo pewne, nikt z nas nie znal przyszlosci? A kazda proba
przewidzenia jej mogla jedynie okazac sie mylna.

I'w koncu nadszedl dzien siedemnastych urodzin Marcina. Razem z Majka roz-

poczelysmy przygotowania, zapakowalysmy w kolorowy papier wspolny prezent,
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owijajac go na koniec grubg materialowa czerwong wstazka, napisalam odreczng
czcionky zyczenia dla solenizanta na wczesniej wspdlnie przygotowanej kartce:
»Marcinie, z okazji Urodzin, zyczymy Ci samych cudownych chwil w zyciu i od-
wagi by zawsze iS¢ do przodu usmiechajac sie z radoscig w sercu! Ty jestes Kre-
atorem swojego zycia, osiggniesz to o czym marzysz! Dlatego pus¢ wodze fantazji
iidz kochajac zycie! MajaiZosia.” Gdy bylysmy juz w pelnej gotowosci do wyjscia,
z ogromnym pakunkiem w reku opuscity$my mieszkanie cioci i wujka, udajac sie
na przystanek autobusowy. Miny ludzi uswiadomity nam, ze to chyba nie najlepszy
pomysla pakowac sie z nim do zatloczonego pojazdu komunikacji miejskiej. Ale co
tam, udalo nam sie wsigs¢ do wlasciwego autobusu i szczesliwie przejechac po-
nad pietnascie przystankow do mieszkania Marcina, a raczej mieszkania Marcina
rodzicow, takiego dodatkowego lokum dla znajomych, rodziny czy na impreze jak
ta dzisiejsza. Nasze dzielo sztuki przezylo podroz i dotarto wspdlnie z nami w jed-
nym kawatku. Osiedle bylo catkiem stare, chyba taki pozny Gierek, mnostwo wie-
zowcow wokot, ale w srodku pieknie odnowione minimalistyczne w stylu miesz-
kanie, lekko industrialne, idealne na imprezy czy bankiety na stojaco. Pierwsze
co dostrzeglam to ISnigce dekoracje, balony we wszystkich kolorach teczy, ulozone
z artystycznym zamystem, jakby bardzo celowo i do tego te wielki, biale i srebrne
materialowe plachty zwisajgce po bokach z sufitu. W kuchni na ogromnej wyspie
byl ,szwedzki stol” pelen przekasek i trunkow dla osob w roznym wieku. Na bia-
tych scianach wisialy stare wroclawskie plakaty spektakli teatralnych, koncertow
i imprez jazzowych, krolowatl ,Jazz nad Odrg”. Z glosnikow saczyla sie muzyka.
Znajomi Marcina okazali sie by¢ calkiem fajng ekipg, z wieloma pasjami, fascyna-
cjami czy dziwactwami - oj bylo kilku freak’ow. Jak wielu stwierdzilo ,wiek to tylko
liczba, Zosiu - pytanie na ile sie czujesz?”. Oni czuli si¢ zdecydowanie na mniej,
co w sumie bylo fajnym doswiadczeniem. Marcin raz po raz rozpakowywal
prezenty. Usmiechatl sie wesoto ogladajac kolejne nowe ksigzki, plyty winylowe,
stuchawki i inne gadzety... przy naszym kolosie zamarl. Zdarl papier i totalnie
zaniemowil, z trudem powstrzymujac 1zy podszed! do nas i przytulil ukrywa-
jac fale slonej wody tryskajacej z oczodotow. Nie to nie byly 1zy, nigdy sie do nich
nie przyzna. Z Majka puszczalysmy do siebie oko ,udalo sie - tak miato byc¢”.
Marcin od razu znalazl honorowg sciane, na ktorej zawiesit swoj wymarzony
obraz zapowiadajac wszystkim, ze jak cos mu sie stanie to udusi... nogi powyry-
wa i takie tam katusze. Solenizant przygotowal sporo roznych atrakcji. Gralismy

