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“All that we see or seem is but a dream within a dream.”



Edgar Allan Poe




 



INTRODUCTION 




A FEVER DREAM OF LONGING AND LOSS



 



1 THE MAN FROM THE SEA



2 THE GOLDEN CHILD



3 THE NEW YEAR´S EVE MAN



4 ONE OF THOSE TYPICAL SUMMER DAYS



5 FEBRUARY



6 IRMA BERLIN



7 THE HEART SURGEON



8 THE LANDSCAPE OF HER DREAMS
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INTRODUCTION



A FEVER DREAM OF LONGING AND LOSS


 


Ankalina Dahlem’s characters inhabit a literary world where golden babies are stolen by house-sized angels, where women literally bring rain from heaven, and where love arrives disguised as everything from magic birds to phantom limbs. 


The prose moves like mercury—one moment you‘re reading about mundane heartbreak in the Milano Bar, the next you‘re watching a woman‘s body crater the concrete of a swimming pool. What makes this collection of short stories special is how Dahlem refuses to cushion her magical realism with whimsy. 


When Irma Berlin is beaten unconscious for wearing a headscarf, when the New Year‘s Eve man dies from some unnamed curse, when the heart surgeon‘s truth serum reveals impossible mythologies—these moments land with the weight of actual violence, actual loss. The magic doesn‘t soften reality; it makes it all the more unbearable.


The final story, where a husband paints an entire garden white to recreate his dying wife‘s dream landscape, crystallizes what Dahlem does throughout: she creates characters desperate to bridge the gap between inner and outer worlds, between what we long for and what we can touch. Whether they succeed or fail becomes irrelevant; the attempt itself becomes a kind of prayer.


This is writing that trusts its readers to follow it into dark waters without promising they‘ll emerge unscathed. Read it, and don‘t expect to sleep easily afterward.


 


Timothy Tremper 
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THE MAN FROM THE SEA
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The Man from the Sea cleaned the seawater gently each evening with red plastic sieves, removing the green kelp. He fed the circling gulls, dug sand holes for crabs that couldn’t find their way home, and swept out his little thatched hut with a broken, old, worm‑eaten broom.


A great blue magical bird flew to him. Its feathers bore a green eye. From the beginning, he understood its language. The other villagers thought he was mad because of it. The Man from the Sea—his face bronzed by sun, wind, and water—was not bothered. Most of the time, he didn’t want to speak to anyone anyway.


Every evening he lay quietly beside the bird on the sand. They gazed at the moon in the dark sky and held each other close until sleep settled around them. His life had become more beautiful because of the bird.


It was more fun to look at the moon together than alone. Then came the night when the blue bird spoke in a soft, cooing voice:


“The world has grown too large for me. Everything I loved has vanished. Only the moon knows my story now. Kiss me one last time. Take the knife you use to mend your nets and drive it with all your strength into my heart. Then pluck my feathers and fasten them to a large branch.


There will be no one in the land who owns such a beautiful blue broom. With this broom you will be able to sweep all the stories together. Hurry with my murder—otherwise I will be carried by the night wind into the high treetops and sharpen my beak each night on the moon’s kisses. And the longing for me will kill you!”
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THE GOLDENCHILD
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In the blackened darkness and in the blinding light things look different.


About forty years ago, Dora Zandler, then still a midwife in training, was told the story of the “golden child” under the seal of secrecy in a sterile, light‑blue coffee kitchen at Mount Sinai Hospital.


It was the story of a newborn who, directly after birth and the cutting of the umbilical cord, began to glow with a golden light, like the rays of a saint’s halo streaming in all directions. The delivery room staff had to shield their eyes. And in that blinding moment, the baby was stolen. It was a scandal. Publicly, the entire clinic staff claimed the sun had blinded them; everyone was afraid of being sent to the loony bin.


At first, newspapers from every country reported on it excitedly. After two years, the waves had smoothed over as if the case had never existed. The golden child’s parents separated and later committed suicide on the same day, at the same time, but in different places, for they never recovered from the kidnapping.


Dora Zandler had always doubted whether something like the golden child had ever existed. Secretly, she wondered if they had just been pulling her leg.


This story was in her head again as she rode the New York subway to work at dawn, heading to her hospital by Central Park. Although it was already November, the tree leaves glowed gold in the Indian‑summer light, scattered like yellow gold, rose gold, and white gold at a bazaar in Dubai. Maybe that was why she thought of the golden child.
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