w kalambury, odgadywalismy smaki z zawigzanymi oczami, graliSmy w butelke
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~prawda czy falsz”... ale najwieksze, wrecz niesamowite wrazenie zrobil na mnie i
chyba na wielu imprezowiczach ktos kto siedziat cichutko w rogu pokoju. Starszy
Pan, o paru siwych wlosach na glowie i bujnej srebrzystej brodzie, ktora na pierw-
szy rzut oka prezentowala sie na bardzo zadbang. Marcin z racji swej wielkiej mi-
tosci do sztuki postanowil zaprosic¢ karykaturzyste, ktory mial uwiecznic ten dzien
i bohaterow tego wydarzenia, jego przyjaciol. W lekko karykaturalnym ujeciu...
Zostatem sam, catkiem sam. Wokot panowala przeszywajgca do szpiku kosci
cisza. Wszyscy smacznie juz spali, nie wiedzgc co wlasnie mialo sie wydarzyc¢.
Skad mieli wiedzie¢? Cieszylem sie, ze dobrze sie bawili, ze zapamietaja mnie
radosnego, zawsze z szerokim usmiechem na twarzy. W prawej rece trzymatem
ztamany kawalek zyletki, jakiej uzywal moj dziadek do golenia. Jakze lubilem
obserwowac go podczas tej rytualnej czynnosci, jak ostrze przesuwalo sie deli-
katnie po policzku. Dawne czasy i dziwne upodobanie. Roztrzesiony stalem na
balkonie skromnego wroctawskiego mieszkanka z wielkiej plyty, ronigc morze
tez. Dlaczego ptakalem? Nie chcialem, aby wszyscy widzieli ten moment, moj ko-
niec, moje odejscie ze swiata materii, przysporzenie moim przyjaciotom bolu nie
bylo mojg intencjs. Jednak wiedzialem, ze beda zadawac sobie pytanie dlaczego?
Bylem przekonany, ze niektorzy beda sie¢ obwiniac, ze w ich glowach kilebic sie
bedzie masa pytan, tylko czy to bedg wlasciwe osoby? Czy moj ojciec przebije sie
przez wlasng tecze ludzkiej hipokryzji? Slyszatem te pytania - czemu pozbawil
sie zycia, przeciez miat tyle kochajacych osob wokol? Wspierajacg mame, przyja-
ciol, znajomych z tego samego kolorowego swiata, tak bardzo nie akceptowanego
w tych czasach. Ale wowczas - na balkonie - nie mialo to juz dla mnie zadnego zna-
czenia. Jedyne co zaprzatato moja glowe to krok naprzod, tylko jeden. Pojedynczy
maty ruch dzielil mnie od ulgi od tego swiata, od zycia. Poddalem sie, nie chciatem
juz walczy¢. Zrobitem pierwsze naciecie w miejscu gdzies w potowie drogi mie-
dzy tokciem i nadgarstkiem. Poczulem chwilowy, przeszywajacy bol, po ktorym
nastgpito uderzenie beztroskiej ulgi. Nie bylo juz drogi odwrotu, musialem konty-
nuowac, w koncu przygotowywatem sie do tego momentu wiele, dluzacych sie lat,
w trakcie ktorych i tak czutem jakbym juz nie zyl. Poszedlem o krok dalej i drugie
naciecie zrobilem przy nadgarstku, celujac prosto w tetnice promieniows, znam
ja przeciez, godzinami ogladatem atlas anatomii czlowieka. Poczutem trzymajacy
przez chwile ucisk w rece, ktory poprzedzilo niesamowite wytchnienie. Spadaja-
ca na kafelki zyletka wydala bardzo charakterystyczny dzwiek. Krew splywata mi
po palcach. Styszalem kazde uderzenie szybko bijacego serca, kazda fale i mysl
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przeszywajacg moj umysl. Wszystko dudnilo, walilo jak kotly w orkiestrze.
Bylem gotowy. Przeszedlem na drugg strone balkonowej barierki chronigcej przed
upadkiem z wysokosci. W tym momencie juz jedynie prawa reka chronita mnie
od upadku. Wiedziatem, ze ta chwila wlasnie nadeszla. Spojrzalem w niebo, ktore
wydalo misie piekniejsze niz zwykle i z pelng sSwiadomoscig czego naprawde chce,
puscitem sie w nicosc...

Bylam sama i roztrzesiona. Siedzac na wielkim, puchatym dywanie w moim
pokoju, tulitam sie do Spike’a, ktory poddawal si¢ moim usciskom i nawet sie
nie poruszal. Lizal moje dlonie i twarz, smakowat lez. Jakby wszystko rozumial
i wyczuwatl ogrom zla, ktore sie wydarzylo, ktore spadlo na mnie nieoczekiwanie
i przygniotlo mnie. Nigdy dotad nie odczuwatam w ciele tak wielkiego fizyczne-
go bolu, ktory rozrywal wszystkie moje organa. Nagle ten piekny kolorowy swiat
wokot zgast, obraz stal sie szaryirozmazany. Czas ziemski zatrzymal sie dla mnie.
Kazdg przemijajacg godzine, odczuwalam jako jedynie krociutka sekunde. Wcigz
nic do mnie nie docieralo, moze dlatego, ze nie chcialam uswiadomic sobie co on
wlasciwie zrobil. Maja od momentu zakonczenia imprezy i poranka, kiedy z bal-
konu mieszkania Marcina spojrzalySmy przerazone w dot, nie odezwala sie do
mnie ani sfowem. Wsciekla i otepiala, nie byla pewna czyja towina i, poniewaz nie
wiedziala, ale jej oczy juz wydaly wyrok, juz oskarzyla oprawcow. Zawsze byla
troszke zazdrosna o mojg relacje z Marcinem, teraz dla niej bylam wspolwin-
na tragedii. To ja powinnam ustyszec¢ podpowiedzi jakie mi dawatl przyjaciel, ja
powinnam cos zrobi¢, ja powinnam zareagowac... Ja nikomu nic nie powiedzialam.
Nic nie zrobitam, aby zapobiec jego smierci. Ale co mialam poczac¢? Skad piet-
nastolatka ma wiedzie¢ co zrobic i jak zareagowa¢ na slowa ,mam dos¢ takiego
zycia”, ,nie mam sily juz tak zyc"... skad miatam wiedziec, ze on naprawde jest tak
odwazny i silny, aby to zrobic¢? Nie dosc¢, ze mdj przyjaciel popelnil samobojstwo,
to moja najdrozsza, najblizsza kuzynka nie chce mnie widziec, styszec, ani miec
cokolwiek ze mng do czynienia. Na szczescie przez caly ten czas byl przy mnie moj
czworonogi przyjaciel. Bez niego zycie pewnie potoczyloby sie inaczej. Pewnie
zapadlabym sie gleboko w sobie i tam pozostala na dtugo.

Dni mijaly, a w mojej gtowie byl nadal ogromny balagan. Mialam poczucie,
ze nie dalam rady, ze nawalilam i ciaggle majgc przed oczami Marcina lezacego
w kaluzy krwi, po prostu poddatam sie i popadtam w odretwienie, marazm i total-
ng obojetnosc.

Nic mnie nie interesowalo, nic mnie nie cieszylo, nic nie mialo znaczenia.
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Tylko bezruch, bezwlad, niemoc. Cate dnie spedzalam w 16zku, pod koldra,
chlipigc w poduszke nocami i przesypiajac stoneczne dni. Bylam przerazona wizjg
przysztosci. Jak zy¢ po takiej traumie? Jak przejsc¢ do porzadku dziennego udajac,
ze nic sie nie stato? Chciatam krzyczec, wrzeszczec... ale nic nie moglo sie wydo-
sta¢ z mojej krtani. Balam sie niekontrolowanych atakow paniki, ktore przycho-
dzily znienacka i dopadaly mnie swoimi mackami, batam sie przerazajacych snow
i tego ciaglego ,spadania”. Wydarzatlo sie to w mej glowie zawsze gdy tylko zmru-
zylam oczy. Niekonczacy sie koszmar - spadam, lece z duzej wysokosci, wiem,
ze tego nie przezyje, jestem przerazona, serce kolacze jak oszalate, chce wyrwac
sie z piersi, az upadam, bijgc z impetem rekoma o materac t6zka i budzac sie zlana
potem... Od tamtego momentu drzwi do mojego pokoju mialam praktycznie
zawsze zamkniete. Jedynie Spike mial prawo wejscia i wpadat czasem, kladac sie
na dywanie i patrzgc na mnie blagalnym wzrokiem, jakby mowit ,prosze wroc do
mnie”, ,prosze juz czas”. Mijaly dni, tygodnie, az w koncu okazalo sie, ze mingl
miesigc. Praktycznie caly ten czas nie dostrzegatam Spike’a, cho¢ lezal przeciez
czesto na moim dywanie, nie bylam z nim na zadnym spacerze, cho¢ kiedys tak
bardzo to kochatam, nie bawilam sie z nim, nie targalam za uszy... Psy wyczuwa-
ja wszystko, a inteligentne rasy robig to wrecz doskonale. Spike wiedziat jak bar-
dzo jestem nieszczesliwa, dostrzegal moje odretwienie i bezwlad, podchodzit do
mnie i klad sie obok tak, aby nasze ciala sie dotykaty. Byl przyjemnie ciepty, lekko
wyczuwalam bicie jego serca. Kiedy towarzyszyly mi hustawki nastrojow - od
cigglego bezdennego smutku utrzymujgcego sie dniami, po napady wscieklosci,
wlasciwie bez zadnego powodu, kiedy czulam sie zle, bardzo zle, to jedyng wow-
czas ulge dawalo mi zanurzenie mej dfoni w czarno - bialej, przyjemnie delikatnej
siersci mojego kudlacza i stuchanie matego serca, ktore bilo... dla mnie.

Pewnego wieczoru, a moze juz w nocy, wyszlam z pokoju. Na dworze bylo juz
ciemno, a ksiezyc ujawnial swdj niesamowity blask, jako jedyne zrodlo swiatla.
Rodzice juz spali, nie wiedzgc, ze w koncu wyszlam z mojej dziupli. Gdy scho-
dzilam po schodach nagle zatrzymatam sie, instynktownie wrocitam do lazien-
ki po zyletke, tg ktora dziadek kiedys zostawil bedac u nas lata temu. Zesztam
na dol. Spike spigc przy schodach, tylko uniost glowe i wrocit do zastuzonego
odpoczynku. Powedrowatam pod wielkie, oszklone drzwi prowadzgce na taras
ogrodu i pociggnetam cichutko za klamke. Pisk zawiasow byl jednak donosny,
lecz na szczescie nie obudzil rodzicow. W samych skarpetkach przesziam wzdluz

tarasu i usiadtam na trawie. Bylo przyjemnie ciemno, jednak z wyrazng ksiezycowg
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poswiata i przeszywajacg ciszg, ktorej nic nie przerywalo. Z kieszeni wyciagne-
tam zyletke i polozylam przed sobg na trawie. Myslalam, co czut Marcin trzyma-
jac ja w dloni? Tam na balkonie wroclawskiego bloku? W mojej glowie klebila sie
masa pytan i dylematow? Co robi¢? Czego pragnalby Marcin? Czy wolalby, abym
do niego dotaczyla, czy abym zyla szczesliwie dla niego, za niego, dla siebie... tak
jak on zawsze marzyl? Mysli ucichly gdy zobaczylam Spike’a pedzacego w moja
strone. Najwidoczniej zapomnialam zamkngc¢ dokladnie drzwi tarasowych, ktore
popchnali przez ktore mogt swobodnie wybiec. Spike wpadlw moje ramiona, lizac
mnie po twarzy bez umiaru. Nagle obydwoje zastygneliSmy w bezruchu, tulgc sie
czule do siebie w pelnym zrozumieniu. Popatrzylam mu prosto w piekne brazowe
oczy, po czym zadarlam glowe do gory i skierowatam wzrok w niebo, usmiechajac
sie szeroko. W reke wzielam zyletke, zlamatam na poti rzucitam daleko w zarosla.
Zwrocilam wzrok z powrotem w niebo i wyszeptatam do Marcina, ktory napewno
blakal sie teraz gdzies po moim niebie: ,Od tej chwile chce zyc¢! Chce by¢ szczesli-

wa! Bede zy¢ za nas dwoje - na pelnej petardzie!”
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/ofia Rzegocka
Alden - The Old Friend
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I remember my first home very vividly.

However, | barely remember my siblings. They were all taken away quickly, and
so I was free to spend whole days with my mother, an enormous golden retriever.
We chased around the colossal house of our owners and hid in their back yard.
When it rained, we would curl up in the attic and watch the rain drops drip down
the window. When the sun shone and tickled my fur, we would go outside to lay in
the soft green grass. Oftentimes, some older pups would join us, scare and bite and
wrestle, but my mother would always chase them away with a mighty bark.

After one of these instances, my mother took me inside, licked my fur clean
from the grass and sat down by the window with me.

“See those other pups? They're wild hounds. They have no owner, no one to take
care of them. But you, Darcy, although of mixed breed, are from a very fine family.
I wish you become one brave, good dog.”

My mother, she always told me things about the life ahead of me. I didn’t pay
much attention to her then, but now, more than ever, do I realise the importance
of her words. “Over the course of your life, you will come to serve many men. Some
will treat you fairly. Others won’t. No matter, for you, Darcy, are to always do your
best, even in the hardest circumstances. Never bite or kick for play; do what you
are told to with good will. A dog is a man’s best friend, and I hope you will grow
to be one.”

I never knew my father - but my mother remembered him fondly. He was
a German shepherd, which was where I got the colour of my fur from: treading
the line between sable and gold. I never pondered too much over him, for these
were the best days of my life - spent with my mother as an innocent, curious pup.

But then my time came as well.

Our owner, a tall, kind-faced man, came up to the attic one time when it was
raining, scooped me up and carried me to the front door. I didn't understand
what was happening at first — but then I saw the couple standing at the entrance
to the house, a carrier cage next to them.

“This is our dear golden shepherd, Darcy,” The owner introduced me. “Be free
to change his name - he isn’t used to it yet.” He set me down for a minute to talk
with the owners, and I had just enough time to reach my mother.

“Be well, Darcy.” She said, giving me a kiss on the forehead. “Remember my
words.”

I was handed to the couple, and just like that, I never saw my mother again.
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Soon, I learned the names of my two young owners: Joyce and Carter. They were
newly married and both lived on the farm of Carter’s father. The day I arrived,
they gave me a new food and water bowl, laid out a sleeping rug and allowed me
to explore the house.

And what a house it was! The corridors wound all the way up four stories and
twisted down into the basement. There were two living rooms - one formal and
one informal — and a winter garden with the walls and the roof made of glass.
There was a special dog flap cut into the main entrance, and another one in the
back door which led into the fields outside.

Oh, the fields - a good 200 acres, owned by Carter’s parents. The land stretched
form a small stream leading into a duck pond to the edge of woodland. It held
several potato, wheat, carrot, beanstalk, tomato and pumpkin fields, as well
as an empty field for grazing sheep. Carter or Joyce would always follow me - but
chasing around the land was heaven for a small dog like me. Practically all my time
was spent outside.

Mrs. Lanes, a plump, merry housewife, spent most of her time tending
to the greenhouse, running errands and cooking. She thought I was a massive
nuisance, always shooing me out of the kitchen when I tried to get some leftovers,
but she always made sure my bowl was full and my water clean.

Farmer Grayson took a massive liking to me. He often explained to me how all
his different machines worked, even though I didn’t understand a thing. Someti-
mes, he would tell me to sit or lay or roll over and I would get a treat afterwards.

The family agreed on naming me Alden, or Aldo. It was a sweet name,  had tho-
ught, but I would only learn its meaning later.

Weeks had passed. This was how I lived; mornings in the fields, evenings with
the Lanes at the dinner table.

The summer gave way to earlier sunsets and more rainfall. The leaves started
changing colour - they darkened, wilted and fell in a mesmerizing dance on the
wind. The sun’s rays caressed their crisp petals; the heavy rain soaked them through.

When I turned half-a-year old in October, Carter brought forth a leash - a hor-
rible, restricting device, one end of which he strapped to my collar. Oh, it was
a pain at first, when I kept forgetting [ was tied to him, but soon I got used to it.

Once, we went for a walk with my leash early in the morning, but Joyce let me
free so I could keep ahead of the group. I was sniffing foreign bushes when I sensed

something else — a scent of a fellow dog nearby. My ears perked up, my tail wagging
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slightly as I went exploring for the newcomer, and [ soon found a black Doberman
tucked safely in some undergrowth.

When the Doberman noticed me, she jumped up at once.

“What do you want?” She growled. “This is my territory.”

Although she behaved like the wild dogs I've come across in my first home,
she didn’t look like one. She was purely bred - that much I could see. Her fur, altho-
ugh matted and dirty, was a midnight black, her legs long and her posture perfectly
straight. I wondered how she came to be here.

“Why would I want anything from you?” I asked, confused.

“You could be spying on me. Do you work for him? Is he here to get me?”
She glanced around anxiously, her tail down and her ears drawn back.

“Who are you talking about? I'm here with the owners of this farm. They are
the best ones you'll ever meet.”

“Owners?” She barked. “And you like living with them?”

“Yes. Do you have an owner?”

Her face twisted in disgust. “I had one. But... I left.”

I couldn’t hide the surprise on my face. “Why would you do that? I cannot think
of a thing that’s worse.”

The amber leaves whispered under her feet as she came forward and started
circling me. “Oh, you spoiled little thing. You haven’t experienced the cruelty
of any man yet, have you? She snarled. “You have been safely tucked away in
a beautiful house with a kind owner. Well, let me tell you this. Men are vile, spoiled
creatures. They are merciless. They are evil. Run away now, before it’s too late.” Her
nose was now inches away from mine — her teeth were dangerously showing. I took
a step back.

“I-" I was about to reply, tell her how none of that was true, when I heard Joyce’s
sweet voice call my name.

“You're Aldo? Such a silly name.” She smirked after hearing it. “Just like the ones
humans like to give out.”

“Well, I don’t get to decide what they call me. What’s yours, then?” I said defen-
sively.

“My name is Sabre. And I decided what to call myself”

I huffed, annoyed, staring at Sabre for a bit longer. I realised she was barely
older than I was: maybe a year old. Still, she had a much stronger build - more

muscle than fat, which wasn’t the case for me. I couldn’t help wondering how she
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had gotten it — only heavy physical exercise could do that to a dog’s body. But wor-
king at such a young age? What kind of home did she have before?

“And they made you wear this pathetic collar? What a shame-”

I couldn’t keep it down any longer. I barked as loud as I could, which caught her
attention. “You have no right to talk about them like that. I don’t care, what you've
been through before, but Carter and Joyce are the nicest people you'll ever meet. If
[ hear another bad word about them from your mouth, I'll bring them here myself.

That seemed to shut her up. Her ears flattened; her posture drooped. I didn’t
even know I could have this effect on others - [ was feeling quite proud of being
such a powerful dog when I heard Joyce’s shouts once more.

“Oh, look, you'd better hurry. Wouldn’t want to disappoint your owners.” Sabre
regained her composure, snarled one more time and melted into the bushes.

This encounter left me feeling very guilty for days after that. I somehow knew I
owned Sabre an apology - for losing my temper and barking — but even more than
that, I felt like I betrayed my mother. Although it was hard to miss her amongst the
luxuries offered to me on the farm, I longed for more of her guidance and enco-
uragement. And during the encounter with Sabre, I did everything she warned me
against — barking, fighting and losing my temper.

Therefore, I tried going to the same overgrown spot a few times. Sabre was ne-
ver there. I wanted to talk to her, ask her about how she came here and why she left
her owner, but mostly, | wanted to apologise and make it up to her. And just when
I had thought she left to live on some other farm, she appeared next to the duck
pond on one of my walks.

“Finally!” She barked. “I had been spying on you and you never noticed! I co-
uldn’t think of a way to make my hiding place more obvious. But here you are.”

“Sabre? I thought you had left!” I pounced towards her. “But- why were you
spying on me?”

“I wanted to see if what you said was true. I investigated a little, and...” She wa-
ited a moment as I stared at her expectantly. “Well, your owners might not be so
bad after all”

I was almost too happy to respond. “See? [-”

“Shush! I know, I know, and before you say anything, hear me out. I had only
one experience with humans, and it wasn’t good. I know [ haven’t been fair to you,
or your owners, but can you blame me? If you had grown up under my circumstan-

ces, you would understand. But now [ want to explain myself.”

53



And so, Sabre started telling her story. | was now by far too intrigued and did not
dare interrupt.

“I was born in some big city, maybe forty miles south from here. I lived in
a small apartment with my owner and his other 6 dogs, all Doberman, all black.
We were trained to be fierce, to attack certain people, and to withstand pain. Oh,
it was horrible, Aldo. He would tie us up in his dirty backyard, with no food or
water for days, only the rain or mud to drink. And he would make us carry these
boxes of white stuff in the middle of the night, to some other place in the city. And
if the police came after us, which happened all the time, we had to run at them with
full force and attack these poor men, because if we didn’t, we’d get beaten later.”
Here, she sucked in a breath, and continued. “I tried it once — I was so tired after
a sleepless night, that I just lay down on the pavement — and he whipped me so
hard afterwards, I thought my skin was going to come off. A few weeks after that,
I had decided to escape, and when we were on one of those missions, you know,
delivering packages, I just took my chance and went for it. That’s how I got here,
I guess.” Sabre closed her eyes briefly, breathing in for a moment.

“So, there you go. I have been travelling for over two weeks alone, and-" She
couldn’t say any more, for I jumped up onto her and hugged her fiercely. Sabre was
tense for a moment — not quite sure if I was attacking her or not - but then relaxed
and hugged me back.

“Sabre, I'm so sorry for what I said to you last time. You have endured so much,;
it was not in my place to tell you anything. And you are right - maybe I am a spoiled
dog, but that doesn’t mean I had chosen to be one, just like you hadn’t chosen to be
mistreated. And if there’s any way I can make it up to you - please say so.”

“Thank you, Al. You are not spoiled; I was simply too jealous of your own fortu-
ne. I never- I've never had someone say anything so kind to me. Thank you again.”

“I'll see you around?”

“Course.”

And just like that, [ had made my first ever dog friend. Although we did our best,
Sabre and I did not meet very often, because autumn turned colder and windier.
In November, the air was so crisp that it scraped my lungs when I breathed, and
I reluctantly went on walks.

However, we did find time on the warmer days and drier evenings. We explored
the forest when [ was left to roam alone; swam in the duck pond and hunted wild

geese. But our favourite activity by far was chasing each other through the wheat
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fields, now newly sewn for harvest.

That is how I spent my autumn on the farm.

But the winter came, and everything changed.

My mother used to tell me stories of this very much foreign season; of its bre-
ath-taking, icy beauty. If I had thought November was harsh, then I still had a lot
to learn.

By now, all the trees were bare, just a shadow of the greenery I had seen in the
summer. Soft, white fluff started to fall, which Sabre called snow. It was cold and
wet — and it was hard to walk through. I also started to grow new fur: much darker
than the coat I had during the warmer months, and much thicker. I was glad for
this extra protection, but when Sabre saw me after some time away, she laughed
out loud.

“Oh my, Aldo! What happened to your golden fur? You look like a fluffball.
Thank the stars I don’t shed or grow layers that much.”

It was, of course, much too cold to meet up more than once a week, when I went
for a longer walk with Carter. Joyce stayed at home more often — and she seemed
very tired most of the time. I would sometimes sit next to her and her growing
belly by the fireplace. I also enjoyed the winter garden very much, and it was one
of my most frequented places around the house.

Somewhere in the middle of winter, all of Joyce and Carter’s family and friends
gathered in the house and ate dinner together. I don’t know what made it so
special that they all had to come and dine so grandly, but they also sang gospel son-
gs around a pine tree, which strangely enough, Farmer Grayson had brough into
the house a week earlier. The children, all chatting and laughing, picked presents
from underneath the tree, and the adults talked late into the night. I was allowed
to take part as well - the children were very fond of me, and they petted and
brushed my fur as [ walked around all the colourful paper wrapping on the floor.
However, when they grew bored of my tricks and I grew bored of their company,
I went outside through the back door.

Sabre was there - alone in the cold, looking through the living room window
at the festivities inside. She looked up at once as I trudged through the snow
towards her.

“So, what is it like?” She asked.

“What?”

“Well, humans like to call it Christmas.”
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“Is that what it’s called? I think it’s very lovely. And fun.”

“Last year, during my first Christmas, our owner made us all go on three
midnight runs. [ had only learnt what Christmas was from one of the older dogs.
I didn’t really care at the time, but now it seems to me that Christmas is a beautiful
celebration.”

“I suppose so. Everyone seems so happy.”

“Yes, because they're together. But I didn’t have anyone to celebrate with.”

“Well, now you do.” We watched in silence as the children unwrapped more and
more presents, showing off to each other and laughing merrily. I thought for a mo-
ment. “How about you come with me inside? It’s cold out here.”

“But Joyce, and Carter, and-"

“I'm sure they won’t mind. Besides, we won't be seen. Alright?”

I knew Sabre was being cautious, which is what she had taught herself to
be - but I also knew she was cold, tired, and probably very hungry.

That is how we spent my first Christmas together — sprawled on my rug, filling
ourselves full. It truly was a beautiful celebration.

As the night was nearing to an end, Sabre and I fell asleep, and were found
the next morning by Mrs. Lanes who was cleaning the pantry.

“Carter! Joyce! Look at what I've found right here!”

They came downstairs, took in the sight of me and Sabre cuddled next to each
other, put up an advertisement in the local newspaper and checked the surroun-
ding area for Sabre’s owner. Of course, she had none, and a few days later, she was
wearing the exact same collar as me.

“You know, I swore to myself I would never have another owner. But here
we are.”

I was delighted to have her join the family. Farmer Grayson added new bowls
and a new rug, and we both went out for walks daily. I don’t know why Joyce and
Carter did it; but  was very, very grateful.

I suppose those were the highlights of my first year: I turned 12 months old
in late March. Not that I looked any different, but it was a good feeling to finally
be older, and as I liked to believe, wiser.

I suppose I must mention another significant moment of my life in early spring,
when the snow had already melted away and the plants were regrowing fresh
sprouts. Carter and Farmer Grayson led the sheep out to the field to graze, and for

some unknown reason, took me with them. They showed me the perimeter of the

56



field, along the stream and the woods, and brought me up close to the herd. It was
a fascinating experience, although at first, I got very distracted. But they kept brin-
ging me back there, and one time, I finally understood that they wanted me to
herd the sheep — make sure they stayed together in a group whenever we moved to
the field, and that none of the lambs wandered off into the woods.

Sabre soon joined me, when Carter and Farmer Grayson thought I was
an adequate herder.

It was a very fun activity: chasing the occasionally straying sheep back to
the group and resting in the meantime. The days grew longer again, and [ was out
with the flock from early morning till dusk, left alone by my owners.

The years came and went. I experienced summer, fall and winter all over again,
only for the seasons to repeat next year. | met many other dogs — but none as close
or dear to me as Sabre. Joyce had a baby girl, Cayla, soon after I turned one and
a half, and we grew up together. I led an amazing life along the sides of my owners,
who inherited the farm from their parents, and who did become my best friends,
just as my mother had predicted. | went from a puppy to a teenager, to an adult dog
- and finally, alongside Joyce, Carter, Sabre and Cayla, I reached my senior years.

It was then that Joyce sat down with me by the fireplace, and it reminded me
of how my mother had done all those 14 years ago. As she did some needlework,
she started speaking in a warm, maternal voice I was so used to by now, and
I cuddled closer.

“Aldo, did we ever tell you about your name? You see, it has a very noble origin
— Alden means ‘wise, old friend’ in old English. We had given you this name becau-
se we both somehow knew you would be loyal and kind to us; and look at where you
are now. All these 14 years, you have stayed by our side. And we couldn’t be more
grateful”

And so, I suppose my mother had been right — a dog really was a man’s best

friend.
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James was a simple man. He lived with his wife Sarah, whom he loved and cared
about. He had a store, and he had just hired a manager leaving him lots of free time.
He was happy, he had everything a wife, a house and money. There was nothing left
in the world for him to want.

One day he was walking on the in the towns old square and decided to stop at
a bookstore. He wasn't there to buy anything in particular but just looking around.
When he got a call ,Hello, is this Mr. James Smith? Your wife fainted, she is at St.
Lucy’s hospital.”. The nurse was explaining that everything is ok and the just have
to run some tests, but he wasn'’t listening. He bolted to the first cab he saw and qu-
ickly instructed the driver to take him to the hospital. On his way even though he
knew she was fine, he was still terrified, mind was blank. He didn’t know what he
would do without her, just that thought made him freeze. James lost track of time
and before he knew it, he was there, he threw a 20 dollar bill at the driver and ran.
He walked through the automatic sliding doors, he ran to the reception to ask whe-
re she was ,room 72 second floor” the nurse replied, he ran up the stairs and as ran
into to the room. A doctor was standing Infront of her and suddenly gasped and
said ,we'’re afraid it might be cancer we’ll know for sure when the results come” in.
They are flabbergasted. He walked up to her bed layer down with her, “I'll give you
two some privacy” the doctor left the room and she burst in to tears. He pulled her
close and rubbed her back telling her that everything would be alright.

James stayed with Sarah at the hospital for the next few days, refusing to leave
her side. The test results came back and unfortunately, it was cancer. James was
devastated but he knew he had to be strong for Sarah. They started her treatment
at once and James took time off from his store to take care of her. He cooked for
her, cleaned for her, he did everything. One evening he walked up to her, and she
told him to check the door. He walked up to the door and there it was, a puppy, he
looks at the collar to check for a number and there it was... his name, his phone
number. “Sarah what’s this?” he asked

“Your new dog” she replied

“But why?”

“When I pass awa-"

“No, you will make it through” he cried

“Ok, if I pass away, for whatever reason I want you to have this dog, max I want
you to care for it like you cared for me-"

“you’ll be fine” he kept insisting but she wasn’t letting him stop her
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“Because if I die you would be alone, and I want this puppy to remind you of our
time together and I want you to care of him and him cheer you up

Everything was going smoothly. He went for walks with Max and if Sarah was
feeling good, she would from time to time join them. James wasn’t worried about
Sarah, he didn’t believe it could happen. So, in denial about her condition, he was
happy.

They were happy a few week later Sarah was lying in bed when he thought she
took a nap. He prepared her a meal and let her sleep for a bit, it was getting quite
late, and the food was getting cold, so he walked up to her to wake her up. “Wake
up sleepy head as he grabbed her by the shoulder, it was cold. He started to shake
her and beg her to wake up. But nothing... He called the ambulance, but he knew it
was too late.

James didn’t remember the rest of the day. He woke up the next morning, he
was in bed he looked up and there he was, Max sitting patiently Infront of him.
James wasn'’t able to process Sarah’s death. The dog ran up to him with excitement
waging its tail and licking his face, exited he was shook. He got up. He felt empty.
James stumbled into the kitchen as the dog ran around his feet, happy that his
owner woke up. He fed the dog, crawled on to the couch and laid down. Before he
knew it, the pupper was done eating running around the house. He just wanted
to fall asleep and never wake up, but he had to take care of Max. It took him a few
minutes but finally he got up, got dressed and found the leash. James looked dead
his was hair messy, his clothes looked terrible, he stank. But the day was nice, the
sun was shining in the sky, there are no clouds in sight, and it had stopped raining.
He looked out of place, on the street were kids playing, people jogging, couples
taking strolls. Everyone was happy, except him. Max was pulling him towards the
park, but James insisted on walking the shortest path possible. He wasn’t enjoying
the walk. After circling the street. They returned home.

He soon fell into a routine: wake up, eat and feed max, go for a walk, lay down,
check up on the store, lay down and watch a show with max, go for another walk,
eat and feed max again and go to sleep. He didn’t enjoy this. The walks were dull,
and he was constantly thinking about Sofie and how much he missed her. He even
at some point considered giving Max away because he annoyed him but Sofie wan-
ted him to take care of the dog and so he did. This continued for a couple of weeks
and sooner or later the dog started to take care of him.

Over time James improved slightly he stopped complaining he had to walk
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the dog, he started playing with it without even realising it. He took longer paths
from time to time to stop by the park, but still whenever anyone would say hi, he wo-
uld just say hello back and walk off. He was still couldn’t talk to people and enjoy it.

But one day Max wanted to go for a walk James finally took a shower it has been
a few days and got dresses and they left. It was raining, the weather was terrible,
but James didn’t mind, he decided to not go to the park but instead sit down at a
café and drink a coffee. They walked up to a café that allowed dogs inside, and he
ordered a cappuccino, and he sat down next to a lady Max was interested in her
and even got a pet. “Hi my name is James” he told her as he sat down “Cristene” she
replied, they started talking about his dog, but that conversation ran out quickly.
He finished his coffee and got up. He tried to get max to leave but he wouldn’t bud-
ge. He tried again but max still wouldn’t move so he sat back down, and sudden-
ly the conversation evolved quickly. They started talking and a few minutes later
Cristene got up and said “It was nice talking to you, but I have to go, but here’s my
number. Call me.” they both left and after James and max got home James left the
number on the coffee table. He wasn’t planning on calling her but later max walked
up to the coffee table James look and decided to call.

“Hey its James do you want to meet sometime?” he asked her

“Sure, would at the beach at 7 tomorrow work?” she suggested

“Yes, that would be great.”

The next day James took max to the beach, he was early, he sat down on the be-
ach with max the sun was setting. James realised he was happy, he had finally pro-
cessed Sarah’s death and it was all because of his best friend sitting next to him.

Max.
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